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Plan Your

Summer Vacation Now

Decide to enjoy the rest and recuperation of Body and Brain
in one of"Canada’s National Playgrounds where the delight-
ful elimate, magnificent scenery and unlimited sporting pos-
gibilities combine to make the ideal recreation.

GRAND DISCHARGE OF THE SAGUENAY:
LAURENTIDE NATIONAL PARK:
ALGONQUIN NATIONAL PARK:

RIDEAU LAKES: MUSKOKA LAKES:
GEORGIAN BAY HINTERLAND:
NIPIGON FOREST RESERVE:
QUETICO NATIONAL PARK:
JASPER NATIONAL PARK AND MOUNT ROBSON PARK

All of which are served most conveniently by the Canadian
Northern.

For literature and further information apply to nearest C.N.R.
Agent, or write R. L. Fairbairn, General Passenger Agent,
68 King St. E.,, Toronto, Ont.

Follow the
Gold Seekers’ Trail

to this wonderful land of the north.
Know the lure of its fjords, snow-capped
mountains, blue-green glaciers, rivers and
tumbling cascades, Indian villages and
totem poles. Thrill with its awakening

to a mighty commercial life.

Travel luxuriously by the splendidly
appointed

Canadian Pacific “Princess” Liners
including the

S. S. Princess Charlotte

Sailing northward, 1,000 miles along the
protected “inside passage.”

Make your reservations early and secure choice
accommodation.

W. B. HOWARD, it
District assenger
TORONTO, ONT.

Canadian Pacific Railway

If you change your address and desire to receive your copy without
" delay, always give your old a'dress as well as the new one.
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There are nooks and
corners in every home that
even daylight cannot reach___

where matches, candles or lamps are positively
dangerous. That’s why you need an Eveready
DAYLO* about the house, for both convenience
and safety.

Nearly all good electrical, hardware, drug, sport-
ing goods and stationery dealers display and
carry Eveready DAYLO’S* in 77 different
styles at prices from 85 cents up. And your
satisfaction is always assured by the Eveready
TUNGSTEN battery, the only battery that is
long-lived, dependable and really economical.
Always specify this make when your battery
must be renewed. i

Don’t ask for a “flashlight”—
get an KEveready DAYLO

*DAYLO is not merely the new name for our pro-
duct but a mark by which the public will hereafter
distinguish between the ordinary “flasher” or
“flashlight’”” and the highest development of the
portable electric light.

TORONTO

Y‘Zze lz:gf]zf that sa?.’s“ |

when a leak in the
water or gas pipe
must be fixed quickly

w/zen you lose a key,
a coin or a ring in
the dark

when the watch dog
barks his alarm

when all the lights in
the house go out

when the wrong med-
icine bottle may
mean a tragedy

whenever you need
light—indoors or out
—that cannot cause
fire or blow out—

you need an Eveready
DAYLO*.

NATIONAL CARBON CO. Limited

ONTARIO
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Delightful Scenery.

2,000 Feet Above Sea Level.

ALGONQUIN PARK, ONTARIO

A ‘l‘horoughly Universal Vacation Territory Midst Wild and

. ldeal Canoe Trips—A Paradise for Campers—Splendid Fish-
ing—Easy of Access by the Grand Trunk Railway System—

The ‘‘Highland Inn’  affords fine hotel service.

NOMINIGAN CAMP—SMOKE LAKE.
Camps ‘‘Nominigan”’ and

“Minnesing” offer novel and comfortable accommodation at reasonable rates.
Write for illustrated advertising matter giving full particulars, rates; etc..' to
J. Quinlan, Bonaventure Station, Montreal, or C. E. Horning, Union Station,

Toronto.

G. T. Bell, Pass. Traffic Mgr.,
Montreal.

W/ 8. Cookson, Gen. Pass. Agent,

Montreal.

- SNAP

B THE GREAT
Hand Cleaner

15¢.
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Concerning Women

REGULAR contributor to this paper for th‘e Past ten years
A remarked lately that so far as his observation went the
woman’s section of the average paper was never read by
women, but more habitually by men. This was one of tlhlose pa,.ra}.ldoizss
that delight some journalistic minds. Men are ere(%lted Y\St.k e
curiosity that naturally belong to the (?t,hfer SexX. But it ‘WOU , take a
high percentage of this brand of curiosity to induce some 1rten We
know to read some woman’s literature tha_t has been put out by a num-
ber of papers—including ourselves—in this eountry.

This issue introduces the second revised .Woman’s séetion in t\he
Canadian Courier. It contains five pages‘ of matter deYoted fo t}Te
new aectivities of women. We do not subscribe to the,doetm'nes 01: tho}?e
revolutionary innovators who contend tharc women’s business m1 .t ,e
world from now on is to do men’s work as far as possible. : We be 1e; g
that women themselves recognize their own natural work in the worl
as something which men—as a rule—cannot do. .Of course, wvomcn
can work in factories as well as men—some factome!s. And men can
wait on table as well as women—some tab}es. In fact, there are hun-
dreds of things that some women can d.o qul'te as well as some m.en, and
vice versa. But so long as the world is built on a two-sex basis there
are some things that each must leave to the other.

The Woman’s Seetion of the Canadian Courier is designed to show

not merely how women can do much of the .v_vork.regular]y done b);

“men, but how women ean do their own Worlf in a bigger, more helpfu

way. Whatever new social rearrangement is eﬁected. by the war, thg

new eivilization will get its charac‘ger n(jt fror.n puttmg the sexes on

anything like a common level agalns.t the prm?lples of nature, but
men doing men’s work and women doing women’s work—better,

That has nothing to do with sex-equality. Neither of the sexes is
better or more potential than the other. The mome'nt we begm.to
wrangle about that we begin to weaken the whole fabrie of commun.lty
life. Only weak women and silly men argue about the comparative
rigl;ts, privileges and powers of ‘th.e sexes. The women and men vx}zlho
help the world most are those who instinctively c(?nf:ede to one another
a place in the world that ean be ﬁlled only by the kll}d of being nature

intended to fill it.

There is a very elongated argument in all this. We don’t pro-
pose to embark on it here.’ All we want jqo point ou't is that the Cana-
dian Courier is not a mere man ’s‘ paper, masquerading as a paper for
women, but a home and community paper, devoted to the best f:hlngs
that enier into the life of a people. In the newer (.Zanada now in _the
making we shall find women ’s work more and more important ; getting
back more to the state of affairs that., made pioneer women the help-
meet of the man, he in the field, she in the house—botl equally con-

cerned in building up the home.

A.w,p..—
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Relaxing the Tension

with.a'§aod Gillette Shave

« A day a-wing over enemy %“"% > 3
@*‘0 lines—'—scouting, observing, fighting,
& dodging shells and machine-gun bullets 9

—is a nervous strain that has no precedent %
and probably no equal. When our airmen %
alight at last, after flights an eagle might envy, :E
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they certainly do enjoy the refreshing relaxation
of a cool, smooth Gillette shave.

Nor is this appreciation of the Gillette Safety Razor limited

to our airmen, or even to our own British armies, Every

service has its own tense moments, hours or days, with its

welcome intervals of relaxation when the Gillette is a friend

indeed. Keen, compact, always ready for action, the

Gillette Safety Razor is treasured in tens of thousands of '
kits on every fighting line on land and sea—and by no

means least in the land, of its birth, with the forces of our

newest Ally.

Timm

Nor does its service end here, for “‘the man behind the man
behind the gun”, who in the factory, the office or on the
land is bending every energy towards production
—he too gets solid comfort and satis-
faction out of the Gillette
Safety Razor and its wonder- §
ful three minute shave. f

Spend a five dollar bill to
send a Gillette to. one of
Jour defenders—and get
one Jor yourself to
see how much he’ll

HRL appreciate it |
- i 245
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BOYS

In the Small
Towns of

CANADA

It is you I am ealling for. T want your services
for a pleasant little task of selling Canadian Courier
in your spare time on Fridays and Saturdays. You
will have the sales right in your own hands, the more
you sell the more you make. That’s fair and square,

Do not think your town is too small to be valu-
able. Canadian Courier is in your home. There are

thousands of others where it might be. You may
put it there.
Write me for instructions.

SALES MANAGER, Canadian Courier.
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Electric

Service

Means comfort, con-
venience, economy and
safety.

The home that is com-
pletely equipped with
electrical devices is a
happy one.

All the drudgery of
house-keeping is elim-
inated by electricity.

You can wash, iron,
sew, sweep, cook, keep
cool in summer and
warm in - winter, by
means of electrical ap-
paratus designed especi-
ally to relieve you of
unnecessary and fatigu-
ing labor.

At our showrooms all
these devices are ready
for your inspection.

Competent demonstra-

tors will operate and
explain them for you.

The
Toronto
Electric

Light

Company, v

Limited
“At Your Service”

12 Adelaide St. E.
Telephone Adel. 404

~
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Suppose You Are ¢}/
in a Dining Car? ’

You will probably want a light meal, but still nourishing
and sustaining. Try

TOASTED

/\/ﬂoyi" CORN FLAKES

and note how fresh and bright you feel.

Also note the economy compared with the cost of other
foods. The same ratio of economy will apply in your home.

And insist on the original in the red, white
and green package.

Made in Canada for over eleven years.

5

' The Battle Creek Toasted Corn Flake Co., Limited.

Head Office and Factory: London, Ont. 3

IR

scientifie standpoints, with suggestions for the practical use of this knowledge by physicians and

MIND ** Magtne |

The action of the mind in the cause and cure of many disorders is considered from new and
laymen.

¢ The Force of Mind ”

is a delightful and instructive work, and it has received very high testimonials from thinkers.
Green cloth, 309 pages, indexed. Price $2.25 by mail anywhere.

UNIVERSITY BOOK CO., 181 Simcoe St., TORONTO "
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_and the man who, with more than com-

Getfs Mafterial
from
Everywhere in Canada

CANADIAN

RIER

Goes to
Canadians
all over Canada

Vol. XXI.

GREAT MEN

OST great men have visited Can-
ada as a curiosity shop or as
part of an Imperial globe-
trotting campaign. The trium-

virate, Joffre, Balfour, Viviana, have
vigited us because we needed them—and
they needed us. It is a great joy to
know three big men who have no
handles to their names. Mr. Balfour,
introduced to some of our Canadian title-
holders, might, of course, concede that
overseas titles are a good thing to keep
the British home fires burning in the
Dominions. He is himsgelf a nephew of
the late Lord Salisbury, British Premier,

mion: wisdom on foreign affairs, gave
Heligoland to Germany in exchange for
a protectorate over Zanzibar.

Canada has no man of the Balfour
stamp. Sir Beerbohm Tree, writing in
the New York Times, called him

‘“The most un-American thing in Am-
erica. Cosmopolitan . in intellect, he is
the embodiment of the old-fashioned Eng-
lish gentieman. Having turned his back
on fame, he seems almost irked by her
pursuit. A natural aristocrat of mind and
heart, he is a sociaktist in courtesy. He
has remained plain Mr. Balfour and is so
much the stronger with all sections of society. It is
@ great thing to be able to afford not to be a Duke.
If as @ politician he has a fault, it is probabty that he
is too much of a philosopher to take seriously the game
which the pushful workdling plays with a deadly earnest.”

Canada will be as much a curiesity to Mr. Balfour
as he to Camada. In Ottawa he will not encounter
It takes historic background and a large
element of leisure to produce men of his stamp.
There is a certain native indolence about so keen
an intellect that is near to genius; a quality which
Lord Bryce and Lord Morley do not possess, and it
is pecutiarly charming. Mr. Balfour is a good deal
of a dilettante. Literature, art, music, history,
philosophy, politics, foreign affairs—all pass through
this man’s mind and leave it still the essential
Ba.lﬁom' He is not a: natural diplomat, more than
he was an effective First Lord of the Admiralty;
not a shrewd politician, but a wise political thinker;
not an eminent flag-waver, but a great patriot; not
a musician or an art connoisseur, but a fastidious
dabbler in music and pictures— unlike the average
English public man who knows little of music and
nothing at all about pictures. Neither is Mr. Balfour
@ philosopher or a religionist, though he wrote The
Foundations of Belief. He is mot an oratormthough
he speaks amazingly well because his style is so

. simple, his grasp of the subject so vigorous and his

method of delivery so Iueid. Democratic he may be,
but he is mot a Socialist. He i§ perhaps as much
bewildered by the present world chaos as any man;

but if he lives long enough no man will make a better
intellectual use of ﬁhe new world that comes out

of the war.

The nearest a.ppmoximation 1o Mr Balfour. that

we have in Canada is a personality compounded
of two guch men as Sir Wilfrid Laurier and Sir Ed-
mund Walker. Intellectual ease and a certain agree-
able indolence make the Laurier resemblance; as a
diligent dilettante Mr. Balfour resembles Sir Edmund,
who has nothing of his Balfour philosophic insight.
On the practical action side this tall, lean ascetic

May 26¢th,

1917
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Interesting Impressions of Mr. Balfour, M. Viviani
and Gen. Joffre, Regarding their Visit to
~ this Country

with the sadly humorous face has seen comsiderable
service, not the least of which was his Chief Secre-
taryship first of Scotland, afterwards of Ireland,
concerning which the New York Sun says: >

News of the appointment convulsed the country. The
rebellious Irish were expected to ‘“play the cat and
banjo'” with the mild, the frail, the easily exhausted
Balfour. All England looked forward to a Roman holi-
day with Balfour as the Christian martyr. The rebels
in Erin began to bedevil the Government, they indulged
in a series of riots. The Chief Secretary was appealed to.

“Shoot if necessary,” he telegraphed to the captain
sent to put down the disorder.

Thereby he came into the title of Bloody Balfour——thls
man, who belonged to ““The Souls,” a society of esthetes,
who had written ‘A Defence of Philosophic Doubt,” who
seemed to gain his only enjoyment out of a round of
golf. Bloody Balfour' he remained for his five years’
cumbency of the office.

It was half a decade that brought him into constant
battle in Ireland, where he opposed the Home-Rulers,
and in Parliament, where he had to contend with the
Irish Nationalists. Gladstone early in his career had
adopted him as a sort of protege, but Balfour felt it
essential to his duty to riddle his theories of Irish gov-
ernment. He did much that was constructive in Ire-
land, much that has lasted through all the pressure
exerted since in behalf of the Emerald Isle.

‘When he dropped his. duties in this important field
he became First Lord of the Treasury. He took up for
his uncle the work of the Foreign Office and he held the
leadership of the House. When his uncle resigned as
Premier, in 1902, Balfour succeeded him. He came into
power about the time King Edward was crowned and
when the loose ends of the concluded South African
War had to be caught up.

Tor three years he held the Premiership. In his term
he brought Russia and Japan into alliance with England
after they had ended the war. He concluded the agree-
ment with ¥rance in 1904. He saved his country from
warfare, too, when the Russian squadron fired on the
British fleet off the Dogger Bank.

ENE VIVIANI is a very different sort of man
from Mr. Balfour. He is a great Socialist, 2
tremendous orator and a man of fire. His

brief visit to our Parliament in Ottawa gave him a
very small opportunity to defimsnstrate these charac-

in-
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teristics. He made a speech in French
and it had about it some of the electric
quality of the storm that made it im-
possible to get a clear phetograph of
the man while in Ottawa.

This man’s intellectual fire is equalled
by his patriotic inspiration. Both
spring from the same root. A mam of
the people, a Socialist, an orator, he is
a great Frenchman worthy to rank with
them that will save France to the world.
He was made Premier at the outbreak
of war. Wihen it seemed better to have
M. Briand in the Premiership, without
the least hostility or rancor, M. Viviani
retired, like Mr. Asquith, to serve his
country, but in a very difficult role,
that of Minister of Justice. Under
Clemenceaun he had been Minister of
Labour. He is by profession a lawyer,
was born in Algeria, made his home
in Paris, and was elected to the Chamber
of Deputies.

It was during the early days of
Briand’s Premiership that Mr. N. W.
Rowell, accompanied by Main Johnson,
his private secretary, visted France and
heard M. Viviani speak in the French
Senate. A vivid impression of that
scene has been given to the 'Canadian Courier by
Main Johmson, who says:

It was in the Senate that we listened to him. The
French Upper Chamber, since 1879, has been housed in
the “Palais du Luxembourg,” built by Marie de Medicis,
in the early part of the 17th century. While we were
waiting  in the sumptuous library before going into the
‘‘Salle des Seances’ we could feel the atmosphere of the
romantic history of the palace. Before the Revolution
it was the residence of princes and princesses. From
1789 to 1796 it was used as one of the many political
prisons in which were confined such men as Hebert,
David and Danton. Napoleon himself afterwards lived
there for a few years until he moved to the Tuileries
in 1800.

From the windows of the library we were ove-rlooking
the Jardin du Luxembourg—one of the glorious gardens
of the world and tthe only remaining Renaissance garden
in Paris. ' Ontardo legislators look out upon Queen’s Park,
which needs mo apology, but they are also confronted
with some rather mundane and prosaic examples of
sculpture. The gardens of the Luixembourg are not only
enchanting with their delicacy of flowers and trees and
fountains, but, scattered about, nestling under groves
and peering balf-hidden from unexpected spots, are
some of the most delightfil and charming statues in
Burope. And they are mot confined to figures of publie
men; Viviani and the senators of France look out upon
Bacchantes, upon shepherds and fauns, goat herds and
mowers, wrestlers and Venuses, hunters and rivergods.

When we went into the Senate Chamber, Viviani was
standing in front by the tribune addressing his colleagues,
who were seated in the semi-circular amphitheatré char-
acteristic of Buropean assemblies. The President of the
Senate, corresponding roughly to the Speaker of our
Houses, sits not on the Floor, as with us, but dominates
the hall from a lofty station at about the same height as 4
the press gallery at Ottawa and Toronto. A number
of secretaries are grouped around the circular platform
behind the President. Viviani was standing immediately
below and in front. Membens do not debate from their
seats, as they do under the British plan, but, like the
Americans, .spemk from an isolated rostrum. The press -
men sit on both sides of the orator on the same level
with him.

If we had expected to find the alleged excitability of
the Gallic temperament iHustrated in Viviani and to see
an orator wildly gesticulating as Frenchmen have been
represented on_ the "American dramatic and musical
comedy stage, we would have been surprised. Viviani
spoke ‘with complete restraint in a comparatively low



CANADIAN COURIER

Joffre in Montreal

Even after he had gazed up at the
skyscrapers of New York, thinking
what a mark they might make for
German shells, Gen. Joffre saw
something of great interest in old
Montreal. At his left is Hon. C. J.
Doherty, representing the Gov-

ernment, £

»

Joffre with a Pinkerton man. But

in Montreal among his own nrace-

men, he was safe enough. The

greatest Frenchman that ever saw

the St. Lawrence since the days
of Montcalm.

»

voice, but with a fluency—a flowing, louid. quality which
seemed so perfect as to belong to nature, to rivers and
to currents of the sea rather than to mere man with
his usual imperfect, halting, irregular and inadequate
flow of speech. Viviani had been one of the Prime Min-
isters of France, since the beginning of the war. When
we heard him it was during the Premiership of Briand,
but the’ influence of Viviani was still very great.

“You are so fortunate,”” our Parisian friend told us.
“yYou could not come to the Senate at a better time.
Viviani is to speak.” He was representing the ministry
that day, on the subject of relieving families of Poilus
from paying rént., A commission had been appointed
to deal with the matter; it had made an interim report,
and now  Viviani was giving the views of the ministry.
He was treating’ the question from an economic view-
point, but occasionally there would come a torrent of
colour and feeling, irresistible and yet held perfectly in
check, as he painted the immortal achievements of the
French privates. The seriousness and reserve of Viviani
in the Senate was typical of the Paris and of the France
that we saw—ithe Paris of the boulevards, as well as the
trenches of the front. ]

We heard another Senator—Edouard Herriott—Sena-
tor from the Rhone,” and apparently perpetual Mayor
of Lyons. In one of the many recent Cabinets he was
“Minister of Alimentation” (Food Control). He is one
of the constructive thinkers and patriots of France, and
he, too, spoke with a moderation and a calmness, not
with the same supernatural fluency as Viviani, but with
equally trained and sound judgment.

In one of the front benches that afternoon sat an old
man. We noticed him first when he rose .and walked
over to talk with a colleague. ¥e was a white-haired
old gentleman, very tall, but bent under the weight of
age. We saw him later in his own private bureau and
realized then that something else besides age was weigh-
ing him down. At this time we did ngt know who he was
and asked our friend. *“That is the Minister of Finance,
Ribot,”” was the reply. That old many at a time of life
when rest and retrospection in some villa of Normandy

should have been his natural lot, was
pearing the load of financing France
through the long-continued crisis of the
war. Since then a still greater responsi-
pility has come upon him—he is now
Premier of France.

URTHER light on the character
of this great man is given by the
New York Sun as follows:

Viviani has written into the French
laws more statutes that are socialistic
in their essence than any other of his
comrades in the party. What ig more,
these laws have been taken up and
adopted by ‘other countries where
socialism has been a dead letter so far
as politics is_concerned.

Furthermore, contrary to the doctrines
of socialism, he has been an ardent
militarist. Years before the world-war
he besought preparedness, and when the
war came he plunged into the military
activities with an ardour that amazed
those who knew his previous capacity
for work, His career in public life bas
been the briefest among the principal
emissaries, but it has been a vivid flash
across the pages of the history of his
country.

One of Viviani's great resources is his
intense optimism. From the first dark
hours, even when the Germans were
knocking at the outer gates of Paris,
his faith never faltered. There came
criticism of the country’s policy from
the "Chamber of Deputies, which har-
bours as many malcontents as our own
Congress. :

‘““This is no hour for pessimism,” an-

nounced Viviani, in a ringing speech.. “Let every man
be at his post.” i

Viviani never has tried to throw a veil of secrecy

ver the blunders of his country. He told the Deputies
rf’.)rankly that mistakes had been made, mistakes that took:
tremendous toll in blood. But he went further than:
that. He asked the men of the Chamber to help point:
out the mistakes, to constitute themselves as inspectors
of the military organization. He guaranteed them full:
opportunity for a view of the lines. It is significant that
since that time the carping has stopped.

Whnen Viviani throws his heart into the effort there
is little withotanding his eloqueace. He has gained the |
reputation of being one of the Zoremost spellbinders of:
his country. His skill in debate is the standard of all
new members of Parliament.

ND now Papa Joffre, the Generalissimo, beloved ;
of all France and all the friends of France,!
upon whose thick and cheerful shoulders fell:

the task of turning the French nation against the:!
great enemy of mankind; who for two years orga‘n-zﬁ
ized the French mnation into a great army and the:
army into a silent, heroic unity that held against the -
worst foe that ever descended and ravaged a beauti-
ful land; who against the deadliest war machine .
ever known kept his army nibbling and holding and
mnever giving way except when it was good strategy :
to do so; who steadied emotional France into a great:
resisting people inspired by memeories of Napoleon,:
but more by the presence of the iplain, silent and:
unconquerable Joffre.
This man was only a few hours in Montreal. It
was a great compliment to Canada—especially to !
French Canada—that he came at all. The pictures:
on this page are a few episodes in that visit of Sun-:
day, May 13, 1917, never to be forgotten in the Canada;
that has France for a mother land in history.
. And of Joffre’s work as a goldier in this war, Frank
H. Simonds says, in the New York Tribune: ;
The problem of Joffre on the morning of the Great War‘.
was the greatest problem that had ever fallen to a single !
general. With insufficient armies, ill-equipped; with a.
northern frontier defenceless and open; with willing but.
weak British Allied, he had to stem the flood of a German '
invasion organized over forty years for the blow that.
was to destroy France. ;
The measure of the man Joffre is best taken in the
fact that he failed frequently before he won completely.
His initial offensive in Lorraine broke down under Ger-:
man -heavy artillery. For the same reason his attacks,
in the Ardennes and at Charleroi failed. Mobile heavy
artillery on the German side triumphed over gallant]
infantry, unsupponted save by field-artillery, and in the!
third week of August Joffre contemplated a situation
(Concluded on page 20.)

Joffre took off his coat once in Europe before the Battle of the

He puts it on here in Montreal—a bit chilly after the

southern airs of Washington and New York. To the left is Mayor
Mederic ‘Martin, .in magisterial regalia.
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MERICA on her greatest holiday or Glorious Fourth never rolled out
such a sea of excited, energizing humanity as the crowd that swept
through New York to greet Viviani and Gen. Joffre. England appe-als

to the intellect of America. France, the sister republic, makes her impression
rather on the emotions. The photograph shows a general view at the City
Hall as the party turned into the Park. Above—the Stars and Stripes floats
over the residence of Lloyd George on Downing St. A few months ago there

was little enthusiasm in the United States for England. Now there is plenty.
&

HE Duma is not dead. It is only in @ bad way. The Parliament of the
T Russian people will yet—nobody knows when—be the real voice of
Russia if such a thing exists. In the Duma the army has its own repre-
sentatives, the Council of Soldiers’ Deputies. The deputies are themselves
soldiers. If the Council of Workmen and Soldiers will only act as much in
the intereésts of Russia as the Duma thought it did when the portrait of the
Czar was removed from the frame shown at the back of the rostrum, the
army of Russia might have a chance to save the nation.
In the photographs below, Prince Lvoff, Premier, and Paul Miliukoff, Foreign
Minister, are at the grave-side of those killed during the Revolution.
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A Story that on First Reading Interests Everybody but Golfers, and the Second
Time Over Gets the Golfers Also

its title. I don’t know anything more about

golf than you do. I might have been a

rattling good player by this time if it had not
been for my sisters, because Cora and I are as alike
as twin peas, except that she has got her hair up
and puts nail paste on her lips, And I could have
gone down to the links as well as not and played
in her place in bad weather, and only old Colonel
Appleby and the secretary out, and the secretary,
Mr. Brownlee, is nearssighted. I told Cora and Eileen
and Martha (Martha is my married sister) that I[
would keep well away out of sight, and they’d never
recognize me if they would only let me try my fist
at it on rainy days, and nobody would be a cent out
of pocket, either., But do you believe they would?
Not one of them took my part. It wasn’t the money
s0 much, and dad was i)emteatly willing. But myother
and the girls said I couldn’t join until Eileen is mar-
ried and I have come out, Eileen’s fiance is in Mesgo-
potamia, and it’s & nice outlook for me. Sometimes
if 1 wake up in the night I turn cold all over with
fancying myself still a flapper and my hair turning
grey. How do T know that Gerald won't get killed
or fall in love with an BEgyptian. And it’s not likely
Rileen will get another chance, she’s twenty-six and
there are no eligible men left, anyway. Of course
she might do with a returned soldier if he wasn’t
too badly knocked to pieces. She’s had some train-
ing as a nurse. But the doubt of the thing is pretty
hard on me.

The reason I wanted so much to learn golf, is be-
cause Cora is the lady champion of the Pacific Coast,
and she's awfully cocky about it. I can beat her
at tennis, and at hockey, and I can even beat dad at
billiards. He and I play a lot in the evemings. He
and I both know I could put it ail over Corrie if I
had the chance, and of course that’s why I don’t get
the chance. Dad sympathizes with me. « Poor old
dad, not a son to his name and four girls. He and

" mother wanted terribly for me to be a son. I sup-
poge that’s the reason that although I was born a
girl, I've got all a boy’s emergy and aspirations. It’s
pretty hard. On rainy days when the boys can play
footer or any -old thing they like, I've got to:stay
in and read or practise or sew or knit, and all those

‘NOBODY needs to shy at this story because of

» perfectly good golf clubs in the cupboard and Cora’s
tweed skirt and jersey and brogues and things fitting
me as ‘well as they do her.

OWEVER, things happened. They began in the
most harmless way. But “C’est le premier pas

qui coute,” as the French say, It was just the same

the time I took out the motor car. The first thing
was to get it out of the garage. A slight thing
enough, but leading to most unforeseen results. I
had just cleared the doors when I ran over the caf,
then I broke the left hand back gate clean off its
hinges, and dashing into a telephone post, smashed
one of the front lamps, new ones they were, too. 1
got the blame for a horse Tunning away and upsetting
‘a cart full of groceries, although it was not my fault,
‘for the horse was not tied, and anyway, mothing was
hurt a bit' except a lot of eggs smashed. Then I
knocked over a Chinese laundry waggon. After that,
/ when the motor was climbing the steepest hill in
town, not because, goodness knows, I wanted it to,
but because it would in spite of me, and 1 tried to
change the gear, I disconnected the whole works,
and started slithering back down the hill. As we
were nearly at the top when I made my false move,
the descent grew more rapid every step, and we
gimply ploughed . across the ™ boulevard when we
reached the bottom, sprinted into Mrs. Winterburn’s
garden, flattening all her dahlias, and crashed into
her celtar windows. They had an awful time getting
us out. Part of the car and I were in the cellar, and
we did a lot of damage to her plumbing and stationary
tubs. But, of course, it was really Mrs. Winterburn’s
fault. She is an American and does not believe in
fences. If she had had a fence, we would probably

have just bent it or something. However, she was

By N. de BERTRAND LUGRIN

very nice to me and gave me stuff to drink and rubbed
me till the doctor came.

Well, it was just such a little thing as getting
the car out of the garage that started this other
affair, although results in this latter case were not
disastrous, but only very, very wonderful.

It was Satunday and rainy., We were all about the
fire in the sitting moom. The girls and mother had
been talking for a week of an officer by the name of
Forsythe, who was coming to town ‘specially for the
golf. He was a returmed soldier on furlough, a
D.S.0., and had had all kinds of write-ups in the
papers. Cora had been practising early and late,
she was to give an exhibition match while he was
here. Besides, he was young and unmarried. Sud-
denly Cora very vexatiously:

“Now I have done a stupid thmg, left my clubs
at the club house.”

I started to slide out 'of the room without being
noticed, but “would Jeannie”—I am always Jeannie
if I'm to be wheedled into doing anything—*“would
Jeannie put on her rainceat and run down and get
them and take them to Brown to be cleaned?”

NO,»J eannie would not put on her rainclothes and
go out in the wet for sister. Sister could just
jolly well go and get the clubs herself.

“Mother,” Cora pleaded wailingly, ‘“please insist.
I've got these bed socks to finish for the box this
afternoon, and they must be at the Red Cross rooms
by four.” -

“Yes,” I said, wra,thﬁl}ly, “and I suppose Jeannie
is going to be asked to deliver those things, too.
Well, she won’t do it.”

“Jean,” said mother, “It’s only drizzling, and the
walk to the links will do you good. You are always
s0 ,eager for an excuse to go down to the links, I
should think Jyou would be glad to get ‘the clubs.’”

“Whoever said I was glad for an excuse to go down

to the links?” I asked, angrily. “Nobody but a fool
would want to go puddling around down there in the
wet unless they were going to play.”

“And I've got an hour’s work to do on my dress,”
went on Cora, “if I'm to go to the dance to-night.”

“If you’re to go to the dance to-night,” I said, sar-
castically, “when you've been talking, thinking, eat-
ing, sleeping dance for a week.,”

However, after a bit I said I would go, because
I had got an idea—the first step “premier pas” I
mentioned a while ago. Cora thanked me effusively
and offered me half of a box of chocolates that was
in her dressing-table drawer. But I told her I didn’t
want her candy, that I wasn’t going for her, but for
“mums.” Besides, 1 didn’t feel it would be quite
the square thing to take the candy in view of what
I had made up my mind to do.

Her tweed skirt and her rose-coloured jersey fitted
me exactly, and the brogues and the new plaid stock-
ings filled me with pride. I'm a bit longer and leaner
in the leg than she, but that didn’t matter. I put all
my hair up, but as it does mot curl like Cora’s, I
found some little false ringlets in her drawer that
she had for some fancy dress affair, and I pinned
them on under the tam-o’-shanter. I looked quite
dolly.

I went out of the house by the back door and.

across the fields. It’s a short cut the giris often
take. Nobody saw me. And there was not a soul
at the club house. I got the clubs all right. Just as
1 knew, old Colonel Appleby and Mr. Brett, the secre-
tary, were playing away off on the horizon. I was
quite safe.

I made a splendid beginning. The very first ball
was a bird. I made up my mind to go right around
the eighteen holes. But I was not so lucky at the
second hole. T lost two balls and dug up a good bit
of the turf. No one saw me except Teddy Appleby,
the Colonel’s grandson, who was supposed to be
caddying for his grand-dad, but who had run away.
He helped me put the grass back. To test my

makeup I asked him to guess which one of the Miss
Devers 1 was., He said promptly I was mnot Miss
Dever at all, I was Jean. I said, “Teddy, I'm sur-
prised,” just like Cora, and then the little fellow
blushed and said, “Oh, yes, now I know, you're Miss
Cora, but a while back there when you said, ‘Blame
that ole golf bald,’ I thought you was Jean.” He
called me Miss Cora always after that, prefacing and
ending every remark with “Miss Cora” until I got
quite tired of him and sent him off to find his
grandfather.

1 think it was at the fifth hole that the ball got
in the most abominable little guet-apens—that’s a
French word, it means a trap, but not a rat-trap.

You only get in guet-apens in war or something ‘liks

that, but it’s what the ball was in, anyway. I tried
one club after another, and if Teddy could have heard
me, he would have been quite certain I was me.

All of a sudden I heard someone say:

“By Jove, you know, you've no right to do that,”
and 1 was quite frozen in an instant with horror.
1 did not dare turn round. You see, there was quite
a little avalanche of bits of turf all about the guer-
apens, and I was not sure whether that was what
was meant or whether my identity had been dis-
covered. A last I peeped over my shoulder expecting

to see Colonel Appleby, the voice was like his, rather

gruff and commanding and insolent. But it was not
Colonel Appleby. It was a stranger. He wore tweed
knickers and a most uncouth plaid jacket. He was
bare-headed and his hair curled. He had a moustache
about as big as a minute, and he leaned on his golf
clubs and looked at me piercingly; After all, what
business had a perfect stranger to find fault with
me, for all he knew I might be Eileen or Martha, and
every member can tear the turf up providing he or
she pays for it. I said, coldly, :
“I beg your pardon.”

“I beg your pardon,” he said, smiling with rather

a nice white smile. “I had no right to say anything,
of course, but I have heen watching you for some
time, You'’ve got a beautiful shot there, you know.
If you will only use your niblick properly. Here,
let me show you.”

And he did show me, made the play with the
utmost ease and’ curled that beastly little ball out
of that guet-apens into the hole as if the hole had
obligingly opened to receive it.

“That,” said I, forgetting myself in my admiration,
“was a corker, You are some little golf-player, are
you not?”

He looked at me, his eyebrows raised for a minute,
and then laughed heartily. “Am I to take that as
a compliment?” he asked.

“Yes,” 1 said, my face getting uncomfortably hot
all of a sudden. “It’s a Canadian slang way of say-
ing ‘“That was an excellent shot.’ Permit me to con-
gratulate you on your finesse as a player.”

“I like the Canadian way best,” said he. “I stood
and listened to you for a little while when you did
not see me, and I was lost in admiration. It is so

-much more forcible than mere conventional English,”

NICE state of things! I have mno idea what

language I had been using. I must correct
bad impressions. ‘Nt lacks dignity,” I said, as primly
as I could. “I am trying to break myself of using
slang. It impoverishes the wvocabulary, and besides,
what could be more forcible than the simple, yet
beautiful English of Shakespeare and the Bible?” I
asked, triumphantly.

“Oh, lord,” said he, and he looked so comica.} that
I laughed before I could ‘stop myself, and then he
laughed and we both laughed. He said, in a minute,
“My name is Forsythe. I came in last night. Three
weeks ago T was on the Somme. I'm srt-opping with
my uncle, Hugh Kennedy.”

‘““Then,” said I, “you're a lieutenant-colonel or some-
thing, aren’t you?”

“Oh, no,” he replied, “just a plain captain.”

“You rank very high as a golf-player,” said I
“You’ve got the whole town talking about you, and
practising’ to meet you, and show their best shots.
And lots of the girls have new jerseys and shoes
and——" :

“Stockings,” he suggested, looking at mine.

“0Oh,” T told i’ﬁ\m, “I haven’t 'b,een planning to meet
you. I haven’t taken the slightest inferest in you.
I've been bored to death with hearing about you.”
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“Don’t you like me any better now you’ve seen
me?” he asked. o :

“I am more interested in you,” I confessed.

“Why?” he urged.

“On account of your appalling jacket,” T replied.
“Your Joseph’s coat. But then, it’s just like you
Englishmen to wear a thing like that, no one else
wowld have such a boundless nerve.”

“I don’t see anything wrong with this coat,” he
®aid; “it’s loose and warm. I bought it in Scotland.”

Just then Colonel Appleby and Teddy hove in sight
followed by the little secretary.

“T must get on,” I said. “I'd like to finish this
game, but I specially don’t want to meet Mr. Brett.
I'm going home.”

“Not,” said he, “until you have told me your name.”

DID not want to go home. Surely if I could
get over the hill I could scurry down the
course and have some good tries before dusk with-

__out being recognized. So without stopping to think

of any consequences, I said,

“I am Cora Dever,” and then ran toward the hill.
To my surprise, he followed. We were in its shelter
on the side farthest away from the oncoming trio
when T stopped for breath.

“What are you coming, too, for?” I asked.

“Well,” he pretended to be crestfallen, “I see I'm
not wanted, but I met those two duffers at dinner

Jast night, and I'm not equal to them so soon again.”

“You're making a great mistake,” I told him. “You
have not seen Colonel Appleby when he is most
interesting. He has a stock of the most wonderful

gwear words \amy\body'ever heard. But he only uses

them on the links.”

~] didn’t know that,” said the captain, as if he
had half a mind to go after the colonel.

“Yes,” said I, encouragingly. “He seems inspired
down here. Sometimes I just sit and listen,” and
that’s the truth, Cora and Eileen say they often for-
get to play with wondering what he will say next.
“Jt's really quite amazing,” I went on, “the immense
aumber of swear words he knows. He almost makes
poetry with them. I should think it would be a real
education for anybody that cares for that sort of
thing to be with him, and you might find it useful
when you get back to the front.” L% -

However, he didn’t seem to be of my mind, but
trailed along after me offering to carry my clubs. It
was ail very disappointing. How could I play under
the ecircumstances and ruin Cora’s reputation first
shot, it T hadn’t done it already. So I watched the
captain. He showed me a few of his choice piays.
But he did not seem very keen about playing, either,
rather wanted to talk.. He told me a lot of interesting
things, and some good stories. He made me laugh,
and struck me as being rather a good sort. After a
bit, it had stopped raining and the sun was out, we
sat down to rest on a little seat under an oak tree
seéure from observers. As I am nearly sixteen, I
realized that the captain was trying to flirt a bit
‘at'bhis stage of the proceedings, and I set myself
to puzzling what Cora would say under the circum-
stances. Cora is an awfully mice sort of girl, 'no
nonsense about her, and yet a good sport, and a
great favourite with the men. But the captain was
very eMgible, and for days I had heard mother and
Fileen and Martha talking about him, of his being
an officer with a private income besides, and such
a golf enthusiast, and coupling his name with Cora’s
in the most unmistakable manner, although if you
had suggested that they were making any plans or
had any hopes they would have all been vastly %n-
dignant, Still, as much as I had seen of the captain,
I felt he would be a splendid match for Corrie, and
1 did not want to put her in wrong the first thing.

So it was rather a responsibility for me taking the

whole thing together. I tried honestly to be .a,s
charming as he said I Wwas. But a terrﬂ.:mle thing
happened. The little false curls I had pinned on
came off. They simply fell into my lap as we sat
talking. For a moment I was speechless, then I
dared to look at him, and his eyes were far away,
much too far away, and the musqﬂes all down the
side of his face were twitching in a ﬁran‘tic. manner.

“Why don’t you laugh out loud,” I said, in disgust.
“Of course it’s funny. I know it's funny.”

So then he did laugh. He laughed so hard I
thought something would happen to him, he being

CANADIAN COURIER.
invalided home and all that. After . a while I
laughed, too. i s

“But,” said 1, with my thoughts on poor Cora’s
reputation, ‘“you must not think all my hair
comes off.”

“l must believe it,” said he, conclusively, “unless
you can prove to the contrary.”

“Nothing easier,” I retorted, triumphantly. Cora’s
hair and mine are precisely the same colour, so I
was quite safe. I took off my tam, pulled the pins
out of my hair and shook it all down around me.
There’s a lot of it and it’s real girlie hair, light as
a baby’s. I peeped at him from behind it. ‘“Now,
yvou see,” I said, “and you may pull it if you like
to be sure it’'s on tight.”

He put out his hands and gathered some of it up.

“By Jove,” he said.

“Pull it,” I advised him, “to make sure.”

He gave it a little tug with both hands.

“How’s that?” I asked.

“It’s fast, all right,” said he.

Then I realized that his face was very close to
mine.

“Don’t you dare,” I hissed. dragging my hair away
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and myself away and putting all of it, not all of me,
but all my hair under the tam. -

“I don’t know that I was going to,” he said, a bit
gloomily, “but why not?”

“Because—"’ I began,\indignantly, and then I hesi-
tated. I could not explain to him that I loathed the
very thought of lovemaking and kissing and that 1
had told dad—not mother, because it would make
her feel too badly—that I would never marry, but
meant to be the editor of a sporting paper. But now
that 1 was impersonating Cora, I could not let him
know my real feelings. I must pretend.

“You know,” I said, drawing away from him as
far as the seat would let me, and trying to look very
sweet and demure, “no self-respecting girl would
permit any man to kiss her unless it was the man
she was going to marry.”

“Well,” said he, “we might overcome all obstacles
i you were willing.” y .

I was not quite sure of what he meant by that, so
I merely laughed softly, and said T must go home.
But he detained me. He told me he considered our
meeting one of the most wonderful things that had
ever happened to him. His uncle had written to him
about Cora being the lady champion of the Pacific

Coast, and -had also described her as the prettiest
girl he bad ever seen. So he had been.looking for-
ward all the way from France to meeting her. Fate,
hé said, played strange tricks sometimes, and she
had led us to one another in an undreamed of way.
He might have met me for years and never had the
real glimpse of me thai he had had this aftermoon.
And because it had all been so unconventional, in-
formal and all that sort of thing, he could say to me
frankly, “Cora, you are adorable.”

Well, that was very satisfactory, but I knew I must
hurry away then and there, so as not to destiroy
his good opinion. I told him while I was very glad
he liked me, and had enjoyed meeting me, that I
had a request to make which he must grant if he
ever expected to see me again. He asked what it
was with great eagerness. 1 explained that he must
promise mever, on his honour as a soldier and a
gentleman, to refer to this meeting again, never by
s0 much as a word or a glance. If he did;, from that
time forth I would never speak to him. He lau;ghed
at first, but when he realized I was in deadly earnest,
he consented. But he asked me to save him ten
dances for that night.

Naturally 1 refused to discuss the dance at all.
And I also refused with much trepidation, for T was
afraid he would come anyway, to allow him to walk
home ‘with me. I told him I would be ashamed to
be seen with a man in such a jacket as he was
wearing, and then I ran as fast as my legs could carry
me, and'they could carry me pretty fast in such a
short skirt, and the last I saw of him, he was standing
Just ‘where I had left him looking after me.

It was easy enough to slip in the house without
being seen. Easy enough to change into my own
clothes and nobody the wiser, though I did have an
awful time cleaning Corrie’s shoes. I.did not see
any of the family until dinner time, andy then at the
table mother said: ¢

“Jeannie, your walk did you good. Your eyes ars
as bright as diamonds.” :

“And look at the child’s cheeks,” said dad.
“Jeannie, have you been putting anything on your
cheeks ?”’

Dear old dad, when we were playing billiards
after dinner I did so want to tell him what I had
let Cora in for. But I didn’t like to worry him. |
watched the girls get ready for the dance with a
shaky conscience. I told Cora if she wanted to
make an impression on the captain she ought not
to be too dignified, but to treat him in a friendly,
easy manner. She laughed at me and called out what
I had said to Eileen in the mext room. Often I
stepped beside her to look at our two faces in the
glass side by side.

“We do look alike, don’t we, Corrie?” I asked.

“For heaven’s sake, Jean,” said she, testily, “at *
least you've asked me that twenty times already
tonight. And I do wish you would keep away from
the mirror. Who is going to the dance, you or 1?”

“Oh, excuse me for living,” I said. I didn’t want
to watch her. I was not interested in her clothes
or Eileen’s, either, but I was a bit nervous. I tried
to stay awake until they came home, so that I should
hear if anything surprising had happened, but T went
to sleep.

As a mle I never listen to their after-the-ball
gossip, but Sunday morning, as soon as they gathered
round the fire with “mums,” 1 took a seat nearby
and pretended to be reading the paper.

FIRST thing I learned, Cora had made a con-
quest of the captain, that he had never let
her out of his sight the whole evening, and that
everybody was talking about it. But Cora did not
seem, to plume herself much aboui it. Pressed for
reasons she said she thought he was crazy. Mother
suggested he was suffering from gas shock, But
Cora said'he had had no experience with gas, that
he had only been 'shot in the leg and was all right
now. Kileen said that she found him a perfect
dancer, almost as good as Gerald, and very charming
and well-bred, and that everybody but Cora had sung
his praises. -

Mother asked for a more definite explanation of
his behaviour.

“Well,” said Cora, ‘“the very first moment he was
introduced, which was as soon as I had entered the

(Concluded on page 20.)
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HOW THE WAR LOOKS NOW

HE loss of Fresnoy is a regrettable intern B S DN RE Y
 Jude, Tt & is 0o more than an interlude. . Written Especiaily for the Canadian Courier
Already we hear that portion of the vil- L -
Since the change in our going-to-press schedule 'Mr., Coryn's

lage—if @ smoldering heap of ruins can
be called a village—has been recovered, that the
Canadians have been strongly reinforced, and
that there has been a heavy bombardment as the

y

Argonaut syndicate copy could not arrive from San Francisco in
time for simultaneous pubiication.
made for special articles by this student of the war, written ex-
clusively for this paper.—Editor.

CAnR-Y N

A new arrangement has been

It will be noticed that every fresh blow struck
by the British and the French is at some new
point on the immediate battle line. Rarely do
we find two successive assaults directed against
the same objective. The reason for this is fairly
obvious if we consider the manner in which these
attacks are brought. .The first stage is an artil-

prelude to a new assault. It is easy to under-
stand what happened. The counter attack was
brought with overwhelming strength, and so
quickly that the Canadians had no opportunity to
consolidate their gains. The Germans poured in
division after division of fresh troops and a withe
ering artillery fire from ranges already measured.
Their determination is evidence of the import-
ance that they attach to their new line and the
desperate measures that they will take to save
it as the one frail barrier that stands between
them and retreat.

The consolidation of a captured position is a
term that is often used and it has a wide mean-
ing. First of all, the trench has to be repaired,
and it will be badly in need of repair after many
days of pounding by big guns. In the second
place, the parapets and sandbag shelters must be
moved from the west side of the trench to the
east. A trench in German occupation would of
course have its parapet and sandbag defences
on its western edge, that is to say, on the side
nearest to its enemies. But with the trench in
British hands the parapets and sandbags must be
moved to the eastern edge, or the edge nearest
to the Germans. The remains of the German
wire entanglements must be cleared away from
the west of the trench; and new wire entangle-

ments must be erected to the.east. And finally, Approximate posiion
the German communication trenches running at af German refirement
right angles with the fighting trench must be ef- m;ﬁeﬁmwa"
fectually barred and guarded to prevent incur- 8909040000000

sions into the captured trench from the still un-
. captured fortifications to the eastward. All this
must be done under fire and under the glare of

searchlights and star rockets that are quick to
disclose the presence of men at work on wire
entaglements or the construction of mnew
trenches.

In the meantime we find that the French have
met with an almost unchecked success at the south-
ern end of the Hindenburg line. They took Craonne
on Friday, May 4. On Sunday, May 6, we learned
of another advance along the road from Soissons to
Laon over a distance of about four miles. French
troops, we are told, have captured all the plateau
in the neighbourhood of Czerny and Craonne and
the hills dominating the valley of the Ailette River,
A glance at the map will show in a moment the im-
portance of this movement. Soissons and Craonne
constitute the base of a triangle of which Laon is
the apex. From Craonne to Laon is about eight
miles and from Soissons to Laon about twenty miles.
The Ailette River runs half way between Soissons
and Laon. The French are evidently advancing upon
Laon from both exiremities of the base, that is to
say, to the northwest from Craonne, and to the
northeast from Soissons. Laon is supposed to be
strongly fortified, but we may have our doubts about
thig, although cities naturally lend themselves to the
purposes of defence. Immediately northwest of Laon
is La Fere, and both Laon and La Fere are strong-

. holds of the Hindenburg line. '

It would be hard to exaggerate the importance of
the capture of Craonne, It was one of the critical
events of the great battle that is now being waged.
Craonne and Laon together constitute the southern
of the two hinges that unite that line with the old
system of trench fortificationss Vimy marks the
northern of those hinges, and while we must wait

awhile before saying that they have actually been -

burst open we may at least believe that the crow-
_ bar has been vigorously inserted and that the joints
are visibly widening. If Laon is presently taken the
southern hinge will be shattered, and the Hinden--
- burg line will exist no longer., It will be in full re-
treat to the east. A slight further advance by the-
: ‘British will do the same thing to the northern hinge.
- Indeed it is quite on the cards that the Germans will

£

A GLANCE AT THE MAP

take time by the forelock and begin their retirement.

at once.- It depends on how much confidence they
feel in their ability to hold Laon and to maintain
their grip on the north of the line. !
{
IMY and Craonne are the two extremities of the
Hindenburg line, which constitutes the third
side of the great triangle of which the other two
sides are the lines evacuated by the Germans in
their great retirement early in February. Vimy was
taken by the Canadians, but the full results of their
success were delayed by the construction of a second
German line immediatély to the east, about fifteen
miles in length, and extending from Drocourt to
Queant. This is the Wotan Line, and it is so close
to the old Hindenburg Line immediately before it
that it served to bridge the gap caused by the loss
of Vimy. This line is now being attacked in force,
and considerable results have already been achieved,
although the momentary loss of Quesnoy has delayed
the British advance. None the less the enveloping
movement around Lens continues, and its fall can-
not be far off. But the French success at Craonne
is of the utmost moment because it bids fair actu-
ally to sever the Hindenburg Line from its support
to the east and to threaten it either with envelop-
ment or with compulsory retirement. Without a pre-
cise knowledge of the topographical situation it is

impossible to state the imminence of the danger to’

which the Hindenburg Line is now exposed, In other
words, we cannot say if the hinge has actually been
pried loose, or if the screws are still maintaining
an uncertain hold. But the danger to that line is a
real one and a great one. It is increasing every day.
A similar success by the British in the mnorth, the
capture of Lens or of Cambrai, would ;seal its fate.
The whole line would have to fall back, and with it
would go the old established lines from Arras to the
North Sea, and from Rheims to Verdun and Metz.
We may reasonably believe that this is what we are
about to see.

‘ line, although slow, has been continuous.

lery bombardment, not only against the point
selected for attack, but along the whole front
of the line. In this way the Germans are kept
in doubt as to the actual area to be assailed, and
they are thus unable to mass troops for its de-
fence.. But secrecy of this kind would be impos-
sible, or at least difficult, without a command of
the air,. The .prying aeroplanes would quickly
detect the movement of large bodies of men, and
it would know exactly what it portended. So es-
sential is it to guard against the aero-
plane that men in ~the trenches are
ordered not to look up at the machines passing
overhead lest the gleam of white faces should
betray their presence and numbers. The inten-
sity of the air combats that so often precede a
battle is due to the determination of one side to
discover the point that is to be attacked, and the
determination of the other side to hide that
knowledge. The assault is carried out as soon as
the bombardment is considered sufficient to clear
away the wire entanglements, to isolate the enemy
from reinforcements and supplies, and to break
his morale by the incessant explosions. How-
. ever successful the attack may be it will usually
‘be found that the speed of the advance gradu-
ally diminishes, that the fighting fades away, and ~
that 'quiet is presently restored until some new
attack is brought elsewhere. This, of course, is
due to the rushing of reinforcements to the
threatened spot until a balance of force is q.t-
tained. It is due also to the necessity of bring-
ing up new supplies to the advancing lines, mov-
ing the guns into new positions and finding the
new ranges, massing fresh stores of ammunition
for defence and attack, and congolidating the
captured positions. It is now a cardinal prin-
ciple with the British armies, and of course With
the French armies also, never to allow advancing
troops to outstrip the supporting guns, DO mat-
ter how great the temptation to advance may be.
The success of the Allies against the Hindenburg
In the
early days of the war there was always the expec-
tation of German victory. In these later days there
is the same expectation of Allied victory. There are
very few checks. An attack by the French or the
British means almost invariably an advance. The
explanation, so far as the mechanism of war 1scon:
cerned. is obvious. It is to be found in the Supep-
fority of the Allied artillery and in the abundance of
the munition supply. We learn that the (i}erm.a.ns_
are using gung that they fook from the Russians tye
years ago, and that can be fired only about a dozen
times a day. This does not mean inat SHere i a.n\
actual shortage of guns in the German ot but- b
doubtedly there is a relative shortage in, comparison
with those that are at the service of the Allies:: Ang
there is something more than a relative shortage uf
the ammunition supply. Orders of the day found °?‘ :
German prisoners cofitain strong reoammengvtaﬁm‘m
to economy, while the Germans seem lesstho ‘ten Lo
resort to the barrage and the curtain ﬁrei ta uilave
proved so tremendously efficacious agan;l e,
But it ig in the calibre of their men ﬂ_’“’t e Allies
are now demonstrating their superiority. e f?r
man, the Frenchman and the Briton are ipefﬂor o
fighting power to their opponents. Theyi R uiuTe
initiative, they have more military intell g:jnce,t AR
they have the morale that comes With e dg]x;nﬂy ot
political freedom. So long as the French and British
: i adequate military

were, relatively unsupported by & : :
pe worsted, but now

equipment they were liable 10 o dE
that the energy and the skill of thei peo:;h ¢ 10». I
hind them they are showing the mastery S
corded to them by superiority of moralp, and idteili

gence. ¢ it
It may be that the battle for the mnd::b::i :in&h :
by no means over. The issues g i ‘t ~

>



the Germans are not likely to retire with-
out an enormous effort to keep their footing.
It is probably true that they have now more
men on the western front than at any pre-
vious stage of the war. But their quality
has obviously deteriorated. They seem no
longer to have the consciousness of strength
that they had. Nothing is so demoralizing
as repeated failures. But it is now - nearly
. certain that the Hindenberg line can not be
held. If the Germans could not retain Vimy
and Chronne they can not resist the crow-
bars that are being applied in the north and
the south. This is one of the time when a
gain of a mile or two, perhaps one might
say of a few hundred yards, may mean the
decision of a campaign. There is a critical
moment in every tension when a fracture
becomes imminent, when it must inevitably
follow even the least increase of strain. At
the same time it is well to be cautious in
prediction. The unexpected sometimes
happens. The German resistance may so far
stiffen that further advance becomes int-
possible. But it is highly unlikely. The
French and British are now SO well co-
ordinated, their actions are so measured and
deliberate, their advances are so cautiously
subordinated to the movements of the cum-
bersome artillery, that their success 1s
nearly certain. We may believe with some
reasonable confidence that we are about to
witness the evacuation of France and a re-
tirement upon so large a scale as to throw
all previous retirements into the shade.
There is now something that the German
commanders fear much more than military

They don’t call Sir
Douglas Haig a war
lord, but he was a
veteran of two big
wars when the Junk-
ers were making war
on paper.
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defeat. They dread the wrath of their own
deceived people much more than that of
their enemies. Otherwise they would have
tallen back to the Belgian frontier long age.
We have only to read the German buHetins
with their careful suppressions of the truth
and suggestions of the false to understand
something of the military mesmerism that
they have exercised upon their readers. In
no other way can we account for the stupefy-
ing fact that Germans of intelligence are
still discussing the extent of French soil that
is to be permanently occupied, and the
amount of the indemnities that they will
demand. It 1is alike . bewildering and
pathetic. One would suppose that maps are
unknown in Germany, and that no realiza-
tion ever comes to the readers of these
bulleting that the daily reports of “suc-
cesses” show a steady movement eastward,
or that the Wotan line, for example, i3 to
the east of the Hindenberg line, or that the
“impregnable” Vimy now lies well to the
west of the fighting. But then the Germans
have not been told of the loss of Vimy.
Realization must, of course, come, and the
moment of its coming is the perpetual night-
mare confronting the German command.

Editor’s Note:—Owing to the best of &
week's journey before this war article
reaches the editor’s desk, readers will find
it necessary to trace back somewhat the
events of a week previous. The writer
has not found it necessary to revise his
original estimate of the belligerents made
when the United States was a neutral,

DID PRESIDENT WILSON PROPHESY?

1R THOMAS BARCLAY, writing in the New
York Times, says that President Wilson, in
1903, foretold that the United States would be

on the side of the Entente whenever a great war
should break out. Sir Thomas, who has been.called
Father of the Entente, pbecause he worked 'so hard
»g time to bring it about, bases his

in King Bdward _
" conclusion on a talk he had with Woodrow Wilson
of New Jersey.

before he became GoOvernor :
Let me explain, he says, how this conversation

came about.
1t was in N

of St. Andrew, the patron
Scotchmen all over the world celebrate on the 30th

of November by a panquet. Now, in the United
States, all those who have one Scotch ancestor con-
sider themselves Seoteh. It is the royal blood of
the United States! :

On my left I had as a neighbour a man whose
fine Scotch head, firm and determined mouth and
intellectual brow I had already noticed. I looked at
his place card—President of the University of
Princeton,” it read. :

wphat will mean nothing to you,” he observed,
«} will give you my private card” I, .being a'
foreigner, was supposed to be ignorant even of the
test-known things of the country.

«But it does mean something” I said. ' I was well
acquainted by hearsay with him who by his strength

‘ of character, genius for organization and indifference

toward superannuated university pontiffs, had not
only saved Princeton, but raised it to the first rank
among trans-atlantic universities. I knew only too
well of these things, for I had come to the United
States as a member of an English committee whose
special mission was fo study American methods of
public ingtruction. ~Moreover, everybody knew the
historical works of the President of Princeton.

After terminating my work on public instruction,
1 had remained in America to renew the agitation in
favour of an arbitration treaty between England and .
the United States. The AngloFrench Entente, to
which 1 had consecrated my life up to that time, had
just been consummated by the arbitration treaty of

ew York, on the occasfon of the festival
saint of Scotland, which

Ko

}

Oct. 14, 1903. The second part of my migsion was
to bring the United States within the charmed circle
of ententes.

Wilson assured me of his support, and, in fact,
when later on the movement was definitely launched,
he did not fail to give us the backing of his well-
reasoned, moderate, and convincing words.

To pass from talk about agitation for arbitration
treaties against war to the causes of war, and thence

7z

RUPSIN
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RUSSIA WEDS DEMOCRACY.

Nervous Bridegroom: “Where the deuce is that
rlng?". —New York Times.

to the elimination of these causes, is an easy and
natural transition and Wilson spoke to me of these
things with all the freedom of a man who most
assuredly did not in the least foresee at that time
that ten years later he would be elected to the
highest and most responsible position attainable by
a man in this world.

1 do not claim to give his exact words, and I

merely 'guarantee as authentic the general sense of

«our conversation as I remember it after thirteen
yvears. This conversation has enabled me to foresee
certain attitudes taken by Wilson which some of his
best informed countrymen refused to credit. The
reason ig that Wilson has the Scotch character, and
that only one possessing a Scotch soul can undef-
stand him fully. We agreed with one another so

~“remarkably well, in fact, that I must confess that T
hardly can tell now from which of us the statements
here set down emanated: -

“Your idea,” he told me, “of looking upon arbitra-
'tion treaties merely as a means of coming together
-and not as an efficacious means of settling disputes
seems excellent to me. A good commercial treaty
can have the same effect, like the treaty of 1860 be-
tween France and.England. It is the ‘entente’ that
counts; the means do not matter. - A treaty serves
as a guidepost for pointing out the road. Here in
America you must have found the ground well pre-
pared for the implantation of such an idea.

“The American does not like red tape. You will
even find big commercial firms in New York whose
partners have never dsawn up a. partnership agree-
nient. They have merely agreed upon some little
matter as a starting point and, from that, conditions
have shaped themselves according to circumstances.
These untrammeled associations are the most durable
because they operate without ‘constraint and, since
they may be dissolved at will, continue as long as
they are useful.

“In the United States you will always find sympa-
thetic support for ententes of this kind and you may
rost assured that this country will respond sooner
or later to your efforts by attaching itself to the
entente between England and France.”



DAD SAYS:

WENTY-FOURTH o May—corn’s got to be ail

in. *Twill if rain holds off, Been wonderin’ if
why we have such a peck o’ rain sometimes is on
account o’ them bombardments in Europe. Donno.
Anyhow I'm dang glad to be jammin’ corn in as fur
as I be from where they plant nothin’ but dead men
mnowadays. And T’d like to be able to write the boy
yunder—itellin’ him that we got this corn in ’cordin’
to custom by the old 24th; and that his dad an’ mam
are keepin’ up their end in supplyin’ the food so long
as we can do anything. By gum! it’s a pretty stiff
contract this year without a hired man and no Billy.
Used to think it was bad enough when I had Billy
and no hired man, Consarn it! I had a good case o’
lumbago and rheumatiz all worked up to put me on
the retired list from now on. Here I be whackin’
away it hard labour agin as though I was a convict,

HONOURING THE BRAVE OF ANY NATION -

CANADIAN COURIER

Little . Illustrated Epics. Peculiar to

the 24th of May as Understood. in

Canada, where that Exuberant Holi-

dagﬁ got most of ’lhil Great Joy it ever
a

BILLY SAYS:

EVERY man to his job. Gee, I’d like to chuck a

heap o’ these high-jinkers down in front o’ dad
in the cornfield. See him jump seven feet and holler
for kingdom come. Tinkerin’ bombs don’t bother
me much. I always was a handy boy round the old
place. Had to be. Dad never sent me to any Tech.
or Ag. College. I just maturally had to take things
up just about where he left off, These here bombs
though are things I never had any idea about .on
the farm. Nearest I ever saw to this kind o’ thing
was lawn bowls in a net. No, ’taint the same. Tech-
fiic’s altogether different. This neck o’ the woods

ain’t any tennis court or bowling green. It’s—some-
times hell. But at Vimy! By gosh! I must write
to the old folks and tet’m about that. I chucked a

few o’ these pets in that serap. There—that’s another
hand-ball veady for biz. Next?

MAW SAYS: :

E’RE economizin’ this year. Matter of fact we!
loaned our barrel churn to a woman that’s just)
moved in down the road and don’t know how to run’

any other kind. “This old pelter, dad dug it out o” -

the back shed and toggled it up, made a new dash;.
and here I be peckin’ away like I used to in the good
old days when we started to keep house. Takes
longer. I don’t mind. Our house ain’t so busy as
’twas before the gals got married and Billy went*i
away' to the war. Laws! I must write Billy an’ teli
’im I'm makin’ 50-cent butter with the old dash churn
that he used to spend so much time on after school.
How he did hate that churnin’! -

One good thing about Billy goin’ away—it’s made
his father buck up. I ain’t heard much complaint
about that lumbago and rheumatiz since he had to
knuckle down and take over the heft o’ the work agin.

lish who tried to teach Ger-

many long ago the ideas of
humanity and civilization. If Bis-
marck could see this picture, taken
in England not long ago, he would
smile an iron smile and say there
was no use in Germany trying to
teach England anything about “kul-
tur.” Here is a funeral of German
sailors who raided defenceless
towns and were killed in action By
the British gun. The British buried
these German sailors with full mili-
tary honours. Their mission in life
was damnable; their death heroic.
Britain forgets the damnable mis-
sion in the heroism of the sacrifice.
Britain pays her respects to brave
men of any race the world over.
And if this were a brave men’s
war instead of a tussle of under-
ground machinery and of gsub-
marines it would have been won
by the Allies before now. The Ger-

B ISMARCK said it was the Eng-

mans know it. “We fight from a
sense of duty,” said a captured CGer-
man officer after the [Battle wof
Vimy.. “But you Canadians secem
to fight because you like it.” Brit-
ish troops do mnot exactly hanker
to kill people; but they dearly love
a scrap in the open and they know
how to honour brave men even if
they‘are German sailors that shell
defenceless communities.  Tradi-
tions must be kept up. The British
have set themselves a géod ex-
ample by avoiding mere reprisals
in kind so far as possible even
when the devices of the Germans
might have out-witted the devil
himself. When German sailors
bury British tars with full regard to
the noble, traditions of honourable
warfare—it will be time for some

: enterpris.ing- camera-man to get a
' photograph of the event. The
‘copies might be rare -emough to
fetch a good price,

!




CANADIAN COURIER 13

' ROLLING UP againss THE RESERVES

How France and England are putting their weight on the Western Front, while Russia lies down in the East, and
hundreds of thousands of German soldiers are being rushed up against the Allies in the West. Please Mr. Mili-
: tary Expert—What has become of the Anvil and Hammer of Two Years Ago?

B y T B C. A M E R A M A N

i RANCE’S class of 1918—born

in 1898—called to the
colours. Their last look at dear
old Paris—for a while. Russia
may not be ready with her last
moujik, as the Czar said, but

France will never be Ger-

manized.

f
1

BUILDING
LIGHT
RAILWAYS.

eeco

OP picture to the left shows a bit of the real thing, the French crossing a bridge
blown up by the Germans on the road to St. Quentin. The bridge may drop
into the canal any moment. But St. Quentin lies beyond. bne more French town

retaken from the invaders!
4 »
UST below is a photograph of what the British had to encounter in the big
advance when life for weeks at a stretch was an inferno of _sheli-fire, barbed

wire, mud and heaven knows what—but there was always some French town or
village ahead to be retaken. Vive la France!

»

ND in the trail of the advance come the railway builders, slinging down light
lines to bring up the communication lines, in truly Canadian vstyle.
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whole year, in any calendar, to any nation.
- sueh a popular idea.

but the day is here and all it ever was.

AYBE it was the Bob Whites calling in the bush cornfield while the old erows were
spying around for the corn to pull up; maybe it was the new veil of buds over

the wvast hills of the swamp hardwoods; maybe the faint flicker of dust on the road be-
hind somebody’s wagon; or it may have been the smoke of some man’s log heaps; some-
body taking his first swim in the mill-pond; or somebody perhaps went fishing for suck-
ers in the ereek. But if he was a real countrified person, as most of us are glad now we
used to be in those elderly days, he put on the best ‘“bib and tucker’’ he had and
walked three miles to the Celebration. It was by long odds the grandest holiday in the
It was in Canada that the old 24th became
In Canada may it never die.
yet a great Canadian institution, is yet, is going to be.
So we’ll go right down on our shirt-bosoms
- and take a good long drink out of the little ‘
OLD TWENTY-FOURTH OF MAY )

Monarch’s birthday and all, it was
The Bob Whites eall no longer;

‘eriek’’ to the immortal

P DL EO R L AL

Welcome and Work

IR ROBERT BORDEN is welcome back. No Pre-
mier of Canada has ever had such an intimate
insight into Imperial affairs as Sir Robert. Time
and again he has been at Empire War Cabinet ses-
sions. The Imperial Conference, recently closed, was
the most important ever held. Shorn of the pomp of
other days, relieved of the splendid theories of Em-
pire, the Ministers from overseas have been permitted
and expected to get very close to the handsthat control
the lever of Empire. Sir Robert has seen much of
the War Council. The Responsible Five who manage
Britain’s part in.the war have let Canada’s Premier
into as many of their secrets as he cared to know
and more than he may ever choose publicly ito tell.
He has been at close range with big, energizing men
who, by the fortunes of war, have for the time being
become world figures. If ever a Canadian Premier
got working vibrations from association with big men
abroad, that Premder is Sir Robert Borden.
Fortunately Sir Robert is not easily excited. He
is not carried away by emotiop's. He does not regard
himself as on stage. In fact, most of the photographs
of the Premier in England seem to indicate that he
would be glad when the London business was done
and he could get back to where his real work is 1n
this country.
At least, s0 we imagine. &
The time has gone by when a Canadian Premier
could forget Canada while engaged in the business
of Empire.
takable impressions in England that Canada was the
place where they did all their biggest work. Sir John
Macdonald and Sir Wilfrid Laurier always went
about in England as primarily great Canadians.
There- was then no war to disturb the pageant of
Empire. It is the present Premier’s business to
carry on Canada’s end of the war and to carry it
on by efforts such as his Government have never
yet made.
in Ottawa. It makes very little difference by what
methods it is done so long as it is done. We assume
that Parliament stands behind the Government in
this work, and 'bhat the Government will make good
use of Parliament The work must be done. FEng-
land is working as mnever before. The men with
whom Sir Robert has been associating are up to the
eyes in work that puts party manoeuvres and par-
liamentary inertia into the scrap heap. We shall
expect drastic things from the Premier and his Gov-
ernment as a result of being next to these men. And
in welcoming Sir Robert back to Canada we may be
" excused for pointing out the peg on which he may
hang his coat and, if need be, his collar and tie.
e o4 e

Quebec and the Militia Act

ORE than once Quebec has said that it is the
M plain business of Government to invoke and
» operate the Militia Aect, which expressly
gtates that the Government of Canada has the right
to order out all males of military age for the defence
of Canada. There have been various interpretations
of this attitude of Quebec leaders. -Armand Lavergne

clearly said to the editor of this paper last summer
. that if the Government would make it necessary by

Other Premiers abroad left no unmis- ’

There is a tremendous work to be done.

law for Quebec to go to war, Quebec would obey the
law. What did he mean? Cynics have alleged that
his meaning was—We will not go of our own free
will, but compel us and we will act under compulsion.
That is a prejudiced view. Armand Lavergne, with
all his own superficial cynicism, often the mask for
sentiments he does not care to express, would not
admit this interpretation. He is a young man, by
training a soldier, by instinet a man of action,
naturally eourageous and devoted to the principles
he professes. Would such a man be likely to wear
the King’s khaki as a slave soldier booted into a war
against which his free will rebelled? No, we prefer
to think that Lavergne’s meaning is: ‘

“Make it clear that Quebec is to go to war in con-
formity to the law of this country, for the sake of
Canada, which every French-Canadian loves as dearly
as any other race in Canada, and much more than
most—and for the sake of Canada with the clear
mandate of Canada we Wwill fight. But do not ask
us to volunteer in a war which was not of Canada’s
choosing.”

We may be wrong in this interpretation. In
making it we do not necessarily endorse its motive.
But motive is a matter of choice. If Quebec is will-
ing to obey a Canadian law rather than respond to
an Imperial impulse—why not give Quebec a chance
to do so?

9 e %

Russia That is Not Yet
N American editor has predicted that Czar
Nicholas may yet return to the throne of
Russia. If so—what? 1Is there any prophet
who can tell us the fate of Russia? Temperamentally
she does not belong to Western Europe. She is an
Oriental. The Russian mind dwells in a perpetual
mist. It moves in masses. It is @ sea lashed by
the last wind that blows. And the wind changes very
often. Happens that the prevalent wind is from Ger-
man way. There is a reason. Russia the inorganic
population-mass, one language, one stock of national
ideas, serfs, mujhiks, barons, spies, superstitions,
fatalisms, great sad music-makers and intense novel-
ists—is mext to the most powerfully organized state
in the world. Germany has been blowing on the
Slav sea for a long while.

Bismarck always said his country must keep the
Russian door open. He knew. He was ambassador
at St. Petersburg for a long while. He pioneered the
“penetration” of Russia, knowing that out by the
Slav door was the only land route for an expanding,
ebullient Germany. He frankly admitted that France
would never coalesce with Germany and he sneered
at Bngland even ‘while he feared her. To, his way
of thinking, it was important to keep on good terms
with Russia. To do this meant more than diplomacy.

- I+ meant ambassadorial espionage and”a system of

corruption trickling steadily down through the court
and official life of the country. With official and aris-
{ocratic Russia poisoned, the under-world of the
illiterates would be merely a matter of swin.ging a
huge mass into line with a policy just as Prussia
manipulated the rest of Germany.

The revolution in Russia probably caused no mut-
terings in Berlin. At least the Czar had a semblance

of authority, he wag something of a patriot and much
of a Slav, With him out of the way it ma,ttere(i
little what the Miliukoffs and Rodziankos and Guch-
koffs might want. All the powerful patriotic mind§
in Russia would have no influence without some form
of despotism to focus them. Russia is only the phaﬁ;-
tom of a democracy. The Duma is a kindexrgantéri
parliament, full of democratic impulses. If some
Imperial ragamuffin could be discovered with a clear
claim to the throne, a long beard and a Cossackian
guise, he might ride through Russia and muster the
millions from Siberia to a new patriotism. At present
the dreaded William of Berlin is to them the all-
powerful emperor; and he—well he is backed by his
nobles and apparently feared by all of his® peopla.
No, it would be little use to return Nicholas unless
the Revolutionists can be sure that he is kept away
from outside influences and maintained as the idol
of the Russia that is to be.

wow
Another Wells Evolution

R. H. G. WELLS has traversed another con-
tinent of universal thought in his sequel {0
Britling., His new book, God the Invisible

King, is the present apex of his thinking along this
line. The publisher’s advertising extract reads:

“The time draws near when mankind will awake

and there will be no natlonallty in all the
world but humamty, and no king, no’emperor, nor
leader, but the one God of manlcmd &

For cosmic breadth of utterance this makes Tenny\-
son’s “parliament of man, the federation -of the
world” sound like a nursery rhyme. Mr. Wells’ in-
tellectual industry is prodigious, He is never at a

loss for new co-ordinations of philosophy in semi-

popular form to make another hbest seller. Thou-
sands of people in England will buy the book to see
how Mr, Wells proposes to get rid of the British
monarchy.  Many thousands of Americans will read
it to be reminded that in getting rid of George IIL
they were setting an eternal examiple to mankind.
The abdication of the Czar and the establishment
of a so-called Russian Republic may incline somc-
body to translate the work into Russian. But before
the translation is off the press, Mr. Wells will have
another evolution of his intellect ready for the
publisher.
e W e

The Washington Power House

HE latest Cabinet in the long line of renascences
T ig that of President Wilson.

Executive of a nation has not been shaken up
and remanned. But'it probably will be. 1t contains
some weak men in some of the most important posts,
Daniels is a weak character; Baker, Secretary ot
War, is not a big aggressive; Treasurer McAdoo is
perhaps mot of a calibre to meet an emergency, al-
though in his recent interview with the New York
Times he gave expression to a number of bracing
sentiments that showed his grasp of the emotional
side of the war. In fact, McAdoo spoke rather too
freely. It is a way American ministers have. Not
being responsible directly to Congress, any Cabinet
member may speak out in meeting whenever he i3
interrogated by an interviewer. There is a lack
of team play about the American Cabinet and a great
deal of individualism. Before the war is much older
in that country the Cabinet will perhaps be re-
crganized on a real war basis. There may even be
holes shot in the Constitution. Congress has re-
lapsed into a condition of debate. Congress, as at
present constituted, is not suited to a great and pro-
longed crisis. Changes may happen there also, There
is yet a long way to travel from the first flush of
patriotic excitement to the point where the United
States Congress and Cabinet representing the unity
of the people is within sight of winning the war.
But when democracy has accomplished so much in
other countries under the stress of war, we may ex-
pect America to rise to the great occasion and in so
doing discover in herself a strength which for a
jong while has taken the form of talk. America is
a vast powersouse just getting the current from its
Niagara, the people. And it will take a lot of drastic
reformations\ to make that Niagara effective in
Europe as it i§ expected to be by the Allies. Playing
Russia off against America will not save Germany.

As yet that

o
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WHAT WOMEN ARE DOING

OES anybody really know the Canadian woman? Has any-
body in fiction or poetry, painting or plays, ever made her

any more definite than the Temptation of St. Anthony done by a
recent cubist painter which has to have a key explanation and a
We are not saying that the
Canadian woman is incapable of heing portrayed by even Cana-
dian artists. We only intimate that so far this delicate task seems
to have been neglected; or else contemporary Canadian art is
The art of no country is anywhere near the
road to perfection till it has begun to do more tgwards interpret-
ing its womanhood than to paint portraits at s6 many dollars a
square foot or to report their diversions in the social column. It

is one of the chief functions of all art to interpret women.

diagram to make it intelligible?

sadly in arrears.

\

ART IN THE GARDEN

A brief account of Mrs. Dunington-Grubb
: By THE EDITOR

enthusiastic, but not sentimental, practical and
brimming with useful, a.grveagl.)le 1dea§ on a fas-
cinating and sometimes bewildering subject, Mrs.
Dunington-Grubb comes along with her perennial
programme of gardens. Art in the garden is her

TALL, English in style—as she is by nationality—

theme. Art in the sometimes crude, sometimes

ornate, but always promising Cana.dian garden.

We have been working spasmodically to get rfeal
gardens in this country. As yet we are not a nation
of gardeners. But we shall be, when we have solved
the problem of becoming a nation of real farmers
and real towns people engaged in mfrkmg homes
beautiful on the outside as well as withm.. We have

er of landscape gardeners in Canada.

had a numbe
Mrs. Dunington-Grubb is the first woman to make a

propaganda of this work among us—at least in the
iddle Canada.
mﬁ:; ;)ﬁ;t;fs a peculiar equipment for tPe W.\')l‘l:
not only in education, national taste and t'hver,snie
experience in more than one country, but in ada;;;a-
bility to conditions—which in our case IS hallf e
battle. We have in Canada s‘e.veral' areas of climate
making gardens as different in character and ma-
terial as Bombay differs frf)m Copenhagen. Mrs.
Grubb understands these ldlffer‘e‘nces and the na-
tural limitations that arise out of the.m.‘ She has
travelled pretty much all over Canada with an eye
to landscape artistry. And she has gone from t?ne
that enchants the ensemble artist
to the squidgy-eved back yard 20x30 with a melan-
choly board fence on three sides. Not_ long ago she
was talking on a platform to a gathering of women

tend to do.

That are.—The Editor.
about how to make a Canadian back yard a thing
of beauty. She made a number of quick-fire sketches
on .a blachwboard to illustrate various ways of doing
it—using coloured chalk perhaps—not knowing what
she might say next. And the subject was so inter-
esting to the audience, so happily worked out, that
she was asked to print the whole talk, sketches and
all in @ pamphlet. Which of course was not so easy,
when one mainly talks on the inspiration of the mo-
ment, backed up by the experience of years in vari-
ous parts of the world.

Mrs. Grubb was asked plainly by the Canadian
Courier what her experiences had been as a garden
artist before coming to this country and why she
came here from a land of gardens. She replied:

“My experience—oh, that goes I .should say, back
to the age of seven. My first real garden was in
Upper Bengal, India. It was a small patch of gold
and brown marigolds mixed with many-hued bal-
sams in happy disregard of colour schemes. We
must all begin with the joy of natural colours—for
nature herself mixes colours very lavighly.”

“And your mext garden 5

“Was in Hobart, Tasmania,” she replied. “It was
in that most perfect climate of Australia that I
gained my elementary knowledge of the propagation
of shrubs and flowering plants.”

“And you went to England?”

“Yes, it was many years later, that I began train-
ing for the professional career of landscape archi-
tect.” .

Mrs. Grubb took practical and theoretical horticul-
ture at a well known college, before she began archi-
tectural design and garden planning. She was the
second woman to practise landscape architecture in
England. $She established herself in London and
from there worked out all over the British Isles.
Several of her gardens were in the South-West of
Ireland and some in Wales.

Six years ago she married Mr. H. B. Grubb, who
was also @ landscape architect. Always with a de-
sire for some new field, she agreed with her hus-
band that Canada was a good place for two people

(Concluded on page 24.)

GARDENS FOR WOMEN

Miss Louise Carling starts a Movement
By KATHLEEN K. BOWKER

O far as I know “The Human Wire in Hydro”
(can you guess his name?) never made a Tung-
sten light. And yet—most people admit that he

has electrified Ontario! So it is also possible to be
a great Gardener, and yet never to have planted a
potato, nor raised a Real Live Onion up, to call you
blessed. There is much planting that is not done
with a dibble.

“Seeds is seeds” of course. And sometimes they
fall on stoney places, and sometimes by the wayside,
or among thorns. But when they DO get in good

- ground—! =

So many things go to the making of good ground.

: Sunshine, and rain; the right fertilizers: and quan-

tities of cultivation,
Fortunately, Canadian women had all these influ-

is why so much of the world’s art has devolved upon men who
have a faculty for that sort of thing.

The Canadian woman has not been brought out in literature,
plays and painting. She has not reached the debutante stage in
art. But signs are not wanting. Women nowadays are making
what makes history. Newspapers and the feminine parts of
periodicals can at least tell in plain, ungarnished language what
women are doing in this country in that direction. Which is all
as yet the following five pages of this paper, once a month, pre-
When we get tired telling what the women of Can-
ada are doing, we shall begin to try telling what Canadian women

ences. Then came the War, wish its harrowing pro-
cesses—and then the call for greater Production.

This spring one cannot pick up a paper—daily,
weekly, monthly—that does not toulch on Gardening:
for. pleasure; for profit; and always for Patriotism.

This enthusiastie Publicity did not begin till the
month that is called—hby courtesy—the first month
of Spring.

But up here “London, Ont.” personal Patriotism
“for Production” was germinatih?g (like Fall wheat)
all winter.

Miss Louise Carling—daughter of the man to whom
Canada owes her Experimental Farms—had long
been a member of the National Council’s Standing
Committee on Agriculture. When the Women's
Emergency Corps was formed in Military District
No. 1 (with Headquarters in London) Miss Carling
was unanimously chosen as Convenor of the Garden-
ing Committee.

To the uninitiated, October seems an odd time to
begin gardening talks. But the Real Gardener knows
that that is the time to commence a campaign of pre-
paredness. Once a month somebody gave a talk on
Wild Gardens they had known, told gossip of the
Ground, or lectured on the possibilities of Produc-
tion, past, present, and to come.

“What IS this gardening committee anyway?” wo-
men began to{a,sk.

It takes a trained eye to foretell the future of the
first tiny pair of leaves that pushes its way through
the earth!

But Miss Carling had—as far back as last October
—the enthusiasm that the rest of us never feel till
the Seed Catalogues blossom in the mail boxes. And
she cultivated the soil. She cultivated it to such
an extent that in November Col. A. M. Smith offered
her as much ground as she could use, at his home
“Belvidere,” already noted for having been used as
one of the first of the Military Convalescent ' Hos-
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pitals. Others followed suit. The Association be-
gan putting down long useful tap roots. Soon the
two or three originally gathered together began in-
teresting and ‘enrolling others. Then came two hot
days, when (as the Poet remarks) it seemed that
“Spring had came.” The Woman’s Gardening Asso-
ciation broke into leaf and bud, with over a hundred
members.

The City Council have co-operated to the extent of
ploughing the Community Gardens. There are now
six of these, in different parts of the city. Each gar-
den is in charge of a Convenor, who appoints her
own Committee, secures workers, if enough are not
forthcoming, and who is responsible for the useful-
ness and beauty of that particular plot. To help
her she has a “Director,” i.e, a skilled Amateur, who
is giving free instruction and advice to those who
want it.

Nearly a hundred women and girls are already at
work. ¥Each gardener may have the contents of her

_own plot—to eat, or store, or sell—as the Spirit
moves her. Supply and demand will doubtless have
something to do with the Moving Spirit! Gardeners
always get near to Nature, and grow like her—
lavish. Gardeners have a reckless way of growing
more than they can use. Gardeners are notoriously
generous. But this year even the most lavish of us
may feel less like pressing potatoes and lavishing let-
tfuces on those who are too slack to dig! Selling
here a little and there a little, wastes time and pati-
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ence, and often makes it difficult to preserve the
freshness of .the Produce. And—except in a few
special lines—it does not pay the Back-Yard Gar-
dener to sell to the Retail Stores. .

So the Women’s Gardening Association hopes to
run a Community Store this year, where each mem-
ber (by paying a small percentage towards expenses)
may send her surplus produce for sale. ;

If the Store is a success—you’ll hear about it!

The real aim of the Association is to increase
Production, and to interest women and girls in out-
door work.

Following Production by Conservation, it is hoped
to provide for the members a course of Lectures by
an expert, on the scientific canning of vegetables.

The Association is not merely a Hardy Annual, but
an everblooming perennial, and its President—for
the Committee has flowered into a Real Society, with
Officers and a Constitution—has already a vision of
the great work its members may do for Canada and
the New Canadiams, in the piping times of Peace.

I have asked her to be specially photographed for
this article, as “The Woman with the Hoe.”

She protests that she would not know how to hold
one properly.

It may be true—that Miss Carling cannot handle
a hoe. But she knows just how to put the Prod into
Production. And she doesn’t have to imitate being
a man in order to do it.

A WORKER FOR ALL CANADA

By T HE

T 12 o’clock midnight of May 10 a long line of
motors began to pull away from a large brown-
stone house set in a poem of woodscape over-

looking one of the great ravines that make the north
half of Toronto so peculiarly beautiful.

Deancroft

is one of the landmarks in that part of the eity.
Thousands of women all over Canada know Dean-
croft who have never been there and have neyer
seen the home of the President of the 1.O.D.E. They
know Deancroft to be more than a beautiful home
kept by a charming and gracious hostess. They
know it as a centre of Dominion-wide work of an edu-
cational, social and national character. And if any
head of an 1.0.D.E. Chapter has any doubt about
how busy a place it is she had better read about
“the motors that began to trail away from Deancroft
at midnight on May 10, 1917.

Some of these motors had to wait for half an hour
‘longer. There had been a  large gathering, The
occasion was not merely sociable. Many of the
ladies present were ibeautictwm( gowned. It was an

after-concert gathering to welcome to that part o‘tl

Canada a new Belgian pianist, Mons. Francis de
Bourguignon, who had given his premiere Canadian

recital that evening. Mrs. Gooderham had been too

busy to attend the recital. As the guests began to

arrive she was answering the fourth long-distance -

call that evening. The supper was a very gimple
affair. But a casual visitor, not knowing Mrs. Good-
erham, might have supposed that nobody in the gath-
ering had much to do with the war,
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However, when half the guests had gone a large

group still remained standing in the large drawing-
room. Twelve o'clock came and went. These ladies_

still waited. Was it a discussion of the relative
characteristics of Chopin and Beethoven: or of Al-
fred Noyes and Masefield? No, it was a meeting
of the I.LO.D.E. to draft a resolution, copies of which
this week are being mailed to the heads of Cha‘pters
all over the country:

To all Members of the Imperial Order Daughters of

the Empire:

In the present crisis of our Empire, when we are as-
sured by those most competent to know, that world
hunger stares us in the face, and that it is absolutely
necessary that we help those who are fighting for us by
increased production and greater economy at home, the
National Executive, at a meeting held on May 10th, 1917,
decided to make the'following appeal to all Members of
the Order, and through them and their influence to all
the women of Canada.

It is in' no spirit of arrogance, but in the spirit of hum-=
ble service that we deem it incumbent on the Order to
do its utmost to. give the Light and L.eading so vitally
essential at the orucial period of Canada’s welfare. 4

‘We ask that Members pledge themselves to observe
two meatless days, and two potatoless days a week, the
meatless days to be Wednesday and Friday, and also to
abstain from the use of veal and young lamb.

‘We also ask that every member should realize for her-
self and impress on others the terrible gravity of the
situation, and the imperative need of loyal and imme-
diate co-operation, and aecquaint herself with the wvari-
ous as.peots-smen&lﬁc, economie, social, of this many-
sided problem. :

When the message was complete the members
went home, knowing that the injunction they had
set forth in it would come to the attention of about
40,000 families all over Canada.

Mrs. Gooderham hag, been President of the 1.0.D.

E. for a number of years. She has been so long the

heart and soul of the Order so far as one woman is
able to organize the interest of thousands more, that
no one seriously at present considers anybody else
in that position. What is most attractive about the
public efforts of this lady is that she has never

permitted her contact with public affairs to inter-

fere with her truly domestic life. Deancroft may
be a place of business. It is also a real home. The
mistress of Deaneroft is interested in all that makes
a home the bulwark of truly national life.

Now there are many women who aim to reform
homes along with society and end by making them-
selves peculiarly obnoxious. Mrs. Gooderham re-
tains the gentleness of manner and the broad out-
look upon society which keeps her influence over
her associates in 1.O.D.E. work that of a perfect lady
who is first of all a woman. Surrounded by wealth
she has the practicality of a woman who understands
the homes of those less affluent. Her explanation

of the meatless and potatoless message was very
simple: 4

“It is not so much what the members of the Order
will themselves save by economy in carrying it out,
but the effect which such abstinence on the part
of 40,000 Canadian families may ‘have in lowering
prices to people who will be too poor to purchase
even the plain necessities of life.”

We assume that if the message goes into effect it
will be respected as rigidly in the Gooderham home
as in the humblest home of the Order.

By the time this reaches our most distant sub-
scribers the 17th annual meeting of the LO.D.E. will
be convened (May 28—June 1), at the Empress
Hotel, Victoria. At this convention there will be
delegates, members and friends of the Order. All
members are to be allowed to take part in the dis-
cussions, but only delegates may vote. A good part
of the first two days will be occupied in the regis-
tration of delegates. This seems unfortunate. The
address of welcome will be read by Mrs. A. F. Grif-
fiths, Regent of Municipal Chapter, Victoria.

Afternoon of the second day Mrs. W. M. Martin,
wife of the Premier and herself Provincial President
of Saskatchewan, will address the convention on
The Value of Provincial Organization. Next day—

“there will be extraordinary feminine days in Victoria

—there will be an address by Miss Alice Ravenhill
on Modern Aspects of Thrift in Line with Our Na-
tional Service. Reading of reports will occupy sev-
eral hours. No doubt these will be of an eminently
practical character. There will be a reception at
Government House by Lieutenant-Governor and
Madame Barnard. At the morning session of the
last day Mrs. Sexton of Halifax will give an address
on Some Aspects of the Navy. Other valuable talks
will be on Value of Organized and Disciplined Ser-
vice by Mrs. A. W. McDougald of Montreal; on
Educational Work by Mrs. George H. Smith of St.
Catharines, Ont.,, and on National Service for the
Development of the Nation by Miss Crease.

In all these deliberations we trace no allusion to
Woman Suffrage. There is a constitutional char-
acter to the /debates which makes it hard to discuss
direct politics.
The Gooderham family are known to be Conservatives.
The Order takes in both—all parties. Omne very sig-
nificant omission from the list of names included in
the programme is—French-Canadian women., Is
there any reason for not regarding French-Canadian
women as Déu;ghtea‘s of the Empire? Or do the
women of Quebec prefer to remain out of the
Order? :

In these strenuous times less will be said about the
more cultured side of the I.O.D.E. than usual. But

(Concluded on page 24.)

'
Mrs. Carrie Chapman Catt, President of the
Intemdﬂonal Woman Suffrage Alliance, who
A l"ecently Ieetured in Canada.

\
\

The I.O.D.E. is not directly political,.

;
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the rest are studying?”’ asked the visitor, indi-

* themselyes, caring for
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A VIS E T A PRAIREE SCHO O]

of the little yellow school house. Eleven
o’clock of a busy morning seemed an inaus-
picious time to intrude upon the young idea.
However, the pleasant-faced little schoolma’am swept
all lingering doubts aside by extending a ready wel-
come.
“I’'m.going to stay till four o’clock,” announced the
visitor. “So just put me in the dunce’s corner and
forget about me.”

?'I-vHE visitor knocked rather timidly at the door

“Oh, dear, we haven’t got such a thing! But do |

come in,”

The first sight to greet a newcomer upon en-
tering that scrupulously clean room, with its
bowls of spring flowers in every window, was a
large Canadian flag done in colored chalk on the
blackboard.

“Wasye Kropotki’s work,” whispered Miss
Smith. “He’s our champion draughtsman.”

From the teacher’s platform one saw three
double rows of smiling faces, about thirty in all.
. “What do you do with that very tiny chap while

cating an Indian bany\ boy of three years who
sat at a kindergarten table nearby.

“That’s our Tiny Tim. Oh, he generally builds
block houses. He’s awfully good—never crying
or making a noise to disturb the others. Three
days a week his mother goes out washing and so
his two sisters bring him here. Tiny Tim be-
haves like a little gentleman. Big Béar was
his great grand-daddy, but there's nothing of the
rebel about this papoose!”

This particular country school had a reputa-
tion. 'Its teacher was known as a girl with ideas
of her own, so the visitor watched with consid-
erable interest the methods she employed.
School-teaching being the more or less thankless
job it is, it was exhilarating to find a teacher so
thoroughly in love with the work that she was
not afraid to expend some original ideas upon it.

The junior oral spelling class came up. :

“Spell ‘busy’,” said the teacher to a small
chap who was very evidently of Russian descent.

“B-i-z-z-y,” he answered glibly.

“Wrong!”

“But it does spell it,” he protested in surprise.

Another pupil gave the correct spelling.

“But that spells ‘bewsy’!” exclaimed the child.

The teacher was equal to the occasion. In a few
words and gently, she explained that we W?I’e not
responsible for the eccentricities of the English lan-

guage as handed down to us. i
At noon the teacher lighted an oil-stove, the pres-

" ence of which had been puzzling the visifor.

“Katia, Mary and Olga, will you get the cups and
spoons and pass them,” she ordered. “And, Axel,

please fetch me some fresh water.”

By ‘EEDILTH G, BAYNE

She took from a cupboard a large saucepan, a can
of cocoa, a bottle of milk and some sugar.

“Do you always have hot cocoa for lunch?” asked
the visitor.

“Yes, or else soup. Once or twice we have had
malted milk, but the children don’t seem to care for
it as well.”

“Doesn’t this work encroach on your noon hour?”

“Oh it does of course. But then—" she shrugged.

“I suppose the pupils clean up.”

“Yes, and they seem to enjoy it. Two of the girls
‘have charge of the cupboard, and in winter two of
the boys look after the box-stove. The quality of the
pupils’ work has gone up fully fifty per ecent. since we
instituted this wrinkle. A cold snack, you see, is a
rather miserable preparation for the afternoon’s les-
sons. Oh, I Had some kicking to contend with at
first! One German parent took the trouble to call
on me and say: ‘Maype you tink I don’t feet my Kit
Lena, eh? Lots to eat she gets at home.

“It was worse when I first introduced the thin
edge of the wedge in regard to our Friday afternoon
‘politics” space. (By the way, this is Friday, so you

will be able to hear us.) - One of the chronic kickers
came around and told me that I would be reported
to the board if I didn’t remove Sir Wilfrid Laurier
and Sir Robert Borden from the curriculum. ‘Is dot
vot you call school-teaching? he snorted. ‘My Kit,
Mary, comes home and tells me already how she is
going to vote!’

“You see, that hour from three to four on Friday
used to be given over to a concert or a spelling-
mateh. So I just told the board that I intended to
utilize it in a better way. And what better-than to
teach these boys and girls something about our
Canadian statesmen? You would be surprised,
too, how they look forward to the lesson!”

When three o’clock came round the visitor
could indeed observe a subtle excitement in the
school, The children sat up very straight and
waited with ill-concealed eagerness for the open-
ing of the proceedings.

“Now I'm going to try Benny and Myra first,”
announced Miss Smith. “They are our two new-
est pupils and this is their first Friday at school.”

She pinned a large picture of the Premier of
Saskatchewan on the blackboard with a glass-
headed tack, and turned about inquiringly,

“That’s Mister Martin,” said Benny at once.

“Premier Martin, Benny. Now, Myra, do you
know who this man is?”

YRA smiled agreeably. She evidently be-
lieved in putting in a good word for every-
‘body.

“Yaw,” she said. “He ban nice fella.”

A ripple of merriment passed over the class.

“Dmitri will stand up and tell us something
about our Premier,” said Miss Smith.

Dmitri was about ten and he was bashful, but
he rose and obeyed. His knowledge was accur-
ate, even if his delivery was quaint and halting.
Following him, Axel (who had brought the water
from the pump) got up and discoursed upon free
wheat. He told us just what benefits would ac-
crue from it, and he side-stepped the subject a
moment or two to give us some facts about mixed
farming and the marketing of cattle. It wasn't Just
patter. The boy was hugely interested in his sub-
jects, as of course he was himself a potential (and
intentional) farmer.

A map of the western battle front hung on the
wall. The pupils had made it themselves, with a
row of red-headed pins to represent the British lines.
The so-called Hindenburg line was picked out in
black pins, while our Allies’ trenches were shown in
blue, yellow, white and green, The pupils were re-
quired to gather a sort of war summary or review
of the week’s war news so that on Friday these pins
might be moved forward or backward as the case
(Concluded on page 24)
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PERSONALITY AND PHILANTHROPIST

TRST Jewish setiler in Ottawa Yva;s Mr, M.
Bilsky. His wife, who is still living, deserves
especial mention undaunted by the
responsibilities of rearing her qwn large'a

family, she adopted five other children, all in a lump!
And this at a time when oonsidxeml{lne pulling was
necessary to stretch the housekeeping allowance
from one week to the next. The young Bilskys were

taught at an early age the joy of giving and they .

formed quite a creditable benevolent society amongst

were finding their Way into the city. - These
foreigners, Russians and Poles, were generally in
desperate straits, ignorant as to lan,gqage, lean as to
purse and utterly without an idea as to the beut way
OfT;a:mmnngy;iM .,,:g clohed several familles, but
even their generogity ‘could mot compass the ever-

- growing need. So Lillian, then a girl about sixteen,

decided to broaden their activities, and band together
all the Jewish people in moderately comfortable cir-
cumstances for the purpose of looking after those

N

the Jewish immigrants who

By MQDGE MacBETH

in need of assistance. Under her youthful leadership
the Society flourished, its efficiency is proven by the
fact that mever since its formation, has any outside
charity been called upon to help the Jewish people.
Even the city charity organizations have been re-
lieved ol this burden. :

* Miss Bilsky did mot look upon her marriage with
Mr. Freiman as an excuse for dropping her philan-

thropic work. On the contrary, she made it the

means of performing added charities. For instance,
she adopted a little girl who had been \receivin:g ill-
treatment in the family where she had been placed:
she made work in her own home for women whose
capabilities did mot quite equal their willingness and
who could not keep situations elsewhere. And the
people she fed.

Mrs. Freiman’s enormmous connection, her personal
knowledge of so many of the city’s poor, brought
her in close touch with the Children’s Aid Society,
‘and that in turn with the Juvenile Court, where her

N

attendance is frequent. It is quite the ordinary
thing for her to be summoned to the Court, for her
to “get the children off,” after which she exacts a
promise that' they report to her every few days.
This seems to satisfy aill concerned—ihe officers, the
parents, the children. The reforms which have re-
sulted from her gentle methods of dealing with de-
linquents are too numerous to mention. Boys who
apparently had made a habit of stealing, now hold

positions of trust in large institutions; girls whose

feet slipped from the difficult moral path, are now -
haprp); wives and mothens. And it dis worth recording
that when, owing to some one’s dark record, a posi-
tion' could not be found elsewhere, that person was
always sure of being .g*i'v"e'n @ trial in Mr. Freiman’s
mammoth store.

A few years ago, when the Freimans moved into a
new home, their neighbours exhibited quite a little
pardonable curiosity and puzzlement in regard to
the procession which flowed to and from their door.
The neighbours, risking an eye from behind the
front bed-room window-curtains, did not know about
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these children delinquents’ who were required to
report, nor about the new lot of immigrants. who
were applying for help, nor about out-of-town visitors
who once had lived in Ottawa, had received help from
Mrs. Freiman and were calling to express their grati-
tude. Indeed, these same neighbours nearly forgot
themselves and poked their heads out
of the windows one evening, when sixty
odd ill-clothed, bent-backed, tragic-faced
men shambled to the door. This was
a delegation of rag pickers, most of
whom Mrs.  Freiman had started in
business, buying out of her own pocket
their push-carts and licenses. They
waited on her in a body to explain that
an organization doing immense good in
war work and the raising of thousands
of dollars for patriotic purposes, had
thoughtlessly hit upon a scheme which
would take the bread out of the mouths
of the Jewish families they
planned the collection and sale of old
rags, bottles and junk.

N her unhurried, almosi placid way,
Mrs. Freiman stilled the woeful out-
pourings of the delegation, and showing
a confidence she was far from feeling—
for the organization was powerful, and
their advértising for junk was already
widespread—she called upon the Mayor.
She represented that the
city could not afford to
throw ‘these rag-pickers
out of work, that the care
of sixty odd families
throughout the oncoming
winter would be a heavy
purden, and that the
scheme of the organization
was not economically
gound. Her argument was
too obvious to require dis-
cussion. The scheme was
abandoned, there was no
dreaded starvation, and a
host of grateful people
were added to those al-
ready under obligation to
Mrs. Freiman.

That she feels gratitude,
too, is evidenced in many
ways, She furnished and
maintains a room in the
Water Street Hospital—a the well

Red Cross.

known

She herself, with an apron on,

Over one hundred girls of

“inner

Roman Catholic institu-
tion—because the nuns
there have been so kind in
their treatment of the
charity patients she has

circle’” families of Ottawa
fhave undertaken garden-
ing activities under the
direction of the Ottawa
Women's Canadian Club,
for the benefit of the
Soldiers’ and Sailors’ Com-
fort Fund. Here are some
of the young women thus

sent to them. For the
same reason she pays for
the up-keep of a room in the new Hull Public Hos-
pital., She furnished and maintains the women’s
sitting room in the Home for Incurables into which
no Jewish people are admitted! A list of her monthly
donations would fill this page, and she is a regular
martyr of the raffle-fiend and the ticket-seller:

HAT kind of generosity, however, is accounted
easy to one whose cheque book will stand the
strain. Not that Mrs. Freiman ‘makes no personal
sacrifices, for she does. But the kind of work for
which she is remarkable requires more energy and
thought than the mere writing of cheques.

At the outbreak of the war she organized the
Jewish women into one of the most efficient bodies
sewing for the Red Cross. Lady Borden presided
over the opening meeting, at which one hundred 'and
fifty women were present. Mrs. Freiman has con-
verted a whole floor of her home into a huge work-

shop, and there, every week, these people come to °

sew. They keep mearly thirty machines humming
and take pride in saying that‘theﬁy do no ‘“small”
work. Pyjamas and heavy lined dressing gowns,
beautifully tailored, are their contribution to the
Red Cross.

The Polish Relief work is perhaps Mrs. Freiman’s
hobby. Nothing for this fund was done in Ottawa

engaged, photographed at

CANADIAN COURIER

until she undertook to raise some ' money. Over
fifteen thousand dollars has been collected, one migh;
say, through her” personal effort. She approached

every Jewish family in the city and arranged that
they contribute a certain amount each week. This
varies according to their circumstances from two

Some of the workers organized by Mrs. A. J. Freiman, of Ottawa, to sew for the
They nveet every week in an upper room of Mrs. Freiman’s house.
is about middle of the picture third row from

the front.

Women timber cutters at Ludlow, Shropshire, England,
loading a waggon with timbers they have cut, for the
: Army in France. /

cents up. Taking charge of booths, collecting adver-
tisements, lending her home for concerts and bazaars
—these things are just incidental in her busy life.

She is a member of the Executive Board of prac-
tically every organization in the city. Her mname
has become synonymous with success, and peoplé®
say, “If we could only get Mrs. Freiman
interested. e

She abhors waste. Not a minute
slips by her without accounting for
itself. She collects the scraps, clip-
pings, papers, etc., from her husband’s
store, sells them and with the proceeds
(to which she adds largely) she pays
the very poor women to sew or Kkmit.
To her come the most unique offers—
stranded theatrical companies hope
that she will finance them and inci-
dentally make something for the Polish
Relief! Moving picture companies
place their outfit at her disposal. People
with things to raffle, offer them to her,
if she will undertake to dispose of them.
Fifteen minutes spent in her home
gives one a slight idea of the bewilder-
ing variety of her activities. The tele-
phone calls her one moment to arrange
for some committee meeting; the next,
it summons her to ‘attend the Juvenile
Court; a second later,. she hears by
Long Distance that a youthful runaway
has repented and begs
money to bring him back

home; following  close
upon this, she is told that
misunderstandings have

arisen in a certain - com-
mittee and disruption ap-
pears  imminent. She
looks at her watch and
makes a rapid calculation.

¢J] HAVE a meeting at
eleven,” she might
have said, “must be at the
Hospital at twelve;
a ' look at my booth at
two; see one of the re-
turned soldiers at half
past; sew ‘Wwith the women
at three; serve tea to
them at five; meet the
moving picture man at
six; listen to the reports
the Dominion Government of the /children until
g‘r;vizvuanyg. laéltes'thc%alsgorl'ls, seven; have some old
(':’;rsi_';"r;. V’4_ C‘;?.‘hé';%(tr:zifsf friends of my father’s com-
Minister of Labour. The ing in to dinner; and en-
tertain a few of the con-

valescent soldiers in the

the scene of their work on

giris are buying a motor
truck to be operated by
themselves in transporting
their produce to Ottawa's
large public market.

evening.” Instead, wshe
answers, ‘“Yes, I think I
can fix up that little trouble in the committee, to-day.
Oh, it’s no bether don’t thank me. Good-
bye!” One never hears her say she is “too busy,”
or that she has no time. :

People in all walks of life and of all denominations
lean on her strength. She helps them indiscrimin-
ately—which does not mean without discrimination.
She is an acknowledged power, but her wielding of
it is without bombast. It is entirely unassuming.
Mrs. Freiman makes no bid for recognition, social
or otherwise; indeed, she has no time for purely
social activities. One more little story before bring-
ing this sketch to a close: Mrs. Freiman receives
two cheques every month from the Militia Depart-
ment. They represent the pay of two boys to whom
she was kind, When they left for the front, they

begged her to accept their cheques in return for all

she had done for them. She accepted the money,
which, is deposited "each month to their credit, and
which never grows less, in spite of the fact that
interestingly fat pax:cel‘s are sent to them every week.

If it is true that war has brought nations together
who in peace times never had mutual dealings more
than the ancient Jews and the Samaritans, it is quite
as true that the exigencies of war work at home have
brought about co-operation among classes of the
community which used to keep much to themselves.

take;
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WAR-WORK—PAID AND UNPAID

By ESTELLE M. KERRER
O judge patriotism by the remumeration or
absence of remuneration for war-work is
unfair, for the people engaged in its most
definite forms—soldiers, nurses, munition-
makers, etc.—are paid, and well paid. They can
never be adequately recompensed in dellars and
cents for the risks they take, but their wages com-
pare favourably with those given for other forms Ql'
labour. Yet there is a tendemcy to criticize women
belonging to what was formerly known as the leisure
class, who accept paid positions for patriotic work.
Now, this is a mistake. It has been proved con-
- clusively that the voluntary worker is less efficient
than the paid worker, and all employers of labour
prefer to give wages, however small, to put things

on a business footing. It is almost impossible to get

the same punctuality and conscientious attention
from the wvoluntary as from the paid worker. Only
one case in Canada has come to my notice of a girl
who, for the last two years, has worked steadily five
hours a day, six days a week, making hospital sup-
plies. This has involved great sacrifice, it meant
absenting herself from the wedding of her best
friend, it meant rising early to do the housework
when other members of the family were ill. This
case is so unusual as to attract much attention, yet
the factory girl who follows her daily routine with
unfailing punctuality remains unpraised, though her
hours are more exacting, and her work more trying,
but possibly quite as useful.

A LADY returning from the Red Cross Committee
of her church boasted of the fact that she

had made four shirts that day—and the shabby
little girl from a shirt factory sitting near her in
the street car nudged her neighbour and said:

“Say, Mame, did you hear that? Gee, she’d be
able to hold down a machine at our shop I don’t
think!” And Mame giggled. :

“She’d get the walking ticket pretty quick, even
if she was on piece work! They wouldn’t keep no
dubs like that, no siree!”

EW people undertake hospital supplies as a life
work. It is chiefly carried on by women who

are engaged in the vocation of homemaking, by
business girls, students, teachers and artists w\hose
time is not fully occupied. The amount accomplished
by individuals is small, but with working parties in
every church, college, club and institution, the
. women of Canada have, by utilizing their time of
leisure, ensured the comfort of our wounded men.
Reoem reports, however, show that -tlhis supply is
diminishing, while the toll of wounded  increases
daily. The reason given is that so many women who
formerly spent much of their time in this way, are
now filling positions formerly occupied by men,
Surely there are more women who can give vpart. of
their time to this work, or women already working
nine hours a week who could work twelve, or some
‘working twelve hours who could work eighteen.
But even with the present force of workers we feel
sure that if businéss methods of punctuality and con-

scientiousness ‘were universally adopted by all these

part-time workers, the hospital supplies would in-
crease rather than diminish. One is so apt to be
half an hour late when there is no times«clock to
punch; one is so apt to feel too poorly to go when
there are no deductions in salary for their absence.
And when the thermometer marks 90 degrees in the
shade, one is very liable to suddenly depart for long

summer holidays.

"GREAT deal of consecrated devotion to the
_cause has been -shown by honorary officers of
' various patriotic socleties, but though their work
may occupy more than the average working hours
each day, it rarely involves the painiul miw .or
being on duty at 830 am. sharp and continuing till
5.30 p.m., and these officers who are in ft‘he. public
®ye may appreciate ‘the honour and fame given to
their work more than mere money.

s
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On the other side of the counter no one was sleepy.

¢¢] HAVE just Heen told that the girls who drive

the Red Cross Waste Collection vans get paid!”
a friend told me in a shocked voice, “and they are
wealthy girls who don’t need to do it!”

And why shouldn’t they get paid? The work is

heayy, the hours long, and the handling of waste -

paper, cast-off garments and dirty rags is not the
nicest occupation in the world, The other day two
of these young ladies had to carry a rusty stove
from a Chinaman’s cellar, The drivers of the vansg
must be skilled chauffeurs, and fifty per cent. of
them need the money they earn, while -many of the
others turn in every cent of their wages, which
amount to $10 or $12 a week—to the Red Cross Fund.
But whether they spend their money on themselves
or mot, they are doing wseful work for the country,
The waste depot in Toronto turned in $1,752 to the
Canadian Red Cross Society last mionth, which
brings the total receipts from this source to $15,403.
And in many other Canadian cities the work is car-
ried on in the same way. There are a great many
applicants for these positions. In Toromto alone
there is a waiting list of over one fhundred, but why
do these girls mot apply for, positions as drivers of
delivery waggons? They would do useful work in
that capacity releasing men for work on the land.
Wiien a few society girls take up some form of work,
it becomes fashiomable and there is a great rush of
applicants while useful * industries upon which
fashion has not smiled her approval, suffer for lack
of labour.

LOUlD Drotests have been heard from many sounces

against women of means taking the well-paid
Positions in munition factories. Recently a large
munition plant in Canada, where a large number of
well educated women are employed, temporarily laid
off 400 workers. Imagine the state of affairs at the
end of the war when all munition plants are closed,
if the employees are all dependent on their earnings!
All forms of war work should be done as langely as
possible by women of independent means, and the
Doorer women should be encouraged to fit them-
selves for vocations that will continue in time of
peace.

THER:E is always friction when paid and unpaid

workers labour together, and nowhere is this
roore apparent than in the munition canteens. On
one side of the counter are mnskilled waitresses sell-
ing food for very little money and working for mo
remuneration whatever and rather conscious of their
virtue in so doing. On the other side are keenfaced

. workers who are -eating from necessity. They are

well paid, but require good, nourishing food, and they
often want it quickly, for delay may mean a loss
of a bonus. Punctuality is a necessity on one side
of the counter, it is a rare virtue on the other and
often, instead of the regular workers of the day, the

oA SR

staff of waitresses consigts chiefly of substitutes.
This was the case on the Saturday night when I
consented to take the place of one of the regular
canteen workers, Several articles were not marked

on the price list, we did not know where things were
kept, and some of us had come at an hour’s notice

“after a long tiring day and were feecling cross and

sleepy. On the other side of the counter mo one
looked sleepy. - They were used to working at night
and had taken their rest by daylight. Amd their
time was comparatively short—six hours—while we-
arrived at ten and remained until eight am. Indeed,
I spent nine hours that night feeling that food was
thie least desirable thing on earth and sleep the
most beatific pleasure. i

SDOFW[LY the hours dfagged on. The real workers,

accustomed to the hours amd hardened to
fatigue, came to the canteen for refreshments, de-
parted to their work, and after six hours came again,
conscious ' of having done good work and earned
two or three dollars, while I, working three hours .
longer, returned home conscious of nothing but a
blinding headache. I was not upheld by any idea of
patriotic service, for the factory was not owned by
the Government. I kmew that at the low prices
charged the Y. W. C. A, under whose auspices the
canteens are nun, can make very little money, and
the mamition workers are able and the majority of
them quite willing, to pay more for their food and
have it well cooked and served by paid and skil-
ful workers.

Women in Canada have not yet risen to the point
of seii’-samﬂvﬁce and devotion to the cause shown
by women in England and France. There there are
many forms of voluntary war work in which strict
business principles are ‘observed, In the mumition
canteens -in Government factories there is a staff of
voluntary workers who come day after day for
regular hours and by datly service they soon becomse
gkilful workers. They serve only necessary and
nutritions foeod to the workers who are poorly paid.
They are directly serving the Government and, by
their daily sacrifice, they are helping the great
cause,
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(Concluded from page 9.)

room, for he was standing in the doorway with
Colonel Appleby, and fairly sprang out in front of
me, he took my programme, wrote his name opposite
ten dances and asked if I would save him the two
last extras, as he had to go to the barracks to see
the O. C. during the latter half -of the evening.”

“My dear,” said mother, rather shocked but pleased.

“And then,” said Cora, ‘“‘when we were dancing
the second dance he said, “that’s a ripping way
you’ve got your hair done to-night, does any ot it
come off 7’ !

“Tror heaven’s sake,” ejaculated Exleen, ‘“he must
be crazy.”

“That is what I thought,” said Cora, and then,
turning to me, ‘Jean, there is nothing funny in a
rude remark like that.”

I told her I was not listening to her, that I was
laughing at something in the paper. Mother asked
Cora what she had replied to the captain. = She
answered that she didn’t remember, she didn’t think
she had said anything, she was so surprised. But he
had said, “There, there, I truly forgot, forgive me.”

“Then,” went on Cora, “some time after that, in
the interval he was quite all right, a good dancer,
1 admit, and very entertaining, but some time after
that he stopped me, drew me to one side, and said,
“How do you like me in this coat, Cora?”

“Impertinent, I call that,” said Bileen.

“He probably did not mean anything,” said mo'bher,
soothingly. 3

“That is not the worst,” Cora contmued a lltﬂe
breathless and laughing almost hysterically. “We
were out in the conservatory having an ice about
supper time, waiting for a table, when he leaned
over to me and said, ‘Cora, you are adorable,’ and
then when we were about to go back to the ball-
room, he took me 4n his arms without the slightest
warning and said, ‘Let’s remove all obstacles, Cora,
marry me, darling,’ and then he—he—he kissed me.”

“Cora!” screamed mother and Bileen together.

“1 don’t know ‘what I said then,” Cora gave a
little hysterical gulp. “I think I told him that I did
not care if he was a returned soldier and a hero;
that I considered him the rudest and most ill-bred
man I had ever met.”

«phat was a little hard, Cora,” remonstrated
mother. *“He has been several years in France, you
know, and we cannot tell how the French ladies
expect men to behave. He probably meant quite all
right.”

“He pa‘obably treats every girl he meets the very
same way,” said Cora, angrily. :

“Oh, no, he doesn’t,” I interrupted. “1 think he
must be a rattling good sort from what you say.
Why don’t you take him at his word, Corrie?”

But I might have saved myself the trouble of
trying to take his part, I didn’t do any good, rather
the reverse. 2

It seems Cora had left him after she had expressed
her opinion of him, but even then, she said, he was
evidently not much impressed with what she had
gaid. He had laughed a little, said something about
her not really meaning it! Oh, Cora was mad all
right, mad straight through! Mother tried to per-
guade her that she had completely turned the cap-
tain’s head, and that he was not quite responsible.
But Cora and Eileen both said they thought there
must have been something wrong with the captain‘é
head before ever he saw Corrie. Then Cora ended
the whole thing by crying, and saying she s‘imply
could not play on Monday; to have him looking on
would upset her completely, and as for playing a
double with him, as she had promised to do, she
would not think of it. '

However, a note arrived by special messenger that
afternoon, the special messenger was a tall soldier,
the captain’s batman I suppose. The note was not
given me to read, but as it was left on the dining-
room mantel-piece 1 considered it public property,
so I read it. In it Captain Forsythe humbled himself
to the ground. Nobody but myself knew what he
meant when he said “from the very first moment
1 saw you I knew I had never felt for any girl what
1 felt for, you. You will think me foolish and pre-
cipitate, but it’s true. However, I shan’t refer to it

again, we’ll both try to forget it if you insist, and we
shall date our acquaintance from this evening, if you
will let me come up with Major Whitely. I promise
to be conventional and circumspect in eyery way. 1
have two months’ leave here, perhaps in that time I
can persuade you to forgive me.”

He came up that same evening. I did not go down.
But I understand he made the liveliest sort of an
impression on dad, and that mother thought him no
end charming. His behaviour, according to all ac-
counts, was faultless. He entertained them all by
thrilling stories and funny stories, and yet was the
most perfect listener. Mother and Eileen and Corrie
talked till two o’clock that night in Cora’s room.

Matters progressed with amazing rapidity after
that. They had four days of golf and the Captain
increased his fame with every stroke. He took Cora
and Eileen 011’»’5 to tea, sent up flowers, came to call
about every other day, and, in short, did everything
that any man does when he is paving the way to
a proposal.

For the first few days, when I knew I might meet
with him around any corner, I was very uneasy. I
am accustomed to wearing my hair puffed a bit round
my face and wound round my hair in plaits. It
suits me that way and covers my head with a shiny
sort of coronet. But in order to alter my appearance
1 combed it straight back and braided it in a long
queue down my back. It’s very long and it got in
my way a lot, and I had a great deal of guying from
the girls and boys at school but I pretended not to
care. It changed my whole appearance. I looked
ugly ‘as sin. No danger in the least of anyone mis-

A POTATO DRAMA.

Despair. Safety.
The Last Potato. Ha, ha! | am a Seed
Potato!

~—From The Westminster Gazette

taking me for Cora or falling in love with me at
first sight,

. The first time I met the captain, properly met him,
1 mean, he just glanced at me, and I was so studiously
indifferent to him that mother spoke to me about it
afterward. The second time I met him he was up to
dinner. I had on a hideous little high neck blouse,
and I tried to disguise my voice when it was neces-
gary for me to speak, so Hileen and dad both asked
me if I had a cold. But mother and Cora were S0
taken up with the captain that they did not notice

me, ahd, as for him, he seemed to avoid looking at.

me, and if his eyes did meet mine, his face always
twitched the way it did when the false curls fell off,
and I laid it down to the fact that I looked so comi-
cally plain beside my pretty sisters, that he wanted
to laugh about it. While I am sorry I was not-a boy
and all that, and don’t care two pins for admiration,
1 am fond of nice clothes, and I like to look my best
even before the postman. I got pretty well fed up
with seeing my face in the glass in those days, choky
little collars around my meck, and my hair as slick
as a cat’s. Dad said I looked like a Finlander, and
asked me what the idea was. Considering I was
doing the whole thing not to interfere with Corrie’s
love affair, it was pretty hard that I had to be
laughed at all round. However, I bore it in good
part enough and for three weeks martyred myself
without any outward complaint. As it turned out, I
might have spared mysel? the trouble.

The way it ended was this.

were going to be married on the first of the month.

1t took twelve days for
Cera and the capiain to become engaged, and. they . ‘
. clean through Quebec} .

Of course, it was rather a scramble of an affair, but
his leave was short and he was able to persuade
mother and dad with Cora’s help. As for me I was
very anxious the whole thing should be safely over
and I could get back to my normal life again.

I shall end this story with an episode that took
place in the library two days after they were engaged.

I was sitting in there with my feet on the table,
four apples and a large volume of the History of the
French Revolution—I have to be up on that for my
French exam. -The door opened suddenly and in
came the captain. He was alone. All é.long I had
been barely civil to him, and now, with my usual
aloofness, I stood up and said, “I'll call Cora.”

“No, don’t,” he said, advancing with outxtrebchcg
hand, “she’ll be here presently. ‘“Then he asked,
smiling, “Jean, aren’t we ever goinvg' to be friends?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I'm friendly enough,”
I said, “You're a good sort. I’ve nothing against
you,” and I gave his hand a hard shake.

“Jean,” he said, very softly, still holding my hand,
“1 like you better with your hair loose.”

For one moment we stood there facing one another.
He had his eyebrows raised quizzically and was
smiling broadly.

At last I said, “How long have you known?”

“Since two days after I met you,” he answered.

“Who in time could have told you?” I gasped.

“Little Teddy Appleby,” he replied. “I was at his
house for dinner. He had seen us together on the
links Saturday.”

“But I told him I was Cora,” I said, stupidly, “and
he pretended to believe me.”

“So he said,” the captain affirmed, “but Teddy is
rather astute, and he has watched Cora play golf.”

“Oh ".«'1 said, “thank you,” and th/n, “I suppose his
grandfather and every one else has been told, too.”

“No,” the captain shook his head, laughing, “I

made him promise with the aid of a gilver dollar
never to divulge the secret.”

“Does Corrie know?” 1 asked.

“Not yet. I wanted your 'permlssion beforp tell-
ing her.”

“You can have it,” I said, “after you are safely
married.” T

“Thank you,” said he, and then, “You are a very
pretty girl, Jean, if you will forgive me for saying
so, but you are not half so pretty as Cora.” '

“Thank you,” said I, with heavy emmha.sis on the.
last syllable.

Then I hurried from the room, ran upsbalrs, shook
out my hair, put on Cera’s rose-coloured jersey, and
her tam, tucked the little curls under the latter and
ran down to the library while Cora was still talking
with mother in her bed-room with the door shut. it
was beginning to get dark, but the firelight in the
library was bright. I poked my head around the door.

“My darling,” said the captain, coming towards me
with some precipitation.

1 shook my head and placed my finger on my lips,
still with only my head around the door. He came
closer, ‘““‘Sweetheart,” whmspeered he, ‘“what is the
secret?”

“This,” said I, and I pulled the false curls from
under the cap and laid them in his outstretched hand.

So I think we’re quits, anyway.

Joffre in- Mohtreal

(Concluded from page 6.)

~which might well have broken the spirit of a shaller

man. All French armies had been defeated; all French
armies were in retreat, and a great and victorious Ger-
man machine was moving forward as it had moved forty-
four years before. :

The story of how Joffre led the German armies into
the fatal strategic positions between Paris and Verdun,
and having led them there—having led them beyond their
bases, ahead of their supplies—struck them, exhausted
with the strain of long marches, rolled them back nar-
rowly missed destroying them, is the story of the greatest
feat in military histéry—the victory of a million men, ill-
prepared and fll-organized, who had already been fre-
quently defeated, who had fallen back for one hundred
miles before a victorious army of more than a million
and a half, nourished in the tradition of invinctbility and
already sustained by victories unequalled even in Na-

‘poleonic history. 'The battle of the Marne was the vic-

|

tory: of French genius over German force.
What a great thing for Canada in the war it would
have been if Joffre could have gone on a pilgrimage
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HEN Vancouver undertook to raise $72,304 for
equal division among the Red Cross Material,
the Returned Soldiers, Canadian Patriotic

and Royal Naval Service Funds, Vancouver took a
truly western way of doing it. The event was trans-
= lated into a Carnival. 'The Carnival occupied four
days, beginning May 3. It was staged under the'
| auspices of the B. C. Commercial Travellers’ Associa-
tion, and it was done with a vim and a spectacular
energy that reminded the people very much of the
go-ahead days before the war. 0
The whole four-days event was called A War One of the great-
Dance. The stage for the Dance was the Geongia  est parades in
St. Viaduct, a bridge half a mile long and nearly Vancouver’s Four
a hundred feet wide. In the centre space was re- Days’ War Dance was the
served the largest open-air cabaret in the world, American Day Parade,
and here thousands of couples danced every after- here seen on its way .down
noon and evening. On Saturday, the closing day, a Hastings St.
great freefor<all masquerade ball was held, when
: the whole length "
of the bridge was a sardine box of humanity, while
immense crowds debouched from each end and overflowed
into the adjoining streets, where confetti battles took the
place of dancing.
Incidental to the War Dance, an election of a Queen of the
iCarnival was theld. Votes cost one cent apiece, and the
fifteen candidates brought to the treasury
4 as a result of their campaign nearly
Miss Josie 8id- $16,000; the winner, Miss Josie Siddons,
dons, Queen of alone turning in $6,050. Her ladies in
the War Dance waiting, the mnext highest candidates,
Carnival in her were Misses Grace MacDonald, Pearl
royal robes. Traer, Nettie Williams and Ethel Hollis
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‘ UT all the bright festival ideas don’t. originate in the
B ‘Wiest. The photograph below was taken in the Arena

Gardens, Toronto. Some days ago, just as spring made
her first coy advances taking the chill off the hockey field
in that vast auditorium, 300 young ladies of Brénksome Hall
and Margaret Eaton School, Toronto, presented a patriotie
fete which, if given in the New York Hippodrome, would
have been regarded as a “hit.” The photograph below gives
the closing scene, when all the young ladies expressed the
sentiments of the audience and the occasion in a very striking
style. An advertising man present made the shrewd remark:
“Well, I’'ve seen some pretty elaborate sign advertising

in

\
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Morris. Miss Siddons and her maids rode in state in the two-

- mile parade on the opening day, May 2, in a gorgeously decor-

ated carriage. Mayor McBeath, as representing the city of
Vancouver, crowned the young lady Queen wof the Carnival,
with imposing ceremony, at a palace built on the viaduct.

It is' estimated that 20,000 visitors came from other cities
and the rural districts to take part in the Ppleasures of the
carnival, and that approximately a million dollars of money
was placed in circulation as a result of the big fete,

ADVERTISING THE BIGGEST THING WE KNOW

Iy career, but that’s the most extravagant I know anything
about. Hmm! Three hundred girls in that. No, there isn’t
anything but King and Country big enough to carry such
expensive display advertising as that.”

Then he forgot his advertising idea, because the thing was
s0 beautiful. The entire programme was in charge of Miss
Mary G. Hamilton. The net proceeds were $1,300, devoted to
the Returned Soldiers’ Fund. As an example of ‘“what edu-
cated young women can do under good stage management, this
Patriotic Fete stands high., ;
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LHE GAME OF BENIGN BUNCO

Involving Some People’s Wheat and Other People’s Money

E are naturally a diligent, enthusiastic peo-
ple. We like to be found doing our duty,

CL giving our share and -helping along with

the biggest work in hand according to our
means. When the agricultural experts and the econ-
omists tell us on behalf of Provincial legislatures
and the Dominion Government that it is our duty and
privilege to be up and doing in the name of increased
production, we are as soon as possible up and doing
while yet it is called day, for the night cometh when
no man can work—and we don’t mind working at
night too if the moon happens to be up and doing
also.

For weeks, months, almost years now, we have
been exhorted to get back to the land, even-if it’s
only a patch as big as a rag rug in the back yard.
‘We are told how to make this rTug of soil bristle with
things for the table. By so doing it is said we do
not necessarily make money but we add to the sam
total of production in such a way that if hundreds
of thousands of people do it the visible supply is
increased to a point where it begins to catch up with
the demand. This we are assured by the wise ones
in economics is sure to bring down prices, or at
least prevent most of them from going much higher.

And we agree on this as a first principle. If we
ean’t raise wheat and barley and hogs in a back
vard we can at least grow potatoes and string beamns.
Every bushel and ton of garden truck produced adds
to the sum total of eatables in the country. In times
like these it doesn’t so much matter what particular
eatables they are, so long as they can be eaten. We
understand that one thing can be substituted for an-
other. When potatoes went to nearly a dollar a peck
we were told to buy rice which was in comparison
very cheap. When the hen season came on we were
advised to substitute eggs at 40 cents a dozen for
meat at about the same price per Ib. Any time bread
got too high we might eat some other cereal in-
stead—oatmeal, graham bread, and so forth.

Well, we are beginning to learn about this business
of substitution. It seemed at first to be a game at
which only one could play. And as long as some
things stuck at somewhere near the old familiar
price, so it was. The green grocer—literally green
we supposed—forked us over beans and rice in place
of potatoes and wished us a long and a happy life.
The butcher handed us out eggs in place of meat
and hoped we would do well on them.

‘Our bills began to come down a lit-

By THE EDITOR

Cartoon by Carmichael -

That’s all simple enough. It may also be as near
absolute economic justice as we can ever get, unless
an all-wise government paternally steps in and says:

There shall be no discrimination against the poor
because the better-off folks have the high price.
The cost of this-and-so must remain where it is
until— :

Exactly—nntil when? Who knows that some un-
scrupulous manipulator, willing to obey the law, will
not hire a lot of poor people on commission to buy
for him so that he may cold-storage commodities for
higher prices still when the visible or available sup-
ply is not so great? Amd of what use would it be to
fix a top price for anything so long as it is possible
for Mr. Rich-Person to buy up a whole raft of the
commodity in his own name or through other peo-
ple’s, and thereby take food out of circulation, na-
turailly increasing the price of what remains?

No, if we fix the price, we must also fix the aver-
age amount that can be bought by any one person
within a given time, or we shall have the little finger
of Rehoboam thicker than the loins of Jeroboam.

In this latter variation of the cost-and-commodity
problem we begin to smell a further clue to—What
causes prices to go up? If demand is the primal
cause—then what makes the demand? Is it hungry
people? Well and good. Then the hungry must as
far as possible be fed from stores that are available
now, and until other supplies can be produced from
the crops.

UT suppose—it is not hungry people alone that

make the demand for food?
let us take the case of wheat, for an example. There
are plenty of others. Once we establish certain
simple truths about a few things we are on the
road to understanding the rest.

Wheat, we all know, has gone up. Cash wheat is
now higher than the maximum price asked several
weeks ago by the western wheat growers from the
British Government acting through Sir George Fos-
ter. The farmers would have taken $1.70. The price
is now over $2.00. A few years ago we had dollar
wheat—and under. At that time bread was less than
half the price it is now. The variation in the price
of bread corresponds pretty closely to the variation
in the price of wheat from which it is made. We

tle. This was encouraging. By a little
added thrift and frugality we might .
screw our. cost of living down to a rea-
sonable percentage above the pre-war
scale. So we hoped. And we worked
like Trojans while we hoped because
we knew that the worst was yet to
come;. But even while we worked prices
worked harder. There seemed to be a
kind of infernal yeast working on prices,
go that the harder we worked at in-
creasing production the higher the
prices went. Perhaps the price-boosters
are afraid of the producers.

‘What we want to know first is—what
fixes the price of anything? Demand—
we are told—operating on supply. We
comprehend this. Joseph might have
cornered the corn of Egypt till all the
Pharoahs were mummies, but if no-
body came round to buy the corn, the

- fast, a very good way is to clap a little
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extra on to the price, which, of course,
always shoves the less affluent buyers

to the back of the mob and leaves the Y H.M

market open at a higher price to the
more selective crowd who happen to
lyave the price.

To illustrate this,

therefore exonerate bakers amd millers from the
charge of increasing the price. The blame must lie
somewhere else.

Why is wheat going up at such a-tremendous rate?
Is it—demand, compared to visible or available sup-
ply? Perhaps. But if the British Government con-
sidered $1.50 a fair maximum price for Canadian
wheat two.months ago, and Canadian farmers would
have been willing to take $1.70, why has the price
now gone far beyond $2.00 and still going up? Has
there been any change in the demand or enough de-
crease in the visible or available supply to warrant
such an inicrease? We prefer to think—not. The
wheat embargo in the Argentine, the wastage in
American winter wheat, the decreased acreage in
Canada; the lessened production in Europe are fac-
tors, some of which were- known long ago, some of
them of recent development. The new factors are
not powerful enough to make the diffefence if on
one side of the score we put

SOME PEOPLE’'S WHEAT,
on the other side,

OTHER PEOPLE’S MONEY.

Something must come between the wheat and the
money—something more than the decrease in the
visible supply. What 1s it?

“Oh,” says somebody: ‘“That’s simple. The sub-
marines. The price of wheat is determined by its
export. Expornt depends upon transport. If sub-
marines destroy a million tons of shipping g month,
there is a direct embargo on the export of wheat—
since wheat to be really exported must reach its des-
tination and not be gent to the bottom of the sea.
The value of wheat is its value to the consumer
wherever he may be. If the foreign consumer sets
the price for wheat we must have the wheat to con-
sume. The less he gets of it and the more of it goes
to the bottom of the sea, whether as wheat or flour,
the greater will be the sustained demand and na-

turally the higher the price will incline to go. There
you have it in a nutshell.”
‘Which #s somewhat a reasonable argument. But

we remember also that when the Canadian farmer
was willing to take $1.70 and the British Govern-

ment offered a maximum of $1.50, there was as much

destruction by submarines as there is now. There-
fore the submarine factor must have been taken
care of economically at a much lower price than
$2.30 wheat and 24-cent bread. There
must be something else. Between some
people’s wheat and the other people’s
money there must be some other in-
fluence. What is it? A large majority
of those who consume bread and there-
fore wheat—to each man, woman -and
child about 5 bushels a year in this
; country—will perhaps point to the opu-
Jent person whose portrait is carica-
tured at the bottom of this page. Per-
haps that fat man can tell us what he
has to do with making bread cost 24
cents a large loaf in middle Camada
when we have wheat enough in the
' country now to feed all of Canada for
three years.

“Close the exchanges,” says some-
body. “Why should there be in Win-
nipeg, for instance, several hundred
people engaged in nothing else but the
buying and selling of wheat? Why
should not these men find more produc-
tive employment and some other sim-

pler organization step between the
farmers’ wheat and the people’s
money ?”

We don’t answer that. There may

be those who can. But we imagine that

% if the British Government or the Cana-
dian Government acting for the British
had bought the entire surplus Canadian
crop, for 1917, a large number of these
alleged profiteering price-boosters would
have been out of business.
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of mankind, something that the

army has never seen before, al-
though they have formed a part of it,
under the same name, since Noah was
a boy. They. are alike in name only.
Batmen, the regular army type, are
professionals. What they don’t know
about cleaning brass, leather, steel,
and general valeting simply isn’t worth
knowing.: They nre superservants,
and they respect their position as rev-
erently as an English butler respects
his. With the new batman it is dif-
ferent. Usually the difficulty is not
so much to discover what they do mot
know, as what they do! A new’ officer
arrives at the front; or elsewhere, and
he has to have a batman. It is a
rather coveted job, and applicants are
not slow in coming forward. Some
man who is tired of doing sentry duty
gets the position, and his “boss”
spends anxious weeks bringing him up
in the way he should go, losing, in the
interval, socks, handkerchiefs, under-
wear, gloves, ties, shirts, and collars
galore! What «can be said to the
wretched man when'in answer to
“Where the is. my new pair of
socks?” he looks faint and replies:
“I’'ve lost them, sir!” Verily, as the
“professional” scornfully remarks, are
these “Saturday night batmen!”

Yet even batmen are born, not made.
Lucky is he who strikes on one of the
former; only the man is sure to get
killed, or wounded, or go sick! ' There
is always a fly in the ointment’ some-
The best kind of batman to

T HIS war has produced a new breed

where.

have is a kleptomaniac. Treat him

—

“Where did you get this pair of
~ pants?”

well and he will never touch a thing
of your own, but he will, equally, never
leave a thing belonging to any -one
else!

“Cozens, where did you get this
pair of pants?”

“Found them, sir!”

“Where did you find them?” ;

“Tying on the floor, sir,” with an
air of injured surprise.

“Where!” ¢

“I don’t just remember, sir.”

Voice from right rear: “The Ma.jors
compliments, sir, and have you seen
his new pants?”

“(mens|”

“sztr\"

“Give me tﬁose pants Rty e Ay

those the Major's?”
“Yeg, sir, them’s them.”
Cozens watches the pants disappear
with a sad, retrospeetlve ‘air of gloom.
“You ain’t got but the one pair now,

-againl .
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sir.” This with reproach.

“How many times have I got to tell
you to leave other people’s clothes
alone? The other day it was pyjamas,
now it’s pants. You’ll be taking some-
body’s boots next. Confound it. I’ll
—7I'll return you .to duty if you do it
How about all those hand-
kerchiefs? Where did they come
from?”

“All yours, sir, back from the wash!”

With a sigh, one is forced to give up

the unequal contest.

Albeit as valets the batmen of the
present day compare feebly with the
old type, in certain other ways they
are head and shoulders above them.

The old “pro” refuses to do a single
thing beyond looking after the clothing
and accoutrements of his master. The
new kind of batman can be impressed
to do almost anything. He will turn
into a runner, wait at table, or seize
a rifle with gusto and help get Fritz's
wind up. Go long journeys to find sou-
venirs, and make himself generally
useful.  He will even “bat” for the
odd officer, when occasion arises, as
well as for his own particular boss.

No man is a hero in the eyes of his
own batman. He knows everything
about you, even to the times when
your banking account is nil. He knows
when you last had a bath, and when
you last changed your underwear.
He knows how much you eat, and also
how much you drink; he knows all
your friends with whom you corre-

-gpond, and most of your family af-

fairs as revealed by that correspond-
ence, and nothing can hide from his
eagle eye the faet that you are—
Jousy! Yet he is a pretty good sort,
after all; he never tells. We once

had a rather aged sub. in the Com-~

pany whose teeth were not his own,
not a single one of them. One night,
after a somewhat heavy soiree and
general meeting of friends, he went
to bed—or, to be more accurate, was
tucked in by his faithful henchman—
and lost both the upper and lower
sets in the silent watches. The fol-
lowing morning he had a fearfully
worried look, and spake not at all, ex-
‘cei)t in whispers to his batman. Fin-
ally, the 0.C. Company asked him a
question, and he had to say something.
1t sounded like “A out mo,” so we all
instantly realized something was lack-
ing. He refused to eat anything at
all, but took a little nourishment in
the form of tea. His batman was to
be observed crawling round the fioor,
perspiring ‘at every pore, searching
with his ears aslant and his mouth
wide open for hidden ivory. We all
knew it; poor old Gerrard knew we
knew it, but the batman was faithful

_to the last, even when he pounced on

the quarry with the light of triumph
in his eye. He came to his master
after breakfast was over and asked if
he could speak to him., Poor Gerrard
moved into the other room, and you
could have heard a pin drop. “Please,
sir,” in a stage whisper from his bat-
man, “Please, sir, I've got hold of
them Teeth, sir! But the front ones
is habsent, sir, ’aving bin trod on!”
The biggest nuisance on God’s earth
is a batman who spends all hig spare
moments getting drunk! Usually, how-

ever, he is a first-class batman dur-
ing his sober moments! He will come
in “plastered to the eyes” about
eleven o’clock, and begin to hone your
razors by the pallid rays of a candle,
or else clean your revolver and see
if the cartridges fit! In his cups he
is equal to anything at all. Unless the
case is really grave the man wins
every time, for mo one hates the idea
of changing his servant more than an
officer who has had the same man
for a month or so and found him ef-
ficient,

Not infrequently batmen are touch-
ingly faithful. They will do anything
on earth for their “boss” at any time
of the day or night, and never desert
him in the direst extremity. More
than one batman has fallen side by
side with his officer, whom he had fol-
lowed into the fray, close on his heels.

Once, after a charge, a conversa-
Hon ensued between the sergeant of
a_certain officer’s platoon and that
officer’s batman,-in this fashion:

“What were you doin’ out there,
Tommy ?”

“Follerin’.”

- “And why was you close up on his

* heels, so clost I could ‘ardly see *im?”

“Follerin’ ’im up.”

“And why wasn’t you back some-
where safe?” (’I\his with a touch of
sarcasm.)

“Lord, Sargint, you ocyuldn't expect
me to let ’im go out by ’isself! B
might ha’ got hurt!”

SCOUT OFFICER

E have a certain -admiration for

Oo our scout officer; not so much

for his sleuththound propensi-

ties, as for his completely degage air.

He is a Holmes-Watson individual, in

whom the Holmes is usually subser-
vient to the Watson. -

Without a map—he either has sev-
eral dozen or none at all—he is purely
Watson. \With a map he is transform-
ed into a Sherlock, instanter. The
effect of a new map on him is like that
of a new build of aeroplane on an avi-
ator. He pores over it, he reverses
the north and south gear, and gets the

" magnetic differential on the move;

with a sweep of the eye he
climbs  hills, goes down into
valleys, he encircles = a wood
with @ pencil-marked forefinger—and
asks in an almost pained way for nail-
scissors. Finally, he sends out his
Seout Corporal and two men, armed

" to the teeth with spy-glasses and com-

passes (magnetic, mark VIII), to re-
connoitre. When they come back
(having walked seventeen kilometres
to get to a point six miles away) and
report he says, wagging his head
sa.ge]y “Ah! I knew it.
to this map, 81 X D (parts of), 82 GN,
south-west (parts of), 32 Bl, N.W.
(parts of), and 19 CF, East (part of),
the only available route is the main
road, marked quite clearly on the map,

and running due east-morth-east by

east from Bn. H.T.” {

But he is a cheerful soul. The other
day, when we were romancing around
in the Somme, we had to take over a
new line; one of those “lines” that

' genial old beggar Fritz makes for us

According -

23

with 5.9s. He—the Scout Officer—
rose to the occasion. He went to the
Commanding Officer, and in his most
ingratiating manner, his whole earnest
soul in his pale blue eyes, offered to
take him up to his battle head-
quarters.

This offer was accepted, albeit the
then Adjutant had a baleful glitter in
his eye.

After he had led us by ways that
were strange and peculiar through the

He circles a wood with a pencil mark-
ed forefinger,

gathering darkness, and after the Col-
onel had fallen over some barbed
wire into a very damp shell-hole, he
began to look worried. We struck
a very famous road—along which even
the worms dare not venture—and our
Intelligence Officer Jed us for several
hundred yards along it.

An occasional high explosive shrap-
nel shell burst in front and to rear
of us, but, map- grasped firmly in the
night hand, our Scout Officer led us
fearlessly oanrds He did not march,
he did not even walk, he sauntered.
Then with a dramatic gesture wholly
unsuited to the time and circum-

_stances, he turned and said: “Do you

mind waiting a minute, sir, while I
look at the map?”’ After a few brief
comments the C.0. went to earth in a
shell-hole. The Scout Officer sat down
in the road, and examined his ma,b
by the aid of a flash-light until the
Colonel threw a clod of earth at him
accompanied by some very uncompli-
men'tgy remarks. “I think, sir,” said
the Scout Officer, his gaunt frame and
placid countenance illumined by shell-
bursts, “that if we cross the road and
go North by East we may \perhaps
strike the communication trench lead-
ing to the Brewery. Personally, I
would suggest overland, but——"
His last words were drowned by the
explosion of four 8.1's 50 yards rear
right. “Get out of this, sir! Get out
of this damn quick,” roared the C.O.
The Scout Officer stood to attention
slowly, and saluted wnth a deprecat-
ing air.

‘He led,

We followed.

He took us straight into one of tne
heaviest barrages ‘it had ever been our
misfortune to encounter, and when we
had got there he said he was lost. So
for twenty minutes the C.0., the Ad-
jutant, nine runners, and, last but not
least, the Scout Officer, sat under a
barrage in various shell-holes, and
prayed inwardly—with the exception
of the Scout Officer—that he (the S.

(Concluded on page 25.)
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IGNORE THE SCENERY

HERE has recently come into the

theatre what ‘people call “the

new art,” says Robert Edmond
Jones in The Theatre. BEuropean in-
fluence on various “Little Theatres”
throughout the country was largely
responsible for its foundation, and as
a vogue this “new art” swept the
theatrical world and became popular
with all’ class~s of playgoers. Its ap-
peal, while supposed to come from
the stage as a whole, really came
from the scenery, and has been the
means of the establishment of a
school of painters whose work is
mostly known by their employment
of great masses of colour, blended in
a manner to hold the eye and to
dazzle the brain.

Ten years from now this “new art,”
as it is known to-day will have dis-
appeared, and in its place will be seen
a work that is at present starting in
a very humble manner, There
have been instances in the past few
seasons where the idea of the play
did not “get over” with the scenic
artist. We have all seen bits of stage
pictures that were supposed to be cold
and dismal spoiled by a bank of too
red roses. The trouble is, that
when any play reaches the hand of
the artist who is to make the back-
grounds for its action, it is a dead
thing—something that contains words
and directions. for .action. The artist
has to visualize, to see every move-
ment and colour, and frequently his
conception of a scene is different from
the original idea of the playwright.

My idea of the correct production of
a play is to start from the author’s
original idea and make it something
truly alive, organic. ILet producers
read plots and suggestions as they
now read plays. ‘While the
scenery of a play is truly important, it
should be so important that the audi-
ence should forget that it is painted.
There should be a fusion between the
play and its scenery. Scenery isn’t
there to be looked at, it is really there
to be forgotteh. The drama is the
fire, the scenery is the air that lifts
the fire and makes it bright. If a
scene is properly done it should un-
consciously ‘“get” the audience.

1 think that the Russians’ idea of the
ideal stage picture comes nearer to
my own picture of the ideal than any
other. They believe that when they
look at a stage picture they should
see something that is entirely the
handiwork of the artist responsible.
They believe that an artist should per-
sonally—with his own hands—be re-
sponsible for every bit of colour on
the stage.

YOUNG PIANISTS RECITE.

PIANO recital of exceptional merit

was given by two of Mr. F. S.
Welsman’s pupils, Miss Lilly Timmins
and Master Bert Proc<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>