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Your Bath

You will find an Ivory Soap bath different.
Ivory works up instantly into a thick, soft, copious
lather which spreads easily over the body and
does not dry on the skin. It rinses quickly; no
soap remains in the pores. The body glows
after the “drying off” but does not shine be-
cause there is no unsaponified oil in Ivory.
Your skin never smarts or burns after an Ivory
Soap bath. Instead, you have a feeling of de-
lightful exhilaration. An added advantage of
Ivory in the bath is that it floats and is always
within reach. You are not likely to slip on it
in getting out of the tub.

i 99117 PURE

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada

T T T T T T T AT T
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SILVE R\VARE

HOSE signs of wear that you
have noticed on the back of
the bowl and handle of even

good quality silver-plated spoons
and forks are due to the silver
wearing off. But you can now buy
silver-plated flatware that is pro-
tected where the wear comes.

Ask your jeweler to show you the

Holmes & Edwards “Silver Inlaid” and
“Super Plate” Flatware.

In the “Silver Inlaid” the wear points
are protected by a welded inlay of Sterl-
ing Silver. In the “Super Plate” all
wear points receive, instead of the
Sterling inlay, a heavy extra deposit of
silver to protect them.

Guaranteed to give abundant satisface
tion with no regrets.

The Standard Silver Company
of Toronto Limited.

/7
Ja mestown

SET OF SIX TEASPOONS
Silver Inlaid, $4.25 Super-Plate, $3.25

Other Pieces in Proportion

HOLMES& EDWARDS
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When You Travel, Even in Canada

carry your funds in Travellers’ Cheques, issued
by The Merchants Bank.

Personal cheques are often refused. Money
may be lost or stolen.

Travellers’ Cheques, on the other hand, are
cashed by banks, hotels, transportation com-
panies and stores at their face values, and enable
you to raise ready money wherever you happen
to be. If lost, thL) are of no value to the finder;
if stolen or destroyed, they will be replaced with-

out extra charge. Use them for your next
journey.
Head Orfice: Montreal. CANADA Established 1864,

322 Branches in Canada extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific, of which 119
are in Ontario, 37 in Quebec, and 145 in Western Canada.

e

A list of attractive long term
Dominion and Provincial Govern-
ment Guaranteed Securities furnish-

ed upon request. Income return

Sl 10 5;%

DominNioN SECURITIES
CORPORATION LIMITED

HEAD ofFFice:. TORONTO 26 kinG sT. E.
MONTREAL ESTABLISHED 1901

LONDON, ENG,
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#fondon Glove Company

The “Ray-Buck”

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND.
An Unrivalled Variety of Gloves

at our lowest City

The ‘““Meissonier’’

-®E Ladies' 3 Button Su-
perior Quality' Real French
Kid Gloves, Gold Medal
Quality, Plain Points, in
Tans, Beavers, Pastel, Putty,
Navy, Greys, Bottle, Browns,
Black or White.

Per pair 6/3

The ““Stanhope”’
Ladies’ Be st

2 Press Buttons.

per jpr. 7/11

8“ ali t(.v,l Real

ape oves,

Pique Sewn, No. 316.

Imperial points, Ladies’ Best

in useful Tan s

shade, with 2 Quality

Press Buttons. Clhiniiais

Per pr. 10/6 Leather,

No:320. Lad- medium weight

ies'  Superior Natural shade,

gualit trong Pique Sewn,
oeskin Gloves English maks

Pique Sewn, y

Englir.hk m(ake. 2 Buttons.

In Dar srey

or Tan_shades. Per pr. 6/3

Warehouse Prices.

The ‘“‘Esperance”’
Ladies” Washable French
Kid Gloves, Gold Medal
Quality, in White only, with
3 Pearl Buttons,

Per Pair, 6/11

Extra Quality
Ladies’ Pure White Wash.

able Doeskin, tull Pique Sewn,
English made, 2 Pearl Buttons.

Per pair, 6/11

Ltd,

The “Canadian’*
Buck Finish
No. 604. A Splend;

/earing Men’s Glo::
in useful Grey shade
Prixseam Sewn, Self:
sewn Points (British

l made), 1 Press Button,

I_ Per pair, 10/‘

" — ——

Hand-sewn, Men's
Best Quality ‘‘Ray-
Buck’’ Gloves, Prix-
seam Hand-sewn; a
strong hard - wearing
Glove, in Tan or Dark
Grey shade, 1 Pearl
Button.

Per Pair, 14/6

Ladies’ Hand-sewn Stout Fabric Gauntlet
Gloves, in White or Chamois, sewn Black
Thread; in Tan or Grey, sewn Self-colored
Thread. Per pair § /11

Supplementary Departments:— Ladies’ Men's and Children’s Hosiery and Underwear
Men's and Boys’ Wear; Ladies and Children’s Boots and Shoes. »
Price Lists may be obtained free on application to the Ontario Publishing Co., Limited
200-206 Adelaide St. West; Toronto. »
Mail Orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.

s to full value of order, (including postage) should be made by Mone‘y Order, which can be obtaj
il}?ag'éttlas?ﬁ?ogzé’v iv:exchan e for Dollars and Cents at the Express Company's Offices or the Domin‘i)(,naly:;d‘
Offices; and should be made payable to The London Glove Co., Limited, London, England.

sscs The LONDDON GLOVE CO., Ltd., Cheapside, LONDON, Englang,

all Ordors

o —
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F all and Winter Suitings and Dress Fabrics

Of “Old Country” Quality, Style, and Reputation
FOR LADIES’, GENTLEMEN’S AND CHILDREN’S WEAR

There is an assurance of satisfaction in the Superior Quality of EGERTON BURNETT'S Suitings |
and Dress Fabrics which is a guarantee of long wearing service and of good appearance—essential
characteristics which have been appreciated by thousands of Ladies and Gentlemen in Canada and
other parts of the world for nearly half a century.

You may judge for yourself of the excellence of the Fabrics
which they supply by having their Fall and Winter Samples
mailed to you for examination (a post-card request is suffi-
cient) and you will then be convinced that their world-wide
reputation for Quality and Refinement is well merited.

Many Royal

B{ Appointment to
1. Appointments

M. the Queen

EGERTON BURNETT’'S
“Royal” Navy Blue Serges

are especially notesworthy because |
of the permanent character of their
colour—an important feature which
enhances their value and ensures a
lasting fresh appearance. Highly
commendable Fabrics for business
or every-day, school or street wear,

EGERTON BURNETT’S
‘““Royal’ Serges

are Pure Wool Clothing Fabrics of
dependable quality, supplied in a
large variety of makes and weights
suitable for Ladies’, Gentlemen's
and Children’s wear at prices from
$1.20 per yard, double width, in
Black, Navy Blue, Grey, Cream
and Fancy Colours.

THE HALL-MARK

" GRS,

Ggenton , JSwinetth |
Mool ol Serges

OF INTRINSIC WORTH

WELL-FITTING

Mad e-to-Measure Tailoring
EGERTON BURNETT'S made-to-measure
Suits, Overcoats, Costumes, Dresses, Waists,
&c., arenoted for their good fit and workman-
ship, as the undermentioned extracts from
letters of commendation received amply prove.

THE SATISFACTION WHICH TELLS!
Mrs. L.A. W., wrote:—*'I am very pleased with
the Costume ; the fit is good and I am sure the
material will give perfect satisfaction.”

Port Coquitlam, B. Columbia.
Mrs. F.A.D.B., wrote:—**The Costume arrived
safely and is a splendid fit; the serge is a
beautiful piece.””  Battleford, Sask., Canada.
Mrs. T.G. W., has received her dress andis much
pleased with it." Lundbreck, S. Alberta, Can.
A.E. F., Esq., wrote:—**The suits have all
arrived safely and give every salisfaction.”
ZToronto, Canada.
Dr, C. V. S., wrote:—"**The suit arrived safely
and is a very good fit."
Change Island:, Newfoundland.
G.R.F. Esq., wrote:—"“Many thanks for Suit
which I received safely a few days ago; style
and fit is all that could be desired."
James Bay, Ont., Canada.

E. B. Ltd. will squly Ladies and Gentlemen with any
quantity of material should (hea‘ prefer to employ their
own private tailor and dressmaker.

Ladies' Costumes as illus”
‘tration made-to-measure in

‘yarious qualities ot perman-:

‘ent dye "be?'al" Navy Serge

jag déscs $20.04

iabove from

! Also in many other Fall
‘and Winter Fabrics in plain

‘colours and pretty mixtures,

NEW FALL AND WINTER SAMPLES
.:ons'isn:ng of a choice variety of high-class Fabrics for
Ladies’ Gentlemen's and Children's wear. Tailoring
Styles and Measurement Blanks mailed to any address,
post paid, on request. Prices qupted are subject to
market fluctuations.

Address :

EGERTON BURNETT, LTD.
R. W. Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, England.

‘ings, from......

Gentlemen’s Suits as illus-

‘tration made-to-measure in

rmanent
Navy Blue

dye *‘Royal”
erges, Wor-
steds and Coat- sls 32

Also in a choice variety of genu-

ine British Tweeds and Suftings,

refined in style

‘and colouring from $20.64

e
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The September Number

The September Number appears at a time when most
persons, whether still at home or on vacation, prefer to read
something light and entertaining. Apart from Mrs. Mackay's
serial “Mist of Morning” and the anecdotes of Col. Denison
in his “Recollections” there will be a number of high-class
short stories by Canadian writers and also several unusually
interesting literary essays. One of these is ‘“The Critic and
the Poet” by Donald G. French. Of course, there will be
some heavier articles such as the one by C. Lintern Sibley
entitled “Canada and the West Indies,” which deals with the
prospects for greater trading between these two great western
sections of the Empire. Mr. Hassard’s series of articles on
the Great Orators of Canada is of distinct historical value and
should be widely read. The September article will consider
the splendid powers, both as statesman and orator, of Joseph
Howe, the great Nova Scotian tribune.

$2.50 Per Annum, including Great Britain, Ireland and most of the Colonies. Single Copies 25¢.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

200-206 Adelaide St. West, - - TORONTO

—

—
WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

YL” THE
ME@B@P&]@ I}NK

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
NEW METALLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE
NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free ior One Shilling (25¢c.) from the Inventors.

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN L. 7%5355828S™ ENGLAND
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DEPENDABLE
INVESTMENTS

AEAMEs &Co.

ESTABLISHED 1889

Unaox Bavk Burwoive, Jorowro

MonTreAL New Yorx

SUGGESTIONS
ON REQUEST

\

i(‘

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

Oakey’s
EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON’ KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s
““WELLINGTON’’ BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, ete

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

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

Keep Fit!

The remarkable record
made by our boys ‘“‘over
there” was due largely to
the fact that they were
kept physically fit.

The lesson of the war to
the business man is to do
voluntarily what the soldier
was obliged to do—keep

fit.

The “fit” man does more work
and does it better and with less
effort than the man who always
has some trifling ailment.

Absorbine.J'|

THE ANTISKPI’IC LlNIMENY

will help to keep you fit; heal-
ing the little hurts, taking the
soreness out of strained muscles
and limbering up stiff joints.

Use Absorbine, Jr. whenever you
need a real liniment. Strong
and powerful, yet perfectly
harmless.

$1.25 a bottle at your druggist's, or
postpaid. Good sized sample bottle
sent on receipt’ of |0c. in stamps.

W. F. Young, Inc.

187 Lyman's Bldg.

Montrcal, - - Canada
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“WHO’S WHO” in THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

THIS MONTH
* * *

THE WRITERS
Mr. A. R. HASSARD is a well-known barrister of Toronto and a keen student of

Canadian history. He has written on various literary and historical subjects, and is
the author of a thesis, published in book form, treating of the genius and accomplish-
ments of Lord Macaulay.

Mrs. MADGE MACBETH is an Ottawa lady who devotes all her time to literary
and histrionic pursuits. She has written many short stories and articles for magazines,
is the author of one published novel and has organized a number of amateur theatri-
cal performances.

Mr. LEROY THORNE BOWES, of the Hydrographic Service, Department of the
Naval Service, Ottawa, has taken the degrees of Bachelor of Arts and Bachelor of
Science (1912). He has written many articles and stories as a result of his work in the
Northland. He comes of stock that did pioneer journalistic work in New Brunswick.

COL. DENISON—see the July number.

Mr. C. W. STOKES is the Assistant Publicity Agent of the Canadian Pacific
Railway. His lite ary work, especially his short stories, is distinguished by its quiet
vet effective L umour.

Mrs. MACKAY—se. the July number.
Sir JOHN WILLISON—see the July number.
GEORGCE HERBERT CLARKE, a Canadian, is Professor of E glish Literature in

the University of Tennessee. He has written much excellent verse and literary essays,
and is the editor of one of the most successful anthologies of war poetry yet written.
It runs into two volumes. Of the first, which is published, more than thirty thousand
copi s have been sold,

Mr. AUSTIN MOSHER is a well-known journalist of Montreal. He speaks and
writes French well, and knows thoroughbly the French-Canadian character, the politi-
cal history of Quebec, particularly during the last fifty years.

Dr. J. D. LOGAN at present is doing special writing for The Halifax Herald. For
an account of his career and accomplishments see ‘‘Northern Lights'” in The Canadian

Magazine for October, 1918
THE ARTISTS

Mr. R. F. GAGEN for many years has been Secretary of the Ontario Society of
Artists, and he is one of the few members still exhibiting who exhibited at the first
exhibition of that society, in the early seventies. He is a member also of t e Royal

Canadian Academy.
ANTON MAUVE was one of the distinguished Dutch painters of the nineteenth

century.

Mr. FRED S. HAINES is a member of the Ontario Society of Artists and organiz-r
of the Society of Canadian Painters and Etchers. He draws gnimals particularly well,
and loves to depict pastoral landscapes. He lives at Thornhill, Ontario.

BOSBOOM-— an outstanding modern Dutch painter.
* * ¥

$2.50 Per Annum, including Great Britain, Ireland and most of the Colonies. Single copies 25¢

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE, 200-206 Adelaide St. West, TORONTO

————

—
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AKoyless Lover Watch, Fully Jowelled. Conpen salion
Batance. Finest Qualily Diamonds sel in Plalinan:
and mounled on expanding Bracelel.
1700 o. 0.

Bracelet Watches

HE Goldsmiths and Silversmiths Company
have a comprehensive collection of Bracelet
Watches in Gold, Silver and Platinum, and set with
Diamonds and other precious stones.
The Goldsmiths and Silversmiths Company’s
Bracelet Watches are of the highest quality and are
the best value obtainable.
Orders by ma'l receive careful and prompt atten-
tion, while the prices charged are the same as those
prevailing in the London Showrooms.
A Cartalogue of Bracelet Watches mailed ‘ree on
request.

WARNING e s as .
The Goldsmiths and Silversmiths Company have no branch
establishments in Regent Street, Oxford Street, or elsewhe re

in London or abroad—only one address—112 Regent Street,
London, W.1

THE GOLDSMITHS & SILVERSMITHS COMPANY [TV

willz whichi is ineorporaled The Golsmuihy Alliance 2 £t [75]

Fewellers to His Majesty "King George V

112 Regent Street, London . W1 . England
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“SOLID AS THE CONTINENT™

The business for 1918 was the largest in the
Company’s history. Today the financial position of
the Company is stronger than ever.

Evidence of this is found in the following out-
standing figures which are substantially in excess

North of those for any previous year.
Ame“ca“ l|[e Policies Issued and Revived - $13,552,161.00
Snl.d Total Assurance in Force - - 70,950,316.00
attte - - Cash Income- - - - - - - 3,467,440.76
Continent Kedels & - wonven won 2 G SRS
Net Surplus - - - - - - - 2,751,990.60
Profits Paid Policyholders. - - 285,339.48

Total Payments to Policyholders  1,780,385.04

A ‘“Solid as the Continent” Policy is a good policy to
have and to hold. See any representative for particulars as
to rates, or write directly to

North American Life Assurance Company
““Solid as the Continent”

Head Office: Toronto, Canada

HEN a man insures his life
he does well. When he
insures his Purpose he does
better. A man ordinarily takes
insurance to protect his family.
When he sees to it that the
Policy is drawn to most surely
effectuate that purpose, he
renders his family the soundest
possible service.

Imsurance for
Salaried Men

L]FE insurance is a su-
preme benefit to the

capitalist, the manu-
facturer, and the man of
fixed income; but it is ab-
colutely essentlal to the
calaried man. Itistlhe only
means that can be em-
ployed by which most sal-
aried men can hope ta
leave an estate.

That implies benefit in the form of an
Income the most valuable type of pro-
tection.

Many alluring investments
tempt us to “ get rich quick,”
but life insurance — especially
Mutual Endowment Insurance.
which combine savings, invest-
ment and protection—is sure
and safe,

Don’t Speculate.
Buy Mutual Endowment Policies.

| Mutual Life

of Canada
Waterloo-Ontario

Write for information concerning the
attractive Monthly Income Polices of

The Great-West Life
Assurance Company
DEPT. “P"

HEAD OFFICE - - WINNIPEG
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SOMETHING

To Bear in Mind

THE Temptations to Spend
money are many, but the
need for saving is great and
those who save will be well re-
warded.

The purchasing power of a
dollar has dwindled to such an
extent that to-day it will only
buy what used to be 55 or 60
cents’ worth. When normal
prices return, the dollars saved
now will be worth far more than
they are to-day because they
will purchase so much more.

Besides the reward of the
greatly increased value of your
dollars if saved, you can obtain
interest thereon at Three and
One-Half per cent. per annum
by depositing them with this
Corporation.

The complete facilities of our
Savings Department are at your
disposal. An account may be
opened with One Dollar and
withdrawals may be made by
cheque.

CANADA PERMANENT

MORTGAGE CORPORATION

" TORONTO ST., TORONTO
ESTABLISHED 1855

Capital 'paid-up) and Surplus § 1,672,:09.77
lavestments - - - 31,461,387.24

ﬁ

"—"\ N W
& .y p» ' 'g""

Main Enwance— Heaa Ofhige

FIRST

Established in 1882

The TORONTO GENERAL
TRUSTS CORPORATION

was the first Trust
Company in Canada.
The volume of business
entrusted to its care 1s
evidence ot the extent to

which 1t holds the public
confidence. Assets under
administration as at Jan-
uary Ist. 1919 exceed
$90,000,000.00.

" The
TORONTO GENERAL
TRUSTS
CORPORATION

Head Office FORONTO

Branches
OTTAWA  WINNIPEG
SASKATOON VANCOUVER
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Increased

Dividends
To Policyholders

That is a remarkable occurrence in view of the heavy burdens
that have fallen upon Life Insurance Companies during the past
four years. It is possible only where investments are non-specu-
lative, the management is economical and the practice is to make
full provision for extraordinary contingencies.

The London Life Insurance Co.
Head Office: - London, Canada

is in 1919 paying profits 657, greater than the original estimates
at present rates.

Full information upon request.

Policies “Good as Gold”

e ——

THE ROYAL BANK OF CANADA

HEAD OFFICE, MONTREAL

LONDON, Eng. NEW YORK
Princes St.,E.C. 68 William St.

BARCELONA
Plaza de Cataluna 6
FRENCH AUXILIARY: THE ROYAL BANK OF CANADA (FRANCE),
PARIS, 28 Rue du Quatre-Septembre

With our chain of 582 Branches throughout Canada, Newfoundland,
the West Indies, Central and South America, we offer a complete bank-
ing service to exporters, importers, manufacturers and others wishing
to extend their business in these countries. Trade enquiries
are solicited. Consult our local Manager or write direct to our

FOREIGN DEPARTMENT, MONTREAL, QUE.

CAPITAL PAID UP & RESERVES - - $31,000,000
TOTAL ASSETS . - = = $434,000,000
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Your women employees
are particularly grateful

EVERY thoughtful girl knows the value of personal
hygiene and how a neat appearance makes for
success.

Employees, both women and men, appreciate the con-
sideration shown them when they are provided with a
private, separate compartment to each, with lock—a
place of their very own for stowing lunch, tools, cloth-
ing, etc., in safety and cleanliness.

We supply Governments and Railways, big Department
Stores, Hotels, Factories, Schools, Colleges, Institutions,
etc. Our line, DENNISTEEL, is conceded to be Canada’s
leading make of all-steel lockers, cabinets, shelving, stools, chairs, lavatory partitions, etc.

iWrite for illustrated folders.

We also"make_Ornamental Iron, Commercial Wirework
of every description and general Builders’ lronwork,

Halifaz, THE DENNIS WIRE AND IRON Hamilton,
Montreal, Works Co.LimiTED Winnipeo.
-, LonDON Calgary,

Toronto, CANADA Vnosuion:

ESTABLISHED 1872

O Returned Soldiers:
We will cash your

pay cheques, take care of
your surplus money or
transfer it to any of our
branches without charge.
Interest allowed on de-

posits.

BANK OF HAMILTON

TORONTO
OFFICE
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ST, MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Founded by the late George Dickson, M. A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickson

Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work
Full Commercial Course, Music, Art, Vocational Domestic Science, Physica i
Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball, Hockey, Swimming.

Write for Prospectus

MRS, GEORGE DICKSON, President. MISS FLORENCE H. M. NEELANDS, B.A, Principal

iy

N

Preparatory,
Junior and Senior
Departments.

Head Master: - : ;) Physical Training,
C. S. Fosbery, M.A. ] Manual Training,

Swimming, Rinks,
Tennis Courts,
Riding, Drawing,
Music.

Unauthorized publication of this advertisement will not be paid for.
Ottawa, February 3, 1919.

B

DEPARTMENTOF NAL SERVICE.
ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA

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

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

The scheme of education aims at developing discipline with abilj
to obey and take charge, a high sense of honour, both physical ang
mental, a good grounding in Science, Engineering, Mathematics, Navi-
gation, History and Modern Languages, as a basis for general de-
velopment of further specialization.

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

Pending erection of buildings to replace those destroyed at the
time of the Halifax disaster the Royal Naval College is located at
Esquimalt, near Victoria, B.C.

G. J. DESBARATS,

Deputy Minister of the Naval Service,
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ighop Strachan i\:ﬂl\?'

@ ollege Hleights o

A Church Residentinl and Day School
for Girls.

Established over fifty years.
All Departments from Kindergarten to University
Matriculation.

For Calendar apply to the Bursar,

ranksomehallz::

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Hon. Principal, « Miss M. T. Scorr
Principal, M1ss EDITi M, READ, M.A,

Pass and Honor Matriculation. French House.
Art, Music, Domestic Science, Special Course
in Dietetics. Large Play-grounds, Outdoor
Games. Primary School for Day Pupils.

P

For Prospectus applf tozthe Principal

BGlen 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 und 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 Tuesday, September 16th,

New Prospectus from Miss Stuart.

ﬂLMA LADIES' COLLEGE
‘ V ( Canadd’s National Residential School for Girls

2 5
{: 5 combines all the advantages of health, culture, and
practical and aesthetic training.

Thorough courses in Music Art, Oratory, High School, Business,
Domestic Science, and Superior Physical Training.

Opens its thirty-ninth year on September the fifteenth, nineteen
hundred and nineteen.

PERRY S. DOBSON, M.A,, Principal. R.I. WARNER, M.A., D.D., Principz] Emeritus
For terms address Registrar; ALMA LADIES’ COLLEGE, ST. THOMAS, ONTARIO
34
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—
(19 99 Private Residential School for Girls
OV Iill Barrie, Ont.
4 Acres of Grounds. Lake View
Limited numbers, Scholarship Matriculation, Singing, Music, Art, Con-
versational French. Healthiest district in Can::\da. 5 Summer and winter s -
Special Course in Advanced Art under the direction of Mrs. F. S, Wilkiams.
Beaux Arts, Paris and London. Miss E. M. Elgood, Miss E. J. Ingram, Mille

Shopoff. September Term is arranged to begin Sept. 18th. Boarders return Sept. 179k
FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPALS

The Margaret Eaton School of Literature and Erpression

Neorth Street, Toronto. - - Mrs. George Nasmith, Principal

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

Send for Calendar

ASHBURY COLLEGE Rockcliffe Park, Ottawa

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Beautiful situation. Modern Fireproof Buildings. Ten acres playing-fields.
Special preparation for R. M. C. and R. N. C.

Werite for Illustrated Calendar :—Rev. G. P. Woollcombe, M. A., Headmastey

ONTARIO LADIES’ COLLEGE

WHITBY = ONTARIO Schoo) Re-opens Sept. 16th,’19
Public School to Second B Civic and Parliamentary
Year University, > Studies, Gymnasium
Household Science, s call  Work and Swimming.

Music: Instrumental, For Calendar apply to

Vocal,
Commercial, Rev. F. L. Farewell, B.A.
Elocution, Art. Principal, EY

St. Blndrew’s (Eoﬁllege

Toronto A Residertst “Bo¥s > Canada

UPPER SCHOOL LOWER SCHOOL
Calendar Boys prepared for Universities, Royal Military College and Business
Sent on | AUTUMN TERM COMMENCES SEPT. 15th, 1919.
Application. REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A,, LL.D. - - Headmaster.
OTTA‘N’A Fire-proof building. Academic work up to first year
University. Music. Household arts. Physical culture.
l ADIES, Seven candidates sent up for last matriculation passed
without failure in any subject. For Calendar apply:
R WY

COLLEGE J.W. H. MILNE, B.A., D.D., President, Ottawa, Ont.

School Art Teachers SPRING&“[I SUMMER

desiring a good quality reliable Months Spent in Study and Practice of
Shorthand and Business Procedure

PAINT BOX will qualify you for a responsible ap-

pointment in a Business Concern for

either for :
Autumn and Winter Months.
ATE
PUBLIC o COLUSES SHAW'S BUSINESS SCHOOL'S
WRITE FOR SA MPLE BOX Toronto, are open througout the whole

year producing high grade Graduates

ARTISTS’ SUPPLY CO. for the higher salaried postions. Write

for free Catalog. W. H. Shaw, Presid
77 York St, Toronto Head Offices, Yonge and Gerrard Sts, T:)r::t::
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HOME
STUDY -
Arts Courses only
SUMMER
SCHOOL )
July and August : - letf Ladills
il A number of the most noted
QUEEN’S | Beauties of Socicty have obtained
their pure, soft, pearly-white
appearance thru the use of
UNIVERSITY y L Gouraud’s An
Sinoeron, owramio i 1 Ordental Crae
ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE ; Send 10c for the trial size. Purifios,
' :::nct;?:;l ::‘gmprmm- your skin
SCHOOL OF MINING FERD T. HOPKINS & SON
MINING | 344 St. Paul Street West .  Montreal
CHEMICAL MECHAN!CAL Manufacturers of Gouraud's Medicated Soap
CIVIL ELECTRICAL B S
ENGINEERING
GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar,

.4 B
Bishop's College School
Lennoxville: -P. Q.

Principal: —J. Tyson Williams, B.A., Emmanuel College, Cambridge

Well-known Boarding School for Boys.  Preparation for
Universities, R.M.C,, Kingston, or for business life. Separate
Preparatory School.

The first group of the extensive new buildings were formally
opened by His Excellency the Governor-General on June 27,

1918.
For illustrated calendar and information apply to
J. TYSON WILLIAMS, B.A.,
Principal,
3':'5-

(ZQY
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FOUNDED

symnasi Magnificent
8 looking I \kl Ontario. 20 acres of Playin mnasium, 1
:‘n’x‘l‘\mrl”.l-\h: ;L“l“ lh]‘[”v‘[‘l';l;'l“”‘; ver ities, Royal Military C -1 e llnl busi s traaning. Beautiful
1lhcp ol.  Alsc Sehool for | L Next Term mmences mm 1ith.
or prospectus apply to the Headmaster, REV. F. GRAHAM, M.A. ( Camb.) D.D.
Successes R. \1 C. 1918; 1st place, § passed; 1919, 2nd, 4th, 6th, 9th and 13th places. R.N.C. 1918, 3 passed

4 oY .
. -
Crafalgar JFnstitute , e
MONTREAL 8 iy
RESIDENTIAL and DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS = §
(Affiliated to McGill University) il 3 ;
Complete and Graded Courses in Junior, Middle and Senior School. ’ [ ‘,y
Candidates prepared for University Matriculation. S ‘ !
Lﬂ"suagea Science, Music, Art, Games, uymnautlcs —— T
ssident—Rev. George lmm an, M. A., D. 1 &
Vice-Preside m —Ven. J. G , Archdeacon ‘.. Montreal ‘” -
Principal—M n' I,. Cumming. Y I g !
Vice-Frineipal— Miss Ellen K. Bryuu. = ‘—‘-‘“ | 4 9

School re-opens for Boarders on Tuesday, 16th September.

School re-opens for Day Girls on Wednesday, 17th Sept.
Entrance Examination on Tuesday, 16th September at 10 a. m
The Prine 1|ml an be seen at the schoul early in Se "

For Prospe '|~mn| Application Forms apply to A. F. RIDDEDL,
Secretary, 80 8t. Francois Xavier Street, Montreal.

|l mnultou L%llege

34 Bloor Street East
TORONTO, ONT.

N\ GEN.,l::ue,..ﬂmm,o"ﬂ

Terms 20°, down and $1, $2, $3
weekly. We trust any honent person
Write for Catatogue to-d 1y
JACOBS BROS , Diamond Imoporters

An Academic Department of
McMaster University for Girls
Residential and Day Pupils Senior and Junior
Schools. Matriculation, lngh\h and Music
Courses. Sewing and Art. Thirty-first year. Fall
Term opens September 16th.

For Calendar apply to the Principal,

15 Toronte Arcade TORONTO, Can.

Safe Wforllll’lll‘l's:ndl“lllﬂs

Nourishing,

ERNESTINE R. WHITESIDE, B.A.

Digestible,
No Cooking.

& ewe

1510
For Infants, Invalids and Growing Children.  Rich Milk, Malted Grain Extract in Power,

“GURD’S” Ginger Ale “GURD’S" Caledonia Water

There is nothing quite like either, for both are ““ THE BEST”’

CHARLES GURD & CO., Limited - - MONTREAL
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What Nova Scotia Offers

The Farmer

Land Suitable for Dairying with succulent and well watered
pastures. The climate is moist and cool and the markets for dairy products

unexcelled. Good breeds of cows average 10,000 pounds of milk per cow.

Land Suitable for Fruit Growing. Nova Scotia Apples are among the
finest flavored in the world, Trees bear from five to ten years after planting and
yield profitably for from 60 to 100 years. A million acres of land not yet planted
are suitable for orcharding.

Land Suitable for Sheep Raising in one of the most favorable portions ot
Canada for the sheep industry. The hilly pastures produce healthy sheep and
the mutton and lamb are of superior quality and flavour. Nova Scotia wool is
sought after by cloth manufacturers.

Land Suitable for Market Gardening. Strawberry, Raspberry and Cran-
berry Plantations yield profits ranging from $200 to $500 per acre.

Strong Local Markets and excellent opportunities for EXPORTING.

For further information including booklet of sample farm preperties available,
write,
W. B. MacCOY
Secretary Industries and Immigration,

197 Hollis Street,

Halifax
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A ham in the house is worth ten in the
store for its uses are marufolcl

With it you can prepare tasty meals on
short notice.

For breakfast, dinner or supper serve

- ROSE sravo HA

The Ham Delicicus.

Its flavor makes it a deli-
cacy that nooneever tires of.
: Sold Almost Everywhere.

THE CANADIAN PACKING
CO., LIMITED

Successorsto Matthews-Blackwell, Ltd.

Canada Food Board License 13-85
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GREAT CANADIAN ORATORS

BY A. R. HASSARD

I.—D'ARCY McGEE

T is fifty years since the
meteoric career of the
distinguished Irish Can-
adian orator, statesman
and poet, Thomas
D’Arcy McGee, came to
its sudden and tragic termination.

A cultured and captivating orator,
a statesman of high, Chatham-like or-
der, a writer versatile and scholarly,
a poet touched with the true fires of
divine genius, a politician who loved
the sudden ebbs and flows in the great.
tides of party politics, a man without
an enemy save those whom jealousy
and bigotry had made, he came to
Canada in early manhood, lured
thither as countless others had bqen
by the many bright prospects which
were gaily beckoning on her shorgs.
He at once won for himself a premier
place in the new country’s_ warm
heart, and threw himself with an
Irishman’s ardour into the great
struggle for Confederation which was
asserting itself to be the true solu-
tion of the perplexing political pro-
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blems then confronting the Canadian
people. During that struggle he
achieved a splendid reputation as a
statesman, an orator, and a leader of
men, and was trusted implicitly by all
sections of the different races, creeds,
sects and factions that for years had
been creating strife and confusion in
the land. While yet in the meridian
of his glory, and after having tasted
during a few short months the sweets
of office, fame and power, his life of
varied experiences and brilliant
achievements came to an untimely
close by an assassin’s bullet; and the
country to which he gave the very
flower of his greatest days was cruelly
impoverished by his ‘early and his
most untimely death.

D’Arcy MeGee was born in Ireland
on the thirteenth day of April, 1825,
His boyhood was spent in that eoun.
try, amid the suffering and distress
which were making in those days one
of their periodical visits to the Emer-
ald Isle. He grew into young man-
hood during the political excitement
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of the stirring years when the great
O’Connell was at the pinnacle of his
fame.

Very early in life McGee displayed
a noticeable inclination towards books
and learning, and by the time he had
reached the age of seventeen years he
had acquired an education which was
peculiarly marked by its extent and
also by its variety. In 1842 he left
Ireland for the new world, having
suddenly formed the intention of sett-
ling permanently in America. After
crossing the Atlantic, he made his
way to Boston, which even at that
time was famed as one of the chief
literary centres of the Western Hem-
isphere. From 1842 to 1845 he made
his home in that city. During those
years he continued his studies, and
while he resided in Boston, books
rather than amusements were his espe-
cial choice. His literary style was at
this time beginning to assume that
richly rhetorical and picturesquely
poetical form into which it subse-
quently and superbly developed.

It is peculiarly difficult for an Irish-
man to banish forever the hopes of
being restored to the green shores of
his native country. So it was with
MeGee. In 1845 he returned to Ire-
land, and so precocious was his genius
that, although he had not yet reached
his twenty-first year, he received em-
ployment in so important a sphere as
writing editorials for the great mould-
er of Irish opinion, the Dublin Free-
man’s Journal. At the same time he
became identified with the Young Ire-
land Revolutionary party, which had
sprung into existence almost simul-
taneously with the appearance upon
lovely Irish hills and vales of the
ghastly spectre of the great and mem-
orable famine. The famine received
but little relief from the revolution-
ists; but revolution drew both life and
nourishment from the imminence of
starvation.

D’Arcy MeGee remained promin-
ently associated with the se_ditious
activities of his fellow conspirators,
until the later and ludierous termina-
tion of the righteously ill-fated move-
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ment. During these years he was in-
defatigable in his literary endeavours,
and in addition to his other labours,
he published two biographical works,
which enjoyed a rather extensive cir-
culation. Although the subjects of
these biographies were characters so
long since departed that they have
dwelt chiefly in tradition, still the
books, having been written by an
Irishman, and evincing perhaps a
little asperity towards England, were
widely read by the Irish people, who
no doubt sympathized to some extent
with the treasonable expressions
which were contained within them.
In 1848 the youthful conspirators
of Dublin arose to the dignity of revo.
lutionists, and led by officers, who
had been recently lawyers, editors and
clerks, attempted to emancipate Ive-
land from the control of the English
government. That they ever ecould
have hoped to create anything of
greater dimensions than a mere loeal
disturbance against a nation which
had known the mighty victory of Wa.
terloo seems impossible. Yet the ar.
dent young Irish patriots entered the
conflict with the burning zeal of men
who already saw the trembling pe.
mains of British dominion swiftly
crumbling into dust. As was natural,
the contest was of exceedingly brief
duration, as have been most Irish re.
bellions. A few hours of an engage.-
ment were found sufficient to end it
all, except the undying hopes of its
always unconquered leaders, and
their flight into the welecome retreat
of the Irish hills, or the certain pe-
fuge of the even safer seas. MeGee
who had been active throughout it
all, was one of those who were suffi-
ciently fortunate to make his escape
from the battlefields of his country’s
freedom, namely the streets and lanes
of Dublin. In a few weeks after the
green flag had been triumphantly un.
furled by the courageous yet short-
sighted conspirators, McGee was in
New York, beneath the folds of g
flag which was not green, but which
nevertheless afforded the young rebe]
an ample protection against the pen-
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alties of treason in Ireland. The not-
too-serious story of the Irish rebellion
of 1848 has been told a thousand
times. Like all history, it teaches
many lessons to those who are willing
to learn them. To the Irishmen, how-
ever, who in that generation hated
England, it lived as a calamity. To
their biassed minds it was merely an-
other of the burning outrages which
Fate or England—it mattered little
which—had inflicted unjustly upon
the weaker and already grievously
offended island.

In New York MeGee obtained em-
ployment as an editorial writer, and
for nearly ten years he devoted his
rich and varied talents to journalism
in its thoroughly respectable phase;
and untainted by sedition or treason.
Besides writing, he read incessantly,
and also spent much of his time in
delivering lectures upon a wide range
of literary and historical subjects. In
those days a lecture meant something ;
it did not consist merely of a few
disconnected comments upon a series
of rapidly changing illustrations
flashed upon a canvas. It was the
voeal presentation of a theme, with
which the audience was perhaps un-
familiar, in a manner that would
paint pictures in the mind and plant
inspiration in the heart. This high
tradition of the lecturer’s art MeGee
brilliantly and efficiently maintained.

In 1857 he quit New York, and
crossed the border to the Province of
Lower Canada, having been induced
to migrate thither partly because of
an invitation having been sent to him
from a number of Irish residents of
that Province, and partly because of
his own restlessness and love of
change and adventure. In Montreal
he settled. There he founded a news-
paper, ‘‘The New Era”, and very
speedily made it a power in the land.
He bore the same relation to it that
Prof. Goldwin Smith did in later years
to the famous Canadian literary pub-
lication The Week of Toronto.
Each in his own generation was the
soul of the journal. Each of those
journals perished when its founder’s
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pen was stilled. McGee also won the
political affections of the people of
Montreal soon after his arrival among
them. The dwellers in that city were
not searchers after political spoils,
and therefore not particularly eager
to lend an ear to those who had power
and places to bestow. On the con-
trary they quickly perceived genius,
and sought to honour themselves by
honouring it. Within a year of Mec-
Gee’s arrival in Montreal he was se-
lected for supreme distinetion, and
the faith which ‘‘the men of the
northern zone’’ reposed in him then,
he retained undiminished to the very
last.

In 1858 he was elected to Parlia-
ment for the City of Montreal, and
held that seat until his death. Early
in his parliamentary career he be-
came attracted to the famous states-
man Sir John Maedonald, whose
keen political ability was already im-
pressing itself deeply upon both Up-
per and Lower Canada. The attrac-
tion was mutual ; and no firmer friend
had MecGee during the remainder of
his lifetime than the first Prime Min-
ister of United Canada.

The emigrant from Irish soil became
the silver-tongued orator of Confed-
eration. It is easy, in the light of
half a century of political prosperity,
and the realization of hopes, fearful-
ly entertained and timidly expressed,
to declare that confederation was the
national salvation of British North
America. But it was an heroie pro-
ceeding, in 1865, to proclaim that his-
tory must be reversed, and a new sys-
tem of government must be inaugu-
rated in Canada, involving the union
of provinces and interests which had
long succeeded in maintaining them-
selves in independence. The task was
stupendous. The situation was eriti-
cal. Yet many a despairing doubter
had his anxieties silenced and a
splendid faith in the future of Can-
ada grandly kindled in his soul by
the countless persnasive and eloquent
speeches which the lrish orator de-
livered in favour of a wnion in one
vast confederation of all the pro-
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vinces and territories lying between
the Atlantic and the Pacifie, and
stretching from the southward, where
the international boundary scales the
mountains and fords the rivers, to the
northward, where the midnight sun-
beams glorify a world of changeless
Snow.

Before the Union, he had become
a cabinet minister, and after Confed-
eration he held a seat in the first ad-
ministration formed by Sir John
Macdonald. MecGee was an inspira-
tion to the great Premier, while his
wise statesmanship was helpful to his
adopted country. He was looked
upon as a coming leader, as a man
whose eloquence might be expected to
resound throughout the new Domin-
ion possibly even on until the sunset
of the nineteenth century. He held
several eabinet positions, among them
the portfolios of Seecretary of State,
and of Minister of Agriculture. In
both these high positions, particu-
larly in the latter, he felt the great
responsibilities which should justly
rest upon a man who would mould
successfully a large portion of the
policy of his country. Cities and
towns had not then begun to expand
at the expense of the farms, and the
problem of providing nourishment
for increasing consumers by the ef-
forts of decreasing producers had
not commenced to throw its surpris-
ing shadow across the depleted acres
of the country. At the same time he
caught a vision of the future, and the
poetic mind which had conceived the
thought,

And the rills and rivers sing with pride
the anthems of the free,

must have been stirred with a realiza-
tion of the vast necessities, as well as
the vast capabilities which lay before
the future inhabitants of the new Do-
minion. For the twenty years before
the commencement of the Great Euro-
pean War in 1914, the favourite
theme of orators was ‘‘The Resources
of Canada’’, but in the days when
McGee was in his prime the problem
which stirred the country was ‘‘The
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Resources of Canada’s Statesmen’’,
This problem he grasped in its fullest
significance, and had he lived to assist
in its solution, the needless jealousy
which for more than a generation has
existed between the manufacturers
and artisans of the city and the tillers
of broad acres in the country might
have been obviated.

In office McGee was not the eypher
which numbers of cabinet officers
have been. Many Ministers of the
Crown have acted merely as senior
clerks in their departments or as dis-
pensers of political patronage
throughout the land. The higher
functions of government, the science
of ruling a few millions of people,
and the art of contributing to mak-
ing an enlightened population happy,
prosperous, virtuous and content-
ed, have altogether escaped them.
Of course, with the erudite journalists
of to-day, to whom the making and
unmaking of administrations and
policies is a trifling pastime, govern-
ment seems almost superfluous. But
half a century ago such was not the
case. Wise and strong men were
needed to carry on the affairs of the
country. McGee gave not only
weight to the whole administration,
but he perfected the work of his de.
partment; and, although trained as
a newspaper editor, and developed
into an orator, by nature a poet and
by experience a parliamentarian, he
made the activities of the branch of
the government over which he pre-
sided felt throughout the whole of
Canada.

Scarcely, however, had his worth
been seen in the counsels of his coun.
try than the bullet of the assassin
laid him low. On the morning of the
seventh of April, 1868, he was return-
ing to his Ottawa dwelling from g
late sitting of one of the sessions of
the first Parliament of the new Do.
minion of Canada. A Fenian, named
Whelan, tracked the unsuspecting
statesman to his very door. The debt
which he owed since 1848 to the sedi-
tious society of Fenians, whose views
he had repudiated, was now about to
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be paid. Just as he was about to
enter the house, a shot broke the still-
ness of the night. A bleeding form
fell dying to the earth. In a few
minutes one of the greatest Irishmen
who had ever mingled in the publie
life of Canada lay dead on the
threshold of his dwelling. The stars
of the night twinkled silently on in
frozen splendour on the mighty tower
which had gone crashing to the
ground. ;

Followed by a procession number-
ing tens of thousands, and by the
grief of many thousands more, Me-
(Gee’s remains were laid to rest in a
grave just within the gates of the
beautiful Roman Catholic cemetery
of Montreal. Many of his fellow
statesmen gathered around the tomb
as the dust of the great man was
being committed to the earth. Those
statesmen all have passed away.
Many of them served their country
longer than did he. Many of them,
too, are entirely forgotten. But al-
though fifty years have elapsed since
the tragedy of his assassination, he
still survives in the land of his latest
affection. For he is one of those men,
whose years may be few, but who do
not easily perish from the recollec-
tion of mankind.

Such, perhaps in imperfect words,
is a faint outline of the brief but
brilliant career of D’Arcy McGee. He
was wayward, due perhaps in some
degree to the fact that he had been
eradled during his youth in Irish mis-
fortune, and with that unsteadying
influence which usually acecmpanies
misfortune, namely, the absence of a
well-directed ambition. He was, if
not the first, then among the very
first, of the great orators of Canada.
He had all the virtues and a few of
the characteristic faults of his native
country, Ireland. Landing in Bos-
ton when little more than a boy, his
natural gifts of eloquence quickly
won him fame. When, in later years,
and after he had become a resident
of Canada, the Quebec conference
met to discuss Confederation, his tal-
ents easily fitted him for a seat in
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that nation-making body. There were
dark hours for Canada before the
Union, even as there were fair hours
afterwards; but the dark hours grew
luminous with splendid hope and the
future budded with a brightening
promise, as MecGee, with matchless
eloquence, unfolded before the Cana-
dian people glowing visions of the
larger future which lay in store for
the British race in North America,
and the orator feasted his hearers on
a lordly banquet of wit and passion
and mirth and wisdom, and a wealth
of picturesque oratory, which was
both stately and sublime.

McGee was a poet as well as a
statesman and an orator. For nearly
fifty years his verses have been print-
ed in the publie sehool readers of this
country, and have become familiar to
millions of Canadians during the past
half century. It cannot be said of
his poetry as was said of the verses
of Macaulay, that it was metrical ora-
tory. Of McGee one might rather
say that his speeches, as well as his
verses, were poetry. Certainly there
is true poetry in all his utterances.
Metaphor, similie, rhythm, figures,
phrases of Miltonian grandeur, sen-
tences touched with a sweetness such
as might have been imparted to them
by the stormy genius of Shelley grace
many of even his extemporaneous
speeches. A -volume of poems, which
received a wide cireulation, and an
abundance of oratory, remains as a
memorial of his intellectual triumphs
among men. The poetry is sweet,
majestie, patriotie, displaying a love
of nature, and a love of Canada, and
is in the highest sense worthy of a
place beside the rich treasures of the
minds of the deathless Canadian
poets, Campbell, Seott, Lampman,
Mair and Sangster. Passion deep as
ever burst from the lines of Dante or
Rossetti throbs in his stanzas:

My eye d ted not to look

{)ny:orgitggld or ngdaoogmnd;

The stranger’s joy I scarce could brook;

My heart was in my own dear land.
Few Canadians are there who have
not thrilled before the lines:
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He told them of a region, hard, iron-bound

and cold; :
Nor seas nor pearl abounded, nor mines of

shining gold;
» * * »
He told them of the frozen scene, until they
thrill’d with fear,

And piled fresh fuel on the hearth to make
him better cheer.

But it was by virtue of his Irish
disposition and his oratory that Me-
Gee grew to be loved by Canadians.
He had all the qualities of the orator.
He was poetic and artistic by tem-
perament. He was widely and deep-
ly read in the literature and the his-
tory of the world. His orations
abound in literary and historical re-
ferences. He had a commanding plat-
form appearance. Of the many illus-
trious figures shown in the famous
painting “The Fathers of Confedera-
tion” his leonine bearing makes al-
most the deepest impression upon the
observer. Davin, who, during the
course of his equally meteoric parlia-
mentary career, inquired much about
MecGee, and perhaps as a young man
may have heard him, pronounced him
among the greatest orators of Can-
ada. Sir Joseph Pope, who, for
nearly a generation was the Secre-
tary to Sir John Maecdonald, and
also a man who had been fascinated
by the magnetic powers of the bril-
liant Irishman, gives him an exalted
place as an orator. There have been
greater debaters in Parliament, but
no orator who approaches MecGee.
His voice was clear and silvery. His
language was ornately picturesque.
He had the thunder tones of Chat-
ham, the sweet, appealing nature of
Fox, the scholarship of Burke, the
stately imagery of Grattan. For
hours at a time the Canadian House
of Commons surrendered itself to the
spell which his wizard-like eloquence
cast over its entranced members. A
half century ago treasury benches,
opposition ranks, speaker’s dais, gal-
leries and corridors unanimously
awarded him the premier position
among the orators of the new Domin-
ion. He had been a stranger, who,
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after many vicissitudes, came to us
from afar; he became imbued with
our ideals, and with his passionate
and triumphant eloquence enshrined
those ideals in the hearts of his newly
found countrymen, there to live as
long as Canada shall endure.

I am not sure that MeGee is not
the highest type of citizen. Many
people do right by habit. He lifted
his hand against England while yet
he was a youth, but he turned away
from that error as the years passed
by, and a larger wisdom dawned upon
his mind. He had lived for some
time in the United States, where, in
those years, the love for England was
not strong. But the British bond
within him withstood all strains of
absence and of treason. With man-
hood’s years he found once more
British shores and British feelings,
He who turns aside from truth and
reverts to it again may be rightly ae-
cused of inconstancy, but surely there
is merit in following virtue, not he.-
cause of blind custom, but because of
a conviction, based on a bitter ex.
perience in following the lights that
have proved untrue.

Some years ago, when on a visit to
Ottawa, my father pointed out to me
the. seat in the House of Commons
which the martyred Cicero of Con-
federation occupied, and the desk by
which he stood, as he thundered in
eloquent tones so often, and never so
potently and magnificently as he diq
in the early morning hours of that
fatal day whose glorious sunrise he
was destined never to see. Above my
head were the darkened timbers
which framed the lofty glass ceiling.
through which a subdued light was
falling into the historic chamber, Ag
I stood there, and strove to imagine
the eloquent voice of the great orator
ascending to the reverberating ceil-
ing, and swelling through the spacious
chamber, which, in his latest days
was new, I could see in pictured fane
Cartier leaning forward to cateh the
faintest accents of the high and bel]-
like voice; Brown, calm and passion-
less, warmed by the flame which
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swept the halls of parliament; Mac-
kenzie, eold and sphinx-like, moved
by the burst of passion that was ere-
ated by the orator; Sir John Maecdon-
ald, with smiling countenance, and
ready ear, feeling a pride in the great
Irish Canadian, who, towering lion-
like and audacious by his side, was
defending in a whirlwind of oratory
the assailed policy of the powerful
administration. The building in
which these triumphs of oratory oc-
curred was removed from its place
on Parliament Hill, by a fire vastly
different from that which McGee kin-
dled so often in the hearts of the
Canadian people. Upon the ruins of
the old, a newer senate house is rising
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fair and gleaming in the sunlight.
Other orators will tread its marble
corridors, and stand majestically
within its pillared halls. A new his-
tory of oratory will be made within
its spacious precinets. Canadians yet
unborn will be thrilled by the Quin-
tillian-like oratory of Canadian ora-
tors yet unknown. The past will
grow dim and fade away. Great
men, who once filled mighty places,
will become framed in almost invis-
ible places of that past. But in that
past there will live as an oratorieal
inspiration for generations still to
come the prince of Irish-Canadian
parliamentarians, the orator, states-
man and poet—D’Arecy MeGee.

The next article in this series will describe the statesmanship and oratorical genius

of Joseph Howe.

R TRIOLET

By HELEN FAIRBAIRN

S homing bird, on weary wing,
Straight to its leafy covert flies,
My world-worn hand to yours I bring;
As homing bird on weary wing
Seeks haven from its wandering
And finds the rest the world denies;
As weary bird on folded wing
Deep in its leafy covert lies!



THE SHAFT OF HATE

BY MADGE MACBETH
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{ Grampion Light and
st Power Company was

| the bitterest day in Lois
; Challoner’s life.

A less intense person would, of
course, have suffered less acutely, but
Mrs. Challoner’s emotional nature was
80 highly developed that it provided
an excellent channel through which
an obsession of envy permeated her
whole being.

She had known Boyd Holden for
many years; indeed, as she herself
expressed it, she had known him en-
tirely too well to marry him.

“The dearest boy in the world,” she
frequently said, “but nothing more.
No subtleties, no surprises, stupidly
uncomplicated. He’ll never get any-
where; be anything. Marrying him
would be to me like proof-reading a
book. There would be no zest for the
finished story, whose every comma
and semi-colon were anticipated. A
husband should be like a stirring de-
tective novel—complicated, unexpeec-
ted, a continually unfolding puzzle.”

There was nothing unexpected or
complicated about Jim Challoner, but
Lois married him and spent his money
with a supercilious grace. She ac-
quired a certain influence, a leader-
ship in the town, which only whet-
ted her desire for a broader realm to
sway, a realm in which all of her
subjects might be as wholly loyal as
was Boyd Holden. For she held h'lm
in leash so completely that Gral_npmn
began to think the little triangle
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would present nothing of novelty or
interest.

The unexpected occurred with a
sudden development of Holden’s
simple character. He slipped from his
leash, became conscious of the exist-
ence of little Margie Copp, and mar-
ried her.

There was nothing in the aet to
argue that it had been prompted by
revenge or even the despair of a jilteq
lover. It was merely the natural
result of following a Will-o’-the-wisp
then finding a real light at one’s
elbow.

Grampion was openly pleased.
Margie, woman-like, was a little
frightened and questioned her right
to such happiness. Lois was stag-
gered but recovered herself quickly
and adopted an attitude of generous
patronage toward the bride, vepry
much like that of an older sister who
praises the appearance of the youn
one dressed in her cast-off clothing.

“Having no use for him, myself
you are welcome, dear girl” she
seemed to say.

Margie knew no resentment. In
years she was a child, in worldly ex.
perience, a baby. She was humbly
sincere in her belief that Boyd’s loss
of Lois had forced him to aceept some-
thing vastly inferior, and to model
herself after the example of the older
woman was, in a sense, the highest
piteh of her ambitions.

She deferred to Lois in
great and small, the more
the problem,
ence.

: mg.tters
Intimate

the greater the defer-

»
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“What would you do?” she would
ask, searching Mrs. Challoner’s face
with her big childish eyes. “Of
course, I can’t be like you, but I can
do what you tell me, if you wi_ll only
have patience, and I am praying all
the time, that I won’t always be such
a helpless, silly little thing.” ‘

Her first girl baby was named Lo;s
and one of those most flattered by this
attention was Jim Challoner, him-
self. His feelings toward Holden,
never strongly tinged with jealousy,
were now dominated by a sort of une-
tuous paternal pride, and he was not
averse to being associated by so in-
timate a tie as a god-child to the man
who was undeniably the coming eiti-
zen of Grampion.

For Holden had developed further
unexpected intricacies of character
during the five years since his mar-
riage, the most amazing of which was
a talent for town planning and gen-
eral municipal management. From
a straggling, 'ugly village, he had
fashioned Grampion into a beautiful
little town, and judging _from its
rapidly inecreased population, there
could be no doubt that soon he would
push it into the city class.

“Only needs to be the centre of
something,” said the -citizens, “to
rival the best of ’em. Who’d ever
have thought that we would hit the
town mark just because of a few
model houses, an abattoir and decent
roads? Bet Boyd’s got something up
his sleeve right this minute, and no
matter how wild it sounds, I'm with
him-”

From moderate popularity, Holden
had risen in general esteem to a point
where he was placed on a pedestal to
which many pairs of eyes were lifted
in hero worship. And they did not
belong to women or mawkish senti-
mentalists, either! There was a
group of hard-headed business men
over whom he cast, quite as easily, the
spell of his optimistic personality and
it should not detract from the fervour
of their admiration to mention that
self-interest was not entirely absent
from it. Holden had given to Gram-
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pion a tone of general prosperity; to
several of its citizens, he had given
tidy little fortunes through the dis-
posal of municipal contracts, and it
was not unnatural that they should
look upon him with affection as a
means whereby their wealth might be
further augmented.

For himself, he had made nothing.
The realization of his ability so long
unsuspected by himself or any one
else, the knowledge that he was almost
indispensable to Grampion, repaid
him for the work he performed so
tirelessly. He wanted to be recog-
nized as an altruist, and so sensitive
did he become lest he should be sus-
pected of using the town as a means
toward his own aggrandizement, that
he refused the legitimate profits ac-
cruing from his various transactions,
and gloried in being a poor man.

None had benefitted from this
Quixotic stand more than Challoner
who was anything but thin-skinned,
in accepting the business Holden
threw in his way. It was Lois who
fretted under their increasing load of
obligation to Grampion’s first citizen,
unable to fix a satisfactory reason for
his noticeable preference towards her
husband.

She would like to have attributed
it to motives of sentiment on Holden’s
part—that type of deathless, renunci-
atory passion which seeks only the
happiness of her who has inspired it.
But this reasoning was so obviously
far-fetched as to be quite unsatisfac-
tory. So she passed over Love’s thin
boundary and entered the realm of
Hate, dwelling with a sort of morbid
fascination upon the possibility that
Holden was leading them into a trap,
that all of his apparent friendliness
was but part of a subtle plan for com-
plete and adequate revenge. That a
man should spend years of his life in
unremitting toil for the accomplish-
ment of a purpose, however ignoble,
of which she was the inspiration,
thrilled her. Yet, as an explanation,
Lois cast it aside, being sufficiently
logical herself, to see that it was quite
illogical. The true reason never pre-



272

sented itself. It never occurred to
her that Jim Challoner was a particu-
larly good contractor and an ex-
tremely useful man in ecarrying out
Holden’s municipal enterprises.

A deep, fierce hatred of the man
she had misjudged and flung away,
the man who held their prosperity or
their ruin in his hands, took posses-
sion of her. She hated him for his
honesty and his popularity, for the
almost servile affection he inspired in
her husband; she hated him for his
absorbing devotion to Margie, and his
open, genial friendliness toward her-
self.

This hatred spread like an insidious
blight over her life for years, poison-
ing all that was best in her nature,
but it reached a piteh of exquisite
frenzy, a definite desire to compass
Holden’s destruction, on the night
Jim Challoner came home with his
great piece of news.

“What do you think?” he cried ex-
citedly. “Grampion’s IT! We've
put through a deal amalgamating our
little hamlet and four other towns
with the Union Light and Power Com-
pany, and whom do you suppose
they’ve picked for the President?”

“Holden,” answered Lois between
her teeth.

“Right the first time! Not only
President of Grampion, but first-Vice
of the whole concern. Some forward
stride for this rural retreat, eh,
honey ?”

He was too absorbed with his topic
to notice that she made no answer.

“And considerable in the matter of
laurels for our respected citizen, eh,
what? I’m so tickled, I could tie two
cats together by the tail!”

“Is there anything in it for us—
for you?”

Into Lois’s mind there flared a pie-
ture of Grampion transformed into a
miniature Bar Harbour by an influx
of Union Light and Power magnates,
bringing with them foreign servants,
class prejudices, social distinctions
and urban snobbery. In the centre
of the picture stood Boyd Holden—
and beside him, Margie—an intimate,
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an equal of these people. The know-
legde that she might have stood in
Margie’s place, while the rest of
Grampion fawned in the background,
did not tend to alleviate her bitter.
ness. Indeed the intensity of it
turned her dizzy.

“Something in it for me?” echoed
her husband, settling his bulging
waistcoat a little self-consciously.
“Well, I should say! Holden isn’t the
man to forget his old friends.
Wouldn’t surprise me at all if [
pulled off several thousands, one way
or another. o

“Yes, you seem to have a distinet
genius for pulling off thousands,
Jim,” returned his wife, but in g
manner which stung rather than
flattered.

Challoner took two of his chins
between thumb and stubby forefinger
and rasped the bristles there. He
looked after his wife uneasily.

Every man cherishes a secret vanity .
one because of his slim figure at’
sixty, another because of his amazin
memory, still another because of his
classical knowledge when he has
never set foot inside a university,
Jim Calloner’s eyes surreptitiously
sought a mirror and his huge gela-
tinous bulk trembled with pleasantly
warm vibrations, every time he pe.
membered that Lois had chosen him
instead of Holden.

“But certainly, my dear chap
smiled his eyes fatuously, “you are
something of a man!”

Now, his vanity wavered, and this
caused him acute discomfort, What
did he lack that Lois wished him to
possess? Assuredly nothing which
could not be acquired, for was he not
the wealthiest citizen in Grampion ¢

He went slowly into the house and
chose his evening’s costume with par-
ticular care, deciding after a satisfieq
contemplation of himself in white
flannels, that he would give his wife
the finest car money could buy. After
which he persuaded himself that his
imagination had played him tricks,

He did not know, of course, that at
that very moment, Lois was suﬁering :
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an ecstasy of hatred. She hated Boyd
Holden for not declaring his latent
powers long ago more than she hated
her husband for not possessing them,
more than she hated herself for not
sensing them in the younger man.
And she hated her husband for not
realizing, resenting, the fact that his
econnection with these Light and Pow-
er magnates would be nothing other
than hireling to master, that she
would never acquire the degree of in-
timacy with the women already at-
tained by Margie; that at best she
would be only ‘that good-looking wo-
man, wife of the contractor person.”

“Boyd commands and Jim obeys;
Margie beckons and I attend,” she
said bitterly. “Oh, it’s unfair—un-
fair! She is such a silly little thing.
Why, in heaven’s name do they like
her?”

But with the eruel clarity of vision
which often accompanies deep emo-
tion, she could easily answer the ques-
tion. She knew that Margie’s win-
some naiveté, her genuine unaffected-
ness was a novelty to those blasé na-
tures from the City. The women
made her their latest fad, finding her
unlike anything they had ever
met before. She had a pretty way of
patronizing them because they were
dependent upon her husband’s genius
and because they had no children and
because they had so much to make
them jaded and complaining. And
they were delighted with her childish
superiority and encouraged it.

But Lois’s attempts to rank as an
equal they resented, knowing her
type too well—the small town woman
with social aspirations. Her imita-
tion of them, clever as it was, sav-
ounred of insolent mimicry and they
banded with one accord to snub that
‘contractor woman’ whenever occasion
presented. 4

“Tt is part of Boyd’s revenge,” Lois
told herself. “Under the guise of
friendship, he stuffs Jim’s pockets full
of money but takes away from us for
himself the very thing that money
can’t buy. I wish to God that Jim
would stop making money.”
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Her wish was granted. Jim Chal-
loner died.

She mourned him with a certain
genuine sentimentality, newborn with
death. Forgetting that his genial
proletarianism had stood like a moun-
tain in the path of her social progress,
she remembered him only as a link be-
tween her and her ambitions, a link
whose loss was irreparable despite the
Holdens’ effort to replace it.

Their kindness almost suffocated
her. She used to wonder, why, under
the strength of her enmity, they did
not wither in her presence, but they
were unaffected, attributing any
noticeable strangeness in her manner
to the natural result of her bereave-
ment.

The summer raced by in a whirl of
gaiety, gossip and civic improvement.
The dull, bleak days of autumn came
and reminded the City folk that they
were tired of the simple life, so they
closed their cottages on the Canal
front and motored back to town.
Grampion saw them depart with a
sensation of mingled regret and re-
lief, like that of a hostess after a
trying but successful function; then
it settled itself to disecuss the next im-
portant step in the matter of its pro-
gress.

This centered around Margie, who
had been urged into aceepting a num-
ber of invitations which would take
her into some of the most exclusive
City homes. The President’s wife,
the General Manager’s wife, the Trea-
surer’s wife—none of them would lis-
ten to a refusal. Nor would Boyd.

“I am paralyzed with fright at the
very idea of going,” she confided to
Lois more than once. “The thought
of a supercilious maid unpacking my
meagre little belongings, of a solemn,
owl-eyed butler bowing me here and
there, of the terrible ordeal at strange
tables with stranger food and service,
why, it actually makes me sick with
terror. I simply couldn’t face the
thing at all, except that it is supposed
to benefit Boyd, somehow. Now,
if only you had been his wife,
I can see how his plans might
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have been furthered by your meeting
people, but the only effect I am likely
to have, will be the wrong kind. I
know I shall disgrace him, I am such
an ignorant, silly little thing.”

She begged to be pitied and Lois
complied silently, contemptuously, all
the while some piece of mechanism
muttered : ’

“Nonsense, Margie, you always do
the proper thing. You must try to
enjoy yourself.”

On the day of their departure, the
Holdens left half of Grampion on the
platform of the station. It was as
though some warrior of old were set-
ting forth to conquer new worlds.
But Lois stayed at home, and to her
Margie telephoned a last affectionate
message.

“Be good to Boyd, dear, when he
comes back. It will be lonely for him
without me and the children. And
write me often. And if Boyd gets
one of those awful colds, please tele-
graph at once promise . . .
I will wish for you all the time
your advice Here comes the
train good-bye.”

But it was Margie who developed a
cold, to which was added an alarming
cough, induced, Lois well knew, by
over-fatigue and an unaccustomed
wearing of evening gowns. She was
ordered by the medical man then in
vogue amongst the people she was
visiting to fly south with the restless
birds of Gotham. Of course she pro-
tested that she would recover immedi-
ately in her own home, but Holden
and the others over-ruled her objec-
tions, so she and the children were
bundled off to one of the most fashion-
able of the southern resorts.

“Isn’t it lovely for Margie ?” Gram-
pion asked Lois. “Of course no one
wants her to be ill, but if she has to
be, isn’t it nice that she can have the
advantage of those delightful sur-
roundings? Fancy her living in a
bungalow right next to the President’s
wife and being the daily companion
of all those famous people! Why, s];e
will get to know them better in six
weeks, there, than in ten years, here.”

And in their simple enthusiasm, they
hoped Margie would not recover too
quickly.

In spite of her promise, Lois did
not see much of Holden. She avoided
him. His municipal brilliancies in.-
creased, but as a companion and con-
versationalist, she found him an in-
sufferable bromide. His platitudes
and banalities made her long to
scream and his incessant references
to Margie and her friends fanned her
hatred, already glowing brightly, into
a searing flame,

“Who ever could have foreseen this
wonderful broadening of my dear
little girl’s horizon ?” was his invarj-
able question. “Y esterday, her vision
was bounded by Grampion; to-q
the beauties of the tropies unfold be.
fore her. 'What may the morrow
bring ?” .

His fatuous manner suggesting
further delights and closer intimacy
with the Light and Power people
sickened his listener and drove her tt;

. - the limit of endurance.

If Margie’s horizon had broadeneq
Lois Challoner’s had narrowed until
her only point of vision lay at one eng
of a shaft of hate, which was focusedq
upon Boyd Holden. She had built
round herself a shell of bitterness so
strong that the kindly thoughts and
deeds of the neighbours were quite
powerless to penetrate it. And uneon-
scious of her isolation she lived for
many weeks, coming suddenly to a
realization of it through a letter from
Margie.

“I wish for you every day,” it
“Although I adore the place and love
the dear, kind people who are doing
their best to spoil me and make me
unfit for human companionship, I
am horribly lonely. I feel the bigness
of everything in a way impossible tq
describe; I feel as though I were
swimming in space with no anchor.
age, no firm hand to which I can cling
! and that frightens me, You
know how weak and silly I am. Some.-
times an ic}; hand clutches at
throat and I -imagine thin a
Boyd. But he is all right, isgshe gg::

. "
)
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“This is the first time I have ever
been away from him and then that
idea of space bothers me. You, on
the other hand, must feel that Gram-
pion is a cage. I realize now what
that look in your eye must have
meant; you must be suffocating in
that little place, you who are so big
and fearless and strong. . . .’

A cage! That was it! She was im-
prisoned in a cage of Boyd Holden’s
making; she was suffocating, and
Margie knew it and flung the taunt
in her face!

Inecreasingly fantastic thoughts ob-
sessed her as the consciousness of an
invisible prison became more acute.
She would frequently pass her hands
in space before her endeavouring
to contact those unseen fetters; she
would deliberately fling her body
against the wall hoping to shatter
that obstruction which was like a for-
tification between her and the world.
A terrifying silence accompanied this
sense of physical detachment; sound
became as remote as in a dream. Even
the air felt dead and still, and her
only relief was found in racing
through the country in her huge car.
The rush of air against her burning
head, the flash of landscape on either
gide, the illusion of plunging into the

t masses of gray cloud ahead,
soothed her and sent her home to
eep.
- th’xt she had dreams, horrible
dreams. One in particular. ;

She saw herself racing along the
familiar roads intent upon some pur-
pose which was unrevealed at the
moment; she felt the throb of the
engine beneath her, the cold winter
wind tearing at her hat, her hair, her
clothing. It sucked the breath from
her body. She saw the black, bare
branches like withered fingers inter-
laced against a bleak, drab sky, and
before her lay half a mile of narrow
roadway bordered on either side by
the icy waters of the canal. £23

It was a desolate spot. No living
soul disputed her wild and thuder-
ous passage, but a great white sign
leapt up out of the dusk and flung

275

the word DANGER at her as she gath-
ered speed and raced forward.

The road swayed. It rocked and
creaked. It was only a temporary
structure, hardly more than a trestle,
built for Holden and his workmen
while the Canal Driveway was under-
going many improvements. The or-
dinary citizen was forbidden to eross
it, and had, as a matter of fact, no
reason for doing so, as the summer
homes on the far side were now all
closed.

But this did not concern Lois. The
wind roared in her ears and the air
seemed full of laughing, screaming
voices. As she had tried to escape
from silence, so now she tried to es-
cape from the horrible din, but with-
out success. She bent low over the
wheel and peered through the falling
dusk at a faint red glow ahead. Then
she made out the indefinite bulk of
Boyd Holden’s flimsy little ear, and
her purpose became startlingly clear.

The hand on her speedometer
jumped to sixty-three; the distance
between that flickering red gleam and
her own car was suddenly blotted out,
as with clenched teeth and every
muscle rigid Lois drove hard into it.
There was but a slight impact and yet
the little car rose bodily in the air,
turned over, and hurled itself into
the canal. A soft explosion followed,
a spurt of escaping steam and settling
of tin and steel; and she had passed.

Lois felt no wonderment as to her
ability to run; indeed, she was not
surprised to find in the glare of a
street lamp that her radiator was
hardly damaged. She was conscious
of but one sensation—freedom! It
was as though that slight impaect had
shattered her imprisoning shell; she
exulted in her power to feel, to hear,
to breathe. A warm happiness pos-
sessed her. Boyd Holden was dead.

She awoke. -

For a long time she lay quite still,
calmly reviewing the dream in all its
ghastly vividness of detail. She went
even further, constructing a logical
sequel, in which Margie was not only
dropped by her fashionable friends,
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but flung a pauper upon the charity
of Grampion.

Neither the dream nor the sequel
faded. They obtruded themselves
between her and the trifling tasks she
set herself as part of the day’s routine,
they floated, like a mirage, before her
as she pounded through the fog of
the dreary afternoons and they spread
themselves over her walls as she sat
in her home feebly trying to think of
something else. Gradually, the dream
became less of a vision and more of
a purpose. This insidious change
moved Lois neither to elation nor
apprehension. She had lost the power
to feel, to resist. She was merely a
weak tool in the cluteh of her own
Frankenstein,

There were moments of astonishing
confusion when she could not deter-
mine whether she was asleep or awake,
when every distant light seemed to
colour with a reddish gleam, when the
smooth road beneath her wheels
bumped and jarred her, and the fro-
zen fields on either side became the
icy waters of the canal. It was then
that she would turn in a sort of panic
and make for the heart of the town
y wondering how near she had
come to the fulfilment of her destiny.

The afternoon she actually turned
her car toward the white sign which
flung its warning at her was no dif-
ferent from the rest. A hurricane
was blowing and the air was full of
laughing, sereaming voices. The cold,
muddy water of the canal gathered
itself in yellow, foam-crested waves
and sprang angrily up the bank.
Through the heavy dusk, a shower of
sleet rattled on the top of the car and
bit the grim face of its driver as she
bore down upon a faint red light in
the diminishing distance.

Fifty yards. .. Forty yards. . .
Twenty-five . . . the flimsy roadway
curved beneath her like the back of a
giant snake. The jolting almost threw
her from her seat, but she was not
conscious of it. She grasped a lever
and saw the hand of the speedometer
jump to sixty-three. The car, like a
horse stung by the lash, leaped under
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her and shot into a dark, indefinite
bulk ahead. Simultaneously, this
phantom shape rose in the air, hoy-
ered an instant just in front of her,
then turned on its side and plunged
into the icy waters of the canal. There
was a soft explosion, a spurt of escap-
ing steam, a settling of tin and steel
—and Lois had passed.

She was not surprised to find in the
glare of a street lamp that her hood-
cover was hardly bent, but the sud-
den numbness which crept through
her body was very unexpected. She
lost completely all control of her car
and crashed into the back of he1:
garage, shattering her wind-shield
and damaging her radiator beyond
repair.

The news was brought to her in
the morning.

“They found him in the watep
buried under his car,” said the mes:
senger brokenly. “God knows what
may have happened! Something
may have gone wrong with the steer.
ing gear, or he may have caught in a
rut and turned turtle. No one seems
to have seen him; he was always the
last to leave.”

Lois sat perfectly still, frozen.

“That accursed road was never
safe,” the man continued, “but he
wouldn’t spend any money on | s
wanted to put all the funds into the
Driveway, where they would do
Grampion the most good, and now
look what’s happened! My God,
Challoner, can you realize it—Bo
Holden was a martyr to his love for
this town and for us?”

God knows what may have ha
pened! In a maze of agonized con-
Jecture, Lois echoed and re-ech
the words. How had Boyd Holden
met his death? Had she been his
murderess ?

The thought struck her with hor-
rible poignaney, and yet surely it wag
impossible. Or was there a possibilj
that she had actually driven across
that stretch of narrow roadway and
pushed his car into the canal? Rye
atom of her being revolted against
the idea, but while such revolt argueq
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in favour of her sanity—which she
had begun to doubt—it brought her
no relief, And there was no proof
to end the harrowing uncertainty. A
heavy snow had fallen in the night,
obliterating all tracks on the roadway,
and the ultimate damage to her car
made it impossible to ascertain whe-
ther or not she had struck anything
before her accident in the garage.

“God knows what may have hap-
pened!” she said, and suffered the
agony of one who shares the bitterest
knowledge with Him.

The sense of physical detachment
which had surrounded her like a pro-
tective shell was shattered. Gone, too,
was the stimulation of her hatred.
She found herself hypersensitive. It
was as though she were more than
naked—skinned and raw to the touch
of careless, coarsened hands. She
aged unbelievably in a few days and
in her masses of black hair there
showed broad streaks of white.

“Why, you’d think to look at her,
that Lois Challoner loved Boyd Hol-
den, after all,” said Grampion, not
reluctant to add a tinge of melan-
choly romance to its grim tragedy.
“Let us hope that Margie won’t take
it quite so hard.”

She did not. She did not ‘take it’
at all. She just sat mute, unheeding,
and allowed people to pet her. But
instinctively, she turned her big, pa-
thetic eyes to Lois as though trying
to read in her face an explanation of
the cloud which had fallen over her
life.

As might have been expected, Boyd
Holden left nothing but a vast mud-
dle of papers and plans for Gram-
pion’s greater glorification. The Dir-
ectors of the Light and Power Com-
pany came down and overhauled them
ruthlessly, confessing at the end of
the examination that they could not
make much out of them but that one
must not expect system in a genius.

“Our main worry is that we will
never replace him,” they said. Then
they paid a collective call of sym-
pathy on Margie and went away.

Lois constituted herself the Hol-
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den’s steward and provided for the
family lavishly. It was many weeks
before Margie emerged from her
apathy sufficiently to feel any sense of
dependence and her protest fell be-
fore the argument which Lois made
absolutely unanswerable.

“Why should you hesitate to accept
what is really yours?” she demanded.
“Boyd made it and gave it to Jim
instead of keeping it, as he should,
for you and the children. Is that not
true ?” ’

She took Margie’s passivity as an
affirmation and continued,

“There are many others who feel
that they are living on money which
should be yours. Would you like
them to come forward and offer it to
you? No? Very well, then, let us
go on as we are and say no more about
it. For if you don’t, I will settle a
definite sum on Lois, my own god-
child, and that you will not be able to
refuse.”

She stilled Margie’s objections, but
the voice of an accusing conscience
tortured her without cessation. Never
had a slave a more relentless task-
master. She spent her days in carry-
ing out the generous plans devised
during the long watches of the night
and whose object was to benefit Mar-
gie without her realization of it. She
took interest in, and gave thought to
nothing else. Just as the desire to
see Holden’s wife erushed and broken
had at one time obsessed Lois Chal-
loner, now domination of a completely
opposite character held her in thrall.

As time went on and Margie be-
came more fully alive to the extent
of her obligations, she added, uncon-
sciously, to the bitterness in Lois’s
cup by her demonstrative gratitude.

Slowly she responded to una-
bated thought and care. Now and
again, a wistful little smile would
cross her face; she even showed a
faint interest in the mauves and grays
Lois forced upon her to replace the
conventional black.

Then something happened.

A change came over her, as marked
as it was subtle. Lois left her one
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night playing almost happily with
the children. She found her in the
morning shrouded in impenetrable
tragedy, with a look of horror set
deep behind her eyes. “She has
found out,” thought the other, crush-
ing, with difficulty, the impulse to
ease her conscience of its intolerable
burden by blurting out a full con-
fession and imploring absolution in
place of unmerited gratitude.

For a space the two women sat
cowering from each other, dumb,
afraid to trust themselves to speak.

But Lois soon became econvinced
that although Margie shrank from
her, avoided her, there was nothing
incriminatory in her attitude. On the
contrary. She seemed to place Lois on
a pedestal higher than ever, to feel
her own unworthiness in a way 8o
serious as to be grotesque.

The anniversary of Boyd Holden’s
death dawned bleak and cold. A
prey to bitter memories, Lois paced
restlessly about her home, feeling that
she could not face Margie and the
children. The events of that day a
year past recurred to her as vividly
as though they had happened yester-
day and gave her no peace. She saw
herself speeding along the country
road, a blur of landscape racing past.
She actually felt the throb and quiver
of the big car, and there before her
lay a stretch of temporary roadway
in the centre of which bobbed a small
red gleam. She clenched her teeth
and rocked across the rough logs; they

heaved and fell away beneath her,

She could feel the bite of the fierce
wind and smell the fog. Her head
ached and swam with the noise of
laughing demons, but her eye gnaged
the lessening distance between the
two cars acurately. She put her
foot on a pedal, the hand of the
speedometer jumped to sixty-three;
she held her breath. . . .

The door bell rang and Lois choked
back a shrill scream. An instant later
Margie rushed into her arms.

“Lois, oh, Lois,” she sobbed, “I
can’t bear it! They have just sent
me word that a Memorial Serviee is to
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be held at Boyd’s grave.
would not do it, if they knew, ., . .
I never meant to tell you, but I am
haunted with the fear that you may
find out . Lois, I know some-
thing about Boyd’s death .’ she
broke off, gasping.

Lois Challoner’s lips grew dry. A
slight moisture broke out upon her
forehead and her hands.

“Tell me, Margie, dear,” she whis-
pered. “Surely, you can tell me

“Yes, I can tell you,” said the other,
presently, “I must tell you—after all,
it was entirely my fault. I ought not
to have gone south—but I am sueh a
silly little thing! Only now, I can’t
let you be good to me—I don’t de-
serve it—no woman ever had such a
friend as you, and I have imposed on
your love and goodness, even after T
found out. Oh, I am ashamed—
ashamed,” she -cried wildly. “For.
give me, for the sake of the children 1

“Margie,” said Lois sternly, “tel]
me instantly. What is it?”

“I found a letter—half written—
from Boyd to me. I can’t under-
stand, but I think there was some
money missing—and he couldn’t find
it before the Directors came down.
For God’s sake, don’t blame him,
Lois! It was my fault, for staying
away so long, and being such an ex-
pense. But I think he was—
er—he was prepared for an aceident
of some kind—Oh, my boy! My poor
boy !

Lois listened to Margie’s incoherent
utterances without comprehension
until the very end. Then, suddenly
Truth revealed itself to her, not ayw.
ful and pitiless as Margie saw it, but
shining—lighting up the darkness of
her despair, infusing her with higher
resolves and renewed courage. Boyd
Holden had been a suicide. ¥l

A prayer rose in her heart; 5
prayer so deep, so fervent that the
words “Thank God” escaped her lips
without her realization of it. But
when she tried to take Margie’s bro.
ken little body in her arms, the g
shrank away from her in horror, ag
from one suddenly gone mad.

. They
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RUPERT’S HOUSE

THE OLDEST BRITISH SETTLEMENT IN CANADA

BY LEROY THORNE BOWES

)] T was a busy day at Rg—

pert’s House. Early in
‘the morning the dogs
had voiced their sorrows
to the golden East, only
to be beaten into silent
submission by their Indian masters.
Gradually stir after stir was noticed
in the wigwams. It was six o’clocl’(,
and the little bell on the carpenter’s
shop summoned the servants to their
various duties. Half-hearted, the In-
dian turns out to his work, for he
hates it. He requires breakfast at
eight, smoke hour at eleven, noon
hour, smoke hour at four, and his
day’s work and labours end at six
o’clock. The squaws do all the men-
ial and household tasks.

But this morning the post life was
more active, At the wharf, pulled
out of reach of the tide, which was
lapping its way up the sandy bank,
were six giant bark canoes. Indian
packers carrying a load of two to three
hundred pounds by the aid of their
tump-lines, were strewing the shore
with bundles of eclothing, sacks of
flour and sides of bacon. Soon after
the big canoes were placed in the
water, and their crews of about twelve
stalwart Indians each passed silently
around the whole assemblage at the
wharf and with. a perfunetory and
mechanical hand-shake of each per-
son (and the whole settlement was
present) they passed.down, and step-
ping into the heavily-laden canoes
pushed off from the shore. Without
a wave of their paddle, a cheer or a
good-bye from the erowd on the shore,
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they headed up stream. Before they
had disappeared around the bend in
the river and the rhythmic musie of
their short, snappy strokes had died
away, the people on shore had dis-
persed as quietly as they had gather-
ed. Such are the customs of the peo-
ple.

Before noon another stirring event
took place. The coming of the Com-
pany’s steamer Inenew or Emelia is
always looked on as the chief event
of the day. For days when the time
of arrival is ‘expected every native
with every indeseribable make of tele-
scope will watch every cloud and puff
of smoke. From the dock or roofs of
the Post buildings every spare mo-
ment they gaze out into the bay and
at the first positive sign they notify
the Post manager, who raises the flag
in welcome of the visiting officials and
the ever welecome mail, which brings
its message—and they are rare—from
beyond the Line, from loved ones
back in civilization. )

Every man, woman and child, the
sick, the halt and lame and blind
flocked to the dock long before the
little Imenew had reached its anchor-
age. A feverish excitement filled the
air, the crowd was happy, but from
their stolid faces you would never sus-
pect it. Even the poor, down-trodden,
abused and beaten husky dog joined
in the celebration by howls directed
heavenwards, battles innumerable or
else maranding and looting the wig-
wams in the absence of their masters.

The afternoon was spent busily un-
loading the steamer. A miniature
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railway is built on the doeck and
switehbacks and small cars on trucks
soon relieved the steamer of its load.
The work proceeded with system, and
while there was no rushing and little
shouting, the unloading was carried
out expeditiously and well.

Later on in the afternoon a young
couple -rushed through the village
shaking hands with everyone. The
dignified tread of “Here comes the
bride” was wholly missing, but by the
determined and stolid look on the
young buck’s face and the careless
bashful giggle of the young squaw
their happiness was not lacking. Soon
the bells of the little church summon-
ed all the people to the ceremony,
With the air of attending a funeral
instead of a wedding, they filed into
the little edifice and heard the Indian
bestow on the blushing bride all his
worldly goods, consisting of a birch
canoe, a wigwam and cooking uten-
sils, while in turn she promised to
love, honour, obey, chop his wood,
carry his water, cook his meals, pad-
dle his canoe, fish his nets, portage
part of his worldly goods and other
work incident to the life of a loving
and dutiful wife.

In the evening the floor of the car-
penter shop was cleared and the na-
tives danced until the wee small hours.
To describe their dance is impossible,
but it is evidently much enjoyed. The
violin and a drum composed the
orchestra. During the evening a home-
brewed beer served as a beverage, and
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a feast of half-roasted duck with
enough feathers remaining to tickle
the palate of the most fastidious taste
was enjoyed.

About eight o’clock the sun sank be-
hind the tree-tops, bathing the Post
in a golden flood. The trees on the
opposite shore stood out distinetly
against the blue background, for the
country is very flat. In the blue arch
of heaven large woolly-shaped eumuy-
lus clouds went tumbling from east
to west and were mirrored in the river
flowing swiftly and silently out with
the ebbing tide. The Post  behing
seemed robed in resplendent colours as
the Night god nestled down over the
settlement. As the evening passed
more indistinetly the Post and the sur-
rounding country faded away. Yes,
faded, as it were, from the twentieth
century to the seventeenth century,
From the dock the buildings of the
Company stretched back in the dis-
tance stately, ghostlike and indefin-
able. Along the river bank lights
showed dimly from the wigwams, and
all was silent save for a snatch of g
crooning song, a baby’s cry or the
hacking cough of some unfortunate
consumptive.

Again one could picture the stock-
ade with its bastions and cannon. Wag
that a canoe in the shadow, floating
in towards shore? Did it contain voy-
ageurs under a d’Iberville to
and raze? Ah, no—foolish faney! Tt
was only a log earried down by the
current of the river. What a history-
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Rupert's House, from the Mission Church

that river has, breathing mystery, ma-
jesty and mightiness, flowing impell-
ingly on to sea, coming from forest
depths of an illimitible and incom-
parable wilderness of wilderness, from
mysterious depths of trees, of silence,
of solitude, of roaring foamy rapids,
of water-falls and placid reaches!
Here the English had established their
first settlement in Canada. Around
this very spot had been waged bitter
struggles for the supremacy of Hud-
son Bay.

But now the dusk had changed to a
brighter light. The northern night is
short. Mpyriads of stars twinkled and
a meteor shot across the sky, leaving
a trail of fire in its wake. The north-
ern lights in a mysterious beauty
dashed and raced across the heavens,
mingling their spangles and arches
with the scintillant stars. In the woods
opposite wolves howled and foxes
barked. Along the Post shore husky
dogs raised their muzzles and voiced
in loud, mournful wails their troubles
to thesmoon, which was gradually
pushing its way above the tree-tops.
In the clearer light the Post became
less speectral, and the shadows faded.
With a gentle lapping on the shore
the tide began to come in again from
the bay. It was a strange combina-
tion this battle of swiftly-racing cur-
rent and flooding tide—and the tide
conquered.

With the clearer light as the Post
lost its spectral appearance one eould
see farther afield. Here we were en-
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deavouring to locate a harbour for a
railway.

Perhaps at some not far distant
date the iron-horse would econnect
Rupert’s House with civilization,
dredges would win a harbour from
the tortuous channel, and stately
ships would ride at anchour in the
stream, bobbing complacently in the
gentle rippling water as the eurrent
strove to tear them from their moor-
ings. Mills would rear tall chimneys
to the sky and houses would line the
banks. Rupert’s House the outpost
would become a ecity. From the south-
ern limits of our Dominion the bounds
of settlement must extend, for un-
doubtedly the Northland contains a
vast area suitable for settlement and
development, a region rich and varied
in its resources. Already the eyes of
Canada are being directed to its north-
ern storehouse.

The destiny of this earliest British
settlement in Canada may best be de-
seribed in the words of Sir Wilfrid
Laurier, uttered in the House of Com-
mons, April 3rd, 1906 :

‘“It is not enough for us to confine our
views to Canada that is now settled. We
must look ahead, we must push northward
as far as colonization can go. I have
great confidence that before many years
are past we shall see towns and villages
on the shores of Hudson Bay, as we see
on the shores of Norway, where people will
be prosperously engaged in the lumbering
business, the pulp industry, the fishing in-
dustry, the mining industry, and others.

This is what I hope Canadians will see
ere long.”’



The ‘‘ Limited" of the Northland

The history of the Hudson’s Bay
Company is truly a remarkable one.
For more that two centuries of its ex-
istence it has enjoyed great privileges
in the exercise of which it has not
only controlled great areas and at-
tained great commercial renown, but
after its long career is able on a whole
to present an honourable record.
Primarily founded for the sole pur-
pose of trading in furs with the In-
dians, it has not only consolidated its
position, overcoming strenuous opposi-
tion, but its hardy and adventurous
pioneers under its own auspices con-
ducted explorations, flinging back its
Posts to the limits of our Canadian
hinterland.

In the early days the fur trade,
directly or indirectly, furnished occu-
pation to nearly all the inhabitants.
The principal business of the Hud-
son’s Bay Company, in common with
its French rivals, was to purchase
furs in exchange for firearms, cloth-
ing, axes and other commodities im-
ported from the European countries.
In the West, North and Northwest
the Great Company grew in power.
Its prosperity depended on its good
relations with the Indians, and inherit-
ing the wonderful colonizing power

284

of the British race it. soon created a
mutual trust with the natives that
gave it great prestige. This congen-
iality has always been maintained and
the Indians were taught to respect
the red standard with its “H.B.C.» as
a coat-of-arms. Until Confederation
the history of Canada in the West
and North must include the history
of the Hudson’s Bay Company, for
they are interchangeable. But as the
Company’s interests were largely in
consolidating and managing little
more than a colony, too lightly are we
apt to push those stirring events inte
the background. The power, respect
and trust that the natives bore for
the great company undoubtedly paved
the way for their harmonious ineop.
poration into the Confederation.
While several serious rebellions ocenr.
red, there was no open warfare against
the Indians and half-breed iz%mbit.
ants. And now having passed through
the colony: stage and emerged as
a young nation in the galaxy of
countries constituting the British Em-
pire, we find the Hudson’s Bay Com.
pany has still progressed in its work.
Shorn of its governing power, it hag
become in the Canadian West a pure.
ly commerecial enterprise. But in the




An Indian family temporarily encamped at Rupert's House

northern areas, where the eyes of Can-
ada are turning, where a boundless
storehouse of wealth is treasured, and
where the national expansion is ever
reaching closer, we find the Hudson’s
Bay Company there trading a.nd
teaching in its posts, already forming
a nucleus of the villages, towns and
cities which will spring up in this
northward movement. And when that
illimitable wilderness is absorbed in-
to the Dominion of Canada we must
not forget the work of the hardy
pioneers who, with pluclg and forti-
tude, braving a rigoroug clm*ate, hard-
ships innumerable, isolation from
friends and civilization, have carved
homes from this northland and pre-
pared it for a great future after its
absorption in the greater Dominion.
The history of Hudson Bay really
started in 1666, when Jean Talon, In-
tendant of the French settlement at
Quebee, rejected the proposals of. ex-
ion in the West and explorations

in Hudson Bay, as suggested by two
adventurous bush-rangers,. Medard
Chouart Groseilliers and Pierre Ra-
disson. Those two explorers pad pene-
trated far into the Canadian West
and from Indian tribes had learned
of wonderful advantages Hudson Bay
and James Bay possessed for trading.
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Unfortunately for France their ex-
peditions were not followed up. Their
explorations instead of bringing them
honour and encouragement, called
down the wrath of a rapacious In-
tendant, who fined them heavily be-
cause they engaged in illieit trading,
the expedition not having been author-
ized by that official. All attempts by
the explorers to arouse interest either
in Quebee or Paris proved fruitless.
To the French King Canada was “a
few arpents of snow”, and to the offi-
cials at Quebee expansion meant more
trouble—they already had enough—
the building of forts and a large out-
lay of money.

But Groseilliers and Radisson were
not content to allow the northern fur
trade to pass unnoticed. Having also
by marriage and nature many things
in common with the English, they de-
cided to turn their back on France
and interest English capital and en-
terprise in New England. At the in-
stance of Sir George Cataret, a Royal
Commissioner of Charles I1., who was
in the New World settling disputes in
New England, the French adventur-
ers were induced to lay their plans
before the English King. In spite of
flattering overtures from Dutch inter-
ests, Groseilliers and Radisson adher-
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ed to their original scheme, which was
hampered by war and indifference.
At last in 1668 the King’s cousin,
the gallant Prince Rupert, became in-
terested in the adventure and enter-
prise. So in 1668 two little vessels,
the Eaglet and the Nonsuch, the lat-
ter a ketch of fifty tons, sailed for the
far North. Captain Stainard of the
Eaglet, crossed the stormy Atlantie,
but approaching Hudson Straits the
expedition seemed so impossible he
sailed back again over the ocean. But
the little Nonsuch, under the com-
mand of Captain Gillam, pushed on.
The narrow channels and the moun-
tainous icebergs could not daunt the
courage of these adventurous spirits.
The uncharted coast, abounding with
dangers of shoals and storms, was
safely passed. In September, 1668,
the Nonsuch entered a river at the
southeast corner of Hudson Bay.
Here the party landed, parleyed
with the Indians, secured permission
to occupy a part of the territory and
immediately started to erect a stone
fort, which was called Fort Charles
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in honour of Charles II. The mighty
river rushing from the forest depths
of an interminable wilderness and
emptying into the bay they called
Rupert’s River, after their illustrious
patron. So in 1668, two years before
the famous Royal Charter granting to
the Hudson’s Bay Company—“The
Governor and Company of Gentlemen
Adventurers of England, trading in
Hudson Bay”—the monopoly of the

trade and territory of the Hudson
Bay region, Fort Charles was
founded.

In 1670 Fort Charles was renamed
Rupert’s House by Charles Bailey,
who had been sent out by the Hud.
son’s Bay Company to establish g
trading-post at that place.

From the establishment of Fort
Charles in 1668 the history of James
Bay becomes the history of the Hud-
son’s Bay Company. Gradually, in
spite of numerous successful and de-
structive rebuffs from their rivals the
French, the Hudson’s Bay Company
became more firmly established.
time passed and the Company increas.
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The ““Emelia"”, a Steamship of Revillon Fréres on James Bay

ed in power and were left undisturb-
ed, the posts or forts became substan-
tial establishments,

In the period following the estab-
lishment of the fort at Rupert’s River
warfare was unceasingly waged be-
tween the rival companies of French
and English origin. Cargoes of sup-
ply ships were captured, forts taken
and retaken, with massacres and
bloodshed, while the unfortunate pri-
soners-of-war were often turned out
in the woods to perish.

In these raids Rupert’s House
changed hands frequently. In 1685,
when war broke out between England
and France, Governor Denonville as-
sisted the Northern Company to at-
tack Hudson Bay by an overland ex-
pedition which started from Queb_ec.
The raid was directed by C.hevaher
de Troyes, who was ably assisted by
Lia Chesnaye and the LeMoyne bro-
thers. Of all perhaps Le Moyne
d’Iberville was the most courageous
and energetic. After razing Moose
Fort, the expedition captured and de-
stroyed Rupert’s House.
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Using Rupert’s House as a base, the
voyageurs pushed forward and ecap-
tured Albany, the strongest Hudson’s
Bay Company fort in James Bay.

After the capture by the French in
1693 Rupert House again fell into the
hands of the English when two ships
of the navy recaptured the fort. In
1697 the Treaty of Ryswick capitu-
lated the fort—all the other forts in
James Bay except Albany were in-
cluded—to the French. Until the
Treaty of Utrecht in 1713, all this
region was held by the French, only
the conditions of that agreement ced-
ing all the French rights in James
and Hudson Bay to the English, From
that date martial strife has ceased and
the Hudson’s Bay Company has en-
gaged in trading only, although per-
haps more than the Government they
have governed this region. In the
strenuous winter season the inhabit-
ants of James Bay engage wholly in
hunting and trading, while during the
rough and pleasant summer season
the country has been explored by
numerous government and private
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seientific and commercial enterprises.
About twelve years ago Revillon
Fréres, of Paris, established posts at
various points, and the competition
between the rival firms is very keen.

The old stone fort at Rupert’s
House, with its bastions and cannon,
has disappeared. Approaching it by
Rupert Bay, one can see the steeple
of the little church of the Anglican
mission rearing its small but distine-
tive height against the blue back-
ground. Along the shores you see the
wreck of several old Hudson Bay
ships which were unable to stand the
severe ice conditions of the spring
break-ups. The shallow and tortuous
channel is marked by home-made bea-
cons, which consist of poles with
bushy tops of branches. Each Com-
pany has its own buoys, not trusting
to the integrity of the other, for by
misplacing the buoys a wreck might
be the inevitable result. The houses
of the Hudson’s Bay Company stretch
back from the trestle wharf. Between
the storehouses and Factor’s dwelling
to the mission are scattered the wig-
wams of the Indians and the houses
of the Company’s servants. Farther
along the bank is the trading-post of
Revillon Fréres, Roughly their area
18 composed of about twenty-five
acres. Part of this has been carved
from the forest which borders it and
part evidently eneroaches on the old
Hudson’s Bay Company’s fort, for
digging down one can find the ruins
of brick houses and what was evident-
ly the walls of an enclosure.

Across the river the banks are tree-
fringed and fade away in the distance
towards Mount Sherrick, the only
real hill to relieve the monotony of the
characteristic flatness.

The life at Rupert’s House is much
changed from the former days when
the officials of the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany were the governing and control-
ling power of the Bay district. The
ancient and honourable Company still
holds the better of the commercial
struggle, but a new power has erept
in and is gradually absorbing the in-
habitants. It is the Government of

the Dominion of Canada. True, the
old Company paved the way for it, as
they did in the West; true, they have
created a trust and dependence in
the Indians which has made this in-
trusion a matter of course; true the
have made it easy to remove the “H.
B. C.” from the lower right-hand cor-
ner and replace it with the coat-of-
arms of the Dominion.

Revillon Fréres are very keen com-
mereial rivals, and bringing as they
do more up-to-date methods they have
gathered a following of the hunters
around them. One improvement i
travel must. be noted. Besides the
large canoes and dog-trains to carpy
the supplies to the inland posts, the
French company have established
winter trails and imported nearly
twenty splendid horses to travel them,
They are thereby enabled to transport
larger loads and move them far more
expeditiously. It has been found im-
possible to train the Indians to care
for the horses, and consequently g
number of French Canadian team-
sters are brought from the Provinee
of Quebec and form a part of the
personnel of the staff of Revillon
Fréres.

The Hudson’s Bay Company, how-
ever, have not been vanquished by the
French invasion. Undoubtedly they
still control the respect and the trust
of the stolid, implacable Indian. The
manager of the Post is their magis.
trate, their counsellor, their governor,
To him they come with their troubl
their tooth ache, their sorrow, theip
Jjoys. He can mingle with them, yet
his word is law, just as much as it
was back in the eighteenth ecent
In the winter-time he details them on
their long dog-train trips for mail ;
he sends out help to the sick or hun.
gry hunter whom fortune is not smil.
ing upon; he is the first to receive
them on their return. In the spri
he greets the returning hunters and
he barters for their fur. He details
the supplies to the inland posts; he
visits the posts under his Jurisdietion -
he sends out expeditions of explora.

tions; he employs the servants at agri- .
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Making Hay near James Bay

eulture, shipbuilding and canoe-mak-
ing; in fact, being Chief Factor of
Rupert’s House is more than a hum-
drum existence of commercial traffick-
ing and adventure. At the present
time the Hudson’s Bay Company en-
trust the management of this Post
to Mr. Alan Nicholson, and when
Rupert’s House has passed from the
post stage to a town and eventually a
city, we will undoubtedly be indebted
to him for the splendid service he is
doing in one of our hinterland out-
posts. y
The soil at Rupert’s House and in
the neighbouring country is very fer-
tile. Near the Post there is a fringe
of fine timber along the river banks.
Farther inland the timber diminishes
in size and is replaced by a stunted
growth of tamarack. The Revillon
Fréres, Hudson’s Bay Company and
the Mission people carry on agricul-
ture, and in the short season splendid
results are attained. I{l July and
August hay is brought in from the
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marshes and dried for use in the win-
ter-time. At times it reaches an ab-
normal price, and there is one record
where the Hudson’s Bay Company in
order to feed their starving cattle
paid Revillon Fréres at the rate of
ninety-six dollars a ton. All vege-
tables are grown—lettuce, radishes,
rhubarb, turnips and potatoes. In
1901, for instance, on the 28th of May
the Hudson’s Bay Company planted
twenty bushels of potatoes, which
viélded three hundred and sixteen
bushels when dug on the 27th of Sep-
tember. That date of planting was
unusually early, as the erops are gen-
erally not sown until the middle of
June. Potatoes have formed the chief
crop at Rupert’s House, but the soil,
which is a light sandy loam, under
careful cultivation will yield rich sup-
plies. Cold days are not uncommon
in midsummer, but as a rule very hot
weather is experienced, the tempera-
ture on the average ranging well
above ninety degrees.
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VICTORIA

A BIT OF ENGLAND THAT IS NOT ENGLAND

BY CHARLES W. STOKES

JHE trouble with all these
M western cities is that they
will insist on giving you
folders—not sending
them to you before you
go, which seems the logie-
al way to open the subject, but hand-
ing them to you after you arrive. It
seems a rather defective system of
distribution, but the idea is apparent-
ly that you should carry them away
and store them in your family arch-
ives. This being understood, they
would give you a bushel of folders if
you would let them; you could ex-
haust their whole edition by appear-
ing deliberately complaisant, and pre-

_’9

cipitate an emergency meeting o

Board of Trade to vote theg mf)r:}el:
for printing some more. s
.As to exactly how far these pub-
lmlty- folders depart from the truth
—which is putting it rather crudely
but you know what I mean, espeeiali§
if you have ever written them, as I
have—I would prefer not to say. In
fact, for a magazine writer to acecept
one at all is fatal. He either uses too
much of it, and draws down his edi-
tor’s reerimination of being subsi-
dized, or he uses too little and gets in
bad with the local publicity commis.
sioner, who sees his (the publicity
commissioner’s) time, conversation
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automobile hire and expense account
absolutely wasted.

Another annoying thing about these
insidious pamphlets is that they per-
sist in “slogans”. Now a slogan can
be brilliant, but the average -city
booster’s slogan seldom rises above the
level of the price ticket, “Was $40—
Take me Home for $2.98”.

Vietoria, British Columbia, is the
very deuce for giving out folders. It
has more kinds of them and apparent-
ly more of each than any other place
in existence. They (the folders) and
it (Vietoria) have one hlghly-stressed
slogan, to wit, “A Little Bit of'Ol‘(_i
England by the Shores of the Pacifie”.
It does not strike one, in passing, as
a very snappy slogan, to judge by the
erisp technique of some others, nor
as a very apt one, for it should more
accurately be “A Little Bit of One
Part of Old England by the Shores
of the Pacific”, or alternatively, “A
Little Bit of Japan, China and Hin-
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dustan by the et cetera, et cetera’.
But having used it, the Vietorian is
supposed to have enunciated, and hav-
ing heard it the visitor is supposed to
have comprehended, all Vietoria from
A to Z.

Victoria, says the most popular
folder, is full of retired Englishmen,
especially retired military English-
men. One pictures these English
majors—queer how a retired military
Englishman is never anything but a
major !—with red faces, spats and
violent check suits complete, so nu-
merous as to outnumber the remain-
ing population and form a political
identity like the Western Liberal-
Unionists. One conceives whole
streets of retired majors, stepping
briskly along for their morning con-
stitutionals, with the “tradespeople”
running to the shop fronts continually
to pull their forelocks in respectful
salute. One imagines, as the daily
ship from the mainland warps up
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alongside, the whole wharf pre-empted
by retired majors discussing, say, the
state of their livers.

But so far as you and I are con-
cerned, being ordinary visitors lack-
ing the open sesame, we could prob-
ably range all day in Vietoria without
getting a crack at a single major. The
hotels are full of tourists and wealthy
wheat farmers from Saskatchewan,
the streets are full of governmen® of-
ficials and Orientals. Where are the
retired majors? Perhaps, of course,
they are at their clubs, selfishly mono-
polizing The London Times, growling
at the man who dares to speak, and
tossing off countless whiskies and
sodas. (For I trust that the Vietoria
clubs have a means of circumventing
the hated law that would deprive a
retired major of his highball). This
supposition being feasible, the majors
would still be there; they would have
to be turned out of their clubs some
fine time or other, so that there is still
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a chance of beholding one by waiting
long enough. As a matter of faet, 1
trailed a suspect who had all the
symbols of a major but who subse.
quently turned out to be a taxider.
mist. The only remaining solution is
that they are hiding behind the high
walls for which Vietoria is famous.
If there is one thing which your
true Vietorian theoretically loathes it
is what we lowbrow chaps call a rub-
ber-neck wagon. It represents tg
him that rush and restlessness whieh
he despises as “American®, Little
’vails it to him that these despised
tourists (“trippers” he would call
them, if he were English) bring te
Victoria probably the greatest part
of its revenue, or that the high duqg.
geon into which he retires at their
presence only adds to Vietoria’s un-
fortunate reputation as a lang of
Lotos Eaters. But there is a strange
inconsistency about him. He abhors
the rubber-neck wagon because it
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valgarizes the atmosphere, but he is
grateful to it for its affording him
the opportunity of preaching a ser-
mon. Hence the word “theoretically™
as already used. i .
Some of the pioneers of Vietoria,
homesick for that England that they
so faithfully served on the shores of
the Pactfic, tried in numerous ways
to recreate there their beloved mother-
land. Amongst others, they sur-
vounded their houses with high brick
walls, surmounted, doubtless (not hav-
ing a schoolboy handy to climb them,
I could not check this) by broken
glass. This charming custom the
modern Vietorian of mdepe_:nde_nt
household endeavours as far as in him
lies to perpetuate and imitate, al-
though one notes with regrgt that
there is a recent schism that favours
merely shrub hedges. But you can
quite understand the procedure. A
rubber-neck wagon of vulgarians
Adrives by—people that one really
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doesn’t know, don’t you know. The
megaphone artist directs their atten.
tion to a typieal high wall, apparent-
ly not to be looked over, and the
passengers all immediately look over.
They see, therefore, by dint of effort
what they may have been intended to
see by effort—the refined, sacrosanct
vrivacies of a retired English gentle-
man’s home. No more effective
method could have been conceived
(in the latter’s opinion) to impress
them with the sharpness of class dis-
tinetions and the infeasibility of their
ever being anything but wvulgarians.

Viectoria, in fact, erystallizes the
supposition that an Englishman’s
house is his castle. Let it also truth-
fully and admiringly be added that
in Victoria at least it is a castle and
not a “lean to”, emphasizing thereby
that when the average Englishman
builds anything, whether it is a house
or a system, he builds something well
and firmly, and not the fly-by-night
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shack that so vividly envisages the
prevalent Canadian custom of grab-
bing all you can and putting up with
any old thing over your head.

_ Vietoria was founded and is still
inhabited by people who from the
beginning intended to live there, not
merely to wring the utmost from it
in defiance of posterity and get out
before the boom slumped. It is there-
fore beautified to an extent seen in
few Canadian cities, certainly in no
western Canadian cities. A softer,
balmier England it may be, where
the sun always shines (so the folder
says), the sky is always clear, and the
rain seldom falls, where no smoke
stacks belech out a black canopy,
where there is no Wigan and no
Whitechapel. A kind of sublimated
England, with hydrangeas, roses, and
cherry trees blossoming in front of
lazy bungalows, one who knows the
mother England might say. Very
akin to southern California, he might
add, except that Vietoria has its oak
trees, its honeysuckles, its ivy-clad
walls, its swans, its lichened bridges,
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its wonderful lawns, its hedges of box
trimmed in fantastic shapes. :

To be exact, therefore, one would
not call Vietoria the England of the
Pacific so much as the Torquay of
Canada, nor its people typieal Eng-
lish as upper-class English of rathep
animaginative and feudal calibre, In
frying to maintain a complete Eng.
lish tradition, for instance, they have
retained some customs more in stub-
bornness than for utility. Not that
afternoon tea is an outworn custom
of course, or that traffic should no{
run on the left hand side of the street
as it does in England; but one fears
sometimes that the Victorian whgo
nails from England would be rather
amazed and pained were he to find
himself in the new, impatient, ef.
ficient England that has developed
since he left it.

Of individuality Vietoria has much
It has this strong English atmosphere.
It has a remarkable civic beauty of a
sedate kind, a climate that all Canadg
envies, an idle rich (or at least idle)
class larger in proportion to its Size
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than any other Canadian city’s. It
has a wonderful city park, the most
refined hotel in America, a soft morn-
ing mist that ultimately instils af-
fection, a petite harbour, one very
good bathing beach and several poor
ones, a seaside golf course, the most
glorified real-estate subdivision in
(Canada, and a tremendous Oriental
population. One of the most charm-
ing and incongruous sights that I wit-
nessed in Vietoria was a sleek-haired,
silk-trousered, bareheaded Chinese
woman listening rapturously to a
street-corner Salvation Arlpy band.
As provineial capital, Victoria has the
Parliament buildings, which are better
architecturally than most of those of
Canada and very picturesquely situ-
ated, for once, where everybody can
gsee them. It was here that the late
Sir Richard McBride, that great over-
shadowing figure who was once dis-
cussed as Canada’s possible premier,
had his habitat. In loecal polities
Vietoria is bitterly jealous of Van.
295

couver’s growing dominance of every-
thing that Vietoria thinks it should
control itself; and of late its men-
tality has been a little affected by the
influx of retired prairie farmers who
became rich upon $2.24 wheat.

The picture that I would like to
leave with you—one that may dis-
sipate the foibles and soften the per-
verseness of the people of this far-
away England, and suggest the stead-
fast, invineible spirit that they have
copied from its great original—is
Vietoria on Sunday evening, On a
particular Sunday evening, as will
develop later. You must imagine a
little church on a hill, a little chureh
of wood dignified with the name of
cathedral, commanding an exquisite
panorama of bay, ocean, forest, lawn.
moor and beach. For quite a spell
before the service. the bell ringer has
been amusing himself by playing
hymn tunes on the bells—and you
could hear the creaking of the old bells
for blocks. You must imagine a great
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white ensign suspended over the pul-
pit, and a choir composed apparently
of old men and boys—until you hear
them sing, when you find it is rein.
forced by young ladies who, entering
privily into the back stalls, have not
taken part in the procession up the
aisle.  You must further imagine a
strong, calm voice intoning the beau-
tiful Anglican evening service, stained
glass’ windows, a wheezy old organ,
white vestments dimming in the slight
dusk, and the flower-scented air
wafted in from the soft twilight out-
side.

But look around the congregation
—and there at last .are your majors
and your retired Englishmen! They
stand stiffly upright, their suits, alas,
a little shiny or frayed, for war-pro-
fiteering does not exist to any extent
in this community. On the contrary,
one feels that rather is the pinch of
war poverty felt more acutely. When
you retire on a military pension, no
MeAdoo Schedule inereases it to meet
the high cost of living, and under the
stress ot war so many of those gilt-
edged securities that supported Vie-
toria became rather tarnished at the
edges! The fact that the congregation
is eomposed. exclusively of women
children and old men, with here and
there a uniformed young man with a
wound stripe, is due to one faet that
is not found in the folders—that out
of a population of about 60,000 Vie-
toria contributed in soldiers alone
more than 14,000, to say nothing of
nurses and war workers.

That is why you can forgive Vie-
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toria many things, and why, when
Jusu before the henediction they rise
to sing the National Anthem, and
husky, quavering voices strengthen,
stiff backs stiffen further as on parade
at the salute—that is why you forget
the narrow prejudices, the cholerie,
somewhat out-of-date grievances. All
you see is a church of brave old people
“ecarrying on”, with every vacant
place representing a son gone.

But I said that this was a partieu-
lar Sunday. So it was. It was a day
upon which great victories were bei
celebrated—not yet the Armistice,
but almost within hailing distanee
of the same. I could imagine New
York or Toronto, say, that same night,
Crash upon crash, roar upon roar,
bands, parades, tanks, bells, “drives®,
sirens, enthusiasms, pep, zip, “puneh™
—all that such an event means to the
vociferous. But here there was evi-
dent another conception, that it was
more fitting to retire apart and give
thanks in prayer than through g
megaphone, that when the shonti
and the tumult died there still pe.
mained the sacrifice of a humble ang
a contrite heart. And so the strong,
calm voice intoned the prayers for
the sick and wounded, “both our own
and of the enemy”, and the hymn they
sang was that most unwarlike ang
pathetic “Soldiers of Christ, arise”,
and you might have thought th,
didn’t claim enough credit for them-
selves in winning the war.

Somehow it seems to me that behing
that quiet, bashful spirit there is the
strength that really does win wars,
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MIST OF

MORNING

BY ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

AUTHOR OF *““UP THE HILL AND OVER", “THE SHINING SHIP", ETC.
CHAPTER 11

MY STERIOUS as had
i seemed the entrance of
i David into the Widow
SUMNN Ridley’s back garden, the
el hidden means employed
to get there had been a very ordinary
pair of stilts. All the boys were wear-
ing stilts at that time, and David’s
had just been acquired and were a
source of much boyish pride.
Nevertheless he did not swagger
home upon their high eminence. He
knew that he was late for supper and
it oceurred to him that he might as
well be a little later. Perhaps if he
were late enough Cousin Mattie would
be so concerned about his starving
condition that she would forget to re-
mark upon the virtue of promptness
at meals. And if Cousin Mattie let
it pass, it was likely that his father
would do so too, for Angus Greig,
though excessively strict in large mat-
ters, seldom interfered in those which
belonged by right to Miss Mattie’s
province.
Many things belonged to that pro-
‘yinee; for Cousin Mattie Greig had
kept house for Angus all the years
they had lived in Milhampton and no
one knew for how many before that.
Little indeed was known of their for-
mer history, but it was understood
that Miss Mattie, when a girl, had
been adopted by the mother of Angus
and that the two had grown up as
brother and sister. Whatever kind-
ness she might have received from her
dead relative Miss Mattie had repaid
many times over by an unlimited de-
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votion to Angus and the motherless
boy. She was all the mother David
had known and she had sufficed,

He had never suffered from being
“an old maid’s child”. Miss Mattie
was not old. For all her years, which
must have been fifty, she had kept the
eager heart of a girl. She hadn’t
meant to. If any one had remon-
strated with her she would have
agreed that at her age it was most
unsuitable. But there it was. She
had kept her youth just as she had
kept her waist. Perhaps it was be-
cause she had kept her waist. These
things are subtle. Cousin Mattie’s
hair was graying, but her eyes were
clear and untroubled. Her mouth
harboured no fretful lines. She was
full of a hope which no to-morrow
ever justified—or ever quenched. She
laughed easily. For the rest, she was
a small woman, upright as a dart,
with a face which no one called beaun-
tiful but which every one loved.

The only thing about her which to
David was not quite perfect was her
habit of calling him “Davy dear”. He
didn’t mind the “dear” but he hated
the “Davy”.

To-night, as he came home, he ex-
pected to find her engaged, somewhat
reproachfully, upon her second cup
of tea. But instead she was standing
at the door waiting for him. He
quickened his steps.

“You’re late to-night, Davy dear,”
said she. Her voice was anxious
rather than condemnatory. “Hurry
now, like a good boy. Your father’s
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home this hour or more and he wants
to see you in the sitting-room.”

David forgot that he was a pirate.
Suddenly and completely he forgot
it! Under its generous layer of dirt
his face grew slightly pale. He stood
upon one foot and kicked the door-
step with the other. This was to show
his careless bravery in face of ad-
versity. The last time his father had
wished to see him in the sitting-room
had been upon an occasion which—
but why bring up forgotten trifles?

“What’s he want me for?”’ asked
David with fine indifference.

“I don’t know,” said Cousin Mattie;
adding with some point, “I thought
you might.”

“Well, I don’t.”

“Davy, dear, I hope you haven’t
been doing anything you shouldn’t?”

David’s face held all the just indig- -

nation of one who never by any
chance does what he shouldn’t.

Miss Mattie suppressed a smile.
“Very well,” she said, “only if T were
you, I’d hurry.”

David hurried. There was a slight
delay owing to the necessity of wash-
ing (who ever heard of a clean pir-
ate?). But he certainly hurried.
This was due to a doubt of his father’s
patience which was not misplaced.
Delay of any sort was abhorrent to
Angus Greig. David in his boyish way
understood this, and other things
about his father, very well.

A stern, unbending man was Greig
the carpenter. A silent, proud man,
slow to anger but not at all plenteous
in mercy. A man for the righteous to
trust in and for the wicked to flee
from. David knew this. He was
proud of his father; but not in any
intimate way. It was more as if he
were being proud of a fellow towns-
man or a hero in a book. Other fel-
lows’ fathers were easy going, every
day persons capable of being called
“Dad”. David felt that this was plea-
sant, but that it lacked dignity.

Of his father’s feeling for him he
was not sure. With ordinary fathers
one could tell, but with his one
couldn’t. There was a reserve. Never,
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in all his memories, had David got
past that reserve, nor had he ever
tried to. From his father he had al-
ways had justice and kindness. Miss
Mattie had supplied his other needs.

His mother David had never known
nor did Angus ever refer to her in
any way. Miss Mattie was inelined
to be more communicative but even
she had little to say.

“But you knew my mother, didn’t
you?’ David would question.

“Yes,” Miss Mattie had known his
mother—in a way. Not that they
had ever been intimate friends.

“Tell me about her.”

“She was bonny,” said Miss Mattie,
who liked a good Scottish word.

David was dissatisfied with this.
Of course she was bonny. He wanted
to know other things. He wanted to
know what she looked like. Did she
look like him ¢

“Of course not,” said Miss Mattie.
“Didn’t I just tell you she was bonny ¢
And yet there is a kind of queer some-
thing in you that’s like her. I notice
it whiles. You have a light step, Davy
dear, and she had a light step. She
had the lightest step of any of us.
‘When she danced we all seemed heavy
and slow beside her. I mind seeing
her dance once before——"

She checked herself and, being en-
gaged in washing dishes at the time,
somehow seemed to forget her sen-
tence in the rattle of the plates. But
David leaped upon it.

“Before what?” he demanded.

“Before she was married,” finished
Miss Mattie slowly.

“Didn’t she dance after she was
married ¥

“I didn’t just happen to see her
dancing.”

“Didn’t you live with her ¢”

“No.’,

“I think it would have been nice if
you had lived with her.”

Miss Mattie smiled at that but it
did not entice her into prolonging the
conversation.

She had the gift of story-telling,
this mother-by-proxy. Her romances
were the delight of David’s childhood
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and had been the preparation which
had enabled him not to laugh at
Rosme and her Joan of Are. He had
breathed the enchanted air of make-
believe and knew that, of all things,
Jaughter breaks the spell most surely.

Sometimes the little boy fancied
that Miss Mattie’s stories were about
his mother although she did not say
80. It puzzled him, so that sometimes
he grew confused between truth and
fiction. Then he would say, “Is it
truth or story — truth?”’ Always
knowing that he could trust her an-
swer. But more often he let it go by.
It was always pleasant enough either
way.

Out of it all he gathered a few
vivid pictures of his mother which he
was always to cherish. He saw her
very young and gay — “An only
daughter,” Miss Mattie said, “who
had more dresses in a year than I had
in two. One muslin, I mind, had
green sprigs in it and she wore a green
ribbon in her hair. She looked like a
bit of Spring and Angus didn’t take
his eyes off her all morning. In
church it was too. He didn’t even
hear the text, for I asked him when
we came out.”

Another picture David liked to
think of showed her dancing, all in
white, “like a thistle-top in the wind”.
In a quieter one she was busy in his
father’s home, making butter, with
her sleeves rolled up “to show the
dimples in her elbows”. He saw her
in a sunbonnet playing at tossing hay
in the field for she had been a farmer’s
daughter. But never did he see her
with a baby in her arms. He hardly
understood the ache in his heart, but
he knew he would have loved to see
her like that!

The last picture he had was the one
which showed her as a bride. And it
was very sketchy. “She looked as
sweet as a flower and the gladdest
thing I ever saw,” was all Cousin
Mattie would ever say.

«“What did my father look like?”
asked David.

There was a noticeable pause, and
then—“Nobody was looking at your

father,” said Miss Mattie. “Now go
your ways for I'm busy this morn-
ing.”

All this time we have been keeping
Angus Greig waiting. But David
didn’t. A splash of water, in such
places as it would do most good, the
slam of a brush upon his rumpled
hair, and the reformed pirate hur-
ried into the sitting-room, outwardly
shy and inclined to be sulky, inward-
ly on fire with curiosity and a little
bit afraid.

The carpenter was standing by the
window and turned at his entrance.
David saw to his astonishment that
he did not seem angry at all. There
was not even impatience on his face.
Instead it was kinder than the boy
was accustomed to seeing it. But it
bore a look for which he had no
words; if he had been older he might
have said that Angus looked
shaken”. It was very apparent that
something had happened.

“It’s you, David! Come away in.
“There’s news you must know.” His
glance fell upon a strip of yellow
paper he held in his hand.

David came in, sideways, and sat
down gingerly on the very edge of a
chair. There was a momentary flash
from the eye of Angus.

“Sit properly upon your chair and
answer when I speak to you.”

“Yes sir,” said David stolidly.

Angus sat down by the table and
tapped its polished surface with
the yellow paper. He seemed uncer-
tain what to do next and to see his
father at a loss was so amazing a
spectacle that David’s eyes grew
grave and round. Words came hard
to the silent Scottish carpenter. He
dropped the paper and picked it up.
He ruffled his gray hair with his large
hand.

“You see, David lad,” he began at
last with an effort that was even phy-
sically apparent, “there’s news that I
must tell you. I’ve a telegram this
afternoon. Your father’s dead!”

“Yes, sir,” said David. He didn’t
know that he said it. Had his father
suddenly gone mad?

v
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He didn’t look mad. After making
this foolish statement he drew a long
breath and seemed unaccountably re-
lieved. His gaze, turned now directly
on the boy, grew momentarily kinder.

“I’ve told you too bluntly,” he
said, “but I’m a blunt man. Perhaps
I should have left it to Mattic. But it
seemed like shirking my duty.”

He looked keenly at the boy’s inex-
pressive face and went on.

“I'm maybe wrong but sometimes
I've thought that you guessed that
you and I — that I am not your
father.” David said nothing. He
certainly had not guessed anything
of the kind. His mind turned slowly
from the contemplation of Angus as
a mad father to the idea of him as no
father at all. And suddenly, like a
kind of miracle, it seemed that, al-
though he hadn’t guessed it, he had
always known it. There was nothing
new to him in the fact so briefiy
stated. And, with its realization, he
too was conscious of an odd sense of
relief,

“Did you guess it, or didn’t you?”
asked Angus.

David stammered
know.”

Angus nodded. He seemed to un-
derstand.

“Perhaps I should have told you
long ago,” he said meditatively, “we
might have got a bit nearer if I had.
The untold truth has been a barrier
between us. But I didn’t want you to
know while—while he lived.” He
glanced at the telegram in his hand.

David’s eyes followed his glance
and silence fell. David was fright-
ened of the silence. He was fright-
ened of the sombre look on the car-
penter’s face. He was frightened
most of all, though proud also, at
being spoken to in this way, almost as
man to man.

“My mother?” He ventured at last
tentatively. How terrible it would be
if he hadn’t a mother either!

Angus roused himself with a great
effort. <

“Liong dead,” he said. “She died
when you were born. She was to have

“I—I d—on’t
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been my wife. But she married him.
I never married. So,” he added slow-
ly, “though you are not my son you

are all the son I’ll ever have. You
understand ?”
“Yes, sir,” said David. He did

understand. The words were like a
warm hand held out in the darkness.

Now that the essential explanation
was out of the way Angus Greig be-
gan to speak more easily.

“You may feel like blaming me for
keeping you from your real father,
my lad,” said he, “but you wouldn’t
if you knew. I must tell you the truth
for both our sakes. And the truth is
hard.” He became more Scottish as he
became more articulate. “Your
father, David, was no father for a
bairn. And he was no husband for a
lass. He killed your mother, David—
and she was the bonniest thing God
ever made!”

The long ingrained reserve was
breaking down a little, under stress,
Boy though he was, David became
conscious of the terrible restraint
which alone enabled this man to speak
as he tried to speak, simply and
quietly, yet no amount of wild deecla-
mation could have been so impressive
as this.

“He killed her,” said Angus.

Then he took out his handkerchief
and wiped the sweat from his fore-
head.

David said nothing at all.

“I’ll tell you the story—if I can.
It’s your right. Your mother and I
were engaged. We were to be married
soon. Then he came. She had given
me her promise but she gave him her
heart. I'm not blaming her. The God
that permitted it knows why she loved
him. He was younger than me by
eight years and he was handsome. [
was somewhat old for her — yes,
somewhat old. He had the manners
of one who holds himself above the
common. Perhaps he was above the
common in birth. I've naught against
birth. But there’s bad ones in all
classes. And he was bad.” Angus
the carpenter brought his great fist
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down upon the table with a crash.
“So bad was he that no animal could
abide him, no child would trust him,
the fresh flowers faded and died in
his rooms. And so did she, my lovely
flower! May the devil claw his clatty
soul !

At this frightful expression which
could surely be nothing less than the
most searing oath, David shivered
and shrank in his chair. Never in his
life had he heard Angus swear !

The level voice went on. “He was
a kind of doctor, a scientist, he called
himself. He did not heal the sick. He
sought for knowledge. He wished to
make his name a famous one. Per-
haps he also craved knowledge for its
own sake. I don’t know. He was
what is called a vivisectionist. Do
you know what that is, David? It’s
a man who tortures dumb beasts to
wrest the secrets of life from their
agonies.”

Here his ineradicable sense of jus-
tice halted him, he added sternly, “T’ll
not say that it’s never justified. I’ll
not say that something of that sort is
not necessary. But not in his ways
and not by men like him. His heart
was a stone. Terror he loved, and

shrinking and eries in the night. I.

speak of what I know, my lad. There
was no crueller devil in hell!

“She didn’t know it. We none of
us knew it then. And the outside of
him was fair enough. He saw her and
he eraved her and he took her, in the
only way he could have taken her, as
his wedded wife.”

The carpenter sat silent awhile, his
fingers twining and untwining. Then
__“She went into that house of horror
a blooming girl. I saw her, only a
fow weeks after—and she was already
stricken.”

He paused again, a long pause this
time.

“She hid herself away from us at
first. She had no mother and her fa-
ther was old. But when she got to the
end and knew it was the end, she
came to me—to me and Mattie.

«You are strong, Angus,” she said,
“you will keep my child from—that!”
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I promised her. She stayed with us
until she went away. Her husband
made no trouble. He was busy on a
new idea, and he was through with
her.

“When she was dead, he threatened
to take you, David, but—there was a
way. He didn’t take you. Soon after,
Mattie and you and I came here to
live.”

“Why didn’t he take me?” asked
David. His wide gray eyes were fixed
unwinkingly on Angus’s face. His
voice was almost a whisper.

“T’ll not tell you that, I think.”

“I want to know !”

“Well then—I am speaking to you
as a man David—I paid him. He
wanted money, always. He never had
enough for his experiments, and his
pleasures. I had some money. He
took it and he let you go.”

The boy’s eyes shut suddenly, his
strong, little hands clenched.

“He killed my mother and he sold
me ?”

Angus turned away. Had he been
right after all in telling the boy so
much ?

“You know it all now, laddy. And
he is dead, remember that. His
name iig

A small, cold hand stopped the
word upon his lips and two eyes cold
as steel looked into his.

“I never want to know his name!”
said David.

III

The agonies of childhood are poig-
nant things. Perhaps they are the
worst agonies of all. A child is so
sure that the world was intended to
be a happy place; he is so consecious
of his birthright of joy, that pain and
sorrow come as alien things, torturing,
impossible to be borne. A child in
trouble looks out upon the sunny day
with dull and wondering eyes. In his
heart has sprung the insistent ques-
tion which life propounds but does
not answer—“Why ¥’

A childish sorrow is forever. Since
he has no perspective the child can-
not see it getting smaller in the dist-
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ance. He cannot glimpse a to-morrow
where his sorrow may not be. He has
not yet learned to say, “This too will
pass”.

When David came out of the sit-
ting-room that evening he came out
to a changed world—a world that had
fear in it, a world that held dark
mysteries, a world hiding unspeak-
able things behind a shallow smile.
He saw his stilts leaning against the
kitchen door. He saw the flush of
sunset on the white door step. His
cat came and rubbed herself against
his legs. Was it possible that he had
ever taken pleasure in these things?
Roughly he pushed the cat away—
and immediately a stab of fear which
was like a physical pain turned his
brown face pale. Perhaps his father
had kicked cats—just like that! Oh
how hateful life was, how hateful!

There was a delectable smell in the
air; a smell, that is, which David
recognized as having once been delec-
table. Cousin Mattie appeared in the
doorway of the summer kitchen. She
was smiling and smoothing down her
waist.

“Pancakes !” said Miss Mattie, “and
just ready this minute. Come along
now and have them while they’re
hot.” Then, catching sight of his
face, “Why, Davy dear!”

But David in these first moments
did not want sympathy. Neither did
he want pancakes. He turned and
fled : out through the afterglow of the
sunset, eriss-cross over the empty field
on the corner, and down to the river
where there were trees and twilight.
There was a certain nook there where
he could slip away and hide.

All his life after he remembered
that night. The strong scent of sun-
warmed grass under the dew, the
quiet slip-slipping of the darkening
water, the sudden note of a sleepy
bird, the “plop” of a fat frog into the
stream. After what might have been
a few moments or a century, he stole
home through the cool, velvet black-
ness of midnight, finding the back
door on the catch for him and some
milk and buttered scone upon the
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table. The sight of these awoke no
healthy hunger, he was too sick at
heart yet. He stole past them on tip-
toe and so up the stairs with infinite
precaution lest he waken Cousin Mat-
tie. Then came the safety of his own
familiar room under the eaves and
the endless, sleepless hours through
which he grappled with this strange
new world that had trouble in it.

It was all the worse because the
fear and horror he felt were of some-
thing formless and vague. They were
all mixed up with chance words he
had heard of the curses of inherit-
ance and texts and sermons he had
listened to at times when he was not
too sleepy. There was one about “The
fathers have eaten sour grapes and
the childrens’ teeth are set on edge”.
He remembered this particularly be-
cause he knew the shuddery, edgy
feeling of sour grapes upon one’s
teeth. He had listened to the sermon
on that acount and had heard some
rather horrible things. David hadn’t
minded them at the time. He had felt
so sure in having Angus for a father.

But now it all came back!

There was another one, too, about
“The sins of the fathers shall be
visited on the children unto the third
and fourth generation”. David knew
that he was a generation, so his fate
seemed fairly clear. God was not
likely to consider the faet that he
hadn’t chosen his father. That was
the trouble with God—you eould not
argue with Him. Neither could you
“get round” Him. Neither could you
hide. If He had said He would visit
the sins of the father’s, He would cer-
tainly do it—and no back talk!

“If it was a lion or a bear,” thought
David to himself—“If it was two
lions and two bears, or if it was a
burglar with a gun I wouldn’t be
afraid. Oh, if it was only something
I could fight!”

Many things began to be plain to
him as he lay and remembered. There
was one day, a long time ago, the day
he had tied a tin can to a dog’s tail.
He wanted to see what a dog did
under such trying -circumstances.
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TFellows had told him that the results
were very funny. He, too, had found
them funny and he had been laughing
heartily when Angus Greig had
caught him doing it. Such a thrash-
ing followed as David had never had
before. David had always wondered
about that thrashing. He had taken
it philosophically for little unplea-
santnesses of this kind hLappen to
every boy, but he had been puzzled
by the length and the strength of it.
Angus had been furious, and it had
seemed such a little thing to be furi-
ous about. Now—oh now, he saw the
thing in a white light. He understood.
And hiding his head he bit the pillow
with his strong, young teeth.

Cousin Mattie, too! He remembered
the day he had pulled a wing off a
fly to see if a fly can fly with one
wing? And, if so, if it would fly lop-
gided? It had seemed to him a per-
fectly legitimate investigation, but
Cousin Mattie had seen him doing it.
He could hear her horrified. “Oh
Davy!” yet: She had been absurdly
upset. She had said, “Don’t you know
that you hurt the fly?” David, with
a swift vision of Cousin Mattie on
the war-path with a fly-swatter, had
retorted “What’s an old fly? You kill
hundreds of ’em every day yourself.”

“] kill them” she had answered
grimly, “because they are pests. They
have to be killed. But I don’t hurt
them.”

David had laughed at that. It was
so like Cousin Mattie to say a girlish
thing like that. But now he knew
what that look of uneasy wonder in
her eyes had meant. Cousin Mattie
had been remembering about his
father.

His brain whirled on. There was
that day when Angus had had lum-
bago or sciatica and old Dr. Temple
had been called in. He had patted
David on the back and said he was a
fine lad and Angus ought to be proud
of him. Then he had shaken hands
with him and had held his hand a
moment, examining it curiously.

«A surgeon’s hand,” he had remark-
ed, “a very fine hand. Shouldn’t
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wonder if that hand will do big things
one day.”

David had felt embarrassed but he
thought it very nice of the doctor to
say such things. He had stolen a
glance at Angus’ face hoping to
see approval there and he had been
much astonished and puzzled by what
he did see. He was fury, pure and
simple. This, too, was plain reading
now. He had a hand like his father!

‘Was it possible that once he had
been an ordinary little boy playing
pirates with a red-headed little girl
and bossing her around and being
happy? He lifted his tousled head
from his hot pillow with a gasping
sigh.

“Davy, dear! i

Cousin Mattie in white nightgown
and kimona was standing in the door-
way. In the dim light of the room
with her unlined face and her hair
down her back she looked so young
that David was startled.

“You're not asleep ¥’ asked Cousin
Mattie.

David made no answer but she did
not wait for any. Instead she came
over to the bed and sat down on it.
David felt a cool hand on his head.

“T’ve always tdld Angus that he has
no tact,” said Cousin Mattie in an
annoyed voice.

This was so like an ordinary every-
day remark that David was almost
shocked. Cousin Mattie worshipped
“tact”. She considered that she her-
self had an uncommon amount of it
and that few people had any at all.
If they had, living would become a
comparatively simple matter. People
are sensitive and want of tact is so
distressing. If people would only
leave things to Miss Mattie she would
show them what a little tact would do.

“Angus ought really to have al-
lowed me to tell you,” she said, as the
fine fingers pressed away the frown
on the boy’s hot forehead. “Or he
ought to have told you long ago, when
you were smaller, in a tactful manner.
Then there would have been no shock.
And you and he would have got along
much better. As it is you are feverish.
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I have brought you some quinine to
take.”

This was very much indeed like
ordinary life. David found that he
was still able to hate quinine. Cousin
Mattie went on:

“There is no use in a man pretend-
ing to be a father when he isn’t. It
takes an immense amount of tact and
men simply haven’t got it. I told
Angus that. You and he would have
been good friends years ago if he had
told you the truth. Don’t you feel it
yourself ?”

She didn’t wait to hear whether
David felt it or not but pursued her
own thoughts.

“It was a strain on Angus—trying
to be a father when he wasn’t. It
made him cross. Angus hates deceit
like poison and he knew he was de-
ceiving you. I advised him to take
the minister’s adviece in the matter
but he never would. You know, Davy
dear, Angus is a very fine man, but
hard to advise.”

Then, with a sudden change to
brisk decision, “Now look here, Davy,
I want to know just what it is that
youw're fretting about. You won’t
mind telling an old lady like your
Cousin Mattie (Mattie always found
it a delicious joke to call herself old)
and anyway I'm going to sit here till
you do.”

David felt sure he could never tell
but somehow it was a comfort to have
her there. He erept a little closer to
her, and she, feeling the pressure of
his young warm body, understood his
need and loved him even as his own
mother might have loved. But she
knew better than to show it. Present-
ly, very gently, she put her finger on
the sore place.

“I expeet Angus said a lot of things
about your father?’ she said. She
felt the lad shiver.

“He wasn’t a nice man,” she con-
tinued reflectively. “There are lots
of men who aren’t nice. He didn’t
make your mother happy. Lots of
men are quite horrid to their wives,
so I’ve heard, although T always think
that if a woman has enough tact——"

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

David had begun to ery convul-
sively.

Things were a little better after
that. Miss Mattie draped a quilt over
the kimona, for the early morning
air was beginning to blow cool, and
then when David had finished erying
she talked to him and told him
“things”. Somehow her very talking
of things seemed to make them less
dreadful. Little by little, David
found that he could talk too. He
asked questions. He asked if Angus
Greig had loved his mother very
much.

“He loved her,” said Cousin Mattie,
“as every woman prays to be loved
and as few ever are. He has never
really loved any one else, unless it’s
you.”

“He doesn’t love me,” said David
with miserable certainty.

“Yes he does. You’ll begin to feel
it more now that you know the truth.
It’s been the sense of deceit that’s kept
him stiff with you. But I’ve seen him
looking at you, when he did not know
that I saw, and I know. You're all
he has in the world. 1 wouldn’t lie
to you, my dear. While, indeed, I’ve
envied you. It’s not a small thing to
be loved by Angus Greig.”

David found some comfort in this,
Cousin Mattie might be right. Per-
haps Angus did love him and if he
did there was hope. Angus Greig
was not the man to love any one who
was utterly bad and wicked. Then,
in a burst, the heart of the trouble
betrayed itself. Miss Mattie felt gy
hard little hand grasp hers.

“But,” whispered David. “When I
grow up. When all the sins are
visited! Oh, if T could only fight, T
wouldn’t be afraid!”

Miss Mattie was shocked. And she
was furious with Angus. What inex-
cusably tactless blunders he must have
made to implant this ghastly fear in
the mind of the sensitive child? She
was an old-fashioned woman and she
had never studied child psychology
but she knew danger when she saw it.
Something must be done to combat
this idea at once.
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Perhaps the child’s guardian angel
stooped near and whispered; per-
haps it was pure instinet which
taught Miss Mattie in this crisis; per-
haps it was a simple understanding,
the outgrowth of her own eternal
youngness which suited her to his
need. At any rate her answer was the
right one and it came with authority.

“You can fight, Davy. That’s ex-
actly what you can do. You can fight
things inside as well as out. It may
be harder, but brave people don’t
mind hardness. If there were things
in your father that you’re afraid may
be in you—fight them! Wateh for
them and turn them out. Be your
own man.”

“But you can’t fight God.”

“You’re not fighting God. You're
fighting evil. God likes fighters.
Struggle makes men strong. That’s
why he let’s us have things to fight.
Who would ever have heard of St.
George if it had not been for the
dragon ?”

David knew all about St. George
and the dragon.

“Besides,” she went on thought-
fully, “there’s another part to that
text about the sins of the fathers. It
says that God shows mercy unto the
thousandth generation of them that
Jove Him—you mustn’t forget your
mother, Davy dear. She was sweet
and good and pure, and you are her
son.”

A little of the dull weight on
David’s heart seemed to gather and
roll away. It was true, he had for-
gotten that part, or else the minister
hadn’t mentioned it. There was
room for a fight then. He wasn’t all
bad. And if one were a good fighter.”

Miss Mattie heard the long-drawn
sigh and knew that it meant a slack-
ening of the strain. She judged that
he wouldn’t mind if she kissed him,
once, upon the forehead. Then, if
she left him, he might go to sleep.

But still David held her hand.

“(Cousin Mattie,” he whispered, “do
you remember about—about the fly ¢

Her puzzled, “What fly ” was balm
to the boy.
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“The fly I pulled the wing off.”

“Did you?” she smiled understand-
ingly. “Would you do it now?”’

He shivered.

“Of course you wouldn’t! And you
wouldn’t have done it then if you had
thought that it would hurt the fly. I’ll
tell you this, Davy dear, I've watched
you grow from a tiny baby and if I'm
any judge at all you're as unlike your
father as any child can well be.
Don’t get morbid and don’t waste
your strength in fighting windmills.
You’ll have your own sins to fight
but they will not be his sins—your
very horror of them proves that.”

“But why does it happen to some
sons and not to others?”

“Ah, now, that’s a question no one
can answer.”

“But if I had a brother, might it
happen to him ¢”

“It might, I suppose.”

Miss Mattie was often sorry after-
wards that she had admitted this be-
cause in days to come this mythical
brother of David’s was to lie heavily
upon his mind. He became, because
of much thinking, almost a real per-
son and one about whose fate David
was much exercised. “If my brother
should do so-and-so,” he would say,
“it wouldn’t be fair to blame him,
would it ?” Miss Mattie disliked this.
She thought it almost uncanny; but
her protests were of no avail. Only
with growing years and many new
interests did David’s scapegoat bro-
ther fade into the mists from which
he had emerged.

“You must go to sleep now,” she
added with kindly authority.

But David had not quite finished.

“Do I look like my—Ilike him ?” he
asked anxiously.

Miss Mattie shook her head.

“No, not much. Sometimes there’s
a resemblance. I don’t know just
who you do look like. Your father,

' whatever his faults, was a very hand-

some man. You may be better look-
ing when you grow up. At least, I
mean, not like him of course,” Miss
Mattie stammered a little, clearly per-
ceiving an error of tact, “more like
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your mother. She was a lovely crea-
ture. I’d be proud to have a mother
like her. Now you go to sleep and
when you wake up in the morning
everything will be all right again.”

“Why ¢’ asked David timidly.

“Because it always is,” said Miss
Mattie.

It was her philosophy of life.

IV

Joy does not always come in the
morning, but, if it comes at all, it is
likely to come then. The vital forces
flow back refreshed by sleep; the
spirit wakens strengthened by its
mysterious travels; the darkness is
over and gone, the birds sing; up
comes the smiling, yellow sun. Grief
must be bitter indeed which finds no
touch of solace in a waking world.

David was out of bed with a bound
and had one boot partly laced before
he remembered how miserable he was.
His troubles returned with a sudden
sinking of the heart, followed by a be-
wildered anger that his heart could
sink. He stopped lacing his boot and
frowned. To feel that leaden weight
at his heart while all the summer
world was stirring with the joyous
pulse of morning was an astonish-
ment and grievance unbelievable.
Why are boys born at all if they can’t
be happy? It’s not a fair deal.
David doubled up his small, hard fist
and shook it in the face of a mis-
managed universe.

But though his ordered, care-free
world had vanished into chaos over
night, things were not quite so bad,
not quite so bad and hopeless, as
they had been before Cousin Mattie
had come to sit upon his bed. Bits of
their midnight talk drifted back with
reassuring effect. The very fact of
their having talked at all was reassur-
ing. It is the hidden, unspoken fear,
the formless terror which shakes the
heart. Clothe a fear in words and
already you have it by the throat.

Rather to his surprise, David found
that he was hungry. The thought of
hot scone for breakfast left him not
unmoved. The possibility of honey
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tickled the senses. He laced up the
other boot. It hardly needed Miss
Mattie’s cheery call to hurry him with
the remainder of his somewhat
sketchy toilet.

In the kitchen another surprise
awaited him. Everything was just as
it always had been. There was no
outward and visible sign of the in-
ward change. His father (he couldn’t
help thinking of Angus as his father)
sat as usual at the head of the table
with a plate of bacon before him. As
David entered he looked up, greeted
him casually, and went on with the
serving of the breakfast as if nothing
at all had happened to disturb their
relations.

In an obscure way the boy began to
realize that people do go on like that.
He himself was going on. Life does
not stop or change because the people
who live it are troubled or disturbed.
One’s troubles are one’s own troubles
to be kept carefully out of other
people’s way. Onme just goes on. It
is the compulsion of the race. David
was young to be learning this essen-
tial lesson, but later on he found that
he had learned it well.

Cousin Mattie, a little white and
tired looking, had abated in no degree
her usual manner. Neither had she
accentuated it. She chattered as she
always did about the neighborhood
affairs, inexhaustibly interested if not
always interesting. Just now she was
finishing a tale to which her silent
audience had paid but scant atten-
tion.

“And when the doctor, Dr. Holtbhy
it was, told her she couldn’t get bet-
ter,” said Miss Mattie, “she raised
herself up in bed and she—won’t you
have two lumps this morning, Angus$
—she said, “You just see if I can’t—
Davy dear, “tuck in your napkin—
And she did. Of course she was safe
in saying so because her grandmother
who had the second sight——"

“Mattie !”

“Well, Angus, you needn’t believe
in second sight if you don’t want to—
Davy, you are getting honey on your
cuffs—but I never can see why second
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sight may not be right as well as
wrong. Anyway her grandmother’s
was. For no one can deny that she
did get better. The doctor was so
angry.”

Leaving a pleasing vagueness as to
whether it had been the grandmother
of the recovery which had annoyed
the doctor, Miss Mattie hurried out
for more hot toast.

David carefully sucked the honey
off his cuff. It was not a method of
removal approved of by Miss Mattie
but it served. Between sucks he stole
glances at the big silent man across
the table. In some curious way, he
seemed to be seeing him for the first
time. Boys take fathers for granted,
other men they observe. David was
observing now and the result of his
observations was a definite pang.
Dimly, he felt that it would have
meant much to be the son of Angus
Greig.

He had always admired him. He
admired him more than ever now.
How fine he was, how strong, how dig-
nified! David had known him to be
hard, but never had he known him
petty or mean. He was handsome,
too, in his rugged way—broad of
brow, with bristling eyebrows, large
nose and firm, sensitive mouth. But
it was in the eyes that the keynote
of character lay. They were deep-set
and steady, full of shadows and re-
serves; the eyes of an idealist and a
dreamer.

David summed this all up under
one comprehensive epithet—“Cork-
ing!” He murmured it under his
breath. Yes, this hitherto father of
his was very much a man.

With a sigh he applied himself to
scone, wondering in his boyish way
why so altogether beautiful and wise
a person as his mother had not pre-
ferred this father to—to the other one.

“David, I want you in the work-
shop ?” 5

A not unusual command in a per-
fectly usual tone. Yet David jumped
and spilled more honey. He made a
frantic effort to answer with his nor-
mal, brisk carelessness and succeeded

only in swallowing the wrong way
with disastrous consequences. But
for once no rebuke followed. Angus
Greig seemed not to notice. The deep,
blue eyes were absent, as if turned
inward upon weightier matters.

“Finish your breakfast,” added the
carpenter kindly, as he left the room.

“Take a sip of water, Davy —
quick!” Miss Mattie returning with
fresh toast administered a smart slap
between the shoulders, “whatever
made you choke like that? You
haven’t got a sore throat, have you?”
anxiously.

David examined that organ cau-
tiously. “N—o, I don’t think so. But
maybe it’s kind of seratchy.”

“Take some more honey,” advised
Miss Mattie promptly. It was charaec-
teristic of her that in matters of
health she never suspected any one
of guile.

The extra honey proved efficacious.
A good way to eat honey is to suck it
slowly and let it taste all the way
down. David did this. It took some
time. When he had quite finished, he
showed symptoms of wanting to feed
the cat.

But Miss Mattie had heard the part-
ing injunction of Angus.

“Best not dawdle, Davy,” she
warned. “The cat can wait till you
get back.”

David never got over wondering
how Cousin Mattie saw through his
most plausible pretexts, except in re-
gard to sore throat, toothache and
things. He rose from the breakfast-
table with a sigh.

The workshop to which he had been
summoned was built at the back of the
large garden which surrounded the
house. It was a pleasant place. It
was here that Angus Greig planned
and made the beautiful things for
which he had more than a local repu-
tation. He always called himself a
carpenter, but he was in fact an artist
using wood as a medium for the genius
which inspired. His earving was both
rare and beautiful, highly prized (and
priced) by the few discerning ones
who eagerly purchased everything he



310

made. Fame he might have had, had
he cared for it. He might have called
his workshop a “studio” and his mas-
terpieces “creations”. But Angus was
too simple and sane to care for flipp-
ancy like that. His agents declared
that he had no ambition, and, as he
never contradicted them, it may have
been true. Perhaps the driving force
which men call ambition had died in
him with the death of her who had
been the better part of his life. As it
was, he took grave pleasure in his
work. His great hands loved the tools
they used with such amazing lightness
and skill. In the beauty he created
he found a certain happiness and heal-
ing.

Yet there were some, who having
known him as a young man, shook
their heads in disappointment and
whispered, “A wasted life”.

David loved the workshop. It had
dusty, sunny windows, littered
benches and sharp knives very useful
for whittling. That the knives were
forbidden lent them a joy peculiaily
their own. There was also the clean,
keen smell of cut wood, turpentine
and polishes. There were glorious
piles of curly, wiggly shaving, yellow
as the sun, and there was something
else. David did not know how to de-
fine the something else. But it was
there and it charmed him. Had the
workshop been a studio it might have
been called “atmosphere”.

Delectable as the place was, David
would have shunned it to-day if he
dared. When he came in, the car-
penter was busy upon an exquisite
panel. He did not look up. David
sat down and watched him. He knew
better than to interrupt. Angus be-
lived that the young should cultivate
patience. But to-day David had not
long to wait. Almost at once the
carver laid down his tool. Then turn-
ing his straight unhurried glance
upon the boy he began without pre-
liminaries.

“Your Cousin Mattie tells me that
1 was too sudden with you yesterday,
my lad. No doubt I was. I had a
thing to say and I had to say it shortly
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and as best I could. It’s over. We'll
speak no more of it. But there is
another thing I’ve been considering.
How would you like to go away to
school, David ?”

“It’s Saturday!” said the boy in
surprise.

“I’'m not speaking of school here,
I am speaking of a boy’s school away
from Milhampton altogether. It
would be a complete change and would
give you new interests. What I wish
to know is, would you like it ?”

David had been taught not to decide
quickly. So, although he knew at
once what he would say, he waited a
moment and, as he waited, the mag-
nitude of the proposition began to
dawn upon him. To go away to
school, to boarding school, like Jimmy
Todd the minister’s son? Was it
likely any boy would hesitate in the
face of such a glory? Yet his Scot-
tish thrift stood appalled.

“It would be a great expense?” he
ventured cautiously.

The carpenter permitted himself
one of his infrequent smiles.

“That aspect of the case has been
considered,” he said dryly.

“Then I’d like to go. It would be
—corking.” It was unfortunate but
David couldn’t think of any more ae-
ceptable word.

Angus let it pass. “You see,” he
went on, “it’s not so much an expense
as an investment. You put in your
time and your money and you take
out—your future. Besides, there is
that which justifies the expenditure.
You have money of your own, David.”

Fiery red flamed in the boy’s cheek,
his hands clenched themselves.

“No!” he said. It was at once a
repudiation and an appeal.

For an instant the carpenter was
puzzled. Then, meeting the reproach
of the boy’s look, his own grew very
kind.

“Yes,” he said. “It’s your own
money. It was your grandfather’s
before you. Honotirable money,
lad, the fruit of the earth he tilled.
You can be proud of your grand-
father. When he died the farm was
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sold and the proceeds invested for
your use. If your wish is towards
schooling there are ample means.”

The boy nodded. After his out-
burst he was too shy to speak.

“That’s settled then. I have made
inquiry and have decided on a school
in Toronto. Dr. Barton is the head
of it. It is very well spoken of and
the Doctor himself is a man I can
trust. He is a good man and a gentle-
man. The course there will fit you
for the university. I rather envy you
the university, David. I never had
the benefit of it myself. I hope” a
trifle more sternly, “that you will
appreciate its advantages.”

“Yes, sir.” David’s tone had awe
in it.

Angus Greig picked up his tool
again. He had said all that was neces-
sary. The interview was over. David
was free to go. But he did not go.
He sat and swung his legs although
he had been told often enough that
swinging the legs is a detestable habit.

“You will not be permitted to fid-
get like that at Dr. Barton’s Aca-
demy,” said Angus mildly.

David stopped fidgeting. He would
have stopped anyway because his at-
tention was arrested by something
new in the other’s manner. What was
it? He could hardly say, but surely
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there was a slackening somewhere, a
note of wider freedom, of better un-
derstanding”—whatever it was it was
grateful to the boy’s overstrained
nerves.

He jumped down from his bench
and opened his lips to speak. But
his Adam’s apple wouldn’t let him.
It popped into his throat in a most
annoying way. Yet he could not go
until he had said something. There
was a matter, a vital matter still un-
settled between them.

At last he forced the Adam’s apple
down.

“I don’t know,” he stammered, “I
—1I want to know—what am I going
to call you now?”

The thrill in the boyish voice went
straight to the heart of Angus Greig
as he bent over his panel. It lingered
there, sweet and satisfying. Yet he
did no more than raise his eyes to the
shy, defiant eyes that questioned him.
And he answered them as man to man.

“My lad, that is for you to say.
But I know well what I'd like you to
call me, David.”

David knew, too. In that look, a
veil was dropped from between them.
They both understood.

“Thank you, father,” said David.

Then, whistling, he ran away to
feed the cat.

(To be continued).
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QUEBEC IN

OUR FIRST

PARLIAMENT

BY AUSTIN MOSHER

T is safe to say that the

members sent from the
Province of Quebec to
the House of Commons
of Canada in the first
Parliament of the Con-
federation were the ablest body of
legislators ever sent to Ottawa from
French Canada. At that time dual
representation was in force, and many
of the able men who were sent to the
federal Capital from Quebec were
likewise sitting in the local Legisla-
ture. At that time also Hon. Ed-
ward Blake and Hon. Alexander
Mackenzie both held, for Ontario,
double mandates, sitting at Toronto
as well as at Ottawa.

A perusal of the list composing the
Quebec deputation shows that every
one of the sixty-five sitting in the
first Parliament has passed over to
the majority. Argenteuil sent Hon-
ourable J. J. C. Abbott, whose bitter
contests in that constituency are well
remembered and who became in due
time Senator and Prime Minister of
the Dominion. Bonaventure was re-
presented by T. Robitaille, a decidedly
courtly gentleman of the old French
school, who in later years served a
couple of terms at “Spencerwood” as
Lieutenant-Governor of the Province.
Christopher Dunkin went up from
Brome. He became Minister of Agri-
culture and later on Judge of the Su-
perior Court. He is known as the
author of the Dunkin Act, a very im-
portant temperance measure in Que-
bee Province.
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The first representative from Cham-
plain was Honourable John J. Ross,
who in time became a Legislative
Councillor and Premier of Quebee
just prior to the advent to power of
the late Honourable Honoré Mercier.

Chateauguay sent Luther H. Hol-
ton, one of the most accomplished par-
liamentarians in the House of Com-
mons, who had the rules of the House
at his finger-tips and whose speeches
on commereial and constitutional mat-
ters won the hearty encomiums of
both parties. He was blamed at the
time with concerting with George
Brown and Luc Letellier de St. Just
for the overthrow of the De Boucher-
ville Government, but this has been
positively denied by the leading ac-
tors in that historic political drama.

Hon. John Henry pope represented
Compton county, and when Chris-
topher Dunkin became judge the
former was sworn in as Minister of
Agriculture, and was for many years
Sir John Macdonald’s right-hand man,
the aceredited representative of Eng-
lish-speaking Quebec and one of the
greatest political diplomats ever
known in Canadian history. The first
member to go to the Capital from Dor-
chester following Confederation was
Heetor Louis Langevin, who had been
Mayor of Quebec and who subsequent-
ly played an all-important réle as the
senior French Canadian colleague of
Sir John Macdonald. He was for a
time all-powerful with the clergy of
this Province, and as Minister of Pub-
lic Works for many years was con-
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sidered a powerful administrator. L.
A. Senecal, as a Liberal, was Wilfrid
Laurier’s predecessor in the represen-
tation of Drummond and Arthabaska,
but besides rallying to the Chapleau
school, he was considered for a time
a leading financier, belonged to the
Senecal-Dansereau-Chapleau  trium-
virate and died a Senator of the Do-
minion.

A very popular man went to Ot-
tawa from Gaspé in the person of
Commandant Fortin, who was for
years impregnable in his constituency,
where he was as universally loved as
in the House of Commons. Hon. An-
toine Aime Dorion was the represen-
tative from the old county of Hoche-
laga, was defeated in Montreal East
by Sir George Cartier, but elected in
Napierville and became Mackenzie’s
first Minister of Justice, leaving Par-
liament to become Chief Justice of the
Court of Appeals. A feature of Sir
Antoine Aime Dorion’s political and
judicial career was his magnificent
command of both tongues and his
ability and honesty met with univer-
sal recognition. When a discussion
was going on in Conservative circles
relative to offering opposition to Alex-
ander Mackenzie’s new Ministers, Sir
John put his foot down and said:
“You must not oppose Dorion”.

Huntingdon had the honour of be-
ing represented in the first Parlia-
ment by Hon. John Rose, who became
Finance Minister, leaving the country
later on to accept the leadership of a
great banking house in the heart of
the Empire. Kamauraska had a pic-
turesque figure in that same Parlia-
ment in the person of C. A. P. Pelle-
tier, popularly known as Pentillion
Pelletier, who was deseribed, when a
Senator and Minister of Agriculture
under Mackenzie, as the most courtly

ntleman in all Canada, by Her
Royal Highness the Princess Louise.
He also served a term at “Spencer-
wood” during the Laurier regimé at
Ottawa. Honourable Louis Archam-
bault represented I’Assomption in

at Confederation Parliament and
was held to be a strong personal friend
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of Cartier, and during the Riel trou-
bles Senator Trudel alleged that Car-
tier had told Archambault to always
be on his guard in dealing with Sir
John Macdonald, as the old chieftain
was not to be trusted, although close
friends of Sir George at the time gave
a strong denial to the accusation. Any-
way, Louis Archambault abandoned
the party over the Riel issue, and be-
ing a member of the Quebec Legisla-
tive Couneil he resigned to make way
for his son, Sir Horace Archambault,
who passed away not long ago. Laval
county sent J. H. Bellrose, who will
chiefly be remembered as a partizan
of his colleague, Senator Trudel, and
the group of Conservative National-
ists who broke away from Sir John
and Chapleau and founding L’'Eten-
dard, they vigorously combatted the
old party almost to the end of their
days. Hon. J. G. Blanchet was sent
up to Ottawa from the old county of
Levis and later on was appointed
Judge of the Court of Appeals. A
very historic figure sat in that House
from Lotbieniére in the person of
Henri Gustave Joly de Lotbieniére,
who had studied the classies in Paris
with Waddington, and when Wad-
dington was first Minister of France
Joly was Premier of Quebec, both,
however, being of Huegunot descent.
Joly de Lotbieniére led the Opposition
in Quebec before Mercier’s time and,
after forming part of the Laurier
Ministry he was appointed Lieuten-
ant-Governor of British Columbia.
Hon. George Irvine, a most able and
strong lawyer, was the federal mem-
ber for Megantic when the Confed-
eration was consummated, but when
dual representation was abolished he
ran for the Legislature and was a
strong opponent of the Conservative
régimes at that time. He was coun-
sel for L’Electeur in which appeared
an article written by Laurier entitled
“The den of forty thieves”, and which
was aimed at the Conservative lead-
ers in the provincial capital. The
trial was a real cause célébre in Mont-
real and resulted in aequittal.
Montmorency, which has been re-
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presented by such men as Angers,
Tarte, Langelier, Desjardins and
other eminent parliamentarians, had
as its first representative in the first
House following the wunion, Hon.
Joseph E. Cauchon, whose able writ-
ings in the Quebec press attracted a
great deal of attention, and, in faect,
when he left his party to espouse the
Liberal cause, Sir Hector Langevin
brought down from St. Lin, J. Israel
Tarte, then a humble country notary,
and the newspaper war which was
waged by those two redoubtable jour-
nalists was the talk of the then jour-
nalistic community. It was consider-
ed a mistake when Mackenzie took
Cauchon into his Ministry and there
was a long sigh of relief when Mr.
Cauchon was sent to Manitoba as
Lieutenant-Governor, and replaced by
the young and brilliant Wilfrid
Laurier, who was then the idol of
the French Rouges.

Montreal West, Centre and East,
were represented respectively by Hon.
Thomas D’Arcy MeceGee, Thomas
Workman and George Etienne Car-
tier, the first dying by the ball of an
assassin, the second becoming famous
by giving in Parliament the opinion
of his cook on the sugar duties, and
the last but not the least, after being
one of the chief builders of the Con-
federation, died in London of a broken
heart caused by the ungrateful treat-
ment, so he affirmed, of his com-
patriots.

Quebec West sent Thomas Me-
Greevy, who was a prominent figure
in Parliament during many years
while the county of Quebec elected
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Hon. P. J. O. Chauveau was one of
the finest littérateurs French Can-
ada ever produced, and being also sit-
ting in a dual capacity he was the
second Prime Minister of the Prov-
ince after the Union. Alonzo Wright
was also there from the county of Ot-
tawa, and being one of the best and
popular men in the House, he was
called by every one “the King of the
Gtatineau”. Mr. F. Bourassa sat for
St. John’s and possessed the distine-
tion of never being known to make a
speech which was considered by many
at the time as a very redeeming qual-
ity in a public man. Shefford was re-
presented by the eloquent Hunting-
ton, the man who first brought the
Pacific Seandal charges before Parlia-
ment. He was one of the most elo-
quent men in the House of Commons,
although he was indolent in the ex-
treme, and yet the first ten minutes
of his speeches on the hustings and
in Parliament constituted the finest
treat one could listen to. Sherbrooke
had also a great man in Parliament
in the splendid personality of Sir A.
T. Galt, while Stanstead sent Charles
Carill Colby, who became a Cabinet
Minister some years after. Terrebonne
had elected Louis Rodrique Masson,
who later on, from 1874 to 1878, was
an active opponent of the Mackenzie
Ministry, and aceepted office when the
Liberals retired from office in Octo-
ber, 1878. Felix Geoffrion also sat
for Verchéres in the first House and
he lived to hold office under Alexan-
der Mackenzie. This was certainly a
galaxy of men never repeated in any
Parliament since Confederation.
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RECOLLECTIONS

OF A POLICE

MAGISTRATE

BY COLONEL GEORGE T. DENISON

THE POLICE FORCE -PENSION FUND

] S Police Magistrate
I have always been a
member of the Board of
Police Commissioners;
and the Board, which

~ consists of the County
Court Judge, the mayor, and myself,
has had the absolute control of the
organization and management of the
force. As we have been free of popu-
lar control, we have been able to
manage without any reference to
political feeling, or secret society or
other influence of that kind. I very
fortunately never had been connected
with any secret organization of any
sort. I was not a Free Mason or
Orangeman, and consequently have
had a free hand in working only for
the real benefit of the police adminis-
tration. Being a member of the Can-
ada First party, and indifferent to
any political party, chapging from one
party to the other with the utmost
freedom, if the interest of the idea of
Canada First led me to one side or the
other, I was not influenced by those
strong political party prejudices
which are often so injurious to the
best interests of the country.

Shortly after I came upon the
Board I found one very serious dif-
ficulty in the way of managing the
force to the best advantage. There
were several of the under officers who
had done excellent work, who had
risen to the most important places,
who were drawing the highest salaries,
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and who had, either through age or
illness, become unfit for work, and
were unable to attend to their duties
properly. In some instances these
men were given sick leave, and, being
on full pay, were drawing salaries
they were unable to earn. There were
one or two such cases when I was
first appointed. There was no pen-
sion fund, and if the men were dis-
charged they might have been sick
and penniless in their old age.

We then endeavoured to get up a
pension fund, to be maintained by
contributions from the men, and a
scheme was prepared, and we applied
to the Legislature to grant a charter
to authorize this being carried out.
About half or more of the older men
at once agreed to this proposition,
but many of the younger men, who
thought they would never be ill, or
grow old, objected strenuously, and
a large deputation waited on the
Premier, the late Sir Oliver Mowat,
and prevailed upon him to forbid the
establishment of the system.

‘When I heard of this I told the
Board there were “other ways of get-
ting over the difficulty, and that as
there was a general law, which allowed
benevolent organizations to establish
benefit funds, that we could act under
that law and establish a Benefit Fund
Society for all the men who were will-
ing to join it. This was arranged,
with great care, and the rates of pen-
sions, and all necessary rules made
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out, and the men were asked to join.
About two-thirds agreed to it, but
about one-third refused.

As soon as we had it fairly started
I suggested that we should have all
the men in it, but we found that the
dissatisfied men still held out. We
asked them to send a deputation to
discuss the matter with the Board.
They came and were evidently influ-
enced by the opinion of the Premier
that it would have to be voluntary.

I then addressed them, and said
that I understood their point of view,
and that we did not want any of the
men to join, except of their own free
will, that it was quite voluntary, but
that the Board had decided that after
January 1st, they would only retain
in the force those who had voluntarily
Jjoined the Benefit Fund, and we ad-
vised those not wishing to do this, to
send in their resignations to take effect
on that date, then some three or four
months ahead. Not one man resigned,
and when the New Year began, and
we were preparing the estimates we
raised the pay of all the men and
officers, by an amount sufficient to
cover the contribution to the Fund,
and give them increased pay as well.

This satisfied everybody, and the
Pension and Benefit Fund has been
ever since the greatest comfort and
blessing to the old men, and to the
widows of those who have died in the
force. Although I am not personally
affected by the Pension System I look
back to my dogged persistence in
this matter with the greatest satis-
faction. All about the city now
are to be seen old men, formerly
members of the force, who have done
good service, and are receiving allow-
ances to enable them to be comfort-
able. I see many of those who fought
against the organization of the Benefit
Fund now enjoying the benefits, and
many of them have told me how much
they felt indebted to me for my in-
sistent support of the policy.

The police forece of Toronto has a
very high reputation all over America
for honesty and efficiency. A gentle-
man from Seattle who travelled to a
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number of large cities to inquire into
the methods and efficiency of the vari-
ous police forces, and who wrote an
article upon the subject afterwards,
put the Toronto force above them all.
This was very gratifying to me, for I
have been on the Board for forty
years, while the other two members
have changed frequently.

An important point in connection
with the force was, that not many
years after I was appointed, Maj.
Draper, the Chief of Police, had to
resign on account of ill health. I
nominated as his successor Lt.-Col.
Henry J. Grasett of the Royal Gren-
adiers, and although the other mem-
bers of the Board had friends they
favoured, the arguments in favour of
Col. Grasett were so strong that he
was unanimously appointed. This
was more than thirty years ago, and
we have worked together ever since
in perfect accord.

Col. Grasett has been the Treasurer
of the Police Benefit Fund ever since
his appointment to the command of
the force, and has exercised a very
careful and able supervision over its
management. The proof of this is
shown by the fact that when he took
charge in 1887, the Benefit Fund’s
cash assets were $25,666. To-day they
are well over $800,000 and not one
dollar has been lost in all that time;
a most remarkable proof of the ability
with which the Police Benefit Assoei-
ation, guided by the Chief, have man-
aged their business.

In the appointing of new constables
there have been no politics. The can-
didates are examined carefully by
the Chief before they come before the
Board. The standard of height is
five feet, ten inches, and the men are
carefully examined by the Doector be-
fore appointment. The certificates of
character are closely inquired into,
and then the men are appointed on
probation. They are trained under
old constables for some months, and
if there are any signs of weakness in
health, or character, or energy, they
are not retained. So that it is a sur-
vival of the fittest. = We also have
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many strict regulations to improve the
tone of the force. No rewards are al-
lowed to be given by anyone for the
gervices of the men. Tips are abso-
lutely forbidden. Men have been dis-
missed for accepting them. Rewards
for the apprehension of eriminals, if
offered by citizens of Toronto, are
refused by the police. If rewards are
offered from outside, and the police
earn them, the money goes to the
Benefit Fund.

I always maintain this policy very
rigidly, sometimes with difficulty. I
will give an illustration of this. In
the summer time it is customary for
people going on vacation to the sea-
side or elsewhere to lock up their
houses and notify the police and leave
their keys at the station. A number
of policemen in plain clothes on bi-
eyecles visit these houses both night
and day. When the citizens come
back, sometimes, not knowing our
rules, they offer the men five or ten
dollars, which is invariably refused.
Oftentimes a citizen encloses the
money to the Chief, and asks him to
give it to the constable. The Chief
always returns the money to the sen-
der, explaining that the rules of the
foree prohibit its aceeptance.

‘We have had cases where after this,
the citizen has asked the Board of
Commissioners to allow the man to
receive it. One persistent man sent
twenty-five dollars as a present to the
Benefit Fund. At first the other mem-
bers were inclined to aceept this, but
I protested vigorously, and pointed
out that if that was accepted it would
get out among the men, and others
would be giving meney the same way,
and the result might be that the men
watching the houses would devote
the most of their ecare to the houses of
those who gave money to the Benefit
Fund, while others would not have as

attention.

Another illustration I may men-
tion: A prominent business man gave
an entertainment at his place of busi-
ness one night, and the constable on
the beat assisted in regulating the
carriages. When the people had all

gone the man, before shutting the
door, offered the constable a two-dollar
bill. The constable refused to take it,
and said it was against the rules. The
gentleman shoved the bill in the
policeman’s belt and slipped in and
shut the door. The next morning he
received a very polite note from the
inspector of the division, saying that
the constable had handed him the bill,
which he returned in accordance with
the rules. The gentleman was- so
struck with the whole story that he
told me about it, and also told me that
the inspector’s letter was framed and
hanging in a police station in New
York as a curiosity.

I have often heard friends say that
they had tried to give constables
money, which had been refused, but
I have only heard of but one case
where the money had been accepted.
One young constable thoughtlessly
received a tip from someone, and men-
tioned it to his comrades. They were
so indignant at his bringing discredit
on the force that they reported him,
and he was struck ;ff the roll.

REecoLLECTIONS OF THE NEGRO
EvLeMENT

There has been a remarkable change
in the condition of affairs in Toronto
since I was appointed Magistrate.
The population in 1877 was under
70,000; it is now mearly 500,600.
When first appointed I had only one
clerk, who at times had temporary
assistance. Now there are four police
magistrates and six clerks.

Another remarkable change has
been in the great increase of foreign
population. There was formerly
quite a large negro population in
Toronto, now there are very few
negroes. Most of them seem to have
drifted southward. In 1877 nearly
a third of the population was of Irish
birth or descent, now the relative pro-
portion is very much smaller.

The negroes, many of whom were
escaped or freed slaves, were a source
of amusement in the court because of
their many peculiarities, and I can
recall some amusing incidents relat-
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ing to them. Thirty-five years ago
the coloured people had a Baptist
church on Queen Street, at the corner
of Vietoria Street, which had a rather
large congregation.

One morning, going through my
calendar, I came to a charge of assault
against one Richard Lewis. When
the name was called out, a ‘burly
negro, evidently a labourer, came up
to the bar to stand his trial. I told
him he was charged with having com-
mitted an assault upon one William
Hopkins, and asked him whether he
pleaded guilty or not guilty.

He replied in a very gruff voice:

“I pleads guilty, yo honah, but it
was under succumstances of de very
gravest provocation.”

I turned to look at the complainant,
who had stepped up into the witness
box. He was a small, dandified, little
negro, very black, wearing a high
white collar and large white cuffs, and
the whites of his eyes and his teeth
seemed to be shining out. His busi-
ness was that of peddling coffee, pies,
and cakes to the clerks in the down-
town business places. I administered
the oath to him, and asked him to tell
me his story.

With a grand air he began:

“Suttenly, you honah. It was on
the evening of Thursday last, at de
coloured Baptist Church at de corner
of Queen and Victoria Streets in dis
city, de prisoner at de bah stepped up
to me and said, ‘Mr. Hopkins, what
do you mean by calling Mrs. Brown
by de Christian name of Harriett
for ¢’

“I told him that when I knew a lady
intimately, I was sometimes in de
habit of calling her by de Christian
name.

“‘Take dat,” said he, and he hit me
a number of times.”

“Did you strike him back 9’ I asked.

He drew himself up with an air of
great dignity and said:

“Suttenly not, yo honah. Occupy-
ing de position dat I do, as a Sunday
School teacher in de Central Prison,
and going about every day among de
bankers and de principal business
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men of de place, supplying dem wid
hot coffee, do you think it would be
right for me to enter into a pussonal
altercation wid a man of dat class”
pointing at the defendant with in-
finite contempt.

“It will be five dollars and costs or
thirty days,” said }8

A Literary SocCIETY

A few days after this, on leaving
my office, I found outside of my door
three negroes, evidently of the labour-
ing class, dressed in their best, and
with an air of importance which at-
tracted my attention. One of them
said :

“I beg yo pardon, yo worship, but
we’s a depitation, and would like to
speak to yo honah just for a few min-
utes.”

I saw some promise of humour
about it and replied :

“Certainly, come in, gentlemen”
and, asking them to take seats, I in-
quired as to their business. The
spokesman began :

“We’s a depitation from de Littery
Society of de Coloured Baptist
Church on the corner of Queen and
Victoria Streets, and we want to get
yo honah’s advice as to dis man Hop-
kins, who was up here in de Court
last week.”

I asked what was the trouble.

“Well, yo honah, we have a Littery
Society in our Church and Mr. Hop-
kins is one of de members, and at de
meetings he just talk, talk, talk all de
time. No one gets any chance to
anything. He was criticized by de
chairman and requested to behave
moh in conformity wid de suceum-
stances of de case. He just set de
chairman and de Society at defiance,
and kept right on with his talk, talk,
talk. De matter became so obnoxious
dat de society called a meeting and
expelled him from de society, ang
paid back to him all de money he had
paid in, his entrance fee, his monthly
subscriptions, and some donations to
de libery fund, and we told him he
must not come to de meetings
moah. It did not make a pahticle of
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difference, yo worship. He comes in
jus de same, and he goes on talk, talk
all de time, and de society don’t know
what ought to be done, for you know
de gentleman is half a lawyer, and
we’s ’fraid of him, so de society ap-
pointed us, as a depitation, to ask yo
honah what you would advise us to
do under de extraordinary peculi-
arities of de case.”

I asked if they had by-laws and
rules, and they brought out a little
manuscript book of rules, evidently
copied from some other society, and I
found that the society had the power,
at a meeting called for the purpose,
to expel a member for breaking the
rules or refusing to obey the directions
of the chairman. They had done
everything regularly, and had told
him about it. I advised them to
write out two copies of the resolu-
tion expelling him, and also a notice
warning him that if he intruded
again he would be arrested for tres-
pass, and to serve one copy on him and
to have two men make the service so
that there could be no question as to
his being notified. This they did and
had no further trouble.

Before they left, however, with a
Jaudable desire to obtain further in-
formation about a learned society of

"the kind, I asked if they had refunded
his payments. They replied:

“Yes, sah, we gib him back his
entrance fee, his monthly subserip-
tions, and his donations to the libery
fund.”

Then I asked:

“How much did it all come to$”

“Altogether, yo worship, it come to
ninety cents.”

Still thirsting for knowledge I
asked :

“How was it made up ¥’

The spokesman replied:

“Twenty-five cents was the entrance
fee, and he had paid five monthly
subseriptions of five cents each, and
had given four donations of ten cents
each to the libery fund.”

It was an amusing exposition of the
financial standing of one of the liter-
ary societies of Toronto.
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HopkiNs IN THE Porice COUrr

In The Evening Telegram of the
27th January, 1881, appears the fol-
lowing report of the proceedings in
my Court in reference to a charge
against this man Hopkins. It is a
good illustration of the humorous
way in which the Police Court matters
were dealt with by some of the news-
papers and is quoted as it appeared:

‘WM. HopPrinsg

Wm. H. Hopkins, the well-known
coffee and sandwich purveyor, was
charged with threatening to shoot
Mr. Charles Page, an elderly gentle-
man, of very dark complexion and
thick lips, a characteristic negro.

Hopkins addressed the court as

follows :

‘“Yoah Wership: De circumstances of de
case am dese. De ’plainant and dis chile
am bofe members of de Oddfellows Lodge,
and de ’plainant forgettin dose brudderly
feelings which am de stinguishin proofs of
de Oddfellows Association, am jealous of
dis chile. De ’plainant threatened to butt
me, yoah Wership, and for making use of
such language he should be exonerated from
de Club. ¢

‘‘What did he mean by butting yout?’’
asked the Magistrate.

‘“What did he mean? Shuah yoah wer-
ship knows what a butting match am. Ye
see, Sah, dis am de way it’s done. De rules
and relations of de match forbid de buttin
in de face or in de stomach, but it mus
be de two heads meeting, and de man wid
de tickest head am de best. Why, Sah,
dat African in de box am de hardest butter
in de city. He can split a cheese, or bend
a piece of iron, and does de Court and de
gentleman present tink dat I was going to
let him butt me. Well Sah dat man wanted
to hab me put out of de lodge, and I would
like to know what for a man like dat is to
exonerate me from de lodge? Yoah see
yoah Wership, a great many things am said
in de lodge what am not fit for de publie,
but if de witness want all de truf he can
hab it.

‘“Dat man,’’ said the witness, ‘“brought
de revolver and threatened to shoot me,’’

‘“What do you say to that prisoner?’’
asked the Magistrate.

‘“Yoah Wenh‘ﬁ) dat man swore to walk
hand in hand wid all de members of de
lodge, He was de fust to perpose de brud-
derly lub wid de breddren and sistern of
de membahs. It was him dat read de oath
and de ceremonies, and guv de secrets to de
oders. Dat was de man what smiled upon
me when I rode de goat, and swore by de
bones of de dead dat he would be the fadder
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to de widdower, and de mudder to de father-
less. Dat was de man and now yoah Wer-
ship, he stole de monies of de lodge. He
borrow money and cakes from myself, and
never paid me back, and what kind of a
man am him to seduce my kracter afore dis
court, and de leaders of de land. Such a
man should be exonerated from de land.’’

‘“But what about that pistol that you
threatened to shoot him with?’’

“‘De pistol am it, yoah wershig. Wen I
heard dat African was gwine to butt me, I
tuk de cylinder out ob de shooter and went
to de lodge, and how could T shoot dat
African wid a shooter widdout a cylinder?”’

““But the witness says he is afraid of
you,’’

“‘Yoah wership, dis am de crisis of ma
life. Dat man got between me and my
wife. He got up at de caucus meeting to
turn me out of de lodge, because I was de
smartest man in it. I knew dat man’s head
was hard and dat he could butt better dan

me, so I scared him wid de pistol widout de .

cylinder. What should be done wid such a
coon as dat? I’m stonished at him. I tell
you, yoah wership, if dat man’s head ever
comes in contact wid dis, I’se agoin to
gertect my own. Dat man afraid ob mef

e man dat goes into de house ob annudder,
am not afraid. Dat man hab de heart of
de lion, der nerves ob steel, and de head
like iron. Dismiss de case, yoah wership,.’’

Instead of dismissing the case, I
placed both complainant and defend-
ant under bonds to keep the peace to
each other for the space of one year.

To finish my recollections of Hop-
kins: A short time after this episode,
Hopkins had a quarrel with his bro-
ther, and in his temper fired a re-
volver at him, wounding him in the
neck. The wounded man was in the
hospital for a number of weeks, and
then came to give evidence before me
about the shooting. The wound was
a most peculiar one; it had made a
hole in the man’s wind pipe through
which the air escaped as he breathed
with a most peculiar whistling and his
evidence was accompanied by this
uncanny sound. I never heard of a
case like it. Hopkins was sent to the
Kingston Penitentiary for some years,
and I don’t remember seeing him
again.

Another remarkable negro who
often appeared in court was George
Wright, who made his living by saw-
ing and splitting cordwood, then a
very important business, employing
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a number of men, but now with the
disappearance of the woods, and the
almost universal use of coal, a lost art.

‘What distinguished Wright over
all the other habitués of the court was
that, in my opinion, he was the most
accomplished and able cross-examiner
I ever knew. He was courteous and
gkilful in the highest degree. I re-
member once after a very careful and
cunning cross-examination of a wit-
ness, he caught him in a distinet con-
tradiction. He made the witness re-
peat his second statement and, recall-
ing his previous one, he said to the
witness:

“Now will you please explain to his
worship dar, how you make dem two
points harmonize ¢

About fifteen years ago I was try-
ing a negro for breaking into a house
and stealing a number of articles
which were at the moment on the
table in front of the witness box.
They were identified by the owner.
The negro was defended by a bar-
rister who was also an officer in the
48th Highlanders of the Toronto
Militia. He made a vigorous defence
of his client, but the case was clearly
proved, and the negro was conviected.
T sentenced him to a term, and Mr.
Curry, the Crown Attorney, in the
usual way applied for an order of
restitution of the stolen articles to the
owner. I made the order at once.
Then the complainant stated that the
negro was wearing his best Sunday
trousers, which had also been stolen,
and he wanted them back. The pri-
soner’s counsel made some objection
that the negro had no others. I said
that the prisoner could wear them to
the jail, and as soon as he got the
prison clothing, the trousers were to
be restored to the owner, and then
addressing the lawyer, I said: “When
he has served his term, he can join the
Kilties.” I doubt if the Highland

. Officer appreciated the joke.

A good many years ago the manu-
facturers of pianos had succeeded in
making pianos of an inferior type at
very low prices, and this was followed
by a general custom of selling them
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to the poorer people on the instal-
ment plan, by which they could be
paid for by small monthly payments.
This led to large numbers of pianos
being purchased by people in quite
humble positions, The fact of one of
the lower classes having a piano in the
house, gave the owner a social distine-
tion among her associates, which could
not be overlooked. A scrubbing
woman at the City Hall bought one,
a charwoman I knew of also had one,
and I have no doubt that in their own
cirele it was a great mark of distine-
tion.

In a small street in a humble section
of the city there lived a number of
negroes, mostly labourers or railway
porters. One of these, more ambitious
than the others, by close saving and
hard work, had succeeded in buying a
piano. The wife, as well as the hus-
band, was anxious for social distine-
tion, and they decided to give an even-
ing party in order to show off the
piano. They invited a coloured wo-
man who, I think, gave lessons in
musie, to come and try the piano.
They also invited a few of the more
select of their acquaintances to come
to the party. The coloured woman
(the musician) was evidently of a
higher social scale than the other
guests. She was an ample personage,
well dressed, and with an impressive
manner.

The party had scarcely begun when
the news of it spread through the
street, among the other coloured
people who had been formerly on the
visiting lists of the hostess; and, find-
ing they had not been invited to meet
the distinguished musician, a fgehpg
of deep resentment arose, then indig-
nation, and then they gathered in
front of the house and acted in a most
disorderly manner. The police heard
of it and came and arrested the prin-
cipal offenders on the charge of dis-
orderly conduct, and th_ey appeared
before me the next morning and were
fined. It was an interesting and most
amusing case, and gave me a great in-
sight into the point of view of that
particular stratum of society in Tor-
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onto life. I did not grudge the time
given to investigating it.
£

THEFT OF LACE, AND FORGERY

One day just as the Court was ad-
Jjourned and I was leaving the Bench,
the sergeant of detectives, Newhall,
came in and asked me if I would wait
for a minute, to remand a prisoner
who had just been placed in the dock.
The prisoner was a respectable look-
ing young woman, a housemaid in a
gentleman’s family. Newhall had the
charge prepared and swore to it,
charging her with the theft from her
mistress of a quantity of lace, and I
arraigned the young woman, and
asked her whether she pleaded guilty
or not guilty.

“I am not guilty,” she said very
earnestly.

I was impressed at oned with the
feeling that she was innocent, and in
a low voice I cross-questioned New-
hall, who was standing close to me. I
said :

“Have you got any evidence
against that prisoner ?”

“Yes,” said Newhall.
case.”

“That is strange,” I said, “for I do
not think she is guilty,” and I asked
what the ewidence was,

He replied: “I found some of the
stolen lace in her trunk, and there is
a witness who saw her coming from
the room from which the lace was
stolen.”

“How much lace was stolen?” I
asked. ;

“About one hundred dollars’
worth.”

“How much was found in her
trunk

“About ten dollars’ worth.”

I then asked who saw her coming
out of the room, and Newhall said a
fellow servant, and he added, “She is
here” and indicated to me where she
was sitting at the side of the court-
room.

“I looked at the young woman and
said, “I believe that she is the one
that stole the lace, for only a tenth
part has been found.” I then asked

“It is a clear
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him if he knew where her home was,
and found that although living at the
house where she was employed, she
had an aunt living near, whose house
was her home. I suggested that it
would do no harm if he were to search
the aunt’s house as soon as possible,
to see whether most of the lace was
there or not.

The prisoner was remanded till
the morning. I issued a search war-
rant to Newhall, to make the search,
and in the morning I heard that the
rest of the lace had been found in the
aunt’s house in the woman’s trunk,
and that she had been arrested on the
charge of theft. She pleaded guilty,
and admitted having placed a por-
tion of the lace in her fellow servant’s
trunk, to create suspicion and relieve
herself. She was sentenced, while the
first prisoner was discharged. I was
glad that I had paid attention to what
was only an intuitive feeling, and
that I had followed it up by active
steps to endeavour to find out the
truth.

" * *

I will mention another case where
an intuitive feeling that a prisoner
was innocent, in spite of strong evi-
dence to the contrary, caused me to
take drastic measures to get at the
truth, although it is not supposed to
be the business of a judge to inter-
fere in the searching out of evidence.

In this case a young man named
McEachren employed in a carpet
shop on Yonge Street, had embezzled
some thirty dollars of his employer’s
money, and abseconded to the United
States. Some weeks after he returned
to Toronto, and gave himself up, and
his friends repaid the money, and as
he was only a lad of about seventeen
years of age of previously good char-
acter, I gave him a short sentence of
some seven or ten days.

When this was done the employer
asked to lay a fresh charge of forgery,
claiming that the prisoner had forged
his name to a cheque for $90.00 the
day he left Toronto, and had ‘got it

" cashed at the bank. I swore the em-
ployer to the information, and ar-
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raigned the lad and asked him if he
pleaded guilty or not guilty. He said
“Not guilty” with such an honest air,
that I at once doubted his guilt and I
was so convinced, that I began mak-
ing inquiries into the evidence. The
cheque was there, and the employer
declared positively that the cheque
was filled up in the young man’s
handwriting, but that the signature
was a fairly good imitation of his own.
I also learned that the banker was
able almost positively to identify the
prisoner, as the lad who cashed the
cheque. I left the Bench, and went
into my private room, and sent for
detective John Hodgins then on our
staff.

I informed him of what had just
occurred in the Court, and told him I
believed that McEachren was inno-
cent, and asked him to go to the car-
pet shop as if looking for evidence
against the accused, and I suggested
to him that he should interview all
the employees, and see if there was a
young fair-haired lad of the height
and general appearance of the pris-
oner, and if there was, then to endea-
vour to find out whether he had been
flush with money the day after Me-
Eachren had run away. Sending him
off on this work, I returned to the
Bench, and went on trying my cases.

In two or three hours I had fin-
ished my court, and was in my room
when Detective Hodgins came in. He
reported that there was a young lad
named Bright, about the same age
height and complexion as the accused,
working in the shop, and that he had
taken his address among the others,
and had gone to his boarding-house,
and made inquiries. He was told
that some weeks before, he had re-
ceived a letter with some money from
an uncle in the country, that he had
paid three weeks board which he owed
and three weeks ahead, and had’
bought himself a new suit of clothes,
Hodgins asked the boarding-house
keeper if he could look up his books
and fix the date on which the board
was paid. It turned out to be just
the day after McEachren had gone,
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I then concluded that I had dis-
covered the real forger, but still it
was difficult to prove, and he might
escape. I sent down to the cells and
had the young prisoner brought up
to my room. He had been remanded
till the next day, to come up to be
tried on the new charge of forgery.
I told him that I did not believe the
charge against him, that I thought
he was innocent. He repeated his
denial of all knowledge of the forgery.
I told him who I thought had done it,
and he seemed shocked to think, that
his writing had been forged by a fel-
low clerk. I advised him to apply
for a warrant for the arrest of Bright
as a witness not likely to appear on a
subpoena, in order that we might se-
ecure him. He agreed to this, and I
issued the warrant for the arrest of
Bright as a witness and gave it to
Hodgins.

The next morning I found Hodgins
waiting for me at my office. He told
me that he had waited at the door of
the boarding-house till Bright arrived
in the evening, and, as he was enter-
ing, seized him by the collar.

“You are my prisoner
Queen’s name,” he said.

The lad wilted and asked the
reason.

“Oh,” said Hodgins, ‘“about the
forgery of that cheque.”

“My God! How did I get found
out?”

“T know all about it,” said Hod-
gins, and he took him to the station.
Before starting he gave him the usual
caution, that he was not bound to an-
swer any questions or say anything,
but that if he did, it could be used
in evidence against him. Then as

in the
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they walked along Hodgins said:

“What possessed you to do that?”
He then told him that he knew Me-
Eachren had run away to the States,
that he did not think he would come
back, and so he wrote out a cheque
imitating his handwriting, and forged
the signature of his employer. He
then went to the bank and cashed it,
endorsing it with a good imitation of
McEachren’s signature.

When Hodgins brought him into
the Station, Deputy Chief Stuart was
there, and Hodgins told him, in the
young man’s presence, that he had
cautioned him and repeated the cau-
tion, and told the Deputy that the
prisoner admitted that he had com-
mitted the forgery. The prisoner cor-
roborated this.

Hodgins then prepared an infor-
mation charging Bright with having
committed the forgery. When Me-
Eachren was called to stand his trial,
the Crown put in some evidence, and
then Bright was called, and soon
cleared the prisoner. Bright was
then arraigned, and committed for
trial.

When the assizes were opened
shortly after, Chief Justice Sir John
Hagarty was on the Bench, and I went
to see him and told him the whole
story, of how we had entrapped the
young man to save an innocent party,
but that he was only a lad, and I
hoped he would be as lenient with him
as he could. He said he would re-
member what I said and do the best
he could for him. He only sent him
to jail for two months.

This was another case, where I
took irregular methods to do sub-
stantial justice.

(7o be continued.)




FROM MONTH TO MONTH

BY SIR JOHN WILLISON

I

T CCORDING to a headline in The Mail and Empire, the “Reign of
; ’7{{;%’1’ the Profiteer” has been “Ended by Parliament”. This, it seems, -
:;ﬁ;;'/‘ p/Aii| has been accomplished by the decision of the Government to create
,%,,37‘\{% a Commercial Tribunal for regulation of profits and prevention
D ¢ combinations to maintain prices at extortionate levels to the
injury of consumers. Not many Canadian newspapers discuss commereial and
industrial problems with greater sanity or fuller knowledge than The Mail and
Empire, and the headline, therefore, is not quoted to its discredit. But it will
not be easy to extinguish the “profiteer”, and generally public regulation of
business has not produced very satisfactory results.

It is doubtful if the “cost of living” can be greatly affected by any legisla-
tion that Parliament can devise or any tribunal that Parliament can create.
Two causes which go far to explain dear living are the increasing wages of
labour and the higher cost of food products. It is certain that no Government
which would undertake to fix prices for what the farmer has to market could
live in Canada. Nor is the farmer a “profiteer” because he benefits by war
conditions and world searcity. He is not the beneficiary of any “combination®,
He has not conspired to plunder consumers. Indeed during the war he made
actual sacrifices to maintain and increase production. In Canada, in the
United States and in Great Britain prices of food products were fixed in order
to guarantee and increase production, and there is no greater mistake than
to imagine that the world’s need has been relieved.

There are literally millions of starving people in Europe and neither
Canada nor the United States:can be deaf to the cry of hunger and famine,
But in proportion as we respond to this appeal prices on this continent will be
maintained. Moreover the experience of Australia has demonstrated that
arbitrary regulation of food prices is economically and politically imprae-
ticable. Leaders of Labour in Australia have declared that unless the Govern-
ments undertook to dispossess the farmers and apply “public ow.mership” to
agriculture production could not be maintained under any regulation designed
to lower prices and even Australia cannf)t be persuaded that any {such her.oic
proposal is practicable or that lower prices would result. There is salvation
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only in greater production and clearly that result would not be achieved by
Jower prices in Canada than prevail in other countries,

1I

So in manufacturing, as in agriculture, lower prices must: come chiefly
through greater produection. Labour, too, must justify higher wages by greater
efficiency. Those evangelical enthusiasts who suggest that considerations of
profit should be eliminated from the conduct of industry have faith withoat
knowledge. Capital can “strike” as effectively as Labour, and unless there is
a fair prospect of return can do nothing else. No enterprise can exist unless
it is solvent and without profit there cannot be solvency. If taxation of profits
leaves no margin for expansion there cannot be expansion. An industry
which cannot experiment or expand, which cannot seek new markets or main-
tain its position in old markets, can neither give higher wages nor employ
additional labour.

A scale of taxation which a great industry with a huge output might
survive would drive weaker concerns out of business. The milling companies
and the packing houses have made profits not so much through high prices as
through volume of output. In three years one company paid nearly $1,000,-
000,000 in taxation. No amount extorted in taxation would justify illegal
methods or extortionate prices but scientific organization for production and
distribution gives no decent ground for suspicion and attack.

For deliberate calculated devices to create scarcity and raise prices there
can be no toleration. For inflation of capital which secures dividends upon
shares that represent neither actual investment nor accumulated losses there
ghould be remedial and punitive legislation. Parliament cannot be expected
to show leniency towards deliberate combination to plunder the public. But
no Court of Commerce can apply regulations which check production and
expansion without injury to labour, loss alike to producers and consumers
and decrease of the public revenues. In the main Canadian industry in its
treatment of Labour, its methods of manufacture, its system of organization
and its prices to the public is decent in spirit and in practice and it would be
unfortunate and unjust if a rapid, partial, unscientific inquiry by a parlia-
mentary committee should leave any other impression upon the country.

. III

Apparently Sir Lomer Gouin is invineible in the Province of Quebec.
Nor is his ascendancy explained by dexterous cultivation of racial feeling or
sectarian prejudices. Indeed he is somewhat contemptuous of the common
artifices of politicians. He has a great reserve of common sense and the
courage and wisdom to administer the affairs of the Province with economy
and efficiency. With the blunt candor of Sir James Whitney he combines the
cautious quality of Sir Oliver Mowat. Fortunately for the Province he has
the confidence of the English-speaking people. His candidates poll as strongly
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in the English as in the French-speaking communities and it is not suggested
that he has ever been unjust to the Protestant minority.

Twenty-five or thirty years ago there was a common suspicion in the
English provinces that Quebec was plunging towards bankruptey and that
sooner or later to avert repudiation its debts would have to be assumed or
guaranteed by the Dominion. If there ever was any ground for such appre-
hension, which is doubtful, the prophets have been thoroughly discredited by
events. For the restoration of its finances and the institution of prudent and
efficient government the honour belongs chiefly to Mr. Marchand and Sir
Lomer Gouin. '

It is said that once the late George W. Stephens in a confidential conver-
sation with Mr, Marchand took credit for long and faithful public service and
congratulated himself that not a corrupt dollar had ever gone into his pockez.
Mr, Marchand, whose modesty was as great as his integrity, answered quietly
that he, too, had devoted himself with honest intention and some sacrifice to
public affairs and with as serupulous honesty as Mr. Stephens had displayed,
“although”, he added, “there never was a day in your life, Stephens, when you
needed money, while there never has been a day in my life that I have not
needed money”. The Marchands are among a nation’s choice possessions,
but there should be gratitude also for rich men who do not evade publie
duties. _

The general election in Quebec demonstrated that the Conservative or
Unionist party is still feeble and disorganized. The leader of the Opposition,
however, fought his battle with gallantry and energy. He should remember
that for a generation the Liberal party held office in Ontario and possibly in
Quebec as in this Province federal questions handicapped the Conservatives.
There was, however, no general exploitation of alien issues in the recent
contest in the French Province. Sir Lomer Gouin made his appeal upon
provineial questions and triumphed through the attraction of his personality
and the merits of his legislation and administration.

The other day Senator Foster was chosen as Batonnier of the Bar in
Quebec. It is said that out of eleven hundred lawyers in the Province nine
hundred are French. But although the Senator is English the vote was
unanimous. Mr. Foster enjoys a- remarkable personal popularity, but even
when that is admitted the incident for other reasons is of happy significance.,
One is not comforted when one thinks of the long quarrel over the appropria-
tion for Catholic huts in Toronto.

The truth is, that alike in Quebec and in Ontario the masses of
the people are essentially tolerant, but racial and religious issues are a tempt-
ation to public men, and more than once the country has been bedevilled by
attempts to pervert the Constitution and extort by political manoeuvring con-
cessions and privileges which are not sanctioned by the compact of union. It
is not true, as Quebec has often been led to believe, that Ofxtario has ever sought
to deprive French or Catholic minorities of any constitutional rigl.lt, while it is
true in Ontario as elsewhere that extreme demands defeat the objects of those
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by whom they are preferred. But let the dead past bury its dead and let all of

us endeavour to recover the spirit in which the Confederation was established
half a century ago.

v

It was disclosed beforea Parliamentary Committee that Mr. T. A. Crerar,
who has just resigned the office of Minister of Agriculture, receives a salary of
$15,000 as President of the United Grain Growers’ Company. As compared
with the salaries which generally prevail in public companies the amount is
not excessive. The Grain Growers have discovered, as commercial and finan-
cial enterprises discovered long ago, that for organizing and directing capacity
there must be generous remuneration. Upon the man the success of most
businesses depends and it is sheer economy to give decent value for his services.

No other agrarian organization in any country has achieved such remark-
able success as that of Western Canada and unquestionably its operations have
been of substantial advantage to Western producers. The secret of its success
lies in the character of its leaders and in the fact that they have been wise
enough to follow “big business” in payment of officials and methods of organiz-
ation. Moreover whatever differences may exist between Western Grain
Growers and the industrial interests of older Canada nothing could be more
unjust or stupid than to’ impugn the integrity or patriotism of such men as
Mr. Crerar, Mr. H. W. Wood, Mr. R. C. Henders, Mr John Reid and
other responsible leaders in the Western agrarian movement. One believes
that the differences between Eastern manufacturers and Western farmers are
not so wide or so acute as often appears in the ardour of political controversy
and the lesson of all Canadian history is that farmers have at least as much
practical wisdom and as robust potriotism as any other element of the popula-
tion. .

But Mr. Crerar’s salary suggests another consideration which reflects
not upon Mr, Crerar but upon the Canadian people. The officials of these
Western co-operative organizations actually receive larger salaries than the
Prime Minister of Canada and his colleagues in the Cabinet. Yet upon
ministers fall public obligations which they cannot evade, which do not fall
in equal degree upon private citizens, and which involve continuous outlay
and frequent drafts upon their private purses. No minister can give the
country his best service if he is beset by finanecial worry and has to resort
to shifts and devices to meet his obligations. No country can afford to have
only rich men in Governments. It can as ill afford to have ministers who have
“no visible means of support”.

The truth is that the annual salary of the Prime Minister should he
$25,000, and those, of his colleagues at least $15,000. So the sessional in-
demnity should be raised to $3,500 or $4,000. It is suggested that to increase
the indemnity would fill Parliament with “professional politicians”. But
the man who adopts polities as a profession is not attracted chiefly by the
indemnity but by other considerations, and if he is corrupt his dishonesty
is likely to be in proportion to his dependence. Indeed the reasons generally
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advanced against the increase of salaries for ministers and greater indemnities
for members are seldom the true reasons. The objections arise from ignor-
ance of the burden which public life entails, from sheer indisposition to pay
“living wages”, and from the temptation of demagogues in the press and
on the platform and even in Parliament to draw cheers from the gallery
by abuse of “politicians” and enjoy the fleeting popularity which follows
cultivation of the economical instincts and latent prejudices of the people.

If we look backward we will not find that those members of legislatures
and parliaments who have opposed decent salaries and indemnities were of
exceptional virtue or were reconciled with difficulty to the higher emoluments
when they had made their little play before the voters. There are those,
adhering to the old British notion, who sincerely believe that members of
Parliament should not receive payment. There are those, too, who honestly
fear the “professional politician”. But the first group of objectors, whether
they know it not, are still living in the era of privilege while the second
group cannot have any clear comprehension of the temptations to doubtful
expedients which are inseparable from an inadequate indemnity. After
all independence inside and outside Parliament gives the best assurance of
honest and faithful discharge of duty.

v

It is doubtful if political leaders can be wisely chosen by popular conven-
tions. In raising the question it is not intended to challenge the judgment of
the convention which nominated Mr. Dewart for leader of the Liberal party
in the Legislature. Nor is it intended to suggest that the Liberal Convention
to be held at Ottawa in August will make an unsatisfactory nomination.
It is true, however, that a popular figure may have meagre qualifications
for parliamentary leadership. The qualities which are valuable on the plat-
form or in the organization of political forees in the constituencies are not
necessarily the qualities that are needed to control and direct a parliamentary
body.

Parliament has its own tests and standards. A successful leader must
have steadiness and resource, discretion and courage. He must have the
confidence of supporters and the respect of opponents. If he is imposed
upon a parliamentary party by outside influences and fails to possess any
essential qualifications for the office, unity and cohesion cannot be main-
tained. No one would suggest that a popular convention could wisely nominate
the members of a cabinet. Nor can a convention have such knowledge of the
qualities necessary in a leader as those who have had ac.tually parliamentary
experience. Social, commercial and national organizations have discovered
that a nominating committee assures a wiser selection of officers than any
system of open and unorganized voting. The parliamenifary party.is the
natural committee to choose a leader since he is the official mouthpiece of
the party in Parliament and must command its loyalty and confidence.

It is easy to exaggerate the wisdom of m%regulat_ed democracy. Many
influences which are comparatively impotent in Parliament affect popular
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conventions while the candidate who is most expert and active in the appoint-
‘ment of delegates may give the convention a complexion which does not
express the general sentiment of the party. It is true that candidates for the
Presidency of the United States are chosen by popular conventions but
they are not parliamentary leaders and have functions very different from
those which are exercised by a Prime Minister or the leader of Opposition
under the British system. There is all to be said for national and Pro-
vineial conventions for the consideration and formulation of political pro-
grammes but under the British system parliamentary parties can most
advantageously select the leaders upon whom strength and cohesion depend.
Indeed even in the United States the actual parliamentary leaders are chosen
by the Senate and House of Representatives.

VI

This month there will be a national convention of the Liberal party.
This recalls one of the remarkable impostures in Canadian history. Twenty-
six years ago the impression was created by a eurious and voluminous series
of press despatches that a national Liberal convention had been held at
Ottawa. There were those who insisted that Liberals had gathered from
all over Canada, had actually sat in council and actually adopted with all
appropriate ceremony and solemnity a platform of principles. One still
meets old men who have never got rid of the delusion that they were there.
They offer the hotel registers at Ottawa and the newspaper despatches as
evidence that they are of sound health and right mind.

This convention, it is alleged, declared for reduction of debt and ex-
penditure. It is said to have resolved to“eliminate the principle of protection
from the tariff”. The belief that this was done was so common, particularly
in the West, that the Laurier Government found it difficult to maintain
the National Policy which the forefathers had established. If the Ministers
prevailed against this delusion it was because they were adroit, elusive and
resolute. It is said that patronage was also marked for destruction and rail-
way subsidies forever abolished. Even more remarkable was the impression
widely entertained that the convention had firmly and irrevoeably resolved
to reform the Senate.

The truth is that the alleged platform of 1893 was a grave trouble to
the Liberal leaders during a long period of office. But one still finds people
who insist that the convention was held and the platform adopted. The
ghosts of its delegates still march solemnly down the corridors of time,
carrying banners with ancient devices and whispering “Laurier, Mowat and
Vietory”. If a convention is now held adequate precautions must be taken
to prevent such a conspiracy as was planned and executed at the expense
of the Liberal fathers. :

Seriously the old convention was of signal advantage to the Liberal

One result was to abate sectional jealousies and differences. The
national feeling of Liberals was greatly stimulated. A unity of senti-



332 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

ment and interest was produced which was tremendously influential in the
general election three years later. The country is safe with any party if
its combined wisdom and patriotism can be expressed. Not only the future
of the Liberal party but conceivably the future of Canada will be vitally
affected by the convention which meets in August. The death of Laurier
marks the end of an era in Canadian history, and aside from all other con-
siderations it is wise to examine the ground and build for the future.

Vil

Hon. W. 8. Fielding has achieved a position of exceptional authority
in Parliament. Throughout a long public career his integrity has never
been seriously assailed. He is neither a courtier nor an autocrat. In
debate he is always courteous, and he always maintains his personal dignity
without effort. He was elected two years ago as a conscriptionist, notwith-
standing his long personal allegiance to Sir Wilfrid Laurier. But there is
no evidence that he gave any specific pledges of co-operation with the Union-
ists on any other issue. Upon the whole he has perhaps stood. with the
Opposition rather than with the Government, but in all his speeches there
has been a flavour of candour and independence which is not common in the
Canadian Parliament.

Mr. Fielding has not deliberatly courted the favour of members to right
or left of the Speaker or seemed greatly concerned to advance his personal
fortunes. He has spoken generally with the moderation and wisdom of
“the Elder Statesmen”, anxious to guide Parliament to sound decisions but
always with a suggestion of fidelity to old opinions and respect for the con-
sistency of his own career. Mr., Fielding has always been an effective
debater and probably he has had more of the confidence of the Liberal party
for a score of years than any other man in its councils save Sir Wilfrid
Laurier.

It is believed that he supported the Western Autonomy Bills of 1905
with reluctance, and the fact does not count in his favour with a certain
unrelenting element. He did, however, support the measures as amended
and it is certain that in the memorable bye-elections in London and North
Oxford no man was so influential as Mr. Fielding in reconciling Liberals
to the autonomy legislation. There is also an element in the Liberal party
which resents his support of conscription or rather his separation from
Laurier. But probably no member of the House of Commons more nearly
expresses the average sentiment of the Liberal party or has more of the
respect and confidence of his parliamentary associates.
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The Cathedral at Ypres

RUINS

(YPRES, 1917)
By GEORGE HERBERT CLARKE

R UINS of trees whose woeful arms
Vainly invoke the sombre sky—
Stripped, twisted boughs and tortured boles,
Like lost souls—
How green they grew on the little farms!

Ruins of stricken wall and spire,
Stretched mile on desolate mile along—
Ghosts of a life of sweet intent,
Riven and rent
By frantic shell and searching fire.

Ruins of soldiers torn and slain,
English bodies broken for you:
Burned in their hearts the battle-cry.
Forspent they lie,
Clay crumbling slow to clay again.

*
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A POLITICAL BAYARD

BY J. D. LOGAN

AUTHOR OF “DEMOCRACY AND THE NEW DISPENSATION", ETC.

) HE immortally immoral
4 Robert Burns, supreme
‘(’ h poet of social democracy,
has a vicarious glory
which he gained by in-
terpolating into his verse
the quotable moral maxims of other
authors. The others originated the
maxims; but Burns gets the credit.
For instance, he is the reputed author
of that dishonest versicle, “An honest
man’s the noblest work of God”.
Burns lived in seurvied political
times, and he would have been more
truthful, original and apt if he had
invented the maxim, “An honest
politician (or statesman) is the nob-
lest work of God”.

Now, the proletariat will object,
the latter maxim will, in the abstract,
parse correctly, but the copula—“i is”
—predicates something that does not
exist in fact. An honest politician or
statesman would be the noblest work
of God—if such a finite being really
existed. This view, however, is a
superstition ; and possibly it was this
superstition, obsessing the mind of
Mr. Augustus Bridle, that prevented
him from including Hon. George
Henry Murray, premier of Nova Sco-
tia, in his “Sons of Canada”, a
book which, according to the sub-title,
comprises “studies of Characteristic
(Canadians”—and Hon. G. H. Murray,
being really an honest statesman,
was, de facto, an un-cha'racterlstlc
(Canadian. But aside from that singu-
lar virtue, real or imputed, the fact
that Premier Murray on the 17th
day of July, 1919, completed twenty-
three years of continuous service as
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Prime Minister of Nova Scotia, a
distinetion which constitutes a record
amongst living Prime Ministers, in
the British Empire as well as in Can-
ada, that he has been returned to
power at five general elections, with-
out a break in continuity of office,
and by overwhelming majorities, that
during a quarter of a century, less
two years, while other governments,
provincial and federal, have had their
political scandals, the Murray govern-
ment has remained even untainted by
scandal and has proved inpregnable
against all partisan assaults, and that
though he engaged in some of the
bitterest and most rancorous political
battles in the history of Canadian
elections, Premier Murray was ae-
knowledged, even by his enemies, to
be a Bayard, a knightly warrior, and
when opportunity arose was kmghtlv
in generosity, placing opponents in
high positions that by all the conven-
tions of political warfare should have
gone to Liberal supporters—all these
facts, and much more of inner per-
sonal qualities, signalize Hon. G. H.
Murray as a Canadian who, if not
aenumely great, is at least politically
unique, and whose character and
achievements are much worth sincere
orientation and appreciation.
Premier Murray is the kind of man
and pohtlcal leader who is not sub;ect
to a quantitative estimate. He is too
big in political genius and too acute
in political acumen for that kind of
estimate . On the other hand, he
shows up well under a quahtatlve
estimate. Such estimate, however,
must not be objective—must not be g



HON. G.
who for twenty-three years has been Prime Minister of Nova Scotia.

litany or a dithyramb: for Nova
Seotia’s First Minister is neither a
political saint nor a .;zol‘den-ton.gued
spell-binder. A qualitative estimate
of Premier Murray must be subjec-
tive—a short, summary sketch in des-
eriptive psychology.
337

H. MURRAY

To-day, as the phrase goes, he is
signalized as “the premier Premier”.
This is a recognition of one of his in-
evitable functions at Interprovineial
conferences of Canadian premiers.
Wherever, at Ottawa or elsewhere,
these conferences are held, there will
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be Hon. G. H. Murray. But he will
not be just one amongst the others,
with some other in the directing chair.
His place always is, as it were, as the
mind of these conferences—the Head
at the head of the table, while the
others sit round as members of the
body. As the Head he is also the
watchful Eye and the Directing Will.
There must be harmony, in order that
there shall be a converging of dif-
ferent temperaments and parochial
minds and ideas towards one big in-
clusive mind and idea. He sits in his
place, calm, looking neither to right
nor to left. He does nothing and he
may say nothing that on the face of
it is startling; but just the same all
others present know that he is there
and watchful, that he has made up his
mind what is the big thing to be done,
and that, without trumpet or com-
mand, insensibly they will arrive at
his point of view—and the right thing
be accomplished. In other words, at
these conferences, Hon. G. H. Murray
dominates—and he does so, paradox-
ically, without trying, but solely by
just “sitting in on the job”, which tra-
ditionally has been his ever since he
became premier of his own province.

Hon. G. H. Murray is “the premier

Premier”, not merely because he is the -

first or oldest, so far as length of ser-
vice is concerned, among leaders of
provincial governments, but also, and
primarily, because all the others feel
and recognize in him a hidden but
silently dominating intellect and will,
at their inter-provinecial conferences.
That is to say, he has positive genius
for constructive politics, for genuine
statesmanship. It was the recogni-
tion of this fine inner quality in
him by Sir Wilfrid Laurier that
won from him this ineisively truth-
ful estimate of the political genius of
Premier Murray—a message specially
sent to the secretary of the banquet
given in honor of Nova Scotia’s Prime
Minister, at Halifax, in February
1911:

‘“The man who is now in charge of the

destinies of Nova Scotia does not belong to
that Province alone. He is a National

figure and the pride all over the country of
the Liberal Party; who, one and all recog-
nize in him a pattern of quiet and patient
courage, of wise and broad tolerance and
far-seeing statesmanship,’’

Precisely! Hon. G. H. Murray is
“the premier Premier” because the
others instinctively recognize in him
their “pattern of quiet and patient
courage, of wise and broad tolerance
and far-seeing statesmanship”. His
political opponents also recognize and
acknowledge these same qualities in
Premier Murray. If the late Sir
Charles Tupper was noted for any-
thing in electioneering it was for
vitriolie, rancorous attacks on oppon-
ents. Yet when, in 1896, Sir Charles
was opposed by George Murray, not
yet premier, he made the impressive
discovery that he was opposed by a
quiet, confident young man who did
not belong to the class of berating
politicians, with parochial or rural
ideas and methods, but by one who
had “far-seeing statesmanship” and
campaigned for election, not caring
whether he was attacked by Sir
Charles or not, or even met him in de-
bate or not. Sir Charles recognized
that he was opposed not by a poli-
tician but by a singular order of
mind and will. Accordingly, having
been profoundly impressed, he mag-
nanimously expressed his sincere ad-
miration of the young man who was
his opponent in Cape Breton by giv-
ing a dinner in honour of Hon, G. H.

Murray, when the latter, shortly after -

the campaign in Cape Breton, came to
visit Ottawa.- This was the cue for
both parties. The implication from
Sir Charles’s extraordinary compli-
ment to the future Premier of Nova
Secotia was: “There is amongst us a
Bayard, a true Knight and Warrior
in politics. I have seen him. I have
met him. He will fight, but he will
fight fair—and he will slay us.” Time
proved repeatedly the truth of the
implication.

If, then, I were asked to signalize
in a phrase or two the prime or dis-
tinguishing quality of Premier Mup.
ray’s political genius, I should reply .

F
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A clear, comprehensive intellectual
vision of what is real and construec-
tive in statesmanship, and a quiet but
sturdy will to achieve, which, first,
begets a restrained self-confidence and
self-mastery, and, next, inspires res-
pect for, and confidence in, the man
on the part both of friends and op-
ponents. From these elemental men-
tal parts result the other virtues, per-
sonal and political, which are notable
in Premier Murray. It remains for
me, then, to submit the facts from
which I make my induction, and to
complete the verbal portrait of Hon.
G. H. Murray as a man and a states-
Using the word political in its
broad Aristotelian signification, I ob-
serve that early in young manhood
—as early as his 25th year—Premier
Murray brilliantly disclosed the poli-
tical sagacity which, along with his
quiet self-confidence, courage, energy,
and his political honesty, proved to be
the pre-eminent intellectual quality
that ensured his inevitable rise to
leadership and his perennial return
to governmental control of the des-
tinies of Nova Scotia during what will
be shortly at least a quarter of a cen-
tury. For as yet there is no taint of
seandal connected with the Murray
government, and it has two or three
years yet to run, in which time, un-
less he relinquish voluntarily the
reins of leadership, Premier Murray
will surpass the late Sir Oliver Mowat
in length of tenure of office, and thus
establish a new record amongst pre-
miers, living or dead, in the British
Empire. . :
Premier Murray’s political sagacity
—an absolutely honest, not a time-
serving, sagacity—was first noted in
1886, when he, a young man of twenty-
five, contested for the Nova Scotia
‘Loecal House. He believed in the fu-
ture of Nova Scotia, and he regarded
the union of Cape Breton with the
i a, politically, as necessary
to that future. Agitation by avar-
icious mine operators and political
“copperhads”, who could not by fair
means realize their own selfish ends,
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had been started to compel Premier
Fielding to submit the “repeal” of the
union to the people. The leader of
the Cape Breton Liberals, himself a
“repealer”, was the late Newton L.
MacKay. Young Murray, as an ar-
dent Liberal, as a supporter of Field-
ing, and yet as a Cape Bretoner and
supporter of MacKay and the Cape
Breton Liberals, naturally would be
in a dilemma. His vision, his poli-
tical sagacity, together with his cour-
age and honesty, saved him. He went
against the repeal issue. That cer-
tainly required courage; but young
Murray was far-visioned, even in his
25th year. Fortunately he was becom-
ing admired by the younger Liberals.
Meanwhile MacKay suddenly dropped
dead. The old leader of the Cape
Breton Liberals had passed. A new
leader must be found. He was ready
to hand—in young Murray. Though
defeated in the election, the future
premier’s star was noted as shining
and ascending. He lost an election,
but he was already on the way to be-
come the cynosure of the younger
Liberals’ eyes, and, partly, due to his
political sagacity and courage in 1886
the union of Cape Breton Island and
the peninsula of Nova Secotia is to-
day intact and closer bound than ever.

Thrice successively, in 1887, 1891
and in 1896, G. H. Murray was de-
feated in elections for the Federal
House. But such defeats meant noth-
ing. Mr. Fielding had ealled him to
the Legislative Couneil in 1889, where
the much older and seemingly wiser
heads felt the intellectual dominance
of this new Knight in polities; and in
1891 he was reappointed to the Legis-
lative Couneil, this time as member
of the Executive, without portfolio,
and the leader—which means the
mind—of the government. In short,
his political genius was clearly and
early recognized, and, despite defeat
in elections, G. H. Murray was fast
becoming the idol of the Liberal
party in Nova Scotia. His rise to
relative political power, if not great-
ness, was inevitable. If, however,
there were any doubt as to his politi-
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cal sagacity or vision, and courage,
such doubt was dispelled in 1896 when
G, H. Murray opposed, against the
wishes of his friend, colleague and
chief (Mr. Fielding), that fiery war-
horse of political battles, Sir Charles
Tupper. Plato was inordinately,
though justly proud of his pupil
Aristotle, whom Plato called the Mind
of the School—the Thinker. Sir Wil-
frid Laurier was also very proud of
his pupil and colleague in the Liberal
Party—George Henry Murray. For
Murray was the Mind of the Party in
Nova Scotia—the Thinker. It was,
then, as the Thinker, that this idol of
the younger Liberals, in the campaign
of 1896, showed unexampled political
vision when he signalized the economic
doctrine that the coal industry of
Nova Scotia (including Cape Breton)
is the basic resource of the province
and that, therefore, the right economic
way to develop Nova Scotia’s coal in-
dustry would be by making it the
chief agency for establishing and
developing other great industries. In
other words, establish in Nova Secotia
great steel plants, and the coal indus-
try will naturally develop itself—and
Nova Scotia will soon take rank as a
mighty centre of first-rate coal and
steel industries.

Though defeated by Sir Charles,
Mr. Murray, on Fielding’s resigning
to become a member of Sir Wilfrid
 Laurier’s first cabinet, was called to
the premiership of Nova Scotia: and
from that day to this the policy of the
internal development of Nova Scotia’s
coal and steel industries, and all other
industries which are natural to the
province, has been the consistent
“working” policy of Premier Murray.
But he is no economic or politico-
economic “Sinn Feiner”. He does be-
lieve in “Nova Scotia industries for
Nova Scotians”, but, in his political
wisdom or sagacity, he also believes
that the best way for Nova Scotia to
prove itself an integral and construc-
tive part of the Dominion is to cease
promoting the idea of Nova_Scotla
being the “long wharf to Ontario” and
to keep on, as he and his government
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began and are still doing, in making
Nova Scotia effectuate itself indus-
trially, commercially, socially and
intellectually.

Now, the people of Nova Secotia
have, as just noted, freely “sized up”
George Henry Murray as the one man
who in a quarter of a century has
had one consistent constructive poliey,
namely, to serve his own country and
its peopleswith the sanest political
acumen and with the sincerest and
most honest regard for the intellee-
tual, social, industrial and commer-
cial interests of the province. They
know this, and because they know it
and absolutely trust Premier Murray,
they have, with profound confidence,
returned him to power at five general
elections, 1887, 1901, 1906, 1911, 1916,
and with overwhelming majorities.
But such implicit confidence on the
part of the people of Nova Scotia,
really without partisan bias in any ap-
preciable degree, must have its ob-
vious evidences, its concrete proofs.

Here are, in summary, some of the
outstanding proofs. Nothing more
specially need be said of Premier
Murray’s policy for the development
of Nova Scotia’s coal and steel indus-
tries. He has pursued a progressive
policy with regard to the fishing and
shipbuilding industries in the pro-
vince, not quite on a par as yet with
his mining and steel policy, but still
constructive and effective. In tech-
nical education he has achieved pro-
gress that is a monument to himself.
The Agricultural College at Trure
and the Technical College at Halifax
are, in their kind, excellent institu-
tions. Both colleges are thoroughly
democratic, inasmuch as the whole
system of instruction in secientifie
farming and in all branches of en.
gineering are open to the poorest at
nominal fees, and the system itself is
maintained and paid for by the pro-
vinece. In short, the Nova Scotia sys-
tem of technical education is “free”
education precisely in the same senge
that the public school system is “free”
Premier Murray has also established
by legislation a system of Workmen’s
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Compensation which, it is confidently
asserted, is in advance of similar
humanitarian schemes in the other
provinces of the Dominion. He has
been wise in encouraging immigra-
tion. During the war he gave the
province distinetion by making it the
first to undertake systematic Belgian
relief ; and all the while, and since, he
has increased the usefulness of the
Technical College in having its equip-
ment and courses adjusted to fitting
disabled returned soldiers for inde-
pendence of the State by technical
knowledge which assures them the
ability to fill positions in commercial
offices, in factories and industrial
plants, and on the farm, and where-
ever special technical knowledge is
required. What the people clearly
recognize is that Premier Murray has
made it the cardinal principle of his
policy always to promote the interests
of the whole proletariat and to safe-
guard the rights of the masses from
encroachments by special interests
or by the classes. To this end, with
superb political sagacity and fine
courage, he scorned to be partisan in
his appointments in cases where the
people’s cause demanded “the right
man in the right place”. He did not
hesitate to appoint Dr. A. H. MacKay,
a Conservative, as Superintendent of
Education for Nova Scotia. He ap-
pointed Dr. Melville Cumming, a
Conservative, Principal of the Agri-
eultural College and Secretary of
Agriculture for the province. Not
to be forgotten was his selecting of
Maj. W. E. Thompson, (who during
the war rose to the rank of Colonel
and D.O.C. of Military Distriet No.
6), to restore harmony and reach an
amicable settlement amongst the
miners in the Springhill strike a dec-
ade ago. Col. Thompson, a Conser-
vative, achieved the work for a pro-
vineial Liberal premier. Let such in-
stances of progressive democratic
policy suffice as proof that Premier
Murray has the confidence of the Nova
Scotia proletariat because they know,
having seen for themselves, that he
has always been the people’s tribune.
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Together with Rev. H. T. Roe, 1
submit a graphological reading of
Premier Murray’s handwriting, not
as a curiosity, but as a novel reveal-
ment of the inner mentality of Nova
Scotia’s First Minister :

PO
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The ensemble shows a free, orderly
mind. The running, fluid, mounting
style denotes the “forward view” and
ready delivery of thought in speech.
The long tails of the y’s disclose mag-
nanimity : there is nothing small or
petty in his thinking. The upward
stroke to his t’s shows that he is

-optimistic and progressive, that he

does not live by way of revery and
reflection on past performances, but
that he is always ready to entertain
a new idea, to think over the right
thing to do. His attention to punctu-
ation denotes caution. The firmness
of his down strokes indicates strength
of will; the wide spacing denotes
clearness of thought, ampleness of
mind; and the liaison between the
middle initial and the surname sig-
nifies constructive, inclusive thought.
The short horizontal stroke below the
signature is characteristic of one who
loves completed work.

Political sagacity, quiet courage,
absolute honesty of purpose and
methods, justice and magnanimity—
these are the outstanding qualities of
the political genius of Premier Mur-
ray. He is said to be a modest man.
He is modest in the sense that he
understands what are real spiritual
values. He loves the goodwill and
sincere regard of the plain people.
He would want, I know, no nobler
epitaph, when he passes, than this:
“He kept faith with his people”.
Meantime he appears as Canada’s
political Bayard, a true Knight and
Warrior in politiecs—"“sans peur et
sans reproche”.
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MRS. WILLOUGHBY CUMMINGS
AND HER WORK

would be difficult to
find a woman who has
led a life of more con-
tinuous and varied ser-

Mrs. Willoughby Cum-
mings, daughter of Rev. Jonathan
Shortt, D.D., who was for more than
thirty years rector of Port Hope.
Emily Ann MecCausland Shortt (to
give her her maiden name) was edu-
cated at private schools in Port Hope
and Montreal. In 1871 she married
Mr. Willoughby Cummings, a bar-
rister, who died in 1892, and since
her marriage has lived in Toronto.

She began to write early in life and
is one of Canada’s pioneer press wo-
men. Her work often appeared above
the nom-de-plume of “Sama”, the Ja-
panese word for “lady”. In 1893 she
attended the World’s Fair in Chicago
as special correspondent for The
Manitoba Free Press and the Toronto
Globe, and for ten years was a mem-
ber of the editorial staff of the last-
named newspaper. In 1900 she be-
ecame the editor of a department in
The Canadian Magazine, called “Wo-
man’s Sphere”, in which she passes
from biographical sketches and notes
on the work of women’s societies to
questions of technical training and
protests against giving to gxrls what
she calls “amateurish teaching”.

1t is told that when as a small child
she first began to attend the church
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services, she noticed that her father
had a habit of addressing his sermons
almost entirely to the men of his con-
gregation, and, in her quaint child’s
fashion, she protested, “Why do you
always say, ‘Dear brethren’, father,
and never ‘Dear sistren’?”

The incident was characteristic and,
in a measure, prophetie, for, all her
life, Mrs. Cummings has thought it
worth strenuous labour to help wo-
men to discover their duties and their
powers and to give effect to these dis-
coveries by co-operation in many
forms of service. She took a promin.-
ent part in the foundation of several
associations of Canadian women which
have become nation-wide in their ae-
tivities.

Mrs. Cummings was one of the
seven women who met at Ottawa in
April, 1886, and founded the “Wo-
man’s Auxiliary” to the recently or-
ganized Board of Domestic and For-
eign Missions of the Church of Eng-
land in Canada. The new association
had at first a severe struggle for ex-
istence, but in the thirty-three years
since its inception it has become g
power throughout the whole Domin-
ion, with considerably more than 2,100
branches in the twenty-five dioceses,
and a membership of something like
50,000. It is represented overseas and
within the Dominion by fifty mission-
aries, besides Bible women. It is in-
teresting that in 1886 the feeble
scarcely-organized “Auxiliary” of To.
ronto Diocese was set upon its feet by
the request from a missionary that it
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Mrs. Willoughby Cummings

should undertake the support of a
woman missionary on the Blackfoot
reserve. The thirty members of the
branch gallantly undertook the task
and that first “pledge” has been hon-
oured ever since.

It was at this time that Mrs. Cum-
mings became corresponding secretary
of the Toronto Diocesan. Woman’s
Auxiliary, an office which she held for
nineteen years, and in 1903 she was
appointed editor of the Letter Leaflet,
whieh is always packed full of mis-
gionary information. Throughout its
history the “W. A.” has been especial-
ly helpful to the Indian missions of
the Dominion, and in comparatively
early days Mrs. Cummings made a
tour to visit the Indian reserves in the
West, afterwards writing an account
of her trip for The Church Magazine,
and also a series of articles on “Our
Indian Wards” for the Toronto Em-

re.
Another great interest _of Mrs. Cum-
mings’s strenuous life is bound up

with an association of women, inter-
national in its scope, yet so organized
that it touches social life and service
at innumerable points. On May 22nd,
1893, following the eclosing of “the
wonderful Congress of Women”, held
at Chicago in connection with the
World’s Fair, representative women
of twenty nations decided to form the
International Council of Women, that
federation of federations banded to-
gether for “the good of the family and
the State—to further the application
of the Golden Rule to society, custom
and law”.

Canada’s “National Council”, which
was organized the same year, has done
much work for the benefit of women

-and children in particular and of so-

ciety in general. Forming a common
meeting-ground for women of differ-
ent localities, creeds and political
opinions, it has been a force making
for the firmer union of our Dominion,
as the “W. A.” has been in knitting
together East and West.
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For nineteen years, with a break
when she was engaged to do educa-
tional work for the Government An-
nuities Scheme, Mrs. Cummings held
in this organization also the exacting
but most influential post of corres-
ponding secretary. Now she is a vice-
president of the National Counecil and
as assistant editor of the Missionary
Society of the Anglican Churech is de-
voting the chief part of her time and
energies to the furtherance of mis-
sionary work.

When on August 20th, 1914, To-
ronto organized the first of the Wo-
men’s Patriotic Leagues of the Do-
minion, Mrs. Cummings took the
heavy responsibility of chairmanship.
Quite recently she has been elected
honourary president of the Toronto
Women’s Patriotic League.

In 1910 King’s College University,
in Nova Scotia, conferred upon her
the honourary degree of D.C.L. It
was the first time that any woman,
with the exception of Queen Mary
(when Duchess of York) and the
Countess of Aberdeen had been so
fitlstinguished by a Canadian univers-
ity.

£

THE LADY OF THE MANOR

HO,” T asked the Person-who-
ought-to-know,’’ is the most
interesting woman in Fort William?’’
‘“Mabel Hannah,”’ was the unhesi-
tating answer.

‘““And who,”’” I persisted, ‘‘is Ma-
bel Hannah?’’

““Why, she is——’’ and words fail-
ed, for the moment, ‘‘she is a girl who
has entered aggressively into the so-
cial life of the city, is President of
the Women’s Canadian Club, and was
recently elected by acclamation to the
Board of Eduecation ; she is known as
‘The Lady of the Manor,” and she is
the Spirit of Wayside House.”’

Wayside House is a settlpmqnt,
unique of its kind and an institution
that is doing more than any other
force to introduce the non-El{gl}sh-
speaking population of Fort William
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to Canadian life and culture. More
than that, it is doing a splendid work
in introducing to the Anglo-Saxon
residents these strangers from foreign
lands who will one day be fellow-eiti-
zens and who are bringing to us a
civilization as full of merits, in many
ways, as is our own.

Fort William, situated at the head
of the Lakes, has attracted a large
foreign population owing to the
freight and grain trade. About a
third of the people living there are
non-English-speaking and these resi-
dents live in a low-lying distriet along
the water’s edge, known as the Coal
Dock Section. In the midst of this
neighborhood is Wayside House, a
venture which was established in 1913
under the auspices of the Methodist
Church and under the personal diree-
toin of Mr. J. M. Shaver.

But there is no religion discussed
under its roof. Sufficient for its gov-
erning board, if its workers live reli-
gion regardless of denomination or
all religions. Love, too, is taught as
dogma. The spirit behind the force
of Wayside House is Love, which
should be the underlying principle of
the basis of the highest citizenship,
which in a practical development re-
sults in an understanding of mutual
obligation whether it is restricted
to the home, the club, the city or the
Dominion.

Much of the work at Wayside House
might be termed ordinary settlement
work, including classes in English,
sewing, cooking, story-telling, raffia
and so on. But two features inaug-
urated by Miss Hannah and stamped
with her illuminating personality are
responsible in the main for its unpre-
cedented success. These are the Fire-
side Clubs and the Big Sister scheme.
And just here seems a good place to
mention a fact of which Fort William
is deservedly proud—during war-time
conditions its municipal problems, its
harbour problems, were fewer and less
difficult to handle than those in any
other city where the non-English pop-
ulation is as great. This Utopian




Miss Mabel Hannah,
‘“ The Lady of the Manor"”

achievement is credited to the remark-
able influence of, and work done by,
‘Wayside House!

Of the Fireside Clubs, Miss Hannah
says, ‘‘Here, instead of having teach-
ers come from up-town to the settle-
ment, we take the girls in groups of
six to the teacher’s home. ‘Teacher’
is a broad term made to fit the finest
mothers of the finest homes that are
available. At seven o’clock the girls
assemble at Wayside House and I
take them to the various homes in
which they have been invited to spend
the evening. I call for them at nine.
Each Club Mother develops her work
along the line that interests her; some
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do house work, others read, still oth-
ers produce plays, and any of these
activities are acceptable to us, for we
do not wish the girls to be restricted
to one branch of learning or cultiva-
tion. We are anxious that they should
spend an hour with a lovely family
whose atmosphere radiates something
that cannot be taught in books. For
example, when I called for one group
last week, I found two knitting, one
operating the Victrola, one playing
dominoes with the fifteen-year-old-lad
of the home and two were upstairs
helping the mother with the baby, who
was ill—each getting a definite bit of
culture, although they will never



346

know they got it! That the girls like
these Clubs is evidenced by some re-
cent remarks I overheard one Sun-
day.

“Dear me,”’ said one, ‘‘I wish Wed-
nesday (Club night) came after Sun-
day.”’

‘“‘Believe me,”’” answered another,
‘I wish Wednesday came after every
day!”’

Of the Big Sister scheme, Miss Han-
nah says, “It is usually the girl who
is delinquent who is given a
‘big sister’. But our way is different
—we choose our best girls—those who
seem to have the biggest possibilities,
to show the surest traits of leadership,
and for them we find big sisters. Af-
ter a year or so of this contact, the
child’s mind is broadened and her
viewpoint is changed until she has be-
come astonishingly close to the ideal
we planned for her.”’

Wayside House is open day and
night. The children drop in on the
way to school, play a couple of rec-
ords or a game, maybe they sew on a
button; at noon they stop for a min-
ute on the way home, and in the af-
ternoon they always run in to talk
over school news, or to read. The
books are in sectional cases and every-
one helps herself just as though she
were in her own home. A roll of
transparent adhesive tape is always
available, and whenever one finds a
book torn, she mends it. The girls
not only wash the floors and keep the
coal scuttles full, but they paint and
varnish the place as well!

Nothing is ever locked up. The
store room, the cupboards are all open
and they help themselves to what-
ever they wish to play with. Al-
though about one hundred children
make use of the House each day, rare-
ly does anything disappear.

Miss Hannah speaks with deepest
gratitude of her friends ‘the up-town
people’. ‘‘They are delightful!’’ she
says. ‘‘Always ready to help. We
have about sixty volunteer workers
and no mention of Wayside House
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would be complete without reference
to their splendid contributions. When-
ever there is a children’s moving pie-
ture, or a good exhibit, or a pretty
lawn féte, someone takes a class or
two from here. Not very long ago
fifty odd of our girls were told the

story of “The Blue Bird” and then tak-

en to see the picture. The older ones
enjoyed the privilege of seeing Sir
Forbes Robertson in “The Passing of
the Third Floor Back”, and to show
you how they apply their knowledge,
one of the children who had been told
the story of “Pippa Passes”, called my
attention to the likeness between
“Pippa” and the man in the boarding-
house of the “Third Floor Back”.

Miss Hannah was born and brought
up on a farm near Hamilton. Her
ambition to teach was realized and
she went first to Newboro, Ontarie,
then three years later to a small new
town in central Alberta. As a hobby
she organized, out of school hours,
about fifty of her girls into a Camp
Fire Club, and for three years, she
declares, ‘‘we had a most delightful
club in which a few rare friendships
were formed”.

But the routine of teaching grew
irksome, though the contacts it af-
forded fascinated this intense lover of
humanity, and when an opportunity
(in the form of the late R. B. Chad-
wick, Provincial Superintendent of
the Department of Neglected and De-
linquent Children) offered, Miss Han-
nah gave up teaching and started in
on the work of Social Service.

She brazenly asserts that she dealt
out school books as souvenirs, then
betaking herself to Chicago, she en-
tered the school of sociology, leaving
there in 1914 to take charge of Way-
side House.

She lives right among her people
and is the good friend and neighbour
of every foreign-born citizen. She al-
lows them to see what real Canadian
friendship is like; she leads them by
personal contact and teaches much by
encouraging individual expression.
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THE HOHENZOLLERNS IN
AMERICA

By StepHEN LEACOCK.
B. Gundy.

FIERE are gathered to-
’ gether comical sketches
| or burlesques such as this
| distinguished Canadian
d author delights to fabri-
cate. Besides the one that
gives the title there are “With the
Bolsheviks in Berlin”, “Afternoon Tea
with the Sultan”, “Echoes of the
War”, “The War News as I remember
it”?, and “Other Impossibilities”. Many
readers will not find these sketches so
frankly comical as some of Dr. Lea-
cock’s work found elsewhere, but they
contain, nevertheless, some excellent
humour, many bits of exquisite irony,
and observations on life in general
that are, to say the least, interesting
and penetrating. The argument of
“The Hohenzollerns in America” is
that the late German imperial family
gshould be compelled to emigrate to
America, with no more money or
goods or influence than the average
steerage passenger on an ocean liner.
Dr. Leacock uses the literary device
of having an imaginary niece of the
Kaiser’s write a diary of the voyage
and their early experiences in Amer-
jea. It is an almost impossible liter-
ary feat, and yet Dr. Leacock has
aceomplished it with signal success.

kS
THE UNDYING FIRE
By H. G. Werrs. Toronto: The Mae-
millan Company of Canada.

R EADERS of this present popular
and amazingly prolific writer
have good reason to believe that each
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Toronto: S.

of his novels contains a study of some
peculiar phase of life as it is en-
countered to-day and that he is not
merely a story-teller. Certainly any-
one who wishes an enthralling romance
or mystery should not take up “The
Undying Fire”, because the book is
rather a psychological study, a revela-
tion of the goaded egoticism of the
headmaster of a school of boys in
England, a school where the Board of
Governors leaned towards a “prac-
tical” education, while the Head
leaned towards the classics and a
presentation of the facts and meaning
of life. The book sets forth the dif-
fering views in the course of long and
serious argument between the Head,
who is about to undergo a surgical
operation and may not recover, and
several members of the Board and
Faculty. In the midst of the discussion
Dr. Barrack comes in. Replying to
the question, “Then what must a
proper education be?” Dr. Barrack,
having been appealed to, says:

“Tell them (the pupils) what the
world is, tell them every rule and
trick of the game mankind has learnt,
and tell them ‘Be yourselves’. Be
yourselves up to the hilt . put
everything of yourself into the Pro-
cess. If the Process wants you it
will aceept you; if it doesn’t you will
go under. You can’t help it—either
way. You may be the bit of marble
that is left in the statue, or you may
be the bit of marble that is thrown
away. You can’t help it. Be your-
self 1

The whole teaching of the book is
that no matter what you may know or
not know about life and the universe
one thing is sure and that is that there
is in or about man some force that



Miss G. Murray Atkin

Author of ‘ Flowers of the Wind"” a volume of exquisite poetry.

impels him forward, that gives him
the impulse to seek greater achieve-
ments, to do greater and nobler
things.

A

FLOWERS OF THE WIND

By G. Murray ATkIN. New York:
Mitchell Kennerley.

HE title of this book at once de-

notes its charm. To it there is
an indefinable fragrance and vag-
rancy, just as there is between the
covers. But the author has not sacri-
ficed everything on the altar of sheer
beauty and charm, as many poets do,
for she expresses a depth of emotion
that has the poignancy sometimes
found in the work of Alice Meynell;
and she avoids all the trumpery of
lighter spirits. There is nothing bois-
terous or shocking, and the one bal-

348

lad is notable for its simplicity and
refinement. Refinement, indeed, is
perhaps the book’s greatest charm,
for every line is a piece of fine work
refined with skill and with a just ap-
preciation of it fitness. The book is
made so that it is pleasing even if only
to be taken up and looked at. The
author is a Canadian, a resident of
Montreal. We quote two of the poems :

MEMORIES

It was only a cloud that the wind had
blown

Across the summer sky.

And yet because of a love once known,

Of a fleeting joy that is long since flown,

It looked like an angel’s wing on high

Trailing so light on the grey, blue sky.

It was only the perfume of wet pine trees
Moist with the dripping rain,

But it waked in my heart old eestacies
As it came to me on a northern breeze,
Thrilling anew some forgotten strain,
Some wonder chord of a lost refrain.
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O the shimmering webs of a far-off mist

Blown to the open sea.

Why do they bring back a night moon
kissed:

The love we had and the life we missed;

Dusk and the night wind will take from

me
The clouds that drift and tell of thee.

FAREWELL

O fare thee well. The day is here at last,
That each must go his way, alone, apart.
Our little tale of love is told and past.
Ah, go. The yesterday that bound my
heart

To yours is gone. Lips will not warm at
will.
We do but journey to another place
To live . Our dream goes with us
still.
Each bears in memory the other’s face.
All this T know—And yet there lies a chill
That will not lift, or rise from off my
soul.

3%

SONGS AND CHANTIES

By C. Fox Smrra. London: Elkin
Mathews.

OVERS of poetry, especially of the
L ballad form, know Miss Smith’s
work well. For the author of these
four books in one delights in the
ballad, and is the writer almost ex-
elusively of sailors and the sea; that
style of verse suits best her characters
and her stories. There is a fine swing
to all she writes, and it is the style of
writing that appeals to men. This
volume contains within one cover
“Songs in Sail” (1914), “Sailor
Town” (1914), “The Naval Crown”
(1915), and “Fighting Men” (1916).
We quote “Hastings Mill”:

As I went down by Hastings Mill I lin-
gered in my going
To smell the smell of piled-up deals and
feel the salt wind blowing,
To hear the cables fret and creak and the
ropes stir and sigh g
(shipmbs;e, my shipmate!) as in days gone

As I went down by Hastings Mill I saw
a ship there lying, :

About her tawny yards the little clouds
of sunset flying;

 And half I took her for the ghost of one

I used to know-
(Shipmate, my shipmate!) many years ago.

As I went down by Hastings Mill I saw
while I stood dreaming,

The flicker of her riding light along the
ripples streaming,

The bollards where we made her fast and
the berth where she did lie,

(Shipmate, my shipmate!) in the days
gone by.

As I went down by Hastings Mill I heard
a fellow singing,

Chipping off the deep-sea rust above the
tide a-swinging,

And well I knew the queer old tune and
well the song he sung,

(Shipmate, my shipmate!) when the world
was young.

And past the rowdy Union Wharf, and by
the still tide sleeping,

To a randy dandy deep-sea tune my heart
in time was keeping,

To the thin, far sound of a shadowy watch
a-hauling,

And the voice of one I knew across the
high tide calling,

(Shipmate, my shipmate!) and the late
dusk falling!

5k

THE SECRET CITY

By Huea WarpoLe. Toronto: Me-
Clelland and Stewart.

T HIS, so far, is one of the very best
novels of the war, and yet it is
concerned but very little with the
war. The scene is laid in Petrograd,
where Durward (or “Durdles”, as he
is known familiarly by his Russian
friends), an Englishman, who tells
the story in the first person, lived at
the time of the bursting of the latest
revolution. The principal characters
are Durward himself, Markoviteh, an
unsucecessful inventor and husband of
Vera, one of the most fascinating wo-
men in recent fiction; Semyonov, an
uncle of Vera; Nina, a sister of Vera,
and another Englishman, Vera’s na-
tural lover. But they are all lovers
of Vera, even the sister. For no mat-
ter what the circumstance or what
the occasion, Vera, whether she is
active or passive, is the centre of in-
terest. All eyes turn to her and the
reader’s attention is held by her.
Semyonov is an intensely sinister fig-
ure, and one feels all the time that
beneath his mask of friendliness there
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is the sting of the adder. The life of
Petrograd is revealed in an intimate
fashion, and one feels that one has
an insight into Russian family life
and character, but it is perhaps only
an insight, for the author admits and
the characters themselves admit that
it is impossible for the English ever
to understand the Russian. As an
absorbing tale this novel is not often

surpassed.
%*

NATIONAL LITERARY CONTEST

The Arts and Letters Club of Ot-
tawa, with a view to encouraging
Canadian national literary expres-
sion, announces a literary competi-
tion in three classes. The first is open
to all persons residing in Canada ; the
second is confined to veterans, as de-
fined by the Great War Veterans’
Association, and the third to pupils
of high schools or collegiate institutes
in Canada.

The prizes range in value from
twenty-five dollars to one hundred
dollars, and are to be given for both
prose and verse. Manusecripts should
be addressed to Mr. T. A. Browne,
director of the Arts and Letters Club,
national literary competition, Room
44, Y.M.C.A. Building, Ottawa.

a9

BUILDING THE NORTH

By J. B. MacDouGALL. Toronto :
MecClelland and Stewart.

NEW Ontario displays many forms
of development other than of the
mine and the forest. This fact is
amply set forth in Dr. MacDougall’s
book, which is a splendid review of
the opening up and settlement of that
splendid tract of country that lies be-
tween North Bay and Hudson Bay
and runs eastward to the Quebec
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border and westward into Manitoba.
A graphic account is given of the
Cobalt and Porcupine boom days and
of the remarkable mining operations
that have been carried on in both those
camps. Dr. MacDougall points out
that while the material things of min-
ing and settlement were being pushed
forward, new departures were being
made in the field of education, with
the result that New Ontario has set
the pace, particularly with respeect to
consolidated sehools. The book is pro-
fusely illustrated.
*

THE WILD SWANS AT COOLE

By W. B. Years. Toronto: The Mae-
millan Company of Canada.

ONE time Mr. Yeats was asked
what was the meaning of a poem
he had written about some trees in
bloom. He answered frankly that he
did not know what it meant. In this
volume of much charming poetry
there are some numbers that might
tax the average understanding. Here
is one of them:

THE COLLAR-BONE OF A HARE

Would I could cast a sail on the water

Where many a king has gone

And many a king’s daughter,

And alight at the comely trees and the
lawn,

The playing upon pipes and the dancing,

And learn that the best thing is

To change my lobes while dancing,

And pay but a kiss for a kiss.

I would find by the edge of that water

The collar-bone of a hare,

Worn thin by the lapping of water,

And pierce it through with a gimlet and
stare

At the old bitter world where they marry
in churches,

And laugh over the untroubled water

At all who marry in churches

anrough the white, thin bone of a hare,




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

21

Ah! Wonderful Dish

Mild—yet with enough
of the tangy flavor to
make it so delicious,
INGERSOLL CREAM
CHEESE is unexcelled
for table use.

Spread it on biscuits
and serve it for. lunch.
Spread a thin layer of
it over a dish of spaghetti
and tomatoes and put it in
the oven to bake, Serve it
hot for the evening meal—
it is so nourishing. It is a
wonderful dish.

THERE IS SOMETHING

about this Cheese which

makes you want to eat and

eat until the last little bit

is gone~~and then you look
for more.

Get a package today
at your grocers

THE INGERSOLL PACKING
CO. LIMITED i INGERSOLL, ONT,

Universal
Pump
Connection

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

price 85¢c

Tire Pressure
Gauge

Measures the air in your
tires.  Tires maintamned
under the correct inflation
last twice as long as tires
run on haphazard pressure.
A *“ Schrader Universal "
Gauge means Tire Insur
anct

e.
Price $1.75
AT YOUR DEALERS OR

A. SCHRADER’S SON INC.
334 King St. East, Toronto, Ont.

Schrader
Universal
Valve
Repair Tool

A Fourin-one Tool for
Quick Repair of Dam-
aged Cap threads of
Tire Valves; Removing
Valve Inside; Reaming
Damaged Valve Seat;
Retapping inside thread.
Of value to all Motorists
and Garages.
Price 45¢
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Ever notice that in most
homes where Grape-Nuts
is a daily food, health and
happiness radiate from
every countenance ?

Grape-Nuts

is a wonderful food
“There's a Reason”
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Gaddes

\ Cor.sets tha‘t,[.'aceuﬁﬁmt
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“They add to the grace of the figure

This is what Anita Stewart wrote about the Goddess lace-in-
front Corsets, whose strong and supple boning wraps the form
without compression, giving the latest lines, while the exquisite
fabrics used make the Goddess stand out from all others.

Sold by leading Corsetieres and bought
by women who seek the very best corset.

Made in Canada by the Dominion Corset Co.
makers of celebated D & A and LA DIVA.

A-19-G
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Take the danger out of darkness with the new LIBERTY DAYLO, No.3661. Itleaves both hands FREE

DAYLO is your @ &3
Ever Ready Friend | [

WHERE is YOUR “flashlight?”’
Battery dead?  Bulb gone?

That’s easy to fix. Just open the case and, printed there on
the side of the Eveready Tungsten Battery is a
which instantly tells the Daylo dealer on the next corner what
size you need—you don’t have to take the light.

Stop in at lunch time. He has an Eveready Tungsten Battery to
fit every Daylo or “flashlight.” .Eveready Mazda Bulbs, too.
Do it today—then you won’t have to wish for your Daylo when
you need it tonight—you’ll have it.

CANADIAN NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY

LIMITED

TORONTO
ONTARIO

Accept no substitute for the
genuine Eveready Tungsten
Battery. The longest-lived,
brightest-burning battery for
"flashlights™.

Hlave a regular place to keep
yoar DAY LO—in the pocket
of your car,on the kitchen
shell, in the top of your suit-
esse when you travel.

attery

Canada-626

With that long-lived
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Four Points

of Vital Interest to
those who do not
know---

THE CECILIAN
CONCERTPHONE

“eHE CHOIR INVISIDLE Y

1st.—Cecilian Concertphones play
any make of record, bringing out
its finest of tone qualities.

2nd.—Cecilian Concertphones
have no connections or attachments
to change when playing the different
records.

3rd.—Cecilian Concertphones are most beautiful in design and
and handsome in finish.

4th.—Cecilian Concertphones can be had by one and all,
there is a concertphone to fit every purse.

Our terms make buying easy.

Write for Illustrated Catalogue with Price sand Terms
‘Dealers, get our Agency Proposition

The Cecilian Company, Limited

247 Yonge Street, Toronto
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There’s
Nothing
Finer

than a healthy,
happy infant and there is nothing better to keep baby well than

MRS.WINSLOW'S
SYRUP

The Infants’ and Children’s Regulator

Purely vegetable, guaranteed non-narcotic and non-alcoholic. It is a simple,
highly efficacious remedy for all baby’s digestive troubles. This open, pub-
lished formula appears on every bottle:
, Gl ine, Sodi Citrate, Sodi Bicarbonate,
ghﬁ“m. ?;ln E: ,:"6?!.(' i :nn- Ol:l“l" el C?no’ Syrup
If it were possible to improve this formula it would be done regardless of the fac't t}:gt
a bottle of Mrs. Winslow’s Syrup now costs twice as much to make as any other slm_llar
preparation. Yet, it costs you no more than ordinary baby laxatives. - At Al Druggists.

ANGLO-AMERICAN DRUG CO., 215-217 Fulton Street, New York
General Selling Agents: Harold F. Ritchie @ Co., Inc., New York and Toronto =

TR

AT
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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

Currexs 10 His MajzsTy

SHEFFIELD - - - ENGLAND

Some of our helps to Food
Conservation

CLARK’S Pork & Beans

Spaghetti with Tomato |
Sauce & Cheese

Concentrated Soups

“  Peanut Butter

“  Stewed Kidneys

“  Ox & Lunch Tongues
“ Pate de Foie, etc., etc.

“ W. CLARK LIMITED - MONTREAL

—

Canada Food Board License No. 14-216:

L :§
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EXAMINE YOUR PASSPORT!

EN of means—andmen  through the Summer. Be dead
whose hobby is im-  sureit'sa PALM BEACH. There
maculate dress—have  are hosts of Summer suits that

ound in PALM BEACH Suits,an  bear labels, but only one that
ideal addition to their Summer  pbears the trade-marked PALM
wardrobes—and—what is even  Bracu Label shown below.
more interesting :

A PASSPORT TO COMFORT. When you are convinced you
Butbewarned! Examineyour have the Genuine—go your
Passport before you journey  way rejoicing!

PALM BEACH SUITS

Shown in many shades and patterns

THE PALM BEACH MILLS
GOODALL WORSTED CO. SANFORD, ME.
A. ROHAUT, AGENT, 229 FOURTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

sostemes Vs savews orree

THE GENUINE CLOTH

MFD. BY GOODALL WORSTED CO.
Look for this Label—your
safeguard against imitations

Trade Mark Registered in the
U. 8. Pat. Office and in Canada
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SEAL & II@AN@
I COFFE

Now as always—Your Guarantee
of a perfect cup of Coﬂ:ee&?f

In %, 1 and 2 pound tins—in the bean,
ground, or fine ground, for percolators.

Write fo ,ooklet : perfcct Coffee—Peer.t]y Made”. It’s free.
CHASE & SANBORN - MONTREAL

200

........

There is nothing quite so nice for Lunch or
Supper as a bit of Cold Boiled Ham and
there is no ham quite as tasty as
Fearman’s “ STAR" Brand.
F. W. FEARMAN & CO., LTD.

Hamilton, Ont.
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Westclox

‘ x Y ESTCLOX is a short way of saying Western clocks.
It means a line of good alarm clocks made by the
Western Clock Company.

Every clock in the Westclox family is manufactured by
the patented process that made Big Ben famous.
Whether you select Big Ben, Sleep-Meter, America or
Baby Ben, you know you’re getting a good clock because
each one is a Westclox.

To make it easy for you to recognize our clocks, we
print the family-name, Westclox, on the dial right above
the name of the clock.

We also attach an orange colored, six-sided Westclox
tag. These are marks of good timekeeping. Look for
them on the alarm clock you buy.

Western Clock Co.—makers of Westclox

Offices at La Salle—Factories at Peru, Ill., U. S. A.
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HAT does the
development of
the McClary

institution mean to you ?

Simply this.

That in your home you can have the utmost in winter
comfort, and in cooking convenience. In only one
other country—the United States—are such home com-
forts equally enjoyed. A/l other countries are genera-
tions behind Canada in heating and cooking appliances.

McClary’s is the greatest institution of its kind in the
British Empire. It is great because it gave Canadians
warmer homes, brighter kitchens, improved cooking,
better living.

Consult this organization on any question of warm air
heating or cooking. Whatever fuel you may use or
whatever type of stove you desire, McClary’s will place
at your disposal their best advice.

Any of this list of Booklets on heating or cooking will
be sent, if you mention this paper.

“Service from the kitchen''—about the Kootenay Steel Range.
“Magic of the Pandora”-—about the Pandora Cast-Iron Range.
“Comfort in the Home”—on heating with the Sunshine Furnace.
“Satisfaction”—dealing with McClary’s Gas Ranges.
“McClary's Electrical Appliances”—on cooking with Electricity.
“‘Household Helper—Canning Edition" —describing McClary's
Florence Automatic Oil Cook Stove.
“The Story of a Range”—McClary's Simplex Combination Coal
and Gas Range.

m London, Toronto, Montreal, Winnipeg, Vancouver, St. John, N.B.,
Hamilton, Calgary, Saskatoon, Edmonton.

See your local paper for name of McClary's dealer. 25

3
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THE PRICE IS

$5.00
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"Gake Alo
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For the Gillette owner, life is
one long holiday from stropping
and honing. It is a round of
daily luxurious shaves. The
shaving quality of the hard-
tempered, keen and lasting
Gillette Blade is a never failing
source of satisfaction.

You, who are planning a
vacation, should include one
pleasure you can enjoy twelve
months each year—buy a Gillette
Safety Razor. Free your holi-
day from strops and hones.

The new Kit Set—the Pocket
Edition Gillette Safety Razor—in a
limp leather roll case, complete with
twelve double-edged blades and a
mirror, takes only a few inches of
space in your kit.

Remember how the Gillette
was the choice of the soldiers
of all the Allied armies. You
will need a Gillette to remove
your open-air
growth of beard.

N

W
M

'..“llllllll‘llllllllll.lllllllllll.l.lllc
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Jarber~Ellis, =
FRENCH ORGANDIE

Stationery

¥ s
&

.......

Your stationer is always delighted
when you specify French Organdie Sta-
tionery because he is vitally interested
in having you thoroughly pleased

Obtainable in papeterie, note paper L

and tablets with en-
velopes to match.

Order a supply to-day.

48-6-19

A @) 3 G ().

IO NG

1@ @I @@

assortment,

)3 3 @) ¥ @)

&) &)

T e

Canada Food Board Licenea No. 11-264

Delecto Assortment

The rich chocolate coating is delicately flavored

to harmonize with the flavor of the center.

An unusually delightful

EOHSES]

- :ee}%
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Tempting Desserts
that are also wholesome

In these days you want desserts that
do more than merely please the eye and
palate. They should also serve as food,
help nourish the body.

Junket can be made in many ways that
will Jook good and faste good; but it will
also and always be wholesome too!

It is made with milk—and it makes milk
more readily digestible.

Junket

MADE with MILK

Junket enjoys the unique distinction of gracing the
tables of the most particular people, as a dessert, and
at the same time being prescribed by doctors, nurses
and in hospitals as a foed

Tryit. If you want to make it in a jiffy, try Pre-

ared Junket (Nesnah). In this form the sugar,
SAvor. ete, have already been added. Simply dissolve
in lukewarm milk, pour into individual dishes and let
stand. Six pure flavors to chose from.
A Recipe Booklet and sample of either
Prepared Junket or Junket Tablets sent
for 3o, atamp, A full package for 120,
Chr. Hansen’s Canadian Laboratory
Toronto, Canada

VICKERMAN’S
SERGES RNEVER PADE
Black, Blue, Grey. Smooth or Rough Finish

All Colors Guaranteed
Absolutely the best Cloths sold in Canada

| ©.4 BVIGKERMAN 8SONS[™> §4

This name on every three yards

NISBET & AULD, LTD., TORONTO

Sole Wholesale Distributors in Canada
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What Canada Spena’
Sfor Forojon Faper 4 7

8,500,000

Why Send All This M
outtyofethe Cout::r.yo?ney

Importations of foreign made paper into Canada last year
amounted to approximately $8,500,000.

Nearly all this paper could have been made in Canada, and could have
been made of equal quality.

The support of home industries is a vital part of Reconstruction, and every
bpsme.ss man in Canada who buys a dollar’s worth of printing should instruct
his printer to-

Use Canada is one of the greatest paper-making countries
Made-in-Canada P the world. Here the best papers are made, with the
demand exceeding the supply. Now comes the time
for expansion and development of Industries,— the time
for active Co-operation all round.

Papers

It is a time forusing BETTER papers in your booklets
and printed matter. Better paper begets better printing ;
and the many customers who never see more than an
occasional representative of yours judge you by your
prinlted messages.

—\ASSOCIATION;

Lok far this-asibion dhe Better paper means Madp-in-C§\nada paper. ltis to
wrapper of every package  your benefit and ours to insist on it. Your decision will
of paper you buy, help to retain $8,500,000 a year in this country.

Send today for the booklet ““Some Facts A'boul the
Pulp and Paper Industry of Canada.”’ It is Free.

CANADIAN PULP AND PAPER ASSOCIATION

Book and Writing Paper Section
137 McGill Street, - - Montreal. 6
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INSIST ON 1

| CANADIAN-MADE PApERs |

In Bond, Writing and Ledger Papers, the “R Shield”
Watermark is your guarantee of Superior quality
Superfine Linen Record Empire Linen Bond

Earnscliffe Linen Bond Colonial Bond
Mount Royal Bond

Ask your printer
The ROLLAND PAPER COMPANY, LIMITED
High Grade Paper Makers sinco 1882
Montreal, Que. Mills at St. Jerome, P. Q., Mont Rolland, P. Q.

100020000,
el "o"’"’

Chocolates

SATISFY the child’s hun-
ger for sweets with
Moir's Chocolates. Moir’s
name is a guarantee of
the pure, wholesome qual-
ity of the ingredients as
well as perfection'in the
making. :

MOIR S

LIMITED
HALIFAX

Canadian Food Con-
trol License
Nos. 5776, 11-687,
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Ginger Ale
That Satisfies

WITH a pleasant nip,

a delicious flavor,
and a wetness that

delights by

relieving thirst.

instantly

*

[

Stands unrivalled as a
beverage for all oc-
Try it on ice.

As a warm weather

casions.

drink there is nothing
like O’Keefe's.

Sold at Hotels, Rest-
aurants, and Refresh-
ment Booths. Order
O’Keefe's by the case

and keep it on ice.

ohe
)

O’Keefe’s
GINGER ALE

O’KEEFE'S — TORONTO

EAL HAND MADE LACE

is irresistible in its appeal

to the woman of refined
and discriminating taste. More
beautiful than ever before, both
in design and workmanship, are
these dainty patterns, fashioned
with such infinite care and patience
by the deft-fingered needlewomen
in distant lands—France, Ireland,
The Netherlands, Cyprus, Italy, ete.

Free Catalogue

Would you like DALL'S CATA-
LOGUE showing these beautiful
HAND MADE LACES? It shows
you all these wonderfully intricate
and dainty patterns. The new
designs in Fillet Lace are truly
beautiful. Don’t miss seeing them,
Send today for DALL’'S FRERE
CATALOGUE today.

Darr Real Lace CoMpaNy,
802 Granville Street,
Vancouver, Canada.

Please send your free catalogue
showing REAL HAND MADE
LACE.

Name

Address

2o DLREALIACEQY.

S
' X Lace made by Deft Hands Across Hhe Sea” o

AL S S B i, (T
BOOK ON

AMERICA'’S

PIONEER H. Clay Glover Co.
DOG Inc. 3

REMEDIES 118 West 31st Street,

NEW YORK, -

Dog Diseases
AND HOW TO FEED

Mailed Free to any ad.
dress by the Author,

U.S.A.

——
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BOVRIL

FOR SUMMER COOKERY=—

Clever cooks use Bovril all the year round. Bovril is the
finest of meat in the handiest of forms. A spoonful here and
there makes a world of difference to the strength and flavour
of soups, gravies, and made dishes. Never be without Bovril
in the kitchen.

Minard’s
Liniment

VamdNl One of
For Sale by W 'v L ~ \ : : the Best

All Leading Furniture Dealers g1 "'.» | ! All Round

I Bl Remedies

For

Colds,

Write for our “MACEY STYLE

BOOK.” We mail it free. ,' : & “ SOI’C Thl'oats,
| Sprains,
Rheumatism

MINARD
LINIMENT
CO,, Ltd.

YARMOUTH, N.S.
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ENSON'S
B : Corn Star(_:h

PIE FILLINGS

little Benson's Corn Starch should be introduced into juicy fruit pies, such as
rhubarb, cherry, etc., to prevent running over.

Orapge Cream Pie (see Recipe below) is not difficult to make and will prove a h.pp’
addition to your dessert recipes.

Serve custards, blanc mange, sauces, gravies, cakes and puddings made with
Benson's Corn Starch. Write for booklet.

PIE CRUST

Take !4 cup flour with % cup of Benson's Corn Starch, 4 tea-
spoonful baking powder, 2 tablespoonfuls of Mazola, or butter,
% cup of cold water, 4 teaspoonful salt.

Sift flour, corn starch, and baking powder in a bowl, add
shortening, rub fine through flour, add last water and salt. Turn
onto board, roll lengthwise till smooth and use as desired.

ORANGE CREAM PIE

Place in saucepan over the fire, | tablespoonful Benson's Corn
Starch, 3{ cup water, !4 tablespoonful of sugar and | tablespoontul
of Lily White Corn Syrup. Boil five minutes. Remove from fire;
add yolks of two eggs, ! rind of an orange, and juice of one
orange and % lemon: mix well.

Line greased pie pan with very thin pie crust, brush out with
beaten egg, and sprinkle with bread crumbs. Pour in above mix-
ture and bake in medium oven till crust is light brown.

Beat the whites of the eggs very, very stiff; add one tablespoon-
ful of powered sugar. Arrange by spoonfuls on top of pie and
set in hot oven to brown a nice color.

Serve cold.

The Canada Starch Co., Limited

Montreal
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The Edison-Dick
MIMEOGRAPH

Shown here is an exceedingly
simple machine by which all kinds
of Typewritten and Handwritten
Letters, Forms, Blanks, etc. may be
speedily and accurately reproduced
in your own office.

Use the New
“DERMATYPE”

The New Waxless indestructable
Stencil Paper unaffected by heat or
cold, prints thousands of perfect
copies from a single typewritten
original.

Write us for Book et and further
particulars.

Brown Bros.:

Simcoe and Pearl Streets
TORONTO

'/i

For Over a Century

Florida Water S

‘““THE UNIVERSAL PERFUME "

has been used by persons of
taste the world over.
This unfailing popularity is
due solely to its grateful, en-
during fragrance and unique
refreshing quality.
It is delightful in the Bath,
the best thing after Shaving,
and beyond question the
most reliable and satisfac.
tory Toilet Perfume in use.

PREPARED ONLY BY

LANMAN & KEMP,
NEW YORK and MONTREAL.

Ask Your Druggist for It.
Accept no Substitute!

aeger

Pure Wool

Jaeger Woollen Material is
absolutely pure, of silken fineness
and softness
and is made
into the most
exclusive and
stylishgarmem;
formen, women

and children.

ForSaleatJaegerStores
and Agencies through-

A fully illustrated catalogue free on application.
DR.JAEGERS#377 Weslienco, 1 1mrTED
Winnipeg

Toronto Montreal

British ““founded 1883"

AL ERL AL JAL I
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The

Tires

That

Give
Satisfaction”

—

: T

Tourists Depend Al
upon Them R

Guttn-Percha & Rubber Ltd _ :

Head Office £ Pactories %\

Toronto

=X 7 ]
GASOLINE o ' ,
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b \ !' '%
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Atiantic Monthly Century Harper's

MAINE
THE MERRICONEAG so. Harpswell,

He Cssoo Bay on 8 sides. Short ride from Portland
Sesst or suto. Fine table. Shore dinners. All comforts
Pesting. Bathing. Booklet. Write Arthur Shubert

NEW HAMPSHIRE

K CH INN AND BUNGALOWS
3.,‘ I.IE:R“'Illll||u'!(lllkl'l‘ in White Mt.
Yoothills. Modern, first-class. Golf & all
land & water sports. % miles from Boston.
Write for booklet to Alton Bay, N. H.

BOSTON MASS.

'.'-.-'-'-' — —
-

HOTEL PURITAN

' The Distinctive Boston .
2 AP House, called by globe J|
trotlers one of the most homelike §|
and attractive hotels in the world ‘
« Modest rates, Our booklet has quide »
to_historic Boston and vicinity.
Send Yo me for it AP Costello.Mgr.
R R I

HORNELL N. Y.

or in need of complete rest

WHEN ILL 5ot o
Steuben Santtarinm,
N. ¥. Everything at command to restore
health. Physical and hydrotherapeutic treatments.
Benatiful surroundings, golf, ete Moderate ratos.

W HERE-TO-GO is the highest class, most
e ective dirvectory in the world of publicity.
This depariment appears in 7 of America’s
[T} Its infh intr d

W WERE-TO-GO combines the best in adver-
tising with the best in service. Thousands
oomme 0 us for travel advice. The kind we
give, with recommendations for the right
Sotels, transportation lines and resorts, is

B
\|%

390 Conmonwealth Ave Boston % | 2

shwolutely reliable. Write WHERE-TO-GO
wmt'.’m, for our advice and rates.

Review of Reviews

X

Ch

[t

The Ambas

L

P

sador
Atlanti c'City. WN.J.

Now Open

TLANTIC CITY'S newest and most dis-
tinctive hotel, located on the Board
Walk,
elsen residential district,

Under the direction of D. M. Linnard,
President of the California Hotel Company,
operating the famous Hotels Maryland,

ireen and Huntington at Pasadena,

the Hotel Fairmont and Palace Hotel

st San Francisco, the Belvedere at

Santa Barbara, the Alexandria and
California Hotels at

Los Angeles,

Consult whe#-;t;;fT-Bu;.u = pny-

yet in the quiet, exclusive |

|
\
\
\

P
|

HoTELRESORT-& TRAVEL-DEPARTMENT ;
- HVERY MONTH IN T MAGAZINES — ~

Scribner's World's Work and The Canadian Magazine,

Write our advertisers and refer to WHERE-TO-GO BUREAU, 8 Beacon St., Boston, Mass, Ask us for travel advice.
Where-to-go Bureau forms for September close August 1st.

ATLANTIC CITY N.J

e

13th YEAR ,
Enclose postage

CANADA
“Take a Planned Vacation”

Send or eall at any of these offices for

Artbooklet ''Nine Ideal Vacations.**
Tells where to go to Pish, Camp
Hunt, Travel, Rost, nd & fow
days away from home, see Historical Pointa
combine Business with Pleasure or keep within
a fixed expense

Canadian National Rallways

Boston, Mass 294 Washington Street
Chieago, 111 MW Ad
Detroit, Mich DAT Majestic

424 W, Saperior Street

211 Nicollet Avenue

8510 Woolworth Bullding
24 Park Building

311 Plerce Building

Cor. #th & Jackson Streets

Duluth, Minn
Minneapolis, Minn
New York, N. Y.
Pittsburg, Pa

St. Louis, Mo

St. Paul, Minn

In making plans for your summer
vacation, consider

HISTORIC QUEBEC

and the famous
Lower St. Lawrence River Resorts
traveling via the
QUEBEC CENTRAL
RAILWAY
Through Pullman cars with dining earservice from

NEW YORK, BOSTON, PORTLAND,
The White Mountains and all New England points

For full information write
G, D, Wadsworth, Ge Passenger Agent
Sherbrooke. Que

The NEW CHATEAU SAGUENAY
Chicoutimi, P. Q. Conter of the Saguenay & lake
St. John's hunting & fishing country. Moose. Osri-
bou. Bear. Best trout and salmon fishing. Guides

NATIONAL VICTORY
CELERBRATION EXHIBITION
TORONTO, ONTARIO, CANADA
The Annual World Falr
August 23d to September 6th, Inclusive

the World.

s gverhead

of p

so many more sales.

WHO PAYS FOR
ADVERTISING?

Is the cost of advertising added
to the cost of the goods?
answers a balletin from the As-
sociated Advertising Clubs of
Truthful Advertis-
ing stimulates sales, and greater
volume of sales, in proportion to
existing rents and other”so called
expenses,”’ means
that a manufacturer who adver-
tises can take a smaller margin
rofit on each sale and still
make larger profits by the whole
operation because he can make

No,

Roaches, Moths
and All Insects

Cartons—

I5¢, 25¢, 4o

Your
Eyes

Your Dru
For Book of the Eye free write

Granulated Eyelids,
Eyes inflamed by expo-
sure to Sun, Dust and Wind
guickly relieved by Murine

yeRemedy. No Smarting,
: just Eye Comfort. At
sts or by mail 60c per Bottle.
bely

urine Eye Remedy Co., Chicage.
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The Trout are Biting at

Rainy Lakes, Nipigon, Ogoki river, Nagogami
river, Kenogami river, Minaki Lake and the ‘‘ Shekak.”

And the National Parks Allure

Laurentides National Park
Quebec

Algonquin, Nipigon and Quetico Parks
Ontario

Jasper Park, Alberta
Mount Robson Park, British Columbia

In waters as yet but little unrippled by line of white man
the real fisherman will find his paradise and a vacation filled
with the thrill of big catches lurking in every stream.

Go fishing this year, and to the right point—there is no
necessity for taking ‘‘pot luck.”’

Write for Canadian National Railways series of ** Out of Door '
booklets—the Anglers’ Guides to the best fishing waters in Canada.

H. H. MELANSON
Passenger Trafic Manager
Toronto, Ont
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“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RITE-HITE’ WARDROBE
TRUNKS

Every appointment
in its construction—
every convenience
in the making—
every point in the
manufacture of the
‘Rite-Hite’” Ward-
robe Trunk is one

more good reason
why it should be
the trunk of your
choice in contem-

plating a longer
or shorter trip,
summer or winter.
In a very real way
it is the most complete ot wardrobes, and apparel travels
in it with as little risk of crushing as it would right on
the ‘‘hangers” or in the ‘‘Chest of Drawers” in the home.

(Have it demonstrated in the store, or write for special booklet.)

$332 to $902°

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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Hot? Not on Lake Superior!

WHEN the mercury is playing around in the upper eighties,
and you wish Henry Ford would invent a self-refrigerati
collar—do you ever stop to remember that the temperature.:)%

Lake Superior never rises above 40 degrees?

What if you don’t spare the time for a long holiday? The Canadian
Pacific Railway’s Clyde-built steamships make a five-day trip from
Port McNicoll to Fort William and back, during which you can be
as cool as an Eskimo and as comfortable as a New York clubman_

Roomy cabins, the best of chefs—oh, those broiled Lake Superior

whitefish!—tea on deck under the lazy awnings—seagulls against
the long, northern sunset—and a breeze from a thousand miles
of clean pine woods, on duty twenty-four hours in the day.

Then—if you find you’ve got more time than you counted
on—how about a week on the Nipigon River, forty miles from
Fort William, with guides, canoes and campfires and white
water under the moon—and more speckled trout than you
know what to do with?

FULL PARTICULARS, FROM ANY
CANADIAN PACIFIC TICKET
AGENT OR W. B. HOWARD,
DISTRICT PASSENGER AGENT,
TORONTO.
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Alexandria Bay, N.Y.

THE VENICE OF AMERICA

THE most delightful and convenient location
in the Thousand Islands.

Fine fishing, motor boating, and tennis.

The starting point of all principal water
sports.

Finest auto roads from all points East or

West.

WILLIAM H. WARBURTON,

Proprietor
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VACATION IN THE PINE SCENTED
LAKELANDS OF CANADA

In the ‘“ Highlands of Ontario,” that wonderful region of scenic beauty you can
Fish, Swim, Golf, Canoe, Camp, Hunt — spend a vacation you will never regret
or forget, Mirror-like lakes set in the grandeur of forests of pine and balsam.
The purest of air, 1,000 to 2,000 teet above the sea, and hay fever is unknown.

FAMOUS PLAYGROUNDS FOR OUTDOOR
MEN AND WOMEN

‘‘Algonquin Park”—*30,000 Islands of Georgian Bay"—¢‘Kawartha Lakes"—‘‘Muskoka
Lakes"'—Timagami’’ and the ‘‘l.ake of Bays.” Modern Hotels—or *‘rough” it if you prefer.
Any Grand Trunk Agent will gladly plan your trip for you.

Write for illustrated descriptive literature giving full particulars, rates, etc., to C. E, Horning,
UnionStation, Toroato or J. Quinlan, Bonaventure Station, Montreal.

For adults, boys or girls camp sites apply to H. R. Charlton, General Passenger

Department, Montreal.

G. T. BELL, W. S. COOKSON,
Passenger Traffic Manager, General Passenger Agent,
Montreal, Que. Montreal, Que.
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CANADIAN VICTORY CELEBRATION
Colossal—Spirited—Colorful

CANADIAN NATIONAL

EXHIBITION

TORONTO
Aug. 23rd.—Sept. 6th., inclusive

The most notable and successful annual event of its kind in the world
264 acres of education and inspiration
Canada at a glance in war and at peace

The most pleasant and profitable holiday trip on the Continent

" e ,,‘,,,.r.;.,,._.._!.v
we send you this guide
of: I Buffalo and Niagard Falls?

Any reader of the Canadian Magazine

G e AFTER SIXTY

.aterest in and around Buffalo and Niagara 3 You surely must if you
Falls. Sent free with our compliments, $ don’t save when you are

The Hotel Lenox, on North Street at you"g-dApply for an old
Delaware Ave., Buffalo, has become a tavorite : age Endowment to-day.
stopping place for Canadians visiting Buffalo 3
and Niagara Falls. The pleqsant location of
the Lenox—quiet, yet convenient to theatre,

ing and business districts—adds much
o the comfort of tourists, as do the unusually
cuisine, complete equipment and excel-

t service,

WORKING

an plan. Modern. Fireproo).
5::3:00: as outside room, $2.00 up.

On Empire Tours. Road map
and running directions [ree.
C. A. MINER,

Managing Director
North St. at Delaware Ave.
Buffalo, N.Y.

~~~~~

EXCELSIOR
iy ) § ) T

Head Office—EXCELSIOR LIFE BLDG., TORONTO
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Partridge Tires
Mid!\\t}’ Aids To Pro

Sold hy Harness dealers-
Hardware Merchants-also Gatages

Made by TheF.E PartridgeRubber Company.Limired.Guelph ong




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER TRl 81

Home-Makin g Time

s Stlverware Time

Cromwell \thn sil_vcrplatc is chqscn for personal use, or for
gifts, let it be the genuine 1847 Rogers Bros. brand,
renowned for attractiveness and durability for over
seventy years. There can be no question of its giving Puritan

life-long satisfaction. The Puritan patter,

weac of several attrac-
Do not be confused by goods with a similar name. The tive sterling patterns
date, “1847"” identifies the very best. Look for it and “‘;:.";lc.‘Co‘:‘“h g
do not buy unless you find it on the backs of the spoons,
forks, etc.

Ask your dealer ¢ show you the Yarious attractiYe patterns

/ MERIDEN BRITANNIA COMPANY, Limited., HAMILTON, CANADA

A
e / Made in Canada by Canadians and sold by leading
Canadian dealers throughout the Dominion

1817 ROGERS BROS,

S FEV ERWARE
The Family Plate for Seventy Years
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ThePlant at LondonOnt. that makes

R
2 M

Lor, SORN FLake '
NDON. ONT. .&}.

Insist on getting the GENUINE-ORIGINAL Kellogg's Toasted Corn

Flakes which have always been put up in the Red, White, and Green _
Package, and refuse all Substituted Imitations of the “Just as

Good” variety. is the consumer’s. protection.

APPETIZING NOURISHING SUSTAINING

The Battle Creek Toasted CornFlake Co.LimiTen
Head Office and Plant Lonn Ont.
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ERTRA

MACHINE
TOOLS

are strictly up-to-date in design. Built
to give economical, efficient and long
service. They include General Mach ne
Shop Equipment, Repair Shop Machinery,
Locomotive and Car Shop Machinery,
Structural and Bridge Shop
Machinery.

I

Photographs and full particulars upon request.

The John Bertram & Sons

Company, Limited
DUNDAS -  ONTARIO
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