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 DESIGN PATD A UG 2679

IVORY SOAP is pure in that it contains
no materials other than those needed
for the making of high grade soap. It
contains no bleach to make it white; no -
filler to give it weight.

Ivory Soap is pure in that its materials
are refined so thoroughly that there is
no dirt or foreign matter in the finished
product.

Ivory Soap is pure in that the fat and
alkali are combined so skillfully that there
is no free alkali or unsaponified oil in a
single cake.

IVORY SOAP. . .. 99#%7% PURE

IT FLOATS

Ivory Soap is made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada
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HE BANK OF TORONTO invites Personal

. and Business Accounts, and is pleased to
olace at the disposal of its customers the
facilities gained during 60 years of continuous
growth and successful banking service in Canada.

N THE SAVINGS DEPARTMENT accounts

may be opened for small or large sums at

any time, and interest is added twice-a-year
to all balances.

Business Accounts, and our long experience
and wide connections ensure the full sat-
isfactory service to our customers that has
distinguished our service in the past.

CAREFUL ATTENTION is given to all

Paid-Up Capital $5,000,000

Reserved Funds 6,402,810

o SN SR . AR 4 SIS @ TN G S o IR

INCORPORATED 1855
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TALCUM POWDER
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Ladies will find Royal Vinolia bland, soothing, cooling
and antiseptic. It is easily brushed away and does
not clog the pores. It is delicately scented with the
charming Royal Vinolia Perfume and makes a perfect
all-round Talcum Powder. See that the men folk find
a tin ready for the morning shave.

B Rl bl gt Do e

: «%&W about double the quantity in the usual tin.
5 I Made in two sizes and sold by all druggists.

VINOLIA CO. LIMITED
exnc Toronto London (Eng.) Paris New York 66
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August Number

THE RED RIVER SETTLEMENT: 1830 AND NOW
By J. W. BARTLETT

A graphic comparison of conditions in this famous Western Settlement now
with what they were when Selkirk brought his courageous band of Scotch
immigrants to stake their chances against the hardships of nature and the
terrors of unfriendly savages.

THE BIDDULPH TRAGEDY
By JOHN MARKEY

This is one of the most interesting of all the ‘‘ Famous Canadian Trials”
because it leaves the murder of the Donunolly family still in darkness. Here ey
is mystery in real life stranger even than 1n fiction.

THE REAL STRATHCONA
By DR. GEORGE BRYCE

The second of Dr. Bryce's historical papers deals with the private and
domestic side of Strathcona, at a time when he dispensed hospitality
at ‘“Silver Heights.”

THE SUSSEX DOWNS
By M. FORSYTH GRANT

A charming impression of this delightful part of England, with special
attention. to the picturesque old town of Lewes.

GUSTAVE
By H. B. FOLSETTER

This is one of the best Canadian short stories published in many a long day.
It is new, vigorous, unhackneyed, and is full of action. Read this new story
by a new writer

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

The Canadian Magazine

200-206 Adelaide Street West TORONTO
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How BENGER’S FOOD PROVIDES A CHANGE
4\ FROM LIQUID MILK DIET FOR INVALIDS.

( Invalids gradually recovering strength and who
(095 yet require light diet will find the special recipes
i Benger's Booklet a welcome change from
liquid or semi-liquid foods. These dishes, con-
sisting as they do largely of Benger’s Food, will
be found exceedingly appetising, most digestible,
and very nutritious for Invaiids.
Some of the Recipes :

Benger's Food with Chocolate. Benger's Food thickened.
Benger’s Food and Raw Egg. Sago Pudding made with
Arrowroot Pudding made with Benger’s.

Benger's. Ground Rice made with
Queen Pudding made with Benger's. Benger's, etc.

enger’s

is unequalled when the digestive system is weakened through
accident, pain or illness, and whenever a light sustaining diet

has become a necessity.
Booklets and Samples may be obtained post free from the Manufacturers—
BENGER’S FOOD, LTD., Otter Works, Manchester, ENG.
or from th ir Wholesale Agents in Canada :— g

The National Drug & Chemical Co. of Canada, Ltd., Montreal, ox any of their branchesat =gy
Hali ax, N.S. Winnipeg, Man, Va ver, B.C. Nelson, B.C. 4

St. John. N.B. Toronto, Ont. Vi Ottawa, Ont,
London, Ont. Hamilton, Ont. Cal Regina, Sask.
ugh whom supplies may

C.
' ta.
be obtained.

BgoC

Inoepenoent Orper oF Foresters

Policies issued by the Society are for the protect-
Fumishes ion of your Family and cannot be bought, sold or Total .
ledged. Benefi
aC pledg enefits
omplete Benefits are payable to the Beneficiary in case of Paid
ystem of death, or to the member in case of his total disability, 42 Milli
nsurance or to the member on attaining seventy years of age. Do“ll’:n
Policies issued from $500 to $5000
FR For further information and literature apply to
e~ -D J. DARCH, S.s. E. G. STEVENSON, S.C.R. TEMPLE BUILDING, TORONTO
28
\_.
P ——
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"MELANYL" THE

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

MARKING INK

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

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

~~JOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Lo, T b e e ST ENGLAND
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: LONDON GLOVE GOMPANY

Are able to announce that on account of arrangements made previous to the commencement of the
war, they have large stocks of their celebrated makes of Gloves on hand, and in work at the
factories, which they are able to supply at their original and usual moderate prices.

LADIES’ GLOVES

Real Kid Gloves, French make, man-
ufactured expressly for The L.G.Co.,
from s ecialll; selected skins and ob-
tainable in Black, White and every
colour. 3 Buttons. The
“¢Lebon** z4 cents per

Mel Tar?”

NOW IS THE TIME TO REPLENISH YOUR GLOVE STOCK

All Mail Orders will receive careful and prompt attention.

MEN’S GLOVES

Real Cape Gloves, English make, Medium
Weight, Spear Points, Pique sewn, 1 Press
Button. 80 cents per pair.

The “ DREADNOUCHT **
Strong Real 0ape Goat-

pair. The* :
86 cents per pair.

The ““ROYAL’’ Ladies’
Real French Suede Gloves,
manufactured  expressly
for The L.G.Co. in Black,
‘White, Greys, Beavers,
Tans, Browns and Mole.

3 Buttons. 80 cents per pair.

Ladies® Best Quality French Suede, made from the very
finest skins, in Greys, Beavers, Pastel, Tans, Browns, Mole,
‘White and Stainless Black.. «92tcents per pair.

The ““CONNAUGHT’’ Ladies’
Superlor Quality Cape Cloves,
English make, in Tan shades,
Spear Points, Prix seam sewn. 2
Press Buttons. 72 cemts per
pair,

The**BLENHEIM?®’ Ladies’
Best Quality Fine Cape
Gloves, English make, in
Tan, Oak, Dark Grey,
Whiteor Black, Prix seam
sewn, Spear Points. 2
Press Buttons, 92 cents
per pair. :

Ladies® Strong Cape
Gloves, English make, in
Tan or Oak shade, 6 Butt-
on Length with Wide
Arms, Strap and Press
Button, Sﬁ)ear Points,
Prix seam sewn, $1.20
per pair.

No. 310—Ladies’ Best Quality Chamois Leather Gloves,
Natural Colour, Hand sewn with Strong Self or Black
Thread, Special Cut Thumbs, 2 Large Pearl Buttons. 86
cents per pair.

No, 319 — Ladles® Doeskin Gloves, Buck Finish, English
make, in Dark Tan or Grey Shade, Prix seam sewn. 2
Press Buttons. 70 cents per pair.

ELASTIC WRIST
Ladles, Doeskin Gloves, Superior Quality, English make,
in Slates, Pearl Grey, Putty or Tan Shades, Saxe Shape,
with Elastic at Wrist, Wide Top. 70 cents per pair.

Ladies’ Cape Gloves, English make, 6 Button Length, Saxe
Shape, with Elastic at Wrist, Pique sewn. 97 cenls
p er pair.

SUPPLIMENTARY DEPARTMENTS—Ladies’, Men’s and Children's Hosiery and Underwear, English manufacture

equally moderate prices.

skin QI s English
made, in Tan Colour,
Hand sewn, Spear
Points, 1 Press Button.
$1.12 per pair.

REGULATION. Tan
Rainproof Gape Gloves,
Army Regulation Cut,
Best English make, 1
Button. 92 cents
per pair.,

No. 369 — 8oft Finish Doeskin Gloves, Best Quality, Eng-
lish make, in Tan or Dark Grey, Prix seam sewn, 1 Press
Button. Z4 cents per pair.

No. 326 — Men’s Best Quality Chamois Leather Gloves,
Natural Colour, English made, Prix seam Hand sewn wit

Self or Black Thread, 1 Large Pearl Button. 86 cent$
per pair.

SPECIALTIES IN UNDERWEAR
THE * MERIDIAN ”

Adelig"htful make of summer underwear for Men, in Fine
Cream Fabric of extreme softness, strength and elasticity
thoroughly recommended for comfort and durability.
Men’s Undershirts with Short or Long Sleeves in 4 size$
Slender, Medium, Popes or Outsize,

$1.00 cach. 3 for $2.58.
Men’s Pants. Ankle Length, in all the above sizes,

$1.12 each. 3 for $3.20. ;
Men’s Knicker Drawers, (below knee), Slender, Medium,

Popes or Outsize,
$1.05 cach. 3 for $3.08.

‘““AIRLITE” CELLULAR UNDERWEAR

Porous, Light, Cool and Comfortable.
Men’s Undershirts, with Short Sleeves,

Slender Medium Popes Outsize
54 cents. 56 cenls. 58 cents. 60 cenlS-
Men’s Pants, (ankle length) to match, 0

Slender Medium Popes Outs‘zes
68 cenls. 72 cenis. 78 cents. 84 cents-

LADIES’ “‘ AIRLITE” COMBINATIONS

Low Neck, no Sleeves, or High Neck, Short
Sleeves.
Slender or Medium sizes 86 cents each.
Outsize 97 cents each.
at

to
PRICE LISTS may be obtained free, on application to the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd., 200-206 Adelaide St. West, To“\’;‘
Remittances, including postage, by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY,

General Post Office, London, England.

Address

Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.

anorsors THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England.
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HOW CONVENIENT!
AN you imagine anything more
convenient than a light, strong,
graceful folding table, which may
¢ set up, at a moment’s notice, any-
where? You have need of such a table
inyour home. It is the

MPEERLESS@®

FOLDING  TABLE.

—the table of manifold uses. Everyone
Who sees one, wantsone. It's uses mul-
tiply. It is never in the way, because it
may be folded up when not in use, and
tucked away behind the door. Your
furniture dealer has it, or will get it for
you. Ask him.

MADE IN CANADA

- Write for FREE Bookle! 45 "de:cribing
our “ Peeriess and “ Elite 1 ables

HOURD & CO., LIMITED

Sole Licensees and Manufacturers
LONDON, ONTARIO

Office or Factory Site
FOR SALE

Central down town property on Alice
treet, Toronto, about 200 feet from
onge Street. Exceptionally Easy
€rms,

Lot 50 x 125 feet.

Fyjy particulars and terms sent on
request.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

200 ADELAIDE ST. WEST, TORONTO

.
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UX is the essence of
fine, pure soap in
flakes and possesses
marvelous cleansing
and preserving proper-
ties. Itkeepsall loosely
woven fabrics from
shrinking and thicken-
ing in the wash. Have
you tried LUX ?

UX breaks into a
foamy ecream-like
lather that cannot in-
jure the filmiest fabrics
or the most delicate
hands. It softens the
hardest water, thus
preserving the original
elasticity of fabries and
adding to their life.
Try LUX in the bath.

------------------------

e
-
H

£
:

Made in Canada by Lever
Brothers Limited, Torontc
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England’s
most popular

SAUCE

has not advanced
1n price.

U
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There's economy In {
using H.P.—the odds
and ends are made
simply delicious with
just a few drops of
the -
One and Only
H.P. SAUCE
from England

SLERH

Oakey’s

Oakey’s |

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP v

For Cleaning Plate

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON’ KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc.

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED
Wellingt Mills, Lond Eng., S.E.

—
—

For Nervous

Debility,
Dyspepsia,
Anaemia,

Vitafer does most good—in
least time—at lowest cost.

In neurasthenia and all “ run-down " conditions,
it benefits from the very first dose, and a course
‘ of Vitafer ‘‘makes you feel your old self again.”

Vitafer

The All-British Tonic Food

nas the unqualified recommendation of British
Medical Men, because it is the perfection of
Tonic Foods, superior to products of German or
other origin.
Note the moderale price which places it within

reach of all.

From Drug Stores, in tins, 50c and Z5¢;
larger sizes $1.25 and $2.

Sole Manufacturers:—SOUTHALL BROS. &

WHAT IS YOUR MONTHLY INCOME?

Will Your Estate Provide As Much
For Your Wife and Kiddies ?

You can make immediate provision for
any deficiency by a Policy in

THE
EXCELSIOR
LIFE
INSURANCE
COMPANY
ABSOLUTE PROTECTION NOW,
COMFORT IN OLD AGE,

secured by Excelsior Policies.

Head Office: Toronto, Canada-
/

BARCLAY, Ltd., BirmingHAM, ENe.
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mf JBisbop’s College
School

LENNOXVILLE P.Q.
Head Master: J. TYSON WILLIAMS.iB:fi_., Emmanuel College, Cambridge.

This is an ideal place to send your boy, the sur-
roundings are healthful and the buildings up-to-date,

Men occupying some of the most prominent I
sanitary and well ventilated.

Positions in Canada, both in the army, the professions |

|
|
|
t
: . : P Boys are pr ed for R.M.C., Kingston, th
and ) [ (o33 AT prepareds Jur Sk gorony s e
Cnl in business, have been educated at Hisians | Universities and business life by an efficient staff
-ollege Sc_hool. | of masters, chiefly graduates of English Univer-
| sities.

FOR CALENDARS, INFORMATION, Etc.. APPLY TO THE HEAD MASTER.

The Royal Military College -

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

1h e College is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving
1 Struction in all branches of military science to cadets and officers of the Canadian Militia,
 fact {t corresponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst.

A e Commandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial
5 Tmy. lent for the purpose, and there is in additon a complete staff of professors for the civil
“s'%iegts ?dhlé:h form such an important part of the College course. Medical attendance is

rovided.

t Whilst the College is organized on a strictly military basis, the Cadets receive a prac-
cal and scientific training in subjects essential to a sound modern education.
Ph The course includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying,

Ysics, Chemistry, French and English.

th The strict discipline maintained at the College is one of the most valuable features of

ofe ¢ourse, and, in addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, drill and outdoor exercises
all kinds, ensures health and excellent physical condition.

off. ommissions in all branches of the Imperial Service and Canadian Permanent Force are
€red annually. .

o e diploma of graduation is considered by the authorities conducting the examination

01," Dominion Land Surveyor to be equivalent to a university degree, and by the Regulation
the Law Society of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree.

The length of the course is three years, in three terms of 91 months each. i

extThe total cost of the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, and all
Tas, {s about $800. ;

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

"OIFOP full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, applica-

ma, Should be made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont.,, or to the Com-
\ndam, Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont.




The Canadian Magazine prints every month at least one
important historical article dealing with some phase of the
country’s developement. The series of ¢ Famous Can-
adian Trials ™’ has proved to be a deep well of exceedingly
interesting material. There are more of these Trials to
follow, and each one throws light on some aspect of our
political or social progress. The sketches of Lord
Strathcona by Dr. George Bryce, now running, compose
the first material on this great ‘‘ Maker of Canada’ by
anyone who knew him intimately. It is the close, per-
sonal touch that makes Dr. Bryce’s articles so interesting
and valuable. There will be nine in all and each one wlll
deal with some particular phase of Strathcona’s career,
Not one of them should be missed. A subscription to the
Canadian Magazine will make sure of them for you

every month.

$2.50 PER ANNUM. Including Great Britain, Ireland and most
of the Colonies.

SINGLE COPIES, 25 CENTS.

The Canadian Magazine

200-206 Adelaide Street West - TORONTO
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T o Th Summer Girl

Amid all your sports—dancing and continual round of
pleasures you should remember one thing first—last and
always—protect your dainty delicate complexion.

To be sure the hand of time slowly changes the features; that cannot

be avoided, but neglect and carelessness alone are responsible for the =
skin and complexion deterioration. Just use a little of

Gouraud’s Oriental Cream

consistently each day and it will insure your complexion against
the hot summer sun and dry air. It will keep the skin soft, clear
and pearly white, retaining the youthful contour.

Don't forget that GOURAUD'S ORIENTAL CREAM protects,
purifies and peautifies. For over 66 years it has been the
supreme liquid face cream of both the old and the new world.
See that a bottle has a place on your dressing table this summer.

At Drug and Dept. Stores, price 60c. & $1.50 per bot.

Every woman should carry in her purse Gouraud’s Complexion i
Chamois—a most useful article, Mail us to-day 10c. for one. !

FERD. T. HOPKINS & SON, 474 St. Paul Street, Montreal
— g
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A residential and day School for
Boys and Girls. Students prepared for .
Junior and  Senior Matriculation.
Thorough courses in English, Music, Busi-
ness and Manual Arts.

Situation, beautiful and healthful,
with large campus and good gymnasium.
School opens on September 9th, 1915.

For Prosectus write to

G. J. Trueman M. A. Principal
Stanstead, Que.

ASHBURY COLLEGE
Rockcliff Park, Ottawa
RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

For Calender apply :—
REV. GEO. P. WOOLLCOMBE, M.A. [Oxon. |
Headmaster

Modern Fireproof Building. Pure Water Supply.
Small classes. Gymnasium. Chapel. R.M.C.
Entrance 1914, all candidates passed, one first place.

Art Association
OF MONTREAL

The Schools of Art in the New
Galleries, Elementary, Life, An-
tique and Painting Classes will
re-open for 1915-16 on the 1st
October, 1915.

Application should be made promptly to

J. B. ABBOTT, Secretary

Write for Prospectus

STAMMERING

or STUTTERING may make life miserable
for your child, or for one of your family or
friends. If it does, you owe it to the sufferer
to investigate the successful Arnott methods qf
permanently curing these disturbing impedi-
ments. We will gladly give you full particulars
and references. Cured pupils everywhere.

ARNOTT lNSTITUTE

Berlin, Ont., Can.
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Glen Adawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
Residential and Day School for Girls

Principal-MISS J. J. STUART
(Successor to Miss Veals)
Classical Tripos, Cambridge University, England
Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly situated.
Highly qualified staff of Canadian and European
teachers. The curriculum shows close touch
with modern thought and education. Prepara-
tion for matriculation examinations. Special
attention given to individual needs. Outdoor
Games.
School re-opens September 14th.
New Prospectus rom Miss STUART.

Successes R.M.C.

Entrance 2nd, 10th
places, 1914.

Head Master: McGill Science, 1st

place 1910, f{st

C. S. Fosbery, M.A. place 1912, 2nd

MONTRE AL place 1913, Ex-

hibition Arts, 1913.

mestminster College

Toronto
H Restdential & Day School for Girls

Situated opposite Queen’s Park, Bloor St. W.

Every educational facility provided. Pupils prepared for
Senior Matriculation.

Music, Art and Physical Education.
The School, by an unfailing emphasis upon the moral as well as the
intellectual, aims at the development of a true womanhood.
SCHOOL RE-OPENS THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 9th, 1915
For CALENDAR APPLY—
JOHN A. PATERSON, K.C. MRS. A. R. GREGORY
President, Principal.

RIDLEY COLLEGE Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely separate. Upper School prepares boys for the
A _ll_J‘l::ivgu’itiell and fﬁx lgmin_eué hF}nenl: _Schoo!MGropm}l in Clnucln—ﬂl)f lﬁl‘ela 5 " ey

. ; it t Mati tion in six out of t t ; thre
Catharines, Ont. | {3y chsol wen Usiversity Scholarships REV' J. O, MILLER, MA+ D ¢ L Brinener, ™
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ST. ANDREW'’S

A Residential and Day School

for Boys. Upper and Lower
Schools.  Boys prepared for
Matriculation into the Univer-

sities ; for entrance into the
Royal Military College, and for
Business. Calendar containing

TORONTO, ONTARIO particulars sent on application-

Rev. D. Bruce Macdonald, M.A.,LL.D:
Autumn Term Commences September 13th, 1915 Headmaster.

ST, MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E.,, TORONTO, ONTARIO

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Founded by the late George Dickson, M.A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickso?
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year WOl’kl'
Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball,
Hockey, Swimming Bath.
Write for Prospectus

MRS, GEORGE DICKSON, MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,
President. _Principal.
WESTBOURNE *°%gRis™°"
GIRLS.
278 BLOOR STREET WEST - TORONTO, CANADA

A residential and day scliool—small enough to ensure for the pupils a real
home, careful personal training and thoughtful supervision. Pupils prepared
for the University. Class instruction in Folk and ZEsthetic Dancing as
well as Physical work, Outdoor Sports. Affiliated with the Toronto
Conservatory of Music. . F. McGillivary Knowles, R.C.A., Art Director.

School re-opens September 14th. For Calendar address the Principal,

MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.
/

g
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UPPER CANADA COLLEGE
TORONTO '

Premier Boys’ School of Canada
FOUNDED 1829 BY SIR JOHN COLBORNE, GOVERNOR OF UPPER CANADA

Autumn Term Begins Thursday, Sept. 9th, at 10 a. m. Boarders return on the 8th:

Senior and Preparatory Schools in separate buildings. Fifty acres playing and athletic fields, with
rinks, gymnasium and full equipment. Detached infirmary, with resident nurse. Summer camp £
Lake Timagami, conducted by the Physical Instructor of the College. ~SUCCESSES }914’
Honours (Matriculation) 7, Pass Matriculation 13, Royal Military College Passes 2. All particulars
on application to ARNOLD MORPHY, Bursar.

(T

H. W. AUDEN, M., A., Principal
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Bishop

: Str aChan Full Matriculation Course, Elementary Work,

School
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FORTY-EIGHTH YEAR
A Church Residential and Day School For Girls.

Domestic Atrts,
Music and Painting,

President: The Right Rev. the Lord Bishop of Toronto.
Principal, MISS WALSH | Vice-Principal, MISS NATION

WYKEHAM HALL, COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO.
JUNIOR DAY SCHOOL—423 Avenue Road, Head Mistress, Miss R. E. Churchard,

(Higher Certificate National Froebel Union) ,

15

1O EIm Ave.
Rosedale

ranksomehallz=

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Miss M. T'. Scort

Hon, Principal, -

Principal, M1ss EpITE M. READ, M.A,

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

ARTS

(QUEEN'S
UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON, ONTARIO

GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar. ‘

A Boarding School for Boys

HOME b MH'eadmasteiq—:. GI‘ M.

, M.A., Trinity

STUDY ST*HLBHNS Co?llélg‘?ré:ibs. r:" 4

Housemaster — J. J. Step-

A hen§,.M.A., Dublin University.

Arts Courses only Ox\é;s;itgrﬂThe Lord Bishop of

Separ:}te houses ’f:or Senior

s U M M E R and Junior Bo: 'S. I!lc School
grounds cover 24 acres.

SCHO OL Recent R.M.C. Successes:—

1913, 4th, 6th, 7th, 1ith, 13th
places. 1914, 3rd, 6th, 7th, Sth
places.

July and August
BROCKYVILLE,

For Prospectus, etc., apply to
the Headmaster,

EDUCATION MEDICINE
in Advertising, Journalism, Show Card
SCHOOL OF MINING Writing and Illustrating given by the
MINING Shaw Correspondence School
CHEMICAL MECHANICAL 395-7 Yonge Street, Toronto
Clvi, ELECTRICAL are helping many to obtain good po-
ENGINEERING sitions which pay fine salaries. If you

want to climb let us aid you,

YatilCnses |

) W. H, SHAW. Prasideit

%
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The Principal of

MoultonCollege

will spare no trouble to give you complete informa-
tion regarding the courses, faculty and equipment
of this well-known successful College.

Courses:—Matriculation, English, Music, Art.

Special attention to Primary and Preparatory forms. Little
girls received as resident pupils.

Address:—34 Bloor Street E.,, TORONTO 33

THE RIGHT START
in giving your boy an education is to select that
institution with competent instructors and proper
environment.

Woodstoc

For

College

meets all requirements.

respondence in\lted
. T. MacNEILL B. A.
Woodztock College siitie

BOMS

Fully equipped manual training. Cor*

35

Woodstock, Ont:

HARRIETT STRATTON ELLIS, B.A., D. Paed., Principal.

TRINITY
COLLEGE
SCHOOL

B PORT HOPE, ONT.
S : ﬂ For information
CHAPEL address

; The Head Master
NEXT TERM BEGINS SEPTEMBER 15th.

™|

The Dargaret Eaton 5cbool of literature and Exrpression
North Street, Toronto. Mrs. Scott Raff, Principal
English Literature, French and German, Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation,
Oratory and Public Speaking, and Dramatic Art.

Calendar
Send for Calen

A RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL
FOR GIRLS

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ON

Visitor. The Lord Bishop of Toronto.
Preparation for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Young children also received.
Fine location, Outdoor games and physical training. for
The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and ot a Snster' who 10
welve years taught in the School with marked success.
Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.

COLLEGE REOPENS SEPTEMBER 14th.
For terms and particuars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Major St., TORONTO: :

//

|

- NEW BUILDING, ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF’
Ottawa Ladles COllege Perfectly Sanitary, fitted with every modern convenience:

e
Academic work up to the first year university, music, art, domestic science, physical (‘Ult"frL
etc. This is one of the most up-to-date colleges in Canada and possesses all the advantage 0 ©

residence in the Capital. For Calendar Apply to— Rev. J. W. H. Mllne, B.A.D. D, President:
Jas. W. Robertson L L. D., C. M.G., Chairman of Board. R
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Billy Sunday
Says:—

“YF I should die to-night,
that which would give
me the most comfort, next
to my faith, would be the
knowledge that I have in a
safety deposit vault in
Chicago life insurance
papers paid for up to date
and my wife could cash
them in and she and the
babies could listen without
fear to the wolves’ howl for
a good many years.”
_ Billy hits the nail squarely on
tie head. Nothing tends to pro-
duce quietness and confidence
like a life or endowment policy,
especially if in a good, strong
company with Assets of nearly
twenty-five millions and Surplus
of nearly four millions, such as

THE MUTUAL LIFE
ASSURANCE COMPANY
OF CANADA
WATERLOO, ONTARIO

104
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BOND
OFFERINGS

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

Government — Municipal
Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 4% to 6%

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

Dommion SecurmiEs
CORPORATION'LIMITED

TORONTO . MONTREAL . LONDON.ENG

—

Corrosion-Resisting

Put a piece of metal in acid, and
see the tiny bubbles stream up-
ward. That’s corrosion you can see.
Dip an ordinary pen in ink (ink contains acid)
and the same thing takes place, only so gradually
that you can't see it.
The corrosion-resisting metal of all Esterbrook
Pens is the result of 50 years exhaustive metal-
lurgical and chemical research.
Esterbrook Pens LAST.
If you like a smooth, easy-writing pen that
makes a fine quick-drying line, try this Ester-
brook Inflexible No. 322.
For useful metal box containing this and &

Send loc- eleven Oéllu'l';nﬁst 1?(3(1”%(1):1";‘1313in(zllxdil:g L8
the famous 048 Falcon.

ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN CO.

28 to 70 Cooper Street
Camden, N.J.

E’sfer.brooﬂ;

Inflexible No.322

(i

Paid-up Capital - - $7,000,000
Reserve Fund and
Undivided Profits - 7,245,140

209 Branches in Canada.
Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.

Savings Department at all Branches.

Deposits received of $1.00 and upward, and inberest
allowed at best current rates.

General Banking Business.
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THE JOURNEY

The husband or father, before starting on a journey,
provides his household with the funds required for the

family wants during his absence.

Did it ever occur to you that some day you will be
called upon to start upon the LONG JOURNEY ? Have
you made sufficient provision for those dependent upon
you when you are gone ?

THE

Federal Life Assurance Co.

HEAD OFFICE: HAMILTON, ONT.

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 13,174,000
Capital Paid Up - 11,560,000 Total Assets - 180,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS:
SIR HERBERT S. HOLT, President E.L.PEASE, Vice-President E.F.B, JOHNSTON, K.C,. 2nd Vice-President
Wiley Smith Hon. David Mackeen G. R. Crowe James Redmond A. J. Brown, K. C.
D. K. Elliott Hon., W, H. Thorne Hugh Paton T. J. Drummond Wm. Robertson
C. S. Wilcox W. J. Sheppard A. E. Dyment C. E. Neill
Officers.
E. L. Pease, General Manager
W. B.Torrance, supt. of Branches C.E. Neilland F. J. Sherman, Asst. Gen.-Managers

340-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA—340

Also Branches in Cuba, Porto Rico, Dominican Republic, Barbados, Grenada, Jamaica,
Trinidad and Bahamas Islands, British Guiana and British Honduras.

LONDON, ENG., Bank Bidgs., Princes St., E.C NEW YORK, Corner William and Cedar Sts:

SAVINCS DEPARTMENT &4lAes
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A Marriage License Canada Permanent

Mortgage Corporation

AND

Insurance Policy

To;onto Street - Toronto

J
l
|
|
|
R | ESTABLISHED 1855
Dr' Gordon Of. Wlnnlpeg I President—W. G. Gooderham.
asserts that a Life Insurance |
Policy should always accom- |
Pany a Marage License. ;
|
|

First Vice-President—W. D, Matthews.
Second Vice-President—G. W. Monk.

Joint General Managers — R. S. Hudson’
John Massey.

Superintendent of Branches and Secretary—

So does every other man
George H. Smith.

who gives sane thought

ife insurance protection.

: J
Z‘é tthe ISyt ements of I\%Oth f' Paidup Capital -  $6,000,000.00
ntury civilization. any

Eonsiderations’ show ' tha | Reserve Fund (earned ) 4,500,000.00
absolute necessity of sufficient | { Investments - .  32,496,750.55

\‘

|

|

DEPOSITS

The Corporation is a

London Life

|
Insurance Company } Legal Depository
Head Office: London, Canada I for Trust Funds

1ssue exceptionally desirable { Every Facility is afforded De-

Insurance contracts. | { positors.  Deposits may be

= 2 f made and withdrawn by mail

Thls 1s the Company in |+ with perfect convenience. De-

Which profits actually earned f posits of one dollar and up-
|

are 1n excess of estimates. wards are welcomed. Interest
at

Policies—*“ Good as Gold "’—Company

Three and One-half

JOHN M ‘
cCLARY DR. A. O, JEFFERY, K.C.
. resident Vice-President r Per Cent
. | . .
G.RICHTER,F.AS. E.E REID, B.A., A.LA. | ! per annum is credited and compounded
anager Asst. Mnnguer & Actuary

twice a year.

|
.\M H

- .

5
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A Personal Matter

¢ If that grey bearded old man of the scythe
were going to cut you off tomorrow, would you
listen to a proposition whereby, for a moderate
sum deposited with the North American Life,
your wife would be assured a substantial annual
income as long as she should live? Of course
you would.

Well you do not know the time, but the call is certain. Still we make you that
proposition—an income absolutely guaranteed your widow every year as long
as she shall live.

It will save you worry while you live; it will save the home when you die.

Get the little booklet ‘ The Real Service *’ which explains it fully. You have but to ask.

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANCE CGO.
Head Office -  TORONTO, CAN. 3

HEAD OFFICE HAMILTON

CAPITAL AUTHORIZED.. $5,000,000
CAPITAL PAID UP $3,000,000
SURPLUS $3,750,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
BRANCHES
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THE BRUNETTE

From the dry-point etching
by Dorothy Stevens

:
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THE REAL STRATHCONA
BY DR. GEORGE BRYCE

I.—A PEACEMAKER AT FORT GARRY

S I remarked to a Winnipeg
A friend recently, Donald Smith
and I were warm and faithful
friends for more than forty years.
My earliest meeting with him was at
the first dinner of the Winnipeg St.
Andrew’s Society on November 30th,
1871. Winnipeg was a mere hamlet
then. The banquet was held in a new
wooden building on the southwest
corner of what is to-day Main Street
and Bannatyne Avenue. The hall,
which had been hurriedly finished
for the occasion, was quite primitive
and bitterly cold it was on that winter
night. ‘“‘Donald A.;’’ as the free and
easy West had at once dubbed him,
was fifty-one years of age and had
spent some thirty years of his Cana-
dian life on the barren and danger-
ous shores of Labrador. Nearly two
years earlier than that night he had
first set foot in Western Canada, or,
rather, in the Red River Settlement,
to face the fierce outbreak of French
métis of the prairies of Rupert’s
Land.
To me, coming to Winnipeg less
1—183

than two months before that night, as
a young man of twenty-seven, lately
from college, commissioned by the
chief authority in Canada of the
church of my fathers to found a col-
lege and organize the first church of
my faith in the hamlet of Winnipeg,
the St. Andrew’s Society meeting was
a marked event, being a tribute to the
president for the service he had ren-
dered to Canada in quieting the Riel
Rebellion.

True, it was in the previous year
that the rising had collapsed, but on
account of the seething elements—
French métis, Hudson’s Bay officers
and men, Selkirk settlers, English
half-breeds, Canadian newcomers, a
part of Wolseley’s eontingent, and a
small coterie of Americans who had
taken an impertinent interest in the
public affairs of the village, the resi-
dents were still living “‘in the midst
of alarms.”’

In October, our small party of in-
comers had arrived by the newly-
established Burbank stage from St.
Paul, Minnesota, over the prairies of
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North Dakota, and it consisted of the
collector of customs, the Indian agent,
another Government deputy, and one
or two others to take various import-
ant positions. On the prairies we had
met fierce-looking stragglers of a band
of Fenians who had made an attack
on the newly-formed Manitoba. Al-
together no Trafalgar Square mob
could have exceeded in violence or
sheer disagreeableness an ‘‘emergency
meeting’’ of the denizens of the ham-
let of Winnipeg, which at that date,
the official census of the time informs
us, consisted of a population of 215
souls. Whether it was to be a Schultz
meeting or a Bannatyne meeting was
determined by a show of hands as to
who should be the chairman. Then,
after a wrangle, the minority would
retire. Hven the St. Andrew’s So-
ciety was regarded as covertly a dis-
loyal and dangerous body by some of
the extreme Canadian patriots, and
many of the old settlers looked upon
the too ardent Canadians merely as
a rabble. How antagonistic the rival
cliques were may be judged by a
slight incident. A week before St.
Andrew’s Day a benefit concert had
been held on behalf of a number of
young Canadians who had been in-
mates of a hospital improvised to
meet an epidemic of typhoid fever in
the autumn of that year. Being in
charge of young Knox Church, I had
been asked to be present to assist my
fellow-Canadians who had been un-
fortunate. After accepting the in-
vitation, I had chanced to be in the
Bannatyne store (the rendezvous of
the ‘“old-timers’’) when I was accost-
ed by a well-known commercial man,
who remarked: ‘“We hear you are to
attend the Canadian concert, and we
are sorry you are going.”” ‘‘Yes,”’ I
replied, ‘‘surely sweet charity should
induce every one to be present for so
necessary an objeet; but, remember,
I’m going to the St. Andrew’s dinner
as well.”’

Such was the state of things in
early Winnipeg. There existed as
many ecliques and parties as there
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were in old Rome or in the early Flor-
ence of the Renaissance. ‘‘Donald
A.”’ represented the Hudson’s Bay
Company entourage, also to some ex-
tent the old settlers, as well as many
of the moderate Canadians. My field
of influence was chiefly among the
Kildonan old settlers, and the lately-
arrived Canadians. ‘‘Donald A.”’
was a parishioner of mine, and though
he was closely related to the old peo-
ple of the country, he stood out as
having been the Canadian Govern-
ment Commissioner who had under-
mined the rebellion. I had come to
work largely with the Kildonan old
settlers, but was, of course, full of
Canadian ideals. These were the eir-
cumstances which drew the Commis-
sioner and myself together and made
us fast friends.

_As one looks back through the long
vista of these forty years, Donald A.
Smith, as we see him seated in Fort
Garry, appears to be the embodiment
of what is after all the highest state
of man—a peacemaker,

‘What a strange mind-pieture must
have passed before the President’s
mind on that November night, as ha
sat at the head of the table and re-
called the December of nearly two
years before and all its dangers. Then
unknown to the country and it un-
known to him, he came to a strange
land in uproar, where the prospee-
tive Governor, William MecDougall,
had been refused. He travelled by
special conveyance over the unshel-
tered plains for four hundred and
fifty miles from St. Paul to Fort
Garry in a continuous zero climate,
possibly to be ignored, if not impri.
soned. Coming simply with a seere-
tary, it required the nerve of a Gari-
baldi and the skill of an Ulysses. The
more we think of it the more desper-
ate the case seems, and the thought
arises that justice has never been done
to Donald A. Smith for the immense
service he rendered then to Canada.

The Canadian situation was very
eritical. Undoubtedly the Govern-
ment, with an element within itself,
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secretly sympathizing with the in-
surgents at Red River, had allowed
the rebellion to make decided head-
way. MeDougall had been stopped at
the American boundary. Thibault
and De Salaberry, sent from Ottawa
to conciliate the French, were safely
housed at St. Boniface and were
cavalierly ignored by Riel and his fol-
lowers. Riel was plainly hand-in-
glove with the disloyal American set
in Winnipeg. Annexation with the
United States was openly discussed
by a local journal, The New Nation.
Even Governor MacTavish, lying sick
in bed, was largely under the influ.
ence of rebel sympathizers, as Donald
A. Smith told the writer. But the
man for the hour was on the way to
work for loyal Canadians and pat-
riotic old-timers. That man was
Donald A. Smith. With the speed of
movement for which he was always
noted, the Commissioner from Can-
ada, with his secretary, Hardisty, a
relative, shot across the plains of the
‘West with the rapidity with which
he had often gone in the dog-train on
the icebound coast of Labrador. Riel
was outwitted, for before any oppos-
ing action could be taken against the
Commissioner he made a dash of sixty
miles from the boundary, sixty miles
down the Red River from Pembina
to Fort Garry, and, as a Chief Faec-
tor of the Hudson’s Bay Company,
immediately on his arrival on Decem-
ber 27th, 1869, took up, as was his
right, his quarters at Fort Garry. He
found the fort occupied by the French
métis, bearing arms to the number of
five hundred. The stores, and more
especially the wine-cellars of the com-
y, were seized by the métis, giv-
ing great delight to the hungry and
thirsty followers of the rebel chief.
In the Governor’s house, situated
within the fort walls and having in
front of it two or three innocent four-
pounders symbolical of authority,
there was in the upper storey William
MacTavish, the Governor of the Red
River Settlement, very sick at the
time and surrounded by the conspira-
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tors against Canadian supremacy. In
the eastern part of the Governor’s
residence were to be found Riel, the
chieftain, and often with him Lepine,
the commander of the insurgent force
in the fort. Donald A. took as his
right the office portion of Government
House, lying to the West, where he
could be reached by those who had
business with him. The situation was
ludicrous had it not been so serious.
There seemed to be three kings on
the throne, within the limits of Fort
Garry—the Hudson’s Bay Company
Governor, the Canadian Commission-
er, and the rebel leader. Whatever
qualities Riel lacked, he certainly did
not fail in effrontery. He demanded
from Commissioner Smith the object
of hig visit. The Scottish Celt is a
born diplomatist, for he ean put on
the smiling face and keep his counsel
to himself. Donald A. thwarted the
rising ‘‘ Emperor of the West’’ by sil-
ence. Becoming bolder, Riel ques-
tioned the reality of the Commission-
er’s powers and demanded from the
self-possessed Commissioner his cre-
dentials from the Government at Ot-
tawa. Had he been able to secure
these papers, no doubt Riel thought
he could then set aside the Commis-
sioner, as he had done in the case of
Thibault and De Salaberry. The
crafty Highlander, however, outwit-
ted the dictator, for he left his Com-
mission in Pembina, in safe hands, on
the American side of the line.
Riel now became obsequious. He
offered to send messengers to Pem-
bina for the papers. The Commis-
sioner politely declined the offer. Yet
to earry out his purpose of meeting
the people, he must have his creden-
tials. Now the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany influence could be invoked.
Half-way up the Red River to the
boundary line lived a sturdy old
French métis who was a loyalist. This
was Francois Dauphinais, a fine old
man who afterwards became a Legis-
lative Councillor in Manitoba. This
man and his neighbours were ‘‘Com-
pany men’’—devoted to the service
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and traditions of the Hudson’s Bay
Company. Young Hardisty, the Com-
missioner’s secretary, was quietly de-
spatched to the Dauphinais settle-
ment and from there, securing a good
bodyguard of loyalist métis, he push-
ed on to Pembina to obtain the papers
wanted. Riel, hearing of this move-
ment, hurried with a band of follow-
ers to intercept the messengers and
secure the documents in the hands of
Hardisty. The loyalists, now on their
own ground, took the initiative and
made prisoners of Riel and his body-
guard.

The dictator was in a fury. He
threatened dire vengeance unless his
men were set free by their captors.
A stalwart loyal French halfbreed,
Pierre Laveiller, put his loaded pistol
to Riel’s head and threatened his life
unless he submitted. The fiery cross
was then sent around the settlement,
and sixty or seventy of the men of
the Dauphinais loyalists assembled
and escorted in triumph Hardisty
and his men to Fort Garry. The Com-
missioner thus secured in safety his
commission. Riel had met his first
set-back. Donald A. had proved him-
self a man of firmness and resource.
The process of undermining the
métis leader began by leading men of
the settlement being received by the
Commissioner in his office directly
under the eye of Riel. The bluster
of the métis was being met by the
cautious dignity of the canny Scot.

Time being gained, the next step
‘was to call a mass meeting of the
people of Red River. Word was sent
by messenger down the Red River to
the parishes of Kildonan, St. Paul’s,
St. Andrew’s, and Mapleton; up the
Assiniboine to St. James, St. Charles,
Headingly, and the French parishes,
with Poplar Point and Portage la
Prairie. The French parishes up the
Red River and the Seine were sum-
moned, though many of their people
were among the insurgents in Fort
Garry. There was mo building in
the settlement to hold all the people,
but on January 19th, 1870, one thou-
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sand men—about one-tenth of the
people of Assiniboia—assembled in
the courtyard, to the west of the fort,

Old settlers have described to the
writer this meeting and always with
greatest enthusiasm. It was of neces-
sity in the open air. The temperature
was twenty degrees below zero. The
suffering was intense, but the whole
multitude held their ground for hours,
The Commissioner read his letter of
appointment and also a guarantee
from the Governor-General of Can-
ada that the Imperial Government
would see that ‘‘perfect good faith’’
would be kept with the inhabitants
of Red River and the Northwest.

Very unwillingly also Riel was com-
pelled to render up the copy of Viear
Thibault’s commission, which was
read in French to the erowd which
contained a considerable number of
the métis. Next followed the pro-
clamation of the Queen’s message to
the people, which was received with
the greatest respect. A demand was
made by an English halfbreed named
Burke for the release of the body of
English prisoners, which included
Dr. Schultz. These persons had for
some time been held in the fort and
were being treated with contempt by
the métis. Riel promised that this
should be granted, but the pledge was
not carried out.

Despite the Arctic weather, the as-
semblage gathered on a second day
and steps were taken to elect repre-
sentatives—twenty from the English
parishes and twenty from the French
—who were, after election, to meet
together and take steps for the paci-
fication of Red River. Among the
prominent figures at this meeting was
Bishop Machray. In the Red River
Council, of which he was a member,
the Bishop had stood out for British
rights and never wavered. He com-
manded universal respect. Great re-
gret was expressed at the time that
Bishop Taché was absent in Rome
during these trying events. Donald
A. Smith had great admiration for

Bishop Taché; he used to say that
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had he been at home there would have
been no rebellion. In the absence of
the Bishop of St. Boniface an address
was made to the people by Father
Richot, of St. Norbert, who, while in
many respects a good man, was in
full touch with Riel and the other
métis leaders.

It seemed now that the millenium
had come, but no one could forecast
what Riel—who was afterwards de-
clared by a compatriot to be a mega-
lomaniac—would do. However, Don-
ald A. Smith kept his finger on the
pulse of the country. A serious dan-
ger arose in the election of the con-
vention in 1870 in the case of the dele-
gate from Winnipeg. Undoubtedly
the most natural representative would
have been Andrew G. B. Bannatyne,
the leading merchant of the future
city. Great annoyance was felt
throughout the Red River settlement
at his defeat. No doubt his opponent,
though an American who was sup-
ported by The New Nation, received
certain support from the advanced
Canadian party. Perhaps this elec-
tion more than anything else brought
anxiety and annoyance to Commis-
gioner Smith. The election over, on
the meeting of the representative
Council, Donald Smith showed his
deep penetration and wisdom in re-
fusing to approve of the Bill of Rights
which Riel and his compatriots press-
ed for, and the majority of the Coun-
cil, on a vote of twenty-two to seven-
teen, carried out the Commissioner’s
wishes.

Riel and his immediate followers
were opposed to the Imperial plan of
taking over the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany lands. This would thwart his
annexationist plans. On the vote be-
ing taken, Riel rose in his rage and
said, ‘‘The devil take it, we must
win.”’ He stormed like a madman.
There must be no British element in
the case for him. The dictator’s mad-
ness did not stop there. That night
in his fury he went to Government
House to the bedside of the poor,
sieck Governor MacTavish, and, it was
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said, threatened to have him shot at
once. In his fit of violence he order-
ed the arrest of Dr. Cowan, the Mas-
ter of the Fort; of Mr. Bannatyne,
the chief merchant of Winnipeg, and
also Charles Nolin, a loyal French
delegate opposed to him. The only
wonder is that the madman did not
order the arrest of Donald A. Smith.

During all this time the Commis-
sioner kept his hand on the throttle
of Red River happenings. It now
seemed a question, who should win,
Smith or Riel? Had it been possible
to dispose of Riel all would have been
favourable to the Commissioner’s pol-
icy. On account of the superior in-
telligence of the English-speaking
delegates most of the officers chosen
were English, but to the surprise and
annoyance of all loyalists, Riel sue-
ceeded in carrying the vote of the
convention and was chosen president.
This was certainly a check to the Com-
missioner’s policy, for, the convention
being dissolved, it left the power
largely in Riel’s hands as president.
Riel, now in the saddle, with un-
bounded conceit, supposed he could
be the Napoleon of the West. While
he released a few prominent citizens
who had been made prisoners, he con-
fiscated the property of Dr. Schultz,
the ultra-Canadian, seized the plant
of The Nor’ Wester newspaper, and,
it was said, melted the type into bul-
lets. As president he appointed three
delegates to Ottawa, one of them be-
ing the annexationist Seott, the so-
called representative of Winnipeg,
but he kept his promise to the con-
vention only in part, by releasing
about one-quarter of the prisoners,
while he kept the remainder in
wretched and humiliating conditions
in the fort.

The free-born people of Portage la
Prairie now sent a body of armed men
to oppose the usurper. The dictator
promised to release all the prisoners,
but, cajoling the Portage men, he
made a new arrest of one of their
number—Major Boulton—a former
officer in the British army. Riel de-
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termined to execute him as a warn-
ing to all of his opponents. The great-
est excitement prevailed. Mrs. John
Sutherland, whose son was killed at
Kildonan, begged on this account that
Riel should spare Major Boulton.
Others also implored the president
for the prisoner’s life. Donald A.
Smith gave me at length an account
of the whole case, and it is my opin-
ion that, while rendering credit to
all who besought the Major’s life, it
was Riel’s desire to conciliate Donald
A. Smith, who pressed hard for
merey, that led to the prisoner being
saved. The steady, personal influ-
ence of the Commissioner in Fort
Garry, with his Scottish caution, per-
tinacity, and good temper, seemed to
be undermining the president. The
dictator felt this, The English-speak-
ing people and a goodly number of
the French denounced Riel for a
breach of faith toward the prisoners
in Fort Garry. He was publicly ac-
cused of treachery and arrogance.
His followers in the fort, though lux-
uriously supplied and fed by viands
from the Hudson’s Bay Company
vaults, began to lose coufidence and
were gradually dropping off and re-
turning to their homes.

The case to the rebel leaders was
becoming desperate. Through the
quiet pressure of the Commissioner
even the French members of Riel’s
council refused to obey the dictator.
And another illustration was to be
seen of the proverb ‘‘Whom the gods
destroy they first make mad.”’” Riel
determined to follow the invariable
course of tyrants—terrorizing those
whom he could not convince. He de-
cided to make an example by execut-
ing one of his Canadian prisoners.
The council and the horror-stricken
people implored merey for the doom-
ed man. The Reverend George Young
and others interceded for the young
Canadian. Donald A. Smith, living
in the fort, put forth determined ef-
forts to induce Riel to spare Scott’s
life. Every consideration was ad-
vanced ; the influence of his leading
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compatriots in St. Boniface was in-
voked ; the claims of humanity wera
pressed; the dangers to himself of
awakening an angry Canada were
fully shown him; bot the stand of
Riel was immovable. On the 4th of
March, 1870, the deed of the madman
was accomplished. It was a eold-
blooded and revolting scene.

Scott, prepared for death by his
brave pastor, met his fate heroically
on the east side of Fort Garry, but
his country does not know to this day
the place of his burial.

Canada was aroused to its very
centre, and the fate of the Provisional
Government was sealed. Donald A.
recited to the writer the terrible strain
through which he and the people of
the Red River settlement passed.
Especially were Bishop Machray and
Pastor Black, of Kildonan, over-
whelmed with grief at the deed of
horror, and Donald A. always believ-
ed that nothing but the presence of
the absent Bishop Taché eould have
stopped the execution. The peaceable
disposition of the Commissioner was
hardened into iron determination.
Peace was impossible. Canada was
thoroughly aroused. The writer, then
a student and member of the Queen’s
Own Regiment of Toronto, remembers
the fierce outbreak of feeling through-
out Ontario. All saw that now the
stern arm of justice must be wielded
and sweet mercy forgotten. The Com-
missioner, precisely two weeks after
the execution, made a hurried depart-
ture to Canada. The organization of
an expedition of British regulars and
Canadian volunteers took place as
speedily as possible, but the long jour-
ney through the wilds of northwestern
Ontario by way of Lake Superior and
the fur-trading route from Fort Wil-
liam to Lake of the Woods and then
to Fort Garry could not be accom-
plished for several months. Commis-
sioner Smith, coming through the
wilds in a light canoe, met Colonel
‘Wolseley and his force at the month
of the Winnipeg River on August
20th, 1870. The métis force at Fort
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Garry had gradually melted away,
and a week after this meeting thq
Canadian contingent appeared before
Fort Garry. As they approached the
fort, Riel, with two companions,
Lepine, his military leader, and
O’Donaghue, his adviser, were seen
nnattended to emerge from Fort
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Garry, hurry across the bridge of
boats on the Assiniboine River and
disappear into some remote hiding-
place. The hand of Donald A. had
nobly waved the olive branch of peace,
but peace was only restored by the
mailed hand of force. The Commis-
sioner had his full reward.

The next article of this series is entitled ‘‘The Nights at Silver Heights,”’ where
Donald Smith dispensed hospitality and sat late into the night, smoking and chatting
before the fire.

THE CASUALTY LIST
By MARY LINDA BRADLEY

READ the list of dead, and there one name
Flashed out familiar as a book one sces
In windows, thinking form and title fair,
Desiring to know the hidden tale.
I knew him slightly—one ‘‘killed in a charge.’’
‘Why, not long since remembering, I mused.

I met him in a rattling street car last,

Lithe and well-coated, and his shapely head

Turned to peer at the street names through the glass,
Pocked here, scarred there, by a thin, sooty rain.
(How well our faces mask their purple dreams,

Their lowering hates, their sordid schemes,

Their lode-loves all the shining selves of men
Their true and false, or blank, bleak impotence
Concealed behind a sereen of moulded dust!)

I saw this soldier vividly alive,

Alert, insouciant; idly marked the mud

That flecked his boots and smeared across one vamp !
He sprang to drag aside a damp-swollen door

For some old soul; he sprang, nor paused to think,
Nor paused for thanks; resumed his seat and stared
Abstracted and reserved, now through the pane,

Now upward at a gaudy metal sign.

This man is dead. And some will weep,

More say, ‘‘Poor chap!” or better, kinder things;

But the clothes that he wore, the wrinkled glove,

Those boots—give them away or let them lie;

The ghost is somehow gone. A piece of lead

Passed like a thought of blunt despair

Through the warm brain—and the brain thought no more.

Yet, less than two months since, I saw that man
Alive, mud on his polished boots Ah, yes!
I spoke of that. It should not seem so strange.
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VIII-THE CASE OF BENNETT BURLEY, THE LAKE ERIE ‘ PIRATE"

BY CHARLES S. BLUE

O those whose memories go back
to the days of the American
Civil War, the name of Bennett

Graham Burley will recall a notable
episode connected with that struggle,
and one of the greatest legal battles
ever fought in a Canadian court. The
case was, in some of its features, not
unlike that of Alexander MeLeod,
which formed the subject of the first
article of the present series. In both,
the central figure was an adventurous
Seotsman ; both arose from acts of a
hostile character, involving the seiz-
ure of ships; and both raised ques-
tions of international law, upon the
adjudication of which hung the issue
of peace or war between Great Bri-
tain and the United States.

On the morning of 19th September,
1864, the Philo Parsons, a steamer of
two hundred tons plying between the
different ports on Lake Erie, left De-
troit on one of her regular trips to
Sandusky. Among the passengers,
some fifty in number, was a young
man whose gentlemanly appearance
and affable manners singled him out
for attention. He was ‘“dressed like
a Canadian,”’” and seemed out for a
holiday. Sociable with the men on
board, he was most attentive to the
ladies. When one of them sat down
to play the piano in the cabin, it was
he who turned over the music. He
chatted with them freely, looked after
their comfort on deck, and in various
other ways proved himself an agree-
able companion. At Sandwich, the
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first port of call, he was joined by
three friends, who were also ‘‘ dressed
like Canadians,’’ and had the appear-
ance and bearing of gentlemen.

Ambherstburg was the next stop-
ping-place, and here some twenty men
came on board. They were rough-
looking fellows who, it was supposed,
had crossed to Canada to escape be-
ing drafted into the United States
army, and were returning to their
homes. With them came a large black
trunk, bound with cord, presumably
containing their belongings. The four
‘‘Canadians’’ affected no knowledge
of or interest in the new arrivals;
they continued to be ‘‘sociable and
pleasant,”” and the Philo Parsons pro-
ceeded on her run without the slight-
est suspicion in the mind of anyone
on board of the startling denouement
in preparation.

All went merrily until the vessel
had reached a point well within Am-
erican waters, Then suddenly a
change came over the peaceful and
happy scene on board. Drawing a
revolver, the young man, who had
been such a favourite with the pas-
sengers generally, rushed up to the
purser and peremptorily ordered him
into his cabin, threatening to shoot
him if he refused. One of his com-
panions attended to the mate in g
similar manner, while, simultaneons.
ly, the men who had boarded the
steamer at Amhersthurg made a dash
for the trunk they had brought with
them, armed themselves with revolvers

-y
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and hatchets, drove the passengers in-
to their cabins and declared them-
selves in possession of the ship.

A few hours later, the captured ves-
sel put into Middle Bass Island, where
another steamer, the Island Queen,
was seized. Then, after being en-
joined to ‘‘keep their mouths shut for
twenty-four hours,’’ the ladies were
put ashore; the purser, Ashley, who
had meanwhile been relieved of his
money, was also allowed to land, and
the male passengers werd placed in
the hold of the Philo Parsons, which
sailed away with the Island Queen in
tow. Soon afterwards, however, the
latter was scuttled, while the Philo
Parsons was headed towards a point
near Sandwich and abandoned, her
captors rowing ashore and disappear-
ing.

géuch were the circumstances, as
subsequently related in court, of an
exploit which roused the United
States to fury, and caused grave dis-
quietude in Canada. It soon became
known that the filibusters were Con-
federate refugees who had sought
asylum in the Province, and who,
while resident there, had planned and
organized the expedition, presumably
with the object of striking a blow
against their enemy. Canada’s re-
sponsibility in the matter was there-
fore far from negligible. By the Yan-
kee press she was openly charged with
flagrant violation of her neutrality
and actually threatened with invas-
jon if steps were not promptly taken
to bring the offenders to justice. Nor
was the Lake Erie affair the only
source of irritation and anxiety.
‘While the United States were clam-
ouring for satisfaction in respect to
that ‘‘act of piracy,”’ fuel was added
to the flame of their animosity by the
depredations of another band of Con-
federates, who, using Canada as a
base, crossed the frontier and raided
and looted the town of St. Albans.
Here then was a pretty situation for
the Canadian authorities, already be-
set with difficulties of their own, to
tackle.

- might plunder
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The machinery of the law was im-
mediately put in motion, and a search
instituted for the marauders, but it
was not until after the lapse of two
months that a ‘‘Captain Bell”’ was
arrested at Guelph and identified as
the leader of the party who had cap-
tured the Philo Parsons and the Is-
land Queen. Removed to Toronto, he
was arraigned on a charge of piracy,
which was subsequently modified to
one of robbery. On this ground the
United States at once demanded his
extradition under the provisions of
the Ashburton Treaty.

In the course of the preliminary
proceedings, it developed that the
name of the prisoner was not Bell,
but Bennett Graham Burley, while
public interest in the case was in-
tensified by the discovery that he was
a British subject. Burley was, in
fact, a Scotsman who belonged to a
type that has been common in his
country since the days of the early
Stuarts. He had ‘‘the national dis-
position to wandering and to adven-
ture’’ which, as Sir Walter Scott tells
us, ‘‘conduced to lead Secots abroad
into the military service of countries
at war.”’ And, as the great romancist
further points out, it was not a char-
acteristic of that class to be too punc-
tilious either in the choice of service
or in the observance of its rules. ‘‘A
cavalier of honour in search of his
fortune might, for example, change
his service as he would his shirt, fight
like the doughty Dugald Dalgetty in
one cause after another without re-
gard to the justice of the quarrel, and
with the most
unrelenting capacity.”” Burley was
not exactly a Dugald Dalgetty, but
his career, and the circumstances of
at least one of his exploits seemed to
indicate that he was not lacking in
some of the qualities which distin-
guished that versatile soldier of for-
tune.

Born in Greenock, he had early
taken to a life of adventure. After
spending some time at sea he had en-
rolled himself in the British Legion
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formed to assist Garibaldi in his cam-
paign of liberation in Italy, but, with
the adaptability characteristic of his
type, had exchanged the red shirt for
the dress of the Papal Guards, fight-
ing, first on the one side and then on
the other, On the outbreak of the
American Civil War he had turned
for fresh excitement to the hazardous
work of blockade running, and his
daring and resource commending
themselves to the Confederate au-
thorities, he had been given a commis-
sion in their navy. Of his services
as an officer there is no record, save
that he took part in certain mine-
laying operations in Charleston har-
bour. Taken prisoner in the summer
of 1864, he escaped to Canada, and it
was while staying with relatives at
Guelph and Woodville that he plan-
ned and organized the coup which set
three countries in a blaze and earned
for him world-wide notoriety.

Never did a ‘“pirate’’ look the part
less. About twenty-eight years of age,
he was of average height, and of com-
paratively slight frame, with *‘a
smooth, almost girlish face,’’ frank
and open in its expression. Indeed,
his attractive appearance and gentle-
manly bearing seem to have impress-
ed those who saw him in court quite
as much as they had his fair captives
on board the Philo Parsons.

While robbery was a sufficient
ground for extradition according to
the provisions of the Ashburton
Treaty, it was generally recognized
that behind that charge ranged issues
vastly more important. The fact that
Burley was a British subject stood out
clearly in his favour from a Canadian
point of view, and a disposition to
give him a square deal was not les-
sened by the truculent attitude of the
United States. At the beginning of
the Civil War Canada’s sympathies
had been largely with the North, in
token of which over forty thousand
of her sons had crossed the frontier
and enrolled themselves under the
Union banner. But the Trent affair
and other ‘‘regrettable incidents’’

arising out of the struggle, the mark.
ed hostility the United States had
displayed towards Great Britain, and
repeated threats of invasion had not
been without effect upon the publie
sentiment of the Province, which at
this period was for the most part un.
doubtedly favourable to the cause of
the Confederates. As was to be ex.
pected in such circumstances, Bur-
ley’s case served but to accentuate the
division of opinion. Confederate sym.-
pathizers and Abolitionists in Canada
became Burleyites and anti-Burley-
ites. On the one side the prisoner
was lauded as a British hero, who had
risked his life in a noble cause; on
the other he was denounced as a mis-
crable adventurer, no better than a
pirate who had abused the hospitality

of the Province and violated her laws. -

Needless to say, this play of passion
and prejudice did not lessen the
anxiety of the authorities, nor light-
en the task of our judges.

The case passed through several
stages, and ocecupied many days. At
the Toronto Police Court the warrant
of arrest was found to be defective
and the prisoner was discharged. I[e
was immediately re-arrested on a see-
ond warrant, for authority to amend
which application was made to the
Queen’s Bench. Chief Justice Draper,
and Justices Hagarty and Morrison
held that the second warrant was no
better than the first, and Burley was
again liberated. While leaving the
court-room, however, he was for the
third time apprehended, and the or-
der this time being in proper form,
evidence was taken before Recorder
Duggan.

The prisoner was defended by M.
M. C. Cameron, Q.C., of whom we
have had oceasion to speak in a previ-
ous article. He had already shown
his grasp of the principles of inter.
national law in his masterly defenee
of Anderson, the fugitive slave, and
he threw himself into the fight for
Burley’s liberty with no less zeal ang
ability. The Canadian Government
was represented by Mr. R. A. Harri.

-
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son, Q.C., one of the leaders of the
Bar in the sixties, who afterwards
became Chief Justice of the Queen’s
Bench: while Mr. Stephen Richards,
Q.C., a brilliant member of a great
Jegal family, together with the Dis-
trict Attorney of Detroit, appeared
on behalf of the United States.

The facts concerning the seizure of
the Philo Parsons, as set forth in the
evidence taken before the Recorder,
have already been narrated, and they
admitted of little dispute. There was
ample proof that it was Burley who
had boarded the vessel at Detroit,
played the gallant, and led the attack-
ing party. Indeed, except In regard
to one or two details, counsel for the
defence made no attempt to challenge
the eredibility of the witnesses who
told the story of the capture. His ef-
forts were rather directed to proving
that the robbery of the purser was
merely incidental to an operation
whieh, in design and character, bore
the character of a duly authorized
act of war, and was, therefore, be-
yond the jurisdiction of the court.
In support of this plea, Burley sub-
mitted an affidavit declaring that he
was an officer in the Confederate
navy, that in the seizure of the Philo
Parsons he had acted under the au-
thority of the Confederate Govern-
ment, and that his object had been,
not to plunder or to commit piracy,
but to aid in the capture of the Fed-
eral war vessel Michigan, guarding
Johnson’s Island, and in the release
of Confederate prisoners confined on
that island. These statements were,
to some extent, borne out by the evi-
dence given by several ex-Confeder-
ate officers, who testified that they had
known the prisoner to be connected
with the service, but something more
was required to prove them, and the

roofs could only be procured from
Richmond. Accordingly, Mr. Cam-
eron pressed for a month’s adjourn-
ment which, in spite of the protests
of the opposing counsel, was granted ;
and messengers were at once despatch-
ed to the Confederate capital for the
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necessary information. The mission
was a dangerous one, for in order to
reach their objective, the messengers
had to pass through the Federal lines;
but among the Confederate refugees
in Toronto were brave men who, out
of loyalty to a comrade, and for the
sake of the cause he stood for, were
prepared to risk their lives.

It was a dramatic moment when on
the resumption of the trial, Mr. Cam-
eron was able to announce that his
couriers had succeeded in running the
gauntlet and had procured what he
confidently believed would establish
the ease he had endeavoured to set
up. There was first an authenticated
copy of Burley’s commission as Act-
ing Master in the Confederate navy.
That was important enough, but it
was accompanied by something far
more impressive. ‘‘We were asked to
produce proof that the prisoner had
acted under authority,”’ said Mr.
Cameron, with a note of triumph in
his voice; ‘I have here a document
which should set at rest all doubts on
that point.”” The document was a
special message signed by the hand
of Jefferson Davis, President of the
Confederate States!

A more remarkable ‘‘production’’
is probably not to be found in the
records of our Canadian courts, and
as it has a distinet historical value
apart from its bearing on the case, it
may be quoted n extenso. Dated 24th
December, 1864, it ran:

‘‘Whereas it has been made known to
me that Bennett G. Burley, an Acting
Master in the navy of the Confederate
States, is now under arrest in one of the
British North American Provinces on an
application made by the Government of
the United States for the delivery to that
Government of the said Bennett G. Bur-
ley under the treaty known as the Extra-
dition Treaty, now in force between the
United States and Great Britain;

‘“And whereas it has been represented
to me that the said demand for the ex-
tradition of the said Bennett G. Burley is
based on the charge that the said Burley
is a fugitive from justice accused of hav-
ing committed the erimes and robbery and
piracy within the jurisdiction of the Unit-
ed States;
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‘“And whereas it has further been made
known to me that the accusations and
charges made against the said Bennett G.
Burley are based solely on the acts and
conduct of the said Burley in an enter-
prise or expedition made, or attempted, in
the month of September last for the cap-
ture of the steamer Michigan, an armed
vessel of the United States navigating on
the lakes on the boundary line between
the United States and the said British
North American Provinces, and for the
release of numerous citizens of the Con-
federate States held as prisoners of war
by the United States at a certain island
called Johnson’s Island;

‘“And whereas the said enterprise, or
expedition, for the capture of the said
armed steamer Michigan, and for the re-
lease of the said prisoners on Johnson’s
Island was a proper and legitimate bel-
ligerent operation undertaken during the
pending public war between the two Con-
federacies known respectively as the Con-
federate States of America and the Unit-
ed States of Ameriea, which operation was
ordered, directed, and sustained by the
authority of the Government of the Con-
federate States, and confided to its com-
missioned officers for execution, among
which officers is Bennett G. Burley;

‘“Now, therefore, I, Jefferson Davis,
President of the Confederate States of
America, do hereby declare, and make
known, to all whom it may concern, that
the expedition aforesaid, undertaken in
the month of September last for the cap-
ture of the steamer Michigan, a vessel of
war of the United States, and for the re-
lease of the prisoners of war, citizens of
the Confederate States of America, held
captive by the United States of America
on Johnson’s Island, was a belligerent ex-
pedition ordered and undertaken under
the authority of the Confederate States
of America, against the United States
of America, and that the Government of
the Confederate States of America as-
sumes the responsibility of answering for
the acts and conduct of any of its officers
engaged in the said expedition, and espe-
cially of the said Bennett G. Burley, an
Acting Master in the navy of the Con-
federate States;

‘“And I do further make known to all
whom it may concern that in the order
and instructions given to the officers en-
gaged in the said expedition, they were
specially directed and enjoined to ‘abstain

from violating any of the laws and regu-

lations of the Canadian or British authori-
ties in relating to neutrality,” and that
the combination necessary to effect the pur-
pose of the said expedition ‘must be made
by Confederate soldiers with such assist-
ance as they might draw from the enemy’s
country.’ ?’

The object and significance of such
an avowal could not be mistaken. In
the McLeod case the doetrine had been
laid down by Great Britain, and ae.
cepted by the United States, that once
a Government assumed responsibility
for the act of an individual, that aet
became national in its character, and
was no longer subject to the Jjurisdie-
tion of the eriminal courts; and as
Great Britain had acknowledged the
belligerent rights of the Confederate
States it seemed to follow that the
same principle would apply in the
present instance. The result, how-
ever, proved altogether different from
what had been intended or anticipat-
ed. In his anxiety to shield Burley,
President Davis had made the mis-
take of protesting too much. Not con-
tent with defending the former’s ex-
ploit as a legitimate belligerent opera-
tion, and accepting responsibility for
1t, he had gone out of his way to dis-
claim any intention of violating the
heutrality of Canada, declaring that
his officers had been strietly warned
against doing so. This was giving the
case away with a vengeance, for it
was obvious that if the prisoner had
been ‘‘specially directed and enjoined
to abstain from violating the laws an.i
regulations of the Canadian authopi.
ties,”” he had flagrantly disobeyed his
instruetions. And, as counsel for the
United States and Canadian Govern-
ments were quick to point out, that
implied a deviation from duty suf-
ficient to deprive him of the rights
of a belligerent. It was in vain that
Mr. Cameron strove to offset the ef.
fects of the President’s slip; the Re-
corder found that ‘‘a flagrant viola-
tion of the public law had been com-
mitted, and a grave injustice done to
Canada,’”’ and orded committal.

The decision was by no means popu.
lar. Public demonstrations of pro-
test were held; the Recorder was bit-
terly attacked by a section of the
press in sympathy with the Confed-
erate cause, and the prisoner’s coun.
sel was serenaded by bands. It was
apparent that the case could not eng

.
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here. Accordingly, application was
made for a writ of Habeas Corpus,
and the ‘‘Battle of Burley’’ entered
upon its final and most important
stage before a court composed of the
Honourable W. H. Draper, Chief Jus-
tice of the Queen’s Bench; the Hon-
ourable W. B. Richards, Chief Jus-
tice of the Court of Common Pleas;
the Honourable J. Hagarty, Queen’s
Bench; and the Honourable J. Wil-
son, of the Court of Common Pleas.
Judges renowned alike for their tal-
ent, learning, and integrity, they
formed a tribunal well fitted to try a
case of such moment.

Into the arguments presented  be-
fore their lordships by Messrs. Cam-
eron, Richards, and Harrison it is un-
necessary to enter in detail. They
covered a wide field, and displayed a
prodigious amount of research. There
was involved, not merely the law of
the Province, but the international
law of the civilized world. The pro-
tection of subjects, the inviolability of
asylum, the rights of belligerents, the
duties of neuntrals, and the sovereign
powers of governments—these were
among the problems that presented
themselves for consideration. And
back of them all was the graver issue
of peace or war. Glancing over the
speeches of counsel, one is lost in a
maze of references to learned authori-
ties, weighty precedents, and recon-
dite doctrines, ancient and modern,
revealing complexities of international
law undreamed of by the lay mind.

Patiently, courteously, and with a
manifest desire to do justice to the
case in all its intricate bearings, the
judges picked their way through the
Jegal tangle, elucidating a principle
here, disposing of an irrelevant point
there, but never losing sight of the
facts as disclosed in the evidence.
Public excitement was intense; Con-
federation was for the moment for-
gotten, and diplomatists and states-
men in London, Washington, and
Richmond awaited the issue with
anxiety. But within the walls of
Osgoode Hall, regardless of the
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clamour of the erowd, and uninfiu-
enced by considerations of State,
Chief Justice Draper and his asso-
ciates pursued their task with a ealm
dignity that was in acecord with the
best traditions of their high office.
At last, after days of grave sus-
pense, the decisive moment was reach-
ed when the court assembled to give
judgment. Osgoode Hall, Toronto,
was packed with an excited throng,
and erowds gathered on the street to
hear the verdict. In the silvery tones
that in his political days had earned
for him the sobriquet of ‘‘Sweet Wil-
liam,”’ Chief Justice Draper deliver-
ed the leading opinion. Addressing
himself to the question of whether the
prisoner could claim the exemption
accorded to belligerents, he pointed
out that President Davis’s manifesto,
though put forward as a shield, did
not extend to what had actually been
done; on the contrary it disavowed
the very thing of which Burley had
been guilty, namely, the violation of
neutral territory, and that, in his
lordship’s view, was sufficient to de-
prive the expedition of the character
of lawful hostility. Taken by them-
selves, the acts of the prisoner clear-
ly established a prima facie case of
robbery with violence; therefore, the
writ of Habeas Corpus must be re-
fused. The other judges concurred,
laying stress on the necessity for ob-
serving the provisions of the Ashbur-
ton Treaty, and maintaining the laws
of neutrality. Mr. Justice J. Wilson
was particularly outspoken. He char-
acterized the prisoner’s proceedings
as ‘‘mean in their inception, and
ignoble in their development and ter-
mination,”” and declared that they
could not permit ‘‘our neutral rights
to be invaded, our country made the
base of warlike operations, or the re-
fuge from flagrant cerimes.’’
Notwithstanding the high respect
in which the judges were deservedly
held, the decision was received with
no greater favour than the Record-
er’s. Among Confederate sympath-
izers, who, as has already been stated,
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were in the majority, it was bitterly
condemned as a base and humiliating
surrender to the United States, and
an eminent lawyer in the Lower Pro-
vince even went so far as to charac-
terize it as ‘‘a disgrace to the judie-
iary of Upper Canada.’”’ It is cer-
tainly remarkable that in the St. Al-
ban’s case, in which practically the
same questions were at issue, the de-
cision, pronounced only a few weeks
later, was directly the reverse. To
reconcile the two judgments would be
difficult, but in the conflict of judicial
opinion there was at any rate safety.
The surrender of Burley conciliated
the United States; the release of the
St. Alban’s raiders consoled the Con-
federates, and, by thus accommodat-
ing herself to both, Canada was able
to extricate herself from a delicate
and dangerous situation. In the mean-
time there had been an exchange of
diplomatic correspondence between
Great Britain and the Uuited States
in regard to the case, which resulted
in a hint to the Canadian authorities

that ‘““more adequate’’ measures for
the protection of their neutrality
would be appreciated by her Ma-
Jjesty’s Government, a hint that led
to the passage of the Alien Aect.
As to Bennett Graham Burley, the
principal in the case, he was smug-
gled out of gaol in the dead of night
to avoid any attempt at reseue, hus-
tled across the frontier to Detroit,
and, strangely enough, later on, he
had an active and distinguished career
as a war correspondent for The Lon-
don Daily Telegraph, and was the
author of several books. He observed
the Egyptian war and the various
Soudan campaigns, the French an-
nexation of Madagasear, the Ashanti
war, the Spanish expedition in Mo-
rocco, the first Greco-Turkish war, the
Tripolitan war, the Somali war, the
South African war, the Russo-Japan-
ese war, the Balkan war, and died in
London on June 17th, 1914, just as
the greatest war of them all was
about to begin. As a Jjournalist, he
went by the name ‘‘Burleigh.”’




DIRECT AND INDIRECT BEGGING
BY S. T. WOOD

punished by imprisonment,

while indireet solicitation by
voluntary charitable workers and by
those who obtain percentage on col-
leetions for charity organizations is
regarded as commendable. The moral
is, even for a mendicant who hates
entrenched monopolies, to solicit for
or from an established institution.
The two lines of appeal cannot be dis-
tinguished as amateur and profes-
sional, neither is it possible to apply
the British distinetion between jolly
beggars who take everything offered
and gentle beggars who take money
only. The classes naturally divide
themselves into direct and indirect,
or non-union and organized. A can-
didate in a recent Toronto municipal
election retired in disgust because he
was assailed by a multitude of appli-
cants for charity. The indirect great-
ly predominated, but the direct were
by no means lacking. He felt him-
gelf a moving target. All the organ-
ized begging combinations xpa:de him
a mark for their special activity. He
asserted on retiring that he was nei-
ther a national bank nor a charitable
organization. Whether he meant that
sueh institutions would be better able
than he to meet the demands or bet-
ter able to dodge the applicants was
not made clear.

A man who is not a candidate for
an office can protect himself against
direct mendicants by turning them
over to the police, but against the in-
direct all are helpless. Hands are for-
ever held out. A candidate is easy

DIRECT appeals for charity are

prey for both direct and indirect
mendicancy, because he cannot afford
to offend anyone.

Elected representatives have no
hesitation about putting direct men-
dicants out of business. Their needy
condition is a disquieting and accus-
ing proof of governmental failure,
and they have no influence that can
be used in retaliation. With indirect
mendicancy the case is entirely dif-
ferent. It is in the hands of people
of influence whom no man with ordin-
ary responsibilities, much less a can-
didate for electoral support, can af-
ford to offend. It serves also to re-
lieve the elected of duties they do not
like or are incapable of performing.
They shirk their duty to collect neces-
sary funds by regular systems of tax-
ation. Their work is taken out of
their hands and voluntarily perform-
ed by such independent workers as
were recently instrumental in driv-
ing a candidate out of the field.

It is a poor recommendation that a
system relieves public men of public
duties. The tax-collectors are the
men to provide all funds for charit-
able, patriotic, and other public pur-
poses to which all are now asked in a
happy-go-lucky way to contribute.
Public officials can collect with the
minimum of waste and effort. Their
notifications cost incomparably less
than the various dinners, teas, card
parties, dramatic entertainments,
sporting tournaments, and other ir-
regular collecting agencies. The tax
collector’s rule to take from every
man aceording to his ability to pay,
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so far as it can be discovered, may
not be ideal, but it is far better than
the present method of taking from
each according to the generosity of
his impulses, his patriotism, his van-
ity, his good nature, his fear of of-
fending or appearing mean, his weak-
ness toward his friends or his general
desire to do as others do.

The supplanting of all collecting
agencies and indirect mendicancies
by the tax collector would have also
the incalculable advantage of com-
plete official supervision over distri-
bution. The ratio of costs to results
could be discovered at any time, There
would be no polite reserve about ask-
ing questions. The British Govern-
ment after investigating some import-
ant charities found it neeessary to
take repressive measures on account
of inability to discover where tha
money was going. Under the super-
vision of the tax ecollector such dif-
ficulties could not arise. It is charged
that our people are so lacking in pat-
riotism that they will not pay direct-
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ly for ordinary public services. Even
if this were true the condition is not
relieved by the substitution of a mul-
titude of collecting agencies for the
tax colleector. The many funds to
which people are asked to contribute
are not created by magic. They are
gathered by means much more costly
in money and effort than the collee-
tion of equal amounts in taxation.
However laudable and altruistic the
efforts of voluntary workers, they are
sustaining a system which promotes
burdensome waste. It is more costly
to contribute a dollar each to a dozen
funds than to contribute twelve dol-
lars to one fund. If for the various
funds to whiech people are now con-
tributing with commendable zeal and
praiseworthy motive there were sub-
stituted one fund, the municipal
treasury, collected by the taxation
machinery and distributed under pub-
lie eriticism in accordance with a de-
veloped public sentiment, it would
bring a more satisfactory ratio be-
tween cost and results.
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FORT CHAMBLY AS IT LOOKS TO-DAY

A TRAIL OF

on the day on which I beheld the

box-like walls of Fort Chambly,
the aecme of defiance two centuries
ago, the almost invisible but much
more powerful walls of Namur suc-
cumbed to a short bombardment by
modern artillery. Silent, grass-grown,
abandoned except for its white-haired
curator, who guards alike its secrets
and its portals, it stands by the mur-
muring rapids, an almost forgotten
link with the struggle for the mas-
tery of a continent.

Its riverside wall has crumbled, but
parbed wire and a rocky glacis are
forbidding even to the curious tour-
ist. Approached from the south it
had a Prussian air of ‘‘Verboten,”’
except for the suggestion of vagabon-
dia supplied by a gypsy camp, tarry-
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lT was a significant coincidence that

THE OLD REGIME
BY M. O.

HAMMOND

ing on the broad highway of life. On
the west there was a towering wall
that must have discouraged the foes
of past centuries. Only on the north
was there a hint of welcome. Here
the massive doorway bore in chiselled
letters the great names of early Can-
ada, already recorded on the more
enduring seroll of history.

Silent and threatening, the fort
stood, only a reminder of the past.
One’s mind was lost in the Old Ré-
gime, and the figures of Champlain,
DeTracy, Courcelle, Montealm, Mont-
gomery, and a host of others trooped
past in fancy. This relic surely be-
longed to them and should be dedi-
cated to their memory. But above
the song of the river came the shouts
and laughter of children. It was a
happy colony of ‘‘fresh air’’ seekers,




A BASTION AT FORT CHAMBLY

tired mothers and half-nourished
youngsters, whom kindly philanthrop-
ists had sent from the slums of Mont-
real. They had rooms in the old of-
ficers’ quarters, and in daylight the
unleashed children had the run of
many acres of field and roadside.
Their very presence seemed an incon-
gruity in the country of the hardy
Frenchmen, the coureurs-de-bois and
the Indians, who scarcely knew the
shelter of a roof.

Up and down the river, whose
breezes now refreshed an enervated
urban race, for a century and a half
moved armies and flotillas in the
warfare between the French and Al-
gonquins on the one side and the Eng-
lish and Iroquois on the other. The
summer of 1609, when Champlain put
on the map the Richelieu River and
the lake he named for himself, was a
costly period in the Old Régime, for
the playful shots of the Frenchmen
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at the unlearned and unarmed Iro-
quois brought an endless menace and
many revenges. When Champlain
toiled up the river with twenty-four
canoes and his own large skiff, he
abandoned the latter at the rapids
and portaged the canoes through the
thick forest. To-day a canal dating
from the expanding forties of last cen-
tury sidesteps the rapids, and columng
of barges lock through, to and from
Quebec and Lake Champlain and Al-
bany. Early in the French régime
the strategic value of the river was
apparent, and Chambly was the scene
of one of a string of forts which at
different points were to protect the
colony from the audacious English
and the bloodthirsty Iroquois. The
original fort at Chambly, called Fort
Ponchartrain, was built in 1665, un-
der De Tracy’s order, and a year latep
Courcelle passed this way with 500
men en route to chastise the Iroquois.




FALLING BASTION, FORT CHAMBLY

The monotonous drab of a Cana-
dian summer landscape did not sug-
gest the stirring past of this old Iro-
quois trail, but the shadowy outlines
of Belwil Mountain seemed a part of
its romance. The river on whose banks
once lived almost half the people of
(Canada has become a mere competitor
in inland transportation. Railway
trains with passengers, be they never
so important, shriek by in the night
in luxurious content, but on the river
the mighty flotillas with governors
and eommanders have given place to
blunt-nosed barges, with a stooping
figure at the tiller and an ample mat-
ron beside a flapping washing. Bel-
@il has seen the evolution, and it
alone is unchanged. It saw Cham-
plain go forth under the sturdy oaks
and walnuts overhanging the river
when he thrust a stick into the Iro-
quois hornets’ mest. The spacious
days of Louis Quatorze and Ver-
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sailles, the expanding Colonial régime
of Colbert—these had their reflection
in the valleys of the St. Lawrence
and the Richelieu. Frontenac ascend-
ed the great river to Lake Ontario,
LaSalle, Marquette, and Joliet went
half way across the continent, LeVer-
endrye, son of the Governor of Three
Rivers, explored the Saskatchewan,
and his son discovered the Rocky
Mountains. The Old Régime had its
glory and its inevitable end for a
people whose powers of colonization
waned with the passing of the strong
centralizing forces. Coureurs-de-bois,
those half-savage representatives of
French civilization, wandered at will
through the wilds, and in 1690 form-
ed one of Frontenac’s war parties up
the Richelieu for a raid on the Iro-
quois. To-day we look with a degree
of pride on their independence and
abandon and admire their colourful
life as depicted by the artist.




THE CANAL AT CHAMBLY

In vivid contrast to the skin-clad
coureurs-de-bois, the men of the
Carignan Regiment stood out, for the
courtly design and ravishing colour
of their uniform. Men who had
fought the Turk in Hungary brought
an Alice blue of an earlier age to the
dusky woods of the Richelieu. If their
striking uniforms did not long en-
dure, they have left an undying leg-
acy to the place names of the valley.
In Chambly, Berthier, LeValtrie,
Boucher, Sorel, Vercheres, Varennes,
St. Ours, and Contrecoeur they have
perpetuated in musical words the
names of some of their officers. The
valley, though outwardly differing
slightly from the landscape of the
border States, is filled with saintly
names which call up the past. These
officers settling in the Richelieu val-
ley received large grants of land from
Louis XIV. and became feudal chiefs
in a modified way. Jacques Chambly,
chief proprietor along the river, and
afterwards Governor of Acadia for
Louis XIV., built himself a good
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house, and with cattle and sheep sup-
plied by the King was able to live in
reasonable comfort. This settlement
of retired but still potential soldiers
formed a considerable part of Fron-
tenac’s defence when Captain John
Schuyler made his raid on the valley
and on La Prairie, near Montreal, in
1690, as an incident to divert the
French from Quebec at the time of
the attack by Sir William Phipps.
Frontenac hastened to Quebeec and
there received the bold demand from
Phipps’s messenger to surrender the
city, and gave his famous reply :

““Tell your general the only answer
I will give will be from the mouth of
my cannon and musketry,’’

Things were getting too warm for
the little old-fashioned fort at Cham-
bly, which had fallen into poor con-
dition. In 1709 a recommendation
that it be reconstructed was sent to
France for approval. Before an
answer was received the impatient
colonists took the matter into their
own hands and built, in 1711, the
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structure which remains to-day, from labour. The fort is some 200 feet

plans prepared by de Levy, the King’s square and its walls are of reddish
engineer at Montreal, and the work stone,
was done by both civil and military [f there be any spirits atop the

THE RICHELIEU RIVER AND RAPIDS, FROM THE TOP OF FORT CHAMBLY
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THE DOORWAY,

shadowy form of Beloeil, their sym-
pathies must be international by now,
for the succeeding decades wrought
several changes in the possession of
the huge defence by the Richelieu.
Events moved rapidly after the mid-
dle of the eighteenth century. In 1755
James Johnson wrote that between
St. Johns and St. Franeis, about fifty
miles along the Richelieu, ‘‘there are
two rows of houses, one on each side
of ye river (Richelieu), in the whole
about two hundred, in some places
pretty thick, and a fort at Chamblain
(Chambly) about as strong as Crown
Point.”’

When Vaudreuil was about to move
against Fort William Henry, on Lake
George, in 1757, Montcalm went over
to La Prairie to see the troops and
reviewed them. He gave the officers
a dinner, ‘‘which if anybody else had
given it would have said it was a

grand affair,”’ as he whimsically de- -

geribes it.
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A little later Montcalm

FORT CHAMBLY

and his generals were moving up
the Richelieu with a powerful French
army in their attacks on Crown Point
Ticonderoga, and Fort Willian;
Henry. Of his army of 8,000 nearly
one-fourth were Indians, who had ae-
quired a veneer of civilization from
the sympathetic ministrations of the
Jesuits. Their brown skins and erude
clothing contrasted with the white
uniforms, gold lace, and powdered
hair of the French officers. Mont-
calm’s return in triumph brought an
early reverse with the fall of Quebee
in 1759, but Fort Chambly remained
in the hands of the French until in
August, 1760, the advance of Colonel
Haviland’s army forced the garrison
to retire.

Only once after that was the Bri-
tish occupation interrupted. In 1775
Montgomery came this way on his in-
vasion of Canada under the lea of
the American Revolution, he who at
his tearful parting from his wife had
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gaid, ‘‘You shall never have cause to
blush for your Montgomery.”’ Not
so mueh from a military standpoint
could be said by Major Stopford, the
British officer in command of Fort
Chambly, with eighty regulars. He
might have held out indefinitely
against anything but heavy artillery,
but when Montgomery, encouraged
by the sympathy of many of the
habitants, hurled a few nine-pound
shots at the walls of Cha'mblyz Stop-
ford surrendered at diseretion in
thirty-six hours on October 18th,
1775. This was not so bad, but he
omitted to throw into the river his
stores and war material, without
which the Americans .could not have
persisted in the invasion.

A large force was stationed at
Chambly during the W.ar of 1812,
numbering in 1814 as high as 6,000
men. The whole vicinity of the fort
formed a camp ground, but the de-
fence was scarcely ever threatened by
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FORT CHAMBLY

the invaders, whose limit of approach
was Isle aux Noix. If Chambly was
not a factor in the war, it was repre-
sented by one of its most distinguish-
ed sons, the greatest of her seigniors.
A monument in the village depicts the
heroic form of General Charles de
Salaberry, who early saw service in
the West Indies and was commander
of the British forces at Chateauguay
in 1813, where the defeat of the Am-
ericans saved Montreal.

The region was in a ferment dur-
ing the Rebellion of 1837, and British
troops took part in a nearby skirmish,
but generally speaking the garrison
which oceupied the fort until its
abandonment a few years ago led
prosaic and uneventful lives.

More cosmopolitan becomes Cham-
bly in its place in the sun. Here was
born, in 1847, Marie Lajeunesse, who
was known to the world as Madame
Albani, queen of the operatic stage.
Joseph Lajeunesse, her father, was
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" one of the habitants of the rich Cham-
bly gardens, who drove his little load
of vegetables to the Jacques Cartier
market in Montreal, and when he died
a few years ago, there was much re-
gret at the passing of a cheery per-
sonality. Madame Albani, too, early
took the Richelieu route and was edu-
cated at Plattsburg and Albany. Sub-
divisions and villas still perpetuate
her name in Chambly.

Radial cars now invade the quiet
of Chambly, but they cannot rob it
of its cherished memories. The fort
stands as pompous and as useless as
its counterpart, Fort Blunder, on
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Lake Champlain, just over the bor-
der. Its frown is forbidding, but its
power is spent. Its curator, Mr. .J.
0. Dion, whose ancestors came to Can-
ada in 1634, offers an old-fashioned
Gallic welecome to the interested visi-
tor. He treasures scraps of uniforms
of other days and a chest of old doeu-
ments which should some day make
an imperishable book. But as the
August day wore to its close the im-
pelling thought was of the change and
decay of men and governments, of
the ceaseless vigil of old Beloeil and
the song of the river that goes on
forever,

THE GIPSIES’ ROAD

By JAMES B. DOLLARD

THE gipsies passed by Barnaclare,
White metal crackling on their backs;
The girls wore roses in their hair,
The men bore treasure in their packs.

Long had they journeyed o’er the plain,
Tramping afar from Donegal;

Through sunshine and the golden rain,
Hearing the lark and linnet call.

And long before the sun has set

They shall have reached my land of dreams,
Where yellow furze out-blossoms yet,

And violets twinkle by the streams.

They shall have reached my chosen strand,
Where never shall my footsteps stray,
Where wooded heights, and castles grand,

And opal skies the eyes repay !

And T shall never see beyond
Those hills that shimmer in the sun,
Though my poor heart, with yearning fond,
Would follow where the gipsies run.

Tied to my houses, cows, and land,
1 feel the prison-chain and goad—

Such riches all I'd give to stand
Soul-free upon the gipsies’ road.




A Park warden, a boundary post, and a cut in timber, showing the international boundary line

FIXING THE BORDER LINE
BY W. McD. TAIT

"] VI E first mention of an Interna-
tional Boundary in Canadian
or United States history was
in_t_he Quebee Act of 1774, by the
terms of which the southern boundary
of Canada was made to touch tl}e
New England States and the Ohio
and Mississippi Rivers. Important
changes were made after the x_\merl-
can revolutionary war when, in the
Treaty of Versailles in 1783, an at-
tempt was made to set down more de-
finite boundaries. The line was to
follow the St. Croix River to its
source, thence to run due north along
a line drawn from its source to the
highlands dividing the waters falling
into the Atlantiec from those falling
into the St. Lawrence. Beyond the
point where this line touched the St.
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Lawrence, midstream in Lakes On-
tario, Erie, Huron, Superior, and the
Lake of the Woods, with the conneet-
ing rivers, was to be the division;
while from the Lake of the Woods the
boundary was to run ‘‘on a due west
course to the River Mississippi.”’
When the treaty was concluded it
was found that there was no river
bearing the name St. Croix, and this,
with the discovery that the Mississippi
did not rise as far north as had been
thought, led to complications that
threatened serious results. To decide
which of the named rivers should
separate Maine and New Brunswick
presented some difficulty. The United
States argued in favour of Magagua-
davie, which would bring the State
of Maine within twenty miles of the
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St. Lawrence, lengthening immensely
the journey for British troops be-
tween the Maritime Provinces and
Lower Canada, as was exemplified in
the War of 1812, and during the
Trent Affair in 1861. Great Britain
asked that the Schoodie, or Shoodic,
River be the boundary, thus giving
Canada a valuable strip of many
miles extending north and south.
Continued and inereasing frietion
made the difficulty especially acute
and led to the appointment of a com-
mission to settle the matter. This was
in 1798, and a decision was given in
favour of Great Britain, but in it
Canada claimed that land was sacri-
ficed which justly belonged to her.
The eastern branch of the Schoodic
was chosen instead of the western,
although the latter is the main stream.
The line above the Schoodic remained
unsettled for many years, and on
more than one oceasion it nearly caus-
ed war,

Professor W L. Grant made a valu-
able contribution to the literature of
the international boundary when he
wrote :

‘“By the treaty of 1783 the boundary in
dispute was to run due north from the
source of the St. Croix River to the High-
lands, and then ‘along the said High-
lands which divide those rivers that empty
themselves into the River St. Lawrence
from those which fall into the Atlantic
ocean.” The obvious and natural meaning
of this was the watershed dividing the
streams flowing into the St. Lawrence
from the head waters of the Restigouche
and the St. John. Such was the meaning
aseribed to similar words in the days be-
fore the American Revolution when the
whole country had been British. Such had
been the boundary given on all maps
drawn between 1763, when Great Britain
took over Canada from France, and 1783,
when American Independence was recog-
nized. Such had been the boundary drawn
on all maps made during the nine months
in which the treaty had been discussed in
the British Parliament. Indeed, during
that discussion one of the chief ecriticisms
of the treaty was that it brought the
American boundary so far to the north.
The American claim was really irrefut-
able, and the Americans felt it to be so.
In 1827 they had agreed to arbitration,
and the matter had been referred to the
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King -of the Netherlands. It was an un-
happy choice, for his Majesty was notori-
ously under the thumb of Great Britain.
While he was studying the question, one-
half of his kingdom broke away and set
up as the independent State of Belgium,
which left him only half a seat to sit on,
and made him still more unwilling to
offend his powerful neighbour. In 1831
he took refuge in the wisdom of King
Solomon, and suggested a division of the
territory, a suggestion which the United
States rejected, with natural indignation,
but with very doubtful international ecour-
tesy.

‘“Yet though in law the American case
was unanswerable, in equity Great Britain
had something to say. The Ameriean
claim left her with her maritime colonies
almost separated from Lower Canada, a
result not contemplated by the treaty-
makers of 1783. Those gentlemen had
used a map drawn by a British carto-
grapher named Mitchell. Unfortunately
Mitehell, trusting for his southern lati-
tudes to British surveyors, and for those
along the St. Lawrence to the French, had
been led astray, and on his map the water-
shed of the St. Lawrence was wrongly
marked. Rectification of the error would
give the United States more than had
been intended, just as rectification of the
45th  parallel of latitude would give
Rouse’s Point to Great Britain.’’

Another British argument was that
by running the due north line, it
came not to ‘‘highlands,’” but to a
marshy plateau, and the word ‘high-
lands’’ obviously meant a ‘‘divide,’’
But Great Britain ecould plead on her
side an opinion given in 1802 by M.
Madison, then American Secretary
of ‘State, and afterwards twice Presi-
dent, in which he said that the ‘“high-
lands’” had no definite existence, and
that a new line must be substituted.
Thus the American claim had against
it the verdict of one of her most pe-
vered statesmen.

Finally, a compromise was brought
about in 1842, Lord Ashburton repre-
senting Great Britain, and Mr. Dan-
iel Webster the United States, when
the terms of what is known as the
Ashburton Treaty were drawn up.
Lord Ashburton consented to ignore
the ‘‘highlands’’ referred to in the
Treaty of Versailles, and agreed to a
boundary line running north from
the east branch of the Schoodic to the
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St. John, and thence along th‘e bed
of the latter stream. The point of
the north angle of the State of Maine,
an area covering some 5,000 square
miles (1,000 square miles more than
the King of the Netherlands had
awarded, but which the U}ll‘[@d State_s
refused to accept) was given t0.Br1-
tain. While the Maritime Provinces
and Lower Canada were brought con-
siderably closer together, whex.x the
Intercolonial Railway was built to
connect Montreal and St. John, the
direet line was foreced to build across
the corner of Maine. The United
States got the disputgd Island of St.
George in Lake Superior, and .the free
navigation of the St. John River. A
strip of land a mllq wide and exter_ld-
ing one hundred miles along the 45th
pai‘allcl of latitude was also given to
the United States.

The settlement arranged by Lord
Ashburton has been regarded by
(Canadians as unfair; on the other
hand, the same charge has been made
by Americans against Webster. The
treaty was signed on August 9th,
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1842. It passed the United States
Senate, though Maine attacked Web-
ster for ‘‘the shame and injury’’ of
it. In England, though the measure
passed the Ilouse, Lord Palmerston
denounced it as ‘‘the Ashburton Capi-
tulation.’”” Recent historical research
seems to prove that the arrangement
was eminently fair to both sides, and
it is thus recognized to-day in both
countries. As Lord Ashburton wrote
to Webster, it was seen that ‘‘the
treaty was a wise and good measure,
and good and wise because it was
fain, 22

The uncertainty of the source of
the Mississippi River west of the Lake
of the Woods called for a conference,
which was held in London in 1818 and
known as the London Convention of
1818.

The Treaty of Versailles had said
that the boundary from the north-
west angle of the Liake of the Woods
should run ‘““on a due west course to
the River Mississippi.”” When a sur-
vey was made it was found that the
River Mississippi took its rise about
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one hundred miles south of a line
drawn ‘‘due west,”” and the matter
to be decided in 1818 was whether to
retain ‘‘due west’’ or ‘‘to the River
Mississippi.”” At the Lake of the
Woods a second wedge of American
territory had been thrust into Can-
ada’s side, and the valuable country
lying within the angle of the Ohio and
Mississippi Rivers, ‘‘which Canadian
explorers had discovered and Cana-
dian traders had opened up,”” had
been surrendered without protest. The
people of the Dominion were anxious,
therefore, that the terms of the treaty
should make the boundary run from
the Lake of the Woods ‘“to the River
Mississippi,”” but Lord Bathurst, Bri-
tish Secretary of State, and Richard
Rush, American Ambassador at Lon-
don, decided that the meaning had
been “‘due west.”” The 49th parallel
was agreed upon as the line as far as
the Rocky Mountains, and for the
time being the country beyond the
mountains was to be ‘‘free and open
to both nations.”” The boundary from
the Lake of the Woods to the contin-
ental divide is, to-day, that agreed
upon by Bathurst and Rush, and the
iron posts set at intervals to indicate
the line of demarcation have stamped
upon them, ‘‘Convention of 1818.”’
With the trend of migration toward
the Pacific coast ‘‘free and open to
both natiohs,’” it threatened to make
serious trouble west of the backbone
of the continent. When the -coast
Province of Western Canada began
to plan its being, a delimitation of
the Canadian-American boundary be-
came imperative. The Canadian claim
was that the Dominion extended to-
ward the south along the Columbia
River to its mouth, taking in nearly
all of what is now the State of Wash-
ington. The people of the United
States began to claim all the Pacific
coast up to the southern boundary of
Alaska, about the parallel of fifty-
four degrees forty minutes. So intent,
were they in their purpose of secur-
ing this territory that the Democratic
candidate for the Presidency, J. K.
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Plok, was swept into power by the
slogan ‘‘Fifty-four, forty, or fight.’’
Fortunately it proved to be neither
““Fifty-four, forty” nor “‘fight,”’ for
in 1846 the Oregon Treaty continued
the boundary line along the 49th
parallel to the channel separating
Vancouver Island from the mainland
and following the channel southwest-
erly to the Pacific Ocean.

In 1871 a Joint High Commission
of British and United States dele-
gates met at Washington for the set-
tlement of disputed matters between
Canada and the United States. The
Right Honourable Sir John A. Mae-
donald, Premier of the newly-formed
Dominion of Canada, was present in
his country’s behalf. The boundary
line on the Pacific coast and the own.
ership of the Island of San Juan were
problems dealt with. Both nations had
for several years occupied this island
jointly, but a transfer to one or the
other seemed necessary. The question
was referred to the German Emperor,
who a year later gave his award in
favour of the United States. In the
same year (1872) an Interstate Boun-
dary Commission was appointed by
the United States and Canada to de-
fine the line of demarcation between
the northwest angle of the Lake of
the Woods and the summit of the
Rockies.

The Treaty of Washington was the
first of the international treaties re-
quiring ratification by the Canadian
Parliament before coming into foree.
The signing of it decided for all time
Canada’s southern bhoundary.

But 1872 did not see the settlement
of all Canada’s boundaries, for in
northern British Columbia there was
still a tract of land in dispute. Rus-
sia once owned Alaska, and in 1825 a
treaty was made to settle disputes be.
tween British and Russian fur traders
on the Pacific coast. In this treaty
Russia was confirmed in the posses.
sion of a strip reaching down as far
south as fifty-four degrees, forty min.
utes.

In 1867, the year of Confederation,
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the United States bought Alaska from
Russia, securing all the rights of that
nation as laid down in the treaty of
1825. According to this treaty, the
boundary was to run as follows:

““Commencing from the souther-
most point of Prince of Wales Island,
the line shall asecend to the north
along Portland Channel as fe.n' ns'tlw
point of the continent where it Stl'lkt‘.s
the fifty-sixth degree of north lati-
tude; from this point the line shall
follow the summit of the mountains
situated parallel to the coast.”’

The meaning of the treaty was not
quite clear, as _Hu-rv were several
ranges of mountains running “p:n-ul-
lel to the eoast.”” The course of Port-
land Channel was in doubt and the
settlement of this involved the pos-
gession of several islands. (i-nld was
disecovered in Yukon Territory in
1895. This region was .inzu'('vsmhlv
except through the strip given to Rus-
sia in 1825, and this now belonged
to the United States. Th'u discovery
of gold also beyond the disputed ter-
ritory made the Alaska h(}undall'y an
all-important question which both na-
tions were anxious to ha'\'o.sottlv(l.
After considerable negotiation .the
matter was submitted to the arbltn?-
tion of three American and three Bri-
tish jurists. Sir Allen Aylesworth and
Sir Louis Jette were the two Cana-
dians on this board. The decision
was substantially in favour of the
Ameriean claim . A good deal of feel-
ing was aroused in Canada through
the action of Lord Alverstone, tl}e
only English membe'r of the board, in
agreeing 1o rehnq:uslvxy two small is-
lands—Sitklan and xxslnxlag}lllllnlltt
__without the knowledge of his Cana-
dian confréres. It i:s, thou'ght by many
who are not familiar with tl{e facts
that but for the action of this Eng]-
lish peer Canada would ha\'e,?wne'u
the whole of the ‘‘Panhandle.”” His
decision, however, merely settled the
ownership of these islands, and con-
firmed the location of Portland Chan-

nel. :
The stragetic importance of the
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This type ot post marks the international boundary
line all the way from the Milk River to the Pacific

‘“Panhandle’’ to Canada may be seen
in a quotation from an address by the
Honourable Frank O. Smith, in the
United States House of Representa-
tives:

‘‘If you will look at a map showing
Alaska in its relation to Canada, you will
notice that Alaska consists of two parts,
the main body and the Panhandle, the lat-
ter comprising the islands of the Alex-
ander Archipelago and a strip of coast on
the mainland running southeastward as far
as the parallel of 54 degrees, 40 minutes,
a mere fringe, 536 miles long, eight to
thirty-five miles wide, shutting off Yukon
Territory, the northern half of British
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Columbia, and the entire Mackenzie Basin
from free access to the Pacific. How
large do you think is the inhabitable
Canadian country thus deprived of its
natural seaboard? It measures some 600,
000 square miles, three times as much as
Germany, ten times as much as England
and Wales together. It has the same cli-
mate as lurope in the same latitude. In
Europe, north of the parallel of 54 degrees
40 minutes, on an area corresponding to
the country behind this Panhandle, you
find a slice of Ireland, a slice of England,
all Scotland, all Denmark, Sweden, and
Norway, all Finland, a slice of Germany,
and the richest part of Russia; great cities
like St. Petersburg, with 1,700,000 in-
habitants; Glasgow, with 900,000; Copen-
hagen, with 500,000. An equal area in
Europe in the same latitude contains 25,-
000,000 inhabitants.

‘‘This innocently imprisoned Canadian
country has immense resources in timber,
agricultural, and mineral lands. The wealth
of all countries is mainly concentrated in
their ports—Boston, New York, Phila-
delphia, Baltimore—but it is derived from
the commerce of the country behind them.
The wealth of this Canadian country will
necessarily be concentrated in its ports—
on American territory. The entire Pacific
slope of this country is drenched with
rain and possesses tremendous water pow-
er. The factories to be driven by that
power will necessarily be on tide water in
American territory, but the reservoirs
furnishing the power will be on Canadian
ground. The 25,000,000 captive Canadians
who will eventually live behind this Pan-
handle will constantly be forced to con-
tribute to the enrichment of half a dozen
American cities, while these cities will
not contribute a cent toward Canadian
taxes. What a constant and growing
source of vexation and irritation! .
The only gentlemanly course, the only
manly course, open to us is to say to the
Canadians: ‘We will let you have this
Panhandle. What will you give us for
itql tR

Coming as it did just at the time
of the United States and Canada were
celebrating one hundred years of
peace, this proposal of the Senator is
taken by many to indicate a step in
the direction of universal peace. It
has been suggested that British Hon-
duras might be exchanged for the
“‘Panhandle.”” Whatever is given
away, it is to be hoped the odds will
not be as great as a certain Western
editor would have us believe were
offered in a mythical ‘‘swap’’ of a

strip along the international boun-
dary from the Lake of the Woods to
the Pacific, some twenty-five miles
wide for the State of Maine. An ex-
change for the ‘‘Panhandle’’ is a mat-
ter for more serious consideration.
Four years after the Treaty of
Ghent, when the question of the boun-
dary was agreed upon, an Interna-

tional Convention determined the

line between the two countries. Soon
after a Joint Commission was sent to
mark the boundary, but their work
was not finished till 1826, and even
then they had only completed their
task as far westward as the Lake of
the Woods. The portion of the boun-
dary between the summit of the
Rockies and the Pacific coast was ae-
complished during the years 1858 to
1862. The transfer of the Northwest
Territories from the Hudson’s Bay
Company to the Dominion of Canada
made necessary the appointment of
a Commission in 1872. The British
and Canadian Commissioners made
their start from Pembina, Dakota, in
the autumn of 1872. In the party
there were eighteen officers, forty-
four non-commissioned officers of the
Royal Engineers, and twenty-six em-
ployees. The work went steadily on
during 1873, and by July, 1874, the
Commissioners had reached Milk
River, on the Alberta-Montana line-:
from there they pushed past t.hé
Sweet Grass Hills and came in sight
of the Rockies. It was the 27th day
of August, 1874, that the Commis-
sioners came to the last post of the
boundary at the summit of the
Rockies. Their work completed, the
party turned their faces onece more
to the east, and after a journey of
860 miles, in forty-three days, arriy-
ed at Dufferin, Manitoba.

The United States Commissionerg
had to travel through the country in
which Sitting Bull and his hostile
Sioux were robbing, scalping, and kill.
ing. The party was under the eseort
of Major Reno, with three troops of
the Seventh United States Cavalry
(probably 300 men). The first wo.

-y




FIXING THE BORDER LINE

man ever to travel the imaginary line
was old ‘‘Aunt Kate,”” a negro ser-
vant since the days of slavery, in the
Reno household, who accompanied
Major Reno and occupied an ambul-
ance drawn by four mules.

The American party had not com-
pleted their part of the work as early
as the British-Canadian party, and
it was November of 1874 before they
broke ecamp in the Sweet Grass Hills
for their return journey. ‘‘Kootenai’’
Brown, recently retired superintend-
ent of Waterton Lakes National Park,
Alberta, was post sutler to the party
while they were at work and became
their guide for the journey home. Mr.
Brown relates an interesting incident
of the march back to Fort Totten,
Dakota, There would probably be
500 men all told in the American
party and 1,000 horses. When a
day’s journey from Fort Totten a
terrible blizzard began, and the tem-
perature dropped far below zero.

““We had just started,”’ tells Koo-
tenai, ‘‘on our last day’s march, when
Major Reno said to me: ‘For gracious
sake, is there no wood in this infernal
ecountry?’ I knew the country and
said, ‘Yes, there is wood three miles
off the road.” ‘Well,” said Reno, ‘if
you can find it, let us head in that
direction,’

Tt was snowing heavily and blow-
ing fiercely and we could not see far
ahead. Reno had detailed two ser-
geants to go with me and a trooper,
who was to return and direct the
party if we found the wood. We got
it, and made two large fires, one for
the cavalry officers and commission-
ers, and a very large one of logs
eighteen feet long for the troopers
and helpers. They were as delighted
as children and a big red-headed
Irishman yelled out, ‘Three cheers
for the guide that brought us to the
foine foires.” We camped there that
night and made Fort Totten next day.
Many of those fellows in Reno’s com-
mand perished in the Custer massacre
two years later.”’

The initial work of marking the
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boundary was astronomical in nature.
This was followed by the placing of
mounds of rock and earth at inter-
vals. In the mounds, at stated dis-
tances, plates of iron were set, around
the rim of which there was stamped
““U. S. and British Commission.”’
The mounds also had a, wooden post
that could be seen for a considerable
distance. It was then agreed to place
permanent posts from the summit of
the Rockies westward to the Pacific,
and this work was done between the
years 1903 and 1907.

In 1908 another treaty was signed
by the United States and Canada
which provided for the permanent
marking of the prairie portion of the
boundary, or that lying between the
Lake of the Woods and the Contin-
ental Divide. These monuments were
set in the years 1909 to 1913, the work
being under the direction of the engi-
neer for the International Boundary
Commission. The posts are set at in-
tervals of a quarter to two miles and
are intervisible. On the prairie from
the Lake of the Woods to Milk River,
in the foothills, they are of cast iron
and made in one piece. For the thou-
sand miles of mountains from Milk
River to the Pacific Ocean, aluminum
bronze is the material of manufaec-
ture, and they are built in sections to
facilitate transportation. In many
cases these sections had to be carried
to the tops of mountains, and there
put together and erected. :

Each of the three sections of the
boundary post weighs sixty-five
pounds. They stand one on top of
the other in a foundation of cement
and are held together by a rod screw-
ed into a thread in the top section
and fastened in the cement at the
bottom. For the foundation, it was
necessary in many ecases to blast out
a hole in the solid granite of the
mountains. In any case, a skeleton
frame had to be constructed. Into
this frame was put a mixture of 150
pounds of cement, 300 pounds of
sand, 450 pounds of rock, and twenty
gallons or 225 pounds of water. This,
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Map showing the Panhandle of Alaska, the
portion defined by the continuous line (formerly
claimed by Canada), which The Honourable Frank
O. Smith, a United States Senator, proposes should
be exchanged with Great Britain or Canada.

too, in many cases had to be carried,
up the mountains and sometimes let
down over cliffs. On the posts from
the Lake of the Woods to the summit
of the Rockies there is stamped al-
ternately on the four faces of the
post: ‘‘Canada,”’ ‘‘Convention of
1819,”’ “‘ United States,’” and ‘‘ Treaty
of 1908.”’

To actually mark the line in the
mountains, a cut four feet wide has
been made in the timber. This also
removes obstructions so that one post
may be seen from another. On the
prairie a five-strand barbed wire fence
has been erected, partly to show the
line of demarcation, but more to pre-
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vent live stock ranging on the West-
ern plains from drifting back and
forth across the boundary.

It can be readily seen, then, that
the establishing of the international
boundary between Canada and the
United States was not completed when
Ashburton and Webster had sweated
out an agreement in the heat of that
July day in Washington. There were
other treaties and conventions to fol-
low, and then the toil of digging
holes, and carrying iron, and elimb-
ing mountains, and fording streams,
and setting posts. This was all fin-
ished in 1913; but the work was not
complete yet. In the spring of 1914
engineers again appeared on the boun-
dary, and this time they were to num-
ber the posts that had been erected.
It was no small task, though small
compared with the work of previous
vears. Beginning on a little island
on the Pacific coast they drilled ‘<1
and following along the posts in regu-
lar order they drilled all the num-
bers up to ‘“925,”” which was placed
on the post at the northwest angle of
the Lake of the Woods. The Pro-
vinces and States are mnot officially
marked by monuments of the type
used on the boundary, but it happ.ens
that post ‘‘272’’ indicates the Con-
tinental Divide and hence the point
where the Provinces of British (ol-
umbia and Alberta come together on
the international boundary.

The numbering was done with
a high-power hand-drill working
through the perforations in a small
brass plate. The idea eame to the
inventor while watching a choir mas-
ter place the hymn numbers in g
rack for congregational view. He had
small holes drilled in the brass plates
making figures from 1 to 0. The
plates were placed in a holder mak-
ing any number required. The hold.
er was then clamped to the post and
the drill inserted in each little hole
till an impression was made in the
post. When removed, the number
appeared distinetly.



MARIE DE MEDICIS AS MINERVA

Here the celebrated French beauty of the seventeenth century is representing the
Goddess of the Arts. The reproduction is from an engraving made in 1708 by Masse
after the painting by Rubens, which is now in the Louvre, at Paris. The engraving is from a
portfolio of twenty original proofs of engravings by renowned French engravers after the
series of paintings by the great Flemish master.  Marie de Medici gave the commission for
the paintings in 1620, and almost a hundred years later the French King authorized the
publication of the engravings. The one here reproduced is from the original portfolio in
the possession of M'lle Charlotte Le,nard.
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THE GRAND CLIMAX

BY AUGUSTUS BRIDLE

a somewhat obsolete conductor

of orchestra when he came to
this country and made a double forte
attack on a job in the police force of
Toronto. In the musie-halls of Europe
he was known as the man who some-
times let go a legato passage a beat
too soon, in order to get his feet plant-
ed for the accumulation of a grand
climax with full orchestra. He had
thrilled his thousands from musie-
hall to beer-garden, thenceto a café,
and after that out of a job; for he
had worn out a whole series of orches-
tras, and, according to the eritics, had
not advanced the cause of musical
culture whatsoever. Which, of course,
was a serious mistake. Herr Weiden-
hammer had established himself as a
master builder of climaxes, who wept
tears of undisguised joy when Richard
Strauss converted the modeérn or-.
chestra into a cyclone doing its best
to carry away a cataract.

But there was no place left in
Europe for Weidenhammer, who, be-
cause he supposed that Canada was
a vast vacancy of culture, yearning
for musical eclimaxes, sailed away
from Hamburg; at first merrily paus-
ing at Montreal, which he found far
too French, thence going on to To-
ronto. Was he needed? Yes, if he
would join the union @and be ex-
amined on the difference between B
and a bovine’s foot by a man who
was a bricklayer in summer and in
winter blew a horn in the orchestra.

Weidenhammer disdained such ex-
amination, He would himself build
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HERR WEIDENHAMMER was

up a new world orchestra. But he
did not. There was no room in this
country for the kind of ensemble
Weidenhammer wanted to create; he
was too temperamental to play fiddle
in the orchestra that is; teaching
would be an uphill job without join-
ing some conservatory—which had
no room for him on its staff. For if
Herr was such a powerful personality
at the baton, why had he left Europe
without a contract? He was probab-
ly a master of fakes, Freeze him out.
A man with so compulsory a physique,
why should he not get a pick and
shovel and work for the corporation !

This again was uncongenial to
Weidenhammer. Besides which he
had no desire for dallying with dagoes
whose music he had always more or
less despised.

Happened at that time there was
some exodus of police to the west,
where chiefs are paid better salaries
than constables down east. Herr was
a powerful man, and capable of great
action. 'Woe betide the rough-neck
who should get into his cluteches! He
was examined at No. 1 and found to
be a person of irreproachable ath-
leties. In his knocking about Europe
he had learned English. And when
Weidenhammer was togged out in
blue coat, billy and helmet he was the
grandest specimen of overpowering
manhood in the whole stalwart seven
hundred.

Arresting people for one thing or
another was not, however, second na-
ture to the master of climaxes. He
found himself in a strange world.
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‘When the street was crammed with
people and vehicles it seemed to him
like some bang-up great orchestra
which somehow he felt that he was
supposed to conduct. When the re-
gular crowd pitter-pattered along to
the groan of trolleys and the clack of
lorries and the shuddering of motor-
cars, it was a nice legato passage in
Wagner which he yearned to feel pil-
ing itself up into one of those grand
climaxes.

Weidenhammer always felt himself
in the seventh heaven at the noonday
jam and the five o’clock fever of get-
ting home. Then his pulse beat high
and his temperature went up three
degrees, and at such times he felt
able to leap on a wagon and with his
billy for a baton bring the whole slam-
bang to a sudden stop with a long
birdseye marked over it.

Of course he never did it. But he
got so absorbed in the dynamic pos-
sibilities of traffic and people that he
was found somewhat negligent of the
casual drunk and the man who braces
other people for the price of a meal.
So he was several times reprimanded
by the sergeant, and told that unless
he could put the soft pedal on some
of his music and act more like a com-
mon constable he might be in danger
of losing his job.

No doubt about it, however, Herr
P. C. Weidenhammer was a great man
in the understanding of traffic. A
busy street corner to him was the
next best thing to a full orchestra
with curtain up and the chorus all
on the stage. He had no appetite for
side streets or back alleys. He was
tried out in the suburbs, but he got
pale and thin and had to be switched
back down town. And once at a big
fire Weidenhammer was so superbly
useful in handling the crowd that his
stoeck went up several points and he
was in great danger of promotion.

At last P. C. Weidenhammer came
to his own when he was picked to take
charge of a crosstracks, down-town
corner, where several times a day
traffic piled up into a jamboree of
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climaxes unportrayed even in the
scores of Richard Strauss. He was
togged in a new, neat uniform, with
not a trace of bag at the knees, and
given a pair of gloves as white as he
had ever worn in Leipsic or Munich.

Then it was that the virtuosity of
Herr Weidenhammer became onece
more self-evident. He stood at the
junction of the devil-strips massed up
like a great monument in a stormy
sea. No headlong haste of motormen
and chauffeurs and cabbies and eyelo-
maniaes ever could perturb that mas-
ter of rallentandos. When his dexter
white glove went up it sent a back-
ward thrill into a whole block of traf-
fie. When his sinister executed a
swan-neck curve culminating in a
just-so, pianissimo tiddlewink of the
index finger, any motorman or chauf-
feur that failed to come on at the ap-
pointed demi-semi-quaver got a glare
from the headlights of Herr Weiden-
hammer that made the ecold creeps
go all over him.

The new travel-conductor at the big
busy corner was soon the talk of the
whole system. All he needed was a
small dais and a desk and he could
have transformed that street corner
into a cosmopolitan orchestra. Like
Safonoff he never needed a baton ; but
if he had, the billy at his belt was
ready to grab. It became a new kind
of pleasure for drivers to get past the
common, semaphoric cops at the up-
town corners and to get into the zone
of magic dominated by Herr Weiden-
hammer. Motormen took the kinks
out of their backs and conductors
stood at attention. Passengers eran-
ed out of the windows for a last
glimpse of a grand cantabilo-legato
curve of the music-master policeman
as the trolley went thumping in
strict tempo, four-four time. Horses
curvetted and pranced to his signalg
as though he were a ringmaster
Ladies leaned langorously from thei;
limousines to smile at the superb en.
chantment. And it was a chronje
marvel what might happen to this
sublime symphony of traffic if sug.




THE GRAND CLIMAX

denly a hook and ladder came reeling
up street—which, of course, never
happened.

Was Weidenhammer unconscious of
his magie? Nay, verily. Never had
he been more smitten of his dyna-
mies. Never in the music halls of
Europe had the eyes of the world been
80 turned upon him. Never had he
known what it was to be on the divine
edge of creating, not merely perform-
ing or interpreting music. No more
rough-necks to arrest ; no suburbanites
to badger about hosing the lawns
after hours; no children to corral; no
bad smells to locate; no stray cats to
take care of and no dogs without tags
to chase down the street. Here he
stood day by day feeling like a mo-
dern reincarnation of the great god
Thor, knowing that he was the most
marvellous traffic conductor in the
known world and that one slip from
him might plunge a hundred people
into a dilemma,

And that lasted him for a few days,
while he wheedled himself into fancy-
ing that the first violins were always
at the lower left hand corner, the
seconds at the right, the ’cellos in
front, the wood-winds just left and
behind, the double basses over on the
northwest edge and the brass north-
east in front of the battery. It took
some creative imagination to do this.
But after the first spasm of novelty
was over and thousands of people be-
gan to regard Herr Weidenhammer
as a fixed institution, he found it
necessary to indulge himself in visions
like this or he would have some time
forgotten himself and chucked all the
etiquette of the cross roads for one
grand climax according to his own
way of conducting a score.

Besides it was extremely hot at that
corner. The sun glared down between
the skyraking walls, the breezes
sneaked away round the block, and
Herr Weidenhammer spent hours on
the corner when he clammed up in
his elothes and trickles of sweat clog-
ged under the trap of his helmet, and
there was no intermission for a fine
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draught of Rhine wine or a cigarette
in the green room.

It was all very well to be admired
by ladies and feared by motormen and
pointed out to tourists as one of the
sights of the city. It was for a time
very gratifying to hear the mega-
phone talker on the tally-ho shout
aloud as the four white horses caught
the glint of his white gloves and
danced into the ring.

““Right in the centre you see the
only traffic policeman in the world
that used to be a conductor of grand
opera.’’

But as day followed day Herr
Weidenhammer discovered that, bar-
ring a fire hippodrome or a cireus
parade, one day was diabolically like
unto another at that busy corner. He
invented new and fantastic variations
on the signals, some of them as puz-
zling to the drivers as the beat of
Creatore would have been to a village
choir. e did his best to amuse the
newsboys with his ad. lib. antics; to
indulge in off-hand caprices with
taxi-drivers and to scare the fear of
the unknown into some big-headed
drayman who steered his Norman
Percherons within three feet of that
august personage, Herr Weidenham-
mer. He tried to imagine that he was
having a better time than the saunter-
ing cop that kept the erowd movine
on the sidewalk. He bowed with pro-
fessional gravity to the mail-drivers
and almost lifted his helmet to the
feminine oceupants of a lovely liou-
sine. Whenever a mother ma.le the
desperate plunge across the zono of
traffic with her baby in her arms,
Herr talked to her in broken Euglish :
and once presumed to halt the whole
blessed bedlam for a minute, so that
not a horse nor a trolley nor a nwotor
ercssed that eorner while he eracked
a joke with a secared baby infant.
With all his expertness Weidenham-
mer, the burly maestro with the billy
at his belt, became gradually a very
blasé personage. Now and then it
gave him some joy to reflect that he
was the vortex of all this traffic just

i |
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as a conductor controls the dynamies
of an orchestra. He knew that when-
ever he chose to observe a rest in the
musie, even long enough to abuse an
incorrigible lorryman for making a
false curve in the orbit of that uni-
form, he was making a variation in
the tempo of travel big enough to be
felt six blocks every direction. And
he sometimes amused himself speculat.
ing what might happen to that city
if suddenly he were to be seized of a
cataleptic fit and just stood there for
a centrepiece statue, as fine a bit of
design as a sculptor ever moulded.

Weidenhammer’s legs ached. He
said it was the terrible restraint. His
back sagged. Never had he been so
hemmed in and cooped up. His thirst
was sometimes diabolical. Never could
he break away to a saloon. There
was not even time to mop the sweat
from under his helmet. The wonder
was that he was able to go through
his daily manoeuvres with such ex-
quisite grace. But as he said to him-
self, it never would do to become
careless, He was now known to
thousands of people as the incompar-
able Weidenhammer. He was con-
scious of this. He was celebrated as
never he had been in the concert halls
and opera houses of Europe. But
day by day he was trembling on the
verge of hysteria; all because, accord-
ing to his way of thinking, he was
compelled to conduct the street-corner
opera always somehow piano, legato
and pianissimo; never a crescendo, or
an accelerando on the shrieking
strings, or a divine blurt from the
brass or a cataclysm from the battery.
Such a deal level of performance for
a man of temperament; it was dis-
gusting.

The day was to come when the mas-
ter of climaxes would make a real
grand opera of that street corner. He
felt it coming. He told nobody.
Never in his life had he conducted
the same score twice in exactly the
same way. Herr Weidenhammer had
never been bound by traditions. He
made his own as he went along.

Of course that would be awkward
for a street corner. Because it was
both awkward and incredible, Weid-
enhammer yearned to do it. Musie
was seizing him again; musie that he
had kept locked up for weeks and
weeks, till he thought he would re-
sign from the force to write some ter-
rific grand opera, pile Strauss on
Berlioz and go to heaven happy.

A man cannot keep on making a
reality into a farce without being in
danger of turning the farce into a
reality. Weidenhammer was a real-
ist. And he knew the scores of ten
grand operas by heart. Whenever he
heard a regimental band play he took
unto himself feelings of disgust. He
wished he could have corraled all the
bands of Toronto into one Berliozian
bungle and gone at them with his
billy to produce an ensemble. And
never when in uniform at the street
corner did he so much feel that way
as when some dream of a femininity
glanced at him from a limousine,

Music he had always felt to be the
greatest power in the world. This
law was nothing to it. All very well
day by day merely to be keeping a
trolley from ramming a motorcar
amidships. But that was not power.
If he could stop all the trolleys and
half the motor-cars for half an hour
he might be doing something worth
while. But of course that would be
abnormal. And a policeman must al-
ways be normal.

Meanwhile he would go erazy. The
heat was bad. His white gloves made
his hands itch and his uniform clung
to him disgracefully. His movements
became more and more grandiloquent.
Confound these drivers; but he would
inject some snap into them. Some-
times he flung his two white gloves
aloft in superb simulation of Nikisch.
The effect was astounding. Not a
driver knew what to do; unless it was
to steer up one of the buildings. Then
when he had got them nervous he let
them bump across. And in this way
every little while the master of ‘eli-
maxes held traffic up half a bloek,

P
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or a block or more, according to his
humour, Why not? 5

Reprimand had no effect upon him.
Weidenhammer was weary of being
goggled at as a freak. He disdained
to be considered of less importance in
one city than even the general man-
ager of a street railway. He was no
longer merely a musical policeman.
His time was coming.  Other men
made people marvel by doing things
for which they never could be ar-
rested. Most of the millionaires whose
limousines went past that corner had
kicked over the traces some time.
People admired them. Why should
they not know that Herr Weiden-
hammer also was a man of genius
who dared do things not set down in
his code?

And the chance came when some
band came poofing along, blurting
and blaring most scandalously—to
his notion—at a fantasia of operatic
march airs, arranged by some deliri-
ous bandmaster. It was atrocious.
Herr Weidenhammer caught the mel-
ody of one more than a block up
street. It produced on him a strange,
magical effect. At once he lost sight
of trolleys, motors and drays and hur-
rying mob. It was the rush hour
when he should have superbly had
all his wits about him. So he had;
but not just for chaperoning rigs.
No, Weidenhammer was lost to his
uniform and his job; back again in
the concert halls of Europe; intent
upon a grand climax that must come
somewhere in one of those pieces.

But it was not coming. No, the
bandmaster had missed it. And the
band kept marching along, coming up
to the corner, when the music master
held back all the trolleys and illegally
hustled past all the motors so as to
get them out of the band’s way.

The band must come by. He would
have that band under his billy. They
should catech the glint of his white
gloves.

On they came; they crossed the
corner—when every man got a thrill
from the music master and began to
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blow his serene head off in the effort
to get the climax Herr Weidenham-
mer wanted.

The big drum and the eymbals
banged across. Now even the motor-
cars waited; in four directions long
shuddering strings of them alongside
the lines of yellow trolleys. Pas-
sengers leaned out of the ears. They
said some spell had come over the
music master. And there had. Block
after block a hundred trolleys were
halted while the music master con-
ducted an imaginary orchestra in
some opera or other, clean from the
middle to the end or wherever he
chose to take it.

And he was doing it superbly. Now
and then he made a tremendous lunge
at the first violins. But when the
motorman on the east side of the
street going north chugged on his
power, the music master executed a
half wheel and made a jab at the se-
conds; which started a trolley north-
ward; and that never would do or
there would be a collision with Herr
Weidenhammer in the midst of it. So
he impatiently waved them both back
again and two motormen said he was
a something or other, and what the
mischief did he mean?

But why should they know? Weid-
enhammer no longer meant anything
so far as observing the law was con-
cerned. He was coming to an operatie
climax. He intended the whole city
to know it. He knew that he had the
key to the whole situation. By now
there was a mile of cars in all diree-
tions and miles of motor-cars along-
side. Millionaires and fine ladies, im-
patient business men and shopping
women, delivery drivers and pedes-
trians, block upon block, mile upon
mile, out and out away from the ships
and the banks and the warehouses,
out among the houses and back among
the factories and on out towards the
suburbs where car after car dawdled
into its line of waiting and thousands
wanted to know if the power was off

The power was not off. It was on.
Skyserapers vomiting their hundreds
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to catch the home-bound traffic felt
the elevators stop, because the people
glutted the corridors. Department
stores shuffling out their thousands of
customers and eclerks were jammed
up in the aisles below stairs, and the
stairs were blocked and the streets
were soon a ramming, jamming mass
of people such as could have been
seen at nothing but a great fire.

Not a policeman could force his way
through to find out what was the mat-
ter. Not a car or a rig could move
homewards until Herr Weidenham-
mer chose to let it; and he had not
yet come to the crest of his grand
climax,

The band was long ago out of sight
and sound. He seemed not to care.
In imagination he was hearing the
blare and shriek and thunder of a
cataclysmie orchestra, such as no
man ever directed, building up a
elimax such as never was heard in the
world before.

And it was coming.  Only those
leaning from the cars nearest the
centre of blockade and those lining
up on the roofs for a mile this way
and that, realized that for several
minutes which seemed to be hours the
superb master of climaxes at the busy
corner was stopping the works of a
whole city while he lost himself in a
frenzy of inaudible music.

Thousands upon thousands of peo-
ple felt it; hundreds of thousands of
all sorts, conditions and sizes and all
ranks in life; such an audience as

never in the height of his climacterie
career had Weidenhammer ever
known to listen while he conducted.
He knew all about it. And the climax
was coming. Maybe he could not stop
the train down on the Esplanade or
the ships in the bay. In faect he was
not now conscious of stopping any-
thing. What an overpowering en-
semble of brass, strings, wood-winds
and battery he was piling up, bar
upon bar, accelerando and double for-
tissimo and crescendo and molto, this
that and the other—till presently the
two white gloves shot up together and
came down again; and it seemed as
though the walls were coming along
with them.

Then somehow or other when he
had thus held up an entire city, such
as never had been done in the world
before by the power of musie, the
master of climaxes knew that he had
finished the opus. He let both arms
drop and stood blankly gazing about.

Through the cracks of the erowd
police were wriggling and shouting;
till soon there broke into the vacant
arena where Weidenhammer stood
enough bluecoats to carry him bodily
off the scene.

Then slowly the mass of a great
congestion began to wriggle itself
loose at that corner. Trolleys bump-
ed across and motorecars shuddered
past. In half an hour the deadlock
was over—and Weidenhammer had
once more lost his job; for the next
day he was a dead man.

-~y
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BY GRACE

VENING had closed in with a
E gusty, yellow sunset. The sha-
dow of Big Turkey Track lay
black upon the squire’s office; the lit-

tle shoestring valley was in darkness,-

though the side of Little Turkey
Track, bevond, showed splashes of
gold upon its green.

I heard the shuffle and tramp of
many feet, the hum of lowered voipes,
and then somebody said to the squire:
““Man found dead up thar, Little Tur-
key Track way, an’ ‘Walt 'I‘urren_tine
was a standin’ over ’'im—he Kkilled
%im. We’ve got ’em both, Square.”’

The light departed from the side
of Little Turkey Track as though a
candle had been blown out in heaven.
I rose and went toward the porch,
with its roof of balsam boughs and
supports of peeled logs. At its edge
stood a party of mountain men, lapk,
thin-jawed fellows, with a slouching
grace about their movements, because
they were all musele and real alert-
ness. They earried a motionless form,
and somebody had thrown a coat over
the dead man’s face. I picked out
Turrentine at a glance, because‘he
was the most unconcerned-looking

in the group.
mtHlDoes heg derI:_v it?’’ asked the
squire, in his plaintive, gentle voice
—the squire is the mildest-mannered
man that ever was a holy terror to
evil-doers, and a six-foot bundle of

arlessness.
feTuz-rentine shook his head. He
glanced up the mountain path toward
Little Turkey Track. In the last of
the light which lingered there I could
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see, far up, a woman’s form climbing
slowly down toward the settlement.
The wind whipped her blue skirts
about her; it jerked at the secarlet
shawl over her head as she struggled
forward.

For some reason the sight moved
me strongly. Its effect upon the pri-
soner was instantaneous. He looked
once more—a stolen glanee this time
—the woman was passing over the
spot where they said the body had
been found; “‘I wish’t you lock me
up,’” he said suddenly. ‘‘Ye needn’t
look no furder fer th’—th’ man ’at
done it. Loek me up, Square.”

The squire’s office is an institution
in the Turkey Tracks; a long, low,
log building—just a string of rooms,
some of which may be used for pur-
poses of detention till a malefactor
can be sent to Garyville. The dead
man was carried into one of these
rooms and laid with decent care up-
on a long table. His murderer was
lodged in another. And then came
the dash of rain which our windy,
yellow sunset had promised us. Rain
in the mountains is searcely what
dwellers of valley and plain under-
stand by the word. The moisture
comes down with such suddenness
that it does not wait to formulate it-
self into drops, but descends with the
souse of an overturned bucket.

I sat by the wide hearth where a
fire of balsam cones crackled cheerily,
and chatted with the squire. We were
old friends, and I found even his sil-
ence often more informing than an-
other man’s conversation. Tt was in
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the wildest burst of the mountain
rainstorm that somebody came beat-
ing on our door, and erying, ‘‘Square,
Square! Lemme in! Hit’s Pheebra
Himes.”’

The squire rose and opened his
door. The woman came in, flung the
shawl off her black hair and looked
about her defiantly. ‘‘I came down
here to give myse’f up,”’ she began
in a low voice, and with a little shock
1 recognized the scarlet shawl and the
dull blue skirt of her frock. It was
the woman I had seen coming down
the path from Little Turkey Track.

The squire regarded her with hig
benevolent gaze. ‘‘We’ve got the fel-
ler ’at killed ’im, Pheeb,’’” he announe-
ed. ‘‘Hit’s a man you’ll be proud to
see behind the bars—Walt Turren-
tine.”’

A quiver went over the woman’s
form; she gulped down a rising sob;
I guessed that the statement carried
no new information to her. ‘I tell
you, I done it!’’ she protested. ‘‘I
don’t care which nor whether ’hout
Walt Turrentine. He ort to be hung
—1I reckon he will be hung some day.
But ’twas me killed that there ped-
dler.”’

The squire laughed softly and
shook his head. ‘‘So you knowed he
was a peddler—well, I doubted that
yve knowed that much about it,”’ he
commented, and his soft blue eyes fell
to gazing upon the fire, as though he
had forgotten the woman’s presence.

She stood for a long time irresolute,
the squire and I sitting before the
fire, she back in the shadows, her big,
black eyes going from one to the
other. Finally she crept forward and
put a hand on the squire’s shoulder.
‘“‘Have ye got—have ye got ’im—?"’
A nod toward the door supplied the
conclusion of her sentence.

““Oh, yes, the cawpse is in that thar
room—ye might go in an’ look at it.”’

She flinched. ‘‘Walt,”” she began
again, ‘‘have ye got ’im locked up?’’

The squire nodded.

“Well, then, you’ll lock me up, an’
turn him a-loose,”’ she urged.

To my intense surprise the squire
complied with a portion of her re-
quest, leading her to a room opposite
those in which the murdered man
and his murderer were disposed
When he came back, I asked, ‘“‘You
don’t for a moment suppose—’

““I ain’t in the s’posin’ business,”’
the squire replied quietly. *‘These
here mounting people—my own peo-
ple, you understand, sir—has g
mighty brief way when they’re mad-
ded. Looks likely ’at Walt killed this
here stranger; but if Pheb wants to
be locked up, why I ain’t a-goin’ ag’in
her. Ye see hit’s this-a-way : Phebra
Himes, she’s Walt Turrentine’s wife.*’
This is mountain fashion, in which
the woman is mainly mentioned b
her maiden name. ‘“Well, Walt, he
quit her, about three months ago. Old
man Himes, he’s a ’stiller, an’ he’s g
hard man to live with. He ain’t got
nair a chick ner a child but Phebra ;
an’ some say he run Walt off, an’
some say Pheeb quarrelled with Walt
an’ some say that Walt got tired of
her an’ quit her. The Lord He knows
—an’ I don’t pretend to. The boys
‘at brought the cawpse an’ Walt in
told me that this here feller—an’ T
shouldn’t never ’a’ thought he was a
peddler ’thout Pheeb had said so, fer
he hadn’t nairy pack—they said the
peddler stopped at old man Himes’s
last night. Looks like Walt had come
back to try to make it up with Phep.
bra, an’ found this feller there, an’
got sorter jealous like, an’ had some
little interruption with him, an’ kill.
ed ’im, That’s what I think; but I’m
a-waitin’ fer the sheriff from Gary-
ville—he’ll be here by mornin’.”’

There were no sounds from the
room where the murdered man lay
nor from those where his self—accuseci
murderers were detained; but the
storm outside increased in fury.
*‘Looks like hit might keep the sheriff
back, ef hit sets in to rain this-a.
way,’’ the squire ruminated. ‘“‘Hain ’t
no human goin’ out in sech a storm
’thout he p’intedly has to’’

As if to disprove his words, again

o 4
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came the sounds of beating palms up-
on our door. This time'a man’s voice
was raised from without. ‘‘Square,’’
it roared and rumbled in a most pro-
found bass, ’Square, hit’s Gaffin
Himes! I got somethin’ to tell ye—
gsomethin’ mighty important.’’

Again the squire opened the door.
And this time there strode in a tall,
black-bearded, fierce old mountaineer.
who looked upon me with Phebra
Himes’s very eyes. He was gemmed
all over with rain-drops, and the great
eloud of black beard which streamed
across his chest was strung with mist
jewels. He shook himself like a dog,
and came up to the fire with that
free stride which would have marked
him out well anywhere. ‘‘Well,
Square,”’ he began, ‘‘I come to give
myse’f up. That there feller that
stopped at my house last night was
a leetle too fresh fer me.”” He stole
a look at the squire and myself as
though to see how we took this state-
ment. s

“Bud Roper,”” he began again,
“‘passed my place an’ told me that
vou’d found the body. I reckon it’ll
save trouble ef I jest give myse’f up.”’

The whole thing had begun to look
to me like a ghastly farce, a strange,
grim extravaganza; but the squire
chuckled genially and looked the tall
old Ishmael over with a gentleness
whieh was scarcely ironical. ‘‘Well,
now,”’ he commented, ‘‘that was
mighty accommodatin’ of ye, Himes.
Did Bud mention whar we found the
body,,’

The old man stared uneasily. ‘‘He
didn’t have to tell me,”” he returned
sullenly.

The squire chuckled again. ‘‘I was
jest a wonderin’ whether you could
’a’ told me,”” he said. But without
further comment he took a candle and
showed our latest acquisition to the
room beyond that in which his daugh-
ter was detained.

‘T jest got five rooms in this here
shack,”’ the squire reflected, as he
came back to me and the fire. ‘‘Ef
any more fellers—er gals—’at killed

this here peddler comes down out o’
the sky on us to-night, we’ll p’intedly
have to keep ’em in here, an’ that’ll
interfere with our eomfort.’’

1t seemed, however, that the supply
of the peddler’s self-confessed mur-
derers was exhausted. The rain Jull-
ed, came on again with greater fury,
and died out finally down the valley.
In my bunk under the eaves I lay
long listening to it beating on the
shingles. I wondered exceedingly
what would be the outecome when the
sheriff of Garyville arrived next
morning ; and so did the question vex
sleep from my eyes that it was dawn
and the sheriff’s voice which finally
roused me. The sheriff was indig-
nant. ‘‘Now Square, now Square,’’
he protested, ‘‘this here is jest one
o’ your pesky jokes. I can’t take
three folks back an’ put ’em in jail
for the murder o’ one man.”’

‘“Oh, yes, you can—yes, you can,’’
the squire reassured him. ‘‘Mebby
they all got together an’ killed the
feller.”’

‘““That’s a lie!”” a woman’s excited
voice broke in. ‘‘I killed that there
peddler my own self. He was too
fresh an’ sassy with me—an’ I killed
him fer it. You turn pap an’ Walt
a-loose an’ take me—sheriff—that’s
what you do!”’

So spoke the mountain beauty, used
to being obeyed, and to seeing things
go her way.

‘“What did ye kill him with,
Pheeb?’’ asked the squire softly.

I was up, dressed, and in the court
of justice by this time, where I could
see as well as hear. The woman’s
terrified glance went from her hus-
band to her father. ‘‘I killed him
with—T killed him with—whatever he
was killed with—that’s what!”’

In spite of the gravity of the oceca-
sion, there was a general snicker, par-
ticularly from the men gathered about
the windows listening.

““U-m-m,’” grunted the sheriff from
Garyville, and he leaned toward the
squire for a whispered conference,
which resulted in a man being sent
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into the room in which I knew the
body of the murdered man lay.

“Don’t you believe her, sheriff.
Don’t you put any faith in what that
fool gal says,”’ old Gaffin protested.
““Hit was me done the killin’—and’
good reason an’ provoecation I had.
She jest wants—’’ His glance tra-
velled to Turrentine, and I saw that
he believed now, as the rest of us did,
that his daughter was trying to shield
her husband. Last night he had been
plainly fearful of her guilt; his avoid-
ance of any mention of her name,
when he must have known the squire
had her in custody, showed that; to-
day he looked at Turrentine, like a
man at bay.

“‘Hit’s wuss to have too many pri-
soners, than too few,”’ fretted the
sheriff from Garyville.

Just at this moment the emissary
sent to investigate the manner of the
murdered man’s death returned.

He stood looking at us all with the
humorous expression of a man who
knows the answer to a riddle which
you are attempting to guess. ‘‘Well,
Jate?’’ questioned the sheriff.

““I ean’t tell ye nothin’ ’bout the
cawpse—ner how he was killed, at
all,”” Jate drawled amiably. ‘‘The
cawpse—he’s gone.”’

““Gone!”’ shouted the sheriff, leap-
ing to his feet. ‘‘Here, you boys.
Jate, Alf Dubbs, Sam Bean, Wess
Pamplin—I app’int you depities.
Light out, an’ hustle fer the fellers
‘at moved that cawpse!”’

There was a stir through the room,
but Jate stirred not at all. “‘I seen
the feller that taken him away,”’ he
began slowly.

““Where?’’ yelled the sheriff.
“Why’n't * ye  ‘stop’ ’im?’? and
“Where?’’ echoed all his deputies.

““Well, T never stopped him, ’cause
I ’lowed he had the best right to
move hit. He wuz the eawpse his-
se’f, a-goin’ down the road thar,
’bout two minutes ago. Yes, sir, that
there ecawpse hit walked off on hits
two feet. I know the feller; he’s fit-
tified, an’ subjec’ to these here spells.

‘she inquired confidently.
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He’ll lay like he was dead, sometimes,
fer mor’n a week. He’d a short one
this here time.’’

A murdered man who walked away
on his two feet was an unpleasant in-
novation to the sheriff from Garyville,
He let it be known that this was so.
He spoke fluently and at some length,
““I don’t believe a word on it!’’ he
finally snapped. ‘‘I say, cawpses a-
runnin’ away in they own feet! Herpe
you Jate, take this feller—Turrentine
—back, an’ lock him up—he’s a-goin’
to Garyville with me to answer fer
this.”” Then to Phwebra and her
father, ‘“You two kin go. You’ve told
lies enough, an’ made trouble enough
fer one while.”’

Jate’s jaw dropped; he saw that a
man might be, at times, too facetious
in his manner of conveying informa-
tion to a court of justice. Gaffin Himes
rose like a thunder cloud. ‘‘I ain’t
a-takin’ no sass frum—’’ he began in
his deep bass. But Phebra’s ter-
rified eyes were upon Walt Turren-
tine, where Jate and another were
hurrying him back into the room from
which he had been taken, her nervous
fingers elutched on her father’s arm.
‘““Come along, dad,” she pleaded
‘““don’t you mad the sheriff none.’? It,.
was plain that, as the custodian of
her husband, she desired to put the
sheriff in a good humour.

T had often been the squire’s guesg
for weeks at a time when trout-fishing
was good in Lost Creek; I knew the
peculiarities of ‘‘the shack,’’ as he
called it. T was sitting on the poreh
edge when Phebra Himes’s black
eyes encountered mine. I protest that
I had no intention of sending her the
message which she received from my
glance; yet she came as though T
had called her. “Whieh-a-wév?”

) She ‘was
dragging old (Gtaffin in her wake.

‘“Around at the back,”” I whisper.-
ed, and added, somewhat to my sup.
prise, ‘‘I’ll keep wateh for you.’’

A moment after, T rose and saun-
tered to the porch end. Thence T

stole to a big gum tree whenee I could
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command a view of the sheriff from
Garyville, who was still arguing, and
of Phebra Himes and her father,
standing by a chink at the back of
the room in which Walt Turrentine
was lodged. I had pushed the chink-
ing out from between that pair of
logs myself, to secure better ventila-
tion. The girl’s face was raised, and
pale with feeling. ‘‘He ain’t got no
right to take ye away, Walt. T.he
Lord only knows what they’ll do with
ye down to Garyville!’” = This was
the mountaineer’s terror and horror
of the valley and the settlement.

“What made you come down an’
say you killed the feller, Pheeb?’’ I
heard Turrentine’s voice inquire
huskily from within.

““Oh, Walt,”’ cried the woman, ‘‘I
thought you’d killed ’im, an’ I'd done
ye so mean, when ye come back—a-
lJettin’ on like I liked him—him! by
side o’ you, Walt—1I couldn’t do no
lJess than to try an’ he’p ye out.”’

Turrentine, within, laughed. ‘‘I
reckon ver pap didn’t have no sich
reason,’”’ he commented.

Phebra turned to her father; it
was plain to the onlooker how she
tvrannized over that wild old fellow.
““What on airth did ye come down
here fer, pappy?’’ Phebra inquired
with asperity. ‘‘Ef you hadn’t ’a’
mixed in it, the sheriff wouldn’t ’a’
been half so mad.”’

“TLaws a’ mighty, Pheb, you got
so ‘rageous at the feller when he tried
to ecourt ye, that T ’lowed ye must ’a’
follered 'im an’ laywayed ’im,’’ Gaf-
fin answered meekly. ‘‘Ye know ye
threatened him ye would—aifter Walt
had went off mad. Hain’t ye comin’
back with us, Walt?’’ he inquired.

Again I heard Turrentine laugh.
Himes beckoned to me. ‘‘Square, he
kep' some o’ the boys in this same
room, ’‘bout a year ago,’”’ the old
moonshiner explained, as I strol{ed
up. ‘“‘Ef you’d give me a lift with
this here pole—we two—no Pheb,
jest two’s enough—that there log—’’
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Gaffin fondly believed that he was
whispering, but the thunder of that
voice could not get below a mutter,
as we put a sapling under, pried at
a log near the chimney, and saw it
roll quietly out.

Turrentine followed it. We could
still hear the sheriff arguing with the
squire; but now he was getting his
party in shape to return to Garyville.
As Turrentine stepped out, Phwebra
had turned away. Now she sent those
black eyes questing over her shoul-
der. ‘‘I'm sorry, Walt,’’ she breath-
ed.

““Sorry I got out?’’ inquired Walt,
with a sheepish, side-long look at us.
““How is it with you, Pap Himes?”’

The old man pushed the thick, black
locks off his forehead, ‘‘Lord, Walt,
I allus tried to git Pheeb what she
wanted,’’ he confessed genially. ‘‘Ef
you're what she wants, then you're
what I want—an’ we better be step-
pin’, ’fore the sheriff ketches up to
us.”’

‘“Well, what does Pheb want?”’
inquired Phwebra’s husband,

““I ’low ye got yer answer to that
last night.”” old Gaffin said. ‘‘Here,
you an’ Pheeb start on together—I’ll
foller.”’

The early sun, looking over the high
shoulder of Little Turkey Track, sent
long beams down the side, gilding
onee more the pateches of foliage, as
its sinking rays had gilded them the
night before. And where then I had
watched with strange agitation Phee-
bra Himes climbing down alone, I
now gazed after the reunited family
breasting the steep mountain path to-
gether,

Suddenly Jate’s voice struck on my
ear; I turned my head toward the
arguing groups in front of the squire’s
office. **Thar! Thar he goes, sheriff!”’
And 1 saw the sheriff from Garyville
look with ludierous discomfiture to
where ‘‘the cawpse’’ was ambling

blithely down the valley toward Hep-
zibah,

|



THE POETS AND THE WAR
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AUTHOR OF ‘“SONGS IN TIME'S DESPITE '’

HEN Alexander the Great

was on the point of setting

out on his expedition against
the Persians he received many signs
from the divine powers. Among the
rest the statue of Orpheus was in a
profuse sweat for several days. The
people were rather disturbed at this,
regarding it as an ill omen; but one
of the soothsayers, who must have
been a humourist as well as a pro-
phet, assured them that the sign was
a good one. It signifled that Alex-
ander would perform actions so
worthy to be celebrated that they
would cost the poets and musieians
much labour and sweat.

The strange thing is not that the
war has produced such a deluge of
poetry, but that it has not produced
more and better verse. Our finest
poets, who seemed to be waiting for
some great event to stir them anew,
have failed in most instances to pro-
duce anything better or even as good
as their former work. This is to be
accounted for in various ways. Poets
are the most sensative of mortals, and
in a sudden emotional upheaval they
too often mistake fever for inspira-
tion. A man in a fever is mever at
his best in anything; he is likely to
be delirious and extravagant, and h~
is always unrestrained. William Wat-
son, for instance, is repeatedly vex-
ing his admirers by publishing a wild
and badly written poem, which is
merely an excited publicist’s rhym-
ing letter to the newspapers.
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The poet does not deal with een.
nomie, social, or politieal problems
as such, He deals with them as palp:
able expressions of more or less deep -
seated emotions, moral and spir:tual
passions. The first impulse of Great
Britain when war was declared arose
from a natural instinet of self-de-
fence. Kipling, with his Imperial
vision, sounded the alarm:

The Hun is at the gate!

There was no time to argue how the
Hun got there; he was there, The
man with the theory must stop his
argument, the propagandist must
stop preaching and get out of the
?iay, or get out his gun and meet the
1AUn—

Who stands if freedom fall?
Who dies if England live?

‘Who is this Hun? He speaks for
himself in the ‘‘Chant of Hate
Against England,”’ which is the most
passionate utterance of modern timesg,
It has the inestimable and un-German
quality of straightforwardness and
sincerity :

French and Russian they matter not

A blow for a blow, a shot for a shot,

We love but one, we hate but one,
We have one foe and one alone—ENQG.
LAND.

The strongest reply to this is the
poem of Henry Chappell, of Bath
England, which begins: :

v
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You boasted the Day, and you toasted the
Day,

And now the Day has come!

You spied for the Day, and lied for the
Day,

And woke the Day’s red spleen;
Monster, who asked God’s aid divine,
Then strewed His seas with the ghastly
f mine—

Not all the waters of all the Rhine

Can wash thy foul hands clean.

This, while it is inspired by righteous
indignation, is not poetry.

From the fiendish hate of the Ger-
man war-whoop it is a relief to turn
to the rural reverie of Masefield.
Many ecrities regard this poem as the
best of all the poems inspired by the
war. It is a remarkably restrained
piece of work for the man who wrote
““The Everlasting Mercy.’’ One would
have supposed that Masefield would
have flung a thunderbolt at the men-
acing Hun. Instead he takes a stroll
into the country and sitting upon a
Berkshire stile he contemplates the
approach of desolating war upon the
sacred haunts of ancient toil and
peace. The poem is written in the
metre of Gray’s Elegy, and has the
same pensive quality ; but it has more
of the style of Thomson than that of
(ray. The first four lines strike the
key-note of the poem:

How still the quiet cornfield is to-night;

By an intenser glow the evening falls,

Bringing, not darkness, but a deeper light;

Among the stooks a partridge covey
calls.

The rest of this stanza and the second
follow:

The windows glitter on the distant hill;
Beyond the hedge the sheep-bells in
the fold
Stumble on sudden music and are still;
The forlorn pine woeds droop above the
wold.

The harvest not yet won, the empty bin,

The friendly horses taken from the
stalls,

The fallow on the hill not yet brought in,

The eracks unplastered in the leaking
walls;

Yet heard the news and went discouraged
home,
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And brooded by the fire with heavy
mind,
With such dumb-loving of the Berkshire
loam
As breaks the dumb hearts of the Eng-
lish kind.

There is no feeling of war in the
foregoing, nor indeed is there in the
whole poem, except for a very artistic
suggestion in the last stanza:

All the unspoken worship of those lives
Spent in forgotten wars at other calls
Glimmers upon these fields where evening
drives
Beauty, like breath, so gently darkness
falls,
Darkness that makes the meadows holier
still,
The elm-trees sadden in the hedge, a

sign
Moves in the beech-clump on the haunted
hill,
The rising planets deepen in the sky,
And silence broods like spirit on the brae,
A glimmering moon begins, the moon-
light runs
Over the grasses of the ancient way,
Rutted this morning by the passing
guns,

William Watson’s sonnet ‘‘To the
Troubler of the World’’ must rank
among the best of that poet’s work.
In none of his other war poems has
Watson risen to the same height of
conception and execution. The dif-
ference between Watson’s and Kip-
ling’s treatment of the same emerg-
ency is striking. Kipling deals with
the impersonal ‘‘Hun’’; Watson deals
with an individual—Kaiser William.
The strength and weakness of Wil-
liam Watson are revealed in this. He
must have a personal target for his
investive. Some of his finest sonnets
were written on ‘‘Abdul the Damn-
ed’’ during the outburst of indigna-
tion against the Turks over their
atrocities in Armenia. ‘‘The Woman
with the Serpent’s Tongue’’ was di-
rected at the head of a lady distin-
guished in London social life. It was
quite natural, therefore, for Watson
to break out into this fine war sonnet
to the leader of the Huns. Here are
a few lines:
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We do not with God’s name make wanton
play;
We are not on such easy terms with
Heaven.

An(i not bi’ e:n'th‘shall he be soon for-
given

Who lit the fire aecurst that flames to-
day.

Watson’s output of war poetry has
been so great that the cynics have
tried to curb his Pegasus with ridi-
cule. A man named Hay wrote to
The Saturday Review asking the edi-
tor to raise his voice to stop William
Watson. The poet took the complaint
good-humouredly and replied with a
pun at the expense of his detractor:

Peace be to all who rail! But wherefore

thus
Squander your breath away?
You cannot stop the mouth of Pegasus
With hay.

There is, nevertheless, a good deal
to be said for Mr. Hay’s ecriticism.
A poet should not be too eager to
rush into print every jingle that
comes into his head. Alfred Noyes
is the most insistent among the super-
minor poets of to-day. He has cap-
tured the dull ear of a heedless gen-
eration by his insistant piping. Noyes
may be regarded as a good exponent
of poetry. At the same time he should
take heed to the adviee which Byron
gave to Southey :

O Southey, Southey, cease thy varied song,
A bard can sing too often and too long.

The best war poem of Noyes that
I have yet seen is ‘‘The Searchlight.’’
It is not great poetry, but it is better
than the rhetorical verses entitled
““The United Front,’’ in which he re-
peats one of those tricks of phrase
and metre which spoil some of his
best work, such as:
Her ’scutcheons rent from sky to outraged
sky,
Frorg sea to sea, from height to war-worn
height!

‘“The Searchlights’’ symbolizes the
shore lights searching the North Sea
for the prowling Hun:
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And ‘‘Search in thine own

ery,
For there, too, lurks thine enemy.

Newboldt’s ‘“‘Drake’s Drum’’ was
written three hundred years after the
event which inspired it; and it will
possibly take the same length of time
to evolve another Newbolt who can
make such haunting music ont of the
present clash of blood and steel in
the North Sea. No contemporary
poet wrote anything great about the
Armada. The recent verses by New-
bolt are among the best of the war
poems. The following lines are from
“Sacramentum Supremum?’.

soul,” they

Draw near, my friends,

thoughts be high;

Great hearts are glad when it is time
to give;

Life is no life to him that dares not die

And death no death to him that dares‘
to live.

and let your

Harold Begbie writes for the peo-
ple; his appeal is direet; he has no
subtlety of thought or expression, He
lashes out at the foe with measured
strokes. He will rally a street mob
and make it march to a SWinging song
which they can all understand. He
taunts the lageards with -

What will you lack, sonny, what will you
lack s
When the girls line up in the street
Shouting their love to lads ecome back
From the foe they rushed to beat?

He will go into the stock exchange
and chant a rough colloquial ditty
about ‘‘The Man Who Keeps His
Head.”” Begbie is the most natural
of all the poets of the war: he does
not seem to care whether his stuff is
poetieal or not. He is not restraineqd
but he keeps his head—such as it ig
Here is a snatch of his free, mareh-
ing musiec:

Not by the valour of Belgium, no
lightning sabre of France; iy

Not by the thunder of Britain ’s fleet or
the Bear’s unchecked advance, 2

Richard le Gallienne was ever a lan.
gorous poet, whose work seldom show.
ed any virile or warlike qualities, Ha
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has resided in the United States for
some years and has, presumably, be-
come an American subject. He has
broken his neutrality in several of his
recent poems; but he was always neu-
tral, even as a poet. There is no
doubt, however, as to his British sym-
pathies in ‘‘The Silk Hat Soldier,”’
whieh is one of the lighter poems of
the war:

I saw him in a pieture, and I felt I'd like
to cry—
He stood in line,
The man ‘‘for mine,”’
A tall silk-hatted ‘“guy’’:
Right on the ecall,
Silk hat and all,
He’d hurried to the cry—
For he loves England well enough
England to die.

for

I've seen King Harry’s helmet in the
Abbey hanging high,
The one he wore
At Agincourt;
But braver to my eye
That ecity toff,
Too keen to doff
His stove-pipe—bless him—why?
For he loves England well enough
England to die.

for

Le Gallienne was himself one of
those ‘‘silk-hatted guys’’ in Liverpool
and London in the old days, and the
tears were doubtless moved by mem-
ory as well as admiration.

That war can turn optimists into
pessimists is a trite observation; yet
one of the strange facts of the pres-
ent war is that many pessimists have
been transformed into the most ramp-
ant optimists. Thomas Hardy, of all
modern writers, has descended into
the lowest depths of philosophical
despair. The man who wrote ‘‘Jude,”’
¢‘Tegs,”” and ‘‘The Dynasts,’’ one
wonld suppose, was incapable of see-
ing the present struggle from any
other than the point of view of gloomy
determinism. Had war intercepted
the obseure wanderings of Jude, that
novel might have had a happier end-
ing. Hardy’s ‘‘Song of the Sol-
diers’”’ may be fatalistic, but it
breathes a healthy and joyous fatal-
jsm which thrills us with hope and
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faith in the ultimate rightness of
things :

March we to the field ungrieving,
In our heart of hearts believing
Victory erowns the just.

Laurence Binyon and Stephen
Phillips are related in family and
they are also related in literary as-
piration. They both have attempted
Shakespearean plays and Miltonie
epies, and Phillips has attained to
some fame as a dramatist. The in-
spiration of these two poets was then
derived from literature; they have
seen something of real life sinece those
days. Phillips’s war poems are neg-
ligible, but those of Binyon show a
new vision of things. I regard his
“For the Fallen’ as the best of all
the war poems. Ilere are the last
four stanzas:

They shall not grow old, as we that are
left grow old,
Age shall not weary them nor the years
condemn,
At the going down of the sun and in the
morning
We will remember them.

They mingle not with their laughing com-
rades again;
They sit no more at familiar tables of
home;
They have no lot in our labour of the
day-time;
They sleep beyond England’s foam.

But where our desires are and our hopes
profound,
Felt as a well-spring that is hidden from
sight,
To the innermost heart of their own land
they are known
As the stars are known to the Night;

As the stars that shall be bright when we
are dust,
Moving in marches upon the heavenly
plain;
As the stars that are starry in the time
of our darkness,
To the end, to the end, they remain.

But whether the quality of the pres-
ent war verse is good or bad, there
is not a doubt that it is in quantity
the greatest that has ever been in-
spired by one occasion. It has not
been confined to England, for in Can-
ada the inspiration has reached al-
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most everybody who has ever written
a rhyme, and that, of course, means
everybody. But out of the great mass
that has been published one is able
to select a few stanzas that are worth
repeating. ‘‘The Sacrifice,”” by Al-
fred Gordon, reveals a manner of
looking at war that is nmot common
to the poets:

The bread and wine are turned to flesh
and blood,

The scent of incence steals upon the air,

And, bowed in silence by the altar there,

The hungry eyes of men ery out for food.

High, steadfast souls that once with love
had stood

Forget vain hope in ways of fruitless
prayer,

And age-sought Truth’s lure-hazed lovers
stare

With listless gaze upon the holy rood.

Christ’s Kingdom falls, by Mammon over-
thrown;

Above the town men’s souls go up in
smoke;

Their flesh and blood are frozen into stone;

Their rude limbs bowed by such an iron
yoke

That even this dull people will not groan,

But rise and break their rulers at one
stroke.

Mr. J. Edgar Middleton gives us
‘“Off Heligoland,”’ which, even if it
does contain a savour of Newbolt, is
at least a poetical impression of the
British naval vietory near the spot
that gives title to the poem:

Ghostly ships in a ghostly sea,
Here’s to Drake in the Spanish main,
Hark to the turbines, running free,
Oil-cups full and the orders plain.
Plunging into the misty night,
Surging into the rolling brine,
Never a word, and never a light—
This for England, that love of minel

There’s a gleam on the starboard bow.
Here’s to the Fighting Temeraire!
Quartermaster, be ready now,
Two points over, and keep here there.
Ghostly ships—Ilet the foemen grieve,
Yon’s the Admiral, tight and trim,
And one more—with an empty sleeve,
Standing a little aft of him!

War poetry is only a very small
phase of literature, and most of it is
essentially transient. ‘‘The Charge

of the Light Brigade’’ thrilled every
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British heart when it was written,
and was possibly regarded as an im-
perishable piece of verse at the time
but no one thinks so now. The effect
of this war upon the poetry of this
or succeeding generations must not be
looked for in war ballads or Homerie
epies only. This war which is now
in the foreground of our life and
thought, and which ecolours every-
thing we do or say, will recede into
the background. Tt will become his.
tory, and will enter into the region
of fable and fietion. Its lessons and
experience will illuminate or darken
our religious or philosophieal outlook,
and by an alchemic process will
emerge into a new literature.

Watson may still sing about the
Kaiser, and Noyes may tune his lyre
to the propaganda for universal
peace; but the poet that must arise,
the coming great poet, may be vet
unborn. He may be playing on the
school-grounds of Toronto, London
Paris, Brussels, or Berlin. Words:
worth, Coleridge, Shelley, Keats,
Byron, Burns, and that galaxy of bril.
liant stars which flamed in the fore-
head of the dawn of the nineteenth
century, ending in Tennyson, Brown.
ing, and Arnold, were all youths at
the time of the French Revolution.

That eontinental upheaval, and the
wars which followed it, were the tra-
vail at the birth of many mighty in-
tellects.  Germany has produced
poets, musicians, and philosophers,
and for all these she is worthy of re-
spect; but to her shame and her un.
doing she has given birth to a Kaiser
William., Not until this arch-Moloch
is repudiated will the German people
and German literature emerge from
the sulphurous atmosphere of hate in
which they are now morally blinded.
choked, and stupified. Some young
German will shake off this stupour
and emerge into the open fields and
skies of truth and beauty, and the
people will follow him to freedom,
The world’s next greatest poet may
rise in Germany or Belgium.
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WHERE BRITAIN LEADS
BY ROBERT LINDSAY

HE formation in Great Britain

I of a Coalition Government un-

der eircumstances not yet fully
explained was attended by heart-
searchings regarding the actnal pro-
gress of the war and the efficiency of
British military organization, and
gave rise in some quarters to vague
apprehensions regarding the outcome
of the European conflict, which after
nine months of incessant warfare
makes more insistent demands upon
the patriotism and resources of the
British people.

All who understand the British
character will not be unduly alarmed
by the apparent failure of the nation
to wake up to the realities until nine
months had elapsed. It was thus that
the nation ‘‘muddled through’’ to vie.
tory in the last South African war.
Nor will the serious-minded be dis-
posed to give ear to the rantings of
the political partizan who aseribes
this apparent slackness to the fact
that the Liberals were in power in
the United Kingdom. Other partizans
will remind him that a Conservative
Government took three years to carry
the Boer war to a successful issue
and that a speecial Commission at that
time sat and reported upon the scan-
dalous inefficiency of the public ser-
vices. In this great war, however,
the vapid utterances of narrow-gauge
politicians count for little when read
by the flash of a bursting shell in the
advanced trenches ‘‘somewhere in
France.”” To many it will come as
a welcome interlude that for a brief
period at least the nation emerges
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from the turmoil of party strife to
claim the allegiance of all, and to re-
mind the partizan that it is the coun-
try that counts, that party govern-
ment in its highest conception is but
a means to an end, that the politie-
ian is a ecitizen who sacrifices all for
the common weal. Making due al-
lowanee for the grumbling habit so
characteristic of the Britisher, it may
not be out of place at the present
stage of the war to take a bird’s-eye
view of the situation and to ascertain
as far as possible the actual achieve-
ments of British arms as the curtain
rises on another aet in the great
drama at the close of an arduous win-
ter campaign.

Although war stole upon Europe
like a thief in the night, finding no
nation prepared save Germany, the
situation at the end of nine months,
while not free from grave anxiety
regarding the terrible price in blood
and treasure that has yet to be paid,
already reveals the sharply-defined
outlines of the ultimate suecess that
will erown the efforts of the Allied
armies. Temporary reverses, isolated
disasters, and serious checks may
come to remind us of the catastrophe
that would overwhelm the eivilized
world were the genius of the Prus-
sian for organization to give him the
opportunity he seeks for putting in-
to practice the crude materialistic
doetrines of the Bernhardi school of
German Imperialism. Of the final
triumph of British arms and British
ideals there ean be no reasonable
doubt if we review the achievements
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of the British Empire since war was
declared. Whether the results so far
be judged from the military, poli-
tical, or moral standpoint, the gain
to Britain has enhanced considerably
her power and prestige. A cursory
glance at the actual accomplishments
of the British nation will help to dis-
sipate the gloomy forebodings which
recent political changes in the United
Kingdom ecaused in the minds of
many who were alarmed by the
speeches and warnings of British Min-
isters in their efforts to organize more
efficiently for war purposes the re-
sources of the Empire. Daniel Web-
ster once conjured up a picture of
the morning drum-beat of the British
soldier greeting the dawn and re-
verberating = with advancing hours
around the world. The war has not
interrupted this daily greeting to the
sun that never sets on the British
dominions,

In the confliect between Britain and
(Germany the supreme consideration
is sea supremacy. There can be no
to-morrow for German ambition that
leaves the British navy the unchal-
lenged mistress of the seas. German
expansion, German Imperialism, Ger-
man world-policy, as the Kaiser was
quick to observe, depend upon the ex-
istence of a fleet that is able to pro-
tect the flag wherever challenged.
With the entry of Britain into the
war, the star of German Imperialism
sank below the horizon. Beyond a
few commerce-destroying cruisers that
did considerable damage to merchant
shipping and property, Germany has
confined her activity at sea to pira-
trical operations, by her submarine
fleet and fast cruisers, that have shock-
ed humanity and alienated the sym-
pathy of neutral nations. Raids up-
on defenceless coast towns, the sink-
ing of the Lusitania, and other ves-
sels, econtrary to the recognized rules
of civilized warfare—these are the
only evidences of the existence of
Germany as a naval power. A well-
known authority on naval subjects,
Mr. Archibald Hurd, in a recent
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article, summarized the strategical
achievements of the British navy. Not
a single German battle squadron has
put to sea since the war commenced ;
not a single German merchant ship is
able to sail for a foreign port; no
German transport carries troops to
any of the seats of war; the entire
sea-borne trade of Austria-Hungary
and Germany, valued approximately
at $5,000,000,000, has been swept off
the seas, together with over six mil-
lion tons of shipping. With an area
five times that of Germany, the eol-
onial possessions of the Fatherland,
on which about $300,000,000 was ex.
pended, have practically ceased to
exist. All this without a single en-
gagement between the eapital ships
of the respective fleets. The German
fleet is forced to remain inactive in
home ports, is unable to blockade any
coast or to land an invading foree in
any of the enemy countries, and ean-
not convoy shipments of food, muni.
tions, or reservists by sea from any
neutral country. When we come to
examine the positive achievements of
the British navy, our confidence in
the ability of Britain to bring the
war to a successful conclusion is im-
measurably strengthened. Thousands
of British and colonial troops, as well
as French troops, have been convoyed
from distant parts of the world, and
during the nine months of continuous
movements of troops by sea not a sin-
gle British transport has been lost.
No invading force has occupied Bri.
tish soil. At every point where Ger.
man claims to world-dominion could
be tested the British navy has burieq
Prussian ambitions fathoms deep in
the wake of her sleepless leviathans.
British supremacy at sea gives the
Allies ready access to the markets of
the world for all needful supplies.
The challenge of German Imperial-
ism to the British race has been fol.
lowed by the paralysis of Germ

complete and overwhelming, outsidé
the ring of Krupp guns and German
bayonets that mark the disputeq
frontiers of Prussian militarism jn
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Europe. With her navy supreme Bri-
tain follows with ealm composure the
final acts in the great drama staged
on the plains of Flanders and France.

But, signal as have been the
triumphs of Britain on sea, including
the effective blockade of the enemy’s
coast, and the consequent tremendous
pressure upon Germany’s economie
resources—British achievements in
this war are not confined to the navy.
In his most truculent mood the Prus-
sian militarist was wont to admit the
superiority of the British navy—with
a mental reservation as to the future.
But in respect to military organiza-
tion the German army was by all
nations regarded as the most efficient
fighting machine in the world. There
were no illusions on this question in
London, Paris, or Petrograd. With
the army Bismarck founded the Em-
pire. With it Kaiser Wilhelm hoped
to march over the prostrate bodies of
Belgium and France and wait on the
coast for a propitious day for the
descent on England. When he
thought of Britain at all as a possible
faetor in the struggle on the Contin-
ent, -he reflected with ‘a smile that
her ‘‘contemptible little army’’ was
too puny to mar his Imperial plans.

The achievements in the early days
of French’s ‘‘contemptible little
army’’ of 160,000 men of all ranks
maintained the proud traditions of
the Junior Service. The retreat from
Mons, virtually to the banks of the
Seine, was the first phase of the cam-
paign in which British arms played
a part. The gigantic flood-tide of
German invasion had swept past
Liege to Namur, and with irresistible
pressure forced the Allied armies back
to the outer defences of Paris. By
a miracle, almost, French’s army ex-
tricated itself from its perilous posi-
tion at Mons, rendered untenable by
the retreat of the French at Charleroi
twenty-four hours earlier, and of
which the British commander remain-
ed in ignorance until the Germans
attacked in overwhelming force. In
the retreat from Mons the British sol-
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dier acquired a wholesome contempt
for the German infantryman. The
German army in its highest point of
efficiency is Krupp. Preponderance
of artillery fire is the keynote of Ger-
man military suceess. In the use of
the rifle and bayonet the British
Tommy is the superior of the Ger-
man. Even in that awful retreat
from Mons, when whole battalions
were decimated, the British soldier
gained a moral aseendancy over the
enemy which he has never since lost.
At the battle of the Marne, Septem-
ber 6th, 1914, when Paris was saved
and the German tide went out on the
ebb as far as the Aisne never to re-
turn, the British army, which a few
days previously had fallen back from
Mons, was now driving the enemy
before it. The moral influence estab-
lished in Belgium and France in those
early days by the presence of British
troops was incalculable. The fact
that Britain had landed an army was
a guarantee that the British people
were prepared to share with their
Allies all the sacrifices and responsi-
bilities involved in a fight to the bit-
ter end with Germany.

And not Britain only. From the
remotest shores of Empire men sprang
to arms at the call of the Motherland.
It were a crime against these volun-
teers, a blunder not readily forgiven,
if the final vietory fall short of the
complete destruction of the Prussian
engines of war. The self-governing
nations are making saerifices willing-
ly with one objeet in view—such a
complete and overwhelming defeat of
the enemy that for generations to
come the German people will be de-
terred from again drawing the sword
to challenge the peace of Europe.

There is no finer achievement in
military history than the raising and
equipping of Kitchener’s Army, num-
bering about two million men. In a
country where conseription is un-
known and where the military instinet
is but feebly developed, the organ-
ization and equipment of an army of
two million men inside nine months
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is a performance which has aston-
ished the world and caused deep
chagrin to the Kaiser and his staff.
Kitchener’s new army is equivalent
in numbers to the estimated total
losses of the Germans down to the
nmiddle of April. While raising and
training this immense force Britain
has maintained her military strength
in India and the Crown Colonies,
driven the Turk out of Egypt and in-
vaded Mesopotamia, protected the
Admiralty oil fields in Persia, guard-
ed her colonial possessions while an-
nexing those of the enemy, and land-
ed an immense army of about two
hundred thousand men on the Galli-
poli Peninsula for the combined sea
and land advance on Constantinople.
All this without conseription and
without any appreciable disturbance
of her routine life. There is less un-
employment in the United Kingdom
than in former years and war prices
for eommodities do not exceed those
paid in Canada in normal times.
Trade and commerce go on as usual.
All through the winter a British army
numbering about two to three hun-
dred thousand men held its place in
the Allied trenches against powerful
odds, breaking the enemy against its
invincible wall of steel, or charging
the Teuton lines with the bayonet.
Now that the winter campaign is over
the British are ready to take the field
in what we trust is the last phase of
the campaign. With sublime con-
fidence in their ability to fight Ger-
many to a finish the British nation
has reached a point in the task of
military organization where its great
reserves are still practieally intaet,
while Germany, in the  opinion of;
close observers, has long since reach-
ed her maximum striking power and
is now on the wane. The burden laid
on Britain when war broke out re-
calls the great task that lay before
the North in the American Civil War.

If to these achievements we add the
minor campaigns carried on in South
Africa and elsewhere, the loyal saeri-
fices spontaneously rendered by the
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self-governing Dominions and by the
Indian Empire, we are justified in
cherishing the belief that an Empire
which makes such sacrifices for lib-
erty has within it the germs of con-
tinuity and success.

Another event for which Britain
deserves eredit is the conduet of Italy
in refusing to sanction the war policy
of her quondam allies of the Triple
Alliance. The friendship between
Italy and Britain is traditional ang
refleets the unity of spirit that ani-
mated the two countries throughout
the struggle for Italian independence,

In no field of activity has Britain
gained more conspicuous success than
in that of finance. The confidence
inspired by the stability of her bank.
ing system under such a catastrophie
panic as that which immediately pre-
ceded and followed the outbreak of
war has been world-wide in its effeets.
Not only is Britain able to finanee
her own war expenses without any
serious drain upon the earning pow-
ers of her people, but she is also bank-
er to her Allies. As Mr. Lloyd George
reminded the British House of Com.
mons a couple of months ago, the
nation that can put down the last mil-
lion pounds is going to win. Money
will tell in the final stages of the eam-
paign. The normal condition of Bri.
tish banking, the ability which has
been displayed in financing the wap
and restoring confidence in commer.
cial circles will be recalled, at the
close of the war, as one of the chief
factors making for military suceess.
The organization of labour, the tem.
porary nationalization of railways,
shipping, manufactures, and all im.
plements of production will enable
Britain to meet all military require-
ments with the least possible delay
and with the highest standard of ef.
ficiency.

In the moral domain Britain has
won her most notable, if bloodless, vie.
tories over the enemy. From the out.
set it was evident that the war w
above all else, a conflict of ideals
This is not the place to enter into a
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discussion of the opposing viewpoints
of the two nations on questions that
involve a consideration of the moral
issues raised by Nietzsche and ap-
plied to German military necessities
by General von Bernhardi. Hundreds
of books and pamphlets bear eloquent
testimony to the absorbing interest
with which the discussion of these
questions has been followed, and the
civilized world understands by now
that fundamental moral differences
form a gulf deep and impassable be-
tween the two great Empires, Britain
and Germany.

For a time the issues were obscured
by a diplomatic controversy as to
which side was responsible for com-
mencing the war. An interval elapsed
before the public gripped the essen-
tial fact that the causes that led to
the war were all-important. Then
came the revelation of Bernhardi with
his gospel of brute force, illustrated
in the tragedies that were daily en-
acted in Belgium and France. There
was no longer room for doubt. The
neutral nations, especially the United
States of America, threw the weight
of their moral influence into the scale
with ‘‘French’s contemptible little
army,’’ and what doubts still lingered
went down with the Lusitania amid
the cries of the murdered victims of
Prussian militarism. Britain’s place
among the nations of the earth has
been more sharply defined by this
war. She represents for struggling
nations the antithesis of Prussian
bureaucratic ideas. In so far as she
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lives up to this great tradition, in the
growth of liberty within her fron-
tiers, in respect for national ideals,
and in the development of democratic
prineiples throughout her institu-
tions—in short, the farther she gets
from the Prussian standpoint in the
evolution of Empire, the greater the
vietory for her arms in a war which,
more than anything else, is a war of
democracy against autoeracy, of gov-
ernment based upon the popular will
against the Bismarckian theory of
absolutism—a war involving every-
thing that distinguishes British lib-
erty from Prussian tyranny.

The German Empire stands alone
among the great powers of Europe as
a remarkable example of a highly
educated and cultured people possess-
ing little political power and willing-
ly surrendering its government and
destiny into the hands of an absolute
Monarch. The German Empire was
welded together in a single generation
by a policy of blood and iron. The
British Empire is the slow growth of
centuries, the expression of the cumu-
lative wisdom and experience of gen-
erations of men marching with their
faces toward the dawn, reflecting in
their day and generation that unerr-
ing instinet for individual and na-
tional liberty that characterizes the
British race and which invests its
military undertakings in Europe with
the force and character of a nation
that stands on guard at the door of
its sanctuary defending the priceless
heritage of a thousand years.
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man in my profession begins to

balk at the disagreeable, he had
better give up medicine and devote
himself to agriculture. One might, I
suppose, succeed as a farmer without
being disagreeable to anyone, save,
perhaps, the hired man. At any rate,
one might manage to rub along with-
out being compelled to dash the dear-
est hopes of one’s best friends. But
science knows no friendship and re-
spects no claims but her own. Her
votaries, if they would be true to
her, must harden their hearts daily.
Above all men, must they speak the
truth and show no favour.

In the matter of speaking the truth
to Harold I had been hardening my
heart all day. I intended to tell him
now, very soon, as soon as I could
manage to persuade my collar button
to stick. But the eollar button took a
lot of persuading, and when at last
it was firmly settled I found that my
hair needed a second brushing and
that I had mislaid my eye-glasses. It
took a long time to find the eye-
glasses! I was still hunting for them
when Harold’s voice called to me
through the open window.

“Coming!’’ T said, ‘‘Coming!’’

I was afraid that Harold might
think that 1 was later than usual on
purpose. But I am not a man who
hesitates. ‘‘When sure you are right,
never hesitate!’”’ That had been the
motto which I had hung upon an in-
visible nail in my brain long ago, and
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I HAVE always held that when a

to a steady following of it I owed
much of my success. Prompt action
had become a habit. I seldom hesi-
tated—I was not hesitating now, I
was looking for my eye-glasses.

Harold’s useless pacing of the vers
andah began to make me nervous, al-
though as a specialist in nervous dis-
orders 1 am not supposed to have any
nerves. He had been walking up and
down beneath my window for a long
half-hour and the monotonous sound
put me irresistibly in mind of a game
we used to play at school. But [
must take my eourage in both hands
and go down to meet him. Strangely
enough, I found my eye-glasses just
at this moment, and all reason for
further lingering was gone. A
draught from somewhere near caught
the door as I went out and slammeqd
it loudly. Harold’s steady pacing
stopped.

‘‘Is that you, Mark?
on the verandah.”’

““If it takes you that long to dress,**
he added as I found him, ‘“‘“why don’g
you get a man?’’

““And if you must prowl u
down like a hungry I?yena,”pl %:;2
swered, ‘“why don’t you choose the
other side of the verandah?”’

After this interchange of cour-
tesies we both felt better, and I ex
plained how I had mislaid my eye.
glasses and he apologized for the late.
ness of dinner.

“But you know,’’ he explainegd
““we thought we would wait, in the

Come out
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chance of father turning up. I rather
expect him to-night. There is a train
at seven.

“To-night?’” 1 could not keep the
consternation out of my voice.

‘““Yes, The week is up to-night.
Had you forgotten? Dad does not
strike you as a man who would delay,
does het”’

‘‘No—but a day or two . . .”

He shook his head.

‘“No. He will come to-night. The
week is up. Besides, why should he
wait longer? Why should you wish
it? You are not usually a procras-
tinating man., As for me, I'm not
sorry to end it anyway. I want to
feel like a man again. This spy’s
life goes against the grain. It makes
me hate myself.”’

““You think the part we have been
playing a dishonourable one?”’

““Damned dishonourable! Forgive
me, old man, I can’t help it. It makes
it all the worse that I can’t associate
the idea of dishonour or even of un-
fairness with either father or you.
You know what father is to me? And
vet this week I have been ashamed to
think of him.”’

His tone was so wretched that what-
ever anger I might have felt quickly
evaporated.

““You are foolish,”” I said briefly.
““It seems to me that your viewpoint
is beecoming morbid. Do you call the
physician who anxiously examines a
patient, watching day by day for the
development of dreaded symptoms, a
spy? Let us cut all feeling out of
this tangle and see how it looks. That
is, if you wish to listen to reason?”

“First of all, then, there is your
father; the fairest-minded man, the
finest gentleman that I know. He is
absolutely devoted to your happiness.
His work, however absorbing, has al-
ways taken second place where you
were concerned. Would a father like
that be likely to prove unfair or un-
just when the question is one which
is to affect your whole life—the ques-
tion of your marriage?’’

““I told you—"’
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“You told me that for the past
week you have been ashamed to think
of him. And for what? Because he
is trying to make sure of your hap-
piness! One day you come to him
and tell him that you wish to marry
a young girl, charming in herself,
but with antecedents whom your
father, as a scientist, views with some-
thing very like horror. What does
he do? Forbid the marriage? Ren-
der it impossible by refusing you the
necessary start in life? Threaten you
with the loss of what you value more
than money, his love? Nothing of
the kind. He merely asks you for
a week during which he may satisfy
himself that the young lady is free
from any visible taint of her unde-
sirable ancestry. Even in this, he is
generosity itself, for in taking my
opinion he knows that if it were to
be biased the bias would be in your
favour,”’

‘“He knows very well that your
professional opinion will not be
biased,’’ said Harold, ‘‘and so do L.”’

We walked the length of the ver-
andah without speaking.

‘““You professional folk think that
no layman’s opinion is worth a bag
of beans,”” began Harold at last, ‘‘but
it may be, for all that! 1 have al-
ways thought that too much is made
of ancestry. Alix herself is a proof
of it. Granting that her mother
and her grandmother were at least
psychics—"’

‘““Mediums,’’ T amended.

““Mediums, if you like. Alix is
not a medium, never has been; never
will be. Of course, I can partially
understand my father. He has hated
such things\all his life. Has been
actively hostile, in fact. And the news
of his son marrying into a medium-
istic family might raise a smile
amongst his colleagues. But I really
thought he was too broad-minded to
feel a little thing like that.”’

““You think it a little thing? Well,
you may be right. But at any rate
your father would not consider his
own feelings in his decision. You are
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Love is having a strange ef-
You are

unfair,
feet upon you, old man!
acting like a sulky child.”’

““I know. I see it myself. But you
all seem to be making such a fuss over
nothing. To me everything seems
nothing in comparison with Alix. An-
other strange effect of love, 1 sup-
pose?’’ He smiled whimsically, and
then, straightening up, he looked me
squarely in the eyes.

‘‘Well—what is your professional
opinion going to be?”’

Alas, with all my hardening of
heart, it was not hard enough! I—
hesitated.

‘“When your father comes—’’ I be-
gan,

‘It means more to me than to my
father.”’

‘“Yes. But his judgment—’

“In this matter my father takes
your judgment, Mack,’’ his tone
changed and he laid his hand affec-
tionately upon my shoulder, ‘‘you
are not going to make me wait any
longer, are you?’’

““No—mno. But I wish to God you
had asked me your question yester-
day, Harold! I could have answered
you then glibly enough. Now—it’s
harder.”’

As my agitation increased, he be-
came cool.

““Yesterday? Then something has
happened since yesterday? I thought
80. It must have been this morning.
Your manner at lunch was different.
You were worried, distrait. You ap-
peared even nervous, although a spe-
cialist in your line is not supposed to
possess nerves.’’

The trace of contempt in his voice
braced me.

‘“He ought not to give way to them,
at any rate! But you are right. My
affection for you has had a deleterious
effect. You are right also in your
other conclusion. Something did
happen this morning. Something so
strange that it was strange even to
me who am used to strange things.’”’

‘““Yes?’’ Harold’s tone was sharp
with suspense. With a nervous ges-
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ture he pushed two chairs closer to-
gether and seated himself with a eer.
tain dogged resolution. ‘‘Sit here,
will you? And now, let’s have it!”

I took the other chair more slowly.

‘I need scarcely tell you,”’ I said,
‘“that T have no feeling in this ease
such as has troubled you. I am here
in my professional capacity, a patho-
logical specialist. As suech I have
been observing your fiancee. I do not
call it spying—although you may eall
it so if you choose. Until this morn-
ing I had discovered nothing which
could cause me the slightest profes-
sional anxiety. I have found Misg
Alix lovely and charming. She is
not a robust woman, but she is thor-
oughly healthy. Indeed, she tells me
that she knows practically nothing of
pain. She has never had a serious
illness in her life—’’

““Yes,”” broke in Harold eagerly,
‘‘and you know she has simply no
nerves. I have known her to be quite
calm when many another girl would
have had a fit of hysteries. That is
why it seems so utterly absurd to con-
nect her in any way with that class
of mervous, highly-strung, excitable
people whom we call psychies.’’

““Who told you that psychies are
nervous and highly-strung and exeit.
able?”’

‘““Well, everyone knows that
are.”’

““Then everyone knows wrong.
People of that temperament often cul-
tivate such a popular misconeeption,
Many a little, useless bit of hysterical
humanity trys to excuse her lack of
ordinary self-econtrol upon the ground
of ‘psychic temperament.’ But the
real psychic temperament is quite
different. It is essentially ealm, con-
templative, abstracted, dreamy, harq
to arouse—"’

Harold pushed back his chair with
a violent seraping. ‘‘Oh, 20 on!
Make out a ease to fit!”’

‘“The case is already made.

they

It is

you who are fitting it. Doubtless you
have noticed in Miss Alix, without
knowing it, many evidences of the
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psychic temperament. You have no-
ticed how often she will sit with her
hands in her lap and gaze far away.
If you have ever asked her of what
gshe has been thinking she has prob-
ably told you that she did not know.
As a matter of fact, she had not been
thinking consciously, at all.”’

“Wellt”’

“Well—it is only another step
along that same line and we have—
trance.’’

““1’11 not believe you!”’

““It is a big step, I grant you. In
nine cases out of ten the subject never
takes it. I am glad to admit that
fact. The odds are heavily against
it, especially if the health be normal.
This is so true that I did not even
intend to mention the possibility to
your father. All my other observa-
tions led me to believe that the slight
inheritance which Miss Alix had re-
ceived from her mediumistic family
might be safely neglected. I had en-
tirely justified my position to myself.
Nine out of ten is such a large per-
centage—"’

““Then it is all right?
you frighten me—’’

““My dear fellow! Since yesterday
I have found out that Miss Alix is—
the tenth case.”’

I had expected an outburst, but
none came, Harold was absolutely
gilent. His face looked very white
against the dusk. In the quiet we
could hear a women singing, and, far
away, the whistle of a train.

““That will be your father’s train,”’
T remarked in as casual a tone as T
could manage.

““Yes. - Dad will be here in ten min-
utes. The motor is a flyer and Dad
drives fast. But ten minutes will be
enough for you to tell me—what you
must.”’

To my surprise, the defiance, the
smouldering anger, had died out of
his voice. He spoke in his ordinary
tone. A warm impulse of admira-
tion stirred me for he was meeting
this crisis as I like to see a man meet
trouble. i

Why did
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“I can tell you in a few words,”’
I said. ‘‘This morning Miss Alix had
promised me a walk after breakfast.
When I asked for her, one of the
maids directed me to the rose garden.
I found her there sitting on the little
green bench, the one which faces the
south wall. You know it?”’

‘“It is a favourite seat of hers.”’

‘“She was there this morning, lean-
ing back, her hands clasped in her
lap, as she so often sits. Her wide,
vague gaze was fixed upon the old red
wall where the erimson rambler is.
She looked the very spirit of the gar-
den and for a moment I hesitated to
spoil the picture. But I wanted my
walk—and there was something in the
absolute quiet of her pose that made
me suddenly uneasy. However, I did
not speak, but sat down beside her,
waiting until she should turn to me.
You know her slow, graceful move-
ments and her way of half-turning
with that subtle smile of hers—’’

“Yes, yes. Go on.”’

““Well, this time she did not turn.
She paid absolutely no attention to
me. I spoke to her—some common-
place reminder of our promised walk.
/She did not answer. Then, langhing-
/ly, as one might try to arouse a child,
I placed my hand over her clasped
ones. Immediately I was conscious
of a shock! Her hands were deathly
cold—and not only cold, but dead.
That mysterious something which ani-
mates our clay, yet which belongs to
it so little, was missing from those
hands. I could not be mistaken. I
know the absence of that something
so well. My fingers closed upon the
hands of Alix as they might close up-
on a stone. I scarcely needed to look
into her fixed yet sightless eyes to
learn all that I needed to know. But,
to make absolutely sure—I tried all
the usual tests. She was undoubtedly
in a state of trance.’’

I paused for a moment, but Harold,
whose white face was now shaded by
his hand, made no response. I went
on in a more practical tone:

““The state in which I found Miss

L————
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Alix is ecommon enough amongst those
peculiarly constituted people whom
we call mediums. I have seen it again
and again. But now comes the sur-
prising part of the story; the part
which has made this morning’s ex-
perience the strangest of the many
strange happenings in my life. (I
shall not attempt to explain it save
upon the general lines of that wire-
less telegraphy of the mind which
we call telepathy). Seeing the state
in which your fiancee was, I sat quiet-
ly beside her waiting until she should
awaken, for, as you know, it is never
safe to rudely arouse a trance-sleep-
er. In order that I might detect the
earliest signs of returning conscious-
ness, 1 placed one hand upon her
waist and the other upon her head
near the temple, and, without defin-
itely intending it, my gaze followed
hers and became focussed upon the
same place—the old red wall where
the erimson rambler is, We may have
been sitting like this for fifteen min-
utes when, without any shock of sur-
prise or strangeness, I noticed that
the crimson rambler was no longer
climbing up the wall. The wall, in
the spot where it had been, was quite
bare, and set into it, in the most na-
tural manner possible, was a small
green gate with an arched top. While
1 gazed, mildly interested, the green
gate swung back and a young girl
came through the opening. She clos-
ed the gate silently and, as she turn-
ed, I saw that it was Alix. I did not
notice anything strange in this, and
as she came up the walk toward me,
1 arose to greet her. As I did so, I
removed my hands from contact with
the real Alix beside me—instantly
the illusion (or whatever you like to
call it) passed! I turned to find Alix
awake and looking at me inquiring-
ly.”

Harold sprang to his feet excit-
edly.

““ And you, a man of sense, are go-
ing to offer that bally rot as evi-
qence-"’ he exelaimed. ‘‘Why, man,
you were dreaming- And Alix, too,

had merely fallen asleep in the sun-
ghine!”’

‘“You think that? Well, ask Alix.
Or rather, listen to me, for I can tell
you the facts as she told them to me.,
You remember that the girl herself
knows nothing of her dead mother’s
abnormality. The aunt who brought
her up hated it, I gather, almost as
much as your father. So Alix has
no past history to teach her what any
peculiar experience may mean. I ask-
ed her if she had been asleep. She
said, ‘No,” and then blushed and add-
ed, ‘Well, perhaps I was! At least I
have been taking one of my dream-
journeys.”’

“Tell me about the dream-jour-
ney ?”’ 1 asked.

‘“She told me, quite simply. She
had come into the garden, she said
for some roses, and had seated her:
self upon the bench to wait for me,
She was admiring the crimson ram-
bler on the south wall. Then the
rose-bush seemed to fade away angd
she noticed what she had never seen
before, a dear little green gate in the
wall. It was as real as the roses had
been and she opened it to see what
was on the other side. When sghe
passed through she found herself in
a delightful park—a park which ghe
had never seen. She did not wander
very far, however, for she thought
she heard my voice telling her to
some back. So she had come baek
through the green gate—to find me
waiting.’’

“But how,”’ I asked her, ‘“‘did you
know that your experience was g
dresf;lm-(}'oun}lley z}nd not a reality 97°

e laughed frankly. ‘‘I di
know it,”’ she said. Y b
was quite real until T sat down
the bench again and saw you st‘:m
ing there. Then I looked for the

green gate to point it out to yop—
and there is no green gate there—ag
you can see for yourself!”’

I tl.‘ied to laugh with her, but I
fear it was mot a success, for ghe
looked a little startled.

““And have you ever had thig

“I thought it |

(]
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dream-journey experience before?’’ I
asked her.

““Oh, yes,”’ she said, ‘‘quite often.
Not the same dream, but the same
sense of wonder upon awakening to
find that my experience had not been
real. For you know,’’ she added, ‘‘all
the things which 1 see and do are
quite, quite real. It is not like dream-
ing at all.”’ I asked her why she had
never spoken of her dreams, but she
seemeed puzzled and said, ‘‘Are they
80 very strange, then?”’

‘““And you think—?"’
voice was very low.

““I think, old man, that you will
have to face the truth. Your little
Alix is a genuine psychie.”’

He stood up, then, and squared his
broad shoulders.

“Very well! It would seem,”’
with a little wry smile, ‘‘that the
worst has happened. It will be a
hard blow for poor old Dad. As for
you, Mack, I know I have been in-
fernally rude, but a fellow in sus-
pense is hardly responsible. I beg
your pardon. I know that you have
only done your duty as a man is
bound to do!”’ He laughed a little
at the old school quotation and offer-
ed me his hand.

I took it wonderingly.
firm as a rock.

““But, Harold boy, are you sure
you understand? Your father—’’

“I] know.”” His face quivered.
““Dad has always been the only one
that mattered. But we’ve got to face
the faets. The time has come when
there is some one who matters—
more!”’

““You mean—you will risk this mar-
riage?” ;

““My dear chap, for Alix I would
risk—hell 1"’

Harold’s

It was as

True love is a great smoother of
roads—our immortal William to the
contrary notwithstanding. When a
man is willing to risk hell for a wo-
man the chances are in his favour.
In the course of true love obstacles
do not exist, the true lover is more
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effectual than an army with banners.
In the case of Harold and Alix love
did her golden best. Even the clear-
sighted professor became happily
blinded by the glamour and began to
wonder why he had opposed a mateh
80 eminently blest. I myself was pres-
ent at the wedding, and when my
glance and the professor’s met we
smiled perseveringly. Perhaps we
were both afraid to cease smiling lest
the skeleton in the closet might rattle
its bones.

But the skeleton’s time had not
yet come. So silent was he that
Harold openly scoffed at him and, I
think, began to look upon me in the
light of a solemn old eroaker who had
been needlessly alarmed by a trifle.

‘“Alix hardly ever dreams now!”
he told me, triumphantly, some
months after the wedding. 1 looked
up with a quick twinge of fear. It
seemed already that the skeleton was
stirring!

“What!”’ 1T exclaimed. ‘‘Do you
mean to tell me that she still allows
herself to dream at all? Did you not
give her my warning? as you prom-
ised!”’

““Er-—yes—I warned her. I told
her you thought she had better not
give in to it. And, of course, she
doesn’t. But once in a while she has
these odd little experiences—quite
charming some of them are. She tells
me about them afterwards. Of course,
we say nothing to father. His atti-
tude is as incomprehensible as ever.
I never could understand how a
broad-minded man like him can re-
fuse to recognize certain possibilities.
‘There are more things in heaven and
earth—’ ”’

“‘Spare me! Spare me that par-
ticular guotation, please! Can’t you
see that it is because your father does
admit certain possibilities, does be-
lieve that there are ‘more things in
heaven and earth’ that he is so anx-
jous? May not these things bring
evil as well as good? What if your
father’s knowledge leads him to sus-
pect that the good is problematical,

_—
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the evil sure? At least that is what
I believe. If 1 wished I could ter-
rify you with tales of poor unfortun-
ates who have been burned at this
same fire. Ignorant meddlers, who
believed themselves gods, have come
to me for help—help which often I
have been unable to give. Let me
tell you, Harold, that your wife is
playing with edged tools.”’

‘I simply ean’t see it, Mack!’’

‘““No. You are wilfully blind. But
I will warn you this once more. If
Alix persists in giving way to these
trance-states she is in grave danger.
No one believes more firmly than I
that there may be another world,
close to, interpenetrating perhaps,
our normal realities. But that other
world is not for us. We enter it at
our peril. As you love your wife, I
caution you not to let her stray with-
in its borders.”’

He left me with a troubled face;
but a depressing sense of failure told
me that he was far from being as
seriously impressed as I had hoped,
I had made him uncomfortable, but
I had not made him afraid.

After this we did not meet for more
than a year. My work eclaimed me
more and more and he was happy
with Alix in their pretty country
home. When I saw him again it was
with the shadow of life heavy upon
him ; for within that year, he had been
a father, and now he was a father who
had lost his son. The child, a beauti-
ful boy, had lived but three months.
Harold could not speak of him. He
was the type of man who worships
children and his great loss left him
dumb. It was the professor who told
me details of the sad little drama,
adding that Harold had sobered sud-
denly and that Alix could not be
aroused from an enveloping despair.
Then, at the end of our interview,
the skeleton came forth boldly and
rattled his bones.

“I am afraid for her now, as I
have never been before!”’ he told me.
“‘T need not tell you how such a state
of depression superinduces that in

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

which we have reason to fear. You
have influence with Harold. If you
could do anything—warn her through
him, I should be grateful.”

‘I will do what I can,” I told him,
and it was with this promise weigh-
ing rather heavily upon me that I
found myself once more a guest in
the house of my friend.

There was no need for spying this
time. The truth was plain for all to
see. 1 had not been an hour in that
atmosphere before I shared the Pro-
fessor’s fears. 1 spoke to Harold at
once and he heard me more patiently
than before, but when I had finished
he shook his head.

“You do not wunderstand, old
man!’’ he said. ‘‘These harmless
psychie experiences are all that she
has now. Sinee the boy died they are
her only comfort. How can I forbid
her to find peace where she eant’’

My anxiety inelined me to be rather
brutal. ‘‘And if she had taken to
drinking absinthe to forget her grief
would you allow her to find peace
that way ?’" I asked. ‘Or would you
try to save her for her own sake as
well as yours? Great heavens, man,
rouse yourself! Don’t you recognize
the danger—’’

““Hush! Here she is.”’

As he spoke Alix came in. Pre-
pared as I was, I was shocked at the
change in her. I had seen her last
a lovely, graceful girl, dreamy-eyed,
sweet-lipped, full of the pulsing tide
of life. I saw her now, a grief-strick-
en woman, languid, unsmiling, with
all the strength and glory of her
youth burned out. She came forward,
hesitatingly, offering me a lifeless
hand. Her onee firm lips were trem.-
bling, her serene eyes were now rest-
less and vague. She had a curious
lock of one who is always listenine,
What did she hear?

As 1 talked to her, the impression
strengthened, She seemed to eateh
scarcely half of my remarks, and
often answered at random. One might
have thought her partially deaf—
save for that listening look! With her
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husband it was the same, and if one
of us addressed her suddenly she
would turn with a start as if our
speech had interrupted some other
and more engrossing conversation.

There was little that I eould do,
but I did what I could. Disregard-
ing Harold, I spoke to Alix herself.
She would not listen, but perhaps the
suggestion of blame worked upon her
conscience, for one morning toward
the end of my stay she came to me
of her own accord. I was sitting in
the rose garden—although the roses
were now a thing of the past. There
were dead leaves upon the paths and
only the bare bones of the crimson
rambler clung to the old red wall.
Alix came and sat down beside me.

““Do you remember the little green
gate, Doctor?’’ she said. ‘‘I have
often found my way through it since.
Do you know, I have discovered an
odd coincidence; there really was a
gate there years and years ago—Ilong
and long before the Professor bought
this place. There is a story about it.
It entered into a park, just like it
does in my dream. The park, the
story says, belonged to a very evil
man and he made love to a young girl
who lived in this very house. She
eloped with him, through that gate!
He was to marry her, but he never
did. She never eame home.’’

““A sad little story, Alix.”’

‘““Yes. But true, I'm sure. I have
often seen her wandering in the park,
always alone. 1 have never spoken
to her. She seems too sad to talk.’’

““Alix,”” T said. ‘‘If you will not
listen to me, will vou not listen to
Harold?”’

“No, For he will not ask me to.
You are wrong. You are all wrong.
That is what I want to explain to
you before you go. Should not I be
the best judge? It is because T want
you to stop worrying Harold about
me that 1 am going to tell you some-
thing, something wonderful! You
know that I thought I could not live
when my baby died. T love Harold,
but I must be one of those women
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who love children better than hus-
bands. And my baby was so beauti-
ful—’’ She broke off and sat gazing
before her in the old way with her
clasped hands in her lap.

““Go on,”” 1 urged her gently.

“For all my despair, I never could
believe that he was really gone. It
did not seem possible. I was always
expecting to find him somewhere, per-
haps in one of my dream-journeys.
But I never did. Then, just as I
was almost wild with the pain of dis-
appointment, relief came. I heard
my baby’s voice.”’

““What!”’

‘I heard him call me. It was quite
plain. He ealled, ‘Mother.” ”’

There was silence after this. | Alix
had said all that she had come to say,
and the pathetic horror of the thing
had left me speechless. No doubt,
now, that the Professor’s worst fears
were justified! The poor mother had
taken another step along the forbid-
den road—the road whose end I knew
too well. She had become clairaudient
as well as clairvoyant. If she lost her
self-control now, if she left herself at
the merey of these calling voices, it
was only another step to insanity.
Already it was possibly too late to
appeal to common sense. However,
I could but try.

““My dear,”’ 1 said at last, and very
gravely, ‘‘have you ever stopped to
think that a three-months-old baby
could not say ‘Mother?’ ”’

She started. TFear leaped into her
wide eyes. But I went on:

““I do not wonder at all that you
feel that your little boy is not lost
to you. He is probably nearer than
you dream. For a time at least, I
have always liked to faney, the dead
are not remote from the living who
love them. As time goes no, the dis-
tance (if we can speak of distance as
belonging to that other world) may
widen. Who would wish to hold a
f}'eed soul close to earth? Progres-
sion is probably the great law there
as here. And if that be so, might it
not naturally happen that in a spirit-
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ual world  the least spiritual would
linger longest near the earth and per-
haps be the most eager to seize a
chance to get into touch with the old
earth-life? 1 believe that there are
many such unhappy beings, earth-
bound by the baseness of their na-
ture, who are ever on the alert to
seize such abnormal opportunities as
you—forgive me, my dear—are offer-
ing them! Most physicians would tell
you that the voice you hear is no
voice, but rather a delusion born of
Jangled nerves. I used to think that
way, but of late years I have eome
to recognize other possibilities. Not
for one moment do I think that the
voice you heard was the voice of your
child. He was a baby here, he is a
baby there. One does not grow up
suddenly because one dies. But I
do believe that you may hear a voice
calling you. A lying voice, a haunt-
ing voice, a voice which even now is
draining your life away. I have seen
such cases before. Do you not hear
the voice at any time and under any
circumstances? Is it not becoming
more and more persistent? Does it
not rouse you from sleep, prevent you
from fixing your thoughts upon any
occupation, interrupt the most im-
portant conversation?’’

““Yes.”” Alix was very white. ‘It
does all that. But do you think I
grudge sleep or ease, or—anything—
if I can hear my baby’s voice?’’

‘“ Ah—if it 4s your baby’s voice!’’

““Could I be mistaken? When every
nerve has ached for it so long?’’

‘“For that very reason, if for no
other! Tt is so easy to believe what
we wish to believe. I know of an
old couple who lost their only son, a
sailor, whom they adored. They be-
gan to get messages from him on
the planchette. They were very re-
ligious people and they looked upon
the messages as a special favour of
God. Then they began to hear the
son’s voice. They were in ecstasy—
a miracle had been vouchsafed for
their comforting! But before long
the messages delivered by the beloved
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voice changed. From being sweet,
hopeful, pious, they became vulgar,
shocking, blasphemous! The poor old
creatures were forced to listen to
words and thoughts so vile that their
clean souls sickened. Yet it was the
same voice! Imagine their state if
you ean! They had no peace left in
life, no hope in death. There was no
room in the universe for anything
save that wicked voice. They are
both dead now—they died in an
asylum for the insane.’’

‘“What a horrible story!
they were really insane,
they ?’’

““No more insane than you are when
you hear the voice that speaks to
you!”’

I had aroused her now! She sprang
up with flashing eyes, and for the
moment she was the girl Alix again.

‘“How dare you!”’

‘I would dare more than your an-
ger for Harold’s sake—and yours,’’

““And I have listened to you be-
cause you are Harold’s friend. But
you have surely exceeded the limit
of forbearance. I shall not see you
again while you remain in this
house.”’

Her brief excitement scarcely sug-
tained her to the end of her speech.
The quickly-kindled fire burned out
and even as she turned from me the
unnatural lassitude had settled down
again.

I returned to town by the next
train, I could do no more. The end
of Harold’s brief romance seemeq
inevitable—would have been inevit.
able, I believe, had Alix hated me as
much as she thought she did. Byt
fortunately, trust had been sown be..
fore fear and liking before angep
Deep down in her consciousness A]ix'
knew that I was her friend and that
I loved Harold. Knowledge like that
is hard to uproot. A little tempep
will not do it! So it happened that
when the Great Fear came to her she
turned to me for help.

One day in the middle of Decem.
ber T found her waiting for me in my

But—
weren’t
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She looked white, breathless,
hunted! Yet with it all she attempt-
ed to appear as usual. A chair be-
side her was littered with little par-
cels—the ostensible reasons for her
presence in town.

My assistant, who was a discern-
ing man, was talking cheerfully about
the pleasant trouble of buying Christ-
mas presents, but upon my entrance
he departed with remarkable alacrity.

“My dear Alix!”’

She looked at me—a look of long
questioning. What she expected to
see in my face I do not know, but I
know what she saw there. And ap-
parently it was enough, for with a
little gasping sigh of relief she let all
her hardheld self-restraint drop from
her and leaning her head upon my
desk found the relief of tears.

I let her have her ery out. Hysteria
was a small thing beside what I might
have to face later.

““And now tell me all about it,
Alix.”’

She lifted her head.

“1 will,”” she said. ‘‘But there is
no need, is there? You knew it all
long ago. It has all happened as you
said. 1 didn’t believe you. I could
not. But it has all happened. Am
I insane, do you think? T think I
must be. T know I will be soon. But
there is something left yet—the sense
to realize the danger. I know you
will save me if you can, doctor. But
—can you?”’

1 did not dare to let the shadow of
doubt creep into my face. Instead,
1 answered promptly :

““Your being here is proof enough
of that. How far has the trouble
gonet’’

She shuddered. It was only by a
great effort that she controlled her-
self at all—yet it was something that
she could make the effort.

““The worst came last night. Last
night the voices (there are many of
them now) woke me and told me to
murder Harold! Murder my hus-
band—’’ she began to laugh—

““Stop that!’’ I comamnded. She

office.
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forced herself to obey, and after a
moment’s pause went on with her

story. There is no need to detail it
here. It was similar to so many
others. At first the voices had com-

forted, soothed, promised; then other
voices had come, all good voices,
soothing, comforting, promising. But
she had little rest. Her sleep was
broken. She could concentrate on
nothing. She shrank from all com-
pany—even Harold, sinee he so often
interrupted the voices. Then, gradu-
ally, came a change. The voices jeer-
ed a little, suggested morbid thoughts,
laughed at sacred things! She had
been frightened and had tried to shut
them out, without avail. As her fear
became greater, the power of the
voices waxed. They haunted, tor-
mented, shamed her! God knows
what that pure-souled, sensitive wo-
man suffered—utterly helpless in
their evil power!

She was slowly dying from the tor-
ture of it all—when the last, crown-
ing fear was added, the suggestion
of murder!

“If you cannot help me (and I
want you to be quite honest with me)
I shall kill myself,’”” she said when
she had finished. ‘‘Otherwise some
day T shall go quite mad. The voices
will command and I shall obey.”’

Never in my life have 1 felt so
helpless! I knew only too well that
her only chance lay within herself—
a chance indeed, but how fearfully
small!

““T can teach you,”’ I said slowly,
“‘how to save yourself. It will be a
long fight and a hard one. But I
believe you ean win out.”’

““Tell me,’” she said briefly. ‘“You
will find me a good fighter.”’

Even then I doubted. I wasafraid.
But she was plucky and—there was
certainly a chance.

We did not waste a day. Harold,
only partially realizing, took her
away, apd I went with them. We tra-
velled incessantly. We were busily
occupied all day and as tired out at
night as we could possibly contrive.
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Alix knew that she was working for
her very life. She studied German,
she studied Spanish. She bought a
camera and taught herself photo-
graphy. She devoted herself, body
and soul, to any fad or fancy whose
mastering demanded the keen atten-
tidn of the moment. She read. She
forced herself to read, and to under-
stand what she read. I have seen her
whole face blanched and wet with the
effort to read attentively a single
page. It was years, she told me, since
she had ecared to read a book, how-
ever fascinating, and of late she had
been utterly unable to do it. The
habit of coneentration seemed utter-
ly broken.

But the power was not quite lost—
and that was the key-note of the cure,
concentration, and again concentra-
tion. Alix must win back her own
stolen thoughts, must become once
more mistress of her own mind. The
voices might call, but they must not
be listened to. No blank moment must
be left for the insidious trance to
seize upon. If she was awakened
from sleep, there was always some-
thing ready, some occupation, some
work upon which she must concen-
trate. She was in the position of one
who with all her strength tries to
shut-to an open door! Against what
powers she struggled who shall say?
But slowly, slowly, the door began to
yield! Sometimes it sprang wide
open again, But Alix never despair-
ed. She was clear grit. And she
grew stronger with each effort. The
forces of her being rallied and pushed
with her against that open door.
“‘For Harold’s sake, for my dead
child’s sake!’’ she would whisper—
and the door began to close!

Prayer, I think, was a powerful
factor in the closing of that unlaw-
fully opened door. Alix had a won-
derful faith. When the outside pres-
sure became too great, fresh strength
came from somewhere, and little by
little a vantage was gained and kept;

But it was slow. Oh, it was slow!
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I stayed with her until to stay long-
er was impossible. But I left her
with hope in my heart. I felt sure,
now, that she would win out. I
scorned myself for ever having doubt-
ed, but who could have guessed the
reserve power in that one frail wo-
man.

She never wrote to me any news
of the battle. To speak of it, to think
of it, might be to give the Outside
a vantage—and she dared not risk
a millionth of an inch. Then one
day, months after my return, she
wired me one word, ‘‘Come.’’

I went to her as fast as train could
carry me. It meant, I knew, that the
final fight was on. How the trains
crawled, how every moment dragged.
I could not eat, sleep fled from me—
and after all, I came too late. Alix
had fought hen Waterloo and had
won! I found her, worn out in body
but supremely happy. The voices
were silenced, the door was shut!

Harold, more like the old Harold
than he had been for long, took me
by the hand with a grip that hurt.
Although he had never realized just
how the powers of darkness hagd
fought for his wife’s pure soul, he
knew that she had been delivered
from some great danger, and he knew
that I knew it. Yet with the intenge
reserve of the true-born Briton, we
put it all in our handelasp and left
it out of our talk.

We stood looking down at Alix ag
she lay on her couch in the sunshin,

‘‘She says she is all better,”’ saiq
Harold, a little doubtful, ‘‘and yet,
she is too weak to walk alone. I want
the opinion of her Majesty’s physi.
cian,”’

Alix smiled up at us both.

“It is all right,”’ she said, ‘‘the
doctor understands,

For things like this, you know, must

After a famous victory! ; be
and, doctor, I want to go home!*>

Never was glorious victory cela.
brated in plainer phrase.
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THE REVELATION

BY FRANCIS HAFFKINA SNOW

1SS MIRIAM LAURIE was a
M British ‘‘subject’’ by nation-

ality; Scotch by descent; a

teacher by profession, duly
qualified by certificate of the Depart.
ment of Education of the Province
of Ontario. She taught in the St.
Hilda’s Collegiate Institute of To-
ronto ; her field was algebra and plane
geometry. In the Methodist college
affiliated with the University she had
followed, industriously and conscien-
tiously, the so-called ‘‘Homour”
course; she had won several medals
in the four years leading to her
graduation.

In college she had been noted for
her keen, quick mind, her gift of re-
partee, her ability to grasp abstract
facts and make them eomprehensible
to others. She had always won for
her own college the intercollegiate
women’s debates.

She had chosen the Methodist col-
Jege because she was the daughter of
‘a Methodist minister, early deceased;
aleo. becanse from time immemorial,
the Lauries, sons and daughters, had
always gained their education in
theology or arts, or both, within the
hallowed precinets of Vietoria.

Miss Miriam Laurie had prepared
herself to be a teacher from principle.
One of the debates which she had won
for Victoria in her fourth year turn-
ed up the following vital question:
Affirmative, ‘‘Resolved; that every
woman should be compelled to earn a
living wage.”’

Miss Laurie had entered upon this
debate with every fibre tingling. Of
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the truth of the proposition involved,
she had not the slightest doubt. She
was, indeed, in her views of woman’s
rights, fully twenty years in advance
of her time.

At that debate she had done her-
self more than justice. The Viee-
President of the University, a learned
and sententious clerical gentleman,
had declared with something almost
like enthusiasm to his fellow judges,
that she had spoken like .Hypatia.
One of the judges, a still young dull
and very melancholy instructor in
English, named Smyth, who had had
only the vaguest and haziest ideas as
to who Hypatia was, and whose sym-
pathies were on the other side, had
concurred gloomily in this view; the
third, or ‘‘buffer’’ judge, was an im-
becile and nonentity who found it ex-
pedient to follow the prevailing opin-
ion. Neither Smyth nor the nonen-
tity, however, were in their hearts
convinced that Miss Laurie’s impas-
sioned rhetoric was sound.

At that time Miss Laurie was a tall,
slim voung girl whose skirts did not
yet reach below her ankles. She was
in gait and figure, lithe and graceful.
Her face might still be called pretty ;
her eomplexion, however, was already
faded, and her eyes looked tired. She
read and studied night and day.

Her classmates, one by one, got
married and settled down, had babies,
launched boldly out upon the stream
of life, bore its burdens, cares, and
responsibilities. Miss Laurie, who
had begun to teach immediately upon
graduation, despised them in her



256

heart. She had studied sociology, his-
tory, anthropology ; she knew the eco-
nomic situation woman oceupied, if
they did not. What was woman but
man’s chattel slave, his parasite, his
inferior female animal? And man—
what was he but a hulking male brute,
whose law was Might not Right, a
bestial gross creature, at bottom, be-
neath education’s purely superficial
veneer, fond of meat and drink and
other material pleasures; devoid of
all fine susceptibilities, all power of
divination, all intuition operating
through organs more subtle than the
brain ?

Perhaps it was because she held
these views that Miss Laurie never
married, The men with whom she
came in contact as a student could
never get in touch with her suf-
ficiently to show her their good side.
Her tired eye could be keen and
bright ; her wit was mordant, and her
readiness proverbial. She could em-
barrass, anger, and offend the major-
ity of males in the space of three
minutes, or less. She was like the
seventeenth century seigneur on
whom old La Bruyére turned the
scalpel knife of his relentless criti-
cism: “Mil n’ etml pas encore assist
qu’ il ent (csobligé toute la com-
pagnie.’”’

So Miss Lawrie taught on from
year to year, in cne school and an-
other. She had taught first in Al-
berta, among the Norwegians and
Ruthenians; then in Winnipeg. Final-
ly she had utilized her Ontario cer-
tificate and come East in answer to a
‘“call.”’

Year in, year out, Miss Laurie
taught algebra and plane geometry in
St. Hilda’s Collegiate. The girls in
her various classes admired her know-
ledge and efficiency as much as they
feared her sharp and mordant tongue.
No one loved her. Other teachers re-
ceived gifts of fruit and flowers, in-
vitations, little flattering attentions,
Miss Laurie never. She noticed the

omissions and eared nothing for the
feeling, or lack of it, they indicated.
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She was strong-minded ; her life was
guided by reason, not by sentiment.
She was teaching to impart know-
ledge; this object attained, her rela-
tion to her pupils ceased.

Miss Laurie never attended the
school dances or receptions. Wholly
independent, she cared nothing for
any unfavourable comment her per-
sistent absence might cause among
the School Powers that Be. She did
not go, first, because as the daughter
of a Methodist minister, she was tra-
ditionally opposed to dancing; see-
only, by acquired education, combined
with her own power of abstraect
thought, she could not approve the
principles underlying the rythmicai
movement of two persons of the op-
posite sex gyrating solemnly in pub-
lic, their bodies interclasped, and the
case of two maidens dancing together
if less reprehensible, seemed to hex:
even less excusable from the point of
view of common sense.

Common sense! Ah, that was Miss
Laurie’s fort, her revelled bastion
her barbican, her moat and pont lem’s'
defending her citadel of View-of-Life.
This quality she showed in every de-
tail of her daily existance, in her
choice of lodgings, in her diet, in hep
habiliments, in her methods of teach-
ing, in her habits of thought, in her
relations with all those with whom she
came in contact. In matters of apt
and emotion her keen, clear, analytie
unimaginative judgment would haye
done credit to Max Nordau, whoge
unconscious disciple and adherent she
was. Painting and seulpture? A fool.
ish, pagan, futile waste of time ang
effort. How could any sane and nor.
mal human being deliberately chooge
such a pursuit for a vocation? Studies
in the nude? Oh, unspeakable hop.
ror! Poetry? All it expressed could
be much better expressed in prose. If
at all admissible it should be didactie
and edifying in tendency, like the
ancient gnomic poetry; like Sir Eq.
win Arnold’s ‘‘Light of Asia’’; op
some of Wordsworth’s of Matthew
Arnold’s philosophical poems. The
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blessed damozel? Ridiculous, utter-
ly ridiculous! The product of a
brain diseased. First of all, it was
absurd and contrary to reason to as-
sume that heaven had a golden bar—
or even any bar at all—secondly, why
did the creature have seven stars in
her hair? And how can one hear
tears! Such poetry—and most all

try was in the same case—was fit
for the inhabitants of an insane asy-
lum, not for mature and thoughtful
minds, guided by reason’s pure and
steadfast glow.

Reason? Reason is doubly reason.
Such as the years went on, could be
formulated in general the trend of
Miss Laurie’s system of Weltan-
schanung (a term like all philoso-
phical German terms, which by its
very vagueness means S0 many
things) ; just as in algebra the truth
of the process z-}-x==2z is axiomatic
and beyond dispute.

So the four seasons of the year came
and the four seasons went, and year
gucceeded year, regularly and mono-
tonously. So, too, in the same ratio
Miss Laurie’s faded complexion grew
gtill more faded, and her tired eyes
still more tired, and her face more
drawn, and the lines on her forehead
and at the corners of her mouth more
deeply graven and more pronounced.

So. too, did Miss Laurie grow more
and more isolated like an intellectual
oyster that had retired on principle
within its shell. Her own family
was decimated and scattered; her
whilom friends and class mates also
died, moved away, scattered; her
friendships, never firmly solidified,
disintegrated ; once or twice she had
gone to visit some deluded classmate
who had entered blindly the state of
chattel servitude which she (Miss
Laurie) had on principle avoided.
But she had always offended and dis-
pleased the male brute, who, as it
were, held the lash in leash; and she
had never been invited to come again.

On her fortieth birthday, as on
other birthdays, Miss Laurie deposit-
ed in the downtown branch of the
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National Bank five hundred dollars.
This, for twenty years, had been her
way of celebrating the anniversary
of her birth. It was, if not an emo-
tional, a rational method of celebrat-
ing an event over which the average
human being has no control.  All
through the year she saved; she drew
yearly a salary of $900; of this, she
used for all the expenses of her life,
her severe, sensible clothing, her fru-
gal, hygienic diet, her plain lodging,
only a full four hundred; the rest in
monthly payments, she carefully put
aside in a japanned valuable box
which had been hers since college
days.

She experienced a calm and wholly
rational satisfaction as she pushed
through the great bank’s revolving
door that day. Her account, to date,
totalled an even ten thousand dollars.
Her old age was provided for; that
much beside the austere joy of
rational living, her life had brought
her.  °

It was a dull, damp day, that an-
niversary of her fortieth year, It
had snowed two days before ; the next
day warmer, had melted the snow to
an oozing slush; this day, her birth-
day, was damp and warm; le temps,
as the expressive French locution puts
it, was a la plwie.

It was not, however, raining as yet.
Miss Laurie, therefore, reflecting that
she had not had her daily hour in
the open air, decided to walk home.

Slowly and meditatively, using her
tightly-rolled umbrella as a stick, Miss
Laurie wended her homeward way,
down busy King Street to busier
Yonge Street, teeming with street
cars, vehicles, shops, and human be-
ings, then sharp to the right up
Yonge toward College, on which aca-
demie thoroughfare was her abode.

She was more absent-minded, more
plunged in abstract thought that day
than usual. This habit of intense in-
ner meditation had been growing on
her of late. She was thinking to-day
of a new explanation of the origin of
life outlined by a great scientist in
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The Phalosophical Journal, which she
read regularly every month at the
city library. With knitted brows,
hardly seeing the faces of the com-
ing stream of human folk who
jostled her as they pleased—her sear-
ed and yellow face stern and aus-
tere, her tired eyes gazing straight
before her, she weighed and analyzed
the argument which the scientist
aforesaid had adduced to bolster up
his strange and new hypothesis.

Suddenly, she herself did not know
why, she stopped short on the slushy
sidewalk, her mind still absorbed by
the many complex aspects which the
specific problem presented. People
jostled her from side to side; mechan-
ically she started to go on; why had
she stopped, anyway !

Then she became aware of a rip-
pling flood of melody that was pour-
ing out from the open door of a piano
store. Perhaps it was an automatic
piano player; who knows? Miss
Laurie did not know, so how should
1? But what she did know, nolens
volens, was that the melody that gush-
ed forth like a golden river of har-
monic sound, was very, very beauti-
ful. And also, she knew why invol-
untarily, all unconsciously, despite
the deep preoccupation of her rational
faculties, she had so suddenly and so
abruptly stopped in the very middle
of the erowded, slushy sidewalk.

Her first feeling was one of vexa-
tion. Music she had always classed
with the other emotional arts—a
superfluous, artificial, actually harm-
ful stimulus of the subliminal and ir-
rational conseiousness. It was her
proudest boast that as a pure matter
of prineiple, she had since her girl-
hood never attended a concert. The
street organs and hurdy-gurdies were
agony to her, and of the higher kind
of musie, from analytic reasons, she
wanted none at all.

Why, then, had she stopped at this
open door, who had not her reason
triumphed, even though occupied with
profound thought over its slave, and
inferior, the subliminal soul, the nerv-
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ous system of the spinal columnt
Mechanically a phrase of Guthrie, the
celebrated Scotch divine, came to her
mind : ‘‘The expulsive power of a new
idea.”” Ah! that was it! This new
theory of origins had expelled for the
moment, her lifelong view of musie
as an emotional art—reason, for the
time being, had been ousted from its
throne.

And while thus, half mechanieally
she settled the whys and wherefore;
along rational and scientific lines, the
rippling of melody flowed on like &
purling brook; a golden song of word.
less joy, then flowed like a vast and
gleaming river to the mighty sea; and
in the sea there were strange deptha
and mysteries—sirens of vague and
mystic beauty called, and beckoned
snowy arms; hopes like drowned souls
floated pale and wan in the green
waters; yearning rose up like Venus
from the glittering foam and sank
with silent, measureless sorrow un.
derneath the waves.

And somehow—how, she could ne
longer explain, or seek to explain, the
weeping, singing voice took Miss
Laurie with it, and swept her miles
and miles away, to another land to
another sphere, above the Whirfing
earth, in paradise, in heaven. And
there sang the golden harp of Israel
and there chimed angelie choirs,
borne on a shimmering iridescent
path of harmony, now low as a fairy
breath, now thunderous with a sweet
and resonant tide which broke in
white sheafs of rhythmie spray upon
the eternal shores. :

Miss Laurie drew closer and closer
to the store until her forehead resteq
against the glass. Silently with hep
tired eyes half closed she stood there
spellbound, wrapped in a strange and
dreamy rapture—a thing that has ne
bond with reason—which she haq
had never known before.

What were they playing in there®
It fascinated and enthralled her; she
could not go away. It was a mere cop
catenation of rhythmie sound; an(i
vet it had a voice. It spoke. Tt la.



THE REVELATION

mented. It told of its joys and sor-
rows, plaintively, simply, as a child
weeps and laughs upon its mother’s
breast. And then it was no longer a
child ; it was a tortured soul; it was a
sobbing creature of no age or sex, that
wept out all its heart. And what a
heart! All life was there. Love and
hate, laughter and sobs and tears.
And tenderness. Always recurrent
tenderness. Love unspeakable,
Sorrow. Regret.

Miss Laurie’s eyes were full of
tears. And when Beethoven, the
great master of the human soul,
ceased speaking, Miss Laurie still
gazed in at the window. And she saw
two coloured pictures, advertised for
sale at a cheap price. One represent-
ed a young and beautiful woman,
dressed, half reclining, half sitting on
an embroidered canopy, her fair, rich,
flower-like face turned upward. And
bending over her from behind this
eanopy, leaned low a young and hand-
gome man, in evening clothes, and his
mouth was on her mouth, in a long
and passionate kiss; and ecstasy was
on the face of both. And underneath
were few and simple words: “It s
blessed to give.”’

And the other picture was the pic-
sure of a little naked child upon its
mother’s naked breast—and she all
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pale and wan in her white bed, gazed
down at the little world of mingled
flesh and soul which, in solemn mys-
tery, had been born her flesh and her
soul ; and over them both bent a man,
with the selfsame look.

Miss Laurie moved away at last.
Her face was bent and her eyes, down-
cast, were wet with scalding tears.
At the first corner she turned off
down a quiet street and went home a
different way.

And now the rain fell, in a fine,
white drizzle, and she did not even
put up her umbrella.

Miss Laurie was sobbing, and
strange words came to her lips as she
walked slowly home, her head bent
low, in the cold drizzle, which turned
into a fine and slanting rain.

““Oh, dear kind God! It’s true. It’s
true. It’s blesséd to give. To give
love. To give life. And 1've never
given anything. I've lived in vain.
And now it’s too late. I'm an old
woman. My youth has gone. It will
never come again.”’

Over and over again the agonized
words forced themselves out upon her
quivering lips—as she passed on. The
woman who had lived the life of rea-
son—through the cold mist and rain.

““Oh, dear kind God! It’s true!
It’s true! It is blesséd to give.”’
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BY LINDSAY CRAWFORD

second phase of the Great War.

The formation of a Coalition
Government, combined with the na-
tional organization of labour for the
manufacture of munitions of war,
definitely points to a supreme effort
in which the word failure has no
place. It was only natural that this
sudden political transformation should
excite some adverse comments, and
raise doubts in some minds as to the
gucecess of a Government composed of
such hopelessly irreconcilable ele-
ments. But there is no room for
minor differences of opinion or for
party platforms when the founda-
tions of the deep are breaking up
and the existence of the Empire hangs
on the issue of war, It is not a time
for discussing the merits or demerits
of political opponents. They, too,
have a place in the life of their
country and an interest in the main-
tenance of the Empire. On the whole,
the Coalition Cabinet is admirably
fitted for the special purposes for
which it has been organized. It can-
not, dare not fail. It is the nation
in Couneil in the most supreme crisis
of its existence.

Conjecture has been rife as to the
necessity for a coalition at this par-
ticular stage. Early in the war
France and Belgium wunited their
political forces and sank all minor
considerations in preparation for the
life and death struggle forced upon
them by Germany. In a peculiar
sense the Government of the day rep-
vesents the nation in all international
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BRITAIN is entering upon the

relations, and there seemed no par-
ticular reason for suspending party
government because Britain happened
to be at war. There have been few
coalitions in the history of the Bupi.
tish Parliament. The most notable
were those of Fox and North in 1782
of the Whigs and Peelites in 1852,
1853, and of the Liberals and Con.
servatives who opposed Mr. Glad-
stone’s home rule proposals, and whe
constituted the Unionist Party whieh
first assumed office in Lord Salis.
bury’s third Administration in 1895
and still retains its distinetive title'
The reasons that induced Mr. Asquitt;
to form a Coalition Ministry wera
not those of Lord Salisbury. There
was no political deadlock such as the
Home Rule agitation caused in 1895
A substantial majority stood behind
Mr. Asquith in Parliament, and with
cpmmendable patriotism the Opposi-
tion gave him loyal support in all
his military undertakings. Why was
a Coqlition sprung upon the countyy
at this late hour? Various rumours
were afloat as to differences in the
Liberal Cabinet, but these do not
seem to have had any foundation in
fact. Nor need we look to the
Chprchill-F‘isher estrangement as the
main cause. A careful perusal of
Mr. Lloyd George’s speech at Man-
chester last month, following his
temporary transfer from the Ry.
chequer to the office of Minister for
Munitions, suggests between the lineg
the real reason for the reorganization
of the Government on a broad ng
tional basis : 4
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*‘To what extent and in what direc-
tion the moral duty of each citizen
to give his best to the State should
be converted into a legal duty,’”’ he
observed, ‘‘was a question not of
principle, but of necessity, to be de-
eided from time to time as an emer-
gency arose during the period of the
war.”’ And proceeding directly to
the subject in hand, Mr, Lloyd George
continued :

‘1 say to those who wish to dis-
miss conseription for the time being
as a means of levying armies for
fighting abroad, that they ought not
thereby to assume that compulsion is
unnecessary in enabling us to mobi-
lize the industrial strength of the
country. We were the worst organ-
ized nation in the world for this war,
whieh showed that we had nothing
to do with precipitating it. It is a
war of munitions, and the Govern-
ment has decided that compulsory
powers are essential to utilize the re-
sources of the country to the best
advantage.

“The employers are now subject to
complete State control for industrial
purposes, and if we are to make the
best of our resources for the shorten-
ing of the war the principles must
extend to the whole field of industrial
organization, whether it be capital or
labour. There must be one reserva-
tion—that State control of labour
must be for the benefit of the State
and not for the purpose of increasing
the profits of any individual or pri-
vate organization; it must increase
the mobility of labour and have a

ter subordination of labour to
the direction and control of the
State.”’

Few will quarrel with the British
Government for arriving at this de-
eision. Some objection has been made
to what is termed conseript labour,
but a Government that has taken over
the transport systems of the country
and commandeered factories for use
as national arsenals cannot be ac-
cused of humiliating labour by im-
posing conditions from which employ-
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ers are exempt. It is clear, however,
that the Liberal Government had
arrived at a parting of the ways and
that the responsibility for a more
sweeping organization of the national
forces could not be shouldered by
one party alone. The Coalition
Government, if it means anything,
indicates that Mr. Asquith had defi-
nitely made up his mind that eircum-
stances might arise when compulsory
service for the army as well as for
labour would be necessary. With that
contingeney before him, the Prime
Minister regretfully declined to ask
his party to accept the full responsi-
bility for such a course, and consid-
ered it imprudent to delay coalition
until the actual necessity arose. For
the present we have the assurance of
Mr. Asquith and Mr. Lloyd George
that compulsory military serviee is
not required and that what is wanted
immediately is munitions, not men.
Punch hits off the situation in a
clever cartoon in which the Prime
Minister is assured: ‘‘You can get
all the willing service you need, sir,
if you’ll only organize it. Tell each
man of us what is wanted of him,
and he’ll do it.”’

Meantime the slow progress of the
war is disappointing to those who had
buoyed themselves up with the belief
that Germany would collapse after
six months of fighting. There are no
indications of an immediate German
collapse. While final victory for the
Allies is bound to come, the policy
of attrition to which the Allies seem
committed necessitates sacrifices on a
large scale. The enemy must be
driven back to his own soil before
the end ecomes and this will entail a
tremendous expenditure in blood and
treasure. A writer in The Round
Table estimates that another two
million German casualties will be the
price paid by the enemy for occupy-
ing Belgian and French territory, and
that in order to drive the Teuton
armies across the frontier again, the
Allies must sacrifice an equal number
of troops. The burden of filling the
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gaps will fall mainly upon Britain
and the self-governing Dominions. In
these circumstances, Mr. Asquith was
justified in putting an end to the
eriticisms that had arisen over the
conduct of the war by the Admiralty
and War Office. Lord Fisher’s resig-
nation, owing to differences with Mr,
Churehill, and the failure of the War
Office to meet Sir John French’s in-
sistent demands for high explosive
shells, called for some changes, and
a Coalition offered the readiest and
most practical solution of these and
other difficulties that confronted those
responsible for carrying on the war.

An insidious newspaper campaign
against Churchill, Kitchener and Hal-
dane was not the least of the em-
barrassing incidents that determined
Mr. Asquith to place the Government
on an unassailable basis. The decision
came suddenly and few of the Liberal
Party knew of the impending change
until Mr. Asquith announced in the
House that he had arranged all the
details with the Opposition. The
strongest Liberal Government since
1868 had ceased to exist. The Ob-
server relates how the breach between
Lord Fisher and Mr. Churchill came
over the Dardanelles question :

“Two views were possible. Lord
Fisher disbelieved in the employment
of ships alone against forts. Corres-
pondents have since been allowed to
explain that the sailors on the spot
thought the job might be done and
was well worth tackling. Again, it
must be remembered that the issue
never was a purely naval question
and could not be decided on grounds
of naval technique. Our judgment
is that Lord Fisher was by no means
overborne by Mr. Churchill’s person-
al opinion only. Still, if Lord Fisher
had then put his foot down he could
undoubtedly have stopped the whole
thing. It was his duty either to have
resigned then or to accept the full
and collective responsibility of the
whole Board and to sustain that re
sponsibility to the end. The real
trouble between the two was tempera-
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mental, the perpetual stress between
two dominating minds, neither of
whom, however they might seem to
acquiesce, could easily yield his in-
terior opinion.’’

The only peculiar feature about the
personnel of the Coalition Govern-
ment is the absence of any Irish
Nationalist representative. Those
who know Ireland and understand
the political situation there will ap.-
preciate the reasons that led Mr. John
Redmond to decline Mr. Asquith’s
offer of a seat in the Cabinet. The
home rule question is not yet finally
settled and until an Irish Parliament
is definitely established the Irish
leader is bound to maintain an inde-
pendent attitude while continuing to
furnish the Government a loyal sup-
port from the Opposition benches.
The day will come when the Irish
representatives in the British House
of Commons will be free to sit on the
Government benches, but that day is
not yet. Another surprise was the
inclusion of Sir Edward Carson. But
it must be remembered that between
Mr. Asquith and the Ulster Unionist
leader the closest personal friendship
exists, which political differences haye
failed to weaken. Both have had
successful careers at the Bar and both
have had to hew their way to success
without the adventitious aids of
aristocratic birth. Mr. Gladstone
discovered two men for whom he pre-
dicted success in Parliamentary life
Mr. Asquith and Sir Edward Grey.
How far his predictions were fulfilled
is seen to-day in the strong confidence
which both these statesmen have in-
spired throughout the present erisis.
In Sir Edward Carson’s case the road
was more difficult. As a rising bar-
rister at the Irish Bar there was little
chance for promotion with so many
seniors filling office or aspiring to of.
fice. But it happened to be the day of
young men when Mr. Balfour at an
early age undertook the most dan-
gerous and difficult post in the Salis-
bury Government of the day, that
of Chief Secretary, or virtual ruler
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of Ireland. Those were exciting days,
when the land movement was chal-
Jenging at every point the coercive
laws which the Government fatuously
hoped would kill land reform. The
eourts throughout Ireland were like
fortified defences when land icases
eame up for trial, police and soldiers
in large numbers standing to arms
to assert laws which long since have
been wiped off the statute book as
unjust and indefensible. Mr. Bal-
four as the chief executive authority
was responsible for running the Land
League to earth in every county, but
the movement could not be crushed.
Looking round for fearless men as
Crown prosecutors—men who could
face the redoubtable ‘‘Tim’’ Healy
without fear, or walk unscared
through a hostile mob—the name of
Mr. Edward Carson was brought un-
der his notice.

From that moment Carson had his
feet on the political ladder, and his
own natural ability did the rest. In
the Asquith Cabinet he may appeal
to his followers as a bigger man than
he did as a hypothetical rebel or as
the friend of the Kaiser. It is strange
how the Ulster. Unionist movement
always had a sort of fascination for
the Emperor William. In his Im-
perial yacht, the Hohenzollern, there
hangs a picture of an Ulster Orange
procession, a present from Sir Ed-
ward Carson’s predecessor in the
leadership of the Ulster Unionists, the
late Colonel Saunderson, M.P., who
was a constant visitor to Berlin and
Potsdam as the guest of the German
Emperor. With what chagrin Kaiser
Wilhelm must now contemplate the

tacle of twenty thousand Ulster
Volunteers at the front, trained in the
use of arms by practising with old
German rifles that have now given
lace to more efficient weapons. He
may reflect that he is not the only one
who has failed to understand the Irish
ion.
qu:i.:mther addition to the Asquith
QGovernment who was early marked
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out for a sucecessful public career is
Lord Curzon. Next to the Prime
Minister and Mr. Balfour, he is, per-
haps, the finest intellect on the
Government bench. He is still young
as politicians go, for he was born in
1859. As President of the Oxford
Union he first came into the public
eye and has remained there since.
Lord Salisbury, who showed fine
judgment in the selection of men,
gave Lord Curzon his first appoint-
ment when still a commoner, after-
wards sending him to India and rais-
ing him to the peerage. As Viceroy
he had to give way to the strong man
Kitehener, with whom he had serious
differences, and resigned office. He
has a pompous, exclusive manner that
repels, and he is never likely, on this
account, to be the leader of a great
party.

The war is producing one striking
result noted recently by the Principal
of the University of Toronto. We
are living in a new world of nations
that are being born again. We talk
now of new Russia, new France, and
so on. Canada has risen to the full
stature of nationhood. She has ex-
tended her boundaries into Europe.
The outlook of her people is no longer
Canadian or American merely. They
have caught the vision splendid of the
new world that has opened up, in
which nations no more than indi-
viduals may live unto themselves.
The war has given birth to a new
world in which the keenest intellects
are engaged in solving the problem
of how to make the nation efficient
for war purposes. Must all this stop
when the sword is sheathed? Are
there no Louvains and Termondes in
peace times where the Prussian spirit
broods over the homes and work-
shops? Are we nearing the day when
those responsible for the government
of a country will be as mindful of
the efficiency of the average ecitizen
in days of peace as they are when
war calls for the best of the breed?
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A LITERARY COINCIDENCE

OOKS appear sometimes at
Bstrangely appropriate moments.

It was surely one of the oddest
chances that Mr. John Masefield’s
play ‘‘Philip the King’’ should have
come out last autumn a short time
after England had been plunged in-
to the great war. If the book did
not bear the evidences of long and
careful workmanship one would never
doubt that its inspiration came from
the present erisis, so appropriate are
its situations and speeches. Every
page has lines which exactly fit events
which but yesterday were flaring in
newspaper headlines.

The play deals with the defeat of
the Armada, and its single act takes
place in a little dark cell in Philip
of Spain’s palace.. He and his daugh-
ter are awaiting news of the Spanish
ships—‘‘the greatest fleet that men
ever sent seaward.’”” In these days
of suspense and waiting and false
reports we have learned to echo the
words of the Princess to Philip :

And yet what tales, what rumours we have
heard,

How my heart sickens for the want of
news.

Canadians know by now what pain
underlies such simple words. Philip
tries to soothe his daughter’s fears;
he is buoyed up by the fanatic con-
viction that in subduing the English
he is striking a blow for God. He
believes that

What we have done with our might
Cannot be hateful to God.
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Utterances lately ascribed to the
Kaiser are not unlike this. A little
later Philip deseribes to the Princess
thg “seventqen years of subtleties and
crimes’’ which had been painfully
zpefc)t in planning and perfecting the

eet.

But it is done.
years,
Those men, those crimes, those re
y 8 at -
tempts, those tears, 2 . -
?0"0""; and terrors of a twisted earth
nto this fleet, this death, this dr n?
birth. ' : e

The ambition of mighty armaments
in the Spain of 1588 is not very dif-
ferent from that in the Germahy of
1915.

Towards the close of the
Philip learns that his navy is bengi?g
the waves, and the messenger tells of
the running fight which scattered the
great Armada. Almost every speech
forces us to remember the grim naval
struggle of the last few months. Do
not these words recall the unhappy
Blucher and her wretched erew?
Now the North Sea is haunted for all time

By miserable souls whose dying words
Cursed the too proud adventure as a ¢rime

I have resolved those

And is it not becoming daily mgo
clear that King Philip’s confessi:;
will have to be repeated by William
II. of Germany?

Perhaps I underjudged the English fleet
T_he messenger sums up his tale of
disaster in words of searching pathos .

And now the fleet is sunken in the se
And all the seamen, all the might of Spai:’
Are dead, O King, and out of misery, g
Never to drag at frozen ropes again"
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Never to know defeat, nor feel the pain

Of watehing dear companions sink and die,

Death’s everlasting armistice to the brain

Gives their poor grief’s quietus; let them
lie.

These lines come home to us in a
more piercing way than they could
have done a year ago. The same is
true of many other passages in the
play. When the messenger cries:

Each village throughout Spain has lost a
man;
The wid,ows in the seaports fill the streets.

we remember the unsparing toll of
war which has made eight hundred
widows in Chatham alone.

It is remarkable that the defeat of
the Armada should have had to wait
g0 long for a worthy poet; but it is
even more remarkable that he should
ecome forward now when England is
once more at grips with a mighty
enemy.

R. K. GorpoN.
%

A LOVER’S TALE

By Maurice Hewrerr. London:
Ward, Lock and Company.

HERE is about much of Maurice

Hewlett’s work a rich, pungent,
medieval quality and always a fine
stream of romance. This is notice-
able particularly in ‘‘The Forest Lov-
ers’’ and ‘‘Richard Yea and Nay,”’
while in ‘“The Spanish Jade’
there certainly is all that one could
desire in the way of romance. In
his latest work he returns to the field
in which he has specialized, to the
type of story of which ““Richard Yea
and Nay’’ is a brilliant example. We
read ‘‘A Lover’s Tale’’ with a good
deal of the same pleasure we found
in reading its prototype, but on
us at least the impression of chiv-
alry, knighthood and ardent love
is not so pronounced. There is in
the hero, however, a curious admix-
ture of tenderness and cruelty, faith-
fulness and failure, and in the hero-
ine an equally odd blending of coarse-
ness and gentleness, steadfastness

and looseness. These two at the out-
set are lovers in a primitive, romantie,
almost unreasoning fashion. But the
youth, whosa lands lie almost ad-
joining the maid’s father’s, in time
pays open court to his sweetheart,
and although his own wish is to take
the girl in his arms and carry her
away as his own without the per-
mission of any man, he is persuaded
to ask her father for her hand in
formal marriage. At first the father
demurs, but at length, by the promise
of an exchange of many ecattle, con-
sent is given. A day is set, but be-
fore it arrives word comes that the
girl’s brother is about to return from
the seas. The wedding is postponed
in order that the brother may be
present for the ceremonies, but the
lover cannot see why a brother’s re-
turn should be of more concern than
his happiness. He therefore retires
in what we call the ‘‘sulks,’”’ but on
the day first set for the wedding he
appears in all the glory of his festive
apparel. The maid had not expected
him, and she bids him come at the
reappointed time. He rides away,
and when the second time arrives
there is a disappointed bride at the
altar. The lover fails to appear, and
nobody has seen him for days. Then
a new suitor comes, a great fighter,
and the girl in time yields to her
father’s wishes. Hearing of this, the
first lover starts in pursuit of his
rival and bride, and it is the outcome
of the clash between this great fighter
and the mad lover that the greatest
interest of the story centres.

S
w

THE PRETENDER

By Rosert W. SErvicE. New York:
Dodd, Mead and Company.

OME readers believe that this
novel is in part at least autobio-
graphical. And there is ground for
that belief, because it is a story,
written in the first person, of a writer
who has made a fortune as a ‘‘first-
seller’” and who goes to Paris, there



266

to find that although he is a popular
author he takes no rank in the world
of letters abroad. He therefore sets
to work to produce something that
will take its place as literature. We
know that Mr. Service has been a
popular author, that he has made
a fortune, that he has been living at
Paris. But we do not know that he
has ever come to the conclusion that
his work is, after all, unliterary.
If he has not, then he ought to. The
present book, although better than
““The Trail of ’98,”’ is rather too
egotistical to be impressive.

.
£+3

SONGS OF ANGUS

By VioLer JacoB. London: John

Murray.

lT is quite true, as Mr. John Buchan

says in his introduction to this
volume, that ‘‘there are few poets
to-day who write in the Scots ver-
nacular, and the modesty of the
supply is perhaps determined by the
slenderness of the demand, for pure
Scots is a tongue which in the changes
of the age is not widely understood,
even in Scotland. The various ac-
cents remain, but the old words tend
to be forgotten. We may be in sight
of the time when that noble speech
shall be degraded to a mnorthern
dialeet of English.”” Mrs. Jacob,
apart from the intrinsic merit of her
verse as such, gives in this volume a
fine presentation ‘of unvulgarized
Scots. It is a book that should be
read by all who love rich accents and
have an interest in expressive words
that are falling into disuse. We quote
as well for its humour as far a sam-
ple of Mrs. Jacob’s fancy:

THE BEADLE O’ DRUMLEE

Them that’s as highly placed as me
Wha am the beadle o’ Drumlee,
Should na be prood, nor yet owre free.

Me an’ the meenister, ye ken,
Are no the same as a’ thae men
We hae for neebours o’ the glen.
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The Lord gie’d him some lairnin’ sma’,
And me guid sense abune them a’,
And them nae wuts to ken wha’s wha,

Ye’d think, to hear the lees they tell,
The Sawbeth day could mind itsel’
Withoot a hand to rug the bell,

Ye’d think the Reverend Paitrick Broun
Could ca’ the Bible up an’ doon
An’ loup his lane in till his goon.

Whiles, gin he didna get frae me
The wiselike word I weel can gie,
Whaur was the puir bit callant bet

The elders, Ross an’ Weellum Aird,
An’ fowk like Alexander Caird,
That think they’re cocks o’ ilka yaird,

Fegs aye! they’d na be sweir to rule
A lad sae newly frae the schule
Gin my auld bonnet erooned a fule!

But oh! Jehovah’s unco’ kind!
Whaur wad this doited pairish find
A man wi’ sic a powerfu’ mind?

Sae, let the pairish sleep at nicht,
Blind wi’ the elders’ shinin’ licht,
Nor ken who’s hand keeps a’ things richt.

It’s what they canna understan’
That brains hae ruled since time began
An’ that the beadle is the man! %
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THE KEEPER OF THE DOOR

By EraeL M. DeErn. Toronto: S, B.
Gundy.

THIS is the kind of novel that is

immensely popular with readers
who enjoy a novel, not for the num.
ber of shocks or improper chapters
it contains, but for its depiction of
Iofty sentiment, endearing friend-
ships, and true love, with a tingeing
of melodrama in the form of a mur.
der or two and some mild romance.
Olga Rateliffe, a country doector’s
daughter, has a dear friend, Violet
Campion, and a grim lover in her
father’s temporary assistant, Dp
Maxwell ‘Wyndham. Violet Campion;
inherits her mother’s insanity, and
after an attack, dreading possible
confinement in an asylum, induces
Olga to give her poison. She dies.
Olga has brain fever and forgets the
incident. Later she learns that there
was something mysterious in Olga’s
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death, and at last, owing to Wynd-
ham’s inability to explain, she be-
lieves that he administered poison to
his patient. In the end she regains
her memory, and apparently the
lovers, married at last, live happily
ever after. There are many exciting
incidents and several sub-plots, but
that is the main theme. The giving
of the poison is treated rather naively
as a social rather than a police court
problem.

o

CONTRARY MARY

By TesmprLe Bamey. Toronto:
Copp, Clark Company.

The

HIS story possesses elements of

distinet popularity. Mary Bal-
Jard, who after all is not so contrary
as some of her relatives suppose, acts
on the idea that in our time women
ghould be able to maintain themselves
independently of men. And, what is
more, she puts the idea to a test. The
test helps to set aside the urgent soli-
citations of Porter Bigelow, a wealthy
guitor, and involves the renting of a
room to Roger Poole, a mon who, sick
at heart, had lost faith in himself as
well as in God. She is an interesting
eharacter and well portrayed, admir-
able in her devotion to her married
gister, Constance ; her watchful, breed-
ing care of the weak brother, Barry;
and her tender affection for her deaf
aunt, Isabelle. She succeeds in put-
ting new ambition into Roger—with
the usual romantic result. Mary, hav-
ing tried the life of a “‘working wo-
man.’’ is glad to become a good man ¢
inspiration and a loving wife.

B

A FAR COUNTRY

By WinstoNn CHURCHILL. Toronto:
The Maemillan Company of Can-
ada.

GAIN the letter C figures initial-
ly and perhaps significantly in
this the latest novel by a writer who
is at least one of the most popular of

267

American authors. All who are in-
terested in such things will ponder
over the faet that Mr. Churchill has
used the letter C prominently in all

his books. There are from his pen
“Richard Carvel’”’, ‘““The Crisis’’,
““Coniston’’, ‘‘The Inside of the

Cup’’, and now ‘“A Far Country.”
It may be merely a faney or super-
stition of the author’s, but quite apart
from that speculation, it is a singular
fact that in ‘‘A Far Country,”’ and
also in ‘“The Turmoil,”’ the latest
novel by Booth Tarkington, the theme
is based on the determination of a
father to erush a son’s literary ambi-
tions. The Churchill novel is thrown
upon a much larger canvas than Tark.
ington’s and it involves as well pro-
blems in socialism and demoeracy. It
is autobiographical in form, a form
indeed that the author has used here-
tofore with telling effect, particularly
in ‘““Richard Carvel.”” The chief
character is Hugh Paret, and the ac-
count of his career, as set down by
himself, is in accord with what we
imagine is the career of many success-
ful American business men of the last
quarter of a century. The background
reveals elements warring over laws
affecting trusts, over polities and
finance, and convinces one that the
happiness and contentment of the
“Far Country,’’ which Paret started
out to attain, are to be found away
from the life and atmosphere of those
who seek wealth and the power that
wealth brings with it. A strong love
story gives warmth to an otherwise

drab tale.
B

—“Thoughts on Business,”’ a work
that is regarded as a classic of its
kind, has been republished in one
volume. (Chicago: Forbes and Com-
pany). .

—“The King’s Highway,’’ a pat-
riotic song by Henry Newbolt, with
music by Francis Newbolt, is being
published at threepence. (London:
The Poetry Bookshop).




HarMONIOUS NEUTRALITY

A correspondent sends us this story,
evidently from an ironical Swiss pa-
per. A few soldiers belonging to part
of a Swiss regiment in garrison at
Basel went to a certain café for re-
freshments. One of them sat down
alone at a table. Later a civilian, a
German, joined him and the two be-
gan to talk war polities.

“Would you shoot on the Germans
if they invaded Switzerland?’’ asked
the German.

‘“Oh, no, never!’’ exclaimed the sol-
dier,

‘“Waiter, a pint of beer and a beef-
steak with potatoes for this brave
man,”’ ordered the civilian.

‘“And your pals sitting at the next
table—would they also not shoot the
Germans if they tried to invade this
country ?’’

And addressing again the soldier,
he asked: ‘‘Ts this generally the view
held in the Swiss army in regard to
a possible German invasion? Are all
the Swiss soldiers so Germanophil?’’

“I don’t know,”’ replied the sol- "

dier.

““But why would you not shoot the
Germans?’”’

‘‘Because we belong to the band.’’
—Manchester Guardian.
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AN UNLOVED OFFICIAL

Actual extract from a sailor’s let-
ter to his wife:

““Dear Jane,—I am sending you a
postal order for 10s., which I hope
you will get—but you may not—asg
this letter has to pass the Censor.''—
Punch.

£ 3
VERY PARTICULAR

A man once presented himself at
the office of Ticknor and Fields with
a bundle of manuseripts in his hand.
He was met by Mr. Fields. ““Good
morning, sir,”” he said. ‘“Is this Mr.
Fields?’’ ““Yes, I am Mr. Fields.'*
““Mr. James T. Fields?’’ ‘“Yes, that’s
my name.”’ “‘I mean a member of
the firm of Tichnor and Fields. ™
“Yes, T am he.”” ‘‘Oh,” with a look
of disappointment, ‘““then I'd like to
see Mr. Tichnor.”’—Ezchange.

LS
PoUr LA MERITE

Aunt Ethel: ‘“Well, Beatrice, were
you very brave at the dentist’s?’’

Beatrice: ‘“Yes, auntie, I was.

Aunt Ethel: “‘Then, there’s the
half-crown I promised you. And now
tell me what he did to you.”’

Beatrice: ‘‘He pulled out two of
Willie’s teeth!”’—Punch.



TWICE-TOLD TALES

‘T REMEMBER’’

I remember, I remember
The cost, when I was born,

Of shoes and ships and sealing wax
And eabbages and corn.

A dozen eggs cost eighteen cents,
A pound of pork a dime;

And now I often meditate
Upon that happier time.

1 remember, I remember
The rent we used to pay;

‘We had a house of fourteen rooms—
A dollar ten a day.

Our cook got three a week and board,
And eoal was four a ton,

And apples were a cent apiece
In Eighteen Eighty-one.

1 remember, I remember
My mother used to wear

The loveliest of cotton hose
At twenty cents a pair.

In silken hose my Julia goes—
A pair costs three-fifteen;
My father used a penny pen;

1 type a fine machine.

1 remember, I remember
‘What famous poems cost ;
How Milton got ten dollars for

His great ‘‘Paradise Lost’’;
Twelve dollars  bought
“Elegy”;
Oh, I’'m so glad to be alive
In a day when I can sell a thing
Like this for twenty-five.
—F. P. Adams in Collier’s Weekly.

Gray’s

M.
el

A DEar Doa

Fred Kelly was negotiating with a
street dealer for an Airedale pup,

“How much?’’ asked Kelly.

“Three dollars.”

“Well, I'll be along this afternoon

in and I may buy him.”’

.gﬁlll;ener take him now. H’ll prob-
ably be five dollars by then.”

““Why this raise?’’

“Oh,”” said the dealer, ‘‘probably
1’11 become attached to him by that
time.”’—Saturday Evening Post.
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LigET AND DARK
The Optimist: ‘‘That boy will be
President some day.”’
The Pessimist: ‘‘That boy will be
Viee-President some day.”’—Puck.

-

Nursie KNEwW

Former President Taft tells this
one on himself :

““There is a lad of my acquaintance
in New Haven,’’ said Mr. Taft, ‘‘who
used to bite his nails. ‘See here,’
said his nurse to him one day, ‘if you
keep biting your nails like that, do
vou know what will happen to
vou?’”’

‘ ‘NO,,
‘What?t’ *’

“‘You’ll swell up like a balloon
and burst.””’

“The boy believed his nurse. He
stopped biting his nails at once. About
a month after the discontinuance of
his habit he encountered me at lunch-
eon. He surveyed me with stern dis-
approval. Then he walked over and
said to me accusingly :

““ “You bite your nails!’ '—Every-
body’s.

said the youngster.

#e

Gor His

A writer of plays was reading a
new work before a company of the
French Society of Comedy, and pres-
ently was disturbed by the sight of
one of the members, M. Got, fast
asleep. The author stopped and re-
proved the sleeper. He was reading
his play to the committee in order to
obtain their opinion. How could a
man who was asleep give an opinion?

M. Got rubbed his eyes and remark-
ed, ‘‘Sleep is an opinion.”” There was
no appeal from this verdiet.—Chris-
tian Register.

CONCERNED
0ld Lady (to nephew on leave from
the front) : ‘“Good-bye, my dear boy,
and try and find time to send a post-
card to let me know you are safely
back in the trenches!’’—Punch.



SAFE 7O TRY

A friend of Nat Goodwin’s was
staying with the actor at his home in
California, in the hope of obtaining
relief from chronie dyspepsia. One
day he was taking a walk along the
beach with his host.

““I have derived relief from drink-
ing a glass of salt-water from the
tide,’” said the invalid solemnly. ‘‘Do
you think I might take a second?’’

Goodwin reflected deeply. ‘‘Well,”’
he replied, with equal seriousness, ‘1
don’t think a second would be miss-
ed.”’—Osteopathic Magazine.

Kepr IN Hor WATER

The only unoccupied room in the
hotel—one with a private bath in con-
nection with it—was given to the
stranger from Kansas. The next
morning the clerk was approached by
the guest when the latter was ready
to check out.

““Well, did you have a good night’s
rest?’’ the clerk asked.

‘““No, I didn’t,”’ replied the Kan-
san. ‘‘The room was all right, and
the bed was pretty good, but 1 could
not sleep very much, for I was afraid
some one would want to take a bath,
and the only door to it was through
my room.’’

HisToRICAL

Miss Smith, the teacher, was hear-
ing the history class. The pupils
seemed unusually dull.

““Now,”” she said, ‘‘Mary followed
Edward VI., didn’t she?”’

““Yes, ma’am,’’ replied a little girl.

‘“And now, who followed Mary?’’
asked the teacher hopefully. All was
silent for a moment, then Elsie raised
Fer hand.

“Yes, Elsie?’” queried the teacher.
““Who followed Mary?’’

““Her little lamb, teacher,’”’ said
Elsie triumphantly. — Harper’s
Monthly.
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Voice of Captain (through tube) -
““There’s a submarine about, Mae.
Can you whack her up any more$’’

Chief Engineer: ‘““Ay, Ah’ll get
anither two knots if I ha’e to burn
whusky !”’—Punch.

CRUEL SPITE

Village Haberdasher: ‘‘Yew take
it from me, sir, folk in our village be
very spiteful agin the Germans, ‘Why
Oi reckon Oi've sold fifty ’andker:
chers wi’ Kitchener’s face on em!’”
—Punch.

BILLy SNUDAY’S REVISED VERSION

Here is the Old Testament of David
and Goliath as translated by Billy
Sunday into modern slang for the
benefit of the New Jersey legislators -

David was the youngest son. He.
had to wear his brothers’ hand-me-
downs. His father told him one day
to go and say to his brothers, wheo
were fighting in the trenches with
Saul’s army : ‘“Your mother’s getting
nervous about you. You haven 't
'phoned her in a long time.’’

When David got to the battlefield
he saw Goliath. ‘“Who's that big lob-
ster?”’ he asked. His brothers said :
‘“Why, he’s the main cheese of thé
Philistines.”” David said: *‘ Ape you
guys going to let that stiff pull a blufr
like that? Are you going to let him
get away with it? I’m going to it1**

King Saul fixed David up with'
some armour, but it was four sizes toq
big, and David threw it away. He
got his sling and some smooth stones
ou%v of theG creek.

hen Goliath saw David he
him the ha-ha. “‘Look who’s hesstes
he said. e kidded David. :

“Is that so?’’ yelled David. Ang
he whirled his sling and soaked Go-
liath on the coco between the lam
The giant went to the mat and
the count. David took Goliath ’g
sword and chopped off the giant’g
head.

And the gang beat it.
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More Nourishment

You make food

__——I ess Cost much more nour-
ishing if you add

Bovril—and a little Bovril goes a long way. Its
body-building powers have been proved 10 to 20
times the amount taken. [t increases food value and
saves kitchen waste.

s

/"'\ : “THE \ '
o, (Ingersolly N ws

like Butter.”
TRIO

Here is a delicious trio—prepared
from the finest ingredients money
can buy. Each has a character-
istic flavor and can be used in
innumerable dainty ways.
Ingersoll Cream Cheese

is a real cream cheese—rich in cream—
pure and nourishing—far nicer than ordi-

nary cheese. 15c. and 25c. a package.
Ingersoll Pimento Cheese

Pure INGERSOLL CREAM CHEESE
and sweet Spanish Pimentos. Very appe-
tizing. 10c. and 15¢c. a package.

Ingersoll Green Chile Cheese

Pure ' INGERSOLL CREAM CHEESE
with spicy California Green Chile. Pigquant
and tasty. 15c. a pacluge.

The Ingersoll Packing Co. Ltd.
N Ingersoll, Ont.
:
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BUY
MADE-IN-CANADA
CORSETS

S

A
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contribute to
the $700,000.00
sent from Canada in 1913 to
corset makers in the United States

and to the $245,000.00 paid in customs on them?

Keen Canadian Shoppers have for years bought the “D & A" and the “La
Diva" Corsets in preference to the Imported, because they are better value:
Justify our statement by comparing ** D& A" and the *“ La Diva "’ against foreign makes:
It's only a few old style prejudiced firms who do not sell these Made-in-Canada Corsets:

145

o
WHY put up one day long:e

with the worry and expe?
of a public garage?

9Q‘PERFECT”’ S
PEDLAR'S 277 GARAGE
£ do-
are saving motorists thousands © Jete
lars yearly in rent charges. Compma”
in every detail—large front doors’sr o
rear door—two windows in sides ©

P00,

roof — all framework — hardware /sily
included in the price. No extras necessary. Shipped in sectional parts which are i

erected without skilled labor.
Write Nearest Branch for Garage Booklet C.M.

THE PEDLAR PEOPLE, LIMITED

ESTABLISHED 1861
Executive Office and Factories: QSHAWA, ONT. 18P
Branches: — Montreal, Ottawa, Toronto, London, Winnipeg:
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. A Convalescent can build back to health only by avoiding wrong habits
Ating and drinking, among the most harmful of which is coffee-drinking.

of ?Offee may agree with some persons for a time. To others it is a
l'ep:ilrte Poison, and its daily blows impair health—sometimes beyond

Ma“y physicians use and recommend

POSTUM

in place of coffee.

remelf You conclude that it's more fun to be well than to drink coffee,
€r there’s a delicious Java-like flavour in Postum—and some
Nourishment, too—including the vital mineral salts which Nature
'es for her rebuilding of body, brain and nerves.

r \ine
Squj

%&1 Reason” for POSTUM—Made in Canada

’
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Known the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

CurrLers TO His MAjJESTY

SHEFFIELD - - - ENGLAND

Plain Sauce Chili Sauce Tomato Saucé

A palatable and nourishing meal pre-
pared from the highest grade beans and
flavoured with delicious sauces.

Cooked to perfection and requiring to0
be warmed for a few minutes only, they
provide an ideal summer dish and save
you the labour and discomfort of pre-
paration in a hot kitchen.

The 2's tall size is sufficient for ap
ordinary family.

1
W. CLARK, Limited 4 < Montre?” |
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MADE IN CANADA
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Robinson’s ‘“Patent” Barley

Recommended by Leading Physicians Everywhere

Leading physicians have too much at stake to
endorse preparations which are not absolutely re-
liable. Robinson’s “ Patent ” Barley is recommended
by the leading physicians everywhere as a most
nourishing and most easily digested food for infants
and young children.

A £50 PRIZE BABY

Mrs. Ethel Hodge of Trafalgar Cres., Bridlington, Yorks., writes,

speaking about the boy whose picture is here reproduced:—

“He is a fine, healthy and strong boy, as shown by the
photo, having been entirely fed on your * Patent” Barley
and milk from three months old. He was entered in the
“Daily Sketch ** competition of last year and came on top in his
division, thereby winning a prize of £50.

Write to-day for our booklet “ Advice to mothers”
—an indispensable book for every mother.

MAGOR, SON & COMPANY, LIMITED
403 St. Paul St., Montreal Sole Agents for the Dominion 30 Church St., Toront®

—

/

The best surprise is always Ganong’s

/
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THE QUALITY
OF THE DYE

If all dye materials were the same it would
be unnecessary and useless to advertise per-
manency of color in any cloth, but the
grades of dye vary even more than the
grades of woo that go into the cloth.

VICKERMAN’S

Serges and Cheviots

NEVER FADE

No inferior dye is ever used in woollens

bearing their Trade Mark

| §.4 BVIGKERMAN 3SONSI™ &4

This is of particular interest to-day when the
shortage of good dye stuffs is very acute and
the cost correspondingly high.

THE GUARANTEE REMAINS THE SAME
BECAUSE THE QUALITY IS THE SAME

NISBET & AULD, Limited, TORONTO

Wholesale Selling Agents for Canada.
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The First Successful Detachable ‘ I . o
Rowboat and Canoe Motor was HERB 1Is n

the Evinrude. fof
Before you buy a detachable more reason

Motor it will pay you to investigate serv i n g p o0 r

the exclusive features, unique advan-
tages and superior quality of the 1915 COffee than for
making omeletS

model. I
Detachable Motor of stale eggs. I
IS SAFE, SIMPLE, SERVICEABLE .
The automatic reverse (an exclusive
"' __ Evinrude feature) is of tremen-
dous advantage in maneuvering
for a landing, or pass-
ing other craft.
This wonderful little
motor can be attached
to any rowboat or
canoe in a minute. It
develops a speed of
from two to eight miles
per hour. Is perfect in
design, dependable,
and so simple a child
can operate it. Some

of its many advantages

Automatic Reverse
Maxim Silencer

Built-in Magneto
Weedless Propeller

It’s Light, but Powerful.

Simply use rea”
sonable care if
making,and start
with -

Shall we mazl our handsome catalogue
and send you the name of our

Nearest Canadian Agent ?

Melchior, Armstrong & Dessau
116 S BROAD STREET,  NEW YORK CITY
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o What a Million Mothers Avoid

More than a million careful mothers have intuitively known the
dangers of poisonous fly destroyers. They have known that such
& preparations contain arsenic in deadly quantities. They have realized
the peril to little children that accompanies the use of fly poisons.

But for those who have not learned of these dangers, we quote
from a recent issue of the Child Betterment Magazine, which
comments upon 35 cases of children being poisoned last year :

“The danger to children is great, and the danger to adults is by no means
inconsiderable.”

In the December issue of The Journal of the Michigan State
Medical Society, an editorial on the same subject cites 47 cases

« and goes on to state :
“ Arsenical fly poisons are as dangerous as the phosphorus match. They
should be abolished. There are as efficient and more sanitary ways of
catching or killing flies. And fly poisons, if used at all, should not be used
in homes where there are children, or where children visit.”

« ANGLEFO

*“The Sanitary Fly Destroyer™
Non-Poisonous

Catches the Germ with the Fly
Made in Canada by

-THE O. & W. THUM CO.
Dept. 275 Walkerville, Ont.
American Address : Grand Rapids, Mich.

HERE are thirty models
of the UNDERWOOD
for every purpose of record-

Ng, accounting, or statisti-
Cal work,

Oncerning one of these special
3 Purpose UNDERWOODS
Manufacturer says:

“ The condensed Billing Typewriter which you installed for us has saved

its c
Ost every three months. We consider it the best investment we ever made.”

United Typewriter Company, Limited
Underwood Building
135 Victoria Street, Toronto
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Old Ways

Merely Quieted

The Corn

The New Way Ends It

Some folks still cling to liquids, to
inefficient plasters, or to merely paring
corns.

i

They wrong themselves.

Their own friends keep free from
corns by using Blue=jay plasters.

They apply one in a jiffy, then forget
the corn. In 48 hours, without pain or
soreness, the entire corn comes out.

A famous chemist found this way
which makes corns out-of-date. One can’t
prevent them easily, but to keep them is
folly.

Millions of people know that.

There is nothing quite so0
appetizing for Breakfast as

I Fearman’s Star Braﬂd
i Bacon.

|| and at the present Pfi‘?c:
||| there is nothing mor

Blue-jay

Plasters

15 and 25 cents—at Druggists

Samples Mailed Free | economical.
Bauer & Black, Chicago and New York 4 |
Makers of Physicians’ Supplies j Ask F U Grocer fO”
/1 9 d
Fearman’s Star Bran®
arine
Engines Made by stk
: "Ae'l S.tandnd 4eCyclf Marine Mc.nor" F’ w ; Fearman Co.’ Limlte s
Ty et i Hamilton.

/
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—__ “MADE IN CANADA’
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Summer
[ces

Cooling creams

and ices “‘stan

eieem better” and are
s smoother if

\ ' E made with
|

“This Drink Will Suit You K N O X

”
the Hot Weather. "SPARKLING

\

You will be delighted with \I *GELATINE

CO ] = (It’s Granulated)
® ltisthe secretof home-
SGR AV E S made frozendainties—
this Grape Juice

H lf =
alf-and - Half

Sherbet will prove it.
t .
1S the choicest brew

Grape Juice Sherbet
Soak 14 envelope Knox
ro ]
i ™ the finest hops
q malt,

IR

T
i

i)

o 4

|
[
Ay

AW

for

Sparkling Gelatine in 4 cup
cold water 5 minutes, Make
asyrup by boiling 1 cupsugar
and 1% cup boiling water ten
minutes, and add soaked gel-
atine. Cool slightly and add
1 pint grape juice, 4 table-
spoonfuls lemon juice, } cup
orange juice; then treeze.
Serve in glasses and garnish
with canged violets or fruit,
if desired.
Send for FREE
Recipe Book

It contains many economical
Dessert, Jelly, Salad, Pudding
and Candy Recipes. It is free
foryour grocer’s name. Pint
sample (enough to make this
grape sherbet) for 2-centstamp
and grocer's name.

CHAS. B. KNOX CO.

499 Knox Avenue
Johnstown, N.Y.

Packed in
Montreal, P.Q.
snd
ohnstown,N Y |1

0
YT dealer will ship

ou,
b T order wherever
U wish,

T :
elepholle him to-day.

Oor
the OVer half a century
MeantOngve label has

ang the best in malt The ONLY

(\} Chill-Proof
P beVerages' Beer.
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Anastiomatc
nd

Auwutographic

§27.%

The New 32 KODAK

Has the autographic feature whereby you can date and title
your films at the time of exposure, is fitted with the new Kodak
Anastigmat f£.7.7 lens—a lens that leaves nothing to be desired
in definition (sharpness) and flatness of field and has mor®
speed than even the best of the Rapid Rectilinear lenses.

The shutter is the Kodak Ball Bearing with instantaneous
speeds of 1/25, 1/50 and 1/100 of a second and of course the
usual time and ‘‘bulb” actions. High grade in every detail.

No. 3a Autographic Kodak, pictures 334 x 5%, Kodak Anastigmat lens f.7.7. -  $27.50
Do., with Rapid Rectilinear lens e - R S T s 22.50

Catalogue free at your dealers, or by mail

CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited, TOROND
/




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 33

S

“ My baby was so sick that both
she ang 1 were almost dead—
my mother prevailed on me to
use your—

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing S)’l'“P

She had raised her children on it.
My baby is now doing well, sleeps
S sound as anyone, is cutting
BEr teeth and she and I are both
Comfortable,

MRs. LueLLA KELLIHER,
Woodland, California.

Mrs. Winslow’s
Soothing Syrup
For Children Teething

SOLD EVERYWHERE

e ——

-
A Perfume for the
Most Refined Taste

A leader amongst leaders,
After being in use for

NEARLY A CENTURY

Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA
WATER

is just as popular as ever

BECAUSE"

IT is a Floral Extract of
absolute purity and
enduring fragrance ;

it refreshes and revives as

does no other Perfume ;
it is delightfulin the Bath
and the finest thing after

Shaving : because it 18, in
fact, the most reliable
@ and satisfactory Toilet
@ Perfume made. st

Ask your Druggist for lt
Accept no Substitute!

EDDY'S MATCHES are and
have been for more than sixty
years, leaders and standards of
Canadian trade and all think-
ing Canadians will continue to

always insist upon having

none but

EDDY’'S MATCHES

L et e
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Z1G-ZAG HEAT TUBES
HeaT EVERY ROOM ALIKE

SAVE 307 OF YOUR
COAL BILL S

By using the Kelsey warm air heating system. Write | |

s for proof of this statement. The peculiar construc- [l
tion of the Kly with the Zngh ttb or |
long corrugated s effects this saving in the coal.

Less Coal But More Heat

The Kelsey pays for itself in the first few years by this
saving, besides ensuring a well ventilated house

For further information write

THE JAMES SMART MANUFACTURING COMPANY, Limited
Brockville, Ont.

’ The Parest ¢Best Beer

Made in Canada g
lllﬂllllllllll||||l|||||ll||||l|l|l!l||lW\N\lN\\\\\\Illlilllll IllmlilllllIllll\li\\\\lilllIllﬂllIINIIN\HHIINIIHHl|||‘ ‘|||||l|l|||||
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Pilséner
Lager

T !|l|l' @
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In writing us her mother says :

“When she was born she weighed eight pounds.
From the first it was necessary to find a suitable tood for
her, and I experienced the greatest difficulty in getting any-
thing she could digest. The first four months of her life
were the most distressing I ever knew, for she wasted away
till she only weighed five pounds. She was so delicate at
this time that I could not handle her without supporting her
on a pillow.

“We had all given up hopes of saving her life when
the Doctor ordered me to get Glaxo for her. The Doctor
told me all about Glaxo—of its purity—its freedom from
starch and the ease with which it is digested, and considered
that the baby's only hope lay in Glaxo.

“ Results proved the doctor's words to be true. From
the day I started to use Glaxo she began to grow healthy,
strong and happy. She is now two years and two months

\
SE
M FOR THIS FREE BOOK old and it would be impossible to find a more healthy or

bonnier baby.”

GL
]Axov 418 Dominion Bank Building, Toronto.
€ase send me your FREE 72 page Baby Book

L N British British
Address .................................. Made A Made
g 5 3
e BUILDS BONNIE BABIES

T he « WN”’
Lohe BROWN A 20 Pay Life Result
OSE LEAF LEDGER, | | in_The Great-West Life

Bi b
nde"‘Sheets, Specialties $5000. 20 Pay Life. Age 30
Issued 1895. Premium $150.30

CASH VALUE AT END
OF TWENTY YEARS:

RESERVE Sl aaie ..o $ 2405
PROFIES G ey 1920
WOTRLYL o B $ 4325

Policyholder has paid in twenty years $ 3006

THE BES : - He receives back all his premiums,

T IS THE. CHEAPEST has had $5000 Life Insurance for

Vs twenty years free, and receives in
Solid and flat on the>desk, AddItom S e e e $ 1319

Perfect flat opening,

A ;
olds sheets arely. nd there are other valuable options.

Look into these exceedingly
attractive plans.

BR OMa”"factured by b
Simc WN BROS. Great-West Life Assurance Co.

o HEAD OFFICE:—
" AND PEARL STS., TORONTO. i G

LIMITED

N
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Sugar
HOME JAM -MAKERS

THIS HINT MAY SAVE YOUR JAM.

It is not everyone who knows that no matter how fresh the berries
how thoroughly the jam is cooked, nor how clean the jars are, preserve
are absolutely sure to spoil if the sugar used contains organic matter—
impurities—and many sugars do.

As chemical tests are unpractical—home jam-makers might profit by
the experience of others and insist on being supplied with St. LalWl'ff”Ce
Extra Granulated Sugar which has always, and for many years gives
satisfaction. It tests over 99.99% pure and is refined exclusively i
cane sugar.

IT"S WORTH THE WHILE OF THOSE MAK-
ING JAMS OR JELLIES TO INSIST ON
ST. LAWRENCE EXTRA GRANULATED SUGAR.

are

Buying in the Refinery sealed packages, avoids mistakes and assures cleanliness 3’:?‘
correct weights. Sold in 21b. and 5 Ib. cartons and bags of 10, 20, 25 and 100 1bs. an g
3 sizes of grain: fine, medium and coarse. Any good dealer can fill your oF

ST. LAWRENCE SUGAR REFINERIES, LIMITED - MONTREAL

> 4

--“------’---’-------’

; : : oW
It is not a question of “ Do you wash clothes?” but ‘;ql":n
do you do your Washing? On the same old-fas"? 4,
back-breaking, rub board? The results never can warfa®

hard slavery this entails when the R

CONNOR 2% WASHEES

will do the Washing in less than half the time, in the most modert 2
fatiguing way, and without any wear and tear on the clothes. Supply3
Why not let us send you our booklet on this machine. We caf
machine anywhere in Canada. Write to-day to— A ONT'
J. H. CONNOR & SON., LTD. - : OTTAWS
> 4

.--“----------------7

“GURD'S” Ginger Ale “GURD'S" Caledonia Waiét

There is nothirg quite like ecither, for both are “ THE BEST” AL
CHARLES GURD & CO., Limited - - MONTRE
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e

CANADA

Put Your Hand To The Plow!
ty to

Every fresh furrow means greater success for you, added prospert les
Canada, increased strength to the Empire and surer victory for the I
The farmers of Canada are today playing an all-important part in the Euro

conflict. :

Hon. W. T. White, Canadian Minister of Finance, says:i“In order tro
meet our interest payments abroad, sustain our share of the burden of the V.van'
and promote to the greatest possible degree prosperity throughout the Dommnio™
it is the duty of all Canadian citizens to co-operate in producing as MU
possible of what can be used or sold. For Canada at this juncture the walct,

word of the hour should be production, production, and again productio™

pes

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

Y. D-SCO1T, Esq., Superintendent of Immigration, Ottawa, Canada'

or

L, OBED SMITH, Esq., Assistant Superintendent of Emigration,

-13 Charing Cross, London, . W., England. /
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DIAMONDS
$1.2.3 Weekly

aVe mone i
m y on your Dia-
Wonds by buying from us.

lere& are Diamond Impor-

\Wz

We gu'al;erms 20 per cent down, $1-2-3 weekly.

antee you every advantage in price and quality.
We g Write today for Catalog, it is free.
at oy

end Diam 2 >
onds to an t @
Eerpena. y part of Canada, for inspection

We aug‘{’,mems may be made weekly or monthly.
a Special Discount ot 10 per cent for cash.

AC
OBS BROS. - Diamond Importers,

Qﬂto Arcade, Toronto, Can.

Surround Your Lawn, Garden
and Yards With

PEERLESS

Lawn Fencing

ORNAMENTAL fencing serves
a double purpose.

It not only

;‘:gtacl:es_ the beauty of your premises, but also

as Wclf it and your children and property—

treapy + It keeps out marauding animals and

w aisers. I.t protects your lawns and flowers

der). Ways gives your home grounds that or-
Yy Dleasing appearance.

| Peerless Ornamental Fencing

g: ‘gm_ result of years of fence building. It
i Uil to last — to retain its beauty and
%n‘;ﬁ for years to come and should not, be
offe used with the cheap shoddy fencing
.“l'é!d. . Peerless fence is built of strong,
Yok wire whie' will not sag and the
mﬂ:ﬂ!ﬂsglvn i;ff plus t}‘x;la heavy zinc
is e best pos ible assuran
against rust, s 5

Jend for Catalog
Shows many beautiful designs of
¥ CIng suitable for lawns, parks, ceme-
v”. etc. Agencies almost everywhere.
© agents wanted in unassigned territory.

THE BANWELL - HOXIE WIRE FENCE CO., Lid.,
Winnipeg, Man,  Hamilton, Ont.

fen,

PA

Iy, S
ENy SCOrds, end sketch for free search of Patent
‘;,ﬁe,:fi'f\mh sList“W' TO OBTAIN A PATENT and WHAT TO

ANTR fOF inyest Of Inventions Wanted and Prizes
Ep, Sty Paten‘s advertised

3. EVAN

m%IENTs SECURED OR FEE RETURNED

Wi , FREE
QTQR IDEAS, Send for our List of Patent Buyers,
S & 0., 835F Washington, D.C.

an . .
w&““’nte Short Stories ?

be | Never

Homﬂde knoy unt

O a

T
€Commendations,

anadj
adian Authors’ Service Bureau
General P, O.,

oy 3,C

.

OklagrUite pro; il you try. It is interesting work and can
e etp |}; 2:3?8- Send § cents in stamps for our * Help
S the b"epared t £8 fﬂ'eral useful pointers and explains how

e SSISt new writers to get a start. Our service

|
|
|
|

|
Toronto. | Tubes, %5¢ and 50c.

Bralm_-i3red
Cheer

Bran cheers folks up by acting as a
natural laxative. Dull days, headaches
and cross words are saved by it. It'sa
pity not to eat it as all doctors advise.

Pettijohn’s is a bran dainty. These
luscious flakes of soft wheat hide
25% of bran. ]t means better break-
fasts as well as better days.

One week will convince you. It
will show you a way to make the

bran habit delightful. Try it.

Pettijohns

Rolled W heat With the Bran

If your grocer hasn't Pettijohn’s, send us his name
and 15 cents in stamps for a package by parcel post.
We'll then ask your store to supply it. Address

THE QUAKER OATS COMPANY
East of Manitoba, Peterborough, Ont.
West of Ontario, Saskatoon, Sask. 983

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS
“EVERYBODY HAS IDEAS FOR PHOTOPLAYS OR STORIES.
We take them in any form. Criticise, revise, type, sell on commission.
Details free.” Photoplays Review Co., New Kensington, Pa., U.S.A.

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

Ac\mowl:dﬂe dto
be the finest crea-
tion of ater=

proof Co“nri

ever made. As
to see, and buy
no other. .

stores. or direct

for 25c.

THE ARLINGTON CO.
of Canada, Ltd.

58 FRAZER AVENUE
TORONTO

WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE
RY MURINE EYE REMED

No Smarting — Feels Fine— Acts Quickly.
Tryitfor Red, Weak, Watery Eyes and Gran=
ulated Eyelids. Illustrated Bookin each Pack-
age. Murine is compounded by our Oculists—
not a “‘Patent Medicine”—but used in successful
Physicians’ Practice for many years. Now dedi-
cated to the public and sold by Druggists at %c
and 60c Per Bottle. Murine Kye Salvein Aseptic
Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago
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“JULIAN SALE”

THE NAME BEHIND THE GOODS IS YOUR
GUARANTEE FOR THE QUALITY

—

A handsome and useful
Present for

the Bride

Could any article that one might
present make a more sensible—mor€
useful—better appreciated and a more
lasting remembrance of the ‘“happiest
of days” than one of these perfectly
appointed wardrobe trunks.

A most appropriate gift for Bride or Groom.

Rite-hite Wardrobe Trunks

the most completely appointed and fitted trunk on the market to-da¥
—great capacity—very compact and made for service. The prices aré

$30, $38.50, $45, $60, $75, $80.

Berth-high Steamer Wardrobe Trunks

with a garment capacity nearly double that of any other tl.'unk of
the same size. Equally suitable for land or sea travel. The prices ar¢

$30, $37.50, $40, $50.

Write for Special Booklet

—

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Limited
105 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO :
RS

/
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Feel the thrill in matching your
skill with the cunning of bass,

trout, pickerel or giant “lunge.” : —-

French River Point au Baril Georgian Bay :
Kawartha Lakes  Rideau Lakes The Muskokas

Good fishing in almost virgin waters, good
living at camp, hotel or boarding house, and
Out-of-Doors to put red blood in your veins.

For new Folder, ** Resorts in Ontario,” wrile

— A
v o Il
Particulars from any Canadian Pacific Ticket Agent, or write
M-‘G. MURPHY, %istrict Passenger Agent, Canadian Pacific CANANAN/
Railway, Toronto. \PACIHC 4
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In Times of War

the income of the person whose capital is invested 18
stocks and bonds, even of the highest class, is liable
to be adversely affected. At such times the valuc Y
a substantial balance in the Savings Department ©
THE BANK OF BRITISH NORTH AMERICA

is apparent.
Your capital is safe, unaffected by disturbed cof”

ditions, and always at your disposal; while at the same
time your income is assured.

THE BANK OF BRITISH NORTH AMERICA

CAPITAL (Fully Paid) $4,866,666 .. Reserve Fund $3,017,33
Head Office:—LONDON, ENG, .- Head Office in Canada:—MONTREAIf
H. B. MACKENZIE, General Manager, Montreal
SAVINGS DEPARTMENT AT ALL BRANCHES o

Take Your Vacatiol
At Muskoka Lakes;

Come to this region of congenial summer hotels #
cottages, excellent camping spots, splendid ﬁShmfc,l
picturesque canoe routes — winding streams
many delightful islands. Make your summer
in this ideal resort district. Beautiful small isla®
= = and choice locations for sale.

TAKE THE CANADIAN NORTHERN WRITE TODAY FOR THES
RY. to the ﬁqest recreation districts in  ‘“ Where to Fish and Hunt — [a's
Canada, including: Lake St. John District, ~Lake St. Joseph, Quebec ”’—* Musko t
Muskoka Lakes, Rideau Lakes, Lake Lake Shore Line”—‘Summer 40015
Edward, Que., Georgian Bay and Parry Along the Road by the Sea it O
Sound as well as many others. in Canada.”

hom®
ds

Enjoy a real recreation and rest for tired nerves in the picturesque
lakes, streams and wooded isles of Muskoka Lakes District. CANAD

For further particulars as to rates and service apply to nearest

C. N. R. Agent, or General Passenger Department, 68 King /

Street East, Toronto, Ont. : /
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CALIFORNIA - 1915

PANAMA EXPOSITIONS

Feb. 20th to Dec. 4th, 1915 Jan. Isé to-Dec: 31st 1915

SAN FRANCISCO SAN DIEGO

e 2
' Tower or Tower of Jewels

Travel to California via the Grand
Trunk Pacific. The same fares in
most cases (and an additional charge on
low excursion fares to cover the cost of
meals and berths on Pacific Coast Steam-
ships) apply on this magnificent new scenic
route as on the more direct routes from
Winnipeg, St. Paul, Chicago and all eastern
points. The New Transcontinental is
as great in magnitude and interest as the
Panama Canal. You see the Canadian
Rockies at their best and the wonderful
Fraser and Skeena Rivers of British Col-
umbia besides enjoying a two days trip
through the “Norway of America’” on
the G.T.P. Coast Steamships—the surest,
finest and fastest in that service. A short
side trip can be made from Prince Rupert
to Alaska, which time and expense might
not permit from a southern port. No other
transportation company can offer the choice
of routes or the attractions that the Grand
Trunk System has arranged for 1915 to
California and the Pacific Coast.

! co

Lowest Fares Electric Lighted Trains Fine Service
Modern Equipment Unexcelled Dining Car Service

. For e e
l"'llou st:‘.te'- f“l! particulars and advertising matter, apply to any agent of the Company or to W. E. Duperow,

o0, Winnipeg; ]J. Quinlan, Bonaventure Station, Montreal, or C. E. Horning, Union Station, Toronto.

G p
; ?;ELL, W. P. HINTON,
§ <238enger Traffic Manager, Asst. Passenger Traffic Manager
\""--- MONTREAL MONTREAL
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Nia
‘ ‘fo ;\e Sea‘

trip you'll ** write
home about ”

Nowhere else in the world will you find a holida¥=" yes:
diverting or so full of variety. Eight hundred miles o e_se"
& : rivers and rapids, included in our trip from Niagara-tO' Ontari"'

N \/“‘ From Niagara Falls to Toronto; thence over Lake the 2
: through the picturesque Thousand Islands ; followed bg quai”t

citing descent of the marvellous Rapids to Montreal an ad uf

Canada Steamship Lines, Limited

26 Victoria Square, Montreal ¢

old Quebec; then on down the Lower St. Lawrenc® =, as¢
FARES FROM the famous Saguenay Canyon with its capes “Tﬂnltsytlxmﬂ‘r
NIAGARA FALLS ““Eternity'’; and finally along the Gaspe Coast to the ouﬂdj
R resorts of Prince Edward Island and Nova SCOtl"‘:lmstl—a’f‘a
andreturn .. $18.55 |  attractive, doesn’t it ? Then write for our beautifully * cov®
To. Quebsc and book that describes it fully. Enclose 6c. in stamps
petUIT . i 25.90 cost of mailing'
To Saguenay
{‘;‘r":faﬂd”‘ s Thomas Henry, Passenger Traffic Manager

y
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| Hidden
defects
)~ inRoofing

\ If your roofing is not guaran-
\ teed by a responsible company
you run the risk of finding out

its defects after it is on the roof.
It costs no more to get a written guaran-
tee with the best responsibility behind it.

. @ o oo Buy materials that last
as & ‘ro:.znow b ; =
s : g eruain-tee
Tgﬂﬁ:o:‘th‘gOHdcxful vacation yet —a thousand mile i
AR I R R AT Y

o Of prim S fontt $
s AWy, eval nature—shady majestic woods, delightfy
leco’“ 3 ﬂuhin?ilg:% scenery. Every pleasure is there — (lu;fhlinlglnl

Mmodnuons a N8, camping, sight-seeing. First-class hotel

I
Roofing

—OQur leading product—is guaranteed 5 years for
1-ply, 10 years for 2-ply and 15 years for 3-ply. We
also make lower priced roofing, slate surfaced shing-
les, building papers, wall boards, out-door paints,
plastic cement, etc.

Ask your dealer for products made by us. They are
reasonable in price and we stand behind them.

General Roofing Manufacturing Co.

World’s largest manufacturers of Roofing
and Building Papers
New York City Chicsgo  Philadelphia St. Louis
Boston Cleveland Pittsburgh Detroit San Francisco
Cincimpatti Mi poli Kansss City Seattle
Atlanta Houston Lon’en Hamburg Sydney

nd hoarding houses at reasonabl
oast l.i : g at reasonable rates.
a:;?“to Ma:); to Mackins c—Six Trips Weekly K‘(’)“,,f ‘¥§;23';,"‘;‘§};‘{
u‘e v’°ekly m"lﬂ.g Island wnd Way Ports. Special steamer, two
uq?““ﬂ’lnd ln leveland, June 25th to September 10th, direct to
b"‘m tion M‘)ovo stops en route except at Detroit and Alpena.
bty b ang Cle e, D. & C. Line operates daily service between

Dehuivela,nd‘and Detroitand Buffalo. Delightful day trips
i Dﬂ“yts:rx:,di ‘(/leveln.nd during July and Augnst, fou¥tri£s
ad icke‘t ce between Toledo and Put-In-Bay.

ehb“ gs "“Weens %r cepted for transportation on D. & C. Line
Ql‘eu irection, S etroit and Buffalo or Detroit and Cleveland,
Tatey letes M.ap E‘I‘l(;’lnttwp cent stamp for illustrated pamphlet and
i Bq il ddregg. iy Y.e}::}ils]?éemforma“on regarding routes and
s G, Tqy;

ey Ofder poman” Send one dollar cash or
Mﬁﬂ,’,“ sm,}'ﬁg’zrﬂ & C. Goed Luck xolden Trog
ST g 1\n33§:ﬁ;‘ﬂ§i‘;:‘000h pin, set with

n. Passenger Agent.

a
Mistic poster stamps sent on receipl of five cenls.

../

NAvROIT
wAvx(;AT,gNCu::vaND

ayn COMPANY
A "H!Lpe}{s'ﬁ Detroit, Michigan
.A'SCHAM'- CMILLAN, President,
D.g ¢ gw"“’l‘ﬂs.&(}en. Mgr.
Ney 1y Steamers arr ’
i e g e

QUEBEG GENTRAL RAILWAY

The only line running through Pullman
sleeping cars between

Quebec and Boston

and

Quebec and New York

and through Pullman Parlor cars between

Quebec and Portland

passing through the heart of

The White Mountains

Dining or Buffet car service on
all trains

it
Great Lak i {
Eng, “’ica.l 5 akes, and an outing in the north ¢ .
h“ntments Tes01ts of Northern Michigan await yog w’it;ln:ﬂt{ge
|

For timetables and further information
apply to
J. H. Walsh, E. O. Grundy,

General Manager Gen. Passenger Agent

B-2 SHERBROOKE, QUE.
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Giants Of

\

WO\\ e

DIAMOND NAME PLATE

f‘ fj“{ ”f.’ e

All the tlme ﬁ% /%9

esistlessly the mighty Niagara
River pours over the Falls, its
energy imprisoned and conver-

ted into a great driving power.

Roesistlessly the power of all the 1mpr1soncd
gas is cxplodcd dxrcctly behind the piston in the
McLaughlin “ Valve-in-Head” Motor. This dif-
ect explosion of all the gas enables the McLaughlin

Valve-in-Head” Motor to deliver its mighty
power— power greater than any other type ©
motor-—and this delivery of power is the primary
fundamental function of an automobile motor:

RRIAGE
Gﬂ ‘“eaCAlce& aclories O' LI
\x\‘k“ OHS l?'lj-{fWAFO}:TARIO MITED‘ g

Branches: Londo® OB-C'

St. John, N.B,; Montreal, Que.; Belleville, Ont.; Toronto, Ont.; Hamilton, Onf-;v nco‘“’“'
. Va

Winnipeg, Man. ; Regina, Sask.; Saskatoon, Sask.; Calgary, Alta,; Edmonton, Alta. ;
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Introducing McLaughlin 1916 Models

“EVERY ONE A SIX”

hig ;. .

Our cls the year of ** Sixes "’ and in presenting
We g ?Plete line for 1916—** every car a six "’
Mept i° Conscious that the element of experi-
tegtg . > eliminated. Prolonged and severe
Qlusivender the most stringent conditions, con-
h\lilt ¥ PrC?ved that the six-cyclinder car, as
autqmg Us, is the embodiment of the latest in
Weng w_lle construction. We make this state-
Many¢ ith all the weight of our 45 years of
. acturing experience.

g a.ch “w

My in ; tMCLaughlin-Six "’ expresses individual-
thing di;beauty of design and finish—some-
Xquigjy. -cAt—and an inspection of the seven
hig roq . Models will convince any person that
; QUirements can be thoroughly satisfied.

nq

DProg Yeit, Owing to the vast increase in our
man“fac(:n With consequent economy in our
greatlyi uring schedule, we are able to offer a
Mproved car at a greatly reduced price.

WL

Abbreviated Specifications
of 1916 MODELS
“D-55"—Six-cylinder, seven passenger

touring car, 50 to 55 H.P., 4347 tires,
130”7 wheelbase, cantilever springs.

Price, Lo s i $2150.
¢“D-54"—Six-cylinder runabout, same
chassis as “D-55". Price......$2125.

““D-45"—Six-cylinder, five passenger

touring car, 40 to 45 H.P., 4/ tires,

11515” wheelbase, cantilever springs.

PrICe i, b vk SRS « $1385.
Also Sedan type body.

“D-44"-—Six-cylinder runabout, same
chassis as ““D-45". Price .... $1325.
Also Coupe-landaulet body.

“D-60"—Six-cylinder, five passenger
touring car, 30 to 35 H.P., 3157 tires,
110” wheelbase. Price......... $1085.

These Prices all F.O.B. Oshawa.

Head Office & Factories
O SHAWA ONTARIO.

O. L IMITED

Branches:
i Montreal, Que.; Bellville, Ont.; Toronto, Ont.; Hamilton, Ont.; London, Ont.;
an.; Regina, Sask.; Saskatoon, Sask.; Calgary, Alta.; Edmonton, Alta.; Vancouver, B.C. .

e
i

ty
Wig 2. N.B
lnlllpe g,
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Asked how he recognized a Traction
Tread Tire in action so easily, a motorist
said, “ Why, look at the fine features of
that fellow!” Those who value time and
detest annoying delays are never with-
out “THE MASTER TIRE.”

DUNLOP TIRE & RUBBER GOODS Co., Limited.

Head Office: TORONTO. Branches in leading cities.

Makers of Tires for Automobiles, Motor Trucks, Motorcycles,
Bicycies and Carriages, Rubber Belting, Packing, Hose, Heels,
Mats, Tiling and General Rubber Specialties,

\\

ANANRARNNANANNNANN

Tell7,

2<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<
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“MADE IN CANADA”

Ford Touring Car
Price $590

The best that money can buy—is the labor
that goes into the Canadian Ford. Our
workmen are the highest paid motor car
mechanics in the British Empire. This
means dollars saved in after expense to
the man who drives a Ford ‘‘Made in Can-
ada.” Because the Ford car is built right.
Buyers of Ford cars will share in our profits if

we sell 30,000 cars between August 1, 1914 and
August 1, 1915.

Runabout $540 ; Town Car $840; F. O. B. Ford,
Ontario, with all equipment, including electric
headlights. Cars on display and sale at any
Branch Manager—or write Ford Motor Com-
pany, Ltd., Ford, Ont., for catalogue ( E-1).
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Ask your dealer to play the latest Columbia double-disc records for yot
There is a new Columbia record list of all the latest music, including the
newest, popular dance hits, issued the 25th of every month.

Over a thousand at 85 conts—the standard Columbia price. The big
Columbia record catalog contains more than 4,000 records in every class 0
music, voecal and instrumental.

The Columbia Grafonola “Leader” at $110, as
illustrated, is a striking example of Columbia suprem-
acy. The “Leader” embodies the newest distinctive
Columbia feature—the individual record ejector. With
ordinary record racks, $100. If you have believed the
difference in talking machines was mainly one of
appearance—hear the “Leader.” A beautiful, simple,
convenient instrument with superb tone qualities.
Other Grafonolas from $20.00 to $650—and on very
easy terms if you wish.

Columbia Graphophone Company
TORONTO, ONTARIO Columbia Records Made in Canada

Oreators or the Talking Machine Industry. Pioneers and Leaders in the Talking
Machine Art. Owners of the Fundamental Patents. Dealers and
Prospective dealers, write for a confidential letter and a free
copy of our book, ‘‘Music Money.”
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When

A Woman Wants

ber summer Dresses—her |
‘frilly things*’—her fine |
nens -— to look their |
Wwhitest and daintiest—she |
1S very particular to use

LSilver Gloss'
AUNDRY STARCH

It _gives that delightful
satin finish., SEh

|

|
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YOUR GROCER HAS IT }
;

T
he Canada Starch Co., Limited, Montreal |

YOU WIND UP YOUR
CLOTHES LINE AND KEEP
IT FREE FROM RUST, DIRT,
SOOT, ETO., IN A SNUG METAL
Awg:x. PRESERVES YOUR OLOTHES.

LINg AS ATIORATOHET-HANDLETIOHTENS
CLoTig, DESIRED. NO SAGGING, NO MUDDY
YARD

NO OLOTHES PROPS. FINE FOR
16-pLy 00 RCH, OR KITOHEN—70 FT. BEST
w"SH-nAvRD' THE NEATEST, MOST DURABLE
FREE, g, A0 YOU EVER SAW. SENT POST

!mn MONEY BACK IF DISSATISFIED.

RosEENE SALES SPECIALTY CO.

GENT § CAN COIN HONEY

WRite £, OME TERRITORY LEFT
PRoy e, \EW SPRING PROPOSITION ON THIS
N SELLER. NOW IS THE TIME.

\
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Fattern.
The Continental

is an example of

the beauty that

Gharmmg
for its historical
suggestion and
most fitting to
the line o
1847 ROGERS BROS.
Silver Plate -the
trade mark which
is an American
institution.

Sold by dealers
with an unqua
ified guarantee
made possible by
. the aclualtestof
. over 65 years.

R S S

MERIDEN
Limited

Hamilton, Canada

o Horlds Lagea‘if‘ﬂa/&erséf
St‘er]rr‘r,s Silver and Plate

lies in simplicity.

?Sem{ Sfor Illustrated Cala}oé e [

BRITANNIA CO. &

Chicago
San Francisco |4
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NO JOB TOO LARGE AND NONE TOO SMALL

PRINTING AND
BOOKBINDING

s

{ An up-to-date plant in a modern
building. € We are pleased to
submit prices for any work in our
line required. Let us figure on
your next job! € We number
among our customers the largest
consumers of printed matter 10

Canada. € We deliver work when

promised.

—

T. H. BEST PRINTING CO:

LIMITED
THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE BUILDINU

200-206 Adelaide Street W., TOR%,

P




Through Your Pantry Door

B 6 The Grocerye Store

Style N
e
- -
lé
[} .
1 Vienna
e f siilee
J_n‘wanmnm. - ‘.‘_’r_‘,l_é‘zﬁ‘_t‘?{eﬁ
g ;
|
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|
2
1
|
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Il |
th}’]ﬂntry with shelves well stocked W : it
testi leby products is a powerful \ il Y |
e‘mpmal to the good judgment of AN |
Mistress of the hom . i & ‘
Ey , g 2 I
‘ m:ry demand of convenience and X 8
- Btangmy 18 fully met. The Libby » i
8 | oi e“m of quality is known and appre- ! Lo i
. 3 Libb Over the entire civiliz d world. ' |
{1 Y, MtNeill & Libby, Limied , v i
[ | Guelph, Ony s Canada "-‘ ; g tﬁfi




of Health
And that

Grape-Nuts

FOOD
builds body

and brain.

“There’s a Reason”

The
Original
and
only
Genuine

Beware of
Imitations Sold
on the Merits

of

fii oo
KL

— LIM
880R9TO C.C.RICHARDS & 00, i

ITED —

TOOTH PASTE
Delightful — Refreshing

Cleansing — Antiseptic
MEDALS 38 AWARDS

ESTABLISHED 50 YEARS

JOHN TAYLOR & CO., LTD:

LT RSV ALY BT GLE,

MINARD'S

ht and

The very soul of the flowers is cau e of

held captive in this exquisite per
6 S — ig I 4
—the first perfumers in Canada,

creators of distinctive perfumes tha
the choicest of the old world.

PANDORA

PERFUME
is a fascinating fr:lgrance—allurin%-
and thoroughly feminine. The D€
par excellence, for dainty women. NTO
JOHN TAYLOR & CO., LTD. TORO

and: the
¢ rival

subtle
rfumeé:

LINIMENT

T H. BEST PRINTING CO. LIMITED, TORONT®




