


Why Pay More?
Ivory Soap could not be made

better if it were made to your
order at 5 dollars a cake. It is
made of the choicest materials.
It is made so carefully that it
contains no free alkali or un-
saponified oil. It is as good
soap as you can buy, no mat-
ter what you pay.

IVORY SOAP |4

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada
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An actual photograph of Thomas Chalmers
of the Metropolitan Opera Company singing
in direct comparison with the New Edison.
This is the famous tone test which proves
thatthe \*ni('vsl?t artist and instrumentare
indistinguishable

Over 80 great artists have conducted these
tests, more than 2,000,000 people have at-
mndéd them. And in not oneinstance has
a listener been able to note a shade of
difference between the two renditions.
Not one has succeeded in detecting when
the living voice ceased and theinstrument

inued alone.

g{o:tChalmers one of the world's greatest
baritones has scored a tremendous success
in his roles this winter, His interpretation
of Valentine in Faust is acclaimed by the
eriticsasone which willoccupy a prominent
page in the history of operatic music

The OFFICIAL LABORATORY
MODEL IN AN EXQUISITE
WALNUT CABINET

T was in response to a strongly felt
demand that we recently con-
cluded to offer the Official Labor-

atory Model in a walnut cabinet, in
addition to the popular Chippendale.
To tell you how we developed the
cabinet, which is pictured on this
page, may throw some light on the
methods of the Edison Laboratories.

We began by asking the country’s leading
makers to submit designs, Forty different
sketches were offered. After a careful in-
spection we rejected twenty-five. That left
fifteen; every one of them a handsome
model. But we wanted the best, the most
beautiful cabinet possible to secure. So
we had fifteen different models actually
constructed, one from each sketch. A jury
then weighed their respective claims and
finally the model you see was selected.
Thus thirty-nine designs were rejected that
the most beautifully proportioned cabinet of
its period might grace your drawing room.

This process of elimination characterizes
every step in the manufacture of our insten-
ments, 2,400 different materials, for ex-
ample, were {tried and rejected before we
finally found the best material for the
diamond stylus reproducer.

See the new William and Mary Model at
your dealer's, Price $350. Send for our
Magazine ‘‘Along Broadway." It's packed
with interesting musical information, in ad-
dition to data about

- ZheNEW FDISON

**The Phonograph with a Soul’
THOMAS A. EDISON, INC., Orange, N. J.

Edison Re-Creations should not be played and cannot be
layed properly on any other instrument. If they could
e, the manufacturers who seek to profit by Mr, Edison’s

research work would be able to make tone test compar-

isons, such as we have made with the New Edison before
two million music lovers.
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HOLMES & EDWARDS WEAR-PROOFED WARES

ARE MANUFACTURED IN CANADA
EXCLUSIVELY BY

THE STANDARD SIIVER CO.

OF TORONTO, LIMITED

The De Sancy
Pattern is Made in the
Following Pieces:

This 1s an illustration of
one of the many Holmes

B Bpocss - - -8 5.50d0s. ' & Edwards table wear

Tes Bpoons - - - - b5.50 *

PDessert Spoons - - - 10.00 **

Table Spoons - - - - 1100 **

Mp Bpoonl = = + 1100 * 2y \ TIORGOS LS SR STN LA TP

Orange Spoons - - - T7.50 *f g \ . —

Baby Spoons - - - - .85 each

PBerry Spoons - - - 225

Bouillon Spoons - - - 10.50 doz.

Joed Tea Spoons - - 798 | ; <

Olive Spoons - - - - 1.80 each ol [T e e

‘ @alsd Spoons - - - - 2.65 \

Sugor Spoons - - - - 1.00

Dessert Forks - - - 10.00doz. \

Medium Forks - - - 11.00 * '

.Perry Forks - - - - 675 “ \

Cake Forks - - - - 1.50each HOLM ES 8 EDWARDS
, M. Forks - - - - 150 * \

Codlv. Seiad Forks - - 1100 dos. Ml PATTERN OF EXCEP-

fee Cream Forks- - - 8.50 ‘' \

Oyster Forks - - - - 7.00 @l TIONAL BEAUTY -IN

Short Pickle Forks - 1.00 each

Long Pickle Forks - - 1.25

K womka - - 270 ll HOLMES § EDWARDS
| _“WEAR - PROOFED

Butter Spreaders - - 9.50 doz.

Oream Ladle - - - - 130 each 4

Gravy Ladle - - - - 175 .
Oyster Ladle - - - - 4.00 WARES
Soup Ladle - - - 530 "

Sut Pleks - - - - - 6.50 doz.
Jelly Server - - - - 1.50 each T 2
Tomsato Server - - - 225 :

Sagar Tongs - - - - 1.75 pair 1

Baby Spoons and Food e a ASK YOUR JEWEL.-

Pushers o :
Child’s Set - - - < 2.50 ; LER TO SHEW YOU
Eduestor Set - - - 175 M : j
Sallow Hasdle Dessert \ . jos. THIS PATTERN OR
Seliow Haadly Medlo™ 20.00 ' WRITE US FOR
ool Gl SR th.00 b ILLUSTRATED
Sisilory  Handlo BTT 350 cach PAMPHLET.

8.00 doz.

., Knife -
Solid Handle Dessert

e Hanite” seium
i
g.%'];sn- e. .e_ L b
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“*fondon Glove Company

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND.
The Great Specialists in

GLOVES,
HOSIERY,
and UNDERWEAR

An unrivalled variety In stock
o AT 4=

EXTREMELY MODERATE PRICES

Three Hose Specialitics

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

plication, direct from the

Ontario Publishing Co.

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

plication, direct from the

Ontario Publishing Co.

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

3
“oLE"Bo “

Departments

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

Remittances, iacluding tage, by International Money Order, payablc to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY,
General Post Office, Lonm ngland. Mail orders carefully tched by next steame

Adgdaress  The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, choapsldo, LONDON, England,

Orders
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SUPERIOR SUMMER FABRICS

FOR LADIES, GENTLEMEN’S AND CHILDREN’S WEAR

The Superior Quality of EGERTON BURNETT'S Clothing Fabrics is a well established fact
which Ladies and Gentlemen in Canada and many other parts of the world frequently
acknowledge.

An inspection of their New Summer Samples (mailed to your
address, post paid, on request) would enable you to judge of
their high-class character and sterling value, and demonstrate
in an effective manner the advantages to be obtained by pur-
chasing your requirements from the ‘*Old Country."’

TO H. M. MANY
. . . . ROVAL
0‘7"":" Their World-wide Reputation is Your Guarantee S b

Daspite the unfavora'blc conditions c.reated hy the War, the Samples consist of an excellent
variety of English, Irish and Scptch T wcgds, Suitings, Cashmeres, Worsteds and Flannels in
fashionable weaves and colourings for.(-entlemen's and Boys' wear, and a charming assort-
ment of Cotton, Wool and Silk Fabrics in a rich profusion of colours, weaves and designs, for

Ladies and Children.

HIGH-GRADE MADE-TO-MEASURE TAILORING

Many letters of commendation have been re-
ceived from Ladies and Gentlemen in Canada
testifying to the excellence of the Fit and
Workmanship of E, B./’S made-to-measure

Tailoring.

This voluntary evidence (see examples below)
is incontestable proof of their ability, and you
may confidently send to E. B. for your Sum-
mer Outfit with the assurance that your
orders will receive very careful attention.

VOLUNTARY EVIDENCE
OF TAILORING SATISFACTION

D. McC. Esq., wrote:—Your Suits give the best
wear and satisfaction of any I ever had.”

Keremeos, B. C.
AF. F. Esq., wrote:—"The Suits have all arrived
safely and give every satisfaction.” Toronto, Can.
H.ARL. Esq., wrote:—*‘ReceivedgSuit O.K. and am
well pleased with it."” Kincaid, Sask.
G. R. F. Eu}. wrote: —““Many thanks for the Suit
which arrived safely a few days ago. Style and Fit
is all that could be desired.” James Bay, Ont.

THE HALL-MARK

OF INTRINSIC WORTH

Ensure Economy and Lasting Service

by wearinﬁ E. B'S. Permanent Dye “Royal” Navy
Serges—the Pure Wool Clothing Fabrics which are
guaranteed to keep a good colour in any climate, and
which patrons have found to be almost impossible to
wear out.

Prices range from 96 cts. per yard, double width, in
qualities suitable for Ladies, Gentlemen and Children,

New Season’s Samples
Tailoring Styles and Price Lists, Measurement

Ladies’ Costumes as illustra-

tion made-to-measure in a
yariety of excellent Fabrics
from $15.95. Also in per-
manent dye “Royal” Navy
Serges, from $17.90.

Blanks, Etc., mailed on request.
Any quantity of material may be purchased.

Address:

EGERTON BURNETT, LTD.

R.W.Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, England

Gentlemen's suits made-to
measure as illustration in
reliable British Tweeds and
Suitings, fashionable in
colour and weave, from
$18.40. Also in permanent
dye “Royal” Navy Suitings,
from $14,00
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Canadian Politics from the Inside

SIR JOHN WILLISON’S

POLITICAL
REMINISCENCES

will appear in

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE
beginning with the

MAY NUMBER

It will prove to be the greatest literary offering
of all Canadian Publications. Wfritten by one
who, from the inside, has studied the two great
political parties in Canada.

Further particulars in the April Number.

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

% NYL” THE
MECING INK

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. 7473358886 ENGLAND
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of allied troops. The more aeroplanes,we can

maintain atithe front the greater becomes the
security of our men in the trenches, and the more
effective our artillery fire.

M ASTERY of the air prevents the loss of thousands

For our aerial warriors are the eyes of the army, guarding
our troops from surprise tactics of the enemy, laying bare his
deadly guns and directing our own guns with unfailing accuracy.

At the same time they clear the air of Hun machines—thus
“putting out the eyes” of the enemy batteries.

Young men from 18 to 30, strong, keen and courageous,
men of fair education, and eager for;accomplishment, will find
the opportunities in the Imperial Air Service very attractive.
While training for their commissions cadets receive $1.10 per day.
Class 1, men under the M.S. Act are eligible. Those wishing to
enroll as cadets should either write or apply in person te

mmpergal
Poyal Flging Corps

Address: Toronto Recruiting Office, 93 King St. East
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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 Princioal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickson

Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work,

Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball,
Hockey, Swimming Bath.

Write for Prespectus
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,

President. Principal.

Svccesses 1017

Head Master:
7/ istand2nd Plac
C. S. Fosbery, M.A, RM.C Kingson. - Niss

Il"aue- I-'.;I‘tr-ncv RM.C,
intrance Royal Canadi
Pr.p.r.(ory! Navy. Four Mﬂfk’ul‘n‘t

s . «lons McGill,
Junior and Senior
Physieal Training," Manua
D.”m.nt._ Tralning, Swimming, Rinks,
Tennis Courts, Riding, Draw
ing, Musie.

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

New Prospectus from Miss Stuart,

—

10 Elm Avenue, Rosedale,

Branksome Hall, TORONTO.

A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Hon. Principal: MISS M. T. SCOTT Principal: MISS EDITH M. READ M. A,

P ation for the University and for Examinations in Musi.c. Art and Domestic Science Depar(;nents. Thoroughly
c'{‘li‘u‘ar:"lst:lnﬂ"‘ Large playgrounds. Outdoor games—Tennis, Basketball, Rink. Healthful Locality.
Primary School for Day Pupils FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPAL

—

TS s072048) W ioo! E

i ined Young Women to enter into its activities on the “Win the War” basis,
é?,:w',; g:ginx;ngchools, 9I'oronto, provide the proper Training for Secretarial and other »

office duties. Free catalog explains. Write W. H. Shaw, President.

-
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SHED OVER FIFTy
Uhurch

Bay School for Girls

New Complete Buildings erected 1915, Healthy situation—

seven acres playin elds. Courses — Kindergarten to

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

Principal : M1S8 WALSH, M. A. (Dublin).  Head Mistress Junior School:
MISS A. M. V. ROSSETER, (National Froebsl Unijon) Late of Cheltenham
Ladies’ College. For Calendar apply to the Bursar,

UL

mam

St. Andretw’s College  @owomo

A CANADIAN SCHOOL FOR BOYS
UPPER AND LOWER SCHOOLS

Careful Oversight Thorough Instruction Targe Playing Flelds
Summer Term commences April 9, 1918
REV.D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., LL.D,

Calendar sent on application Headmaster

The Margaret Baton School of Literature and Erpression

North Street, Toronto. - - Mrs. George Nasmith, Princigal

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

Send for Calendar
G Founded 1829 by SIR JOHN COLBORNE, Governor of Upper Canada
UPPER A BOARDING SCHOOL FOR BOYS
AUTUMN TERM BEGINS THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER |3th, at 10 a.m.
A N A DA Boarders Return on the |2th

Courses for University, Royal Military College and Business. Senior and Preparatory
o LLEG E Schools in separate buildings with full equipment. Large grounds in suburban district.

Detached infirmary, with resident nurse, Summer camp at Lake Timagami conducted by
TORONTO he Physical Instructor of the College. School Calendar, containing full pa rticulars, will be

furnished on application. ARNOLD MORPHY, Bursar.

ﬁHBURY 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.

Whrite for Tllustrated Calendar :—Rev. G. P. WOollcombe, M.A., Headmaster

e

-—-ﬁsfﬂop BETHUNE coLLEGE’ OSHAWA’ ON 4 A RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL

FOR GIRLS
Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto.

Preparation for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music,
Young children also received. Wi
jocation. Outdoor games and physical training. s ) ; ‘
rm"“,;cal Department (annq.d'lrheorky snd Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, who fer
t in the School with marked success.
"d;:‘,:::;l:::e‘ }:vil'lnbe in charge of a qualified mistress.

aad particulars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Majer St., TORONTO.

b
66 99 Private Residential School for Girls
. VE EN Barrie, Ont.
4 Acres of Grounds. Lake View
Limited numbers, Scholarship Matriculation, Singing, Music,
Art, Conversational French. Healthiest district in Canada.

Summer and winter sports. Miss E. M. Elgood, Miss E. J.
Ingram, Mlle. Shopoff.

FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPALS
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DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL SERVICE.

ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA

The Royal Naval College is established for the purpose of imparting
a complete education in Naval Science.

Graduates are qualified to enter the Imperial or Canadian Services as
midshipmen. A Naval career is not compulsory, however., For those who
do not wish to enter the Navy the course provides a thorough grounding
in Applied Science and is accepted as qualifying for entry as second-year
students in Canadian Universities. . %

The scheme of education aims at developing diseipline with ability to
ohey and take charge, a high sense of honour, both physical and mental, a
good grounding in Science, Enginering, Mathematics, Navigation, History
and Modern Languages, as a basis for general development or further
specialization.

Candidates must be between their fourteenth and sixteenth birthdays
on July 1st following the examination. -

Particulars of entry may be obtained on application to the Depart-
ment of the Navul Service, Ottawa.

G. J. DESBARATS,
Deputy Minister of the Naval Service.
Ottawa, January 8, 1918.
Unauthorizel publication of this advertisement will not be paid for.

§.2 7oL
The Royal Military College

Of Canada

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

The College is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving
instruction in all branches of military service to cadets and officers of the Canadian Militia.
1n fact, it corresponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst.

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

Whi sto thdee%ollexe is organized on a strictly military basis, the Cadets receive a prac-
tical and scientific training in subjects essential to a sound modern education.

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

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

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

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

The length of the course is three years in three terms of 914 months each,

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

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

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

e —
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HOME
STUDY

Arts Courses only

SUMMER

SCHOOL
July and August

QUEEN’S
UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON, ONTARIO
ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE

SCHOOL OF MINING

MINING
CHEMICAL MECHANICAL
CIVIL ELECTRICAL
ENGINEERING

GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar,

Lift Cornsout
 / with Fingers

A few drops of Freezone
applied directly upon a ten-
der, aching corn stops the
soreness at once and soon
the entire corn or callus
loosens and can be lifted
off with the fingers without
even a twinge of pain.

Freezone

Removes hard corns, soft corns, also
corns between the toes and hardened
calluses. Does not irritate or inflame
the surrounding skin or tissne. You
feel no pain when applying it or after-
ward.

Women! Keep a small bottle of
Freezone on your dresser and never
let a corn ache twice,

Small bottles can be had at any
drug store in Canada

THE EDWARD WESLEY CO., Walkerville, Ont.

I Should Have Taken More”

HAT is about the only complaint old Policyholders make against this Company-
They claim that they could have been urged to take a larger Policy at the outset.

The results of LONDON LIFE POLICIES are so much better than the promise®

that all Policyholders wish they had a larger amount of such insurance.

This is the Company in which ACTUAL PROFIT PAYMENTS EXCEED
ESTIMATES 50%. Worth while investigating, isn't it?

Full information upon request

London Life Insurance Company

HEAD OFFICE

LARY,
PN S President.

. RICHTER, F.A.S.,
e Manager.

LONDON, CANADA

Dr. A. O. JEFFERY, K.C.,

Vice-President.
E. E. REID, B.A,, A.L.A

Asst, Manage; and Actuary.
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THE ROYAL BAN

OF CANADA |

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 14,564,000
Capital Pald Up - 12,911,700 Total Assets - 335,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL
DIRECTORS:
SIRHERBERTS. HOLT, President E.L.PEASE, Vice-President E.F.B, JOHNSTON, K.C., #nd Vice-President
James Redmond G. R. Crowe D, K. Elliott Hon. W. H. Thorne Hugh Paton Wm. Robertson
A. ). Brown, K.C, W. J. Sheppard C. S. Wilcox A. E. Dyment C. E. Neill
Sir Mortimer B, Davis G. H. Duggan C. C. Blackadar John T. Ross R. MacD. Paterson G. G, Stuart, K.C,

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

F. J.Sherman, Assistant General Manager M. W. Wilson, Superintendent of Branches

3656-BRANCHES THROUGHOUT CANADA AND NEWFOUNDLAND—-385

Also Branches in Cuba, Porto Rico, Dominican Republic, Costa Rica, Venezuela, Antigua,
Barbados, Dominica, Grenada, Jamaica. Montserrat, Nevis, St. Kitts, Tobago,
Trinkdad, and Baham; Islands, British Guiana and British Honduras.

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

SAVINGCS DEPARTMENT sAldites

Another Successful Year

HE North American Life offers the following outstanding
figures of the business for 1917 which stamp it the most suc-
cessful year in the history of the Company :

Policies Issued and Revived $12,535,832.00
Total Assurance In Force 65,213,623.00
Cash Income 3,138,817.40
Assets 17,268,471.48
Net Surplus 2,774,854.38
Profits Paid Policyhelders 248, 857.65
Total Payments to Policyholders 1,674,291.23
A net gain of over Five and ! HE sum of $11,448,465.06
a Half Millions in business has been actually paid to
in force is indicative of the in- | Policyholders or their beneficia-
creases made. ries during the past ten years-

Ask for a copy of the Annual Report
North American Life Assurance Company
‘“Solid as the Continent”
Head Office: Toronto, Canada
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Guard Against Changeable Weather!

A risky season comes with the

preak-up of winter — frequent - ,
cause for chills and graver ills, ER G

Keep on hand for instant use

CURATIVE WADDING

(Vandenbroeck's Process)

—~the modern, scientific method of fighting chills and colds.
A light, dry, fleecy, medicated wadding that

GENERATES HEAT

gives instant re- »
lief, and cures Soc' at your Dmggi“ 3

within a few
hours

R HE MAT
LUMBAGO, ETC,

0]
=

Invented by the famous Belgian ohem-
ist, Vandenbroeck. British made by The
Thermogene Co., Limited, Hayward's
Heath, Eng, Sales agents for Canada:

HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., LTD,

10 McCaul Street - Toronto
Qakey’s Year by Year
SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP the returns of the Great-West Life
" Fer Cloaning Plate Assurance Company become more and

more satisfactory,

O a k ey y S The essential figures for 1E’l7 are as

follows:
EMERY CLOTH Policies Issued - - . g 30,309,542

Glass Paper, Flint Paper Business in Force Dec.
STOLIOTT . a7 M6 152,643,165

Oakey’s T i 2 et

Total Assets Dec. 31, 1917 24,385,666
“WEL”NGTON" KNIFE POLISH Interest Earned on In'vost-
Best for Clesning and Polishing Cutlory ments Over . . . 7 per cent
Y Those needing Life Insurance will do
Oa k ey S well to investigate the Policies of
“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD Bhe
R N dae. Great-West Life Assurance Co.
Depr, “P”
OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE
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The War Charities Act,
1917

DEPARTMENT OF THE SECRETARY OF STATE OF CANADA

HE War Charities Act, 1917, defines “war charities” as follows:

I any fund, institution or association, other than a church or the

Salvation Army, whether established before or after the com-

mencement of this Aect, having for its objects or among its objects

the relief of suffering or distress, or the supplying of needs or comforts

to sufferers from the war, or to soldiers, returned soldiers or their

families or dependents, or any other charitable purpose connected with

the present European war. Any question whether a charity is a war
charity shall be finally determined by the Minister.

The Act also provides:

(1) It shall not be lawful to make any appeal to the public for
donations or subscriptions in money or in kind for any war charity as
hereinbefore defined, or to raise or attempt to raise money for any such
war charity by promoting any bazaar, sale, entertainment or exhibition,
or by any similar means, unless—

(a) the war charity is either exempted from registration or is regis-

tered under this Aet; and, :

(b) the approval in writing of the executive committee or other
governing body of the war charity has been obtained, either
directly or through some person duly authorized to give such
approval on behalf of such governing body;

and if any person contravenes any of the provisions of this section he
shall be guilty of an offence against this Act.

(2) This section shall not apply to any collection at Divine Service
in a place of public worship.

The Act was assented to on the 20th of September, 1917, and the
above section so far as it relates to registration is applicable to War
Charities on the 20th of December, 1917. After that date, collections

made otherwise than on behalf of a registered War Charity by sub-
seriptions, donations, bazaars, sales, entertainments, exhibitions or simi-

lar means of collecting money are illegal.
Regulations and information respecting registration may be obtain-
ed from the undersigned.
THOMAS MULVEY,
Under-Secretary of State.
Ottawa, December 3, 1917.
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Responsibility

VERY true man will protect
wife and child from any-
thing that would give pain

~gven an injurious word, and
this feeling of responsibility for
his loved ones grows with the
years.

Too often he realizes when
itis too late that he desires his
responsibility for their care to
continue nfter he has passed
away.

Wealth may come and go.
The most certain way to dis-
charge your responsibility is by

of Life I x

Nearly sixty thousand Cana-
dian homes are protected by
means of Mutual Policies.

The terms of Mutual Policies
are liberal and include every
modern feature.

Write for folder entitled “Fifty
Fundamenial Facts.”

*Mutual Life

of Canada
Waterloo-Ontarious

THE PRICEOFCOAL,

of bread and other necessities of
life, has doubled in the past ten
ea’rs. Have you increased your

insurance?
The New
Protection
and

Savings Policy

which we now offer will meet your
needs.
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Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street, Toronto

Established 1855

President—W. G. Gooderham.

First Vice-President—W. D. Mat-
thews.

Second Vice-President—R. S. Hud-
som.

Joint General Managers—R. 8.
Hudson, John Massey.

Superintendent of Branches and
Secretary—George H. Smith.

Paid-up Capital ............ $ 6,000,000.00
Resgrve Fund (earne ) 5,250,000.00
Investments 31,657,661.82

Debentures

For sums of one hundred dollars
and upwards we issne Debentures
bearing a special rate of interest, for
which coupons payable half-yearly are
attached. They may be made payable
in one or more years, as desired. They
are a .

Legal Investment
for Trust Funds

We shall be pleased to forward a
specimen Debenture, Copy of Annual
Report and full information to any
address we receive.
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THE BOW RIVER AT BANFF, ALBERTA
By Moonlight.

From the Painting by
Charles W, .\'ilnpsun,
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THE CANADIAN BOAT SONG

BY CHARLES 8. BLUE

From the lone sheiling in the misty island,
Mountains divide us and a world of seas;
But still our hearts are true, our hearts

are Highland §
And we in gdream; behold the Hebrides.

jl T is many years since the
recital of these lines .by
a distinguished British

statesman  profoundly
moved a gathering of
Scottish Highlanders

and set the seal of farpe upon a poem
that had long lain buried in obscurity.
Quoted to illustrate the sentiment
cherished by Highlanders for.the land
from which they had l_)een banished
by selfish and oppressive landlords,
they attracted attention, not so much
by their political oppositeness, as by
their peculiar literary quality. At
once, euriosity was aroused as to thelr
origin. Inquiries led to discussions
which filled the columns of the news-

pers and literary ,]ournals, and,
presently, from the mildewed pages
of an old Scottish magazine was un-
earthed, in its complete and original
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form, the now familiar “Canadian
Boat Song”.

Few poems have been more often
quoted in public than this remark-
able effusion of an anonymous bard.
It has fascinated audiences, erities
and readers alike ; and the interest in-
spired by the haunting beauty of its
lines has been enhanced by the mys-
tery surrounding its authorship. Tt
has been the subject of much research
and not a little disputation; around
it has gathered a literature which
would fill several large-sized volumes.

Curiously enough, this interest has
not been so apparent in Canada,
where it might have been expected to
be most keen, as elsewhere. In Can-
adian anthologies, the song is con-
spicuous by its ahsence, and one looks
in vain for any reference to it in the
appreciations of our national litera-
ture that have appeared from time to
time. The reason probably is that,
though Canadian in name and inspir-
ation, it has never been clearly proved
that the poem was Canadian in
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origin. The point is certainly open
to doubt, and may never be satisfac-
torily determined; but, at anyrate,
there is a considerable body of evid-
ence to support the claim, and it may
not be amiss to consider whether, in
the confusion of theories concerning
the authorship, the true key to the
mystery has not been overlooked.
A notable feature of Blackwood’s
Magazine in its early days was the
“Noctes Ambrosiane”—an interest-
ing compound of literary ecriticism,
philosophical disecussion, political in-
veetive, poetry and humour, to which
Professor Wilson (Christopher
North)), Lockhart, Hogg, the Ettrick
Shepherd, and other writers of lesser
note contributed. It was in this sec-
tion of the magazine for September,
1829, that the “ Canadian Boat
Song ” first appeared. Though evi-
dently regarded by the “ Noctes”
circle as of no ordinary merit—the
Shepherd (Hogg) describing them as
“most affecting ”—the verses do not
appear to have attracted more than
passing attention. Like most peri-
odical effusions, they were read, no
doubt appreciatively, and forgotten;
and it was not until twenty years
later that someone found them of
sufficient interest to warrant their
republication in slightly altered form,
in the pages of Tait’s Magazine, a
rival Edinburgh publication, where,
on the authority of one Donald Camp-
bell, they were attributed to the
twelfth Earl of Eglinton. Thus re-
produced, they caught the keen eye
of Dr. Norman Macleod, the well-
known Highland divine and author,
who was probably the first to quote
the now familiar stanza beginning
“From the lone sheiling”. In later
years, it was repeated by, among
others, William Black, the novelist,
and Robert Louis Stevenson; and
then in 1885, came its recital by Mr.
Joseph Chamberlain, as the result of
which the song aequired the popu-
larity it has since enjoyed. It should
be pointed out, however, that t.he
quatrain quoted by Mr. Chamberlain,

and generally recited, differs materi-
ally from the original version; the
latter, as it appeared in the “Noectes”
having read:

From the lone shieling of the misty island,
Mountains divide us and the waste of
seas;
Yet still the blood is strong, the heart is
Highland,
And we in dreams behold the Hebrides.

Speculation as to the authorship of
the song has been ingenious, but
more or less indefinite, - The elaim
that it was the work of the Earl of
Eglinton, based chiefly on the dis-
covery among his lordship’s papers
of a manuseript copy of the verses
set to musie, and purporting to be a
translation from the Gaelie, has been
supported by more than one reputable
authority. Other ecritics, equally well
qualified to judge, have ranged them-
selves on the side of Professor Wilson,
resting their theory as to his connec-
tion with the song on the faet that
he was the presiding genius of
“Maga”, the most voluminous con-
tributor to the “Noctes”, and a poet
of a high order. Certainly he pos-
sessed qualifications which were de-
cidedly lacking in the Earl of Eglin-
ton, but the probabilities in his ecase
were lessened by the discovery that
the particular “Noctes”, in which the
song appeared, was written, not by
Christopher North, but by Loeckhart :
This fact, attested by the publishers
of the magazine, naturally lent eolour
to the hypothesis that the son-in-law
and biographer of Scott was the au-
thor of the verses, as well as of the
article that accompanied them; and
it has been suggested that he may
have received them from the gre:{t
Sir Walter himself, a theory as prob-
able as any of the others in view of
the circumstance, generally forgotten
that the novelist’s favorite brother
Tom, a writer of talent, had lived in
Upper Canada for a number of vears.
Opinions, more or less authoritative,
have also been expressed in favour of
the claims of Hogg, some of whose
work possesses the same haunting
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From the Drawing by Maclise

Dr. “ Tiger” Dunlop

There is reason to believe that he was the author of ““ The Canadian Boat Song '
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quality as the “Canadian Boat Song”;
and, some years ago, a well-known
Canadian writer hazarded the con-
jeeture that the distinetion belonged
to Viear-General Maecdonald of To-
ronto.

But the view which has found most
acceptance is that John Galt was the
author. Favoured by such good judges
as Neil Munro, the Seottish novelist ;
T. Newbigging, the author of a vol-
ume entitled “The Canadian Boat
Song and Other Papers”, and the
Blackwoods, it is based chiefly on the
grounds that Galt was for several
vears a resident in Canada, that in
1827 he was rowed down the St. Law-
rence on his way to Quebee, and that,
as a well-known contributor to
Blackwood’s Magazine, he was prob-
ably the “ friend ” and correspondent
in Upper Canada referred to in the
“Noctes” paragraph accompanying
the song. As of further significance,
it has been pointed out that in the
same issue of the magazine there ap-
peared an article by Galt dealing with
Canada.

These cireumstances would seem to
establish a pretty strong case for the
author of “The Annals of the Par-
ish ”* and the founder of Guelph; but,
if the explanation by the writer of
“Noctes” article, as to how the
verses came into his possessioon, is to
be taken literally, they are by no
means conclusive. Here is the state-
ment, with “ North ” as interlocutor :
“(anada; why it is as Scotch as
Lochaber; whatever of it is not
French, I mean. Even omitting our
friend John Galt, have we not one
Bishop MacDonell for the Papists,
one Archdeacon Strachan for the
Episcopalians, and one Tiger Dunlop
for the Presbyterians. By the by, I
have a letter this morning from a
friend of mine in Upper Canada. He
was rowed down the St. Lawrence
lately, for several days on end, by a
strapping set of fellows, all born in
the country, and yet hardly one of
them could speak a word of any
tongue but the Gaelic. ~They sang

heaps of our old Highland oar-songs,
he says, and capitally well, in the true
Hebridean fashion; and they had
others of their own Gaelie, too, some
of which my friend noted down, both
words and musie. He sent me a
translation of  one of the ditties.”
And then follows the “ Canadian
Boat Song”, with the “Shepherd’s”
comment: “Heah me! this is most
affectin’ now.”

Whether or not, any significance
may be attached to the words: “ Even
omitting our friend John Galt,” it is
at all events certain that that worthy
writer had no speaking acquaintance
with Gaelie, and, therefore, could not
have “noted down ™ or translated the
words of a song in that language.
Nor is it known that among his many
gifts a knowledge of music was in-
cluded, so that he could scarcely have
transposed the air. But the most
damaging testimony against the elaim
set up on his behalf is to be found in
the fact, which all his supporters
have singularly overlooked, that, if
the letter enclosing the song was re-
ceived, as stated by the “Noctes”
writer, ““this morning from a friend
of mine in Upper Canada,” it could
not have been sent by Galt, for the
simple reason that, at the time the
verses appeared, he was not in Upper
Canada, but in England. Thus we
find Lockhart writing from London
to the Blackwoods on June 5th, 1829 :
“Here is Galt as large as life and &s
pompous as ever, full of title p
and connecting books, the ‘‘Tiger’’,
squaws, and, I am sorry to add, his
own personal troubles, which are
neither few nor cheerful.” The an
thor of “ The Entail ” had left “the
houseless shores of Huron™ in the
spring of 1829 to close his account
with the Canadian Company in Lon-
don ; and he never returned.

Of eourse, it might be argued that
Galt could have had the verses in his
possession when he returned to Eng-
land, or have written them there from
recollection of some incident in his

-Canadian travels. But either the ge-

-,
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eount given in the “ Noctes” of their
origin was a statement of fact, or it
was not. If it was, the eircumstances
eould not, as has been shown, apply
to the Commissioner of the Canada
Company ; if it was not, his claim is
equally insupportable, for no other
evidence has been adduced on his be-
half than that of his connection with
Upper Canada.

Assuming then, that the accom-
panying note in the “Noctes™ con-
tains the key to the mystery, who
was the friend and correspondent re-
ferred to? The question is one that
searcely admits of a positive answer,
gince in the absence of proof it must
necessarily depend upon circum-
stantial evidence; but it is curious
that none of the writers, who have
dealt with the subject, has considered
the possibilities suggested by the
name of Dr. William Dunlop, the
« Piger ” mentioned in the “ Noctes,”
the associate of Galt in his work of
eolonization, a writer of acknqwl-
edged ability and wide reputation,
and a notable figure in the history of

er Canada.
Up}};o one can read the “ Canadian
Boat Song”, or hear it recited, with-
out feeling the Celtic strain in it, that
liar pensiveness and perfervid
sentiment so characteristic of the
Highland lament.

Listen to me, as when ye heard our father
Sing long ago the song of other shores;

Listen to me, and then in chorus gather
All your deep voices as you pull your

0ars;
Fair these broad meads, these hoary woods

are grand.
But we are exiles from our father’s land.

Whoever wrote the song beginning
with these appealing lines was un-
doubtedly one whose Dblood was
strong, and whose heart was High-
land ; and William Dunlop, though of
Lowland birth, was a true anq typi-
eal Celt, a descendant of the lairds of
Keppoch, and a Gael in spirit, tem-

ment and physique.  With the
age of Ossian he was quite fa-
~ miliar; among the men of Glengarry,

371

to whom reference is made in the
“Noctes”, he had many friends; and
in the company of Highland boatmen,
chanting Gaelic ditties, none could
be more at home than he, for he loved
a song and, unlike the staid and
stately Galt, could sing one too. As
a matter of fact, it was he who accom-
panied the novelist on his trip to
Quebec in 1827, when, according to
the latter’s Autobiography, he was
impressed by the “singing boatmen
—a race fast disappearing”; and it
was he who, when a comedy of Galt’s
was performed in that ecity, played
with an excellence commented upon
by the author, the part of the High-
land Chieftain, which, there is reason
to believe, was his own contribution
to the piece. But the point of chief
importance is that the “ Tiger” was
not only a econtributor to Black-
wood's Magasine but a warm personal
friend of both Lockhart and “ Chris-
topher North”, and a resident in
Upper Canada at the time the “ Can-
adian Boat Song” appeared.

Dunlop was, in many ways, a re-
markable character, who, had he ap-
plied himself seriously to literature,
might have taken a high place among
the writers of his time. His “learned
lucubrations”. as Christopher North
styled them, were amongst the most
acceptable contributions to Black-
wood’s and Fraser’s Magazine; and
as Dr. Colquhoun, in his admirable
preface to the book, says: “No one
can read his (Dunlop’s) ¢ Recollee-
tions of the American War’ without
perceiving that they bear the impress
of a man of parts, possessed of a bold
and resolute spirit, and sure to play
a prominent part in whatever sphere
of action his lot is happened to be
cast. The literary quality of the
author is likewise notable. As a
narrator of events he is graphiec and
amusing, the air of good humour,
which marks the work, being every-
where apparent.” But his severance
from the literary cireles of Edinburgh
and London, a love of adventure and
good fellowship rather than of letters,
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a jovial and undisciplined nature,
and years of strenuous work in the
forest wilderness, restricted the use of
his pen, and literature was to him
little more than a diversion. “ Some
authors write for fame,” he declared
in his book of ‘‘Statistical Sketches of
Upper Canada’’, ‘‘some for money,
some for spite, some at the instigation
of their friends, and not a few at the
instigation of the devil. I have no
one of these excuses to plead in
apology for intruding myself on the
publie; for my motive, which has «t
least the merit of novelty to recom-
mend it, is sheer laziness !”—by which
paradoxical but characteristic pro-
nouncement he meant that, having re-
¢eived numerous letters from intend-
ing emigrants seeking information
about Upper Canada, he thought it
would save time and trouble to em-
body the information in a book in-
stead of answering the inquirers in-
dividually.

The first glimpse we have of Dun-
lop is as a somewhat grotesque but
truly heroie figure in the War of
1812-14.  Attached as an assistant
surgeon to the 89th Regiment, com
posed of “wild tremendous Irish-
men”, he presented the appearance of
a raw, red-headed giant who, as Col.
Fitzgibbons pietured him, had out-
grown his clothes. The sleeves of

his coat reached but a short way be-

low his elbows, and his trousers did
not nearly reach his ankles. 'le was
careless, if not slovenly in his dress,
and he seldom applied the razor to
his chin. His proportions were al-
most herculean; his movements and
gait awkward and ungainly.” But
though a freak outwardly, the doctor
was a real hero when it came to fight-
ing, and, in several engagements,
played a part that is all too modestly
concealed in his “Recollections” of
the campaign.

Returning to England, with his
regiment, at the close of the war,
only to miss sharing the glory of
Waterloo, he was subsequently
drafted to India, where he dis-

tinguished himself as a newspaper
editor and tiger-hunter, earning, by
his exploits in the latter capacity,
the sobriquet which eclung to him
through life. It was the story of
his Indian experiences, written for
Blackwood’s Magazine on his return
to Scotland in the early “twenties”.
that introduced him to the “ Noectes *
circle, who welcomed him as a spirit
after their own hearts. He joined
in their ambrosial revels, regaling
them with stories that set the table
in a roar; wrote sketches under the
signature  of “ Colin Bannatyne,
R.N.”, and startled the grave profes-
sors of Edinburgh University by de-
livering a course of lectures on medi-
cal jurisprudence, which were de-
seribed as “a mixture of fun and
learning, law and science, blended
with rough jokes and aneedotes, not
always of the most prudish nature.”

With Lockhart, Dunlop formed a
friendship, which seems to have heen
warmly reciprocated by the famous
biographer and ecritic; and when in
1826, the former went to London to
edit The Quarterly Review, the
“Tiger” accompanied him.  There,
we are told, he lived “a most misecel-
laneous life, turning his hand to any-
thing”. He wrote for the magazines,
compiled medical treatises, edited a
newspaper — The British Press -
which, it is interesting to note, had as
its parliamentary correspondent the
elder Dickens, and was later the re-
ceptacle for the first contributions of
“Boz”—and founded the “Pig and
Whistle”, a club for convivial seribes
like himself. His conception of the
duties of an editor appear to have
been as singular as his ideas about
lecturing and tiger-hunting. “Some-
times The British Press would ap-
pear with leading articles; sometimes
without”; and the story is told of
how when a significant change of min-
istry took place under the Bourbons,
the “Tiger’s” only editorial com-
ment was: “ We perceive that there
is a change of ministry in Franece;
we have not heard of any earthquakes
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in consequence.”  Not less amusing
were his efforts to run a Sunday news-
paper—The Telescope—* the history
of which,” it was written, “would be
a comedy of the drollest kind.”

But Dunlop’s Bohemian life in
London, however much to his liking,
was not of long duration. In the au-
tumn of 1826, John Galt had com-
pleted his arrangements with the
(Canada Company to undertake the
eolonization of the Huron tract, and
the “doector ” was persuaded to join
the staff that was preparing to leave
for Upper Canada. “The Tiger, as
vou have perhaps heard,” wrote Lock-
hart to the Blackwoods, in August of
that year, “is going shortly to Can-
ada to hunt bears and other fellow
ereatures. This will be a relief to
the Professor’s (Wilson’s) imaginr}-
tion, though to me, I assure you, it is
a sorrow.” A year later, we find his
name figuring in the “Noetes Am-
prosianae ” as Lord Warden of
Woods and Forests, with a compli-
mentary reference to his abilities as
a eontributor to the magazine.

Of his work in the Huron district,
it is needless to speak. He himself
has deseribed the ecstacy, “the Arab-
like independence, and the utter con-
tempt for the advantages and restric-
tions of civilization” which he felt
when he donned the blanket coat and
snowshoes, and camped in the woods;
and it would be superfluous to ad.d to
what has already been so well written
of the part he played in the develop-
ment of what is to-day one _of the
most prosperous communities in On-
tario. It is sufficient for the purposes
of this article to note that in the
midst of his (Claesarian operations
in the woods”, as Galt described
them, Dunlop’s pen was not idle. Re-

rts concerning conditions in Up-
per Canada had to be prepared for
the Company, together with pamph-
lets containing information and ad-
vice for the settlers; ar_xd thege were
supplemented by magazine articles on
Canadian life, which did more to
attract emigrants from Britain than
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any other literature of the time. “ It
had been said,” writes one authority,
“that no man had a greater talent
for throwing an air of romance over
the stern realities. of settlement
founding than had Galt; that, with
his genius and spirit, reality seemed
to be a romance. But it was reserved
for the pen of the “Backwoodsman ”
(the nom de plume used by Dunlop
for his sketches in Blackwood’s) to
put upon paper an accurate, even if
sometimes a higher coloured account
of life as he found it, a popular
statement of the resources and “ap-
pearance of the Tract, and a list of
minute directness as to the modus
operandi mecessary in transferring
families, capital and brains, energy
and industry from one hemisphere to
the other.”

That Dunlop was in communication
with the Blackwood “set” at or
about the time the “ Canadian Boat

Song” appeared can hardly be
doubted.  His contributions to the
magazine, invariably anonymous,

were frequent, and it is not without
significance that in the *Noectes”
prelude to the poem his name is men-
tioned in direct conjunction with the
allusion to “ a letter from a friend of
mine in Upper Canada”. It is true
that he was not known as a poet, but
neither was Galt, nor Lockhart, nor
Eglington. Among his literary friends
he was noted more for the *wild
luxuriance of his anecdotes” and
“the Titanic bray of his laughter ™
than for romantic rhymes or rhap-
sodies. Indeed, nothing could be less
suggestive of a pensive poet than the
picture drawn of him by his con-
vivial companion of the Edinburgh
and London days—the brilliant but
erratic Maginn, the original of
Thackeray’s Captain Shandon. “ This
remarkable biped,” wrote that wild
Irishman in Fraser’'s Magazine,
“stands six feet three inches, measures
two feet across the shoulders, ‘light-
somely drops in his lordly back; the
calf is just twenty inches in circum-
ference—ex pede Herculem; the paw



374

would have startled Ali Pasha; the
fur is of the genuine Caledonian red-
ness and roughness; and the hide,
from long exposure to Eurus and
Boreas has aequired such a texture
that he shaves with a brickbat!” And
when the “Tiger” revisited his for-
mer London haunts some years later,
and was admitted to the select circle
of the “Fraserians”, the same face-
tious writer deseribed him in even
more extravagant terms, likening him
to “a red and fiery roaring voleano”,
whose eruptions in the editor’s
sanctum had a most disturbing effect.
Eccentrie he was in both appearance
and manner, but when someone sug-
gested to Galt that the worthy doector
was “a compound of a bear and a
gentleman,” the novelist retorted:
“I did not know that bears were as
good natured.”

Beneath the rough exterior and
boisterous wit there lay concealed a
vein of sentiment and a tenderness of
feeling that needed but the occasion
to find expression. “Those who en-
joyed the friendship of this warm-
hearted man,” wrote Major Strick-
land, “had frequent opportunities of
knowing his kind and feeling disposi-
tion; for there never was a finer
jewel, though roughly set, than poor
Dunlop.” Himself an exile from the
land of his fathers, and the guide,
philosopher and friend of many im-
migrants, he knew better than most
the spirit’ of the men “from the lone
sheiling of the misty island”, under-
stood their longings, and shared with
them the feeling expressed in the
lines
When our blood-kindred in the time long

vanished,

Conquered and fortified the keep;

No seer foretold their children could be
banished,

That a degenerate lord might boast his

sheep.
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Suggestive too are the allusions in
the song to the fighting spirit of the
clansmen, for his own “blood kin-
dred” had “in arms around the
chieftain’s banner” rallied, and
“conquered and fortified the keep ”;
while he himself had proved a wor-
thy descendant of those “leal hearts
that would have given blood like
water’’ for the cause they so warmly
cherished.

Unconscious of his powers as a
writer, as he was heedless in the exer-
cise of them, Dunlop assuredly had it
in him to give expression to the deep-
rooted sentiment of the exiled High-
lander, whether the inspiration came
from the chanting of Gaelic ditties,
or from his own dreams of the Heb-
rides. One who enjoyed the friend-
ship and esteem of men of genius like
Lockhart, Christopher North and
Hogg; who was considered worthy of
a seat at the table of the “ Fraser.
ians”, round which gathered such
literary giants as Colebridge, Sou-
they, Thackeray, Carlyle and Hook,
must have bheen more than a “ good
fellow ” and a raconteur of jokes and
anecdotes. And when all the cirenum-
stances have heen considered — his
Highland descent and Celtice spirit,
his associations with Gaelic boatmen
on the St. Lawrence, his friendship
with Lockhart and Wilson, his posi-
tion as a contributor to Blackwood's
Magazine, and the fact that he was
in Upper Canada when the poem was
published—there seems nothing un-
reasonable in the view that as sup-

- geon, soldier, traveller, hunter, lit-

terateur, pioneer and colonizer, the
claims of “ Tiger” Dunlop to be re.
membered may mnot improbably in-
clude that of having enriched our
literature with the “Canadian Boat
Song.”



TOM THOMSON:
PRINTER OF THE NORTH

BY J. M. MacCALLUM

ITH the tragic death of
Tom Thomson in July,
1917, there disappeared
from Canadian art a
unique personality.
Thomson’s short ‘and meteoric career,
the daring handling and unusual sub-
jeets of his pictures, the life he led,
get him apart. .lem,tz n f!l(" woods
and even when in town avoiding the
haunts of artists, he was to the public
an object of mysterious interest. He
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lived his own life, did his work in his
own way, and died in the land of his
dearest visions.

It was in October, 1912, that T first

met him—in the studio of J. E.
H. Maecdonald. The door opened
and in walked a tall, slim. eclean

cut, dark young chap who was intro-
duced to me as Tom Thomson. Quiet.
reserved, chary of words, he interest-
ed me, for T had heard of his adven-
tures in the Mississauga Forest Re-
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serve. I asked Macdonald to get some
of his sketches so that I might get an
idea of what the country is like.
This was done, and as I looked them
over I realized their truthfulness,
their feeling and their sympathy with
the grim, fascinating northland. Dark
they were, muddy in colour, tight, and
not wanting in technical defects, but
they made me feel that the North had
gripped Thomson, as it had gripped
me ever since, when a boy of eleven,
I first sailed and paddled through its
silent places.

The following March, at an exhibi-
tion of the Ontario Society of Artists,
my attention was attracted to a pic-
ture-—one of the small northern lakes
swept by a northwest wind; a squall
Jjust passing from the far shore, the
water erisp, sparklingly blue and bro-
ken into short, white-caps—a picture
full of light, life and vigour. This
picture, “A Northern Lake”, the first
one exhibited by Thomson, was pur-
chased by the Ontario Government.

Autumn came again, and at last my
numerous inquiries were rewarded by
the information that “Tom has come
home again”. His hiding-place in a
hoarding-house I at last discovered,
and found his walls covered with
sketehes. Half of them I borrowed to
look over at my leisure, for he had
sought to depiet lightning flashes,
moving thunder-storms, and trees
with branches lashing in the wind.
These sketches so interested the paint-
er A. Y. Jackson, that he asked to
meet Thomson, and ended by sharing
his studio with him.

At the next exhibition of the On-
tario Society of Artists, in 1914,
Thomson exhibited two pictures, one
of which, “A Moonlight Scene”, was
purehased for the National Gallery at
Ottawa. As spring came on, it was
arranged that the artist should go
with me on a trip amongst the islands
of the Georgian Bay and remain there
at my summer home until August.
Leaving my place, he paddled and
portaged all the way from Go Home
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to Canoe Lake, Algonquin Park, where
he was joined by Jackson, who had
been painting in the Rockies. Before
leaving me, we had a long talk about
his work. I said to him: “Jackson
has had what you have not—an aca-
demic training. He has a brighter
colour sense, but he has not the feel-
ing you have. You can learn much
from him, and he from you, but you
must not try to be another Jackson,
Learn all you can from him, but, what-
ever you do, keep your own individ-

i uality.”

Jackson and he camped together
and painted until the snow and cold
weather drove them back to the eity.
I awaited with some curiosity their
home-coming, but the first glance at
Thomson’s sketches reassured me. His
colour sense had broadened marvel-
lously, but the old feeling and sym-
pathy remained. The sketches were
much higher in key, with not a trace
of muddiness, but painted in clean,
pure colour ranging from one end of
the spectrum to the other. T felt sure
that many of them had been devised -
simply as harmonies in colour, but 1
was always met with the response,
“No, it is just like that”. The truth
of that T know now from personal
experience, for I have, when camped
with Thomson, frequently seen the
very colours and forms to which in
his sketches T had taken the most vio-
lent exception.

The group of painters of which
Thomson was one soon began to be
bitterly attacked by artists and news-
paper erities.and held up to ridieule
as painting things which were untrue
and impossible. Thomson lived eight
months of each year in Algonquin
Park, often disappearing into its re-
cesses for a month at a time, see-
ing no one and being seen by no one.
Only one who has so lived is in g
position to attack the colour or truth-
fulness of his pictures. T have a sketeh
painted by him the spring before his
death. I remember well my saying

“T have stood for a lot, Tom, but T
can’t stand for this. You never saw



Painting by Tom Thomson

THE PINE ISLANDS

nything like this in G.ml"s.\\'m:ld;"
. “Oh, yes, that is quite like it,” he
lied. s
rcI‘)‘Well what is it, anyway ? What
’ 7 pillar ? Are they
e these gray pillars here? \
:orc of the pillars of cloud that led
the children of Israel across the des-
rt 9’
: “Those are pillars of snow. On cer-
tain winter days up here the snow
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hangs suspended in gray pillars up
in the air.”

This was news to me, but I verified
it two weeks later from the lips of an
old French Canadian lumber-camp
foreman, who told me that these pil-
lars were frequently seen and were
gray.

Thomson painted a world of phen-
omena of colour and form which has
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not been touched by any other artist.
His sketehes are a complete encyclo-
peedia of all the phenomena of Algon-
quin Park, and aside from their art-
istic merits have a historical value
entitling them to preservation in the
National Gallery.

Thomson painted not merely to
paint, but because his nature compell-
ed him to paint—because he had a
message. The north country gradual-
ly enthralled him, body and soul. He
began to paint that he might express
the emotions the country inspired in
him; all the moods and passions, all
the sombreness and all the glory of
colour, were so felt that they demand-

ed from him pictorial expression. He

never gave utterance in words to his
feelings of the glories of nature.
Words were not his instruments of ex-
pression—colour was the only medium
open to him. Of all Canadian artists
he was, I believe, the greatest colour-
ist. But not from any desire to be
unusual or to make a sensation did he
use colour. His aims were truthful-
ness and beauty—beauty of colour, of
feeling, and of emotion. Yet to him,
his most beautiful sketches were only
paint. He placed no value on them.
All he wanted was more paint, so that
he could paint others. He enjoyed
appréeiation of his work ; eriticism of
its methods he welecomed, but its truth-
fulness was unassailable, for he had
seen it. He never painted anything
that he had not seen.

Sombre and gray, or gloriously
golden, nature had equal appeal to
him. His one eriticism of his own
work was “there is not enough day-
light in that”., He saw and painted
in pure colour—ecolour so clean that
one almost feels his pictures had been
laundered. His ecolour is varied,
brilliant and beautiful, but always
dominated by the beauty of emotion.
It sings the triumphant Hosannas of
the joy and exaltation of nature.

Furthermore, his colour composition
is beautiful. The poetry of his soul
never permitted the colour, however
brilliant, to be anything but harmoni-
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ous. Unusual though it may be, it
never jars, never brings one up with
a jerk. He combined in an unusual
degree the sense of design, of pattern,
rhythm and decoration with the sense .
of composition, of character and feel-
ing. The line and pattern—the de-
sign—but added greater beauty to
nature’s garb, yet nature dominated
him and actuated all his work.

As has been said, Thomson had but
one method of expressing himself, and
that one was by means of paint. He
did not discuss theories of art, tech-
nical methods nor choice of motives.
He never told about marvellous scenes,
of how they had thrilled and held
him. IIe merely showed the sketch
and said never a word of his difficul-
ties or of what he had tried to ex-
press. His idea seemed to be that the
way to learn to paint was to paint.”
He did not choose some one landscape
or some one kind of landscape. All
nature seemed to him paintable—the
most difficult, the most unlikely sub-
jeets held no terrors for him—the eon-
fidence of inexperience it may have
been. No doubt he put his own im-
press on what he painted, but the
country he painted ever grew into
his soul, stronger and stronger, ren-
dering him shy and silent, filling him
with longing and love for its beauties.
His stay in the studio became shorter
and shorter, his dress more and more
like that of the backwoodsman. The
quiet hidden strength, confidence and
resource of the voyageur showed itself
in the surety of handling in his work.
He was not concerned with any spe-
cial technique, any particular mode of
application of colour, with this kind
of brush stroke or that. If it were
true to nature, the technique might
be anything. A technique all his own,
varying with the oceasion, sprang into
being, not as the result of any labour-
ed thought or experiment, but because
it ecould not be otherwise. He proved
the theory that the technique should
harmonize with the nature of the
painting, should never overpower or
dominate the idea or emotion express-



Painting by Tom Thomson

THE WATERFALL

ed, and should appear to be the best
or the only technique to adequately
express the idea. U.m\'ovc‘r unaccus-
tomed a fm'hni(.mo.' if, after a sl.mrt
aequaintance with it, one loses sight
of the technique and feels only the
emotion of the picture, that technique
is good. Judged by thAose (‘I‘lf(‘]‘lOIl%.
his technique is nnassmla!)le. Draw-
ing was to him the expression of 1':'orm:
and form might be expressed ])) any
method, so long as the form is true.
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One would have expected that with
his intimate knowledge of trees he
would have loved to paint all their
traceries. In the “Northern River”
alone did he lavish detail on his trees
and here only because it helped the
pattern. In one in whom the sense
of design, of decoration was so de-
veloped that is the more striking, for
in his sketches and in his larger pie-
tures he always treated trees as
masses. In his painting of them he



Painting by Tom Thomson

THE DRIVE

gives form- structure and colour by
dragging paint in bold strokes over
an underlying tone. Like many other
painters he felt the limitations of
paint, the impossibility of expressing
on a flat surface the solidity and thick-
ness of a tree, and in some canvasses
almost modelled them in paint, while
in others he got the same effect by
expressing them by deep grooves in
the paint.

At an exhibition of some of Thom-
son’s pictures I overheard a well-
known woman artist say, “Well! now
where would you hang that?” She
really felt the daring of the colour
and of the method of execution of the
picture. To the painter of the schools
his work may seem daring, but it was
not so to him. It was rather the joy
of a boy playing with paints, intent
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only on expressing something which
has pleasurably excited him, and all
unconscious of doing anything out of
the ordinary, of tackling anything un-
usual. Because his paintings are so
striking in purity of colour and in
handling they are thought to he un-
usual. They are unusual, in that other
artists have not had the opportnnity
to see the same subjects or have
thought them either impossible or un-
worthy of painting.

The northern spring radiant with
hope bursting riotously forth from the
grim embrace of winter always found
him in the woods ready to chronicle
its beauties. The awakening rivers
and lakes, the earth peeping here and
there through her coverlet of snow
and the sunny skies afforded a wealth
of ravishing colour which ever charm.



Painting by Tom Thomson

THE JACK PINE

ed his sensitive soul. T}}e hardwood
push, budding into varied hues of
pink, lavender, blue, purple, brown
and black, lent itself to many har-
mo\;’]}?z'n the beautiful white birchqs,
and solemn stately pines were lost in
the crass greens of t_he summer forest,
his brushes were laid aside. He no“t
began to cruise the park seeking new
gketehing grounds. Camped by him-
self, he was, to the tourist, a mysteri-
bus hermit of whose marvellous skill
a fisherman there were many tales
told: To the nativq gm(‘ies he was
just as incomprehensible, “worse than
any Indian”, they said. s
The September hardwood in its
gorgeous garb of many colours; the
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pines, strong and grave, mourning
among the forest ghosts still beautiful
in their tracery against the cold blue
October sky ; the falling snow and bit-
ing blast, the southward migrating of
wild fowl, the November heavens, chill
and gray, all had response and record
from him. Loath to return to the
city, he lingered, painting until the
forming ice warned him that he might
be shut in for the winter. Then he
returned to us, who were waiting to
see what new thing he had brought
home.

Three months of steady painting in
his studio, and early Mareh found
him growing more and more restless.
His fishing lures made by himself, and
strung like necklaces on the wall
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gradually disappeared frome their ac-
customed place. Then we knew that
his flitting time was near. One day
he would say, “If I 'don’t get up there
now, the snow will all be gone.”

Next day his shack would be empty.

And so his year passed by.

Thomson’s knowledge of the ap-
pearance at night of the woods and
lakes was unrivalled. Ie was wont
to paddle out into the centre of the
lake on which he happened to be
camping and spend the whole night
there in order to get away from the
flies and mosquitoes. Motionless he
studied the night skies and the chang-
ing outline of the shores while heaver
and otter played around his canoe.
Puffing slowly at his pipe, he watched
the smoke of his campfire slowly curl-
ing up amongst the pines, through
which peeped here and there a star,
or wondered at the amazing northern
lights flashing across the sky, his re-
verie broken by the howling of wolves
of the whistling of a buck attracted
by the fire. In his nocturnes, whether
of the moonlight playing across the
lake, or touching the brook through
the gloom of the forest, or of the tent
shown up in the darkness by the dim
light of the candle within, or of the
driving rain suddenly illuminated by
the flash of lightning, or of the bare
birch tops forming beautiful peacock
fans against the eold wind-driven blue
skies, one feels that it is nature far
apart, unsullied by the intruder man.

Never was he satisfied with his own
performance. Pictures were put away
again and again in the spring, to be
dragged forth on his return in the
fall, some change made in the design
or the colour, as suggested by the add-
ed observation of the year. Oftentimes
he said, “Oh, no, it’s not like that at
all. I have been watching it again,
and it is quite different.”

This untiring observation, this com-
pelling desire for truthfulness pur-
sued him ever, making him conscious
of his shortcomings and urging him
on to renewed efforts. Once we had
lost our way hunting for a back chan-
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nel leading into the French River,
when darkness and a sudden storm
had forced us to camp for the night.
We breakfasted in a pelting rain, tried
to fish for a time, and ended by talk-
ing art, when Thomson said: “I am
only a bum artist, anyway. Why, even
the animals know that!” Then he
added: “I had been sketching in the
park and made up my mind to go
farther in, two days’ journey. So 1
decided to lighten my load by leaving
my sketches to dry, and to piek them
up on my way back. On my return
I found that a lynx had come along
and after a critical inspection of one
of the sketches, had clawed it. Not
satisfied with this expression of opin-
ion, he had put his head down and
chewed it.”

“There’s a fine picture for you,
Tom,’’ said I—*‘ ‘The Art Critic’.”

Down he thrust into his dunnage-
bag and brought out the sketch of
birches, beautiful in spite of the eri-
tic's slashing.

It has not been the fortune of any
of our artists to have had during their
lifetime a vogue with the Canadian
public. Thomson was no exception.
To the art crities of the daily press
he was an enigma, something which,
because beyond the pale of their ex-
perience, it seemed quite safe to ridi-
cule. Yet in one magazine a coura-
geous writer ventured to say, ‘‘Tom
Thomson can put the spirit of Canada
on a piece of board eight inches by ten
inches.”’

The intelligent public rather liked
his work, but was not quite sure whe-
ther it was the safe and proper thing
to say so. He found recognition, how-
ever, among his fellow artists, who
looked forward with pleasure and
curiosity to see what he would show at
each exhibition. It is to the credit
of the Ontario Government and the
trustees of the National Gallery at
Ottawa that they recognized his value.
He never exhibited at the Ontario So-
ciety of Artists without having one of
his pietures bought for the Provinee
or the Dominion. These will remain



WEST WIND, ALGONQUIN PARK

By Tom Thomson

One of the Canadian Paintings exhibited at
the Canadian National Exhibition
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TOM THOMSON'S SHACK

I'he rear section of this building was occupied by the.artist as a combined studio and dwelling-place

for succeeding generations, the ulti- the fame of “Tom Thomson, artist
mate arbiters of the reputation of all and woodsman, who lived humbly but
artists. Confidently we leave to them passionately with the wild”.
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An Eastern Canadian Harvest Scene

WOMEN WORKERS OF
CANRDA
BY VICTORIA HAYWARD

PHOTOGRAPHS BY EDITH S. WATSON

QURNEYING from one

[’Wk{ {‘, A

'22)5"'2(""(;}{;;2"”. | end of Canada to the
:?‘,f?'i(‘( “»}ﬁ}z i| other, following the jag-
VAR 2ed lines of extensive

sea-coast region around
the Bay of Fundy, the
Gulf of St. Lawrence, the Atlantie,
the Great Lakes and the Pacific, or
striking inland from the purple glens
of Cape Breton through the storied
land of Evangeline, by New Bruns-

wick towns and villages and those of
quaint Quebee and thriving Ontario,
over the illimitable prairies of the
West, even far into the sub-Aretie
northland and in the high eyrie-like
home-places of the Rockies, one finds
the Canadian woman hard at work
producing and conserving everything
—doing her best with such material
as happens to be at hand in her par-
ticular region or which can be brought




Hoeing Potatoes at Ingonish, Cape Breton
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Children Feeding Pigs in Quebec Province

to hand without causing difficulties
and upsetting important machinery
elsewhere.

The nobility of these women must
at this time go largely unsung, but
even now it is being indelibly written
on the pages of the national life, and
a grateful history will fill its archives
with thousands of stories of these
splendid women of the Dominion,
many of whom are, in years, older
than Confederation.

Types of these women may be seen
in the accompanying photographs
gathered from every section of Can-

Indian Woman Dressing Salmon in British
Columbia

ada. But the women have further
claims than geographic distribution.
For, though resident in every section,
they likewise represent every race and
nationality which finds a home in Can-
ada—English, Scottish, Irish, French,
(Gael, Russ, Swede, (Galician, Ruthen-
ian, even the red Indian woman, is
here. And not only every race and
nationality, but women receiving and
enjoying the comfort of almost every
form of religion in all these different
tongues are curiously and wonderfully
united in one great purpose for the
one great cause.

Someone has called these women
“Mothers of Canada”, because their
sweetness, unselfishness and ability
typifies all the time-honoured qualities
summed up in that glorious word
“motherhood”. But in these days,
when democracy is the high aim of
the world, they also represent a vast
(Canadian sisterhood—a country-wide
energy of which any nation might well
be proud.

No organization or badge distin-
guishes this noble army, but they are
hound together and their work uni-
fied quite unknown to themselves and
perhaps, to many others who have not,
visualized the country as a whole, by
those powerful “phantom wires” which
consist of purity of heart to begin
with, and end with a clearness of vis-
ion amounting almost to “second
sight” in their love and hope for Can-
ada—the little mother-sister,

Those women living on or near the
coast work with material native to
these parts; the woman of the prairie
looking from her doorstep over a sea
of grain or stubble dotted with groups
of cattle, also works with the material
at hand. Thus each Canadian woman
is producing ne®edsaries with the
minimum of transpottation and do-
ing, in each individual case, the thing
which experience has taught her to
do and do well.

Many a reader may be inclined to
criticize and say, “But they have al-
ways done these things. The war has
made no difference, they worked in



Knitting

or they knitted socks long be-
;‘;ﬁeﬁ:t?e war; zhese things are an “old
)

7o ourselves have heard this same
un?riee::gly criticism  of t}}csg lov.tly
folk more than once, and it is quite
true that Canadian women were k.mt-
ting, gardening, spinning, weaving,
milking cows, raising motherless lambs
by hand, washing apd drylpg codfish,
churning, and putting their hand to
a thousand equally commonplace
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duties long before the outbreak of
war; and it is to their credit that this
was so. When war came they were
prepared, and in these channels of
work, their work, the whole country
was prepared. We who have learned
to knit since the war began in com-
mon justice must bow to this great
army of women, east and west, whose
clicking needles held the trenches in
those early days against the German
Berthas, while we of the awkward
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Hilling Cabbages

squad were being licked into shape on
the “knit-one-and-make-two” drill. As
with knitting, so with all the other in-
dustries referred to. In other words,
it rather redounds to the credit of
these Canadian women that they had
never been caught in the whirlpool of
non-essentials in which most of us
spent our days before the war. With
a clearness of vision, amounting al-
most to second sight, through all these
years of the country’s young life, they
have clung and are elinging more than
ever to essentials and to the simple
life, with all its charm. And they
stand ready to hand these character-

istics down, a erown of heauty, to the
Canada of the future.

At the Front it was the old English
regiments who had seen long serviee
who first arrived at the firing-line; on
the sea it was the long out-of-date sail-
ing vessel that came out of retirement
to hold our Atlantic trade and carry
Canadian lumber, through zones in-
fected by submarines, to roof the
trenches of France. -And on the loyal
soil of Canada it was the steadfast
old-timer, “old-fashioned and out-of-
date”, and living often in most remote
glens and havens, far up in the moun-
tain regions or by some quiet river
valley, who knitted and wove and
planted potatoes and brought up her
daughters on these “war measures”.
And so when war actually came they
were ready, on the rmoment, to do their
thit’

The preparedness of her women is
one of the most marvellous things
about Canada in the eyes of the people
of the United States. A visitor can-
not help being struck by the utter lack
of self-consciousness in the strong
hardy women encountered in the fish-
ing distriets, at work, in all sorts of
weather, on the fish. Their greeting
is as direct and cordial as that of any
hostess in our best homes. Strong,
fine women with frank, honest, gentle
manners that bid you welecome. Rug-
ged figures that stand out holdly
against the gray tones of the drying
fish and the up-ereeping fog. A people
themselves full of trust and confi-
dence, they inspire you with the same.
The whole-heartedness with which
they go about the task of washing,
salting and spreading fish, morning,
noon ‘and night, week in and week
out, in order that the world’s supply
of fish—a war-food if there ever was
one—may measure up to the greater
requirements of these times, is in it-
self inspiring. A group of them at
work upon the great fish stages, against
a background of gray sea roughening
into white combers under a fresh
breeze blowing out from dew clouds
overhead, makes a dramatic scene the

"y



A Clam Digger in the Gulf of St. Lawrence

like of which one would expeet to‘ﬁr_xd
only in the old world; yet here it is,
eqﬁal in character to Breton‘coast
scenes depicted by the best French
artists. And why not? Are not these
fisher folk of our Cape Breton shores
of the same hardy, courageous stock ?
All along the Nova Scot]a shores rem-
nants of scattered Acadians work side
side with English Rc})‘yafl‘lst and
iohland Gael. Even in the far-away
gg}:lalen Islands, in the Gulf of St.
Lawrence, ice-bound and cut oiT_ from
ecommunication with the mainland
during all the winter months, the
French habitant women work in the
fish unceasingly, going a step farthgr
than their sisters on the mainland, in
that they dig the clams which are used
as bait for cod and mackerel, in order
that the men may spend longer hours
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at the actual work of fishing, the Can-
adian Government having sent out a
plea at the beginning of this last fish-
ing season to the fifty thousand fish-
ermen of upper Atlantic ‘coast to fish
just two hours longer each day in or-
der that the country might meet the
war requirements for fish.

The lassie with the Breton cap,
standing ankle-deep in water, is one
of these women farmers-of-the-gea.
With the home-made fork in her hand.
which may be taken as the trident of
victory, she turns the mud of the ocean
bed when the tide is out, working as
long as it is safe, unearthing the
buried treasures, of which she helds a
full basket in her right hand.

.- When not working at the fish and

the clams, as at this time, the Island-
er betakes herself to the loom in the
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The Milkmaid

attic, and there weaves—tapis, cou-
verts and good warm homespun
clothes for herself and family—carpet
for the floor and blankets to keep out
the piercing cold of the island nights.
So that these women, beside aiding in
the cateh, curing and despatch of fish
to the mainland, en route to the Front
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via Halifax, are enabled to make
their homes almost self-supporting
through their skill at the loom. The
wool for the operation of these pon-
derous home-made machines is grown
on the sheep now grazing over there
on the smooth rounded slopes of Les
Demoiselles.

o1 e o—
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On a Truck Farm near Winnipeg

Rambling along the ecross-lined
eountry roads in rural Quebec one
happens on farmhouse 'after farm-
house in which the habitant women
are constantly at work on essentials,
eonstantly producing not one,vbut al-
most every necessary of life. Not only
the women, but every child of the
grande familee is brought up on the
doetrine of production—brought up
to look forward to a life on the farm,
_believing, as their forebears of old
France believei,”that “land is the sole

wealth”.

wt'll‘rl;:: ?zflildren, then, _of the§et(1is-

i re all farmers in miniature.
Klllc'(tﬂhe:1 work on a farm that the boy
and girl can do with their nimble
young bodies it is part of the daily
task of the older women to instruet
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them in. The hired man, no longer to
be had, is not missed in districts where
the young girls assist the women to
feed the young pigs and calves, which
are this year being raised in greater
numbers than ever. Within the past
twelve months, judging by the number
seen as against those in previous years,
the Quebee women have about doubled
the number of porkers in that Pro-
vinee. More cows, too, are being rais-
ed to supply food for them. Butter
and cheese-making keep the women,
young and old, at the churn many
hours of each day, and at night there
are rugs to be hooked, wool to be eard-
ed, spinning to do, socks and jerseys
to knit, rugs and cloth and blankets
to weave.

The tale is the same along Nova
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Scotia and New Brunswick highways.
Here alomg the grassy lanes women,
milk-pail in hand, may be seen at
evening milking the patient-standing
family cows. KFor where in years be-
fore the war there was one cow, there
are now three or four to be taken care
of, and milked twice daily, for the out-
put of butter and cheese must be in-
creased to take the place of meats.
Many of these women are doing work
formerly done by men now at the
F'ront, so that in addition to an act-
ual increase in the production of the
farms they have also volunteered, in
the language of the knitter, to pick up
“the dropped stitches”. Of course,
the great thing about these women is
they have all recognized and grasped
their opportunity! They have all wel-
comed the stress of the times. They
have all given and are giving unstint-
ingly of their life’s blood in their
men; and they are rising to heights
of record-breaking endeavour to fill
the depleted ranks on the farm and
at the fishing at home. Tt does the
heart good to hear the woman of
Grand Pré tell you her record this
vear for apple-picking.

The charm of these simple folk lies
in their unconseciousness. They have
not lost in the battle of life their
sweet, childlike simplicity. They are
‘not conseious that they are doing any-
thing unusual in all these many extra
“jobs” of home, shore and barnyard.
Nor has the work as a whole or in
part obsessed them. Rather they are
wonderfully and beautifully poised.
‘Not a murmuring word, not an im-
patient motion, not a frown escapes
them. No nerves! It is wonderful
how the strong, sturdy fibre of the en-
tire British nation lives and glows in
these humble folk.

On the coast, tragedy grim and
frightful stalks the pathway of every
family. It looks the sea-coast fisher-
woman in the face from the cradle to
the grave. Yet they are not gfraid.
Why, then, should they be afraid and
weak now, in these days when the old
foe comes in the new guise of war?

Their indomitable courage has not
made our women hard and stern
either. Rather where Russian women
have formed “Battalions of Death”
these home women are forming Can-
ada’s “Legions of Life” to save the
day. Surely the Canada of the future
must be, hy reason of its heritage from
these mothers, a nation born of their
strength.

These peasant women are indeed
hardy flowers in Canada’s garden of
rare souls. At the same time they
hang in her national picture gallery
as masterpieces. A host of old-world
masters would have given much for
such subjects as are found here, scat-
tered over the great stretches of sea-
coast regions. Take the women dig-
ging potatoes in a field at Ingonish,
Clape Breton, in the late afternoon of
an autumn day. Nowhere on this
continent except in Canada could one
have happened on a scene which com-
posed itself into such a perfect pas-
toral—with the water and opposite
shore for background. These women
are not posed, but are working just
as the artist happened to come upon
them.

Here is the real history of certain
sections of our country, in pic
ture form, far more accurate than any
mere written history could ever be.
You see by the bend in their backs and
the action in their arms that this is
not the first time or the first season
these women have planted and dug
potatoes. Their tools, too, are home-
made, just as the loom and the clam-
fork of the other women are home-
made. See their earnest faces! The
grace of their bending figures breathes
of skill and work accomplished. Took-
ing at them, you feel assurance creep-
ing into your soul, for as long as the
country has such women for her main-
stay, starvation by our enemies seems
a long way off. :

The moment this fall when at g
turn in the road during a tramping
trip through Cape Breton we happen-
ed on the two gleaners shown here-
with, the mask of modern-life-and-

T




A Modern Evangeline
Codfish Drying in the

oty fell as if by magic from our
;ﬁiﬁw Not the twentieth century, not
Canada, lay before us, but Olld Testa-
ment days and lands. Yet Millet, too,
and France were here, befor_o us, in
this happy pair of hard-workmg mod-
orn Acadian women. The motive of
‘this pastoral scene lacks the rugged
strength of the potato-diggers, but it
has a natural grace and sweetness and
a certain fragrance of womanliness
that gives it a new and different
charm, for these women had about
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them the unmistakable quality of a
delightful femininity that was en-
hanced by the tawny colours of wav-
ing grain, by the red-brown mud of
the shores, and by the light veil of
mist that enveloped the distant moun-
tains.

From these women doing their war
work so gracefully as to appear art-
ists in concealing all appearance of
real labour it is a far cry to the In-
dian woman, or kloochman, of the Pa-
cific coast, and yet the Indian woman
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out there on the shores edged by the
wilderness, paddling ashore in her
canoe, with the dug-out full of splen-
did salmon, is also a sister in war
work. When salmon runs are short,
as they are this year, every fish counts,
Some of the Indian woman’s salmon
goes at once to the canneries, but more
frequently one happens on her shawl-
enveloped figure squatting silently be-
side a heap of fish, splitting and pre-
paring them between sticks for the
smoking process. This woman by her
work keeps the entite family supplied
with winter food, and by so doing
allows her lord to dispose of the best
of his catch to the canneries putting
up war food.

The Indian woman is a knitter, too.
For some of them have sons at the
Front, several of whom have already
made the supreme sacrifice, along with
their white brothers.

Sinee 1914 Canada has produced all
sorts of surprises, both to herself and
the outside world. Not the least of
these is her magnificent army of wo-
men workers. Home-keeping, home-
loving women who have accepted the
innovation of war and its strenuous
demands on both strength and ability
as a mere matter of course.

This great army of working women,
the real busy bees of the hive, repre-
sent the true pulse of the country from
the food-producing point of view. By
increased effort, so finely and evenly
adjusted that it was almost impercept-
ible, they have helped to make Can-
ada competent to meet the great de-
mands of the commissariat depart-
ment of the overseas army and to keep
down the home prices even as low as
they have been kept. They have ad-
justed all other additional burdens so
well that the output of food has stead-
ily risen without signs of weariness
or fatigue showing on any face.

In many cases the Canadian women
. are teaching their older children how
to raise little farm animals—goats,
pigs, sheep and ealves—of their own.

Instead of playing with store-
bought toys, children have reverted to
the old-time rag doll or to a doll or
a warship or a fishing-smack carved
out of a log of firewood. Remote nurs-
eries, east and west, are full of trea-
sures of this sort. The women them-
selves are sweeping their rooms and
porches and barnyards with home-
made arbor vitae brooms. All of these
things, though trifles in themselves,
have a deep significance for the na-
tion. It shows that even the women
in the humblest circumstances are nei-
ther neglecting their children nor
overlooking the urgent need of bright,
clean homes in these dark times of
war. Little sons and daughters of
such mothers are stepping of their own
aceord into war work on the fish, in
the berry and fruit-picking, in weed-
ing and light hoeing, in feeding chie-
kens and pigs, in driving out cows in
the morning and bringing them in at
night. Even in the home cooking they
are allowed to take a hand, in turn,
so that the mother may superintend
the other children at some out-of-door
work with hay or fish or stock. each
one doing his or her “bit” to swell the
ranks of Canada’s food army. These
children are the men and women of
to-morrow, and their mothers, in giv-
ing them some training, and in spar-
ing a moment here and there out of
the busy day to it, are bringing up
“reserves”. For with foresight amount-
ing almost to inspiration, with piere-
ing, seeing eyes, these peasant women
are gazing into the “crystal” of the
future, confident that whatever be-
falls, this great and growing country
will always need food, need it in ever-
widening directions and in ever great-
er degrees. This spirit dominates not
only the fisher-folk of the Maritime
Provinces, the habitants of Quebee,
and the farmers of Ontario, but it in-
fluences as well the new settlers upon
the prairies in the even more mysteri-
ous regions farther westward towards
the setting sun.

w ﬁ,_.J‘
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INDIA AND THE WAR

BY GEORGE

s ARLY in the war, one of
6| the members of the In-
dian National Congress,
M Surendro Nath Baner-
| jea, moved that the Con-
’ = gress ‘‘proclaim to the
Kaiser and to the enemies of England
that behind the British army was the
Indian people, who as one man wopl’d
defend the Empire anfi die for it”.
Before the war, the National Congress
had agitated against British rule, and
some of its members were virtual re-
volutionaries. Its loyalty to the Em-
pire in the crisis has been typical of
Ing‘lltm the native states, with no feu-
dal obligations to the British rulers
of India, to the Anglo-Saxon commu-
nities o’ Calcutta and Bombay, there
has been a solid support of the British
eause in the war. Instead of being a
liability, India has been a big, and in-
ereasing asset, a reservoir of unexpect-
ed resources. Aid in men and money
been on a scale quite comparable
to the efforts of the white Dominions,
notwithstanding that, previous to the
war, the policy of the Delhi Adminis-
¢ration had been to discourage native
ambitions for military organization.
What India has given, has been con-
* ¢ributed either by native free-will, or
the decision of the Indian ’Govern-
ment, advised by the Viceroy’s coun-
il, which contains nineteen native In-
dians. In the great crisis, Britain has
not put coercive pressure on its great
dependency of 315,000,000 beings.
Germany would not have scrupled_ to
organize India on a vast scale, getting
perhaps 10,000,000 soldiers out of it,

ke 1
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but, as the world has reason to know,
British and German methods are quite
different,

What has India contributed? Sir
Francis Younghusband vouches the
assertion that if, at the outbreak of
war, 70,000 Indian troops had not
been thrown into the breach in Flan-
ders ““in all probability our troops in
Flanders would not have been able to
stay the German onrush, and our
brave little army would have been
swept off the Continent”. The Indian
field and heavy artillery, paid for out
of India’s revenue, was hurried to
France to fill a most urgent need for
modern guns. It was a precious asset.
The Indian contingents in Flanders
fought at Ypres, Hollebeke, Festubert,
La Bassee and Neuve Chapelle. Later
they were transferred to Egypt, aid-
ing in repelling the Turk invasion,
then were sent to the Gallipoli penin-
sula, then to Mesopotamia. Indian
troops conducted the fighting in East
Africa until General Smuts brought
over his South African veterans. In-
dian troops helped to reduce Tsing-
tau, Germany’s possession in China.
Up to the end of 1915, India had sent
abroad twenty-eight . regiments of
cavalry and 124 regiments of infantry,
No definite figures of recent reinforce-
ments are available, but at least 200,-
000 more men have been provided,
making in all perhaps 500,000. The
sacrifice of blood for the British
“raj’’ has not been light. In Sep-
tember, 1915, King George had occa-
sion to telegraph the Viceroy his ap-
preciation of the ‘‘ passionate devotion
expressed both by my Indian subjects
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and by the Feudatory Princes and
Ruling Chiefs of India, and their pro-
digal offers of their lives and their re-
sources in the cause of the Realm.”
Many times since such appreciations
have been warmly repeated.

It may be thought that half a mil-
lion men from a vast conglomeration
of 315,000,000 people, filling a coun-
try as big and varied as a Continent,
is comparatively small. But the poli-
ey of the Government of India before
the war confined recruiting to the
“fighting races’’—the Sikh, the Pa-
than and the Gurkha. These fighting
races form a very small part of the
total population. The masses of Hin-
doos are not at all warlike, in disposi-
tion or physique. The Indian natives
have been forbidden to wear arms, or
hold semi-military gatherings. In-
dians have not been allowed commis-
sions in the Indian army. There be-
ing no reserve of native officers, the
organization of fresh units was diffi-
cult, because white officers were all
being utilized. India’s standing army,
on a peace basis, was supposed to be
160,000 men. However, since the war,
recruiting in the Punjab alone has
been 200,000 men. Companies of Ben-
gali infantry have been raised, and
Burmese pioneers. Of the 600 Native
States, twenty-seven sent Imperial
Service contingents out of their own
resources. These contingents have
served abroad in in campaigns, and
have been steadily reinforced.

The Native States contain about
71,000,000 people, and the largest of
them is Hyderabad. Why have the
princes of these States been so ready
to assist those who are, after all, ‘‘for-
eign masters’’ of India? Because, as
they have expressed it on many occa-
sions, they recognize the fairness of
British rule, the desire to deal justice
to all, the guarantee to them of peace
and security. Masters in their own
realms, they do not fail to understand
the forbearance of the British ‘‘mas-
ters’’ in not interfering with their
domestic affairs. Many of these prin-
ces have served on British staffs. On
the Western front, the figure of Sir

Pertab Singh was familiar. The gifts
of the Nizam of Hyderabad, the Ma-
haraja of Mysore, the Maharaja of
Gwalior, and many others, in air-
planes, hospitals and equipment have
been princely.

. Public opinion is said to be ripe for
a considerable expansion in military
organization. Notwithstanding that
the Government of India, out of its
limited revenues, has paid the ex-
penses of troops retained in India—
it has paid the expenses of the Indian
troops abroad up to an amount equi-
valent to its regular military outlay.
It has floated a loan of $500,000,000
to aid the British treasury. On the
peace basis the annual cost of the mili-
tary establishment was about $100,-
000,000. This burden was a theme of
complaint at every session of the Na-
tional Congress. The Congress insist-
ed that the British Treasury should
share the expense, since the British
forces in India ‘‘were required by the
exigencies of British supremacy and
British policy in the East”. But now
India is willing to shoulder heavier
burdens, on behalf of the Empire. One
of the native members of the Viee-
roy’s council has proposed an Indian
militia. He asks: Why should not In-
dia, having shown its loyalty, be al-
lowed to organize larger forces?

Concessions and reforms, looking to
such an end, are asked by leading In-
dian intellectuals interested in politi-
cal progress:

1. Trust India.

2. Improvement in the conditions
of enlistment and service for Indian
officers and men ; their pay, pensions
and prospects.

3. Remove the colour or religious
bar for Indians in their own country;

open commissions on equal terms with

white officers ; open the military acad-
emies, and develop a type of native
officer socially and intellectually re.
sponsible.

4. Re-examine recruiting fields, not
on the old caste basis, but in the light
of new class evolution.

5. Put the responsibility for the de-
fence of India more on the citizens of

B ST —
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India, and less on the frontier tribes.
Create imperial service troops in Brit-
ish India, with their own artillery.

6. Make India self-contained in
rifle-factories, powder plants, and mu-
nitions.

7. Create a limited Indian navy on
the Australian plan, to make future
Emden raids impossible.

Obviously, such a sweeping recast-
ing of the status of India under the
Crown needs much careful thought.
In view of India’s proven loyalty, and
splendid war service, the British Gov-
ernment has already decided to make
Jarge concessions along political lines,
allowing Indians a much larger share
and voice in the Government of India.
The object is the eventual passage to
complete selfgovernment on lines
gimilar to those on which Canadian
and Australian partnership in the
Empire is founded. To start with the
ereation of large native military or-

izations, under native leadership
and with native equipment plants,
without adequate political develop-
ment and responsibility, might be put-
ting the cart before the horse. Loyal
though the bulk of educated and un-
educated Indians are, revolutionaries
are still at work in India, and risk of
gedition must be eliminated.

It is true that India’s loyalty has
gtood severe tests. When Turkey went
into the war, as an ally of Germany,
some apprehension was felt as to the
attitude of the 60,000,000 Mohamme-
dans in India. The appeal of Islam
was feared. But the Osmanli failed
to seduce their co-religionists. The
manifestoes of the Nizam of Hydera-
bad and of the Aga Khan exposed
German trickery and Enver Bey’s du-
plicity. The British gave assurances
that they would not attack the Holy
Places in Arabia, that they intended
no intervention in the Caliphate, and

~ would not annex Egypt, which is re-
ded as Mohammedan territory. Re-
volutionary outbreaks occurred at La-
hore, and in frontier districts. The
(Germans sought to create disaffection

- through Afghanistan, but the Ameer
of that country stood firfuly by his
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British friends in the Persian disor-
ders. In Chicago recently, trials of
Indian conspirators proved the Ger-
man hand very clearly. It has been
proved that, immediately before the
outbreak of war, German consuls in
Asia financed the Komataga Maru in-
cident at Vancouver, to excite Indian
feeling. The mutiny of the Fifth In-
dian Light Infantry at Singapore was
instigated by a revolutionary, Har
Dayal, who at one time published a
Hindoo paper in Canada, called The
Ghadr (The Mutiny) He was paid
by Berlin. Notwithstanding many in-
tense efforts to create rebellion in In-
dia, it stood fast with Britain in the
crisis. Can it be trusted in the future !
The visit to it of Mr. Montagu, the
British Secretary for India, who is
framing a scheme of partial self-gov-
ernment, says “Yes”,

Undoubtedly, India has earned in
this war very different status in the
Empire. At the last Imperial Con-
ference, Sir Robert Borden moved
that representatives of India be in-
vited on the same footing as the Do-
minions’ representatives. Recently
the Secretary for India has added a
native Indian to his Council. Lord
Morley’s reforms provided many
years ago for the election of native
Indians to the Viceroy’s Council. Mr.
Montagu promises wider concessions.
The ideal of the moderate National-
ists of India—the few millions of edu-
cated Indians—is for autonomy with-
in the Empire. Tn his book on Indian
Nationalism, the Caleutta Nationalist,
Bipin Chandra Pal, exclaims ‘‘ British
rule in India is not based on superior
physical strength, but on the suffer-
ance of the ruled. We wish to be ruled
by England, therefore England rules
us easily. Responsible statesmen know
that India was not won by the sword,
1s not ruled by the sword, and can
never be kept by the sword. Qur des-
tiny is autonomy within the Empire.”’

The warmth of Indian support to
British connection and the war is the
more striking when compared with the
coldness and apathy exhibited in the
South African war. Lord Hardinge's
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conciliatory policy brought about bet-
ter feelings. He had to fight against
prejudices by the Civil Service, the
bureaucracy of 100,000 officials who
practically rule India, but he accom-
plished much. The manifest justice of
the Allies cause in the war, Germany’s
cruel, heartless treatment of Belgium,
the murderous warfare on the seas,
and the convietion that if Germany
triumphed, India would suffer in com-
mon with all other peoples, appealed
strongly to India’s heart and intellect.
The native Princes have often dwelt
upon the great change in their secure
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position if Britain were to suceumb to
German might.

When King George was in India,
in one of his speeches he said, ‘‘I leave
you a legacy of hope,”’ meaning that
Indian aspirations for a large degree
of self-rule would come eventually, as
India showed capacity to undertake
it. The war is fast hastening this de-
velopment. After the war, the Brit-
ish Dominions will be faced by the
grave problem of readjusting them-
selves to the new conditions caused by
the upspringing of the new Imperial
partner,

THE SONG SPARROW

By CHARLES BARLTROP

KNOW a winsome bird in gray
‘Who shrills a treble glee;
His summer life from day to day

Is one sweet jubilee.

Upstarting from the bladed wheat,
Or dewy eclover blow,

He preens his feathers pleat by pleat,
And pipes his piceolo.

With preludes for the morning flowers
And matins for the sun,

And vespers for the twilight hours,
His daily course is run.

For him ’tis paradise in spring,
To perch upon a spray

Where aspen leaves are shimmering,
And chant his time away.

When he attacks his proudest note,
Raised to his puny height,

With lifted head and swelling throat,
He puts forth all his might.

Oft as T hear him in the fields,
His elfin notes employ,

Some new sensation starts and yields
An added thrill to joy. .

So strewing thus the summer wind
‘With strains of artless bliss,

He leaves a sweetness that the mind
Could ill afford tomiss.

L 3
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- THE GRIM RDVENTURE

BY HALLIWELL SUTCLIFFE

HERE was a great stir
of feeling throughout
ORI Yorkshire when it was
RN known that Nevinson,
ik 'ﬁ""”’&%’ the hero of many high-
o way escapades, la,wér 1iln
waiting the carrying out of the
gzzihasentenge passed on him at York
Assizes. The timid folk, and those
who went abroad with swollen purses,
were devoutly thankful; but there was
grief among the poor; and the gal-
lants, who loved a brave and clean ad-
venturer who was ready every day to
. play at dice with the fate of the open
road, were resolved that if wit of man
could help him out of this dn'e_ escap-
ade he should be set free to ride the
side once more.
wglil;rif these gallants were gathered
in a snug and pleasant hostelry to-
night, discussing the wildest schemes
of rescue and finding none that satis-
fied them. So at last they sent for an-
other dozen of claret, to help their
wits; and, while the host was busying
herself in the cellars, a dapper, round-
faced man stepped in and greeted
them with cheery friendship. .
B e et B i ity
i aking the wet from him
:;:d’b?: roogmy hearth. “All York
seems to have ailments of one sort or
another—from my lady’s megrim to
a man D've just attended for hurEs
taken in a drunken brawl. My throat’s
as dry as a lime-kiln.” :
“0Oh, be easy, doctor, l?.ugh’ed
Slingsby, his nephew. “We ve
just ordered up two coopers of claret.
3403

“That would do a lot to slake my
thirst, Will; but there are six of youn
to share it with me. My throat is a
bucket longing for the well.”

Slingsby, best-loved of the York-
shire doctors—because he was so hu-
man, so full of charity, and skill, and
honest sentiment—began to stride up
and down the room. “It is not the
work that troubles me,” he said, halt-
ing again to dry his soaked great-coat
at the hearth. “All day long this busi-
ness of Nevinson’s has weighed me
down like lead.”

“We were talking of him, doctor,
just as you came in.”

“All York is talking of him. The
city knows him for—for a gentleman.
The word is much mis-used these days.
Any pilfering tradesman makes his
ill-gotten gains, and purchases his
gentility ; but Nevinson is a knight
of the old, happy breed. He robs fat,
greasy purses only. He feeds his poor
—my journeys take me into squalid
rookeries, friends, and I know how he
feeds his poor, with a laugh that is
better than his alms-giving. There’s
talk to-day among them of a riot in
the eity to rescue Nevinson; but I
warned them it would only end in pri-
son for themselves, and no good done
to anyone.”

“But the man cannot swing at the
end of a rope, doctor,” broke in a
gray elder of the company. “I protest
that so good a fellow shall not be put
to the indignity of dangling toes.”

“Life’s a brick wall at times,” said
Slingsby, taking a leisurely pinch of
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snuff, “If it’s to be for poor Nevin-
son—well; it must be. But I’m in evil
temper, friends, and so I tell you. I
knew the man’s father, and watched
the lad grow up. They tried to force
him on to a stool in a merchant’s of-
fice, thinking he cared for broadcloth
and smooth ease. They missed always
—his dull parents—the eager light in
his eyes, and the dancing blood in his
veins. So he took to the fine adven-
ture of the road, and carried it with
gallantry, Heigho! I feel like one
preaching a funeral oration. He never
wronged a woman on the highway, but
sped them safe through dangerous
ways. The children loved him. Poor
Dick ”

The host ecame bustling in with re-
lays of claret. Slingsby took a brim-
mer from his nephew’s hands and
drained it with copious ease and leis-
ure that was gift of his.

“It puzzles me to know who sells
good claret, gentlemen,” he said, set-
ting down his glass, “If I were a
wine-merchant 1 should keep all my
stock for private use. It warms the
body ; it stirs the pulse; it clears the
head and the body. Yet if that poet
came, he would rob me of half my
practice here in York. They would go
to the wine-fuerchant instead for
physie.”

They laughed with him, for they
knew this staunch, gray-headed man
for one who liked to talk at large when
the day’s work was over, but not a
moment sooner.

Again the host bustled in and glanc-
ed at Slingsby with quiet dread of the
intrusion.

“There’s a message from the gaol,
sir. The doctor there is ill of fever,
so they say, and you’re needed to tell
them what to do.”

“PTell them I’ll come when I’m
through with your cooper of claret,
host,” said Slingsby as he passed his
glass forward for another measure.
“Tell them to whistle for me, in brief,
until I’ve had my share of well-earned
ease.”

When the host had gone Slingsby’s
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face lost all its look of old age. He
was a boy again, alert, with the sense
of adventure that had kept his heart
alive for sixty years.

“This gives me entry to the gaol,”
he said, “and once in, I shall find ways
and means to see Will Nevinson. Bless
the rascal! His head was never near
a halter yet but he found help come
to him in need.”

Slingsby tarried awhile lest he
showed too great eagerness on an er-
rand that needed a cool nerve and
steady head; but, from the moment
that he reached the gaol-doctor’s house
and was admitted by the servant-maid,
his way was made easy for him, as if
fate played into his hands.

“I’m glad you've come, Doctor
Slingsby,” sobbed the maid. “Mas-
ter’s as ill as ill ean be, and they say
he may be sickening for gaol-fever.
Lord help us if it is, for they tell me
it kills all and sundry in the house
that shares it.”

‘When Slingshy went up to the bed-
chamber he found his patient as the
maid had pictured him, so far as ill-
ness went; but a glance at his face,
yellow as guinea, told plainly what the
malady was.

“Why, it’s jaundice, man,” said
Slingsby, “and your maid was all for
making me believe it gaol-fever.”

“She would,” assented the other.
“If a sheep meets her in the road she
thinks it a bull run mad and gets into
the nearest hedge to hide. It is jaun-
dice, Slingsby, and I'm treating it as
well as my taste for the bottle will
allow—but I sent for you to ask if
youw'd see to my duties in the gaol.
Your hands are full enough, T know,
but you’re a friend of long-standing
and I’ve grown to love my prisoners.
There’s Nat Waddilove, who eannot
for the life of him keep out of prison.
The dull routine of life does not suf-

- fice, though he’s the best-hearted lag

I know ; and now he’s down with some
queer nervous ailment that makes him
weak as a baby.”

“Too little fresh air, and too
rats to keep him company o’ night.
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For myself, T should go mad if they
confined me in one of those damp, pes-
tilential cells.”

“That’s how it is, Slingsby. I get
as fond of these rascals as if they were
a family of mine. They need better
housing, better food; and I'm up on
my hobbyhorse again, in spite of jaun-
dice. Yes, but I read your thoughts.”

When Slingsby left his patient he
admonished him by all rules of medi-
eine to adjure wine of any sort until
the yellow left his face; but he turned
at the door to remind him that if the
sickness worried him too long, a couple
of bottles of port, taken near bed-
time, had been known to drive out
worse maladies.

Slingsby, once inside the gaol it-
self, went about his business quietly.
He saw to Nat Waddilove and the
other invalids who had been recom-
mended to his skill. Then he turned
to the gaoler, who had accompanied
him through his errands to the dif-
ferent cells. I

“You've a prisoner named William
Nevinson ?” he asked. _

«T have, sir; a most distinguished
prisoner—the terror of all night-
roads for a score of miles round
Yo »

“You're a man of discretion, I take
it—oan share a confidence, and keep
: close tongue about it? Well, then,
your doctor here tells me he has seen
much of Nevinson these late days.”

“May be; may be not, Dr. Slingsby.
‘What of it?” :

«Just this, man. Your doctor is
ill. I suspect gaol-fever, and T need
to see how it fares with Nevinson.”

The gaoler took a step backward.

“@ood lord, sir, you needn’t take
the thing so easily. Gaol-fever runs
like fire and brimstone through a
place. ‘We may be dead of it, we two,
before to-morrow.” ; s

“Not quite as soon as that,” said
the other gently. “It is a little more
leisurely in its operation, but surer
for its slowness.”

«Then what are we to do, doctor?”

«Avoid panic, first of all.”
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“Of course, sir,” said the gaoler
with tremulous haste.

“Take me to this Nevinson. If there
are mulberry spots about his wrists as
large as the tip of ome’s little fin-
ger___."

“That will mean death to us all?”
broke in the other.

“Oh, you're like the doctor’s maid-
servant, all a-twitter with your dread
of gaol-fever. If Nevinson is stricken,
he’ll need a bed made up in some dry,
convenient out-house, so the contagion
shall not spread. I’ll see to that, if
you’re afraid of pestilence.”

“My father died of it, sir; and man
is only human, after all.”

“Then take me to the prisoner’s cell
and unlock the door and run for your
life, gaoler. I take risks of this sort
every day that comes.”

“It’s your trade, doctor—but it was
never mine,” said the other, as he
led Slingsby between two lines of bar-
red cells and unlocked a door on the
right hand and departed with great
haste.

Slingsby glanced down the corridor
to make sure that the gaoler was not
loitering in his panie, then he slipped
inside and saw a quick smile of wel-
come greet him from Nevinson, who
was killing flies and vermin in his
cell for lack of other sport.

“Why, doctor, what brings you
here? Oh, not so grave a face, old
friend. Time and again I’ve been
within an ace of that wonderful ad-
venture known as the hereafter, but
you know how luck runs with me.”

“I have reason to be grave, Will.
Your pulse a moment—and now your
tongue—yes, there is reason to be
grave . I want to break the news gen-
tly to you, lad.”

Nevinson laughed—the old, light-
hearted laugh that went with him on
all occupations, whether he were rob-
bing the over-wealthy, succouring the
poor or contemplating the near arrival
of the hangman.

“I should be hardened to all news,
sir, at this date. The gaoler was in
an hour ago, and he said he was sorry
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to be parting with me just so soon—
for he liked me—but the affair was
fixed for this day week, he under-
stood. He added that the hangman
was known to be skilled at his trade,
and there would be no bungling, so
there was something to be thankful
for.”

Slingsby was astounded by this
man’s courage in disaster. It had no
taint of the tinsel and the theatre
about it, such as attached to Dick Tur-
pin and other frowsy cut-purses who
haunted London’s outskirts and posed
as heroes of romance. Great strength
of body and mind, a boy’s heart beat-
ing always for the night-roads and
the clean adventure, a poet’s faith in
the luck of this world and the next—
these, it seemed to Slingsby, made
Wil_l Nevinson a man well worth the
saving. .

“All your symptoms point to gaol-
fever,” he said with the same grave,
professional calm. “Your body is
weak, so that you tremble and totter
as you pace your cell. Your head is
ice one moment, and on fire the next.
You have delusions, sudden fears that
start out at you from hidden corners.”

“To be exact, sir, I give the lie to
all your symptoms. The rats bother
me, and lack of fresh air.”

“Be quiet, Will. If you haven’t
this mixed bag of symptoms you must
learn them all by rote.”

“I have no notion of your meaning,
sir—but I’ll learn them all, if you’ll
promise me the right preseription.”

“Oh, that’s granted, lad. What do
you need ?”

Will Nevinson made a quiet reckon-
ing of the weeks he had spent in pri-
son, and the dumb, unsufficing taste
of cold water to wash down his meals.
“Three coopers of claret for a begin-
ning; and then a dozen or so of port;
and, after that, if the fever settles in
and nothing else will daunt it, you
will order brandy, sir. Abstinence is
not good for me.”

“Tt never was good for any hale,
full-blooded man, Will. You shall
have your liquor in three days, if you
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will be obedient and keep quiet.”

As Nevinson listened to instructions
and realized the whole grim flavour
of the jest, a smile that was good to
see broke and rippled round his big
charitable mouth.

“I always had the luck, sir,” he said.
“The scheme would be perfect but for
one particular.”

“And what may that be, Will #”

“Three days are long in passing
when one is thirsty, and from my
knowledge of gaol-fever, it is essen-
tial that the patient has good liquor
to give his strength a fair chance of
recovery.”

“Out on you for a rascal,” langhed
Slingsby ; “but Ill see to your physie,
as to other matters. D’ye remember
that port T have in my cellar—the
stuff we drank just before you rode
out on the confounded adventure that
brought you here ¢

“Remember it? As one remembers
the eyes of one’s lady or the frag-
rance of a herb-garden. Tt made
poe;ry of this dull world.”

“It shall make poetry again
night, lad. Just borrovc}r, mg' snutﬂoz
box and take a pinch when you’re im-
patient. To be sure, you've had a
long captivity.”

Slingsby, when he had said farewell
and reached the end of the long cor-
?idor, encountered the gaoler, finger-
ing a bunch of keys with nervous
trepidation.

“Well, doctor, is it the fever?”

“It is—and virulent. Get a warm
bed ready in some convenient out-
house, as T warned you. I go to see
the governor of the gaol.”

He found the governor at home in
the snug house that seemed remote
from the broken lives and the damp
rat-ridden cells so near at hand, anq
he found his welcome chilled when he
explained his errand. :

“You would like to see the prisoner
no doubt?” said Slingsby suavely as’
if he invited him to a supper-parh’v or
some other pleasantry. =

“It is not necessary—not necessary
at all, sir.” =
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“But prudent, from my point of
view. The doctor of the gaol is ill, as
you know, and his deputy must needs
be circumspect. The prisoner will
die, in all likelihood, before three
days are out. He may last for a week,
and by one chance in a thousand may
yrecover. 1 would prefer that you
ecome with me to see him now, before
the risk of infection grows—grows
with the spread of the mulberry spots
on wrists and arms.”

«T like you as a friend, Slingsby,”
gaid the governor drily, “and all York
admires your skill in physic. You
ghall have my full sanction to deal
with the patient on your own responsi-
bility.” -

“Very well. And in case the worst
happens, the body will be my per-
quisite, of course, to take away for
dissection at my leisure 2t

«How cold-blooded you men of sei-
ence are,” said the governor, with a
Jaugh that broke through all his im-

ding fear of gaol-fever. “Here’s
Nevinson, a gay, romantic figure in
York’s life—a lad T had a fondness
for since I used to sup with his father
and young Will was brought in to en-
tertain us—and you think no more.of
him than of a body to cut about with

knives.” .
“In the interest of humanity, be-

me.”

lie‘v‘:)h, to be sure! My own humanity
led me to move heaven and earth in
high quarters to obtain a reprieve for
him. And now I'm glad poor Will is
dying in the course of nature; it’s a
death more merciful than the pther,
pecause there’s no shame attaching to
3
11;""‘Why do you grudge me his body
afterwards?” asked Slingsby, dry and
debonair. “There is urgent need that
those in my profession should learn
more of the workings of this fever,
and I cheerfully take all risk of han-
dling the body.”

«Becanse 1 like him—because I
would have saved him, if T eould—
because there’s a heart in my body,

Slingsby.”

“Of all the body’s organs, the heart
hinders progress most. It is always
beating too fast or too slowly. Its im-
pulses shorten life, because they go
from heat to cold with vehemence and
speed. Give me a cool dissecting-room
and the quiet mind of science and
knowledge of the human frame work.”

“Each to his trade, Slingsby,” said
the governor as they parted at the
door. “I thought you human once,
but now I doubt it.”

That evening Slingsby came to the
gaol with a bag, which he unpacked
as soon as he was alone with Nevin-
son in the out-house shunned by all
and sundry. He painted the high-
wayman’s wrists and arm-pits a rich
mulberry colour—in case there were
folk about the gaol, he explained, who
were not cowards and who came pry-
ing. And then he brought out two
bottles of port, with the cobwebs cling-
ing to them.

“You’re a dying man, remember, if
any random fool comes in to rouse
you, Will.”

“T begin to live, sir,” said Nevin-
son, with the random laugh that never
would be daunted in this world or
the next. “Open both bottles, by your
leave, and T’ll find the drowsiness that
is the worst symptom of my case.”

They opened both bottles and drank
together in great security, because
they had the finest sentry at the out-
house door—fear of contagion, that
stills the weaklings’ hearts. And three
days later Slingsby claimed his per-
quisite, the body of Will Nevinson,
and had it carried to the building in
his own garden which he used as
laboratory and dissecting-room.

And all the decent folk of York
were sorry, because Will Nevinson—
they knew it now that they thought
him dead—had been a beacon for
them, lighting the drab routine of
everyday life.

In the mean streets that Nevinson
had dowered with his bounty there
was sorrow for his passing; and there
was grief, too, in the big houses where
men gathered after the day’s hunting
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to praise the laughter, the courage
and quick wit of this outlaw who, to
his finger-tips, was knightly and a
cavalier.

As for Nevinson himself, he suffer-
ed some inconvenience during the
short journey between the gaol and
Doctor Slingsby’s garden; for the
burly rascals who had been willing,
at a price, to shonlder a coffin with
gaol-fever inside it had primed them-
selves so well for the ordeal that they
stumbled at every other step. Once
housed in the laboratory, however,
and the door locked against intrusion,
hardship was ended.

“Did I drive holes enough in the
coffin to give you air, Will?” laughed
Sli_ngsby, when he had released the
prisoner, \

“Too many, sir. T feared the bear-
ers would hear me choke with laugh-
ter as T lay inside it. Of all the droll
things that ever happened to me, this
is the oddest.”

“It is true what they say of you in
York,” said Slingsby, with a glance
that was paternal in its tenderness.
“If an earthquake opened under your
feet, you’d make a jest of it.”

“That is the right way to meet peril
of all kinds, surely. One would be
afraid if no jest came.”

“Sound wisdom, lad—sound wis-
dom. And now we’ll get to supper.”

A pleasant meal was set on a table
given over in working hours to more
serious pursuits; and when it neared
its end Nevinson glanced curiously
about him and saw a great cupboard
standing near the door.

“What d’ye keep in there, sir?” he
asked with lazy curiosity.

Slingsby erossed to the cupboard
and opened the wide doors. Six skele-
tons, nicely poised, grinned their wel-
come to the lamplight.

“That’s as you might have been by-
and-by, Will, if I’d not been fond of
you.”
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“The thing is outrageous, sir,” pro-
tested Nevinson. “There’s a skeleton
in the cupboard of every house, one
knows—but six is a large allowance
for a man of such excellent repute.”

“Oh, I shall never bring you into
the quiet fold of respectability. Be-
tween ourselves, I shall never bring
myself. When you ride out to-night,
Will—there’s a trim mare of my own
waiting for you at the gate—put this
box of mulberry paint into the skirt
of your riding-coat.”

“But why, sir, now the danger’s
past 1

“Because you’ll go forever running
your neck into the noose. If in dan-
ger, lad, paint your whole face a ripe
purple colour, and say it’s gaol-fever,
It never shows in the face, but only
my profession knows as much—and
you've learned already that the fever
is like a company of horse about a
man, to guard him. And, Will,” he
added, laying a quiet hand on his
shoulder, “through all the devilments
to come, remember one old man who
loves you like the son I never had.”

Within the week news spread that
Nevinson’s ghost had been encounter-
ed at lonely cross-roads, mounted on
a horse as slight and filmy as himself.
In the after-life, as in this, he showed
himself never at all to the poor and
derelict, except to help them forward
on their journey; but to the rich he
was a spectre that menaced them with
a fury not of this world. My lord—
who yesterday was a yokel, as York
counts yesterdays—was robbed of
everything he had, except his chaise-
and-two. Fat aldermen, sleek with
good-feeding and time-serving, would
yield purse and all to this phantom
highwayman whom they knew for
dead, and dissected, and safely buried
in the doctor’s garden—what was left
of him. And none questioned, in the
midst of panie, what need a ghost haq
for this world’s guineas.



THE AGONY

OF FRANCE

BY THE REV. DR. NEWELL DWIGHT HILLIS

UR hundred years ago
the Duke of Alva carried
the Spanish Inquisition
into northern France
and southern Belgium.
: In the hope of breaking

the spirit of these conquered people,
this monster invoked the aid of me-
chanies for devising instruments of
torture. One of those instruments
was called the Painted Lady, who
opened her arms to embrace the vie-
tim, but upon her lips was a_secrgt
poison that turned the boy in his
strength and the girl in her bea_uty
into vietims smitten with -a hqr'n_ble
death. In the hall of the Inquisition
the Duke of Alva installed iron boots,
the thunb-screw, the rack, instru-
ments for blinding the eyes and tear-
ing the tongue and closing the breath,
while the fiery oven waited the man
of eonviction who re:fused to recant.
Nearly four centuries .have passed
gince the Spanish Inquisitors were ex-
pelled from Arras and Ypres. Cruel
men who fled, leaving the instruments
of torture behind them. It is said
the fugitives who escaped upon
the approach of the Germans that the
rulers of these cities upon the ap-
proach of the invading army, (_:arm_ed
from the museum these devilish in-
struments, lest their presence suggest
some form of torture to the German
goldiers. This forethought, alas, alas,
was all in vain. The inquisitors were
children in the art of cruelty. The
history of pain holds no agony like
the agony of France—unless it be
Belgium. To find any adequate sym-
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bol of the anguish of the people of
the devastated regions we must go
back to the Man of Calvary. By way
of Gethsemane, the bitter cup, the
bloody sweat, Jesus came to His cross,
leaving two miles of stones reddened
with His own blood. But beautiful
France walked like a tortured angel
of beauty along a Via Dolorosa that
stretched from Switzerland and Ver-
dun to Rheims and Lens and Arras,
even to the English sea. “Into the
woods the Master went, and He was
clean forespent; forespent with grief
and pain.” Unprepared for attack,
having no plan of hate in her heart,
asking only to be let alone, her peas-
ants, her painters, her poets and her
philosophers, her merchants and her
bankers, were startled out of their
peaceful industry by the growl of
enemy cannon, thundering upon the
horizon, and by the spectacle of a
cruel and merciless beast that, like a
vampire, leaped upon the white flesh
of her women and her little children.

All men love their native land, but
the Frenchman’s love has a unique
quality. The patriotism of the Eng-
lishman is undemonstrative. The Bri-
tisher surrounds his home and his
garden with a high brick wall, con-
ceals his finer feelings from his clos-
est friends, and when he enters his
club on Pall Mall and disappears be-
yond the threshhold the door is closed
upon a tomb. The American’s pat-
riotism is largely academiec; national
safety through isolation breeds con-
tempt for danger. The time was when
his love of country was vociferous on
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the Fourth of July, but the enthusi-
asm has died down, until he is now
ready to extinguish even a firecracker.
The occasional speaker deals in his-
torical statements about the four
wars fought by our country. But the
Frenchman’s love of country has a
tender, gentle, wooing note. He speaks
of La Belle France as Dante spoke of
Beatrice, as Petrarch spoke of Laura,
and the name of France lingers upon
his lips as music trembles in the air
after the song is sung, The reason,
doubtless, is found in the fact that the
French people have carved the hill-
sides and smoothed the valleys and
adorned the ridges and mountains
with vineyards, until the whole land
is a thing of radiant beauty. It is
love that has made France beautiful
Jjust as the lark, after completing the
nest, makes it soft and warm by pull-
ing the down out of her own bosom.
The French people love France as an
artist loves his own canvas, as Bellini
loved the missal he had illuminated,
and as that young architect loved the
little Roslyn chapel, upon whose deli-
cate capitals he had lavished his very
soul. Would you have an emblem of
France in the month of June, with
her wide, fat valleys, her green pas-
tures, and the hillsides up which the
pines climbed in serried regiments?
If so, take a great robe of green vel-
vet lying loosely on the floor, the
creases and velvet ridges answering to
the rivers and the valleys and the
hills, and then fling a handful of
rubies, pearls and sapphires down, so
that these gems will lie within the
creases as the lovely French cities at
the foot of the hills, and beside the
rivers, and you have France, the beau-
tiful ; France, the mother of the mod-
ern arts and sciences; France, full
of sweetness and light; that France
concerning which Heinrich Heine ex-
claimed, “Oh, France, thou daughter
of beauty! Thy name is culture!”
For forty years the two great ene-
mies of farms and towns and cities
have been fire, flood and eqrthquake.
Witness the city of St. Pierre. An
interior explosion blew off the cap of
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the mountain, and a flood of gas pour-
ed down upon the lovely city, as-
phyxiated the citizens and left not one
house standing. Witness that mighty
convulsion in San Francisco that
brought thousands of bricks crashing
down in ruins. Witness the fire in
Chicago that turned the great city in-
to twisted iron and ashes. In New
Zealand there is a lake called Aver-
nus, the birdless lake. Poisonous
gases rise from the black flood of wa-
ter, and soon the lark with its song,
and the eagle with its flight, fall inte
the poisonous flood. But all these
images are quite inadequate to ex-
plain the desolation, the devastation
of France upon the retreat of the
Germans. About forty miles north
of Paris, one strikes the ruined reg.
ion. Then hour after hour passes,
while with slow movement and break-
ing heart one journeys 100 miles to
the north and zigzags 125 miles south
again, through that black region. The
time was when it was a wild land,
rough, with forests filled with wolves.
Then the Frenchman entered the
scene. He subdued all the wild grasses
to which Julius Caesar referred in
his story of his war in France; he
drained the valleys, and widened the
streams into canals. He enriched the
fields, and made them wave with gold.
He surrounded the meadows with
odorous hedges, and banked where
there had been a swamp with per-
fumed shrubs. Slowly he threw arches
of stone across the streams and carved
the bridges until they were rich in
art, while everything made for use
was carried up to outbreaking beauty.
The roof of the barn had lovely lines,
the approach to the house was upon a
curved road, the highways were shad-
ed by two rows of noble trees. The
stony hillside was terraced, and there
the vines grew purple in the sun. How
simple was his life! What a sane.
tuary his little home! With what rieh
embroidery of wheat and corn he eoy-
ered all the hills! He was prudent
without being stingy, thrifty without
being mean. He saves with one hand
and distributes with the other.
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And having lavished all their love
upon the little farmhouse, the gran-
ary and the barn; having pruned
these grapevines with their clusters of
white and purple, until each seemed
like a friend, dear as that miraculous
picture was to Baucis and Philemon,
having at last made every tree to be
shapely, their little world was invest-
ed with affection and beauty. Do you
remember how that Florentine artist
after his day’s work was done, toiled
upon his studio, slowly carving the
eapitals, collecting a little terra cotta
from Cyprus, an old manuscript from
Athens, a lovely head of Apollo from
Ephesus, and iridescent glass from
Persia, with a bit of old Tyrian pur-
ple lending a spot of flame in one cor-
ner, and a little mosaic from Thebes
eoloured another, when he saw the end
was approaching, while on a visit to
Egypt, asked that he might be carried
home to die in the studio, which he
had made rich with his soul. In some
auch way as that the French peasants
loved their land, and then lost it. One
morning the enemy stood at the gate.
The farmer with his pruning-knife
was no mateh for a German with a
machine gun, and down he went un-
der the plum-tree he was pruning.
The devastated regions of France are
like unto a devil world. All the pears
and plum-trees have fallen over un-
der the stroke of a German axe, and
are dead and dry. Here and there
one sees an occasional tree where a
half-inch of bark remains, and sym-
pathizing with the peasant’s sorrow,
the roots have sent a flood of sympa-
thetic tears and sap out into one little
pranch, amidst the death of a hun-
dred other boughs that flamed in May
its rose and pink of bloom, then in
August gave its red glow of clustered
food. But as for the rest, it is deso-
lation. Gone all the beautiful bridges
—they have been dynarr}xted: Gone
all the lovely and majestic thirteenth
gentury churches. Gone all the gal-
Jeries, for every city of 5,000 people
in France has its quarterly exh}bltlon
of paintings sent out from Paris, and
gome of the finest art treasures in the
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world have perished. The land has
been put back to where it was when
Julius Caesar deseribed it 2,000 years
ago—a wild land, and waste, growing
up with thorns and thistles. That pro-
clamation on a wall tells the whole
story, “Let no building stand, no vine
or tree. Before retreating let each
well be plentifully polluted with
corpses and with creasote.” The spirit
was this, “Since we Germans cannot
have this land, no one else shall”.
Your eyes never saw a more exquisite
bit of carving for the corner of a roof
than this spray of myrtle I found,
carved in stone, after the Germans
had destroyed the Cathedral of Arras.
But that is not all. Every Ger-
man company of soldiers carried one
automoble lorry filled with fire-
brands, with a tank of gasoline hang-
ing beneath the axles. One of the his-
toric chiteaux is that of Awvricourt,
rich in ncble associations of history.
It was one of the buildings specially
covered by a clause in the interna-
tional agreement between England,
Germany, France, the United States,
and all the civilized nations, safe-
guarding historic buildings. For many
months it was the home of Prinece
Eitel, the Kaiser’s second son.

Forced to retreat, the aged French
servants, who understood the electrie
lighting and the gas plant, and served
Eitel during his occupancy, when the
judge and jury held the trial at the
ruins of the chitean, stated that they
heard the German officers telling Eitel
that he would disgrace the German
name if he destroyed a building that
had no relation to war, and could be
of practically no aid or comfort to
the French army, and he would make
his own name a name of shame and
contempt, of obloquy and scorn. But
the man would not yield. He brought
in great wagons and moved to the
freight cars at the station absolutely
every object that was in the splendid
chateau. And, having promised to
leave the building uninjured, he stop-
ped his car at the entrance and exit
gates of the ground, ran back to the
historie building with a can of oil that
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he had secreted, filled the asbestos in
this ball of perforated iron, ran
through the halls and waited until the
flames were well in progress, and then
ordered his men to light the fuse of
a dynamite bomb. All the testimony
was taken immediately afterward
from aged servants and from the lit-
tle children, and the degeneracy re-
vealed has not been surpassed since
the first chapter of Romans was writ-
ten on the unnatural crimes of the
ancient world. There are the copies
of the affidavits. In the ruins, hard
beside the black marble steps, 1 pick-
ed up the firebrand with which Prince
Eitel assassinated a building that be-
longed to the civilized world. I hope
to live long enough to see Germany
forced to repay at least one debt, in
addition to ten thousand others. Con-
ceived by the Gothie architects after
four hundred years of neglect, the
Germans, about 1875, completed the
Cathedral of Cologne. When this war
i8 over every stone in that cathedral
should be marked, German prisoners
should be made to pull these stones
apart, German cars be made to trans-
port every stone to Louvain and Ger-
man hands made to set up the Cath-
edral of Cologne in Louvain or Arras.
For a judgment day is coming to
Germany, and though dull and heavy
minds doubt it, men of vision perceive
its incidents and outlines already tak-
ing shape.

But the ruin of his bridges, his
school-houses, his churches, his farm
buildings, his vineyards and orchards,
is the least of his sorrows. Tn a little
village near Ham, there dwelt a man
who had saved a fortune for his old
age, 100,000 francs. When the invad-
ing army, like a black wave, was ap-
proaching, he buried his treasure be-
neath the large, flat stones that made
the walk from the road up to the
front step of his house. Then, with
the other villagers, the old man fled.
Many months passed by, while the
Germans bombarded the village. At
last the German wave retreated, and
once more the old man drew near to
his little village. There was nothing,

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

nothing left. After a long time he
located the street, which was on the
very edge of the town, but could not
find the cellar of his own house. Great
shells had fallen. Exploding in the
cellar, they had blown the bricks
away. Other shells had fallen hard
by and blown dirt to fill what onece
had been a cellar. The small trees in
front of his house had been blown
away and replaced by shellpits. In
Paris Ambassador Sharp told me that
the aged man had up to that time
failed to locate his house, much less
his treasure. But what trifles light as
air are houses!

At the officers’ chiteau, late one
night after returning from the Front,
a general and a captain were recount-
ing their experiences. Among other
incidents was this one. During the
winter of 1915, months after the Ger-
mans had occupied that territory, sev-
eral English officers and a young
French captain were recounting their
experiences. In saying the farewells
before each man went out to his place
in the trenches to look after his men,
the English boy exclaimed, “Next
week at this time I will be home. Five
more days and my week’s leave of
absence comes.” Then suddenly re.
membering that the French captain
had been there a long time, he asked
when he was going home. To which
came this low answer, “I have ngo
home. You men do not understand.
Your English village has never peen
invaded. When the Germans left my
little town they destroyed every build.
ing, My wife and my little daughter
are both expecting babies within g
few weeks. I—I—I—" and the storm
broke. The two Englishmen fled intg
the dark and night, knowing that
there was a night that was blacker
that rain was nothing against thosa
tears, for all his hopes of the future
were dead. His only task was to re-
eover France and transfer all his am.
bitions to God in heaven. That is why
there will be no inconclusive peace,
Do not delude yourselves. ‘Whether
this war goes on one year or five years
or ten years, it will go on until thege
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Frenchmen are on German soil. Nor
will the German ever learn the wick-
edness of his own atrocities and the
erime of militarism until his own land
is laid waste, until he sees the horrors
of war with his own eyes, and hears
the groans of his own family with his
own ears, and sees his own land laid
desolate. We may believe that ven-
ce belongs to God, and we may
argue and plead for forgiveness, but
it will not avail. You remember that
passage in Proverbs, in which t!xe
penalties of nature become automatic,
and where an outraged brain and
nerve and digestion are personified
and speak to the transgressor. “I
warned you, but ye would none of my
reproof. 1 stretched out my hand
and pleaded, but we would not listen.
Now 1 will laugh at your calamity; I
will mock at your desolation. When
desolation comes as a whirlwind, and
fear and destruetion are upon you.”
The dam that held back the black
waters has broken and it was the Ger-
man who dynamited the dam and re-
Jeased the flood of destruction upon
his own people and his own land.
Whether it takes another summer or
many, there is no British nor Cana-
dian officer, no French nor Itahgn
whose face does not turn to granite
and steel whenever you suggest that
he will not walk down the streets of
Berlin and institute a military court,
and try a Kaiser and his staff for
murder. That is one of the things
that is settled, and about which d}S-
enssion is not permitted by soldier
iments.

mb:e of the things that has horriﬁo;d
the civilized world has been the ruin
of Rl\eims Cathedral. Germany, of
eourse, was denied the gift of ima-
ination. It belongs to F_rance,_ to
Italy and to Athens. Heinrich Heine,
her own poet, says that Gf:rmany ap-
preciates architecture so little that it
is only a question of time when “with
his giant hammer Thor will at last
gpring up again and shatter to bits
all Gothic cathedrals”. This gifted
Hebrew had the vision that literally
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saw the Germans pounding to pieces
the cathedral at Louvain and Ypres,
in Arras, in Bapaume, in St. Quen-
tin and Rheims. The German mind is
a hardy, mediocre mind, that can
multiply and exploit the inventions
and discoveries of the other races.
The Germans contributed practically
nothing to the invention of the loco-
motive, the steamboat, the Marconi-
gram, the automobile, the airplane,
the photograph, the sewing machine,
the reaper, the electric light. Ameri-
cans invented for Germany her re-
volver, her machine gun, her turret-
ed ship and her torpedo submarine.
In retrospect it seems absolutely in-
credible that Germany could have
been so helplessly and hopelessly un-
equal to the invention of the tools
that have made her rich. But that is
not her gift. If Sheffield can give
her a model knife, Germany can re-
produce that knife in quantities and
undersell Sheffield. The German peo-
ple keep step in a regiment, in a fae-
tory and on a ship, and therefore are
wholesalers. The French mind is
creative, stands for individual ex-
cellence, and is at the other extreme
from the German temperament. The
emblem of the German intellect is
beer; the emblem of the English in-
tellect is port wine; the emblem of the
French mind is champagne; the em-
blem of an American intellect like
Emerson’s, is a beaker filled with sun-
shine—my knowledge of these liquors
is based on hearsay. It is this lack
of imagination that explains Neitz-
sche’s statement that for two hundred
years Germany has been the enemy of
culture, while Heinrich Heine declar-
ed that the name of eculture was
France. Are you thinking of paint-
ing?

Germany has no art, no painting.
Find one German artist to whom deal-
ers will pay $100 for a canvas, and
you will find a seore of French
or Italian artists for whose work they
will pay thousands. Is it seulpture?
The whole world ranks Rodin with
Michael Angelo and Phidias. But
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there is no German sculptor. Is it
music? Poetry, or philosophy? Schu-
mann was a Hebrew, as were Schu-
bert and Rubinstein. Beethoven was
a Hebrew, Wagner was a Bavarian
Jew, Haydn a Viennese Jew, Chopin
a Polish Jew, Handel an English Jew,
Dvorak a Russian Jew. The Hebrews
claimed Goethe, Des Cartes, Zeller,
Heine and even Kant’s mother was a
Jewess. Because the German loves
detail work, and excels therein, he is
great as a conductor of an orchestra,
but some other race must write the
musie, Unable to verify one or two of
these claims made by the Hebrew his-
torians as to musie, let us confess that
we must not expect a race that excels
in the factory and the wholesale store
to exhibit the imaginative gifts that
belonged to Athens. Florence and
Paris. It is this lack of imagination
that explains the blunders of her dip-
lomats, in every city like Washington,
Buenos Aires, Stockholm and Buda
Pesth. Germany spent millions of dol-
lars here in her spy system, worked
in the dark. The Kaiser tells us that
he selected his brightest minds for
the diplomatic work. Well, if Bern-
storff, von Papen, Boy-Ed, von Bopp
—still the German Consul at San
Francisco, with his two years’ sen-
tence in the penitentiary—represent
her brightest minds, what shall be
said of her stupid ones! Everything
that the German diplomat did in
darkness has been spread out before
the whole world by the American Sec-
ret Service, which has shown us their
plots, seditions and bribes. Two-tal-
ent diplomats ought to keep out of
ten-talent capitals. For mindless,
muddy thinking, for crass, vulgar
blundering, commend me to the diplo-
matic representatives of Germany in
every known capital. If our great
ecities ever run out of pine wood for
paving the streets, there are enough
German blockheads around to replace
all the decaying pavements.

It is this total lack of mental capa-
eity to appreciate architecture that
explains Germany’s destruction of
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some of the noblest buildings of the
world. She cannot by any chance
conceive how the other races look up-
on her vandalism. Her own foreign
government expressed it publiely in
one of her state papers, “let the neu-
trals cease chattering about cathe-
drals. Germany does not care one
straw if all the galleries and churches
in the world were destroyed, provid-
ing we gain our ends.”

Now apply those tests to the Kaiser
and his war staff, and you understand
why Rheims Cathedral is a ruin, No
building since the Parthenon was
more precious to the world’s culture.
What majesty and dignity in the
lines! What a wealth of statuary!
How wonderful the twelfth century
glass! With what lightness did these
arches leap into the air! Now, the
great bombs have torn holes through
the roof; only little bits of glass re-
main. Broken are the arches, ruined
some of the flying buttresses, the altar
where Jeanne d’Are stood at the
crowning of Charles is quite gone.
The great library, the bishop’s palace,
all the art treasures are in ruins. An-
cient and noble buildings do not be-
long to a race, they belong to the
world. Sacred forever the threshold
of the Parthenon, once pressed by the
feet of Socrates and Plato; thriee
sacred that aisle of Santd Croce in
Florence. 1In front of the wreck
of the Cathedral of Rheims, all black-
ened with German fire, broken with
the German hammer, is the statne of
Jeanne d’Are. There she stands, im.
mortal forever, guiding the steed of
the sun with the left hand, lifting the
banners of peace and liberty with the
right. By some strange chance, ng
bomb injured that bronze. Oh, bean.
tiful emblem of the day when the
spirit of liberty, riding in a chariot
of the sun, shall guide a greater host
made up of all the peoples who revere
the treasures of art and architecture‘
and law and liberty, and Christ’y
poor, and will ride on to a vie
that will be the sublimest conquest jp
the annals of time.
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OME few thousand years
ago Aristotle observed
| that in order to live
nobly one must first have
the means to live. This
aphorism isfas fresh _ar;ld
nt with meaning for our civil-
Ix)zal:et!i;:: as it was the day it fell from
the lips of the great philosopher.
Simple as is this fact, it seems to
have been but slightly apprehended
many of the leaders of modern
democratic states. Only the impact

of war itself made clear the truth that

the fundamental factor in life is eco-
nomie in nature. Wars and prepara-
tions for wars, ini.;ernatlonal blc!;er-
ings over the division of unexploited
and backward territories, philosoph-
izings on the nature of government,
the hectic pursuit of pleasure, the
piling up of fortunes through the
formation of trusts and combines—
these and a hundred and one other
pursuits dimmed the understanding
of statesmen and leaders to the im-
peratively important fact that the

ting of a living was all-essential
for the living of a life.

And it was too often forgotten, also,
that the state is merely the outward
expression of the life of millions of

rsonalities—human beings engaged
in the stern process of wresting a liv-
ing from nature. Well-be;ng was con-
fused with wealth, and it was com-
monly thought that the creation of
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economic values was tantamount to
providing the people with the material
means of existence. The common man,
the average citizen, was overlooked in
the savage struggle for economic pow-
er even within the state itself. Produe-
tion, so called, consisted as often in
limiting the supply of want-satisfying
goods, in order that prices might be
enhanced, as in making the necessaries
and comforts of life abundant and
cheap. All this made for the wealth
of the few, and the misery of the
many. The war has profoundly alter-
ed the thinking of the masses on these
economic facts as well as upon poli-
tical theories.

Great and significant changes are
bound to follow the close of the pres-
ent struggle, and in no direction more
so than in the field of economies—or,
simply stated, in the production and
distribution of wealth. It is foreign
to our present purpose to inquire into
the nature of this change, except in
so far as the working classes will be
directly affected thereby. Just in
what particular labour will benefit, or
lose, as a result of this world-shaking
war is foreshadowed in the changes
that have already come about during
the course of the struggle. These will
now be briefly considered.

At the outbreak of hostilities Sir
George Newman was appointed chair-
man of a special committee, under the
direction of the Ministry of Muni-
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tions, to investigate the whole problem
of labour as affected by the war. This
committee has issned somewhat more
than ten reports dealing with such
questions as Sunday labour, industrial
canteens, the employment of women,
industrial fatigue and its causes, pro-
per ventilation and lighting and many
other subjects. What is of most sig-
nificance in these reports is the fact
that Sir George Newman and his com-
mittee, after exhaustive investigation,
unqualifiedly approve the principles
of scientific management as applied to
industry. They conclude that the ten
and twelve-hour working day is an
anomaly; and that the longer the day,
and the more intensely labour is work-
ed, the smaller the proportional out-
put. This is a remarkable finding, so
remarkable that it may be called
epoch-making in British industry. It
breaks down the wall of English eon-
servatism. It gives the coup de grace
to the outworn theory, so long cherish-
ed by British and many Canadian in-
dustrial leaders, that the only way in
which a larger output can be secured
is to work labour for longer hours,
and work it more intensely.

It will be recalled how feverishly
England set to work at the outbreak
of hostilities to mobilize its industrial
forces. This task proved even more
difficult of accomplishment than the
creation of a vast army for service on
the continent. In their eagerness to
provide munitions, eannon, and other
war materia] to the Government, the
leaders of British industry relentlessly
worked the entire labour force at
their command for long hours, and at
a greatly accelerated rate of speed.
Trades union officials who protested
were branded as traitors, and their
“ca’ canny” policy held up to ridicule
and scorn. Nevertheless, the event
more than justified their predictions.
Long hours, intensive work, the re-
striction of the use of beer and other
intoxicating beverages—the chief wea-
pons in the arsenal of the manufac-
turers—Iled to irritation, fatigue, and
inevitably, to strikes. On more than
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one occasion these strikes assumed *
such alarming proportions—as in the
Welsh coalfields—as to threaten with
paralysis the industrial life of the na-
tion. Only after the acid test of hard
experience were the industrial leaders
and the Government taught that there
is a limit to human endurance, a limit
based upon certain unalterable physio-
logical facts. War or no war, faets
cannot be ignored. And it was proy-
ed to be an indubitable fact that rea-
sonable hours of work, right condi-
tions of ventilation, heating and light-
ing, proper canteen provisions and so
forth, resulted in an inerease, rather
than in a diminution, of the indus-
trial output.

The same lesson was learned in Can-
ada, but learned more slowly and less
thoroughly. While a considerable im-
provement has taken place in point of
view of hours of work in the field of
Canadian labour, much remains to be
accomplished. On the whole, working
men labour longer hours in this eoun-
try since the outbreak of war than
fox.'merly. In some quarters voices are
raised in advocacy of the return, at
!:he close of the struggle, to long work-
ing hours and a lower level of wages.
It is gontended that this course is im-
perative in view of the competition
that may be expected from Germany
and other European countries when
peace shall have been concluded.

And yet there was good reason to
believe that the battle for the ten-
hour working day had been won on
this continent. The Bunting decision
of April 9, 1917, and the upholdin
of the constitutionality by the Uniteg
Stat}clas Su{n‘eme Court of the
ten-hour law seemed, in the i
States at least, to have settlglmm
question of the economic validity ang
legality of the short working-day In
deed, before the Republie entereé ﬂ;-
war, public opinion had praectj s
decided in its favour. Be it recal),
in this connection, that in the Unj
States 350,000 workers won the batt],
for the eight-hour day in 1916, 2
the declaration of war put the short
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day in peril in the Republic. Ameri-
ean manufacturers have demanded
that labour shall expeet no greater
favours than those shown the army
in the field; and that the industrial
army must be mobilized and take its
echances in the factory and mine, in
like degree, if not to the same extent,
as the forces that will battle in
Europe. %2
The reasoning seems convineing, but
it is altogether specious. No one
doubts that the American troops will
acquit themselves nobly in France.
They, like the Canadians, will perform
feats of valour. And ye_t no one ex-
pects them to be always in the heroie
mood—to be ever and always key_'ed
up to the highest pitch of fighting
form. And the same holds true of the
industrial army. The race is not to
the swift, nor the battle to the strong;
and if the war should prove to last
two or three years longer—as it cer-
tainly may do—the experience gf the
United Kingdom shoulgl suﬁiclently
demonstrate that American industry
will gain less than nothing by over-
working the available labour force.
It may be objected, hoyvever, thqt
generalizations prove nothing. To this
we may offer concrete evidence of the
efficiency and value of the eight-hour
day, admitting that available data on
the subject are difficult to procure—
at least evidence of accurate and scien-
tific value. The McElwain experiment
in the United States, undertaken in
December, 1916, has more than mea-
sured up to expected results. At the
time it was inaugurated the 7,000
employees of the seven plants under
the control of the company were work-
ing under normal conditions—that is
to say, 9.5 per cent. of the productive
y-roll was on standardized piece-
work; a definite transmission system
for the routing of work was mapped
_out, and delays thereform reduced to
zero, and the full standard produc-
tion of each plant was bgmg main-
tained. With no changes 1ptroduced,
either of men or of machines, after
ing of the experiment in

the beginning
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the eight-hour day, it was found that
in four months’ time there was an in.
crease of .09 per cent. in the produe-
tion unit of output, and in the next
two months an additional increase of
.02, or .11 per cent. in all. In other
words, the output of each man during
eight hours was actually greater than
the output during the ten-hour period.
This demonstration of the value of
the eight-hour day has already become
a standard ; and ranks along with that
undertaken at the Zeiss Optieal
Works, and of that of M. Fromont, of
the Engis Chemical Works, in Bel-
gium.

It is certain, therefore, that in view
of the experience of the war, labour
will insist upon the general adoption
of the eight-hour day at the conclu-
sion of the struggle. In the meantime,
whatever the situation may be with
respect to hours of work, labour finds
its position vastly improved since the
outbreak of hostilities. And although
much advice is being given to the
labouring class to-day concerning the
virtues of thrift and application to
work, and although many homilies are
being delivered against greed, it is
safe to say that labour for once pur-
sues its way quite indifferent to the
attitude of other interests and classes.

Wages have increased considerably
since the outbreak of war, on the
average probably twenty-five per cent.
—although in some instances the in-
creases are much greater. And still
labour is dissatisfied and demands
more How much can it get?

The answer is difficult. Many eco-
nomic theories have been thrown on
the scrap-heap during the course of
the present struggle, and others are
due to follow—including the so-called
laws of supply and demand. Work-
men regard with a somewhat ironic
interest the argument that wages, at
the close of the struggle, must fall be-
cause of supply and demand ; while at
the same time trusts, mergers and
combines are permitted to control the
supply, in the public interest, so that
there shall not be a glut in the market.
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Bacon, for instance. In any event,
workmen who find that their wages
are only now slowly closing the gap
hitherto existing between the purchas-
ing power of their money income and
commodity prices, do not propose to
give serious consideration to the con-
tention that, because war orders have
ceased, wages generally must inevit-

ably fall.
As society is at present constituted,
class interests predominate, each

group striving to secure the largest
income possible. The rate of interest
upon capital has gone up very con-
giderably since the outbreak of war;
industrial profits have also increased,
and commodity prices have reached
hitherto unheard of figures. In this
time of brisk trade, of flush business
and easy money, labour is determined
to get its share. And it is getting it, or
beginning to get it. Labour believes
that the patriotic appeal applies
equally to profits and interest, as well
as to wages; and sees no reason for
denying itself on these grounds alone.
In truth, the only limit to the height
to which wages may go during this
period of war work is the ability of
the industry in each particular case
to pay them. This is hard, no doubt,
upon those industries to which the
war has brought no increase in com-
modity prices; but it is no harder up-
on them than the conditions imposed
upon labour when immigration is in
full swing, and industry is being oper-
ated below normal.

The simple fact is that even present
wages are inadequate, and represent
a belated effort, in their increase, to
overtake advancing prices. Many
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Canadian workmen still receive mueh
less than a living wage, if that term
be properly interpreted. It is of im-
perative importance that a high stan-
dard of living be maintained in this
country, to the end that workmen
have better health, increased efficiency
and a juster share of the national in-
come. And it is of equal importance
that the standard of living be main-
tained because of its effect upon the
stability of Canadian industry. It is
self-evident that greater purchasing
power in the hands of the people will
do more to strengthen and sustain the
industries of the nation than any one
other single factor, inasmuch as
seventy-five per cent. of the products
of our factories and mines is ordin-
arily marketed at home.

In conclusion, we may say that the
wages of American workmen are more
seriously threatened by post-bellum
conditions than are those of Canadian
labour. This is due to the fact that
a great influx of immigrants from
Europe during the decade following
the war will be bound to increase the
labour supply, and thus reduce wages,
unless a new outlet is found for the
newcomers. In Canada that outlet
will be on the fertile lands of the West.
A growing agricultural population
will bring with it an increased demand
for the products of Canadian fac-
tories, and it may be said, therefore,
that only during the period of re-
adjustment are Canadian workmen
likely to suffer economic loss, Not
only in the sphere of politics, but of
industrial democracy as well, would
it appear that labour has at length
come into its own.
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ENGLAND IN ARMS
0 i At

XI.—AFTER THREE YEARS

ww INCE this series of arti-
{8 cles began so much has

| happened within their
scope that anything ap-
proaching a complete
examination i)fl the meas-
ken in the British Isles to cope

uwx‘::lsl tf:.vm' conditions must include
those adopted after the trying experi-
ences of three years of war. It would
be reasonable to expect that in such a
period of unprecedented struggle for
existence the problem of the nation
would be solved in so far as organiza-
tion and experience could solve them,
that the difficulties still remaining
wonld be not 1 effective planning or
decision but solely in the strain and
deprivations rendered necessary by a
werful foe. Yet only the blindest
tuity could assert that England has
solved the simplest of her war prob-
lems, only the most superficial stu-
dent would declare that even the ob-
viously wise and fair measures have

en.

bee'l?hem:tatus of the women has been
owing stronger every day. More
and more they have been offering
themselves for the needs of the war,
and more and more they have proved
themselves the real backbone of pro-
duetion. It is only due their earnest
articipation in munition making to
admit that they perform their work
more carefully and quickly than the
game number of men. They have been
get by the thousand at tasks hitherto
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considered beyond their capacity, in
strength and brains, and in not one
case that has come within my knowl-
edge have they failed to exceed the
production of the men in a very few
weeks. The reason is not that they
are more able, but that they throw
more vim and enthusiasm into it.
They are not too busy haggling over
privileges to remember that the sol-
diers at the Front are looking to them
for the shells and the guns. The wo-
men have saved the Empire, though
there are hundreds of thousands of
the better classes doing their utmost,
by idling and extravagance, to depre-
ciate the sum total. More than a mil-
lion and a quarter women were en-
gaged on the first of September, 1917,
on work formerly done by men. In
government factories and in the Civil
Service they have released a quarter
of a million men. In Government
zontrolled factories half a million of
them have found employment, and in
commerce generally more than three
hundred thousand more. In these two
branches of service they have released
three-quarters of a million men.

All told, there are more than four
and a half million women and girls
in classified employment, not inelud-
ing domestic servants, hospital work-
ers, and those employed in small
shops.

Their interests have been studied
by the Ministry of Munitions, and
after tests the standard number of
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hours of employment has been re-
duced to forty-eight a week with in-
crease of output; and during the year
two raises in wages have been official-
ly declared. So important a part do
they play in the necessary war pro-
duction that a special committee has
been appointed to deal with their
wages, hours of labour, and conditions
of employment.

The latest eall for their services has
come from the military organization
in France. The first lot of ten thou-
sand, for office and mess duties hither-
to performed by men, was overwhelm-
ingly supplied, and during the latter
half of 1917 the demand was con-
tinuous. So insatiable was it, and so
eager were girls to undertake this new
work, that the drain on the munition
factories in England was seriously
felt, the type of worker finding favour
in France being the same as that
sought for the factories. Now the Ad-
miralty has appealed for women to
relieve naval ratings on shore duty.
Were all England imbued with the
spirit of its average woman the war
would be further advanced towards
victory than it is to-day.

The problem in the case of female
labour is the after-war results. Cer-
tainly thousands of women, having
tasted the pleasures of earning and of
steady employment, will be unwilling
te return to idleness. It is the knowl-
edee of this that has interfered with
their acceptance in the councils of
labour. From the first, labour unions
demanded that pre-war conditions be
restored 1mmediately with peace, and
as a further block to the ingress of
women into industrial eompetition,
the same wage was demanded for both
sexes. The women accepted the wage
at first with eagernecs, but a few of
the leaders quickly discovered the rea-
son and are now insisting on an eaunal-
ity that is not absolute but based on
the differences in strength, sex, and
the reanirements of physieal well-be-~
ine. Tlor, while the women have a
better record of produection than the
men, it is tellinz on their health and
nerves, and without the incentive of
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war it is certain that their production
will decrease.

The position of the farmer has
steadily improved. But it cannot be
said, unfortunately, that he has done
much to warrant it. While the far
mer in England was, for many years
before the war, in the lowest plane of
society and the least profitable, his
rise to a deserved recognition as the
solution of the food problem of anm
island kingdom has had a natural re.
sult. Filled with the idea of his un-
wonted importance to the country and
to victory, and thrilled with his new
power, he has ignored the demand for
a common sacrifice and refuses to
direct his efforts to production that
does not bring him returns consistent
with the level established by the needs
of a country short of all food stuffs.
He insists that his every acre be gnar-
anteed by a Government driven to ex-
tremity for supplies, otherwise he re-
serves the right to confine his crops
to the profitable grains and roots, or
to leave it idle. If he is asked to grow
potatoes he must be protected in a
profit beyond his wildest dreams of
former years. If the profits of bar-
ley, for instance, are eliminated by
decreased liquor production, he must
see the loss made up from another
source or threats of lessened produe-
tion are issued.

And therein the farmer is but re-
quiting for the hardship of his lot be.
fore the ‘war. Yet, great as are his
profits to-day, he resists the extension
of the higher returns to his workmen,
Three dollars a week was the offer- of
a farmer for a man to work from 5.30
a.m., to 9.00 p.m, and from that the
man must board and lodge himself,
Even the Government established g
rate of $1.50 a week above their billetg
for girl plum pickers on the far
railway fares to be paid by the work-
ers. Qirls on the land were paid three
dollars a week, supplying their own
food.

The Education Bill, introdueeq by
the President of the Board of Educa.
tion as a remedy for the glaving evilg
in the education system of Great Brit-




ENGLAND IN ARMS3

ain, has been received by the people
with the loudest acclaim-—and quietly
shelved by the authorities. There was
too much innovation in it for those
with power to accept it without seri-
ous misgivings. Oxforgl University
has led the fight against it, not openly
but none the less effectively. For Ox-
ford University represents education
as it has been for centuries in Eng-
land. It eschews science, clings to
elassics as the soul of England, and
resents the claim of anyone else to
eritize or advise on education.

The result is that the Bill, to the
middle of December, 1917, has not
even been considered in the House.
Public bodies have protested. The
new:papers have made demands. But
those subtle muscles which wield the
power of Great Britain from behind
the scenes have intervened. The Bill
was at first refused consideration in
the last session of 1917. It was sober-

contended by Bonar Law three
months before the end of the session,
that there would be no tlme.for dis-
enssing the Bill, although time was
always found readily enough for in-
eonsequential subjects, and hours
every day were wasted on questions

A answers which should have been
deleted for the good of the country.
It was obvious that the majority of
the Covernment were against the Bill
of the Minister. But the demand grew
so in-istent that finally the hope was

ressed of completing one reading,
Jeaving the final stages to another ses-
gion. At the time of writing, there it
‘gtands, the end depending upon whe-
ther the balance of power rests with
the people or with the forces for con-
gervatism. It takes more than three
years of war to b:'leak the grip of tra-

i in England. s
dit';"},:; liquorgquestion .has rgsolved it-
gelf into a typical capitulation on the
part of the Government. That started
as an apparent effort to conserve food
gtuffs for a more or less suffering
country by directing grains from beer
to bread, has become merely another
~ official failure to live up to promises—
 or threats. After announcing drastic
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curtailment of the consumption of
food stuffs in the manufacture of beer,
the Government yielded to pressure,
largely artificial and concentrated, and
increased the quantity one-third at the
middle of 1917. During the year end-
ing September, 1916, there were 65,
000,000 ‘bushels of grain and 160,000
tons of sugar used for the manufactare
of liquor. During 1917 the quantity
permitted was more than half that
amount. When it is considered that
sugar is absolutely unobtainable by a
great part of the people of England,
and the ration is set at half a pound
a week, this amount assumes consider-
able importance. The Covernment’s
excuse that the sugar thus consumed is
largely unfit for human consumption
is misleading, for not only is much of
it exactly what is used on the table,
but its importation into England takes
the same space in the limited shipping
&3 the same quantity of edible sugar
for general distribution.

The cause of the Government’s sur-
render was a well-organized campaign
by the newspapers and brewers. One
or two of the largest London papers
published each day reports of serious
disturbances throughout the country
through the shortage of beer, and al-
though some of these were entirely
without foundation, the workers of
England were convinced that beer was
a vital necessity and that strikes were
expected of them.

To meet the demand with the least
expenditure of foodstuffs the Govern-
ment authorized a weaker quality,
termed government beer, and to it
thereafter was accredited by every
‘‘drunk’’ the cause of his downfall.
Being a government brand, the mag-
istrates could scarcely conviet. But
the main result of the new liquor re-
strictions was an increased profit for
brewer and retailer. The annual re-
turns of the breweries show that they
never made such profits; and the re-
tailer, working less than half the pre-
war hours, asked what he wished for
his stock. So independent did he he-
come that there were saloons in Lon-
don showing signs prohibiting the en-
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trance of women, an unusual sex dis-
tinction. At last the Government was
forced to intervene and establish
prices. But the Government scale of
prices, in the experience of this war,
protects the merchants in a percent-
age of profit on which he can afford to
smile benevolently.

In the meantime government pur-
chase has advanced no further. The
report of the Commission appointed to
investigate is against purchase, and
everyone seems content to leave it at
that as a plan too radical to adopt
without several years of deliberation.

The fondest admirers of the war
government of Great Britain must ad-
mit that the methods of handling
labour, man-power, food, and the en-
emy alien have savored little of real
war. Great Britain labours under a
number of special disqualifications.
These might be summed up as exces-
sive deliberation and delay, class dis-
tinctions, unpardonable tolerance, and
conventionalism. And the last includes
all the others. Somewhere in this short
list might be found the foundation of
every obstable to victory. Lack of de-
cision and firmness, of organizing
ability, and excess of pride are other
descriptions of the country’s deficien-
cies.

Inexperience in organization, where
a country has succeeded fairly well on
the plan laid down by former genera-
tions, has exhibited itself in almost
every move since the war began. To-
day it is evident in the internecine
strife among the Government depart-
ments. It is plain in the food muddle,
which is to-day in a more chaotic state
than ever. It is to be seen in the la-
bour troubles, the record of the navy,
the shortage of man-power at the
Front, and of production in England.

The position of labour offers the
most serious trouble. Asquith’s foolish
promise of exemption to twenty-nine
unions is an instance of the weakness
of a war government in the national
extremity. Irrespective of any crisis,
these unions insist on adherence to
the promise, and the blame is not so
much with them as with the Cabinet
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that had a country on its shoulders.
Union labour has not changed its opin-
ion noticeably since it lent itself to
conscription under certain conditions,
but union labour, as governed by its
main executives, is almost a negligible
power now, partly from its own
thoughtlessness, partly from govern-
mental weakness. The Engineers’
disloyal strike in May, 1917, brought
to the fore a power that has heen rob-
bing the executives of their authority,
The Engineers struck for nothing but
fear of being taken into the army.
Whatever other excuse may have been
given, determination not to serve with
the colours was the real one. They
had no complaint, but new orders for
obtaining the necessary additional sol-
diers by extending the dilution of la-
bour gave them a pretext for calling
a strike. And they won. The Govern-
ment rescinded everything, although
it had the country behind it and could
have taught a much needed lesson in
patriotism that would have solved for
the duration of the war every diffienl-
ty of man-power. Were the workers
convinced that the penalty of loafing
was fighting in France two-thirds their
number would produce what they are
now producing, and there would be
no thought of strikes.

Having obtained almost all they
wished, the engineers resumed work ;
and for a time there was comparativé
peace. But during the last two months
of 1917 the labour situation was a boil-
ing disturbance. The South Wales
miners frankly took a vote to decide
whether they would resist the Govern-
ment in eombing out the new men in.
troduced into the mines since the way
began. The Coventry aeroplane mak-
ers, engaged in the most vital of munj.
tion production, walked out ang re-
mained idle a week until they, ¢
won all they asked. All over Englang
were demands for higher wages, shop.
ter hours, greater privileges, and the
reinstatement of employees dismi
for the most outrageous offences,

The reason for the ferment was easy
to find. The Government lacked bhaek.
bone—simply that. The submission to
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the engineers, although the whole
ecountry was so strong against them
that at the end they were but
looking for an excuse to return to the
shops and feared to wear their union
badges, paved the way to every strike
that has occurred since. Winston
Churchill, already convicted of inca-
pacity by an official commission, was
appointed Minister of Munitions pure-
as a political expedient. And
Churchill’s first few months in office
seemed to justify his selection. Never
had there been so few strikes. But
suddenly they blazed forth all over the
country, so seriously as to jeopardize
the war in 1918. And the secret was
out when, without consulting those
directly affected, he declared a general
inerease of pay for the engineers. Im-
mediately other unions struck for in-
ereases and other advantages. It was
found that railwaymen had long suf-
fered from a ridiculous discrepancy
between their wages and those of even
the unskilled in other trades which
had ignored the war and thought only
of self. It was found, too, that the
increase so lightly granted affected a
seore of trades not egntemp}ated.

The temporary immunity from
strikes had Peen because every demand
had been met. The unpardonable ex-
tent to which this weakness went may
be illustrated by one example. When
a shop steward was caught making
tools for himself from Government ma-
terial (it was a government controlled
factory) in government time and
promptly dismissed, a strike was de-
clared for his reinstatement. And the
Government forced the _ﬁrm to sub.mlfc.
Besides the principle involved, it is
natural that ever since then the rein-
stated employee has been a cause of
constant trouble and agitation. Such
folly was rampant all over England.
The natural result v_vas‘that strikes
were called on the flimsiest pretexts.
The men jeeringly declaring that the
Government was afraid of them.

But this was not union labour as
constituted before the war. Every
strike has been engineered by the shop-
stewards, a new force that has erept in
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since the factories were filled with
able-bodied young men whose only
concern is to escape service in France,
The regular union executives and
power of unionism to-day is in the
hands of those young shirkers who do
not hesitate to declare their reasons
for working on munitions. Unionism
thought to protect itself by forcing all
workers to join. In reality it lost every
shred of power by the act. To-day
every local union is a law unto itself,
The Coventry strike was called by the
shop stewards against the union lead-
ers’ instructions, just as the engineers’
had been. And the only bone of con-
tention was the recognition of the
shop stewards.

Wrapped in this question of labour
is the other of obtaining men for the
trenches. Anyone who knows condi-
tions in the factories of England is
aware that hundreds of thousands of
fit young men could be cleared out
with profit to production, even though
they were not put in khaki. The ma-
jority of these are doing as little as
possible, they are always on the watch
for grounds for striking, they inter-
fere with those who would produce to
their utmost, they refuse to permit the
women to be taught certain operations
well within their capacity, and they
are almost all recruits to this kind of
work since 1914. Yet the only appar-
ent concern of the Government seems
to be to assure them of exemption.
And since more soldiers are an abso-
Iute essential, raising the age to 45 is
being seriously considered while these
young slackers loaf in security. It is
a fact that experienced factory hands
discharged from the army have been
called up again from the munition fac-
tories while these young fellows look
on from the next benches and laugh.
It is also a fact that married men with
large families, men too old for the
hard life of the Front, others whose
businesses will close with their con-
seription, are relentlessly put into
khaki to fight for these strong youths
without dependants or extra bills of
expense to present to the Government.

Every government department
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seems to delight in refusing to release
its youthful clerks for service. Each
being king in its own realm and jeal-
ously guarding its power, there is none
with authority to comb them out, al-
though battalions could be replaced
by girls and older men. It con-
tinues, too, to be a department habit
to order tribunals to exempt appli-
cants for no-reasonable excuse. And
England is teeming with non-combat-
ant young men wearing the red tab of
headquarters or the khaki of soft jobs
far from the sound of war. It is not
lack of men that keeps the army in
want.

The food problem is too wide to be
more than touched here. There is no
daylight showing, even after almost a
year of submarine war. Hundreds of
orders have been issued by the Food
Controller, thousands of appeals. But
they have affected little save to estab-
lish prices at an unjustifiable level,
force the poor to stand in queues
hours of every day, and reserve to the
merchant an exhorbitant profit. The
House of Commons is made up of men
interested in trade—one would know
it without acquaintance with the mem-
bers. It may safely be said that not
a single law observes the good of the
people at the expense to the merchant.
Merchants are making more money
than they ever dreamed of. The
country is bringing in the food stuffs
and handing them over to the stores
for extreme profits. And when a law
threatens to interfere, the merchants
ignore it with impunity. Laws that
appear every few days in public print
are openly flouted, and to protest is
to be denied supplies. Every time a
maximum price is established by regu-
lation it instantly becomes the mini-
mum price as well. Now and then a
merchant in some distant village or in
the BEast End of Loondon is proceeded
against, and the papers are so filled
with threats that few read them.

The attempt to regulate prices and
supplies have demonstrated the in-
ability of the authorities to organize
and devise reasonable methods. Only
those of the lower classes who have
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time to stand in queues can obtain sup-
plies. Thus the hard-working muni-
tion makers find themselves short half
the week. England’s short stocks seem
to be reserved for the idle, and no at-
tempt has yet been made to change it.
Take sugar as an example of mudd-
ling. Although the rationing of sugar
was determined on more than six
months before it was put into force,
the plan had to be completely altered
during that six months, after the first
scheme had been issued and everyone
had,done his part in the registration,
and for reasons that were obviously
insuperable defects from the start. It
is also an instance of the wasted and
misdirected zeal of officialdom that the
postal customs filched two pounds of
sugar from a small gift sent from Can-
ada to a Canadian war worker in Eng-
land, and at the same time, on the
Government’s own figures, 8,000 tons a
week were being issued above the ra-
tions without any effort to trace them.

A half dozen food commodities have
been short, not so much because they
were not in the stores but from unfair
and unequal distribution. In every
commodity in which the demand seems
to exceed the supply there has been a
riot of mismanagement and unfair-
ness. The last month of 1917 saw an
insistent demand for rationing all
round, to prevent queues and to en.
sure something resembling even dis-
tribution. If there was one thing in
the situation that was threatening un-
rest it was the manner in which the
food question was handled.

The shortage of other commodities
has been equally mismanaged. Petrol
affords an illuminating example
Given over finally into the hands of a;
pool formed of the importers them.
selves, it travelled upwards in price
until a government investigation wag
demanded, when it immediately drop-
ped several cents a gallon. The Govern.
ment’s later efforts to control its use
have driven many cars from the
streets, but more by threat than by
force. Petrol may still be used for
domestic business, for business pur-
poses, for going to and from the sta-
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tion, and for everything connected
with war work. The loopholes were
innumerable. So long as a man is in
khalki no questions are asked. Business
men have their cars for running to the
office, actors have licences at their
pleasure, but, worst of all, the taxi is
practically unrestricted. For the Lord
Mayor’s banquet orders were given
that anyone might use his car.

Now and then the law bestirs itself
in a characteristic manner. A taxi
driver was fined $250 for carrying a
government official and his wife gany
miles into the country to bury their
pet dog in a dog cemetery—but noth-
ing was done to the official. A poor
gtrect match vendor was fined for
overcharging for a box of matches—
but a hundred stores were at the same
time openly doing the same, and other
Jaws were being broken. A Canadian
(General’s mother was summoned for
using petrol to attend church—but she
might have hired a taxi to take her
to a restaurant and have kept its en-
gine running during the me_al. Two
women were fined for engaging a car
that was not a taxi to take them to
the theatre—but had the garage keep-
er sent a taxi nothing could have been

hem. ;
doil: izosflch inconsistencies that bring
the authorities and their methods into
disrepute, until one wonders how
much it takes at home to discount the
country’s best efforts in the field.

A similar indecision and fatuous-
ness exists in the treatment of alien
enemies. There is no reason why Ger-
many should not be kept informed of
all that England contemplates, if free-
dom of German-born means esplonage
—and all the world knows by this time
that it does. Scores of influential Ger-
mans continue to be granted freedom

427

and other favours, each backed by
prominent politicians or titled people.
When Laszlo, a popular Austrian
painter, proved by a letter three years
ago to be an Austrian at heart—when
he was brought before a court of in-
quiry for internment, several of Eng-
land’s most prominent men protested
against locking him away; and be-
cause they were of the upper classes
the Government refused to divulge
their names. There is a large fund
collected in England for the depend-
ants of interned Germans, Cadburys,
of cocoa fame, being the main sup-
porters. And the wives of these in-
terned Germans are already granted
an allowance higher than the wives of
the British soldiers used to get. The
interned ones, too, were given more
liberal allowances of food than are
prescribed for the British people. The
brother of the German Governor who
murdered Nurse Cavell, interned in
England, was allowed to enter a nurs-
ing home on the plea of ill-health. An
army officer, once Krupp’s agent in
London, ordered out of France as a
suspicious person, although with the
British forces, was immediately taken
on the British Intelligence Depart-
ment where military seerets are the
only commodity dealt in. These in-
stances of extreme tolerance and folly
might be multiplied over and over
again.

For almost two years I have studied
Britain’s methods at home for making
war. I have made every allowance

for tradition, for excusable conditions.
I have looked through the eyes of an
Imperialist. But in the end I can see
an early end to the war only by more
aggressive and sensible methods. Eng-
land does not make war with both fists
—that is the trouble.




THE RIDER OF THE VELD

BY J. W. WILLIAMS

A STORY OF THE SOUTH AFRICAN HIGHLANDS

ILENCE lay over the
sl great veld. The solitary
rider was not hurrying,
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i —ifl] keeping his eyes and

ears open. A flock of
birds flew overhead and cast a quick
shadow in front of him, at which he
started and grasped his carbine; but
seeing the cause swung it back again.

Away to the west, where the kopjes
broke the clean sweep of the veld to
the skyline, a faint thin mist rose that
would never have been noticed by any
but a trained eye, but the rider de-
teeted it and reined in. With pueck-
ered brows and shaded eyes he sat
motionless for a few minutes, watch-
ing it in the wonderfully clear atmos-
phere for which South Africa is just-
ly noted, and then there broke from
his lips the one word, quick as though
it had been shot out:

“Smoke !”

With that he turned his horse into
a spruit that came from the north.
In this direction he rode for an hour,
the horse swaying around the great
boulders against which the waters
dashed themselves white in floodtime,
emerging at length in some low
bushes that broke into a rougher coun-
try beyond.

Again the horseman shaded his
eyes and looked at the line of kopjes.
No word fell from his lips this time,
but he spurred his horse and went
toward them through the serub.
Reaching the hills he dismounted and
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tethered the beast, which started at
once to crop the nutritious grass with
which the rains had so abundantly
clothed the earth. Hastily undoing a
roll that had been strapped to the
saddle, he began eating a meal of
dried beef and bread, helping it down
with a mouthful of water now and
then. Meanwhile he kept peering
anxiously in the direction in which,
nearly four hours previously, he had
seen the thin haze of smoke,

: The long African day was dying
In peace, and its mellow light flooded
all the veld and rough country. When
the rim of the red sun touched the
skyline the man mounted again and
rode southward, following the line of
kopjes. :

For some miles he travelled, searce-
ly ever lifting his eyes off a flat hill
that rose against the darkening sky.
When near it he jumped from his
horse, tethered it with care, and crept
up to a little hill. Sounds fell on
his ears as he crawled round to ga
ledge that overlooked a dip in the
kopje. C_autiously he advanced
every once in a while raising his heaci
and quickly lowering it again.

The ledge reached, he looked be-
ngarth and saw a herd of cattle in g
wide area which was hemmed in by
precipitous walls of rock; while
wagon was outspanned right
him, at the only entrance %o thl;elx(::
tural corrall, in which the shadowy
figures of men moved to and fro.

The man’s face would have been g



THE RIDER OF THE VELD

puzzle if there had been anyone to
see it. Now it was drawn as if in
pain, and now relaxed as if made
happy by what he saw. :

“They are all there,” he whispered
to himself, “six of them, and I'm
alone.”

- He shrugged his shoulders at the
thought.

For some time he lay, and then
erawled slowly back to where his horse
was tethered. :

“Potchers is over a hundred miles
away,” he mused. “Phil, you can’t
do it in two days,” he added, turning
to his already tired horse. “Three
days to go, a good two to get back—
five. They will be in Portuguese ter-
ritory then. No! T've got to stay,
that’s all. But how—how?” he pon-
dered. :

“T could see Schweeps’s ugly face
in the light of the fire.” :

He shrugged his shoulders again as
he thought of all the crimes with
which this name had been linked, and
then he smiled as he recalled the last
thing he had noticed when he rode
out of Potchers six days b_efore, a
bill on a telegraph pole, offering a re-
ward of three hundred pounds f9r
the ecapture of Schweeps, and detail-
ing his numerous crimes, from cattle
lifting to murder. : ‘

“PThree hundred pounds, hq smil-
ed, and the smile broadened into a

And then seriousness returned, as
he thought of his perilous position
and the desperate men at hand, who
were more likely to get him than he

em. :

w“%? t;llflzy get me, a corporal in the
Mounted Constabulary, I won’t get
time to say my prayers,” he said to
mm’i‘:eklifr'ag his horse, he went south a
few hundred yards and tied the ani-
mal near the mouth of the gorge,
where forage was good 'and it cppld
not be seen. He stood in a position
himself from which he was able to
see, though dimly, a little of what
was going on in the camp.
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Evening had become night and
after the hot day the thirsty cattle
lowed for water. There was none
nearer than a mile and a half, and to
get to it they would need to be driven
out. The watcher concluded that
Schweeps was not yet ready to break
camp, that he would not dare show
up on the veld in daylight with the
animals, and that he must soon drive
them out to drink.

Below dim forms moved, and then
some of them dashed on horseback.
He could see the cattle being rounded
up, and in a little while they began
to stream through the defile into the
open beyond. Two men rode in front
and two behind. There was no shout-
ing, and in a few minutes the party
had passed out of sound. He could
still see the two men who had been
left, and occasionally the sound of
their voices floated up to him.

The corporal knew that those who
had gone would be absent at least an
hour, and he knew, too, that he must
act now, while the outlaws were
divided. So he stole down the side
of the kopje, and into the narrow
path that led inward. The shadows
lay deep there, and he made rapid
progress. Near the end he waited
until the men had gone some distance
away, and then he crawled quickly
to the wagon, behind which he stood
up motionless, and not daring to
shoot, grasped his rifle by the barrel
and waited. :

A minute or two passed and the
figure of a man glided out of the sha-
dows toward the wagon. The cor-
poral raised himself upon his tiptoes
and brought down the butt-end of his
rifle upon the head of the gliding
form, which fell without a groan.

A minute or two more passed and
a voice called :

“Jan, where are you?”

No answer came.

“Hello! Jan, where are you?” A
low earnestness was in the voice this
time.

A figure moved out of the shadow
of the oreat looming rocks.
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Again the butt-end of the rifle de-
geended ; but the blow missed its mark
this time and erushed on the bones
of a man’s shoulder.

There was a sharp ery of rage and
pain, and a tall Kaffir sprang at his
assailant. The corporal flung down
his rifle and grappled with him. Both
were powerful men, and in the dark-
ness they swayed to and fro, panting
like wild animals. No word was
spoken, but the Kaffir’s smashed
shoulder proved the deciding factor,
and he fell with a crash and lay stun-
ned upon a hig flat stone. In a short
while he was gagged and bound.

The corporal lay breathing heavily
after the exertion in which he had
put forth every ounce of strength,
but quickly recovering himself crept
again into the shadows of the nar-
row defile. Reaching the edge of the
open he found cover behind a big
boulder and law down to wait. He
had been a crack shot in the Boer
war and had a plentiful supply of
ammunition.

In the lucid night sky of the
African highlands the stars shone
like the diamonds that had made the
country famous, and the Southern
Cross, the nestor of star clusters in
that clime, was hung with rare gems.
The cattle lowed in the distance, but
no human voice or sound could be
heard.

“Schweeps!” The name always
brought a tremour to the corporal.
This Ishmael of the veld had held a
posse of burghers at bay for forty
hours, killing four and escaping from
the clutches of the other six. Many
a child on the far veld went to sleep
with a fear in its breast that froze
all activity when the mother said:
“Schweeps will get you!”

He was an irreconcilable who had
fought throughout the Boer War, and
had cursed his brethren since for the
peace of Vereeniging. He was a
desperate man, lacking in that high
chivalry which marks the Psalm-sing-
ing Boer, whom he now hated equally
with the rooinek Englishman.
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In a nation of sharpshooters he was
a crack shot, and during the war eon-
fined his efforts largely to officers;
scorning to touch the common soldier,
except when his own safety ecalled
for it, declaring that they were as
easily picked off as cattle. He was
credited with two colonels, a eaptain
and numerous lieutenants.

The mobility of the gang outrival-
led that of the famous De Wet. Sinee
they got their horses for the lifting,
they kept the best in the country, and
following the plan by which De Wet
so successfully evaded capture, each
man had two horses, and in a three-
days’ chase could almost double the
distance on any pursuer with one
horse. This, with the desperate char-
acter of the man, accounted for the
widespread terror in which the name
of Schweeps was held, and for his
gepredations in all parts of the coun-
ry.

The corporal nerved himself and
moved to look at the line of wveld
against the sky. Nothing showed
but a sound from below told him that’
the drive back had started. The sounds
came nearer and then he heard the
noise of horses galloping. No word
was spoken. After some delay the
cattle began to surge through into the
corrall. When the main body had
passed a few stragglers came, follow-
ed by the horsemen. A voice said:

“Curse that lazy Jan, why wasn’t.
he there to turn them? T put lead
in his bones yet.”

A shot rang out, and th
felr}‘ dead fron% his ,horse. s

wo oif the other horsemen .
prised by the suddenness of tl’xes‘;lt'.
?ack, and thinking that numbers were
in ambush, turned and fled in the
direction of the waterhole. A dee
gruff voice called upon them to stop
threatening to shoot, in words checlk"
ered with oaths. It was Schweeps 2

A bullet just missed his body a-nd
tore through his horse’s flank and
with that the animal, frantie béyo d
control, started off across the vei:]
With a few bounds and a leap ingg
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the saddle the corporal was following.
Twenty minutes passed and he did
not seem to have gained much upon
the outlaw. Once in a while he could
gsee the slouched hat of the man in
front. In twenty minutes more he
seemed to have gained considerable
and was surprised, when thq horse
ahead plunged over a slight rise and
stood for a moment clear against the

, to notice that there was no rider
in the saddle.

In an instant the corporal drew up
his horse and wheeled round. At once
he grasped the situation. By the
actions of the horse he concluded that
he bad struck it, and that when
Sehweeps felt the animal weakening
he had quietly dropped ont of the
gaddle. The desperado was some-
where not very far back, but how
ecould he be found on the veld at

ight ! .
m8With such thoughts the 9orporal
made his way back, zigzagging and
straining his eyes to catch sight of
gomething that looked like a man.
A strip of scattered bushes crossed
the veld here and beyond which it
ran clear for miles. This was the

lace where Schweeps would most
likely find shelter. For over an hour
he looked closely, but found not a
trace of his man, and at length he
ecame to the edge of thq open country.

"Having decided to ride back to the
kopje, he stooped to have a last look
and sat motionless for a minute, when
suddenly there was a sharp pain along
the top of his head; he threw up his
hands and simultaneously with the
report of a Mauser rifle dropped to
the ground. The bullet had torn
through his hat and had burned a
thin furrow along the top of his scalp,
lifting the hair in a straight line, but
Jeaving him uninjured. :

“That was closer than Potgeiter’s
Drift,”. he whispered to himself, re-
ferring to a wound, the marks of
which he carried on his chest.

For a while the corporal lay on the
ground, feeling a little dazed and not
knowing what to do. A noise near at
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hand made him life his ear, and there
was the outlaw, who, thinking he had
killed his man, was coming for the
horse.

Schweeps’s outline was clearly vis-
ible, but the corporal could not be so
easily seen as he swung round his
rifle and fired. A yell of rage fol-
lowed, and the outlaw lay kicking on
the grass, a bullet having smashed
his thigh. The corporal sprang upon
him and pinned him down, before he
could grasp the rifle which had fallen
from his hand. Taking this and a
large hunting-knife, he did his best to
bind the wound, which was evidently
a bad fracture.

“Does it hurt?” asked the corporal.

But the outlaw ignored the ques-
tion.

“I suppose you think you've got
me,” he grunted.

“I stopped thinking a while ago,”
was the answer. “I suppose yom
thought you had me?”

But the man was in no mood to
follow any trend of econversation save
his own.

“What are you going to do with
me ?” he asked.

“Take you with me,” was the reply.

“You can’t,” was the rejoinder.

“Can’t, eh! We'll see,” was the
laconie reply. “I’ll let you have your
choice. Do you want to be left here
all day, or shall I take yon to the
kopje?”

The latter was the preferable place
in the heat of the day, but the jour-
ney thither, strapped on a moving
horse’s back, meant torture to a
wounded man, so Schweeps sullenly
chose to stay where he had fallen.
The corporal gave him some of the
water in his bottle and a few dried
provisions, enongh for two meals, and
rode off to reach the kopje before day
gleamed from the east.

In the corral things were much the
same as he had left them, only the big
Kaffir had managed to free himself
and was nursing his sore shoulder.
He made no effort to rise as the cor-
poral came forward. He knew very
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little English, and much of what he
did know was not dictionary Eng-
lish, and it was with a stream of such
language that he greeted the corporal,
who replied :

“You are able to swear yet, are
you? Schweeps would see to that, 1
suppose.”

“Ya, ya, curse Schweeps,” was the
rejoinder.

“You don’t like Schweeps?”

The Kaffir shrugged and grunted
as he showed the red marks of a jam-
bok across his check.

“Schweeps kill me for last night,”
said he, lapsing into Dutch, into
which the corporal followed him.,

“Schweeps won’t kill anybody for
a while,”” was the answer

“No,” said the Kaffir eagerly, “he’s
dead ?”

“Oh, no,” said the corporal lightly,
adding “where were you going with
the cattle 9

“Sun country,” was the answer,
with a nod to the east where the sun
stood well up in the sky. :

“How many ecattle?”

“Oh, maybe two hundred.”

“Where did you get them?”

But the Kaffir could only answer,
“Far away, come two weeks to this
place.”

With that the corporal went over
to where the cattle were standing.
As they moved he saw many of them
branded “DR”. His grin passed into
a smile as broad as the new day.

He was thinking of his visit to a
certain ranch ten days ago. He had
been there on previous ocecasions, but
as his visits had always been of pure-
ly personal concern, he contrived
never to enter them in his reports. He
had never told the rancher’s daugh-
ter just what he thought of her, nor
had he allowed it to himself, but suf-
fice it to say that he was most happy
when, on his patrol, the white build-
ings of the Roon ranch loomed up
over the veld, and although that was
always the signal for faster travelling
the miles always seemed longer.

Alice Roon had met him on that
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particular day, and the greetings on
both sides were more than what is
ordinarily called hearty. It was when
the corporal was drinking some milk
she hqd brought him that her father
came in.

Drag Roon was the son of one of
the earliest voortrekkers, or Boer
pioneers, but his father had died when
he was a boy, and his mother, an Eng-
lishwoman called Dragson, after whom
he was named, had so shaped his na.
tional sympathies that he did not Jjoin
the burghers during the war. He had
led a stirring life, and, like all men of
the frontier, lacked the formalities of
social usage.

“You heard I've lost some cattle "
he asked.

“I’ve been away on a long pat
but Miss Roon is just telligngp m'23=
was the answer.

“Miss Roon,” said the rancher, em-
phasizing the miss. “You’ll likely
mean Alice,” adding, “well, can you
get the cattle?” :

“We’ll try,” was the answer.,

“Try won’t get them?”

“I ean’{ be just sure,” ventured the
corporal.

“Just be sure,” was the reply. “We
ranchers pay a mighty sight for the
police, and if they can’t keep a fow
cattle from being stolen what good
are they? If I hadn’t been in Pot.
chers myself that night they’d never
have got a hoof. If T were young, it’s
not Schweeps and his gang that would
be loose in this country. I’d Tun
ranch and get him, too, but you fel.
lows don’t get him, and you've no
ranch to run.”

The corporal’s visit was cut »
short, and his last words were : e

“If possible, we’ll get the e »

“Yes, get them,” shouted the :ﬁ;l:il-
er as the horse sped out at the gate
“But yow'll not.” he added to Aljes
at the door.

Having thought over the se
the ranch, and surveyed the e(l:aett‘ll:
with unfeigned pleasure, the corpora}
came over to the Kaffir,

“You know Potchers?” he askeq.
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A smile radiated the black man’s
face.

“Can you go to Potchers?” :

A frown took the place of the smile
as he thought that his acquaintance
with it was limited to two months
spent in the prison there. :

“Nobody will touch you,” said the
eorporal, noticing the frown. “Your

in this affair won’t hurt you,
and I’ll see that you get ten pounds
if you drive the cattle there.”

The eyes of the black man fairly
sparkled. He knew the mounted po-
lice well enough to know, that fgr
good or ill, they usually kept their

rd.
wo“How long will it take you to go?”

“A week,” was the reply, to which
was added quickly, “You say ten

nds ?” :
po‘n‘Y es, ten pounds.”

“But Schweeps,” said the Kaffir,

“Schweeps won’t get you.”

The Kaffir's terror of Schweeps
was so great that he trembled when
ever he thought of him, and several
times during the day' he went back
on his bargain, and it took all the
eorporal’s words to encourage him

in.

Towards evening they inspanned,
the corporal taking everything be-
longing to the Kaffir out of the wagon
and getting him to help lift the Boer
who had been the first to fall, and
whose skull was fractured A.corp-
fortable place was found for him in
the wagon, and the corporal started
off with it, telling the Kaffir he was
going to spend the night on the veld
just outside, and would be waiting
for him to drive the cattle out in the
morning.

Two %ours later the span was stop-
ped and the corporal bega_n his search
for Schweeps. He had evidently been

ing to escape, and }md managed
to erawl nearly half a mile from w}lere
he was left. But he was too pained
to say anything and was hoisted into
the wagon without protest.

Ere long the wagon was back near
the corrall, and, having snatched a few
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hours’ rest, the corporal was awaiting
the cattle in the morning. In due
time they appeared, the Kaffir howl-
ing behind them, They were started
off to a spruit in the north, and,
driven by thirst, ran most of the way.

On the third day the corporal was
so pleased with the progress being
made that he offered the Kaffir an
extra two pounds if he got the cattle
safely to Potchers. The grin, by
which the black man made reply, was
limited only by the size of his face,
for- he had never even dreamed of
possessing such a sum of money.

During all this time the Kaffir had
not been near the wagon, which was
covered with canvas. and did not
know that Schweeps lay there wound-
ed. It was the careful policy of the
corporal to tell him that Jan’s condi-
tion demanded his being entirely un-
disturbed.

Several times the Kaffir was over-
taken by the fear of what would hap-
pen to him if Schweeps got hold of
him, and he was calmed only with
difficulty.

It was towards evening of the day
on which the Kaffir had heen prom-
ised an extra two pounds, when rid-
ing not far from the wagon, that he
caught sight of Schweeps’s face look-
ing out at the front. A loud howl
went up, and he fled like a madman.
The corporal turned and saw the
horse galloping off. Spurring up, he
followed, and the chase lasted for
half an hour, when the Kaffir's horse
stumbled and flung him. In a mo-
ment the corporal was at his side.

The black man’s face was horror-
stricken. His eyes bulged out of his
head, as he sereamed :

“Schweeps! Schweeps!”

To all the entreaties of the corporal,
and to the offer of twenty pounds,
the Kaffir had but one answer:

“Schweeps! Schweeps!”

It was a waste of time to stay long-
er, and taking the Kaffir’s horse the
corporal turned to go back, the black
man continuing his flight on foot.

Before he had gone far the cor-
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poral could see the wagon going off in
one direction and the cattle in an-
other. His first thought was ‘of
Schweeps, who had been tied midway
down the wagon, and who had evi-
dently got loose and was driving the
gpan. The wagon sped on ahead at
a great pace. The corporal urged his
horse to the utmost, and the wagon
drew near, With a dash he rushed
forward and seized the horses by the
head.

A string of oaths came from the
wagon, where the cutlaw lay urging
the horses with a long pole.

“Curse you rooinek, if I had a rifle
it’s not you nor your kind that would
get me.”

The corporal merely smiled as he
turned the span round and started
back. After having gone some miles
he outspanned for the night and pre-
pared a hasty meal. This finished, he
attended to Schweeps’s wound, which
he dressed every day. Jan, who had
lain in a state of semi-consciousness
all the time, and with difficulty could
be got to take any nourishment, was
getting a little better, Leaving them,
the corporal set off to find the cattle.
The fewness of his words might have
been taken as the measure of his de-
termination. On an ordinary occa-
gsion it would have been enough to
have taken Schweeps to Potchers, but
this was no ordinary occasion and he
wanted the cattle as badly as he want-
ed the thief himself, being determined
to lese neither. To round up a couple
of hundred cattle at night and have
charge of two prisoners was a task
to which only a few would have ap-
plied themselves. But the corporal
did not think twice about it.

He had ridden many hours in the
starlicht and was probably short
about thirty head in the bunch of
cattle he was bringing up to the wa-
gon, when he noticed a light over in

the direction in which it sat. At once’

it seemed to flare up, and'urging his
tired horse he ecould soon see that the
wagon was on fire. In a moment he
knew what had happened. Schweeps
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had taken a sinister revenge, unmind-
full of how it affected himself. Dash-
ing up, he was able to save Jan from
the flames, and some provisions; but
in a few minutes all was over, save
for a little smoke that swung round
and coiled upwards.

Then the corporal looked hastily for
Schweeps; but neither he nor the span
of horses could be found. He judged,
however, that he had made off in the
direction of Portuguese terrvitory.
Early daylight justified this surmise,
for the grass in that direction was
bruised as though something heavy
and flat had been dragged over it,

“Just as I thought,” mused the eor-
poral, “he made a cariole out of the
loose side of the wagon and lay on it,
but how did he get the harness whiech
I carried and laid fifty yards away?
_He planned some, and suffered some
in carrying out his plans. Tl weot
him, though,” he added with deter-
mination.

Leaving Jan with a blanket, he
struck off, trailing his man. The des-
perate venture had over-reached it-
self, and the horses were found quiet-
ly grazing; while Schweeps was near
at hand, evidently not able to stand
the rough trip for the next eight
miles that would have seen him into
other territory, although he had lib-
erally supplied himself with blankets
to ease the roughness of the journey.

Once back where Jan lay by the
ashes of the wagon, the corporal made
?hshoxif Sﬁ)eelch I;co the two of them, gl-

ough he looked at Schwee
He said: P .

“We're going to Potchers—all of
us—and the cattle. T’ll get you there
if T have to drag you by the heelgs
don’t forget it. If you behave w;n,’li
be there in something over two’da
and if you don’t, it may take Tonger,
Thanks to your foolishness, we haven’t'
quite as much to eat as we had and
we haven’t a wagon. Of course. that
doesn’t make so much differen’ca
me as it does to you; but you’re gg;
to Potchers, if only to be buried there,
Do you understand ?”? :
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This was a long speech for the cor-

and he had so over-reached

himself that he was practically sil-
ent for the rest of the trip.

He began to fit up the cariole, and
pulled some grass to make it as easy
to lie on as possible, after which he
tied the two men thercon and pro-
ceeded. :

Three days later a band of tired
and thirsty cattle broke down the one
street that is Potchers and bellowed
round the pump.

Fr((l)m thle)e veli'anduh of the police
headquarters, from which he had just
emerged after giving vent to a most
emphatic complaint about the slack-
ness of the police, and about it being
no more use any more to raise cattle
no how when any man could come
and take them, Drag Roon gazed out
over the street. :

He straightened himself up and

ed his mouth as he looked.

“Shakes me if them’s not my cat-
tle,” he eried, and with a few strides
he was amongst them, his smile broad-
ening all the while as he saw animal
after animal with his brand upon its
flank. e e
“IHey there, how did this happen?
he asked some men near. :

The corporal rode down, leading
the team and its load.

“You do this?” asked the rancher.

“T had a little hand in it,” was the

re?‘l%ho helped you?®’
“Some fellows I've got here.”
went forward and lifted the
light blanket that had shaded the
risoners from the sun. A black-
ed face with sinister eyes looked
ap at him.
np'l',l‘:e rancher caught his breath and
reeled back, a look of amazement on
his face. Then his cry rose above
the bellowing of the cattle:
- “Qchweeps! Schweeps!”
The crowd that had gathered look-
‘ed up the street and started to run.
Women screamed and children ecried

: i’”m colonel of the mounted police
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came through the now terrified mob.

“What did you say ?” he asked.

The rancher pointed to the sled.

The colonel walked over and gin-
gerly lifted the blanket.

He gasped.

The corporal saluted, “He’s wonnd-
ed, sir.”

The colonel ordered two of the
policemen to run the team into the
barrack yard, shut the gate, and call
every available man to get the pri-
soners safe inside.

“How did you do it?” he said, turn-
ing to the corporal.

But the latter merely smiled. He
might have answered if a single word
could have sufficed ; as it was he was
dumb.

Overcome with the strain of the
past week, and with lack of sleep, the
corporal fell rather than jumped off
his horse.

The colonel came to give him his
arm, but Drag was there, too.

“He must come to the barracks and
report,” said the former.

“Well, if he must, he’s going to
have the best in Potchers, and Drag
Roon is going to see that he gets it,
too. Here, you,” turning to a store-
keeper, “bring up the best you have,”
enough to keep one man a week.”

Drag would let nobody help the
tired rider it but himself, not that
he was any help, although he went
home and told how he carried the cor-
poral in alone.

The corporal spent a delicions week
resting up at the Roon ranch. One
day Drag took him to look round the
place.

“You see,” he explained as they
neared home, “I’'m not so young as I
was, and I think us old fellows should
give way to you young chaps, and I
have been wondering how you wonld
like to come and take hold of the
place.”

The corporal looked away out over
the veld, and smiled his pleasnre at
the idea. He did not mention what
Alice and he had planned the night
before, and he was wrong when he
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thought that Drag Roon had not
guessed.

Drag Roon lives in Potchers now,
next to the police barracks. He says
it’s the right sort of place to live in;
if his ecat strayed to the Cape those
chaps would be sure to get it sooner
or later.
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But he often goes out to the ranch,
where there is always a welcome, and
when he came back last time he con-
fided thus to the colonel:

“It’s wonderful how them young
folks manage. Shakes me, they are
doing better than I did, although it
wouldn’t do to tell them that.”

THE POET

To A. H.

By ALFRED GORDON

HE poet stands apart—
As the world thinks—
» And from springs at the earth’s heart,

Alone, he drinks.

Madness divine, men say,
Misreading him, is his,

And, nodding, turn away
From too deep mysteries.

But, ah, too well he knows,
Himself, his circling fate;

Too human, all men’s throes
Depress him or elate.

Clommunion too intense
Divides him who would be
One with their every sense

Of joy or agony.

In youth, from youth estranged,
Thought clogs his running feet;

While some boy’s glee unchanged
Pulls age down from his seat.

So, when a boy, boys say,
If he but one hour dream,
“Come out! You never play
By field or wood or stream!”

Now, when a man, and men
Would make him as themselves,

Down, down he throws his pen,
And laughs with fays and elves.

Thus is he out of time,
Eve misunderstood,
Made by the gift of rhyme
01d only as his mood.



THE HOUSE OF WINDSOR

BY HAROLD SANDS

79IHEN King George threw
| overboard all ‘‘German
degrees, styles, dignities,
8| titles and honours,’’ and
changed the name of the
royal family from Wettin to Windsor,
he performed an act of relinquishment
that won the instant approval of the
British Empire. Wettin is a name
“made in Germany”; Windsor is in-
geparably connected with England.

The English people never took very
kindly to the Saxe-Coburg connection
and they are not sorry to see it dis-
earded by the king, ‘‘for ourselves and
for and on behalf of our descend-
ants”. They know that George V. has
no sympathy with the baby-klllel:s
who in their raids above the unforti-
fied City of London have sought out,
but so far fortunately have missed,
Buckingham Palace.

‘With a misdirected energy some
genealogists have tried to trace the
dynasty of Saxe-Coburg and Gotha
back to the early Saxon kings of Eng-
land. More recently, too, others have
tried to show that Windsor is a name
of German origin. It is good old Eng-
lish and dates back to the days of Ed-
ward the Confessor. At that time it
was known as Wyndleshore, because
of the windings of the River Thames,
which flows past the royal estate‘ which
the world now knows as ‘‘proud
Windsor”. :

Some people were surprised to
Jearn that the surname of King
George’s family was Wettin. 'l‘h.ey
thought it was Guelph, the family
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name of the House of Brunswick.
Queen Victoria was a Guelph, but
when a woman, be she queen or kiteh-
en-maid, marries, she takes the name
of her husband. ‘‘Albert the Good,’’
husband of Queen Victoria, was a
Wettin. In the earlier years of his
family’s history the heads of the house
were best known as Counts of Wettin,
a title which King Edward VII. liked
to use when he travelled incognito on
the continent.

Guelph goes back to the days of
Charlemagne, whose sister was the
mother of the first Guelph, or Welf.
Her husband was Isenbard of Altdorf
in Swabia. He was attending the Em-
peror one day when a messenger came
riding in haste to convey the news that
a son was born to him.

Isenberg, anxious to see his first-
born, asked the Emperor for leave of
absence, whereupon Charlemagne, so
runs the story, exclaimed: ‘‘There is
no need of haste to go and see this
Whelp.” The Emperor was so pleased
with his deseription of his sister’s boy
that he again called him a whelp when
he took part in the baptismal cere-
mony. The Isenbard family adopted
the name, which ultimately became
changed to Guelph.

Now the British people are done
with Guelph and Wettin and in their
stead have Windsor. The great castle
which thus supplies a name for the
royal family is in some respects the
most remarkable residence in the
world. It has been in its time palace,
prison and tomb.
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The pious Edward the Confessor, its
first royal owner, presented the pro-
perty to the Abbot and Monks of St.
Peter of Westminster. Trading in real
estate was as much in evidence in the
early days as now, comparatively
speaking, and a later abbot exchanged
the property when William the Con-
queror offered him a good bargain in
land closer in to Westminster. The
Norman king erected the first castle of
which there is any accurate knowledge,
and from that day to this Windsor has
been a favourite royal residence.

‘Windsor is connected with some of
the most memorable British events. It
was from the castle that King John
went to Runneymede, where he signed
Ma_gna Charta, and he returned to
it in a great rage after having been
forced to divest himself of much
power.

Ancient chronicles report how King
John walked about in the castle, white
as death and biting now on one staff
and another, and cursing the hour in
which he was born, as many another
autocrat has done since. It is mot
without interest to recall that his ex-
cessive claims on the barons for mili-
tary service led to the combination
against him. This should not be with-
out significance to the Hohenzollern
family.

King John’s dismal thoughts made
Windsor somewhat of a dark place
for him, but to the monarchs who took
the name of Henry the property was
a source of pleasure. Henry I. rebuilt
the none too pretentious castle which
his father, William the Conqueror,
had erected. Henry III. spent a small
fortune in additions, repairs and
works within the old fortress. Henry
VIII., too, though he found other uses
for his money, delighted in Windsor,
where he carried on several of his flir-
tations.

The first English sovereign to be
born at Windsor was Edward ITI. He
was called Edward of Windsor and
not unnaturally spent much money on
his birthplace. At the castle he in-
stituted the Most Noble Order of the
Garter, the chief English knighthood.
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Many legends have been told con-
erning the origin of this order, and
the one which most people prefer to
believe relates to the garter of that
most beautiful dame, Joan, Countess
of Salisbury, of whom King Edward
was enamoured. It is related that
while dancing at a high festival the
countess accidentally slipped her gar-
ter, of blue embroidered velvet, from
her slender, well-formed leg. It was
picked up by her royal partner who,
noticing the significant looks of his
courtiers, used words to them which
afterwards became the motto of the
order—“Honi soit qui mal y pense,”
evil be to him who evil thinks. The
monarch added that ‘‘in a short time
they should see that garter advanced
to so high honour and estimation as to
account themselves happy to wear it”.

The institution of the order was ar-
ranged on St. George’s day, 1345, but
the first installation did not take place
until the anniversary of St. George in
1349. Nine German emperors have
been invested with the order. The Em-
peror Sigismund bestowed upon the
chapter the heart of St. George, the
patron saint of the order.

This temple of chivalry and birth-
place of royal babes is also the burial
place of kings. Among the bodies
buried there was that of the mueh-
married Henry VIIL. It was at Wind-
sor, alro, that Cromwell’s officers first
decided on the death of Charles T
who was as staunch a believer in the
divine right of kings as William II
of Germany. "

Charles held court at Windsor j
before the Civil War broke out. ?1“1;‘:
Parliamentarians captured the castle
from the Cavaliers in October, 1649
It is recorded that ‘‘several valiant
religious commanders’’ made off with
the plate of St. George’s Chapel, strip-
ped Cardinal Wolsey’s tomb of its
costly bronze-gold work, and some of
them divided among them the velvet
surcoat of Edward IV., wrought with,
gold and pearls and decorated with
rubies, which hung over the tomb of
the sovereign.

At the end of the Civil War some
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officers of the Parliamentary Army
spent two days together in prayer at
the castle, “inquiring of the Lord”
what they should do with the king.
They decided that the word of the
Lord was ‘‘to call Charles Stuart, that
man of blood, to an account for that
blood and the mischief he had done”.
A few months afterwards the king
was captured and taken to Windsor.
From there he was conveyed to Lon-
don, tried, condemned and executed.
His body was buried at Windsor, in
the vault which contained the remains
of Henry VIII. and Jane Seymour.
Friends who accompanied the body to
the castle asked that it might be buried
according to the common prayer book,
but the Roundhead Governor ‘‘ex-
pressly, positively, and roughly refus-
ed consent to it, and said it was not
|
1"{’fl‘;mmre-loving Charles II. madp
Windsor a summer residence and his
fair but frail Nell Gwynn had a lodg-
ing close to the castle, near the Henry
VIII. gateway. By this time the
castle, ‘‘the most romantique cas_tle
that is in the world,” as Pepys said,
had become ‘‘exceedingly ragged fmd
ruinous”. Prinee Rupert, who besides
peing Governor of the‘Company of
Adventurers trading into Hudson
Bay, was constable of the castle after
the restoration, started to “txrlm it
up”. Sir Christopher Wren did his
bit of trimming, too, but Windsor fell
on comparatively evil days during the
last years of the Stuart dynasty. At
the downfall of James IL the revo-
Jutionary erowd ruined the interior of
St. George’s Chapel, giving as an ex-
ense that it was there tfhat James re-
eeived the Papal Nuncio. Y
William of Orange didn’t “‘cotton
to’’ Windsor, but Queen Anne liked
it as a royal residence and was par-
tisularly fond of the park, to which
gshe did considerable improvement
work. George I. and George II. who
t much time in Germany, neglect-
ed Windsor, but the third George was
more partial to it and spent some
money in repairing buildings.
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The great rebuilder of Windsor
Castle, however, was George 1V. He
devotedd more than $3,500,000 to its
restoration. William IV. continued
the good work and Queen Victoria,
urged on by the Prince Consort, car-
ried it on still further. Among them
the last three sovereigns of the Hano-
verian dynasty spent not less than
$7,5600,000 cn the castle. It is small
wonder, therefore, that a distinguish-
ed French statesman who visited
Windsor during the reign of Queen
Viectoria, described it as one of the
most delightful and picturesque cas-
tles in the world. ‘‘Its exterior is a
Gothic fortress of the Middle Ages;
its interior is a very elegant and com-
fortable modern palace,’’ said Guizot.
That is hardly ‘‘elegant’’ language,
but it serves to describe the ancient
castle from which the British royal
family takes its new name.

Some notable honeymoons have been
spent at Windsor, but the most de-
lightful, undoubtedly, was that of
Queen Victoria and Prince Albert of
Saxe-Coburg Gotha, who repaired
there within a few days of their mar-
riage in London in February, 1840,
The Prince of Wales, their second
child, afterwards Edward VII., was
christened there. In view of the fact
that among the titles and honours
which the House of Windsor has spe-
cially relinquished are those pertain-
ing to the dukes and duchesses of Sax-
ony, it is interesting to recall that the
title of Duke of Saxony was conferred

on the heir-apparent of that time at

his christening.

Even in those days there was objec-
tion to this German title. The con-
ferring of the title, although it was
hereditary, was much eriticized. Ob-
Jection was also taken to the quarter-
ing of his father’s hereditary arms of
Saxony on the prince’s shield, with
those of England. An examination of
newspapers and pamphlets of the time
would disclose that the Germans were
little less popular in England in 1842,
the year of King Edward’s birth, than
they are now.
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of The Canadian Maga-
zine. That means that
~'\,'."*3* ) for a quarter of a cen-
fh?,’s( A 9 tury this magazine has
been issued twelve times
a year, making it much the oldest
monthly in Canada and one of the
oldest on this continent. Age in maga-
zines, as well as in wine, furniture or
people, generally is a guarantee of
goodness, and therefore one might
quite rightly conclude that there has
been some peculiar virtue in The
Canadian Magazine that has caused
it to last when all other standard
magazines in Canada have failed.
Twenty-five years in the life of a
country is not a long time, and yet
what a great change there has been in
Canada, especially in the realms of
literature and art, realms that The
Canadian  Magazine has striven
against great odds to extend and im-
prove. At the time the magazine was
established (in 1893) Canada had
searcely any history of literature or
art. The country was on the verge,
nevertheless, of a great revival. The
revival was not so apparent then as
it is now. If we look back to the
magazine’s beginning we shall see in
that very year the first publication of
Bliss Carman’s “Low Tide on Grand
Pré”, the kind of poem that helps to
give foundation to a country’s claim
to literary distinetion. In that very
year also first appeared Charles G. D.
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Roberts’s “Songs of the Common
Day”, which, according to Mrs. Hum-
phrey Ward, never have been surpass-
ed by anything of their kind.

The nineties was an unusually dom-
inant period in literature and art, not
only in Canada, but as well abroad.
The decade closed the nineteenth een-
tury with a renaissance quite as re-
markable as the ten years which in
England closed the eighteenth cen-
tury, ten years which Mr. Watts-Dun-
ton has described as the Renaissance
of Wonder, ten years made glorious
by Constable and Morland, Raeburn
and Crome, Shelley and Keats, Words-
worth and Byron, Coleridge and
Burns, Scott and De Quineey.

Great names are these. And vet if
we look at the men who made .illu..
trious the decade that has been named
the Renaissance of the Nineties we
find names equally as important if not
equally as great—Conder and Beards-
ley, Guthrie and Steer, Synge and .
Moore, Wilde and Dawson, Carman
and Yeats, Morrice and Sickert, Fep.
guson and Whistler. These names
have scarcely as yet passed into hig.
tory, so that they do not appear, like
the other group, with the halo of a
century upon them. They were, nevep.
theless, and some of them are st;
great men; and it is noteworthy that
they were at the height of their pow.
ers during the nineties, which wag in
most instances during young man.
hood. Of the Canadians who here ap:
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prominently Charles G. D. Ro-
berts was thirty-four years of age,
Bliss Carman thirty-three, and James
Wilson Morrice thirty. Of the old
countrymen of that time—most of
whom had work appear 1n T}ge Yel-
low Book, an artistic and literary
quarterly which was established a

later than The Canadian Maga-
zine, but which survived only to its
thirteenth volume—Conder was twen-
ty-six, Housman twenty-seven, Dow-
son twenty-seven, and Beardsley, at
twenty-one, was tasting the sweets of

early fame.

In the first number of The Cana-
dian Magazine appears this announce-
ment of conduct:

««While the pages of the magazine will
be open to the expression of a wide di-
versity of opinions, and opinions with
whieh the magazine does not agree, the
liey will be steadily pursued of cu}hvgt-

gsnadian patriotism and Canadian in-
terests, and of endeavouring to aid in the
emoli:lating of the Dominion on a basis
of national gelf-respect and a mutual re-

for the rights of the great elemeniie:
whiech make up the population of Canada.

m that policy the magazine
negg) has departed, and while opin-
jons have been expressed and state-
ments made that have wounded.m-
dividuals and classes, the expressions
have been permitted without malice
and for a high purpose, and _oppor-
tunity to present the “other side” of
the case never has been r«_afused.

In The Canadian Magazine first ap-
red the work of many writers who
are now famous. There also have ap-
writings of some off t.l;e tlpos'c

inent men of letters of its time.
;’l:rl;fl;s the most erudite and refined
contributor to its pages was Professor
Goldwin Smith, who, although he had
sad memorics of his own experiences
as a publisher of periodical literature
in Canada, was albeit a sincere sym-
pathizer with any worthy effort being
made to promote the interests of lit-
erature and art in a country that had
been concerned mostly, and naturally,
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with the common amenities of life.

The first article in the first number
was contributed by Dalton M’Carthy,
M.P., and the subject, “The Manitoba
Publiec School Law”, was destined to
become, a few years later, the issue on
which a great political party met de-
feat at the polls.

In the same number we find the

names of Principal Grant, of Queen’s

University ; the Reverend W. S. Black-
stock, Professor William Clark, Hee-
tor W. Charlesworth and E. Pauline
Johnson. In successive numbers the
names appear of almost all the well-
known Canadian poets, essayists,
novelists and short-story writers of
the time. Among these are Goldwin
Smith, Sir Gilbert Parker, Robert
Barr, Arthur Stringer, Charles G. D.
Roberts, Bliss Carman, Archibald
Lampman, Duncan Campbell Secott,
Wilfred Campbell, Harvey O’Higgins,
Sir John Bourinot, Jean Blewett, Nor-
man Duncan, Louis Fréchette, Ed-
ward Farrer, J. W. Longley, Sir
James Le Moine, the Honourable
David Mills, L. M. Montgomery, Isabel
Ecclestone Mackay, Lord Strathcona,
Stephen Leacock, Sir Clifford Sifton,
Sir John Willison, Erastus Wiman,
Sir Charles Tupper, Professor Adam
Shortt, A. H. U. Colquhoun, Grant
Allen, George Tate Blackstock, “Kit”,
A. D. De Celles, Sir Louis H. Davies,
the Honourable George W. Ross, Theo-
dore Roberts, John Reade, W. A.
Fraser, Franklin Gadsby, James Han-
nay, J. Castell Hopkins, Z. A. Lash,
W. D. Lighthall, Agnes Maule Mac-
har, W. Sandford Evans, John Ewan.

Some of these names still appear
from time to time in the magazine, but
almost every issue contains the name
of a new writer who therein makes
his first venture in literature. Twenty-
five years from now names that are
obscure to-day will have become
household words. So that in our praise
of the older writers we should keep
in mind the newer ones, the ones who,
though not less gifted than the others,
need our encouragement and support.



A DEPARTMENT OF PEOPLE AND AFFAIRS

PRESS, POLITICS AND THE

PEACE RIVER

s RS CHARLES THOMP-
Wl SON, who did consider-
erable campaign work in
4 Calgary before the Al-
berta elections last June,
was formerly Miss Alice Elliott, wo-
men’s editor of ZThe News-Telegram,
Calgary. Her parents live in Galt,
Ontario, and she lived there until
marriage—and Captain Thompson—
took her to the West. :

Mrs. Thompson has always been in-
terested in the progressive movement
amongst women, but it was only this
past spring when she seconded W. M.
Davidson’s nomination that she came
especially into prominence. She is the
first woman on record to approve in
this way of a man’s candidature.

The election being over in Calgary,
Mrs. Thompson, whose speaking had
been pretty constant, was asked to go
to the Peace River in the interests of
the Liberal candidate, and again she
can claim the distinetion of being a
pioneer—for no other woman had
ever spoken along political lines in
this district.

Starting out from Edmonton, she
made the trip to Spirit River without
adventure, unless the small matter of
a dining-car be counted as such. On
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asking the porter where it was, the
reply was distinetly discouraging,
and, the question being pressed, the’
porter admitted that he didn’t know
where it was, that the last lady who
saw it “threw a fit”. The reason for this
extreme emotional abandon was soon
explained; the dining-car proved to
be a coach which had been turned up-
side-down in some wreck, possibly
and which had been converted into
cafeteria without having its position
altered in the least!

Arrived at Peace River,
Thompson was delighted to ﬁncllvl 2
high a degree of mentality in the we.-
men so far removed from what we are
accustomed to think of ag civilization.
They showed themselves to be abk;
conversationalists on all the live topies
of the day and discussed politieal is-
sues after the manner of seasoned
campaigners. True, they had recent-
ly enjoyed unusual opportunities for
hearing all sides of many questions,
for the country had been flooded with
speakers pro and con, but a point
worth remarking is that they wepe
sufficiently interested to make great
efforts to hear these speakers, trayel].
ling miles and then more miles in
order to learn something of the sub-
Jjeets agitating the Province.,

At all Mrs. Thompson’s meetin
women were as much in evidence g:
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men. She tells of motoring to one
partieularly lonely home. From the
doorway she looked over a great
streteh of uninhabited country; she
was unable to see a house or even any
smoke rising anywhere to denote hu-
man habitation. And yet nearly one
hundred enthusiastie seekers after po-
litieal truth were gathered inside to
hear her view of the situation. An-
other meeting-place was an old mill,
denuded of its bags of grain, but
boasting of a fine player-piano. Oh,
the West is full of surprises!

On election-day there were but few
women who did not poll their votes,
and it would hardly be fair to Mrs.
Thompson to slip over the that fact
without giving her credit for having
gtirred many of them to a sense of
their civie responsibilities.

3

BY TRAIL AND WATERWAY

HIS is a chapter from the life and

work of Bishop Roper, of Ottawa,
who for three years laboured through-
out the Diocese of Columbia. Nowhere
is the Bishop more dearly loved than
in the settlements in the northern
parts of Vancouver Island and the is-
lands adjacent, where the _trave]led
extensively, visiting the various little
communities, earrying to those who
are shut away from the railroad and
the facilities of telephone and tgle-
graph all the news of the outside
world, his breezy cheeriness of man-
ner, his frank cordiality, his unfail-
ing kindness and sympathy convey-
ing to the people of these isolated
places a practical demonstration of
that Christianity of which he is such

ctive example. :
anoane who isp unfamiliar with the
country in this farthest west of Can-
ada has no cenception of the difficul-
ties which attend travel whep one has
left the railway lines, the high roads
and the well-beaten trails, old as some
of the giant fir-trees, tra11§ that have
felt the feet of many passing genera-
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Mrs. Charles Thompson,
A campaigner in the Peace River District

tions of Indians, and has gone out into
the pathless wilderness, where to eross
swamps, to ford streams, to pick one’s
way through a forest broken by wind-
storms, or to eross the rocky shoulder
of some great foot-hill is all part of
the day’s routine.

One feels a little thrill of pity, mis-
taken perhaps, for the families who
live miles from even the little villages.
They are so pathetically glad to see
visitors. It was to these isolated folk
that Bishop Roper loved to wend his
way. In his modest diary he makes
no complaint of the inclemency of the
weather, speaking cheerfully of fash-
ioning leggings out of potato sacks,
of sleeping in shacks “not quite wea-
therproof”, on beds of calf-skin “not
quite dry”, while he was going to visit
a family of German Lutherans who
had a baby to be baptized.

“I had all my episcopal habit with
me, just as I should have had it in
the Cathedral,” he writes, and one can
imagine what that must have meant
to the parents of the baby, and how
the precious memory of that baptismal
service must have hallowed the little
shack to them for all time.
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Bishop Roper, as he appeared ‘‘ on the road”
in British Columbia

Of course, not all the villages are
only in the beginning stage. Some of
them-have been growing for a score
of years more or less, and are now
thriving little communities, with
schools and churches and sidewalks,
the latter not the least important of
the three from a layman’s point of
view. Then there are the Indian vil-

lages, older still, which are alw
built along the coast, or on the shoag
of some lagoon or lake. To be near the
yvater_ls indispensable to the fish-lov-
ing Siwash. Wierdly uninviting are
the most of the Indian settlements,
The nat.ives’ primitive love of the
really picturesque seems to have van-
1§hgd with what they have learned of
civilization. Their houses, built as
they are almost on the beaches, just
above high water, look as though a
slight wind would shatter them to
kindling. In front of some of the
more pretentious buildings, the chiafg’
houses or halls,. they set up their to-
tem-poles, grotesque looking things
enough, but interesting in that they
te!l the history of the family or the
tribe. It is in thege villages which
have felt the influence of the chureh’s
teachings where one finds by far the
best.; conditions, social, moral and
sanitary. The missionaries are respon-
sible for the establishment of the
gcho.ols and clubs and musieal orpan.
1zations, which latter have done more
than words can express to help the
Indian and give him some of the real
deiights of ecivilization.

t is astonishing the numb r it-
tle churches that are built oc;' i?\f :;nte
course of construction along the east
and west coasts of Vancouver Island
and the smaller islands of the Gulf of
Georgx?.. The completion of the vari-
ous railways will do an incaleulable
amount o.f good towards facilitati
the carrying of the Gospel and other
good cheer to the white settlers and
the Indians, but the pioneers of the
church’s teaching, like Bishop Roper
and othprs before him, have laid a
fou.ndatlon very strong and sure upon
vihlc(? ma}?' ]:Je built that which shall
stand unshaken through t
str‘()a;s of time. e

esterners always will cheri
pleasant pictures of BishopShI?;;nei
and among the most pleasant will be
that of him as a traveller upon th,
trail, in his practical walking =
tume, his pack on his back, his kin
face looking out from under his clep
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ical hat, and vividly suggesting in its
benign cordiality, those delightful
enrés of Sir Gilbert Parker’s stories.

3

NURSING SISTER READ

ISS HELENA L. READ, who

has recently been appointed ma-
tron of the Soldiers’ Infirmary, at the
Queen Alexandra Sanatorium, on the
outskirts of London, Ontario, has al-
ready had a varied experience of work
as a nursing sister. Born and edu-
cated in Stratford, Miss Read went
over the line for her professional
training and is a graduate of the New
York Polyclinic Hospital. She engag-
ed in private nursing until the out-
break of the war led to her enlistment
for service with the Canadian Army
Medical Corps. In April, 1915, she
sailed for England on the hospital
ship Letitia, which, by the way, was
wrecked on its next voyage. Miss
Read served first in the Moore Bar-
racks Hospital, at Shornecliffe, then
at Brighton, and thirdly in the No. 2
(Canadian Stationary Hospital at Bou-
logne, in France. Among the pa-
tients under her care. in the “Port
Hope” ward of this hospital was Pri-
vate MeDonald, the man whose pat-
riotic zeal inspired him to walk to
Winnipeg—350 miles—to enlist. Miss
Read returned to Canada in July last,
having had over two years’ experience
of military nursing overseas. The
work for tuberculous soldiers at the
Queen Alexandra, or, as it was called
formerly, the Byron, Sanatorium is
yet in its infancy. The Military Hos-
pitals Commission has erected its own

NURSING SISTER READ

buildings in the grounds of the Sana-
torium, which is finely situated on a
height overlooking the Thames val-
ley. Four pavilions, each containing
fifteen beds, have been opened, and
the new main building will soon be
ready for occupation. In faet, the
kitechen and dining-room are already
in use, the first meal having been
served in the latter on November 24th.
when Sir Adam Beck, ex-President of
the Canadian Association for the Pre-
vention of Tuberculosis, and Lady
Beck were guests of honour, Miss
Read is assisted by Nursing Sisters
Bodkin and MacCormack, both of
London.
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AMERICA AT WAR

By Proressor W. F. OsBorNE. To-
ronto: The Musson Book Company.

HIS is a good, sprightly,
readable book. Professor
Osborne’s style is al-
ready known to quite a
number of Canadians.
These sketches of the
doings at Washington when the Unit-
ed States entered the war make no
pretension to literary merit. The au-
thor is very humble about them on
this score in his preface. But they
achieve a certain literary merit never-
theless. They have the literary merit
of vivacity and movement in descrip-
tion. They give the picture they set
out to give inevitably, with possibly
one somewhat obvious flaw. The au-
thor was not quite sufficiently the dis-
interested artist depicting the human-
ity of a great nation going into action
in connection with its first great war.
He has his prejudices and reveals
them. Sometimes he quite obviously
grinds his axe, and the note sounded
is an unpleasant one. Barring this,
the book is clever writing, good de-
piction of its picture, and for anybody
who is interested, and that should he
everybody, very pleasant reading. The
Winnipeg Free Press for getting a
man to do it, and Professor Osborne
for doing it, should be eomplimented.
£

THE FORFEIT
By RmaeweLn CurLuMm. Toronto:
The Copp, Clark Company.

HERE is a typical western mnovel

in which figure the “Lightfoot

Rustlers”, a notorious band of cattle
46

thieves. It has just enough mele-
drama to make it enthralling. The
leader of the “Rustlers” is the devil
me-care twin brother of Jeff Masters,
who discovers this fact through the
agency of a woman who gets a huge
reward for her information. Ronny
the . brother, is hanged, and years’
afterwards, and herein rests the ro.
mance, Jeff and the woman marry
and afterwards Jeff discovers that.
she is the woman who betrayed his
brother. The complications that fol-
low are sufficient to absorb the aver-
age reader’s attention.
o

A SON OF THE MIDDLE BORDER

By HaMLIN GARLAND. Toronto: The
Maemillan Company of Canada.

ONE of the best American writers
here: gives us in reminiscent form
a searching picture, even a revelation
of pioneer life in the middle Western
States. And how different a picture
it is from the pictures drawn in the
ordinary novel! - It depicts the strug-
gles of the settler, the privations of
border life, the perpetual romanee al-
ways confronting the family of a man
like Richard Garland, father of the
author, a man who always was givin
way to the lure of the hinterlang
From one place to another the Gar.
lands repeatedly moved, and through
!:hese.pages one catches wonderfy
illuminating glimpses of the life and
the times. Here is one of the Dy
kotas: "

There on a low mound of the prajr:
tho shadow of the house we hadpbzlilr:e’bi:
neath the slender trees we had Ph!;ted‘
we were bidding farewell to one eycle of
emigration and entering upon another, T::,
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border line had moved on, and my in-
domitable dad was moving with it. I shiv-
ered with dread of the irrevocable decision
thus forced upon me. I heard a clanging
as of great gates behind me, and the field
of the future was wide and wan.

Lacking its humorous and ludicious
features, this book otherwise compares
favourably with “David Copperfield”.
The one is as illustrative of pioneer
American life in the Middle West as
the other is of England half a cen-
tury or more ago.

s

THE WAR, MADAM

By PAur Gerapy. London and Edin-
burgh: T. C. and E. C. Jack, Limit-

ed.

T is difficult to read this book with
la view to literary eriticism. 'I‘h.e
reading of it constitutes an experi-
ence, accompanied by very vivid sen-
gations. The book is a representation
of the war and of madamq at home
such as only a rare genius could
achieve. Genius discerns the funda-
mentals which are universals and so
“The War, Madame” may be trans-
lated into any tongue and lose none
of its effectiveness. It is for wars of
all time. If this be true the little
book of scarce a hundred small pages
is a classic. The translator signs sim-
ply’ “S‘ C B‘”

5%

THE CHINESE NIGHTINGALE

By VacueL Linpsay. Toronto: The
Maemillan Company of Canada.

THIS is a volume of Mr. Lindsay’s
latest poems. It is the first to ap-

ar since “The Congo”, and among
its notable contents is the poem that
gives it title and that won the prize
awarded by The Poetry Magazine.
The author has been a nomadic poet,
something of the style of the old-time
minstrel, who has gone about from
place to place in the United Statg,s
reciting his stanzas and paying his
way by the sale of printed leaﬂqts. He
has published several volumes, includ-
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ing “General William Booth Enters
into Heaven”, and “Adventures While
Preaching the Gospel of Beauty”, We
quote from this latest volume the poem
entitled “T'wo Old Crows”:

Two old erows sat on a fence-rail,

Two old crows sat on a fence-rail,

Thinking of effect and cause,

Of weeds and flowers,

And nature’s laws.

One of them muttered, one of them stut-
tered,

One of them stuttered, one of them mut-
tered.

Each of them thought far more than he
uttered.

One erow asked the other ecrow a riddle.

One crow asked the other erow a riddle:

The muttering crow

Asked the stuttering crow,

““Why does a bee have a sword to his fid-
dle?

Why does a bee have a sword to his fid-
dlet’”’

‘‘Bee-cause,’’ said the other erow,

‘‘Bee-cause,

BBBBBBBBB B-cause.”’

Just then a bee flew close to their rail—

CBuzzzz222.242 L15L1LLL0LL2T LILLLILLLLLLT.
Z77772727272%2.”’

And those two black erows

Turned pale,

And away those crows did sail.

Why,

BBBBBBBB BB B-cause,

BBBBBBBBBB B-cause,

CBOZZZZZZILLL ZILLILLLIIUIY BULLLLLLDAL LY,
ZZZZ7Z72Z2Z7.”°

£

THE OLD FRONT LINE

By Jon~ Maserierp. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.

THE author of this vivid deserip-

tion of the front line as it was
when the battle of the Somme began
is better known as a poet, the author
of “The Widow in the Bye Street”; but
that fact need not detract from the
importance or the interest of the vol-
ume. Mr. Masefield writes about the
events and conditions which made vie-
tory possible for the Allies in the big-
gest battle in which Great” Britain
ever was engaged. He claims that
this battle first gave the enemy the
knowledge that he was beaten. There
are many unusually interesting photo-
graphs taken on the spot.
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REED VOICES

By James B. KenvoN. New York:
James T. White and Company.

MELODY is one attribute that dis-
tinguishes Dr. Kenyon’s verse
from the work of many present-day
American poets. It is commendable
also for its rejection of brazenness, for
not attempting to shock, and for its
appeal to the average reader, who can
understand it and like it. The pres-
ent collection is a result of the pub-
lishers’ determination to give the read-
ing public American poetry that has
sufficient merit to justify its perpetu-
ation. Dr. Kenyon, however, is not
a new poet, but this volume should
serve to make him much more widely
read. We quote “The Transforma-
tion”:

Along the hills the winds are mute;

The yellow sunlight falls

On streams by which the birds still flute
Their evening malrigals.

I tread the old familiar path,
Among the peaceful sheep,

Nor dream that e’er war’s vengeful wrath
Could o’er this landscape sweep.

And yet far hence o’er other fields,
By such a quiet stream,

The shuddering heaven rocks and reels,
And wounded horses scream;

And men, with hate and fury blind,
And bayonets dripping red,

Go charging down the poisoned wind,
Across the mangled dead.

Yet mayhap there, mid daisies sweet,
When summer airs blew free,

Some loiterer fared with aimless feet,
Nor dreamed that this could be.

3*

COLLECTED POEMS, 1904-1917
By Wirrrip WiLson GissoN. Toronto:
The Macmillan Company of Can-
ada.
HE author of this large collec.tio.n
of poems, all of his writings, it 1s
announeed, that he wishes to preserve,
is a poet whose writings will be found
refreshing to many who regard poetry
as something that treats only of roses
and lilies, perfumes and fairies, love
and laughter. For in this book will be
found poetry, real poetry, that con-
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siders the everyday affairs of every-
day people. There will be found
“Daily Bread”, “Womenkind”, “Bog-
derlands and Thoroughfares”, “Akra -
The Slave”, “The Dancing Seal” and
many other well-known Gibson poems.
‘;Vggf (}uote the first part of “The
ife”:

That night she dreamt that he had died
As they were sleeping, side by side; g
And she awakened in affright,

To think of him, so cold and white:

And, when she turned her eyes to him
The tears of dream had made them d’i--
And, for a while, she could not see 3
That he was sleeping quietly.

But, as she saw him lying there,

The moonlight on his curly hair,

With happy face and even breath,
Although she thought no more of death:
And it was very good to rest ;
Her trembling hand on his ecalm breast
And feel the warm and breathing life;'

. And know that she was still his wife;

Yet, in his bosom’s least stir,

She felt a something trouble her;

And wept again, she knew not why;
And thought it would be good to die—
To sink into the deep, sweet rest,

Her hand upon his queit breast.

#*

A HEAP O’ LIVIN?

By Epcar A. Guest. Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company.

O F a different style from most of

to-day’s output is this volume of
homely, uplifting verse. It may be
cailled commonplace, but at any rate
it is wholesome. Here is an example :

SUCCESS AND FAILURE

I do not think all failure’s undeserved

And all success is merely someone'’s luc’k-

Some men are down because they were un-
nerved,

And some are up because they kept their
pluck.

Some men are down because they chose to
shirk;

Some men are high because they did their
work.

I do not think that all the poor are g

That riches are the uniform of shame:

The beggar might have conquered if he
would,

And that he begs, the world is not tqo
blame. .

Misfortune is not all that comes to mar:

Most men, themselves, have shaped gh;
things they are. - :
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A THEOLOGY FOR THE SOCTAL
GOSPEL

By Warrer RAuscHENBUSCH. Toron-
to: The Macmillan Company of
Canada.

WHEN George Eliot accused the
professing Christians of her time
of “other worldliness” she criticized
a bias which was quite obvious in the
religious emphasis of the day. Many
will be ready to accuse Dr. Rauschen-
buseh of “this worldliness”. If his
book has any failure it lies in this,
that it leaves one with a slightly pro-
vineial feeling, as if one’s significant
eonnections were severed or threaten-
ed with severance. Dr. Rauschen-
busch is distinetly interested in the
“local situation”. He is obviously dis-
gatisfied with the present capitalistic
system which dominates the life of the
earth. He does not like the Imperial-
ism and commercial rivalries which
lead to disruptions of international
harmony. To his eyes the existing
social order is very selfish and bruatal.
He would emphasize those elements
in the Christian religion which he
thinks have the impaect for change
upon all this badness of the que.rn
world. He takes the Bible as his in-
cisive text-book and uses it zealously
in a free and easy style which tosses
about brilliant applications as freely
as a Sunday school superintendent
tosses oranges at a picnic. His whole
contention is that much, very much,
of the church’s theology has an ab-
stract reference and that it is without
the precise and immediate indicative-
ness of Jesus and the prophets. In
getting out to remedy this defect apd
in offering a theology for the social
gospel he is performing a welcome
gervice. The treatment from this
standpoint of sin and salvaqon, of the
Kingdom of Evil and the Klngdom.of
God becomes in his hands attractive
and suggestive. One humble instance
will suffice to show the nature of his
contention. He cites the case of a
Mennonite brother who sent dirty

449

milk to the ecity, and was excluded
from the brotherhood of his sect be-
cause he swore when he was punished
for it. Rauschenbusch does not imply
that the blasphemy was not sin, a mat-
ter “to be settled alone with God”,
but he urges on our notice the fact of
the sin against society for which the
man by his religious sect was not even
reprimanded. Instances in kind simi-
lar to this are multiplied to build up
a case against social sin, the sin of
here and now, and the whole argu-
ment of the book becomes therefore a
plea for a new orientation of our
thought about the things of this pres-
ent world order. It is all, of course,
blatantly Western, as opposed to Ori-
ental, and practical. In Dr. Rauschen-
buseh’s hands the significance of the
Gospel comes to lie in its social out-
workings. This idea is developed in
the treatment and restatement of all
the great doctrines of the church.

Now the point at which the reader
pauses is where he asks from Dr,
Rauschenbusch a connotation for the
word social. Does it refer simply to
the relations of this present and im-
mediate earth realm? Or do its out-
workings “carry over”? Does immor-
tality come into Dr. Rauschenbusch’s
scheme in any modifying fashion, and
what are his ideas about a personal
God and the whole possible realm of
reality that conception may imply?
The careful reader will admit that the
book does not evade these questions,
but the careful reader will also be
forced by the treatment they receive
to an inquiry after further inquiry.
It is, of course, the old question, loved
of the theologians, that is raised, the
question of the mandate or sanction
for social effort. Some materialist,
some cynic, some fatalist, some pessi-
mist, so the lover of God will urge,
will be sure to ask: “Yes, and when
you have redeemed your social order
according to your beautiful specifica-
tions what are you going to do with
it? It will all run amuck at last some-
where among the stars.” - -



TWICE-TOLD TALES

Two or "Em

“Once,” said the truthful citizen,
“I was in the Klondike when it was so
cold that my breath froze, and I broke
it off and threw it away.”

“Yes, you scoudrel,” broke in the
deacon, “and I’ve been looking for you
these twenty years! You threw that
chunk into my eye, and it melted, and
I've had a cataract ever since!’—
Richmond Times-Despatch.

3%

A CANNY Scor

A canny Scot was travelling from
London to Birmingham one day in a
smoking compartment. Turning to
the man opposite, he asked if he could
let him have a match.

“Certainly,” replied the man. But
a search in his pockets revealed the
fact that he had left them at home.
The Scotsman then turned to the other
two male passengers, but they both ex-
pressed their regret that they had
come without any.

“Ah, well,” said the Scotsman with
a sigh, as he put his hand into his
pocket, “I’ll hae to use one o’ my ain.”

.
"

LiTERARY CRITICISM

Two brothers were being entertain-
ed by a rich friend. As ill-luck would
have it, the talk drifted away from
ordinary topies.

“Do you like Omar Khayyam?”’
thoughtlessly asked the host, trying to
make conversation. The elder brother
plunged heroically into the breach.

“Pretty well,” he said, “but I prefer
Chianti.”
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Nothing more was said on this sub-
Ject until the brothers were on their
way home.

“Bill,” said the younger brother
breaking a painful silence, “why ean’t’
you leave things that you don’t under-
stand to me? Omar Khayyam ain’t
a wine, you chump, it’s a cheese.”—
The Globe, New York.

.

"w
WisER THAN SoLoMON

He was a typical Scotsman, and
when he was asked his opinion of the
troubles which had arisen between g
couple who began to find the yoke of
Hymen a burden. he was not slow in
giving it. “It’s all along o’ these hasty
marriages. They didna understand
one anither, they’d only knowed each
ither a matter o’ seven years.”

“Well, that seems long enough
said an interested listener.

“Long eno’? Bah, ye’re wrong !
When a body’s coortin’ he canna be
too careful. Why, my courtship last-
ed nineteen years!”

“You certainly were careful. Angd
did you find your plan successful
when you married ?”

“Ye jump to conclusion,” said the
old man impatiently. “I understood
her then, so T didna marry her”__
The Argonaut.

3.
"

STrRATEGIC MoOVE
Blanche: “Captain Dasher
ed to me after hI:nch to-day.” g
Barbara: “Good gracious, you only
met him this morning.”
Blanche: “I know, but you see he
goes back to-night.”—To-Day.
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ANDp THE Boy cor It

A hungry traveller put his head out
of a car-window as his train pulled
up at a small station, and said to a
boy :

“Here, boy, take this dime and get
me a sandwich, will you? And, by
the way, here’s another dime. Get a
sandwich for yourself, too.”

The boy started away and returned,
munching a sandwich, just as the train
was starting off. He ran to the tra-
yeller, handed him a dime, and said:

“Here yer dime back, boss. They
only had one sandwich left.”—Wash-
ington Star.

3%
He DioN’T MIND

“How’s your brother Bill getting
on?’ asked a neighbour of a small

ZOh! he’s gone to the Front,” was
the answer.

“And your brother Bert?”

“He’s gone to Africa.”

“And what about Jack?”

“They’ve sent him to Egypt.”

«And what are yau going to do, my
little man?” _

«Well, Pve written to ask if they’ll
let me mind India.”—Tit-Bits.

*

By Gum!

A certain lady who was travelling
in Canada, collecting data for per
next book, stayed with a farmer’s wife.
When the farmer came in from tl}e
fields he stopped some time to rub his
gumboots on the door-mat.

«Where is your husband?” asked
the visitor. “I thought I heard him
at the door.”

«Jle’s cleanin’ his ‘gums’ on the mat,
ma’am,” said the farmer’s wife.

When the book was sent to the pub-
lisher this passage caught his atten-
tlo‘l‘l('}anadia.n settlers in the out-of-the-
way districts can’t get tooth-brushes,
so they use the door-mat.”—Ezchange.
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CraANGED HER MIND

A young woman called at the Bos-
ton post-office and inquired if there
was a letter for her.

“Business or love letter ¥’ jokingly
inquired the clerk.

“Business,” was the hesitating re-
ply. As there was no such letter to
be found, the young woman took her
departure. She came back, however,
after a little while, and said, in fal-
tering tones: “Please, would you
mind looking among the love letters?”
—Woman’s Journal.

3k

‘WHERE IGNORANCE 18 BLIss

A certain employer of labour had
received many complaints from his
foreman as to one of the hands, who,
though an excellent workman, and one
whom it was undesirable to dismiss
altogether, eould never be induced to
arrive at the proper time in the morn.
ing.
So the employer, determining to ex-
postulate with the offender personal-
ly, arrived early one morning and lay
in wait for him.

“In due time the dilatory one stroll-
ed in, and was accosted wrathfully.

“Do you know what time we begin
work here in the morning?”

“No, sir,” was the calm reply. “I
know they’re always at it when T get
here.”-—Exchange.

5k

Poor PATRICK!

An old but sturdy Irishman, who
had made a reputation as a gang hoss,
was given a job with a railway con-
struetion company at Port-an-Prince,
Haiti. One day when the sun was
hotter than usual his gang of black
Haitians began to shirk, and as the
chief engineer rode up on his horse
the Irishman was heard to shout:

“Allez—you sons of guns—allez!”
Then, turning to the engineer, he
said: “I curse the day I ever learned
their language.”—Harper’s Magazine.
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He Gor Ir

The sailor had been showing the
lady visitor over the ship. In thank-
ing him, she said:

“I see that by the rules of your
ship tips are forbidden.”

“Lior’ bless yer ’eart, ma’am,” re-
plied Jack, “so were apples in the
Garden of Eden.”

a
o~

It ALL DEPENDS

Among the members of a work gang
on a certain railway was an Irish-
man who claimed to be very good at
figures. The boss, thinking that he
would get ahead of Pat, said:

“Say, Pat, how many shirts can
you get out of a yard?”’

“That depends,” answered Pat, “on
whose yard you get into.”—The Tat-
ler.

B

Tae DowN-TRODDEN SEX.
“By gorry, I’'m tired!”
“There you go! You’re tired! Here
I be a-standin’ over a hot stove all
day an’ you wurkin’ in a nice cool

sewer !”
3%

HEN PECKED

Sam had worked on the farm for
nine years, and until his master took
to poultry farming he was quite satis-
fied with life. But this poultry busi-
ness was a bit too muech. He had to
take the eggs as they were laid and
write the date on them with an in-
delible pencil. And worse than that,
he had also to write on the eggs the
breed of the hen that laid them.

So one day he marched up to the
farmer.

“Im about fed up,” said he, “and

" I’m going to leave!”

“Surely, Sam,” said he, “you’re not
going to leave me after all these
years

“Yes, but T am,” retorted Sam. “T’ve
done every kind of rotten job on this
here farm, but I’d rather starve than
go on being secretary to your old
hens!”—London Answer.

B KNew.

An officer lately returned from
Alexandria carried home a story of
the British soldier’s humour, A eurio-
collecting captain had prevailed upon
two privates to move his effects, They
managed everything except a weighty
packing-case, which defied their unit-
ed efforts. As they paused to wipe the
sweat from their brows one asked :
“What the deuce is in it, Bill$” '
Pyramids,” answe;;*d Bill promptly,

BEATING THE BaxD

The Paris Liberté has discovered
the most “nervy” of English tourists
—always a self-confident race, This
man entered a well-known restaurant,
accompanied by two little girls, or-
dered a hottle of mineral water and
three plates, and began to eat sand-
wiches, which he had brought with
him in his pockets.

The manager, overcome by this out-
rage, approached him, and said, “T
should like to inform you that this is
not a—"

“Who are you?” interrupted the
Englishman.

“I am the manager,” was the reply.

“Oh, you are the manager, are you {
That is good. T was just going to
send for you. Why isn’t the banq
playing ?”—Youth’s Companion.

3

Symann Prorirs, Quick RETURNS

Two young Irishmen in a Canadian
regiment were going into the trenches
for the first time, and their captain
promised them five shillings each for
every German they killed.

Pat lay down to rest, while Mick
performed the duty of watching. Pat
had not lain long when he was awak-
ened by Mick shouting:

“They’re comin’! They’re comin® ™

“Who’s comin’?” shouted Pat.

“The Germans,” replied Mick.

“How many are there 9

“About fifty thousand.”

“Begorra,” shouts Pat, Jjumping up
and grabbing his rifle, “our fortune’s
made ”—ZLondon Opinion.
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Cheese.

g

LIGHT LUNCHES [

QUICKLY PREPARED WITH

poersoll 3
<!:?e§lflé§ees c> |

so delicious—so nourishing, easily digested,
pure and wholesome. ( i
Ingersoll Pimento and Ingeroll Green Chile N
10c. and 15c¢. a package.
MANUFACTURED BY i
THE INGERSOLL PACKING (0., LTD. INGERSOIL, ONT.

You will also enjoy Eat

[l

Schrader
Universal
Pump
Connection

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

Price 50c

UNIVER

£a CouwTRs

chrader

Universal.

Tire Pressure
Gauge

Measures the air in your
ures.  Tires maintaned
under the correct inflation
last twice as long as tires
run on haphazard pressure.
A * Schrader Universal "
Gauge means Tire Insur-
ance.
Price $1.50
AT YOUR DEALERS OR

A. SCHRADER’S SON INC.

334 King Street East, Toronto

Schrader
Universal
Valve
Repair Tool

A Four-n-one Tool for
Quick Repair of Dam-
aged Cap threads of
Tire Valves; Removing
Valve Inside; Reaming
Damaged Valve Seat:
Retapping inside thread.
Of value to all Motorists
and Garages.
Price 35¢
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The KELSEY
All Over Canada

—is used in the finest city and country homes; the homes of prominent and
wealthy folk ; the homes of well known people ; the homes of architects ; the
homes of heating and ventilating engineers and experts; the homes of
university professors and writers on scientific heating ; the homes of physicians
and health officers ; the homes of those who can afford the BEST and those
best calculated to KNOW about heating apparatus. With those who have
money, brains and scientific knowledge the evidence is overwhelming in favor

of the

Kelsey Warm Air Generator

Look into the Kelsey before you buy a Heater, Let us show you just why
Kelsey Fresh Air Heating is preferred to any other system by people who
investigale.

SRS e

WRITE FOR KELSEY LITERATURE
CANADA FOUNDRIES AND FORGINGS, Ltd.

JAMES SMART MFG. CO. BRANCH
BROCKVILLE, ONT. WINNIPEG, MAN,

TRADE MARK

Known the world over as the mark

which identifies the best of cutlery

:':' Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERHS‘ & SONS, Limited &
SHEFFIELD y - - ENGLAND B8
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The Home Soldier

is doing her part in
these strenuous times,
and stern necessities
are educating all of us
in food quality.

Aside from being a
true builder of body
and brain,

Grape Nuts

has economical
features which
every housewife
should consider.

It requires no
sugar, for in its
twenty-hour
baking a quan-
tity of grape-sugar is
developed from the
grains. Then, too,
less milk or cream is
required than for the
ordinary cereal.

In Grape-Nuts, bar-
ley is mixed with
wheat, providing an
economy over an all-
wheat food, and fur-
ther enriching it. And
it is all eatable—not a
bit of waste.

“There’s a Reason”
for Grape-Nuts
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Robinson’s “Patent” Groats

Should Be Used

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

If the child had been reared on
Robinson’s “‘Patent” Barley

y;, until it has reached the above age, Groats and milk
.3 "<_ should be given alternately with ‘' Patent” Barley, as it
P i— tends to promote bone and muscle.
| E S For the Invalid and the Aged, in cases of influenza,
' ; o a bowl of hot gruel taken in bed at night produces a
‘ w profuse perspiration helping to drive the cold out of
& = the system. Taken by the aged at night it promotes
< O warmth and sleep.
';: P Our free booklet ‘“ Advice to Mothers' tells all about
1 —1F how to feed, clothe and care for infants and children, -
&) «
. 4 P3 - -
= MAGOR, SON & CO., Limited
?‘_‘-" ;J{ Sole Agents for Canada
N
= - 191 St. Paul St. W, 30 Charch St.
T Montreal Toronto

CLARK’S SPAGHETTI

WITH TOMATO SAUCE AND CHEESE

A highly nutritious and partic-
ularly appetizing dish.

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

circulating in Canadian and

BRITISH channels.

W. CLARK, LIMITED, MONTREAL

L
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Do you know that Quaker Oats, with all its
delightful flavor, is about the cheapest food in
the world?

Measured by food value—by calories—eggs
cost 8 times as much. Ham costs 4 times as
much—steak 5 or 6 times as much, Potatoes
3 times as much. Even bread and milk costs
nearly 3 times as much.

1000 calories—which is one-third a day’s
food for a workingman—costs only five cents
in Quaker Oats.

A Royal Dis

At 14 the Cost of Eggs

Then think of the flavor, the aroma — such
as no other grain food has. Think of its energiz-
ing value. All the needed elements are stored
in oats, in just the right proportion,

This is the supreme food—more nutritious
than wheat, It is the prescribed food for the
years of growth. To bread and muffins, cook-
ies and pancakes, it adds a new delight. It
makes wheatless days enjoyable—which the
government recommends.

Quaker Oats

The Extra-Flavory Flakes

uaker Oats is made from queen oats only—
jug the big, rich, flavory grains. We get but
ten pounds from a bushel. ; A
By this selection we get in this brand an ex-
quisite flavor, which has won the world. Every-

Pemas The Quaker Qals ®Ompany

where, among oat lovers, this is the favorite
brand. Yet in America it costs no extra price,

If you ask your grocer for Quaker Oats, you'll
get it.

Saskatoon
Canada

1868
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The Pathe Period Designs

The Crowning Glory of a Superb Achievement

Slepbon

Wonderful Music Housed in beautiful Furniture

ONCE you hear the beautiful tone of the Pathephone and are
thrilled by the rich deep music as it pours forth with inde-
scribable sweetness, you will realize how greatly Pathe excels.

Consider These Pathe Advantages
and Understand Why

1. The Permanent Sapphire Ball 5. Plays perfectly all makes of
—no digging, tearing needles records, as well as the Pathe.

lates the volume of sound.

to change. 6. The. exclusive period design
B Records that will weas thoae cabinets. Exquisite furniture
ands of times. i Of evely lome. .
7. A complete line of instruments
3. Anall-wood tone chamber (on to meet every purse.
the principle of a violin), 8. A repertoire of double dise
4. Pathe Tone Control —regu- records, unique, comprehen-

sive and artistically perfect.

Pathe Records

—are truly the world’s Treasure House of beautiful music—all
the best from all countries without equal in vocal and instrumental
masterpieces, All Pathe Discs are double faced. Thus you have
low first cost and (due to the smooth genuine Sapphire Ball) ever-
lasting wear.

The Pathe Freres Phonograph Co. of Canada, Limited
4.6-8 Clifford Street, Toronte, Ontario

—

TERRITORY OPEN FOR LIVE AGENTS

|
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THE

F | OGILVIE’S
owen™ ! STANDARD

SPRING WHEAT FLOUR

el

" GOVERNMENT |

= STANDARD
SSPRING WHEAT FLOV® |

W"m e S; g

HIS is the WAR FLOUR of the OGILVIE
MILLS—a loyal product to conserve Can-
ada’s resources and, at the same time,

WEIGHT OF CONTENTS
DB L85 wHEN PACKED

MONTREAL, CANADA

— 8Y SprciaL APPOINTMENT
0 s MagesTy THE KNG

give the public the best possible flour that can
be milled according to the Government stan-
dard.

Wi

This War Flour is excellent in quality and
flavour—but it is slightly darker in color than
“ROYAL HOUSEHOLD” to which you have
been accustomed.

It is just as hard for us to give up milling “ROYAL HOUSE-
HOLD” as it will be for you to forego your favorite brand; but
our “STANDARD” Flour will nevertheless make delicious bread,
rolls, biscuits, cake, pies and pastry. If you have any difficulty—
just drop us a line; we have a staff of expert chemists and bakers,
whose experience is at your service.

Just as soon as the Food Controller will allow us to mill “ROY AL
HOUSEHOLD” again, we will tell you of this happy fact.

In the meantime, the new regulations—being in the best interests of
Canada and the British Empire—demand the whole hearted support of the
Millers and the Public.

Certain stores and dealers have stocks of “ROYAL HOUSEHOLD” still

on hand. In order to avoid any confusion or misunderstanding, all “STAN-
DARD” FLOUR will be plainly branded as such.

When all your “ROYAL HOUSEHOLD” is gone,. make sure of getting the
next best grade by ordering

OGILVIE’'S STANDARD

Grocers everywhere have it—don’t forget to stipulate, “OGILVIE’S”. It
will be your surest guarantee of the highest grade obtainable.

GhHe Olgilvie Flour Mills Co., Limited

Montreal— Fort William ——Winnipeg——Medicine Hat
Daily Capacity, 19,000 Barrels
The Largest Millers in the British Emprie:
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SPECIAL Opportunity of
getting acquainted with

| SEar BranD COFFEE

1 is offered you in our booklet, “Perfect Coffee
—Perfectly made”.

Your request will bring it by return mail.

160

CHASE & SANBORN - MONTREAL

Iroquois Assortment

Choice Nuts and delicately-flavored
Chocolates in a variety of combinations.

Another revelation of the high
standard of

=5
4=
e 7(\}
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Economical
Food Desserts

Inexpensive because each Tablet with milk
makes 6 individual dishes of dessert and 10
Tablets cost only 12¢.

A food bhecause made with' milk; and
Junket actually makes milk more easily and
completely digestible.

unket
MADE with MIL K

Delicious, easy to make. Affords a wide variety of dainty, attractive desserts that
everybody will enjoy. May be frozen into exceptionally wholesome ice cream.

j our milk in the form of Junket—you will like it anl
it l\':v‘i‘l“lo{)eybetter for you. Sold by Grocers everywhere,

send 3 cents and your dealer’s name, for Recipe Booklet and
q:::les (enough for 12 dishes) or 12 cents for full package.

Chr. Hansen’s Canadian Laboratory, Dept. D.

Toronto, Ontario

«« Nesnah” is Junket prepared with sugar, and in 4 flavors,
Made in a jiffy. Try a package—10c

|

E

P AR X

OOD form demands that "1l
you use refined note |
paper — your letters should Alls
produce a feeling of pleasure SN
even before they are opened. M
S
Among our many & 7
t‘tQ lines of papeteries x|
Marie Antoinette L,‘; 1
i

stands out promi-

nently as one most suitable
for your correspondence.

Supplied in white only.

Ask your stationer for a box,

o Limited
Toronto - - Canada
Brantford Vancouver
Winnipeg, Cal&ﬂ")’

Barber~Ellis
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LOOSE] I-P LEAF]  |-for example
PRICE AND o -

MEMORANDUM BOOKS shows how
Irving-Pitt Price and Memorandum Books are §undayRoast

known to users and dealers the world over for 9
wality, utility and durability. Made in the widest t_
s‘rie(;'of styles and prices. e Over S

i3t foict make
253 us HHH Y,
e appet1zmg
B issas | .
i g ﬁi?j@ dlSheS
fEE B
2 f T 55 RS. KNOX knew better
HHH T : - g than most the need for
‘ T food conservation —she has studied
e T ?;f;{ food for years in connection with

her business.

ndum B“k‘ 3 Boun_d in half-morocco, She knew that in Knox Sparkling Gel-
with % inch Rings, thl's book is very compact and atine she had a material that would go
comes in 15 different sizes and all rulings. far to help in the elimination of waste,
were it properly ased.

So she devoted a great deal of time to
study and experiment in order that her
business might be put on a war basis and
that the many uses for Knox Sparkling
Gelatine as a means of using up left-over
meats, vegetables and so on, might be
given to the public.

The results of her work are all contained
in her new book, *Food Economy"*

a book that contains 138 recipes and
many suggestions for worth-while house.
| hold economies that will hc-lp patriotic
| housewives to practice real war. time
economy.

|
Price Books. — Bound in Limp Cowhide, made | ;Sf:'dnf;":f

in % inch and 1 inch Rings, all sizes and ralings. ] A St feadte

quest will bring
{ itto you if you
| mention your
5 dealer's name
|
|
]
{

Large Ring Books, Post Binders, Ledgers,
and a large range of Ruled and Printed Forms

‘ Charles B. Knox Gelatine Co.. Inc.
ILOOSE I- F LEAF Deok. 4, 10 e Peca e e LR

: BROWN BRos.: | S N.Q.

GELATINE
TORONTO

and address,

LIMITED
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“The Perfection Electric Washer”

The very thing needed for war time, con-
serving of time, energy and money.

The Perfection Electric Washer will turn
Wash Day intoWash Hour,take ALL the work out
of washing, disposing of the extra help usual on
that occasion. |

The saving— considering the cost of electric
current at three to five cents per washing, fifty
two times a year against the cost of the usual
help—will pay for the investment in less than one
yvear with one hundred per cent dividends in the
years to come, besides the added comfort of having
your washing done to your complete satisfaction
and under personal supervision.

May we mail you full particulars.

J. H. CONNOR & SON LIMITED, OTTAWA, ONTARIO

BABY'S OWN
SOAP

For Nursery Use

you cannot take chances on soap. Four
generations of Canadians have enjoyed
the creamy, fragrant skin healing lather
of Baby's Own Soap—the Standard in
Canada for nursery use, on account of its
known purity.

Baby's Own is Best for Baby—Best
for You.

ALBERT SOAPS, LIMITED, Mfrs, . MONTREAL
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Such
a Delicious

Ginger Ale

For more than sixty
years, O'Keefe’s be-
verages have been
the finest of their
kinds produced in

Canada,
@’mi 69‘
SPECIAL PALE DRY

GINGER
ALE

is quite in keeping
with the high stand-
ard of other O’Keefe
beverages. It is a
most delicious ginger
ale—pale and spark-
ling,dry and inviting
—with a unique
flavour that you will
enjoy. Try it.

We also make
Belfast Style Ginger Ale,
Ginger Beer, Cola, Sarsapa-
rilla, Lemon Sour, Cream
Soda, Lemcnade, Orangeade,
Special Soda.

s16 Order a case from
your dealer..

0'KEEFE'S
TOROATO

O

| ment for Whooping
Cough, Spasmodic
| Croup, Colds, Catarrh,

Asthma, Bronchitis,
Coughs

" Used while you eep'
Simple, safe and effective, avoiding internal drugs.
Vaporized Cresoline relieves the paroxysms of Whoop-

ing Cough and spasmodic Croup at once; it nips the

common cold before it has a chance of developing into
something worse, and experience shows that a neglected
cold is a dangerous cold.

Mrs. Ballington Booth says: “No family, where there
are young children, should be without this lamp.”

The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inhaled with
every breath, makes breathing easy and relieves the con-
gestion, assuring restful nights.

It is called a boon by Asthma sufferers.

For the bronchial complications of Scarlet Fever and
Measles, and and as an aid in the treatment of Diphtheria,
Cresolene is valuable on account of its powerful germi-
cidal qualities,

It is a protection to those exposed.

Cresoline’s best recommendation is its 38 years of suce
cessful use. Sold by Druggist. Send for descriptive booklet
Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the irritated throat
composed of slippery elm bark, looripe, sugar and Cresolene. They

can't harm you. Of your druggist or from us. 10c. in stamps

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO. 62 Cortland St., N, Y,

or Leeming-Miles Building Montreal, Canada

A safe and palatable laxative
for children

Mrs. Winslow's
Soothing Syrup

Absolutely Non-narcotic

Does not contain opium, morphine,
nor any of their derivatives,

By checking wind colic and correcting in-

estinal troubles common with children during

the period of teething, helps to produce
natural and healihy sleep.

Soothes the fretting baby and
thereby give relief to
the tired mother.
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CANADA

Put Your Hand To The Plow!

Every fresh furrow means greater success for you, added prosperity to
Canada, increased strength to the Empire and surer victory for the Alljes.
ThE farmers of Canada are today playing an all-important part in the European
conliict,

Hon. W. T. White, Canadian Minister of Finance, says: “In order to
meet our interest payments abroad, sustain our share of the burden of the war,
and promote to the greatest possible degree prosperity throughout the Dominion,
it is the duty of all Canadian citizens to -co-operate in producing as much as
possible of what can be used or sold. For Canada at this juncture the watch-
word of the hour should be production, production, and again production.”

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

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

or

J. OBED SMITH, Esq., Assistant Superintendent of Emigration,
11-13 Charing Cross, London, S.W., England.

%
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SAVE FOOD | §,.torweswe

is complete without a bottle of E\

|

&l

In a time needing food econo- i “RRAY&LANMAN, : '
my many people are not get- M ; s

ting all the nourishment they Flonda Water s

might from their food. Itis 3223 5

This matchless perfume, ]

not how much you eat, but uﬁ_vr a Century of success, ~:‘

Qs stch you assimilate, | | Imowiedged Sivieity iy Y

that does you good. Toilet Waters, 3

s In the Bath, on the Dress. g

The addltlon Of a small ing-la‘lhl«-.. fli'l«'r .\'l;u\.iug. ‘i;l -

tea’poonful Of Bovril t.O &l;:~(ll‘(“|~|‘;,:;|(l;l|:ll:‘;nl:n‘~;:mL :’j:!

the diet as a peptogenic Ei

before meals leads to PREPARKD ONLY B

more thorough digestion { LANMAN & KEMP, E}*

Ead assimilation and ‘ NEW YORK and MONTREAL él

| |

thus saves food, for you ||| Ask Your Druggist for It. &

need less. Accept no Substitute ! El

Grace is added even to a charming slight '\
figure by the D & A Corset No. 624, Like
" allD & A’s it is made in Canada and fitted on
living Canadian models. It has the ‘‘chic”’
of the best French corsets but sells at half the
price. ThereisaD & A to suit every figure.
DOMINION CORSET CO.

Makers also of the La Diva Corsets and the
D & A “Gocd Shape™ Brassieres 7.17

Ask your corsetiére.

NON
RUSTABLE

CORSETS

o
%624 DOMINION CORSET CO., OUF‘.BEC—-MONTRBAL—TOI\ONTO

31
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It runs my detail work

No more that fussy fumbling—that useless waste of ner-
sous energy in scrambling thru my desk for the important
paper I must have—instanter. All “dead and buried” experience is

this for me.

I keep my temper now—and, too, free my assistant from
those incessant calls I used to make.

Clear is my desk-top —arranged for instant reference
the papers I must have at any moment in the day. And all this, thanks

in no small measure, to my

EFFICIENCY DESK

Hundreds of business men
throughout the land, captains of big
affairs whose time must pay a dividend
are cashing in on the time-and-worry-
saving certificates they get in working
back of an Efficiency Desk.

If you want to know how an *'Office

Specialty’’ Efficiency Desk can run your
detail work and keep your important
papers close by for instant reference tell
your stenographer right now to send a
st card for an interesting descriptive
older,
The Office Specialty Mfg. Co., Limited
Home Office Newmarket Canada

Filing Equipment Stores at :
Hamilton Winnipeg Regina

Toronto Montreal Ottawa Halifax

881

Edmonton Vancouver

zllmm[* l

T YR G
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HOTELRESORT-&-TRAVEL-DEPARTMENT G O

INES — 1948

IDO7 -~ EVERY MONT

IGHLANDPINES-INN, Weymouth Heighls. Southern Pines N.C._

Home of Winter Golf-Tennis~Turkey and Quail Shootfn evation. Just

A 1t. el
ri limate. No ow. Pure spring water. Best ol-vor&hn .Colza es. Bungalow
e O hestra Write CRERMER ‘o PT URN ER . ot 2 & i

5 ietors, for
3 . . SUMMER HOTEL-THE INN AT CHARL?\'IOIK-TH!-BIAUHWL-HICHIOAN.
RT PIERCE FLA. s 5 SEATTLE WASH.,
large, airy
NEW FORT PIERCE HOTEL HOTEL=GALVEZ GAWESTON HOTEL BUTLER .00
e New $

. Oafo without peer. Center of things. Tax! fare 250
- buflt of brick. On beautiful Indian Hot Rooms $1.00 up, with bath $2.00up. Hotme comforts
on Gulf of At | | tothe traveler, A. CHESHIRE SrrcuriL, Mgr.

B n.muad mmn}{m.l:,fntuls.elc.
A and up. Booklet. = J - - -

Hooms E. P. 8150 P o ,mc%umxm. Where-to-go Bureau combines tremendous

BETVROLST Tk VTV W Boating mmlmim sublicity with the best co-operative serv.

[ e T varatey - ce with twelve magazines every month
HEUMATISM " L™ “&zr\.’wmnals Golf-Motorin thelr readers and advertisers. For infore
A R K — - - mationand rates write Where-to-go Bureau,

t Clemens, Michigan Where-to-go for ril ¢l arch 1st 8 Heacon Street, Boston,

6’%&2{&)

BIG BEN is a household The Western Clock Co. builds them

~ MOUNT CLEMENS MICH. _

- < > in the patented Westclox way. Needle-
word b(‘(..ausc he’s a fine pivots of polished steel greatly
clock of his word. He reduce friction.

runs on time, he rings on time, inthe home. ]
he helps folks live on time. That 'l “I"}‘V {””‘:f“'}r” ’l”‘/""
These are family traits. All Westclox b A o ke LOOK SOE GV Srichon U

a iy the dial of the alarm you buy.
alarms run trueand ring true. They're Your dealer has them. Big Ben is
all good looking, too. You can tell

: 3 84.00. Or, sent prepaid, the same
them by the family name, Westclox, gricc, if your dealer doesn’t stock
on the face of each clock. im.

Western Clock Co.-makers of

B BraBaby Bew——Pockes Bra— Amersca—Lowbrat—ronciad—Steep-Bl

La Salle, Illinois, U. S. A.

Westelox make good
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Algonquin Park
Highlands of Ontario

An incomparable Summer Vacation Spot midst wild
and delightful scenery.

1500 lakes, rivers and streams—crystal
clear and teeming with game fish.

Unlimited scope for the canoeist and
camper.

2000 feet above sea level.

A resort for the refined.

The “"HIGHLAND INN” affords fine hotel service; Camps
“*NOMINIGAN” and “MINNESING”’ offer novel and comfort-
able accommodation at reasonable rates-

Write for illustrated descriptive literature giving full particu-
lars, rates, etc., to C. E. HORNING, Union Station, Toronto, or
J. QUINLAN, Bonaventure Station, Montreal.
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“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RITE-HITE” WARDROBE
TRUNKS

Every appointment
n its construction—
every convenience
in the making—
every point in the
manufacture of the
¢ Rite-Hite’ Ward-
robe Trunk is one

more good reason
why it should be
the trunk of your
choice in contem-

plating a longer
or shorter trip,
summer or winter.
In a very real way
it is the most complete ot wardrobes, and apparel travels
in it with as little risk of crushing as it would right on
the ‘‘hangers” or in the ‘“Chest of Drawers” in the home.

(Have it demonstrated in the store, or write for special booklet.)

$332 to $90°

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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Canadian Pacific

FLORIDA

Via DETROIT and CINCINNATI

THROUGH .

Sleeping Car Service from Detroit
On Specified Dates

CANADIAN PACIFIC to Detroit—
Choice of Routes Beyond

Winter Tourist Tickets Now on Sale

TWO NIGHTS ONLY TO FLORIDA
Via Canadian Pacific—Detroit and Cincinnati

Particulars from any Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents, or

W. B. HOWARD, District Passenger Agent, Toronto.

e —

T —



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 87

Travel for Business
and Make it a Pleasure 2\ e

Ten thousand miles of splendidly equipped road,
traversing and opening up a hundred thousand
square miles of magnificent country—forest and
stream, prairie and mouutain.

THE :
GANADIAN NORTHERN Hl
RAILWAY

the road of a thousand wonders and
opportunities.

Direct service between Toronto and Ottawa, Montreal and
Quebee, Port Arthur, Fort William, Winnipeg, Brandon,

Regina, Saskatoon, Calgary, Edmonton, Vancouver or Victoria,
and connections for all principal points in Canada or the United States.

IN THE DINING CARS

Full information on fares, routes, tickets and reservations,

on application to any agent of the Company, or write Economy and Service unex-
celled. Meals a la carte or
R. CREELMAN, General Passenger Agent, Winnipeg, or table d'hote. Always some-

thing new and within reach,

R. L. FAIRBAIRN, General Passenger Agent, Toronto. you wil like it.

v, ® b
-~ sy i ¥ i [ rs
& v ]
W W 1 ® 5 ‘ung
Ot By BBt ety
ONISEREETRR R i e

REGAL SWEET CORNS

Golden Bantam—A very early, hardy, productive vari
and of unequalled quality and ﬁavgr ;pit is a rich ora;tg’é
yellow color.

Livingston Early Sugar—An early white variety of large
size, and grand quality ; sweet as sugar,

Stowe]l’s Evergreen—The standard main cro , white
variety, very large and of splendid quality and flavor,
Prices: each of the above, X 1b. 20c; 34 Ib. 35¢; 1 1b, 65¢c;
postpaid. By express at purchaser’s expense, 1 1b, 55¢
51bs. $2.40; 10 lbs. $3.75.

FRER: Our @ustrated 1¢8:page extalopus of Seeds, Plants, Dulds, Garden Fuplements,

ies, Etc., mailed yt'm on appl:
WORTH ITS WEIGHT IN GOLD.

John A. Bruce & Co. Ltd. §A¥iToN

BUSINESS ESTABLISHED SIXTY-EIGHT YEARS

N/ CENUNE DIAMOND | *5E%| Murine fr

CASH OR CREDIT MOVIES —Granulated Eyelids
Terms 20°/, down and $1, $2, $3 [ [Ny s — RQS“_Refmm—R."m‘

RIS TTWe Ecint sty Bonest DErson: Murine is a Favorite Treatment for Eyes that feel d
o el sl smart. Give your Eyes as much of your lovin c?.:';‘,’

Wrile for Catalogue to-day your Teeth and with the same regularity. Ca
¥ JACOBS BROS., Diamend ImportersF YOU CANNOT BUY NEIW) .“:rselor race.
15 Torento Arcade TORONTO, Can. Murine Sold at Drug, Toilet and Optical Stores

Ask Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago, for Free Book
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@erilian Qoncertphone

(*“The Choir Invisible'")

.
f The Phonograph of “Distinction”
4 5 e o
g There is always one emphatic trait in national character, one
~ outstanding man in a multitude, one distinctive feature in a land-
. scape, one instrument which stands out so prominently from its
*  fellows, that it overtops them individually.
g So amongst Phonographs the @erilian Concertphone stands out
~in a radiance of its own that may be truly called the ‘‘spot light of
genius”’
I A |

Not the least among

Soft, sweet, alluring its many recommen-

MR e e

quality of tone,
changing instantly to
the bolder fortissimo
with no confusion o
tone waves, no blast-
ing, clear vibrant and
free—absolute fidelity
of re-creation —no loss
of harmonics, these
are distinctively
Cerilian Concertphone
characteristics.

i

dations is that it is
‘“ Made in Canada ”—
this proud slogan
should be supported
by only the best that
Canadian genius can
give — therefore the
Cerilian Concertphone
is the fitting represen-
tative of Canadian
brains and enterprise
in the Phonograph
world,

MR

The ball-bearing tone arm, the perfect electric stop, the graduated tone
control are all distinctive @onrertphone features.

Write us for free illustrated Catalogue or ask your nearest dealer for infor-

mation about the @erilian @oncertphone. Your artistic sense will be fully 'gratiﬁed
with the Tonal and Architectural beauty of this king of Phonographs which plays

all records perfectly.

LT T T 1

Prices from $67.50 to $275.00
g THE CECILIAN CO. LTD., - - 247 Yonge St., Toronto
I .

O
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It’s the best yet!

The
Original

and
only
There is nothing quite so ap- ]
petizing for Breakfastas G enut ne
Fearman’s Star Brand
Bacon Beware of
and at the present prices there [mitations  Sold

is nothing more economical.

on the Merits

Ask your Grocer for =

Fearman’s Star Brand

F. W. Fearman Co., Limited MINARD'S
Hamilton LINIMENT
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WAR BREAD

is delicious when spread with

CROWN BRAND
CORN . SYRUP

The delightful Table Syrup, made from corn.
In 2, 5, 10 and 20 pound tins—at all dealers.

THE CANADA STARCH CO.,, LIMITED

CARDIN RANTFORD - FORT WILLIAM

PURITY
FLOUR

(Governmenf S‘randard)

ADependable Flour
For AII Your Baking

MANUFACTURED BY

Western Canada Flour Mills C° Limifed
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THE BEST

Is not always the most expensive, although you would be perfectly justified
in paying more than for an inferior article, but when “Macey”, undoubtedly
the best in bookcases, costs no more than ordinary cases, you should have no
hesitation in making your selection.

YOUR HOME IS YOUR CASTLE

and is admired or otherwise by your friends, according to the furniture
you have in it. Your Bookcose is one of the most prominent pieces in the
kome, and should be selected both for its beauty and utility, and above all
should harmonize with your other furniture.

THE “MACEY STYLE BOOK”

will put you straight on these essential points, and be of big help to you in
roaking your selection, as it thoroughly deseribes and illustrates the different
styles and sizes and gives you a lot of valuable information and adviee in
furnishing the home. We want every home in Canada to have a copy of
this handsome book. Write for it to-day. It is free.

For Sale by all Leading Furniture Dealers

LiMmITED

WOODSTOCK. ONTARIO.

[MADEIN CANAIA ——

|

41
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18 Caster brealifasts”

“ " You like to make Easter a festive day. You have

\ flowers in your home, candies and Easter rabbits for

! the children, and to complete the gladness of the day

/ you strive to serve especially tempting meals. Start
with a breakfast of Swift's Premium Ham.

The succulent fat all crispy around the edges; the
! 7’ juicy, exquisitely flavored lean has a zest and a savor
! which plainly tell of the special care in its preparation.
Only the careful, Premium cure and the fragrant smoke
of slow hickory fires could carry to every morsel of this
ham such delicacy, such delicious flavor.
This year make your Easter breakfast a memorable one.
Serve Swift's Premium Ham. See how heartily your
family will appreciate its unusual flavor and fineness.

J

Suwifts Premium Ham [

%,
iy

SWIFT CANADIAN CO.,

LIMITED
TORONTO WINNIPEG EDMONTON
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1847 ROGERS BROS.
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|
“Silver Plate that Wears”

.

A “Che place of honor among wedding gifts
\ 1s accorded 1847 ROGERS BROS. Silver Plate.
Its reputation insures appreciation - its
quality assures long service.
Sold with an unqualified suarantee made
possible by the adugl test ot%vcr 65}'661:”1;
At Icadirig dealers. Send for illustrated, catalogue F-20."
 MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO. Iimited

HAMILTON, CANADA

. MERIDEN, CONN. NEW YORK __CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO .

- TheVorlds Lapgest Makers of Sterling Silver and, Plate
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"EFFICIENT FOOD

Dr. Alexander Bryce, M.D., D.P.H. (Camb.), a famous
authority in dietetics, has compiled a table showing the

number of calories per ounce in different foods.

Calories are the units of food values. The number of

calories per ounce contained in food proves its value.

This is what Dr. Bryce found and published:—
(CALORIES PER OUNCE)

Kellogg’s Toasted Corn Flakes 103.
Eggs (poached) 48.3
Macaroni au Gratin 44.5
Milk 20.6
Oatmeal (cooked) 18.
32.7

Potatoes (baked)
Not one of these staple foods contains one half the number of calories
per ounce that Kellogg’s Toasted Corn Flakes do—some of them are less

than a fifth efficient in calories.
This is a real test of food values.

Put Kellogg's Toasted Corn Flakes on your daily menu—they are
good to eat three times a day. Delicious, digestible, nourishing,

Sold only in the original red, white and green package.

Hotlogy’

TOASTED

CORN FLAKES

LICENSED BY THE FOOD CONTROLLER UNDER NUMBER 2055
ONLY MADE IN CANADA BY

The Battle Creek Toasted Corn Flake Co., Limitea
Head Office and Factory: London, Ont.

Est'd 1906
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B McLaughlin 7-Passenger Touring Car E-6-49 McLaughlin E-6-45 Special =
.|
H
|
5| THE nation-wide reputation for the matchless efficiency of McLaughlin ]
f | : . . . b~ s L
B motor cars is the result of honest and persistent efforts in perfecting =
3] right principles of mechanical construction. The McLaughlin valve-in- :‘
: 1 head motors have again been improved and furnish more power from :
4| gasoline than any other type of motor. The art of coach building has H
:i been our pride for 40 years and our 1918 models in body design and a
E' beauty express our ideals, and anticipate the coming styles. The quality :
: of McLaughlin cars backed by the excellence of McLaughlin service makes !
1 : :
: the McLaughlin the best buy for Canadians. :
=0
'A’ Send for the new 1918 catalogue giving description and prices. 9:
]
g
2 THE McLAUGHLIN MOTOR CAR CO., LIMITED, g
; OSHAWA, ONTARIO !
- 12 Branches in Leading Cities Dealers Everywhere gi
: ;
1T rrrrrrirrorrrrIoT ' e s = = == = o
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Which for You?

The All-Record Brunswick or
A One-Record Phonograph

Which would you rather have: Freedom in
picking and choosing your favorites from all
records, or restriction to one make?

The Brunswick is the only one of the four
leading phonographs that plays all records.

It offers the merits of the many combined in
one instrument.

—

The Brunswick is famed for its all-wood
sound chamber, built like a violin. Its tone is
round and full, never metallic.

i Find out for yourselfyou be the judge. Hear
l h this COMPLETE phonograph before you decide.
I

Costs less—plays belter!

tll Musical Merchandise Sales Co.
in 204 Excelsior Life Building, Toronto

TORONTO : Stanley’s Brunswick Shop,
241 Yonge Street
HAMILTON : Thomas Watkins Limited,
“The Right House" ==\ &
- 58
LONDON : The Brunswick Shop, C. Crawford, A ‘: 3
326 Dundas Street. ‘:v' i1
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