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Your “Bath

OUR bath should be a distinct pleasure instead of a part
of the day’s routine. The soap makes all the difference.

Ivory Soap lathers so freely and feels so mild you can take great handfuls of
therKubbling lively suds and rub them into the pores. st 2

This is far different from rubbing soap on a wash-cloth and passing it over
the skin. You enjoy not merely the cleansing effect of the pure white

and the clear sparkling water combined in the millions of minute bubbles but
also the refreshing action of a thorough massage.

Afterwards, the smooth Ivory lather can be rinsed out as easily as it is rubbed
. Every particle of the soap is loosened and dissolved immediately, leaving
the pores clean in the strictest sense.

The rubdown can be as brisk as you wish because no part of the skin is made
sore or sensitive by the soap. And last, but not least, from the time you
step into the tub, the floating cake is right at hand and in sight.

IVORY SOAP 99i%% PURE

IT FLOATS

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada
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Your Account

and Banking Business is solicited.
The Bank of Toronto provides for

its many Customers a complete and

satisfactory banking service. Every
modern banking facility is afforded,
and an efficient staff of officers en-
sures that your banking business will

be properly conducted.
R I

DIRECTORS
W. G. GOODERHAM, PRESIDENT
JOSEPH HENDERSON, VICE-PRESIDENT
William Stone, John Macdonald, Lt.-Col. A. E. Gooderham
Brig.-Gen. F. S. Meighen, J. L. Englehart, William I. Gear
Paul J. Myler

THOS. F. HOW, GENERAL MANAGER.
Joha R. Lamb, Supt. of Branches. "T. A. Bird, Chief Inspector.
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“Here’s the soap for health!”

Lifebuoy is all that an excellent soap
should be, but it is something very much
more than that. Besides being delightfully
cleansing and soothing, it is a sure and
certain disinfectant as well.

Lifebuoy is the ideal soap for the toilet
and the bath. It leaves the skin soft and
healthy as well as sweetly clean and whole-
some. The mild carbolic solution means
no germs. Of course, you can smell the
odor while using, but it vanishes in a few
seconds.

Sold everywhere by grocers.
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The October Number

An announcement is made elsewhere of the extraordinarily
attractive chronicle of the war by Cedric Kalve, a Lieutenant-
Colonel who went to the front with the First Contingent and
served in a military hospital in the war zone. The author of
this important chronicle uses, for professional reasons, a nom
de plume, but he is well-known in military circles, particularly
at the Capital, and while his chronicle is the result of first-

- hand experience and important as to facts, it is none the less
a most unusually lively and interesting document. The
Canadian Magazine has secured the exclusive serial rights,
and will begin with the first chapter in the October number.
This chronicle, together with the special war articles being
contributed by Mr. Lacey Amy, and the splendid sketches
‘““From the Trenches ” by Patrick MacGill, will give the
Canadian Magazine pre-eminence in war literature of peculiar
interest to Canadians.

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

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

200-206 Adelaide Street West E - TORONTO
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WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

“MELANYL® THE
ME@%@&N@ INK

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

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Ltp. 7* 3588 Be T ENGLAND
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HORROCKSES’
FLANNELETTES

(Made by the Manufacturers of the celebrated Longcloths, Twills and Sheetings)

are made from carefully selected Cotton

The nap is short and close.
No injurious chemicals are used.

Quality, designs and colorings are unequalled.

If purchasers of this useful material for Underwear
all the year round would buy THE BEST
ENGLISH MAKE, they would appreciate the

comfort and durability which inferior qualities of

FLANNELETTE do not possess.
See the name Annual Sale
“HORROCKSES” on the upwards of
selvedge every two yards. Ten Million yards.

Awarded the Certificate of the Incorporated Institute of Hygiene

For information as to the nearest store where procurable, apply to agent :—
MR. JOHN E. RITCHIE, 417 King's Hall Chambers, St. Catherine St,
West, MONTREAL.

i

I
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“fondon Glove Company

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND.
The Great Specialists in

GLOVES,
HOSIERY,
and UNDERWEAR

An unrivalled variety in stock
s T

EXTREMELY MODERATE PRICES

Three Hose Specialities

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

plication, direct from the

Fully detailed Price Lists of
all Departments may be
obtained FREE, on ap-
plication, direct from the

Ontario Publishing go,

Limited
200-206 Adelaide Street, W
Toronto

Ontario Publishing Co.

Limited

200-206 Adelaide Street, West,
Toronto

Departments

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

emittances, including postage, by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY

Gene al Post Office, London, England. Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer
“oiowsers The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, Englangd,

ot o
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HIGH-GRADE BRITISH SUITINGS
.
and Over-coatings for Fall and Winter
| examination of EG ERTON ”l'RNETI'T'S extensive l}‘u.ll
e Pe\f;f’l:“r samples (sent post paid, on request) will demonstrate t_n-nr‘
B e ¢ jality and high grade character, and at the same hm?
‘“P‘;"S" (i"(;u I)O some of the choicest producls of British manufactur-
mnir ce ) son
i kill and ingenuity. : : o
"3“ .‘ ' ;oven from some of the finest quality wnol._i the \\nr.ld produces
"'“bf" s of fashionable mixtures, styles :md‘ designs are mcludm.i.. a.s
- “."“yo‘od assortment of less expensive Suitings to meet the vary-
"‘c"r:‘t:r‘f'mcnls of Ladies, Gentlemen, and Children. g S :
:c“nd ‘;)r Samples to-day before deciding on your Fall Clothing,
C - £

/s X 'H‘!". “Al,!.-MAKK OF :
“Egenton ,Hwinetth
Royal €] Seges)

_f

* 27 Rovar & ImpERIAL
|:; AM’,“";:ITH“L;"’W"' . APPOINTMENTS
v GOOD APPEARANCE AND LASTING WEAR ek

o essential features of a good C'l_ml}ing Fj\hrnc and it is
are the two [-'R"I'O\' BURNETT'S **Royal” Nawvy Serges wear so
because hf' a5t 1”“1 keep a lasting fresh appearance that they have
'"."dci";ulilc') 7:;:["\;\'.11 and commendation of Ladies and Gentlemen in
gainec

- P any other countries. .
Canada and m ' samples. Tatloring Price Lists, Self-measurement R, '--“u'-u‘m.a.“.m;
"\;.'k:":lt ‘mailed promptly on request. post paid. sy o ek :
tlanks, etc., )

Address: EGERTON BURNETT, LIMITED | g Weniu st iont
R. W

INTRINSIC WORTH

Serges al prices from 169 to
Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, England #3000 duty and carriage paid to
‘ y

destination

B ev's SULPHOLINE

, THE FAMOUS LOTION QUICKLY
SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP REMOVES SKIN ERUPTIONS, EN-
For Cleaning Plate

; SURING A CLEAR COMPLEXION.
Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH The slightest Rash, faintest Spot, irrit-

able Pimples, disfiguring Blotches, ob-
Glass Paper, Flint Paper stinate Eczema disappear by applying

SULPHOLINE which renders the skin

O key 9 S spotless, soft, clear supple, comfortable,

FOR 42 YEARS

B i e SULPHOLINE

HAS BEEN THE REMEDY FOR

9 Eruptions l Roughness Acne
s Pimples Rashes Blotches
a Redness I Eczema Spots
Psoriasis Scurf i Rosea

“'EI,UNGTON” BLACK LEAD Quickly removes the effects of Sunscorch.

Best for Stoves, etc,

Sulphjuline is prepared by the great .l\'kin Special-
ists, J. Perper & Co., LTn., Bedford Laboratories,
OAIIY'S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE + London, S. E., and can be obtained from any

Chemists and Stores throvghout the World.
”“N OAKEY & SoNs, UMI::D Wholesale, Lyman Bros., Toronto.
ndon, Eng., S.E.
Wallinston Mills. London,
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“ Auenden”
BARRIE, ONT.
Private Residential School for Girls

Healthiest district and purest

arr in Canada
Thoroughly modern education, Pupils prepared foe
Universities.  Special attention to C
French, Music, Singing, Art and Physical Culture
Course for older pupils, advanced lessons in History
of Art, Modern and Ancient History, Modern
French and English Literature.
The number of Pupils is strictly limited,
Miss E. M. Ercoon, C.H.L. First-class Diploma
Cambridge, England. "
Miss E. J. INéraMm, Diploma v'n(hnv.:rnph;_ Oxford
Eng. .

M'lle. R. S. Suororr, Graduate of .\Lvnlmiv.ul_
Switzerland.

ST, MARGARET’S :COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO

onversational

— T —
e ——

A Residential and Day School for Girls

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

Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Yes

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

Ksom
r “'N’k.
ket Ban,
Write for Prospectus
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, M1SS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.
President.

Principal.

RlDLEY COLLEGE Lower School for boys under fo;_?::::gce:;i‘:lely separate. Upper School Prevares bays for 5

Universities and for business. rounds in Canada—=80 acres.

= The School won University Scholarships at Matriculation in six out of the past 2
St. Catharines, Ont. | 1913 andfour in 1914. REV J. O. MILLER, MA., DC L "Bt Seee i

SUCCESSEs 1916

Two Entrances -
R.M.C. Kingston,

Entrance :

Head Master:

Royal Naval Col-
c. s. Fo’bery, MoA. MONTREAL lege, Osborne.

Five Matriculation
McGill,
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Loyola College 1.95.9.

MONTREAL CANADA : ;
An English College under the 1866— Jubiler ﬂrar — 1415
direction of the Jesuit Fathers.

B e e eniig o e e ot B.A. || BL Thurch Restoential

Fees from $50.00 a year for Day Scholars, and
$300.00 a year for Boarders.

Classes will be resumed September 7th ;:;l::‘e Eav gChOOl for ﬁirls

New College. Beautiful fireproof f?tiidldings
e FOR CATALOGUE New Buildings—Beautiful healthy situa-
e ' tion with 7 acres of Playing Fields

JUNIOR SCHOOL TO MATRICULATION

and

COURSE
ES Household Science
P 2 Music - Painting
Tp :Y'i HORT STORl President - The Lord Bishop of Toronto
L% EEss ily £ Principal - Miss Welsh M.A. (Dublin)
é :’ QR alt readiy. Toe Vice-Principal, Miss Nation, M. A. (Trinity College)
. )‘* good prices. We teach you Head Mistress, Junior School - Miss A. M. V.
: Rossetter (Higher Certificate National Froebel
how to prOduce the kind Union), late of Cheltenham Ladies’ College.
Editors want and are willing to pay for. For Carexpar Arrry 10 THE BUmrsar
i . Writ Tl 2
Let us send you :“" gl The Bishop Strachan Schonl
i t. g
W. H. Shaw, Presiden College FHeights . . Toronto
SHAW CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL i
TORONTO CANADA School re-opens on Friday, September 15th at 10 a.m. Bearders

enter Thursday, September I 4th

~ BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ONT. * "'z st

Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto.

Preparation for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
r : y
Young children also received. ; e
ou Jocation, Outdoor games and physical training. : : ; ‘
Toe Department (Pianc, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, who for

Tho Musical 0¥ School with marked success.
el ears taught in the Schoo vnla mar! ;e(‘ s i; o3
B e culture will be in charge of a quslifed migees P ENS SEPTEMBER 14th.
”.ﬁvuﬁcﬂ‘ﬂ. apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST, JOHN THE DIVINE, Majer St., TORONTO.
| =
The dargaret Eaton School of Literature and Expression
Neorth Street, Toronto. - - Mrs. George Nasmith, Principal

English Literature, and French, Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation, Oratory and

Public Speaking, and Dramatic Art.
Send for Calendar

“ASHBURY COLLEGE  Rockcliffe Park, Ottawa

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

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

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

~ NEW BUILDING, ABSOLUT F PR
ottawa Ladles COlleg e Perfectly Sanitary, fitted with everEyLmYoderl:l chnvege(n)::
jemic work up to the first year university,.music, art, domestic science, physical culture
etc. Thisis one of the most up-to-date colleges in Canada and pos:sesses all the advantage of a
residence in the Capital. For Calendar Apply to— Rev. J. W. H. Milne, B. A. D. D., President.

Jas. W Robertson L L. D., C. M.G., Chairman of Board.
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A Boarding School for Boys

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

BROCKVILLE, No failures in any public exams. in the last three years,

For Prospectus, etc., apply to the Headmaster
ONT. P PP} y

A. G. M. MAINWARING, M.A.

BGlen ﬂbﬁ'

651 SPADINA AVENUE, Tonom
Residential and Day Schoel for Girly
Principal-MISS : AR 7 STUART

(Successor to Miss Veals) }
Classical Tripos, Cam bridge Universit ¥
Large well-ventilated house plea vl
: ventila . santly
ngtly qualified staff of Canadian and E
teachers. The curriculum shows
: s close -
ujxth modern thought and education, h‘:\‘
tion for matriculation examinations e~
~ Spwcsa

attention given to individual needs M

-

ames,
ne** New Prospectus from Miss Stvany
4% SCHOOL RE-OPENS SEPTEMBER 149 ‘
\- —
S FTANSTEAD WESLEYAN COLLEGE !
Residential —for Boys and Girls—5 Departments {
ACADEMIC—Preparation for Junior and Senior MUSIC—Piano, Voice and Violi Courses ¢
Matriculation, and a practical Engl}’sh Course. Townships College of Music l;:rr;:an- ‘tl”:\rﬂl)i:]f,:;:':»

BUSINESS—Thorough Courses in Toronto College of Music.

Book-keeping, Penmanship, Commercial MANUAL ARTS—Woodwork, Metal Work, M.
Law, Shorthand, Typewriting and anical Drawing, Cooking, Dressmaking  and h
French, in Bugbee Business College. Nursing. Oie

PRIMARY and INTERMEDIATE—for Children below Academic Grad

Splendid location, 30 mi!es_ south of Shcrbmoku._ _Good Railway connections, M
Buildings, hospital, gymnasium, large campus, golf links, and over 200 acres of "\‘Od; dern
stream. Efficient instruction, careful training and wholesome influences. and

Rates from $225 to $325 for school year, including everything. Fall term begins September 14,

GEO. J. TRUEMAN, Principal, - - - STANSTEAD, Que. !
~—

St. Andrew’s anlg

Corontn UPPER Eu%q.oavv%; %cuooLs

Careful Oversight. Thorough Instruction,
Large Plal{li;n& Fields. Excellent Situati,

on,
D. BRUCE MACDON.
Calendar sent on application. ug;.m

e ———
ONTARIQ LADIES' COLLEGE |

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

Healthful, picturesque location with the outdoor advantages of the country as well as the cultural influences of T,
which is only 30 miles away. : : 3 ; . i ¥ ~

Academic courses from Preparatory work to Junior Matriculation, Teacher's Certificates and First Year Univ -
Music, Art, Oratory, Domestic Science, Commercial work, Physical Training by means of an unusually wel] o TSty
rymnasium, large swimming pool and s.\'stematlzedlglay. o
&ollege reopens September 12th.

or Calendar, write to REV. F. L. FAREWELL, B.A. Prinej
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HOME
STUDY

Arts Courses only

DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL SERVICE. \

ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA.

¢ SR SUMMER

v i 101 try of ava

A"E&A:‘h::::‘i':e‘(:“:;c aor:: hee'idrg\t the exam- S C H o o L
ination centres of the Civil Service Commis-

whon § vear, successful candidates joining Jul
e C?ﬂl?::o.ﬂu::' :bnu( lhe‘ht August follow;’ng the y and August
rramination.

L ations for entry are received uz to the 15th -
‘m‘y‘w Secretary, Civil Service Commission,

Owtawa, from whom blank entry forms can be

C*:::l“' for examination must have passed their U N I V E R S I TY

femsr toenth birthday, and not reached their sixteenth

mrthday, on lh: st Jul‘ifu‘::w-i“; t:c t!:l;’?ln::f;(‘n; | KINGSTON' ONTARIO
wrther details can obtain n application to {
¥ B Dah'll:. C.M.G.. Deputy Minister of the ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE

g-!.l Service, Department of the Naval Service,
Outawa.

G.J. DESBARATS, | SCHOOL OF MINING

Deputy Minister of the Naval Service'

¢ of the Naval Service, | MINING
D ttawa, June 12, 1916. | CHEMICAL MECHANICAL
; CIVIL ELECTRICAL
Unauthorized publication of this advertisement ENGINEERING

be paid for.
wil ast'be pa GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar.

are few national institutions of more value and interest to the count h

Military College of Canada. Notwithstanding this, its object and rv’vo‘}k"'ltl'::

sccomplishing are not sufficiently understood by the general public.

The coﬂuo is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving
in all branches of military science to cadets and oflicers of the Canadian lfum._

it corresponds to ‘Woolwich and Sandhurst.

Comman t and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial

jent for the purpose, and there is in addition a complete staff of professors for the

subjects which form such an important part of the College course. Medical attendance

‘g'i'-i

?

i

!

ded.
e College is organized on a strictly military basis, the Cadets rec -
tieal and lgientlnc training in subjects essential to a sound modern education. oo o v
course includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying,

?

Chemistry, French and English.

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

Commissions in all branches of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force are
dlp;'o‘lm,z of graduation is considered by the authorities conducting the examination
fon Land Surveyor to be equivalent to a university degree, and {:y the Regulation
w Soclety of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree
gth of the course is three years, in three terms of 9% months each.
cost of the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, and all

about $800.

‘:n nmuco:npctluvﬂ examination for admission to the College takes place in May of
sach year at the headquarters of the several military districts.

'o; full culars regarding this examination and for any other information, applica-
tion g:r:ule to the Secretary of the Militia Council. Ottawa. Ont., or to the Com-
mandant Roval AMilitary College Kingston. Ont

|

ﬁiﬁ%ﬁ
i
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Bishop's (o

Lennoxville . - P-Q.
HEAD MASTER +—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.
Fine Buildings, Beautiful Situation, Separate Prcparatory School.
: Term begins September 14th, 1916. For illustrated calendar and
m information apply to the Headmaster.

lege School

Toronto

Situated opposite Queen’s Park, Bloor St.

Every educational facility provided.
Honor Matriculation.

Music, Art and Physical Education.

il The School, by an unfailing emphasis upon the moral as
Hl intellectual, aims

JOHN A. PATERSON, K.C.

o B0
President. Princi

Westminster College
Bl Residential & Day School for Girls

Pupils pPrepared for

at the development of a true womanhood.
SCHOOL RE-OPENS TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 12th, 1918

FOr CALENDAR Appry—
MR

. GREGOogr
pal. ¥

w.

well as the

_HAVERGAL LADIES’ COLLEGE.

m Main School || CoverleyHouse || Junior School Preparatory
354 JARVIS ST. 372 JARVIS ST. 5| ST.CLAIRAVE. School =
Domestic WEST 278 BLOOR ST. w.
Honor : Science Boarding (Late Westbourne) u
Matriculation, Gymnastic and Day Prepara.ory and| B
m Art, : Training g"]’””l I\'indrrq:;rlrn i
Music Course (‘argc 4 for Boys and Girls | U
Home il 3 n
TERM OPENS Nursing Games CRM OPENS !
September 14th September 12th
MISS KNOX, PrinciPAL, TORONTO

EEEEEEBEEEEE

For calendar & terms : R. . Warner, M.A,, D.D., Alma College, St. Thomgs'

i

E————

——

\‘

(ALMA LADIES COLLEGg
OPENS ITS THIRTY-SIXTH YEAR

ON SEPTEMBER TWELFTH: NINETEE“
HUNDRED AND SIXTEEN

..
. .-
S

Oune,

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

SXATING RINK

Yor prospectus apply to the Headmaster, REV. F. GRAHAM ORCHARD, M. A.. CAMB. Nextterm commences Sept 15th

—————

ForGi

An Academic Department of McMaster University. Matricu.
lation and English Courses. Senior and Junior Schools. Finely
equipped music and art departments. Exceptional op ortunities, with
a delightful home life. Fees moderate. Reopens g:plcmhcr 20th.
Wrrite for Calendar.

MISS H. S. ELLIS, B.A., D. Paed., Principal
34 BLOOR ST. E. - - ¢ . 'ORONTO

Woodstock Colle
For Bo

p = /l
> Zilll

>,

-

vy W

Teaches manly individuality in boys and young men. Prepares for
commercial and professional life. TIntellectual, physical and manual
training facilities unexcelled. Large campus, beautiful high location,

copens Sept. 12th. Sp«i:\l course for Farmers' sons

Nov. to March. Write for 59th Annual Calendar.
A. T. MACNEIL, B.A., Principal
Woodstock, Oat.

13

(Affiliated to McGill University)

83 SIMPSON STREET - MONTREAL

igher n of Young Women, with Pre-
Pov sbs o ﬂmcnf:.“..l"':nidcm—Rer. ]:lngts Barclay,
D.; Vice President - Rev. J. G. Norton, D.D.,

0. Ll of Montreal; Principal, Miss Mary Elizabeth,
Wi M.A assisted by a highly qualified staff of

Poghnh . i achers. 5 5

W.'nd C’::ldb:':';'icsidem pupils is received.

f..‘ ..ag“m re-opens THU RSDAY |4th September, at

WOON ; Lrance examinations for new scholars will be held
wﬂ. Saturday, %th September at 10 o'clock a.m.

"m"'w' 0 ]m be seen at the School on September Tth,

way and 12 and between 3and 5.

Sk, Rb. M'm.:g. etc., apply to the Principal or to A. F.

College

MONTREAL

women students of
MCGILL UNIVERSITY

ditions ; and to degrees in music.
m"" e tretary, North British and Mercantile

#i L, r";‘(avicr Street, Montreal.

Buiiding B0 St. Francois 2

The residential College for

Courses lead to degree in Arts separate in the

main from those for men, but under identical con.

For prospectus and information apply to the

TRAFALGAR INSTITUTE \ Royal Victoria
|
|
|
|
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THE

Inoerenoet Oroer o Foresters

Furnishes
a Complete
System of
Insurance

pledged.

FRED J. DARCH, s.8.

Policies issued by the Society are for the protect-
ion of your Family and cannot be bought, sold or

Benefits are payable to the Beneficiary in case or
death, or to the member in case of his total disability,
or to the member on attaining seventy years of age.

Policiles issued from $500 to $5000

For further intformation and literature apply to

E. G. STEVENSON, S.C.R.

TEMPLE BUILDING, TORONTO

Branksome 1Mall

10 Elm Avenue, Rosedale, Toronto
A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

How. Principar : Miss M. T. Scorr

PRrINCIPAL : Miss Eprtu M. ReAp, M.A.
Preparation for the University and for
examinations in Music. Art and Domestic
Science Departments, Thoroughly efficient
staff, Large Playgrounds. Outdoor games,
tennis, basketball, rink. Healthful locality.

Primary School for Day Pupils

AUTUMN TERM WILL BEGIN SEPTEMBER 14th,
FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPAL

STAMMERINC

or stuttering overcome positively, Our natur:

y. al methoue
permanently restore natural speech, Graduate Pupdie
everywhere. Write for free advice and literature,

THE ARNOTT INSTITY
BERLIN, - CANAD:J"!

\
SECOME, A REGISTERED NURsE |

And r
THE BETH ISRAEL HOSPITAL OF NEW ¥
Founded 18% h— are
Ofees |

Accredited by the New York State-Education Dept
a two and one-half year course in training for ,":,4 i
allowance and maintenance. Applicants must h.“rr“‘,,‘ 3
year high school instruction or its educational N"i: dew .
For particulars, address Beth Israel Hospita:, s ]:6-:\
~

Street. New York. !
—ee

GENTLEMEN !

You think it worth your while
to look after the general ap-
pearance of your hands, feet,
teeth and clothes then why not
pay attention to your hair.
Baldness you will admit is a
distinct blemish on your appear-
ance. We make it our business
to teach you how to remove
that blemish not through quack
medicines but by a simple
course of instruction covering
three months which enables
you to keep your hair in a
healthy condition as easily and
simply as you do your teeth.
Free leaflet on request. The
price of our course for advert-
ising purposes has been re-
duced from $5.00 to $3.00.

Boultons Correspondence School
of Hair Culture
P. O. Box 1353, Vancouver, B.C.

PAUL E. WIiRT

FOUNTAIN PENS

Self-Filling,
Safety and

Ordinary Styles

There is as much difference b.('..
a good and a poor Fountain Pen
between success and failure

WIRT PENS once uum

BROWN BRos

; Agents for Canada Lh':‘
Simcoe and TORONTO

Pearl Streets,
——
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BOND
OFFERINGS

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

with THE MOST FAVORABLE Instant Results
,NTEREST RETURN Friends are calling or you have a sudden
invitation. Just a moment to look your
Government — Municipal best. It takes but a few seconds to apply

Corporation and Proven Gouraud’s "
industrial Bonds. O . t l C

yield 4% to 67 rienta ream
and obtain a perfect complexion~a soft,
We M be leﬂ! to aid you in the clear, pearly-white nppmmn:'c that is

always refined and in good taste-Nons
selection of a desirable investment. greasy » The favorite for 68 years.

Send 10c. for trial size

Dormion SECURITIES RN Y, WPk 5 poi
344 West St. Paul Street Moatreal, Que.

CORPORATION-LIMITED

FOROMTO . MONTREAL . LONDON ENG ‘

e —

Policies “‘Good as Gold"”

IS YOUR CONSCIENCE CLEAR?

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

AN ENDOWMENT AT LIFE RATE

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

No more satisfactory insurance contract for the average man has yet been devised. Full
information upon request.
This is the Company that is paying profits in excess of estimates.

LONDON LIFE
INSURANCE COMPANY

HEAD OFFICE : :  LONDON, CANADA
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Paid-up Capital - - $7,000,000
Reserve Fund and
Undivided Profits - 7,250,984

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

Savings Department at all Branches.

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

General Banking Business.

MONEY

or property left for the family
should imply that the principal
will be invested to yield an
income. But is it invested te
yield an income? More often
it is lost in some foolish venture.
This cannot happen to a guar-
anteed regular monthly income.

A large sum, when placed in
the hands of an inexperienced
person, 1s a temptation and
often proves a disadvantage
rather than a blessing.

Ask for particulars of the
Monthly Income Policy issued by

THE GREAT-WEST LIFE
ASSURANCE CO.

Dept. “‘S"

Head Office - Winnipeg.

-
i
;

—

THE ROYAL BAN

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000
11,750,000

HEAD OFFICE

Capital Paid Up =~

Reserve Funds - $ 13,236,000
Total Assets - 214,000,000

MONTREAL

DIRECTORS:

SIRHERBERTS. HOLT, Presidsnt E.L. PEASE, Vice-President
James Redmond
T. J. Drummond

A. E. Dyment

Hon. David Mackeen G. R. Crowe
Hon. W, H. Thorne Hugh Paton
W. J. Sheppard

W. B. Torrance, Superintendent of Branches

Executive Officers.
E. L. Pease, Managing Diector

E.F..B. JOHNSTON, K.C,. #nd Vice- Presiden
A. J. Brown, K. C. D. K. Ellott
Wm. Robertson C. S. Wilcox
C. E. Neill

C. E. Neill, General Manager

F. J. Sherman, Assistant General .\llngm

325-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA—325

Also Branches in Cuba, Porto Rico, Dominican Republic, Costa Rica, Antigua, Barbados, Dom
Grenada, Jamaica, St: i{itts. Triniisd and Bahama Islands, British Guiana and British Hon §ye.

LONDON, ENG., Baak Bldgs., Princes St., E.C.
e i

inicy
as
NEW YORK, Corner William and Cedas Sts.

—

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT o4lH:s




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

“Unassailable
Foundation”

BSOLUTE security is the

first thing considered in

the policy of The Mutual
Life of Canada.

This principle has been ad-
hered to steadily during nearly
half a century of growth.

The result is that to-day The
Mutual Life of Canadais estab-
lisied upon an “‘unassailable
foandation.”

The assets of the Company
include a surplus of $4,258,737.
Thais means that The Mutucl

s°8 assets luﬂ?;lgnt (t’o
set all obligations, and, in ad-
:l?it.on thereto, $4,258,737.

But a large surplus means
more than security—it means
Liberal dividends, for itisoutof
the surplus that dividends are

id. utual rolicies, there-

ore, are more than safe, they

are gilt-edge investments.

1s there a Mutual policy
in your home?

The Mutual Life

of Canada
WATERLOO, ONTARI()l i

= s saml)

EVERY DOLLAR SAVED TO-DAY

by & young man or woman will pur-
chase Three Dollars of Comfort at
age sixty.

AN
EXCELSIOR

ENDOWMENT
WILL PROVIDE

W COMFORT
W’ AND EASE
IN OLD AGE.

To-day only is
yours to insure,

EXCELSIOR
msunance L | F E someany

wond 0ffico—EXCELSIOR LIFE BLOC., TORONTO
N B.—Write Dept. L for special circular.

i

THE FIRST
THOUSAND

Russell Sage amassed a large
amount of wealth. It was a
saying of his that after a man
had saved a thousand dollars the
hardest part of the financial battle
was over, money aferwards was
The

of this will be apparent to anyone

comparatively easy. force

who gives any thought to

subject.

the

The object to be attained is
surely worth the necessary effort,
The easiest and only sure way
to that “‘first thousand " is by
regular systematic saving.
the small sums.

Save
Save a certain
fixed portion of your weekly or
monthly income. If deposited
with us the THREE AND ONE-
HALF PER CENT. compound

interest we add assists materially.

Begin now—ONE
opens an account.

DOLLAR

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

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

TORONTO STREET, TORONTO

ESTABLISHED 1855
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North American Life

* SOLID AS THE CONTINENT ™

PROGRESSIVE.

New Business issued during the year

‘ 1915 exceeded that of the previous year
Horth v by One and a Quarter Millions. Tyotal

Amggf?g“h Business in Force at December 3 1st,
Contiiitt 1915, amounted to over $56,200,000
PROSPEROUS.

Net Surplus held on Policyholders

; account increased during the year by
$385,927, and now amounts to over $2,500,000, while Assets amount to over
$15,716,000. 9]tis a Policyholders Company. A “Solid as the Continent™ Policy
is a safe and profitable one to hold.

North American Life Assurance Company “fieir i sl

Epwarp Gursey, President. L. GoLpman, 1st Vice-President and Managing-Director

HEAD OFFICE HAMILTON

CAPITAL AUTHORIZED.. $5,000,000
CAPITAL PAID UP....... $3,000,000
SURPEUS ccviconrestionne $33.475.000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
BRANCHES
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From the painting by Bertha Des Clayes,

EVANGELINE’S WELL

There is a tradition, which has become g].
most a faet of history, that in the little village
of Grand Pré, in the beautiful Annapolis
Valley, Nova Scotia, Evangeline, the heroine
of Longfellow’s charming romance, used te
draw water from a well that can be seen. even
to-day, from the platform of the railway sta.
tion. The well-sweep, a picturesque methogd
of raising water still used in the Maritime
Provinces, can be seen in front of the meadow
while behind, between the long streteh Of'
dyke and marshlands, rise some ancient wil-
lows, the same willows, it is said, that used
to serve as the meeting-place of Evang

(‘]illo
and her lover.
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o FRONT

BuLooy Hry

A SERIES OF ARTICLES, OF WHICH THIS, THE FIRST, DEPICTS THE GRIM,
REVENGEFUL DETERMINATION OF THE PRINCESS PATS IN " THAT
PARTICULAR HELL AT HOOGE."

¥ was seated on the edge of a
white-covered cot, one eye con-
H cealed by a bandage, the other,
bloodshot and swollen, staring off in-
to a corner of the ceiling. In the
stare, in the pendulous foot, in the
limp hands lying over his knees was
a singular air of detachment hard to
understand until it was whispered to
me that it was not his bandaged eye
that kept him there, but shell sho_ck,
that penalty of modern warfare which
jeists have not yet found time
to befuddle under an unintelligible
name. Later he pointed to the neigh-
ing beds where men layh‘i:eadlixhg,
ing, talking or watching the
m lgife of ghe corridors—New
Zealanders, Welshmen, Englishmen.
He was Canadian. :
1t was not that being Canadian put
him in a different class, but that hav-

1345

ing just emerged from that “particu-
lar hell” at Hooge, between Sanctuary
Wood and Zillebeke Lake, he had pie-
tures all his own at which to stare.

“They started shelling us,” he said,
“that Friday morning, June the seec-
ond, about nine. The Princess Pats
and the Mounted Rifles were in the
front trenches, with us on the right.”

“You were in the front line?” I
asked eagerly.

He looked at me vaguely a moment,
then smiled.

“Hell, no! You'll never talk to
anyone from the front line—not till
Germany gives them up. . . .
saw two come staggering out, blinded,
smashed up so bad they would only
be in the road up there when the at-
tack came. Only two! The
rest are—not talking, or in the Ger-
man hospitals. I was in a supporting
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trench a hundred yards back. They
let loose on us with everything they
had and lots we didn’t know anybody
ever had, from trench mortars to fif.
teen-inchers. They didn’t let
up till two in the afternoon.”

I wasn’t sure whether he shuddered,
but his hands were covering the one

good eye.

“Pretty bad, I suppose,” I comment-
ed weakly.

“Bad! . . . Say, it was a dream

of a day before they started—sun and
blue sky and all that, and we Cana-
dians were feeling fine again, we
hadn’t seen the sun for so long. . . .
And then. I didn’t see any
more blue sky. I didn’t see anything
but trees falling and flashes bursting
right into my eyes. . and I eould
feel myself bounce every time a shell
burst near me. We got it in the sup-
porting trenches near as bad as they
did in the front. I was buried once,
but I remember that didn’t seem to
hurt me, except my eyes. R T
at two they came at us over the para-
pets.”

He seemed to have finished, con-
templating the picture he had been
sharing with me.

“They say the Canadians ran,” I
spurred him on.

Even one eye can express contempt.
“Yes . . . they ran, but—. Back
where I was I could see it all, that
next fifteen minutes. Yes, they ran.

. There wasn’t a dozen yards of
cover in one stretch left of our front
trenches when they stopped their big
guns. We didn’t think there’d be a
fellow left to stop them when they
came over. DBut we were wrong.
There were a few, most of ’em cut up
—but they ceould run. Fritz came
over like sheep, thousands of them.
They were dead sure they had it all
their own way. And then a few dozen
of those boys heaved themselves up
from the front line (hosts of ’em tried
to, but couldn’t) and ran—you're
dead right there—bang at Fritz.

“Most of ’em didn’t have a thing
but a rifle-barrel or an entrenching

tool in their hands, but they sailed in-
to that mob of Germans like as if it
was a big game or a movie show, . . .
I remember one big fellow right ahead
of me. There wasn’t a sign of cover
where he got up from—all alone—
and he hadn’t a blessed thing in his
hands. Ie looked like a scarecrow
with his clothes all torn. 1 watched
him. He grabbed a German bayonet,
and spiff! the German just toppled
over. With that rifle he banged about
till T couldn’t see him for Fritzes
. . . Yes, they ran. I don’t wonder
the Germans said so. They felt *em
running.

“Then I had other things to do. I
was the only one left in my bay and
the Germans were coming down the
communication trench. One place
their shells had filled it in and th,
had to jump out to get to the next
part. I kept my rifle on that place.
I thought I’d got them all when sud.
denly one jumped out in front of me
and yelled in English, ‘Hands up,
friend” But he was too near the
end of my rifle to work that. Then |
could see them coming over in
bunches, so I dropped my outfit and
bolted across to where I heard fir
from the Princess Pat trenches
guess I was pretty well locoed, for I
didn’t know where I was going. Thepe
were dead and wounded all about
and one of ’em told me the Pats
retired along their communication
trench and I dropped into it and fol-
lowed.

“About fifty yards back we £

a little cover and there we stummd
mixed bunch from the supporti
trenches. They never got us out
that. I think Fritz was afraid we
might ‘run’, too. And they knew we
hadh nlnlore than our bare fists,
a shell came along and buri
of us, and when I was dieq‘f:l:
other struck the same spot. I don’t
know what happened after that.™

He pointed up to the end bed of

the ward where a soldier lay with
closed eyes.
“That’s the only other one came out
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of my bay. He was deaf and dumb
at first. He can talk now. Oh, yes,
the fellows got him easy enough. You
see, Fritz held that supporting trench
only about twenty minutes. There
was enough of it left to be worth tak-
ing. Sergeant — in Ward —, will
tell you how they got it back.”

1L

Not one Canadian, of the dozens
with whom I have talked, emerged
from the Sanctuary Wood fight with-
out showing nerve effects of the ter-
rible bombardment. Some stage of
shell shoek was visible or in grudging
retreat. That in itself is proof of the
intensity of the gunfire the Canadians
had to endure. Never has there been
an engagement where shell shock was
such a general result.

In a later article I will have some-

to say about shell shock, its

effect, its treatment and cure. Tt is

the most interesting of the “wounds”

of the new type of warfare, and, like

the other wounds, is developing a

treatment discovered in its entirety
as the war progresses.

One of these shell shock patients,
who started even at my appearance
in the doorway fifty feet away, was

with his supper. A large.

of headcheese lay on the plate

his cot, and an orderly was

g some very appetizing-look-

ing salad and glices of bread and but-
ter beside it. Conversation with him
was diffieult, for he was recovering
htﬁmbeen on a machine gun bat-
tery a hundred yards behind the front
line, covering a gap. Through the
worst of the shelling he lived without
a seratch. In his little bit of trench
were three Lewis and four Vickers
the former a machine gun too

to earry. RBarly in the fight the
Tewis guns were buried by the bom-
and although they unearth-

{ them twice, they were always
buried again before they could be
into use. It was evident the

Germans knew they had the range.

Accordingly, with the four Vickers,
he and his remaining mates left the
trench and hid themselves a few yards
further up in a hedge. Their duty
was to keep the Germans from rush-
ing the gap in the front lines, and
this they succeeded in doing with the
Viekers, in spite of the shells that be-
gan to search them out. The enemy
succeeded in getting into the front
trenches, but they did not attempt to
come any farther.

All through that afternoon the
handful of men and the four machine
guns clung to that hedge, spraying
the gap, and later the ecaptured
trenches. Not until darkness came
did they retire to their friends, now
rebuilding behind their protection
the destroyed trench they had left.

And when the strain was over, the
three unwounded gunners broke down.
All alone, with the front trenches
only a few yards away in the hands
of the Germans, with shells showering
everywhere, burying them and their
guns repeatedly, with hundreds lying
wounded and dying all about, with no
idea how far the Germans had reach-
ed in their rear, they had worked amid
a din that drowned the sound of their
own guns. No human nerves could
stand it. The three were taken back
through the darkness to the hospital.
‘What happened to the other two he
did not yet know.

II1.

Tell the most apathetic shell-shoek-
ed Canadian who survives the Sanct-
uary Wood affair how his mates “ran”
and you effect an instant cure, even if
it but temporary. Those of the front
line who ran must have preferred ex-
posing themselves to the peril the
Germans said they were fleeing, to
the eyes of their friends. The sup-
porting line did not see them run ex-
cept forward. Indeed, those who re-
main from the second line won’t ad-
mit even a German gain.

They point out that, although the
Germans entered the front trenches
over a length of three-quarters of a

S — 1z
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mile, the Canadians got back every-
thing of value within a few hours.
In the first overwhelming rush of the
Germans following the terrific hom-
bardment, a few of them entered the
supporting trenches, but even at that
a few of the Pats in one section held
on up at the front till morning and
then retired when no relief came. In
twenty minutes the Germans were
scrambling back from the supporting
trenches, and had there been enough
trench up at the front to take the Pats
would never have had to retire.

It didn’t take long to convince the
Germans that they had taken a larger
bite than they could masticate, and
when they saw that it was nothing
like demoralization they faced from
the supporting trenches they turned
tail to the mixed band of Canadians
that charged up from only fifty yards
away. For a couple of hours a few
held the intervening bushes and shell-
holes, while their friends worked fev-
erishly behind them to bring the old
Canadian front line into something
like protection, but after that No
Man’s Land was that hundred yards
between what had been the first and
supporting trenches of the Canadian
line. That the unorganized counter-
attack of the Canadians within twenty
minutes should have retaken the sec-
ond line is sufficient comment on the
German morale before a “running”
enemy.

It was there a member of the 49th
took up the tale.

“We had been in reserve perhaps a
mile in the rear. We knew there was
a big row up in front, but the German
curtain fire kept us from moving till
night. Then we got up to what had

"been our former supporting trenches,
now our front line. There wasn’t a
lot of cover even there, but the fel-
lows who’d been in the thick of it
were making the most of it and throw-
ing up more. We sent them back, al-
though some over at the side of us
hung on for four days before they
were relieved. All night long the
Germans shelled us in spasms. They

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

sure were nervous that night, ang
every little while they’d cut loose with
artillery enough to have cleaned us
out behind that cover if it had been
daylight.

“We knew we were down for g
counter-attack in broad daylight
When the enemy’s expecting you, it
isn’t what you call a picnie. But it
wasn’t ourselves we were anxious
about, but whether we could last out
to those front trenches in the face of
all those guns. We didn’t dare try in
the dark, because we didn’t know
what there was left to take or what
we i\;g{llt to prepare for.

‘Well, next morning at eight
the word. Down the Iinegweweim
hear them hot at it, and then we
into the thick ourselves. Before we
started we saw that the Germans
been able to do little towards di
themselves in, but they were t!
thick, and back of them the machine
guns. We got it heavy. Men were
falling all about, but we kept on. |
don’t know exactly how far we got,
but I remember feeling kind of l°‘°b
and looking around. There weren't
more than fifty of us moving, byt a
little way back I saw the rest di
ging in. Tt didn’t seem worth yw:
—fifty of us bucking up against g
few million Germans, so we dropp.d
dogn ailnd kcrept back.”

e chuckled, and snatched fro
head excitedly an old knit eapmhh
banged it on the table heside the

“What had happened was we'q
clean through our old front line With.
out knowing it, there was that little
of it left, and we were making acrosy
for the German trenches.

down as fast as we could get
and that night we went bagcei: ;: &
other liﬁe and made things
there. ut, you bet, if we ‘lldnh
hold it the Germans were in foo
time trying to. I got mine
the afternoon, but managed to
out that night when relief came,
The story was rounded off by one

'H
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of the relieving troops. By that time
the Germans were content to leave
the new front line in undisputed pos-
gession of the Canadians, and the lat-
ter were willing to grant the Germans
for the time the tragic prize of their
former front line on which the Allied
artillery was now turned. The new
forees sent up made life miserable for
the Germans for four days. In the
meantime the Canadian wounded had
to be treated in the trenches, because
the Germans were turning their guns
on the stretcher-bearers from the first
of the fight. \ :
“Tuesday,” said one, “things were
ing down a bit. We couldn’t
understand why we weren't getting a
ehance to get back, but it was fright-
ful weather and the Germans were
for a while to the beautiful
of holding down that front line
1ill we were good and ready to rhake
it solid when we took it. Then that
night they banged at us again, and in
the midst of it they set off a big mine
elose to Sanctuary Wood. I happen-
ed to be there. I guess I'm about._the
only one who got back to a hospital.
But they didn’t get the hole. The
next us crowded over and
at.”
.tODO tll‘l‘eeve of his shirt hung loose,
put from the ontline I judged that his
arm was in a sling underneath.
“You'll get your c[mnce,” I said,
for his eyes were flashing and his left
clenched. . :
uﬁ‘i:”hce elouded, and he raised h}s
Jeft arm to his right shoulder. “It’s
not for me,” he said. “I lost this.
I'm having another slice taken off in
a few days. But, tell me, did they
Hooge back? I know the rest.
s a letter from a chum who was
it—a licutenant now.”
1 eouldn’t tell him we had Hooge;
pbut in the letter he allowed me to
was the s];irit thz;,lt reeonltqttxoefs
Hooges of life anywhere.
?ﬂn third stage of the fight, of the
final sweep of the vietorious Cana-

dighs. pattle was divided into three

2

i

0

distinet actions. There was the Ger-
man bombardment and attack, the
immediate counter-attack whereby the
Canadians won back the old lines, but
found them not worth the holding,
and the great attack a week later by
which the lost trenches were recap-
tured except in the village of Hooge
and reorganized to their former
strength.

From the first line trenches very
few Canadians have come out to tell
the tale. The second stage is told
here. The heroes of the third, who
swept the Germans before them with
a fury that had been bottled for days,
are still fighting in Franee, or were
kept there in the hospitals until the
big push, now on at the time of writ-
ing, was about to commence. No in-
terview can present the picture paint-
ed for me in a letter from one of the
wounded in the final drive to his
friend in an English hospital from
the effects of the first few days of the
German success. The friend with
whom I talked was minus an arm—
the one I have just written about. The
wounded writer in France had just
been made a lientenant as his share
of the rewards for fighting well done.
His jubilation, irrepressible by mere
physical incapacity, is too contagious
not to give in his own words:

“It was hard to think of you fel-
lows going out that way. I know
you’d like to have waited here until
we got even. And they’d have kept
you, I know, until the boys bunged
up like you were fitter for travel. But
there was not going to be room over
here for you when we got going, be-
cause when we started after that lost
trench there was going to be work for
the hospitals here without you fellows
choking things. And there is,

“P’m tickled to death you're getting
along so well. I knew you would.
That’s the best of living like you
have. My own case doesn’t look quite
so sure, but I'm not fretting. It
would be different if we hadn’t done

it.
“It was five or six days, I think,
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after they carted you away that they
let us loose at the Huns. We had
been stewing to get at them, and I
guess our officers knew something had
to happen pretty soon. It did not
look as if there was trench enough up
there to be worth a scrap, but the
Germans had it, and it once belonged
to us, and that was enough. Well, up
there at the top of Sanctuary Wood,
where you went up among the tree-
tops, we had a whale of a time after
they blew that hole. Say, that was
some place where we dug in. We were
pounded with a terrific shell fire for
days. Then they relieved us for a
few days—not before it was time—
for a lot of us were jumping with
the noise and almost deaf, and nearly
dead for sleep. And then we went
into the same place again, and the
assault took place through us.

“I'm sorry, old chap, you didn’t
last it out so you could have been
along. Lord, it was fine. I could
feel that terrible fretting of the past
week just oozing out as the boys jump-
ed the parapets and smashed across
to where our old first line had been.
I don’t think anything could have
stopped them. I didn’t get in with
the first bunch, because my company
was held on the edge watching for
the counter-attack, if it came too soon
for our fellows to make a stand.

“When we got going we went
through the Germans like a knife
through cheese. They didn’t know
what to do with us but throw down
their rifles and bolt, or hold up their
hands. They said we ran. You should
have seen them skedaddle for home
and ma, what didn’t throw themselves
on the ground and beg to be taken.
‘We went clean to the old line and cap-
tured some hundreds of prisoners.
Our artillery had kept them from do-
ing much in the digging-in line, and
so we had a chance to slam them good
and plenty. And you bet we did.

“Then we had to take ours. They
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had the range of us to a nicet
they gave us particular hell wit{n’a)ax:ﬁ
fire for days before and during the
assault. When we went up and took
over the line from the assaunlti
troops we had to take another dose
of iron, which the Huns put on while
they were getting their counterattack
ready. But the counter attack never
came off—at least, not what we’d call
an attack. Our artillery got them ;
the belt and cut them up too bad :
want to come to close steel with
So we settled down in a day or t:
as (if there hadn’t been even a

; .

?}Illa . Fritz was glad to let it g0 at
“During nearly all the last turn
the rain poured down in torrents -

and on, and you can imagine the
the l}s:ds were in, with fre
trenches and everythin i
to smithereens by shell %irg?m'i“omc"
the last our trenches consisted of
shell holes connected by ditehes and
carpeted with water and some
ders mud. If a shell burst within
hundred yards we had to get so =
gofscrape ;c{he pl.a%ster from our
efore we knew if we were
couldn’t tell a captain from g?rrz'mt"
and it didn’t matter much just them
~ “IPm mighty glad I lasted thm
it. After they’ve got me spliced
refurnished it’s Canada for mm:.d
guess. It is if the refitting tak, %
I’'m not so bad just now, and I feel
cocky enough to win out. Alreub
I'm short a leg, and goodness h‘m
;vhat els? T’ll need to forage from the
actory lcfore they’re s
me. TR S b
“But we did it, old sport id 3
We got good and evexfp with ?ﬂeﬁd f:
trying to wipe out the old bN
Why, the Huns were lying so thiek
when we drove through that we
to jump them all the way. Yoy :
I, old pal, can go back to C .n.‘g
join forces and make a whole man

T The next article of this series is entitled ‘‘The Life-Savers’’,

between us.”
It gives 2 prasics

and touching description of the work of the st:etcher-bearers, the ambulance mm

the workers of the Blue Cross.

.‘,.n



THE SCIGNORIES of

the SAGUENAY
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N examination of a map will

gshow that the Saguenay
distriet is immense. Bounded

on the west by the county of Mont-
morency, it extends to the Strait of
Belle Isle, over a front on the river
and Gulf if St. Lawrence of 800
miles. Since the recent additions to the
Provinee of Quebee, only Hudson Bay
and Strait limit its depth. It is com-
of two counties—Charlevoix, as

as Belgium, and Saguenay, al-

most as large as France. Had it the
advantages and climate of those two
European countries the Saguenay dis-
triet should contain a population of
forty-five to fifty millions. As a mat-
ter of fact it has scarcely 40,000 in-
habitants. In 1791 it formed a single
county, that of Northumberland, so
because the most hnortherly
eounty in England bore that name.
Its first represgentative in Parliament
was one Mr. Joseph Dufour, of Ile
aux Coudres. The development of
the district has been very slow and
greatly restricted, but this is due to
the conditions of the soil and the in-
];.Pitable climate. The great cleft,
which, in geological times, split the
Lanrentide chain into two parts, and
through which the River Saguenay

31

now flows, seems to exercise a consid-
erable effect on the climate. To the
westward the beautiful maple adorns
the flanks of the mountain, and the
moose roams the forests of the county
of Charlevoix. On the other side of
the river, and that with perfect exacti-
tude, there are neither maples nor
moose. Throughout Charlevoix, alike
at the river’s edge and on the hill
tops, cereals ripen perfectly. Across
the Saguenay, cultivation, although
still possible, becomes absolutely im-
practicable sixty miles lower down at
Portneuf river.

In the way of soil Charlevoix offers
nothing but the mountainous network
of the Laurentide chain. A few rich
valleys, with less fertile plateaux,
give a comfortable subsistence to the
restricted population that now exists
but hold out no hope of considerable
agricultural development. The fu-
ture of this region, a future assured
and near, will be found in the exploit-
ation of its titanic iron mines, par-
tieularly those of St. Urbain.

In 1875 an English company lost a
million dollars in working these
mines, because the titanie acid that
the ore contains rendered the iron
unsuitable for certain uses. To-day,
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this mineral is transported at great
cost to Niagara, where it is smelted in
very powerful electric furnaces, and
the titanic acid is isolated for use in
hardening railway rails, and com-
mands a high price, the more so be-
cause all the iron, about sixty per
cent. of the ore, is volatilized by the
electric treatment. A method has,
however, lately been discovered of
separating the titanic acid from the
iron during smelting, whereby the im-
portant percentage of excellent iron
contained in the ore is recovered.
The plateau that forms the great
Labrador peninsula, covering three-
quarters of the county of Saguenay,
is a swampy plain, with a climate ex-
ceedingly cold, absolutely unsuitable
for cultivation. The Montagnais, the
Naskapis, and a few Eskimos wander
over these barrens and snatch from
them a miserable existence by hunting
and by trapping fur animals, as they
did at the time of the discovery of
the country. But the coasts border-
ing on the St. Lawrence are the rich-
est fishing-grounds in the world.
Beginning in the west part of the
district of Saguenay the first seigniory
found is that of Beaupré, created
16th January, 1636, by the Company
of One Hundred Associates, in favour
of Sieur Cheffaud de la Regnardiére,
who was by it clothed with all the
feudal rights appertaining to franc-
allew roturier tenure, including high,
middle and lower justice, hunting and
fishing privileges, even extending to
lands covered by the sea, mining
rights and also droit de jambage. On
the death of M. de la Regnardiére,
Mgr. de Laval bought all rights of
succession and became the seignior
of Beaupré. He made a gift of this
beautiful domain to the seminary of
Quebee, which still has title, through
a deed executed in Paris before not-
aries Carnot & Noyes on April 8th,
1680. This seigniory extends from
that of Beauport to Gouffre river,
with a frontage of twenty leagues on
the River St. Lawrence and a depth
of six leagues. On the 29th October,
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1687, Tle aux Coudres was granted to
the seminary under the same tenure
of franc allew roturier and was added
to thé seigniory of Beaupré. Indeed,
all the seigniories granted under the
French domination in the county of
Charlevoix enjoy the same tet;ul'e
franc allew roturier. )
. The little seigniory of Gouffre, hay.
ing a frontage of one-half league on
the St. Lawrence by four leagues
deep was granted on the 3rd Decem.
ber, 1682, to Pierre Dupré. It lies
between the seigniory of Beaupré ang
that of Eboulements. The present
owners are the heirs of the Drapeay
farlr)lily, Ofi Rimouski.
ierre de Lessard became Seigni

of Eboulements on the lstse:kg;lﬁo]r
1683. His domain had a frontage of
three leagues by a depth of two
leagues, and was bounded on the west
by the seigniory of Gouffre.
1723 this seigniory had chan
hands, because Pierre Tremblay
performed “an act of faith and hom-
age” as proprietor. For four
ations it has belonged to the fa
of Sales-Laterriére. This is the
3eigr}i01;y grgntei? under the F
omination in the count arle
VOix. B

Jean Bourbon, surveyor
New France, received'f);omgtell::“l o
pany of One Hundred Associates
1653 an important concession in the
region of Malbaie, with the title of
Seignior, but as he never fulfilleq
of the %onditions which the con b~
imposed upon him his ti
biis 14 g

Granted in 1674 by Intendant alon
to tM. ti’hilippe Gauthier de %
porté, the seigniory of Com
tended from Cap-aux-Oies t%oréi&
l’lAlg}e. M. hde Comporté did
clearing in that portion of the v;
which still bears his name, H‘.B'ﬁf
de Comporté emigrated to Canadg
the age of twenty-four years. n‘t
fled from a death sentence which -
been imposed upon him because in
course of an escapade he had beaten
judge by the name of Bonneay, in
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the little French town where he lived.
But in New France his conduct was
exemplary. He became a citizen of
mark and married Marie Bazire, the
daughter of the wealthiest merchant
in Quebee, who bore him a large fam-
ily. His good conduect led to his ap-
intment as church warden, and fin-
ally, in 1681, he obtained letters of
pardon from Louis XIV., and his sen-
tence was cancelled. Later his for-
tune declined, and he was obliged to
divide up his sefgniory of Malbaie.
The last third was sold at auction to
one M. Hazeur for the small sum of
. As this gentleman already pos-
gessed the other two-thirds he became
sole seignior of Malbaie. In 1708 the
Government of the day, desiring to
ereate a reserve for hunting .m‘the
country extending from the seigniory
if Les Eboulements to the River Min-
and in rear to Hudson Bay,
t from M. Hazeur the seigniory
of porté for $4,000. Two hun-
dred years later, with boundaries very
much more restricted, the same idea
has been carried out by the creation
of Laurentides Park. This M. Hazeur
was an important personage in the
eolony. An extensive merchant, he
Jeft at his death a considerable for-
tune to his two sons, as well as an
jmportant legacy to the seminary of
Quebee, on condition that they furnish
instruetion to two poor boys in per-
petuity. There is no doubt that th.e
i has always fulfilled this
obligation and that we owe to M.
Hazeur the successful career of many
Canadians who have been an honour
race.
”Oﬂ: tl:e 27th April, 1762, General
Murray made a gift of the seigniory
of Murray Bay to John Nairn, Cap-
tain of the 78th Infantry. The domain
extended from the seigniory of Les
ents to the River Malbaie,
with a front of three leagues and the
game depth. The seignior held his
title in free and common soccage. He
had a right to the wood and to the

but the mines were resegved to
m& Doubts having arisen as
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to the capacity of General Murray to
make such a concession, those interest-
ed had their rights confirmed on the
15th November, 1814, by competent
authority. On the 17th April, 1762,
a few days earlier than the grant to
Nairn, General Murray gave the
seigniory of Mount Murray to another
of his officers, Captain Maleolm
Fraser, of the same regiment. This
Seigniory was bounded on the west
by the River Malbaie and on the east
by the River Noire, and had a front-
age and a depth of three leagues,
English tenure, of free and common
soccage. Under the English domina-
tion only three seigniories were grant-
ed, those which I have just mentioned
and that of Shoolbred in the Distriet
of Gaspé. Mount Murray seigniory is
the most mountainous of the whole
distriet, and it is within its boundaries
that the Road of Seven Hills occurs.
Like the Seignior of Murray bay, the
owner of Mount Murray had doubts
as to the legality of his concession,
and on the 23rd May, 1815, he cansed
it to be confirmed by the Canadian
Government. All the wood on this
seigniory was sold three years ago to
The World, of New York, which has
since cut 40,000 cords from it an-
nually.

On the 7th November, 1672, a little
seigniory, having a frontage of a
league, between the Chaffaut aux
Basques and the River Saguenay, and
including Hare Island, was granted
to Sieur Lusson, but this a long time
ago reverted to the Crown. All these
seigniories were granted for agricul-
tural purposes.

The mountainous portions of
Charlevoix are not generally adapted
for culture, but it is quite otherwise
in the case of the valleys formed by
the rivers, and the low lands which
border the sea, where there are allu-
vial tracts of great richness The
enormous difficulties of clearing the
land were quickly overcome by the
robustness and pertinacity of our
fathers, and then what a country of
Cocagne it was for the inhabitants,
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who sowed wheat on wheat without
rotation of crops, yet always reaped
harvests of equal plenty. Sheltered
from the storms, with their barns full
and their mangers replenished, the
dwellers in these valleys were inelin-
ed to feasting and dissipation. Cut
oft from communication with the
outer world when winter arrived,
they kept their turkeys for their own

delectation, instead of sending them

to grace the boards of Quebec palaces.
What fat geese! What abundance
of game! What rich dumpling
stews !

It was nothing unusual to have
wedding feasts lasting three days,
with 150 guests. But they knew how
to wash down this indigestible food.
Jamaiea rum and French brandy ran
in rivers. The warden in charge of a
large parish was expected to keep on
tap at his house a barrel of Jamaica
rum with a cup hung on the faucet,
to satisfy the occasional wants of his
friends; and there were certainly
gsome abuses, because at Baie St. Paul
the Curé Lelidvre undertook one day
to forbid his parishioners, on pain of
sin, carrying to weddings bottles of
liquor in the pockets of their coats.
They dodged the issue by carrying the
bottles hung by cords from their
necks.

Fortunately the great temperance
retreat preached by Grand Viear
Mailloux, one of their own people,

‘born on Ile aux Coudres, together
with somewhat terrifying earthquakes
at Baie St. Paul, virtually changed
this state of things and made of a
drinking people a temperate popula-
tion. It should be added that Mgr.
Laflamme had not at that time ex-
plained that in the canyon through
which runs Gouffre River the hard
Laurentian granite on the one side
and the soft caleareous soil on the
other formed a sounding board from
which seismie disturbances caused
frightful noises.

Advocates were slow to take root
in the colony and particularly in this
difficult north shore country. IHow-
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ever, previous to the Cession, a royal
notary had established himself at Baie
St. Paul. On his sign-board he might
have had represented a wine cask,
because scandal charges him with
having been a great disciple of Bae-
chus. Ofttimes his goose quill, when
draughting a testament or marri
contract, would leave the paper and
continue the writing on the white
wooden table which served him as g
desk. When it came to reading the
draught his voice, resonant with the
rich phraseology of the old-time lan.
guage, would balk at a truncated line,
but he, superior to misfortune, with.
out a single observation, would pe.
place the document on the table, ye.
adjust the lines and continue rea:;lin‘
as if nothing had happened.

His best friend was the local pot.
ter, one readier to drink wine than
make jars for holding it. Both be.
ing married men, a winter's nighg
ofttimes found the two worthy house.
holds gathered round a jorum of
Jamaica, while the succeeding
dawned on beds containing con
conjugated to the great detriment of
their marriage contracts. But thejy
LOftiness of smfﬂ was such that

itter poison of jealousy nev
ed into their lives. y o -

These remarks apply parti
tg Baie St. Paul, because it was
that in my youth I was surro
by graybeards who reeountednnvg::
pleasure their personal experiences.
But Wha'cf took place there is a
portrait of what oceurred in
paiis]:les of Charlevoix. b

ike the Capitol of Rome, Bai
Paul was once saved by its gee:l: %
}759}1 ‘Wolfe had anchored his v
in the prairie harbour near
Coudres. The soldiers disemIle -
and, as they had done on the south
shore, began to pillage and burn the
housesii -The é)_opullation of the i
crossed immediately to Baie S
with the exception of a fewt.yP‘u'
dare-devils who desired to mak:‘m'
crifices to vengeance by killing En:

lish soldiers, and one day When
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ehance threw some officers into their
hands they took them across to the
bay to keep as hostages. Unfortun-
ately one of these officers was a
nephew of the General, who immedi-
ately organized an important expedi-
tion for the purpose of attacking Baie
St. Paul and releasing his relative.
But the residents of the bay had an-
ticipated this, and aided by the Ile
aux Coudres refugees dug a deep
trench in a pine grove near the shgre
and awaited the enemy. The remains
of this trench can be seen to-day with
pines more than a foot in diameter
ing in it.

The water being very shallow, the
English were obliged to take to small
boats, and lost several men while
landing. However, as they were pro-
vided with cannon, they breached the
trench and the natives fled. To-day,
as in those old times, the best armed
have the greatest success. The wo-
men, the old men and the children hid
themselves in the forest which covered
the mountains west of Baie St. Paul.
With them they took provisions, live
stock and poultry. :

The English upon landing, meet-
ing with no further resistance, con-
:gmtiomly burnt all the buildings in
the range at the bottom of the bay,
the only one at that time clear_ed, _and
m.red to follow the popula'tlon into
their hiding-places. Meantime the
Canadians, who had more than one
trick in their bag, had remarked that
the geese when excited emitted eries
which imitated fairly well the war
eries of the Montagnais. fl‘herefore
for some time they made life a bur-
den for these poor webfooted creat-
ures. The English had a salutary
fear of the Indians. Dreading an In-
dian attack in rear, they in their
turn fled, and the population of Baie
8t. Paul and Ile aux Coudres was
saved, thanks to their geese.

‘What relations exist between the
seigniors and their tenants? I can
truly say that the Quebec Seminary
has made an ideal seignior. Neverthe-
less the old leaven of hate on the part

of the tenant against his seignior has
always existed. Even this winter,
when the attorney of the seminary
went to colleet the cens et rentes, a
mere bagatelle, a few halfpence for
each arpent of frontage, he advised a
rich farmer to capitalize this rental.
“No,” replied the farmer, “I sghall
keep my money. The Germans will
soon be here and will relieve us of
all that.” )

East of the Saguenay, the first
seigniory we meet is that of Mille
Vaches, which was granted to Robert
Giffard, already seignior of Beauport,
on the 15th November, 1653. It had
a frontage of three leagues on the
St. Lawrence, beginning at the exist-
ing church of Mille Vaches and ex-
tending to the River Portneuf, and
had a depth of four leagues. As an
exception to the general rule this ten-
ure followed the usage of Vexin the
Frenchman. Giffard, who already
possessed the magnificent lands of
Beauport, was not tempted by the in-
different soil of the region of Mille
Vaches, but rather by the thousands
of sea cows or walruses which dis-
ported themselves on the immense
tideflats. Unfortunately for him the
walruses followed the example of the
Eskimos and fled towards the pole,
never to return. This seigniory be-
longs to-day to two Americans,
Messrs. Van Dyke and Drew.

From Portneuf River to Egg Island,
a distance of 150 miles, no seigniory
was granted. But on April 25th,
1661, the Company of One Hundred
Associates granted to Francois Bissot,
Sieur de la Rividre, “Egg Island, with
the right to hunt and to establish on
such of the mainland in the vicinity
as proved most convenient a perma-
nent fishery for seals, whales, and
porpoises, from the said Egg Island
to Seven Islands, and in the big bay
where the Spaniards ordinarily fish,
with the woods and lands n
to erect the said establishments, at a
charge per annum of twenty-two win-

ter beaver skins and ten pounds
tournois.”

e
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The boundaries of the territory on
the mainland were far from being
clear and precise, and in the last
twenty years of the 19th century this
obscurity gave rise to a long, drawn-
out suit that terminated only in 1893,
in the English Privy Council. The
plaintiff was the Labrador Company,
which claimed to be the inheritors of
the rights of Francois Bissot. The
Province of Quebeec was the defend-
ant. Mr. Justice Routhier of Mal-
baie, Chief Justice Dorion of the
Court of Appeals, and the Supreme
Court adepted the Provincial view,
declared emphatically that there had
never heen a seigniory on the main-
land at Mingsn, and that the said
Bissot had never had on any of this
territory more than a right of servi-
tude.

But the Lords of the Privy Coun-
eil found that section 10 of the act of
1856, which amended the Seigniorial
Act of 1854, reads, “And inasmuch as
the following fiefs and seigniories,
namely, Perthuis, Hubert, Mille
Vaches, Mingan and the Island of
Anticosti, are not settled the tenure
under which the said seigniories are
now held by the present proprietors
of the same respectively shall be and
is hereby changed into the tenure of
franc allew roturier”. And their
Lordships added : “This is an absolute
recognition by the Legislature of the
seigniory of Mingan. Even if it
could be proved that the Legislature
had been mistaken, tribunals are not
competent to set aside what the Legis-
lature has enacted. If an error has
been made by the Legislature it alone
can correct it, and the courts can
only put into effect what the Legisla-
ture has decided.”

Originally the Bissot heirs claimed
the whole north shore, extending from
Egg Island to Bradore Bay on the
Strait of Belle Isle, more than five
hundred miles of coast line, but their
successors greatly lessened their pre-
tensions, so much so that in 1854 they
claimed a frontage of only one hun-
dred and fifty miles, extending from
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Cape Cormorant to Goynish River
with a depth of two leagues. This u'
what the Labrador company possesses
to-day, and it is asking over one mil-
lion dollars for its domain. Its for.
est reserves are estimated at more
than five million cords of pulpwood.
So that it was well worth while car.
rying a suit for this to the Privy
Council. The Seigniory of Mingan is
peopled principally by Acadians,
whose story is a curious one. After
the Grand Coup, as they called their
dispersion from Acadia by the Eng.
lish, a remnant of their race took
refuge in the Magdalen Islands, in
hope of living there in peace and aw
f'romhall domination. Unfortuna

or them, about sixty years

found that their new }:iomai;gow::e{
seigniory possessed by the Coffin fam.
ily. The oldest inhabitants could net
support this new state of affairs, ang
they with their families emigrated in
a body to the north shore. On the
charming site of Pointe aux Esqui-
maux, threel hundred miles from
nearest civilization, with the hopi
still echoing with the ecries o‘;nm
Eskimos expelled by the Montagnais
a few years before, they had some
right to, hppe that they would be
lowed to live the patriarchal life thas
they loved. The suit before referred
to, adjudicated in 1893, was Ple‘dbd
and decided without their havin
knowledge of it. They lived in o
fect quiet until 1902, when they m
a rude awakening. Your humble
servant, at Pointe aux Esquimg
found himself confronted with 150
petitionary actions begun by
seigniors against the Acadians se

in thg seigniory. The counsel of the
seigniors (a Montreal advocate)

a very high stand. Another Mon
advocate, who chanced to be lmnﬁn'
in the Mingan islands, appeared for
the Acadians. His defence took
form of radical socialism of the g

est type, which agreed with the

tality of the defendants, and I h
never been able to understand w]."“
the agent of the seigniory was not



THE SEIGNORIES OF THE SAGUENAY

found strangled somewhere. Provi-
dence appeared on this occasion in the
form of Sir George Drummond, Presi-
dent of the company, who consented
to the concessions which I suggested
to him, and peace has existed ever

nn(«;en the 10th March, 1679, the seig-
niory of the islands of Mingan, with
the Island of Anticosti included, was
ted to Sieurs Lalande and Jol-
jette, the latter one of the discoverers
of the Mississippi. The islands from
Perroquet to Ste. Genevidve, follow-
ing closely the north shore, to-day
belong to the Hudson’s Bay Company.
The great Island of Anticosti was
bought twenty years ago by M. Men-
jer. Very large sums of money, ag-
gregating millions of dollars, have
been spent on that island with very
little result. I attribute this .fallure
to the slender knowledge which the
French had of this country, and the
ce which they shoviv{ed to

adopting Canadian methods. Here is
an exanfple: The first Superintendent
of Agriculture imported to the island
was a graduate of the school of Grig-
non, but came direetly from the
French Congo, where he had spent
many years. It is hardly necessary
to say that he was completely lost
when the first snow came and he un-
dertook to cart firewood for the col-
. He would not listen to the sug-
gestion that small Canadian sleighs be
nsed. He had one built to his own
taste, In size it bore some relation to
Noah’s ark, and a goodly proportion
of the draught animals of the island
were employed to haul it to the for-
est. There it was heavily laden. The
return proved difficnlt, so much so
that the phenomenon remained
there, and it was necessary to employ
the despised Canadian sleds to unload
it‘l(ilfm-mne pursued them even in
their amusements. The soil, the ani-
mals, and even inanimate things
showed themselves resentful of French

In his chateau at Gamache Bay, one
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fine day, the seignior decided that he
would have a bear hunt with beaters.
As he had numerous guests, it was de-
cided to apply the rules of venery in
all their rigour. At dusk, the party,
armed with the latest breech-loaders,
had their stations allotted to them
near Lake Plantain, by guards
brought from France, whi caused to be
observed the most orthidox of vener-
ies. The nights are cold in Anticosti,
and the larynx is speedily irritated,
but it was forbidden to cough. Every-
thing comes to an end in this world,
even misery. The signal agreed upon
was given, The silence was broken
by a fearful report, and everyone
rushed to see the prey. Horrors!
Seven or eight balls had pierced an
unfortunate oil barrel that had served
for the transportation of the bear
bait, but of bears killed—not one.

‘While this was going on poachers
from the north shore, armed with old
muzzle loaders, were killing M. Men-
ier’s best bears on the other side of
the island.

Quite at the eastern extremity of
the Province of Quebee, in a bay
which forms the estuary of St. Paul
or Esquimaux River, there is yet an-
other seigniory. On the 20th March,
1701, M. de Rigaud, Governor of New
France, conceded to Amador Gode-
froy, Sieur de St. Paul, Esquimaux
Bay and River, with five leagnes of
land in width on each side by ten
leagues in depth, with the islands and
islets that lie in the bay.

If the Sieur de St. Paul did not
know the land beforehand he must
have been greatly disillusioned when
he took possession of his domain, be-
cause it was not land that had been
given to him but moss-covered rocks.
However, the river yielded as much
as 200 barrels of salmon a year, which
was some compensation.

A family yet lives in the isolated
neighbourhood of St. Paul River that
traces descent from the first seignior
and therefore claims to be the bene-
ficiary of his rights. Tt is true that
they are descendants, but there is a
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gap in the line caused by the absence
of marriage, and as they have never
been legitimatized, this lessens their
legal claim.

The rocky, arid region of the La-
brador coast, from Kegaska to Blane-
Sablon, does not offer, and never will,
any possibility for cultivation. The
high latitude, the fifty-second degree
north, and the Strait of Belle Isle,
into which drift icebergs that come
from Greenland, keep the tempera-
ture excessively low all summer. Two
years ago in the beginning of Sep-
tember about fifteen icebergs, one of
which was more than a hundred feet
high, were adrift in front of Bradore
Bay. Last summer a north wind had
blown the icebergs off the shore, but
extensive snowbanks were glistening
in the sun on the flanks of all the
hills.

As some compensation, it is an
ideal fishing country of great rich-
ness. The numerous islands of the
archipelago bordering the shore offer
everywhere peaceful harbours. The
large rivers that empty into the sea
attract every spring shoals of salmon
on their way down from the Arectic
Ocean, and the coast fishermen net a
great many. Cod fishing, either by
net or by line, lasts throughout the
season, and Messrs. Whitely, New-
foundlanders be it observed, have
taken as much as 45,000 quintals of
codfish in a single season at their
scaffolds at Bonne-Espérance.

Herrings, the largest and fattest to
be found on the market, were abund-
ant twenty years ago. I have per-
sonally seen a draught of a seine bring
in 2,000 barrels. The next year the
herring no longer frequented these
waters, and their absence has ever
gince continued. The fact is explain-
ed by the disappearance of the boeéte
(animalculae on which the herring
feed) which will sometime come back
and bring the herring with them. At
the end of August last year symptoms
were more encouraging and large
schools began again to frequent the
bays on the coast. Unfortunately the

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

fishermen were not prepared for them.
They had neither seines nor barrels
and not even salt.

The most picturesque and the most
productive fishing was originally that
for seals. The seal I refer to is not
the small sprightly harbour seal with
a mottled skin, but the sea seal, which
grows to ten feet in length and in.
habits the polar seas during the sum.
mer season.

Late in the fall they reach the
of Labrador, in pursuit of the sar-
dines which play in the calm reaches
inside the islands and along the maiy.
land shore. This migration is eom.
posed of millions of seals, which fol.
low their prey into extremely narrow
channels, and even into culs-de-sqe
where their capture becomes an eagv’
matter. Under the French dominag.
tion, all favourable places were eithep
leased or granted. The titles haye
been lost, but these fisheries, as they
are called on the coast, are Jealously
retained by persons descended direet.
ly from the first farmers, or by
others who have purchased theip
rights from the heirs. Fifty years
ago, before petroleum was used, and
when the English Admiralty employ-.
ed seal oil for the illumination of its
lighthouses, some of these fisheries
brought in princely revenues. On an
average each seal was worth a guin

‘because the oil rendered from it

worth four shillings a gallon.

One of these fisheries, that of Bra.
dore Bay, was owned by a famsi
which caught on an average five thou.
sand seals a year, bringing in as
many guineas. This family, illitep.
ate, which had never practised nor
even suspected the existence of hj
life, nevertheless found meang of
spending this fabulous income. &
large schooner, loaded at Hali
with the best provisions and most ex.
pensive liquors, with clothing ang
other commodities, discharged a i
cargo before their door every an
The family had built a vast and lax
urious mansion. The expensive ell‘:
peting, bought in New York, was laig
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an artisan imported from that
eity. Bad taste prevailed, even to the
extent of inlaying in the steps of the
stairway a large number of French
gilver pieces. Every winter was pass-
ed in a perpetual carnival, attended

the fishermen of the neighbour-
hood ; and if the kings of France had
their fools, this family had its fiddler,
lavishly paid, whose mission consist-
ed in unceasingly grinding out jigs
and cotillions. The grandsons of this
family live to-day in sordid misery.
They inhabit gsod-covered huts where
their grandfather possessed a castle,
ginee burnt down.

It would require an abler pen than
mine to describe the life of the Labra-
dor fisherman. Everything with him
runs to extremes. Years of abundance
are succeeded by black misery. The
days, which are extremely long in
summer, are just as short in winter, A
torrid day in the month of July, when
the heat reflected by the naked rocks
ghrivels everything, is suceeeded by
a day when the north wind brings
down all the rigours of the pole. They
live amongst the ice, yet have no
wood and no coal. Their extravagant

itality when the fishing is good
is replaced by a barbarous struggle
for life in the lean years. They are
exceedingly poor, but always possess
two dwellings, one for winter on the

i d, so that they may be near
the forests; the other on the islands
off the coast for the needs of their

fishing. During the fishing

geason they sleep hardly three hours
a day. In the winter they burrow
like dormice, and may sleep twenty
hours at a stretch if they so desire.
1f the fishing has been good, this is a
time of feasting and amusements. At
eard table of an evening you will
meet a convivial soul who has made
eighty miles during the day in his
cometique, so that he may not miss a

game. But if illness or aecci-
m happens, life takes on a sombre
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hue. No physician, only empirical
barbarous remedies often worse than
the disease. Then they suffer, trust-
ing entirely in Providence.

They possess an extremely lively
faith, unfortunately sometimes verg-
ing on superstitition. And singularly
enough they have a great repugnance
to consulting a doctor. Last summer
a fisherman of Belles-Amours while
fishing for squid got a ecod hook
caught through his nose and cheek.
For two days the unfortunate man
had been taken from one scaffold to
another in the hope of finding a file
with which they could cut off the
shank of the fish-hook so that it might
be pulled out with pincers. On the
vessel with me was the Grenfell In.
stitute surgeon, who promptly placed
himself gratuitously at the disposi-
tion of the patient and advised an im-
mediate operation to prevent blood
poisoning. To my great surprise the
wounded man refused, and travelled
eighteen miles that night in a sloop
so that he might be operated on by
one of the repairers of the telegraph
line who had just arrived at Bonne-
Esperance.

From our point of view, the life I
have just deseribed may be regarded
as one of great misery, but if you re-
moved one of these fishermen to a
convenient and eivilized district he
would die of homesickness. I knew
an old fisherman, a native of Berth-
ier or Montmagny, who had spent
fifty years of his life at a good fish-
ing-station, but in a profound cavity
walled about with rocky heights near
Great Mekattina. There he amassed
a little fortune, about $20,000, safely
banked. Three years ago, after con-
sulting with friends, he decided to
pass a winter in Quebec. The next
spring he took the first schooner for
home, and he still tells with terror
how homesick he was and how nearly
he lost his reason spelling out the time
in the great city.



THE VEERY THRUSH

By CHARLES BARLTROP

WE passed a marsh with wooded shore
And heard a minstrel bird outpour
His heart to sylvan glooms;
A fragrance crept about the grove
From trees above a tranquil cove
And pendent alder blooms.

Close mantled in an olive brown,

With dusky dots his throat adown
And brown and yellow breast,

From morning until eventide

A modest mate he sat beside,
With humbler shading dressed.

A soulful spirit, unbeheld,

Yet all-compelling, as he welled
His berceuse on the wind;

His chant was soft, according well

With the leaf-murmurs of the dell
That lured the listening mind.

So there, far-hidden in the shade,

He must have loved the song he made,
So oft did he repeat; :
Though long his ditty dinned-the ear,
His “veery, veery, veery, veer”
‘Was tremulous and sweet.

One musing on so fair a scene,
Scentful, melodious and green,
A homily might word;

But waiving thought, far-fetched or strange,

I simply sensed the charm, the change,
The love, the song, the bird.
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BOSHAM DURING LOW TIDE

HAPPY BSHAM e MULLD
Ty Hmelia Lorotly Lefes

HERE is a story in English
history of a Saxon King—King
Canute—who was so fond of
compliments that a courtier wishing
to outstrip every previous suitor for
roval favour, one day told his Majes-
tv his power was so vast that he was
sure even the tides would stop at his
bidding. The foolish king took th!s
seriously, and calling together his
court he ordered a throne to be set
up on the shore. Here he seated him-
self and forbade the tide to rise, with
what result it is not difficult to guess!
This was in the tenth century, and
this very village of Bosham (pro-
nounced Buzzom), in the pretty coun-
tv of Sussex, was the scene of this
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tragic-comedy. Here it was that the
waves flouted the king.

Bosham Church of the Holy Trin-
ity was founded in the tenth century,
A.D., and much of its original strue-
ture still remains. Notice the pure.
ly Saxon arch over the nave. Part
of this church is Roman and part
Gothie, but the vaults are pure
Saxon, as are also some of the win-
dow-frames. The frame to the tomb
of King Canute’s daughter—in the
Nave—is Roman-Gothie, but the tombh
itself is Saxon and dates about 1020.

The roof of the tower has been re-
stored, perhaps in the sixteenth cen-
tury, but the tower itself is from the
10th century. Near to the church is



THE OLD MILL AT BOSHAM

It is 900 years old and still working

the Manor House, a Stuart building;
but it has in its garden a Roman
mosaic floor.

Fifty years ago the English cared
little for relies of antiquity, and on
this mosaic floor the Squire of the
Manor laid his lawn-tennis court. If
this were to be taken up the Roman
remains would be found intact.

At the back of the church runs a
brook, a little English rivulet. It
runs on towards the sea, but is dam-
med and turned off to work the mill.
This mill is one of the oldest histori-
cal monuments in England. It may
be 1,000 years old, and it is still in
use. The only known fact about it
is this one: it is mentioned in Dooms-
day Book, the record which William
the Conqueror caused to be written,
after he conquered Canute’s descend-
ant, King Harold, at the Battle of
Hastings in 1066—one of the few
dates every English child remembers!

But the history of Bosham goes
much further back than Doomsday
Book, which after all was only written
a matter of 845 years ago. For Bosh-
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am has a pre-Roman history, and was
certainly occupied before the time of
Christ. The first Roman attempt at
landing on the coast of Britain, was
made at Bosham many years before
Julius Caesar’s unsuccessful attempt
at Selsey Bill, a few miles off. Julius
Caesar came himself the second time
and succeeded. But the failure of
Selsey Bill cost the Romans dearly
Wrecked in the shallow waters and
hailed with arrows by the man of Sus-
sex, they had to retire as best they
could. All their gold and ornamenf;
were thrown overboard. Only g few
years ago Edward Heron-Allen (who
made the literal translation of Omar
Khayam) bought up about twenty
acres of land right to the water’s ede,
at Selsey Bill, and in the little mus-
eum he has erected in his garden there
may bq seen numerous gold rings
and coins of Roman make dati

from this attempted landing. anQ
which Mr. Heron-Allen has him]f
picked out of his own soil. He and
an authority from the British muse

also put together the remains of 5



HAPPY

BOSHAM IN THE MUD
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TOMB OF THE DAUGHTER OF

KING CANUTYF

One of the antiquities to be seen in Bosham Church

mammoth which he found on the
beach there. But Selsey is not Bosh-
am. 2
In England every county has its
own eharacter and its own dialect.

Was not each one a kingdom before
the Union!?

Q. strong is convention in the Eng-
lish eonntryside that every village has
its own distinet individuality, too,
even though only a few miles distant
from its neighbours. To such an ex-
tent is this true that the very boats
along the shore have distinetly differ-
ent shapes. One may wander along
the coast of any county in England

and note the difference in the boats
this is accounted for by the extraor
dinary variety of the foreshores. A
few miles may mean different land.
ing and sailing conditions,

From Bosham to Selsey cannot be
twenty miles, yvet at Selsey the shore
is one wide stretch of hard sand, while
at Bosham there is no shore, only a
harbour, a natural harbour which at
low tide discloses thick black mud for
miles out to sea. Into this mud, tra-
dition says, the first Roman adven-
turers sank.

“And,” say the Bosham fisherfolk,
“into this mud they Germans will
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ALONG THIS WALK AT BOSHAM TWENTY GENERATIONS HAVE
GONE TO CHURCH

sink, if so be’s they coom meddlin’ stronger escort keeps guard to-day
here wi’ theirm devil’s tricks.” than ever watched in Roman davs.

In and around the low hedges and Keen-eyed Khaki-clad soldiers ride to
lanes bordering those mud banks a and fro, seanning every man, woman

A STREET IN BOSHAM
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THE NAVE OF

and ehild in the district. Boats go-
ing in and out must give the pass-
word : and, out at sea, naval ships can
he seen bearing wounded or prisoners

BOSHAM CHURCH

of war—from or somewhere in France
to Portsmouth—not far from Bosh
am, where the guns of the naval de
pot can be heard. It is forbidden,

THE MANOR HOUSE, BOSHAM
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since August, 1914, to land on Hay-
ling Island, where very early British
history was made, and up and down
the shore at Selsey Bill, where Romans
were wrecked, paces Edward Heron-
Allen (Persian Scholar and micros-
copic)—revolver in hand—responsi-
ble to his king for the safety of his
portion of Sussex. Little Cosport, op-
posite to Bosham dyke, was until last
summer an artist’s colony. One of
the most famous English landscape
painters of his day, Mr. W. Wilson
Steer, and the Principal of the Slade
School, Mr. W. Tonks, spent summers
sketching there. But soon after the
declaration of war Mr. Tonks went to
offer himself as a surgeon (which
profession he had thrown up for the
art of painting, years before, and Mr.
Steer enrolled himself among the
Home Guard, in London, being be-
yond the age-limit for enlisting for
service abroad.

What incongruous days these are
for these old Sussex villages! And
what a hard time the Germans will

have if they ever succeed in making
a landing there!

Bosham is not many miles from the
old-world town of Chichester, now the
headquarters of a portion of the Brit-
ish army. To reach Bosham—or Sel-
sey—from Chichester, or to get to Chi-
chester from the coast, it is necessary
to eross—in a tram-car on one single
line—that part of the country where
the sea has made inroads, ﬂooding
the marsh, and almost turning Bogh.
am and Selsey into an island.

English people have fearlessly tak-
en their summer holidays here, as in
peace-time.

Happy Bosham in the mud has sent
all her young men to join the colours
“to put an end to they there Ger.
mans”, but all the women go cheerful-
ly about their work, caring for the
next generation. 2

In the thousand years which have
passed over that village wars have
come and wars have gone, and the
babies have always been the chief con-
cern.
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TRENCHES
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green envelope.” T said, and my

Cockney friend, Bill Teake, took
the green envelope, which needed no
regimental censure but was liable to
examination at the base, from his poe-
kes;Arf franc and five fags” he said,
speaking with the studied indiffer-
ence of a fish-wife making a bargain.

“«Falf a franc and two fags” 1

wered.
nnzArf a franc and four fags,” he
sal“‘]’i‘hree fags,” 1 ventured.

«Done.” said Bill, and added, “T’ve
now sold the bloomin’ line of com-
muniecation between myself and my
ole man for a few coppers and a
couple of measly fags.” :

“What’s your old man’s profession,
Bill?” T asked.

“Js wot?”’

“His trade?”

«Yer don’t know my ole man, Pat?”
he inquired. “Everybody }mows ’im.
'E ’as as good a reputation as old
times. Yer must ’ave seen ’im in the
Strand wiv ’is shiny buttons, burn-
ished like gold in a jooler’s winder,
carryin’ a board wiv ‘Globe Metal
Polish’ on it.” =

«Oh!” I said with a laugh.

«But ’e’s a devil for ’is suds ’e isi

»”

p—
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“l’l,L give you a half-frane for a

“What are suds, anyway ?” T asked.

“Beer,” said Bill. ““E can ’old
more’n any man in Lunnon, more’n
the ehucker-out at The Cat and Mus-
tard Pot boozer in W—— Road even.
Yer should see the chucker-out an’
my old man comin’ "ome on Saturday
night. They keep themselves steady
by rollin’ in opposite directions.”

“Men with good reputations don’t
roll home inebriated,” T said. “Exces-
sive aleoholic dissipation is utterly
repugnant to dignified humanity.”

“Wot!”

“Is your father a church-goer?” I
asked.

“Not ’im,” said Bill. “’E don’t be-
lieve that one can go to "Eaven by
climbin’ up a church steeple. °‘I’s
a good man, that’s wot ’e is. ’E works
'ard when ’e’s workin’, ’e can use ’is
fives wiv anyone, ‘e can take a drink
or leave it, but ’e prefers takin’ it.
Nobody can take a rise out of *im, fer
e knows ’is place, an’ that’s more’n
some people do.”

“Bill, did you kill any Germans
this morning ?” 1 asked.

We had made a charge that morn-
ing and captured two German
trenches. It was nmow noon and we
were standing in a trench which cut
across the road to Loos: the whirl-
wind of battle had spent itself and
now all was very quiet.
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“Maybe I did,” Bill answered, “and
maybe I didn’t. I saw one bloke, an
Allemonk, in the front trench laugh-
in’ like ’ell. ‘I’ll make yer laugh,’ I
said to ’im, and shoved my bayonet at
’is bread-basket. Then I seed ’is foot;
it was right off at the ankle. I left
’im alone. After that I’d a barney.
I was goin’ round a traverse and right
in front of me was a Boche, eight foot
’igh or more. Ooh! ’e ’ad a bayonet
as long as ’imself, and a beard as
long as ’is bayonet.”

“What did you do?”

“Ooh! I retreated,” said Bill.
“Then I met four of the Jocks, they’d
bombs. I told them wot I seen and
they went up with me to the place.
The Boche saw us and ’e rushed inter
a dug-out. Ome of the Jocks threw
a bomb, and bang!—”

“Have you seen Jimmy James?”’ I
asked.

“No, I didn’t see ’im at all,” Bill
answered. “I got a whiff of gas and
it made me arf drunk. I was mad.
’00’s this comin’?”

The newcomer was Jimmy James,
a clean-shaven youth of twenty, who
belonged to our section. We shook
“ hands.

“So you've got through it all
right ?” T asked.

“I suppose I did,” he answered,
but his voice lacked confidence. He
was for the moment like a man awak-
ing from a nightmare, and at a loss
to distinguish the real from the un-
real. “I got a whiff of gas,” said
Jimmy, “and it made me drunk. The
Regiment got mixed up with
ours, and I came across J , who
was at school with me. I hadn’t seen
him for three years. We shook hands
and had a long talk about home. Some-
how I forgot we were in a charge.

I saw a German, mother naked,
running round in a circle. 0
One of his own people’s shells hit
Rime e
“Did you kill any Allemongs?” ask-
ed Bill.

“I smote seventeen from the nave
to the chaps,” said Jimmy with a

smile, sitting down on the banquette

“Wonderful”” T exclaimed. ;

“Wonderful damned lie,” said Bill.

“It’s quiet now,” I remarked
“There’s nothing doing here at thé
moment. Now and again a German
machine gun goes pot against the
sandbags. Two men came down the
road an hour ago, and they got hit
in the head.”

“And that’s Loos!” said Jimmy
James, getting to his feet and looking
up the road. “It’s bashed about g
lot. There’s hardly a house standin
And that’s the Tower Bridge,” hé
concluded, looking fixedly at the Twin
Towers that stood searred but unbro-
ken over Loos coal mine.”

“There was a sniper up there this
mornin’,” said Bill. “’E didn’t arf
cause some trouble. Knocked out
dozens of our fellers. ’E was brought
down at last by a bomb.”

e laughed as he spoke, then be.
came silent. For fully five minutes
there was not a word spoken; the in-
corInprehensible held us mute.

approached the parapet st =
ily, and looked up the streIf:ts of %lth
a solemn, shell-scarred, mysterious
street, where the dead lay amidst the
broken tiles. Were all those brown
bundles dead men? Some of them
maybe were still dying; clutching at
life with vicious energy. A bundle
lqy near me, a soldier in khaki with
his hat gone. T could see his close
compact, shiny curls, which seemed
to have been glued to his skull. Clam-
bering up the parapet, I reached for.
ward and turned him round and saw
his face. It was leaden-hued and
dull; the wan and almost colourless
eyes fixed on me in a vague and
glassy stare, the jaw dropped sullen-
ly and the tongue hung out. Deaq
.- . And up the street, down m
the cellars, at the base of the Twin
Towers, they were dying. How futile
1t seemed to trouble about one when
thousands needed help. Where woulg
I begin? Whom should I help first ¢
Any help which I might be able
give seemed so useless. I had been

~

o . it



FROM THE TRENCHES

at work all the morning dressing the
wounded, but there were so many. I
was a mere child emptying the sea
with a tablespoon. 1 crawled into
the trench again to find Bill looking
over the parapet. This annoyed me.
‘Why, I could not tell.

“What are you looking at ?” T asked.

There was no answer. I looked
along the trench and saw that all the
men were looking towards the enemy’s
line ; watching as it seemed for some-
thing to take place. None knew what
the next moment would bring forth.
The expectant mood was prevalent.
All were waiting.

I could hear the wounded ecrying
and moaning somewhere near or per-
haps far away. A low, lazy breeze
slouched up from the field which we
had erossed that morning, and sound
travelled far. The enemy snipers on
the nearby copse were busy, and prob-
ably the dying were being hit again.
Some of them desired it, the slow pro-
cess of dying on the open field of war
is so dreadful. A den of guns,
somewhere near Lens, became voluble,
and a monstrous fanfare of fury
echoed in the heavens. The livid sky
seemed to pull itself up, as if to be
out of the way; under it the caval-
cades of war ran riot. A chorus of
sereeches and yells rose trembling and
whirling in the air, snatching at each
other like the snarling and barking

f angry dogs.

% Billg?t'ood motionless, his eyes fixed
on the enemy’s line, his gaze concen-
trated on a single point; in Jimmy’s
eyes there was a tense, troubled ex-
pression, as if he was caleulating a
sum whieh he could not get right
Now and again he would shake his
head as if trying to throw something
off and address a remark to Bill, who
did not seem to hear. Probably the
Cockney was asleep. In the midst of
artillery tumult some men are over-
come with langour and drop asleep
as they stand. On the other hand,
many get excited and burst into song
and laugh boisterously at most com-
monplace incidents.
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Amidst the riot, an undertone of
pain became more persistent than
ever. The levels where the wounded
lay were raked with shrapnel that
burst viciously in air and struck the
blood-stained earth with spiteful
vigour.

The ery for stretcher-bearers came
down the trench, and I hurried off to
attend to the stricken. T met him
crawling along on all fours, looking
like an ungainly lobster that has
escaped from a basket. A bullet had
hit him in the back, and he was in
great pain; so much in pain that
when T was binding his wound he
raised his fist and hit me in the face.

“I'm sorry,” he muttered, a mo-
ment afterwards. “I didn’t mean it,
but my God! this is hell!”

“You’ll have to lie here,” I said,
when I put the bandage on. “You'll
get carried out at night when we can
cross the open.”

“I’'m going now,” he said. “I want
to go now. I must get away. You'll
let me go, won’t you, Pat?”

“Does the trench lead out?” he
asked.

“It probably leads to the front
trench, which the Germans oceupied
this morning,” 1 said.

“Well, if we get there it will be a
step nearer the dressing-station, any-
way,” said the wounded boy. “Take
me away from here, do, please.”

“Can you stand upright ?”

“T’ll try,” he answered, and half
weeping and half langhing, he got to
his feet. “I’ll be able to walk down,”
he muttered.

We set off. I walked in front urg-
ing the men ahead to make way for
a wounded man. No order meets with
such quick obedience as “Make way !
a wounded man.”

All the way from Loos to the
churchyard, which the trench fringes,
and where the hones of the dead
stick out through the parapet, the
trench was in fairly good order; be-
yond that was the dumping-ground
of death.

The enemy in their endeavour to




372

escape from the Irish that morning
crowded the trench like sheep in a
laneway, and it was here that the
bayonet, rifle-but and bomb found

them. Now they lay six deep in
places. One bare-headed man

lay across the parapet, his hand grasp-
ing his rifle, his face torn to shreds
with rifle bullets. One of his own
countrymen hidden in the same copse
was still sniping at the dead thing,
believing it to be an English soldier.
Such is the irony of war. The wound-
ed man ambled painfully behind me,
grunting and groaning. Sometimes
he stopped for a moment, leaned
against the side of the trench, and
swore for several seconds. Then he
muttered a word of apology and fol-
lowed me in silence. When we came
to the places where the dead lay six
deep, we had to crawl across them on
hands and knees. To raise our heads
over the parapet would be courting
quick death. We would become part
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of that demolition of blood and flesh
which was the thing necessary for
our vietory. ;

On either side we could hear the
wounded making moan ; their ery was
like the yelping of drowning pui)pieg
But the man who was with me seeme‘d.
unconscious of his surroundings ; now
and again when I looked back at him
I saw a far-away gaze in his eyes
which I could not follow or under.
stand.

Seldom even did he notice the deaq
on the floor of the trench, he walkegq
over them unconcernedly.

I managed to bring him down to
the dressing-station. When we gp.
rived he sat on a seat and eried like
a child.

I met him again in London the
other day. He is now unfit for active
service, and 1is dressed in civilian
clothes. About twice a week youn
ladies present him with white .feathg
ers, he told me. T
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A ROMANCE of od FORT HOWE

AUTHOR OF * AN APOSTLE OF THE NORTH," “THE FRONTIERSMAN," ETC.

famous cities of the world have im-

portant hills near or s_m'roundmg
them. Athens has her Hill of Mars,
Rome her Seven Hills, and J cr}xsal‘em
her Mount of Olives. On this side
of the water the same is true. Mont-
real has her Mount Royal and Que-
bee her Citadel, to mention only two
out of many. These hills figured
largely in the world’s history and are
to-day surrounded with the halo of
rorél:.njghn, New Brunschk. also has
her hill, which rises sentinel-like and
rugged above the city of the Loyal-
ists. Not through the glory of war;
not to bold robbers, who sought its
side as a place of refuge, and not to
castles with frowning w_m_a.lls does qut
Howe demand recognition. Its hl.s-
tory is a simple record of peace, in
keeping with that of the city nestling
at its base. : : :

Fort Howe claims special consid-
eration to-day, not so much py rea-
son of the treaty of peace which was
here ratified with the Indians, or
that it was garrisoned by a large
number of soldiers, but because of its
association with one of the most re-
markable men England ever pro-

l’l‘ is interesting to note that many

duced.

William Cobbett was a young man
when he came to St. John, in 1785.
Too long would it take to tell the de-
tails of his early life; only one or
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two salient points shall be mentioned.
He was a self-made man, of humble
peasant origin. He was self-educat-
ed, too, and his struggles to obtain
knowledge reveal to us his great will-
power. He learned grammar, so he
tells us, when he was a private sol-
dier, receiving only sixpence a day.
The edge of his berth, or that of the
guard-bed, was the seat on which he
studied. His knapsack was his book-
case. A bit of board lying on his lap
was his writing-table. e had no
money to purchase candles or oil, so in
winter he had to use the light from
the fire, and only when his turn came
at that. To buy a pen or a sheet of
paper he was forced to go without a
portion of his food, even though he
was in a state of starvation. He had
to read and write amidst the talk-
ing, laughing, singing, whistling, and
brawling of at least half a score of
the most thoughtless of men.

“Think not lightly,” he wrote, “of
the farthing that I had to give now
and then for ink, pen, or paper. That
farthing was, alas! a great sum to
me.”

Once he had saved a halfpenny for
the purchase of a red herring in the
morning. This he lost, and so bad-
ly did he feel that he buried his head
under the “miserable sheet and rug,
and cried like a child”. What a les-
son is this to the youth of our land
who have every opportunity for study
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and who yet so often make little use
of it!

In 1785 Cobbett joined his regi-
ment, the 54th, in Halifax. His de-
scription of the place is by no means
flattering.

“Everything I saw,” he wrote, “was
new; bogs, rocks, and stumps, mos-
quitoes and bull-frogs; thousands of
captains and colonels without sol-
diers, and of squires without stock-
ings or shoes.”

Within a few weeks his regiment
was ordered to St. John, and very
different was the impression which
New Brunswick made upon Cob-
bett’s mind. He was in his happiest
mood when writing about the rivers,
creeks, waterfalls, trees and scenery.

“Tf nature in her very best hum-
our.” he wrote, “had made a spot for
the express purpose of captivating
me, she could not have exceeded the
efforts which she had here made.”

Two outstanding incidents connect
Cobbett’s name indelibly with Fort
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Howe. The first is that of hi
ance, which led to his mam}il:g:olp‘
after years. There was stationed heln
a sergeant of the artillery, Reiq [fe
name, who had a beautiful daughg g
at this time thirteen years of aer,
Cobbett first saw her for about —
hour in a room in company {vi&:;:
others, and it was love at first si 1
This favourable impression wasg‘lt'
greased three days later when wail}‘
ing one cold winter’s morning ,bv o
house, he saw her out on the g
serubbing out a washing-tub.
“"f(hat’s the girl for me,” he
marked to his two compani
out of her hearing. P
Just below the summit of
Howe, and mnear Sergeant Reia .
house, was a spring of clear w SN
bubbling out from the base of g later
limestone rock. At this place vy
was obtained for the surroun -
houses, and here without any d
the young lovers often met. Oul?t
spring is sometimes called

her
now

h
“Collf



OLD WELL (MARKED X) IN THE LIMESTONE AT FORT HOWE, WERE WILLIAM
COBBETT AND HIS SWEETHEART USED TO MEET

bett’s Well”, but it is generally known
as “Jennie’s \\'(*1.1”. I_t is commonly
supposed that thls.sprmg was named
after Sergeant Reid’s (]augzhter. and
it may come as a surprise to some to
learn that her name was Ann and not
Jennie. One suggestion is that per-
haps her name was Jennie .-\nnl. There
is another I consider more feasible.
Jennie, or Jinny, may lmyu been a
nickname given by the soldiers to th.e
sergeant’s daughter. Be that as it
mayv. the spring will al\\‘ays be known
as “Jennie’s Well”. There is a strong
temptation to give the imagination
free scope and to weave m'ound'tlus
spring the spell of romance. Some
day, perhaps, future poets and novel-
ists may find in the incidents sur-
rounding Jennie’'s Well inspiration
and material.
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Cobbett’s loyalty to Jennie (It is
hard to call her by any other name
now) was severely tested more than
six months later. He was moved to
Fredericton, and in one of his ram-
bles he came to the house of a “Yan-
kee Refugee”. Here he met a young
woman, nineteen years of age, who
aptivated him at once. It was a
severe test of his devotion to Jennie.
This new maiden, according to his
own words, was dressed in a “neat
and simple fashion. She had long
light-brown hair twisted nicely up,
and fashioned to the top of her head,
in which head were a pair of lively
blue eyes, associated with features of
which that softness and sweetness, so
characteristic of American girls, were
the predominate expressions, the
whole being set of hy a complexion
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AN OLD BUILDING AT FORT HOWE

It was used by soldiers many years ago

indicative of glowing health, and
form, figure, movements, and all tak-
en together, an assemblage of beau-
ties far surpassing any that I had
ever seen but once in my life. That
once was, too, two years agone; and
in such a case and at such an age,
two years, two whole years, is a long,
long while. Here was the present
against the absent; here was the
power of the eyes against that of
memory ; here were all the senses up
in arms to subdue the influence of
thoughts; here was vanity, here was
passion, here was the spot of all spots
in the world, and here also was the
life, and the manners, and the habits
and pursuits that I delighted in; here
was everything that imagination can
conceive united in conspiracy against
the poor little brunette in England.”

But notwithstanding all these in-
ducements Cobbett was loyal to the
little brunette in England. IHe join-
ed her there several years later, and
they were married. There is an inci-
dent which shows us what a sterling
woman Jennie was. When she left
for England Cobbett had given her
one hundred and fifty guineas, which
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he had saved in order that she mji
not have to work so hard. Wh?x:g:::
reached England he found his “little
girl a servant of all work (and harq
work it was) at five pounds a year
and, without hardly saying a word‘
she put into his hands the whole one
hundred and fifty guineas unbroken*
Jennie made Cobbett a good wife
“Ir} the perpetual cyclone,” says oné
writer, “which Cobbett managed tq
keep in operation, Mrs. Cobbett moved
serene and equable, bearing stro
children and bringing them up, mingdg
ing the house and farm, visiting he‘
husband at Newgate when she eou]dr
at other times sending him hammpere
of fowl and eggs, roast pig and v
tables, and home-made cheese. If
mob smashed his windows in | =
land, or threatened to lynch himn&
America, Mrs. Cobbett did not go 1::1
to hysteriecs. She received T z
rand and other noblemen, met lead‘
ing public men in London, or in | 3
country home, and sat up till 2 gp 3
o’clock in the morning, like Iy
tia, with a supper ready for her lorg
when he should return with his eq.
rades from some of his political agim‘
tion meetings. Toward the end of his
troubled life, Cobbett said that ows;
to his wife he never had real careg
And Cobbett made a good hushan,
He never stayed away from he %
when he could help it. Onee in ;:e
United States he paraded the stree: =
all night, when his wife was ill, g oo
ing off barking dogs. T may cloée s
account of his romance with the w.
of the noted Miss Mitford, who v,qrd‘sit
ed the Cobbetts in England : i

‘‘Everything was excellent—ey T¥ythin
was abundant—all served with th‘:a

est nicety by trim waiting dam . oy
everything went on with s%xch qusieel: e
larity, that in the large circle of ~egu-
no one could feel himself in the wfu%
need not say a word more in praise oy. I
good wife to whom this admirable £ the
was mainly due. She was a sweet m, order
ly woman, realizing our notion of s

Scott’s most charming characters fan o
Dlgm;)lllt, i]n h:r simplieity, her ki’ndA"nN
an er devotion ess,
children.’’ e e ang




A ROMANCE OF. OLD FORT HOWE

While stationed at Fort Howe, Cob-
bett was made corporal and became
clerk to his regiment. About this
time the new discipline, or the “Dun-
das System,” as it was called, was
gent out from England. It gave in-
structions as to the mode of handling
the musket and marching, and was
to be studied by officers and put into
immediate practice. “Though,” as
Cobbett said, “any old woman might
have written such a book,” it had to
be complied with before the next an-
nual review. The oﬂicers- neglected
its study until a short time before
the review took place, and Cobbett
was the only one who could give

m instructions.
th(;n “The Life and Letters of Wil-
liam Cobbett”, by Lewis Mellville, re-
cently published in two volumes, there
ijs a humourous caricature by Gilray
of a scene on Fort Howe on this oc-
easion. Cobbett is standing in the
midst of excited officers, one he has
just threshed and sent away rubbing
the affected parts and another is re-
ceiving his punishment, while others
are standing near, with terror depict-
ed upon their faces, trying to stl}dy
the manual. Then when the review
did take place, Cobbett lamented that
he had to stand upon the f!ank qf
the Grenadier company, with his
worsted shoulder-knot, and his high,
coarse, hairy cap confounded in the
ranks among other men, .whlle those
who were commanding him to move
his hands or his feet, thus or thus,
were in fact uttering words which he
had taught them and were in every-
thing except authority his inferiors.

Later on Cobbett got more than
even with his officers. While hgre_ he
found that they were committing
flagrant breaches of trust that affect-
ed the public purse. As clerk he had
access to all the books, and having
made voluminous extracts, he ex-

the culprits upon his return to
England. But the full account of

this would take too long to relate

here.
Cobbett’s. fame spread throughout
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the Province. He had to visit people
in all parts, and while in Fredericton
he settled nine lawsuits. He had to
attend to the affairs of the whole
regiment, all its accounts, parades, its
guards, its everything. He found
time to study English and French.
He built a barrack for four hundred

men, without the aid of either
draughtsman, carpenter, or brick-
layer. He went through a tract of

timber more than one hundred miles
where no man ever ventured to go
alone before, and this he did for the
purpose of stopping desertion, by
showing the regiment that he was able
to follow the fugitives. In addition
to these he found time for skating,
fishing, shooting, and all other sports
of the country.

The whole of Cobbett’s life was
one of tremendous activity. 1 have
merely touched the fringe of the sub-
jeet, for it would take a long time to
tell of his after career. It was won-
derful, appalling, to think that one
man could accomplish so much. From
a poor peasant boy he reached almost
the highest position in the realm. He
published seventy-four books, maga-
zines, and pamphlets; he ecrossed
swords with kings and statemen; he
was imprisoned for giving expression
to his views; he fought the battles of
the poor and downtrodden, and in his
day he was maligned and persecuted.
But when he died all the world,
friends and foes alike, acknowledged
his greatness. The Times (London)
pronounced him the most extraordin-
ary Englishman of his age, and call-
ed him “The last of the Saxons”, The
Morning Chronicle declared that he
was the most powerful writer Eng-
land ever produced, and the Standard
acknowledged that he was the first
political writer of his age, wholly
without "a rival since the days of
Swift. Of him Elliott the poet
wrote:

Yes, let the wild flowers wed his grave,
That bees may murmur near,

When o’er his last home bend the brave,
And say, ‘A Man lies here’’.
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For Britons honour Cobbett’s name,
Though rashly oft he spoke;

And none can scorn, and few will blame,
That low-laid heart of oak.

And what shall I more say? For
time fails in which to tell of his
greatness. He was a planet which in
its impetuous rush touched for a,
time a rugged hill in St. John. Fort
Howe is to become transformed. It
has witnessed many changes in the
march of years. It saw the stirring

events surrounding old Fort LaTour,

and the struggle for the grip of em-
pire; it watched the Loyalists land
upon these shores, and beheld a city
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grow strong and prosperous at its
feet. It will behold many changes in
the years to come, for St. John is de-

_stined to become a large shipping

port, a city where the Old and the
New Worlds meet. Crowned and
crested with the glory of flowers,
trees, and avenues, Fort Howe still
smiles its benediction on the City of
the Loyalists. But amid all the his-
toric interest of this old hill none
will appeal more to the hearts of
future generations than its associa-
tion with the famous William Cob-
bett and the beautiful maiden of the
washtub.

JHE CI1Y: OF SILENCE

By CARROLL AIKINS

IDE walls of marble circle it and seal

The interlocking stones from outer sight,
And rear themselves to such mad wastes of height
Above the azure where the senses reel
That never may the barren ramparts feel
Even the tremour of an eagle’s flight,
Their guarded secrets may no voice reveal,
No vision strip their mysteries to sight.’

Ye dwellers in the city!

‘What desire

Walks the pale prison-places of your fate?
What love unspoken, timid to aspire,
Lingers so close beside the postern gate?
‘What mute salvation of a word unsaid!
What souls of women whence the body fled!




THE ADVENTUROUS ENGLISHMAN
3 Y %ﬂ@’f@ﬂ%ﬁ/ﬂ

OU remember, of course, Great
YBritain’s late unpleasantness
with the Republic of San Isa-

dore. When his Majesty’s Gover-nment
broke off diplomatic relations with the
South American state, it requested
Unecle Sam to look after its affairs in
that country. I was American <_30ns1’11
at Bilidad, and when his Majesty’s
consul withdrew, 1t fell to my lot to
safeguard the British residents going
out of the country. This I did with
all possible haste, because the San
Isidoreans, inflamed by war talk,
were threatening to exterminate them.
Having placed the last Englishman,
as I thought, on the train for the
coast, I gathered up my accumulated
newspapers and went over to the For-
eign Club to catech up with my read-
ing. Being comfortably settled, I
opened my first paper, when one of
the house boys dropped a note on the
table at my elbow, and stood stiffly

iting my pleasure.

aw:?‘%hog br(})rught this?” I demanded.

“A policeman, excellency.”

Grumbling to myself over the inter-
ruption, I opened the nuisance and
glanced at the signature. Then I sat
.bolt upright and read the contents in
a sort of dull rage. The communica-
tion ran:

«If you can spare a few moments
of your very valuable time, you will
confer a great favour by callmg”on
me at the Balboa street carceral.

3319

It was signed, “Albert Edward Re-
ginald Huber”.

The note angered me in more ways
than one. The sarcastic qualification
of my “time,” the insoueciant refer-
ence to the present whereabouts of
the writer, the fact that I had just
been congratulating myself upon hav-
ing got every remaining Englishman
out of Bilidad—I rose, jammed on my
hat, and departed the club, mutter-
ing savagely: “You can never tell
about these quiet, unassuming chaps,
particularly if they are English. Pro-
bably he has been asserting his in-
alienable British rights and defying
the San Isidoreans to molest him.”

For I knew this Huber, having met
him frequently at the club. He was,
apparently, a mild-mannered, inof-
fensive man, and I wondered what he
had been doing to get himself into
the Balboa street jail. In faet, I had
always attributed his inoffensiveness
to his stupidity. He seemed to me ex-
ceedingly dull.

As the policia had not already exe-
cuted Albert Edward Reginald, I sur-
mised that he had committed no more
than an indiscretion to account for
his durance. That being the case, by
exercising a little diplomacy, I might
be able to free him and send him
down to Ponce on the afternoon train
in time to catch the French steamer, |
which was standing by to take off the
refugees. It all seemed simple en-
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ough until I called on Albert Edward.
Then—

Arriving at the jail, I was ushered
into the presence of the chief of pol-
ice. T demanded why Mr. Huber was
being detained in the carceral. The
chief, by the way, was an American
soldier of fortune, with a pock-mark-
ed face. He travelled by the name of
Hugh Lee—without the “fitz”. He
now assumed an expression of great
gravity and assured me that Albert
had killed a man—“one of my own
members of the civil police.”

“Killed a man!” I exclaimed. “He
wouldn’t kill a mosquito.”

“Do you mean to infer—?%’ the
chief began stiffly.

“That your men are mosquitoes?”
I supplemented. “No. The art of
flattery is not one of my accomplish-
ments. I mean to say that I never
knew a more gentle, inoffensive, mod-

- erate man than Mr. Huber. The very
idea of him committing murder is
preposterous.”

“All the same he done it,” observed
Mr. Lee.

“Of course there is some mistake.
Was Mr. Huber attacked ?”

“On the contrary, he did the at-
tacking. He killed the man without
provocation—stabbed him through the
heart merely.”

“Stop your kidding, Hugh,” I re-
monstrated. “You don’t believe a
man like Huber would kill a person
in cold blood. He is a gentleman.”

“He is an Englishman,” the chief
said darkly. “It was like this: Mr.
Huber was walking across the plaza
and happening to pass one of my men,
he wrenched his sword from him and
ran him through the body. The man,
unfortunately, is dead. What do you
know about that?”

“] know that you are an ass to be-
lieve such a silly tale. Of course I
may speak with Mr. Huber.”

“Certainly. Antonio, show el senor
to the cell of the Englishman.”

Tony the warder led me down a
crooked corridor and opened a door.
As I stepped into the cell, I noted that
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it was a large, airy room, tclerably
clean and passably furnished, with
iron grating across the windows. My,
Huber was gazing through one of the
windows, but turned at my entrance
bowed a little coldly, I thought, and
drawled, “Aw, you’ve come at lawst.”

“I started the instant I received
your note,” I replied testily. His in-
timation that I had been slow in an-
swering his summons nettled me as I
thought of all T had gone through in
behalf of his fellow countrymen.

“Pardon me. You were out of the
city, then?”

“T haven’t set foot out of Bilidad
for two months.”

“But I sent you that call three days
ago.”

“It hasn’t been in my hands an
hour. To whom did you entrust it 9>

“Aw, we’d better let that pass now
what? As long as you are here, ié
doesn’t matter, really, y’ know. How
soon can you get me out of this
frightful place?”

“In a few hours, I hope. But see
here. Why didn’t you report at the
consulate to be sent down to the
coast with the others of your ilk9”

He looked at me reproachfully.
“How could I, when I have been im-
mured in this blawsted hole for the
past three days?” he asked.

“Pardon me,” T said. “I forgot.”

“Besides,” he added, “I do not in-
tend to leave Bilidad.”

“Don’t intend to leave! Oh, well!
I can’t make you. But you will be
hounded through the streets like g
bandit—Xkilled, probably, by these ex-
citabl_e people. If you insist on re-
maining, you’d better bring your
luggage over to the American con-
sulate till this furor dies down.”

“Thanks awfly, old chap, but I
prefer my hotel—and the club.”

“Very well. Your blood be upon
your own head! What about thig
man you are supposed to have mur.
dered ?” e

“He killed himself, y’ know.”

“You astonish me. Why did the
gentleman desire to die?”
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“He was overcome with remorse, 1
take it, for having insulted my flag.”

“Ah! Now we are getting at some-
thing tangible. So he insulted the
British flag. And then killed him-
self ?”

“Qo I asseverated. Rawther extra-
ordinary proceeding, I admit. You
see—but I say, old chap, cawn’t you
get me out of this ghastly dungeon
first? We'll talk it over at the club.
T’m suffering for a drink, really.”

“Never mind about the drink!” I
said sternly. “T’ll send that in later.
Go on about the self-murdering pol-
iceman.” :

“There’s little”to it

rd, v° know.
B ievil e did! Go on from the
beginning.”

“MThere isn’t much to tell. I was
crossing the plaza three days ago
when I overheard this fellow cursing
the flag which floated over our con-
sulate, y° know.
shocked to hear the dear old emblem,
which has stood for so many years
for the best traditions—.” .

«“Yes, yes!” I interrupted hastily.
«T understand all about that. Go on
with your story.”

«__the flag that Nelson and Wel-
. n__"’
1m‘glt’(zre heard about Nelson and Wel
lington, too. Please te}l me about the

oliceman falling on h_1s sword.f’

“A most extraordinary circum-
stance! I started to say to him, ‘See
here, my good fellow,” when he turn-
ed on me with the most ferocious ex-
pression imaginable and howlgd, ‘Ah
ha! The Englishman! I yvlll keel
heem queek!” and he drew his sword.
1 thought the reckless fellow was go-
ing to puncture me, ¥y’ know, so I
threw up my arm to ward off the
blow. He started back and tripped
over his silly feet and fell directly on
his own sword. Devilish awkward qf
him, I think. It ran through his

»
heﬁiti‘e you sure you didn’t lay hands
on him, or on his sword ¢’

«My dear chap, I had not the

He fell on his

I was frightfully
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slightest intention of punishing the
fellow for his insulting words. I
merely wanted to protect myself. Per-
fectly natural for a man to want to
protect himself, what ¢”

“Perfectly natural,” I agreed.

“I think, maybe, the ecrowd jostled
the sword from his hand. At any
rate, it fell hilt down on the ground,
and he precipitated himself upon the
point. You see, there is very little to
explain.”

“So it appears,” I replied sarcasti-
cally. “But unfortunately the au-
thorities are unreasonable enough to
attach some importance to the killing
of a policeman. Have you any wit-
nesses to the incident?”

“I was accompanied by the Brazil-
ian consul at the time, and his vice
was walking immediately behind us.
Both saw what happened.”

“T will see the Brazilian consul at
once. Maybe together we can get you
out of here. But I can’t promise you
permission to leave Bilidad.”

“I have no wish to leave.”

“Still determined to hang around,
eh? Why?”

“Why should T go? My govern-
ment is not at war with San Isidore—
yvet. My inalienable rights as a Brit-
ish citizen—.”

“Hang the rights, man! This is no
time to talk like that. The native
mind is inflamed against your gov-
ernment and its subjects. When you
see an anarchist hurling a bomb in
publie, you don’t stop to argue about
your inalienable right to walk the
streets unmolested. No, sir! You
duck and duck quick. T’ll do my ut-
most to secure for you safe conduct
down to the coast.”

The Englishman shook his head
with an apologetic air. I think he
was almost sorry for causing me so
much time and worry. He began, “As
i h’a,we already asseverated, my rights

I raised my hand in feeble protest.
“Spare me, please, from any further
asseverations. Your inalienable
rights as a British subject have been



382

suspended for the time being at least.”

He looked terribly shocked. “Im-
possible! My word !” he exclaimed.

“Uh-huh!” T went on relentlessly.
“Suspended, abrogated, annulled, re
pealed, and all the rest. Forgetthem.
The afternoon train leaves at three.
You are going to join your friends on
board the Frenchman at Ponce.”

“But really, my dear fellow, I do
not eare to—.”

“Fnough! Say no more!” I com-
manded. “I will send in that drink.”

Scarcely crediting the English-
man’s account of the policeman’s
death, I determined to make an ap-
peal for his release direct to the chief
of police, before making myself ridi-
culous by asking the Brazilian consul
to corroborate such an amazing story.
I thought I might be able to bully
Hugh Lee into freeing Huber. Fail-
ing that, I would use my personal in-
fluence. Lee could not well deny me.
In the ten years of our acquaintance,
I had been of service to him frequent-
ly. Onece I had saved him from the
firing squad when he had been so un-
fortunate as to throw in his lot with
the losing side.

Re-entering the office, I said,
“Hugh, I want you to release Mr.
Huber—at once.”

“Sorry, old man, but I can’t do it.
He’s got to stand trial for murder.”

“Piffle! You don’t believe that
cock-and-bull story about his killing
a man. Besides,” I said, “the Brazil-
ian consul and hig assistant saw the
whole thing and are prepared to come
here and swear that the Englishman
didn’t lay a hand on the man or on
his sword. Now I want to ask you a
pertinent question. Why did you
withhold Mr. Huber’s letter to me
for three days? It is a serious matter
to hold a British subject incommuni-
cado.”

The chief snapped his fingers air-
ily. “Oh licll?” he said. “I should
worry.”

«TLe Prairie is at Ponee with three
or four 1. &. gunboats,” I reminded
him. “Ilow wculd you like to have
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us land marines and march them up
here to protect foreigners? At a word
from me they will come.”

“Suppose I close the wire to you.”

“Do,” T urged. “That would be
capital. The commander has positive
instructions, if he does not hear from
me twice every twenty-four hours, to
land without delay and come to my
rescue. [’'ve got you beaten four
ways, Hugh.”

The chief began to look irritated.
“I might fake some messages and send
them in your name,” he said hope-
fully.

“You can’t put them into code.”

“Hang the Englishman! Take
him!” the chief said wearily. “He’s
a burning nuisance anyway. But you
must promise me, old man, not to let
him leave the city. I want him where
I can put hands on him at any min-
ute—for the inquest over the police-
man, you know.”

“No danger of his skipping,” I re
torted. “That’s the horrible trouble.
He is determined to stay. I spent an
hour trying to convince him that he
ought to leave Bilidad without delay
but he is standing on his rights as ;;
Brifish subject and positively won’t

0.

I took the Englishman to the eclub
and said, “Now, Mr. Huber, I want
you, please, to drop into my office
every day as near noon as you can
conveniently make it. If you fail to
appear, I shall be compelled to cable
to the state department that you are
missing. That may cause furthep
complications—may even embroil the
government I represent.”

“Am I to understand that T am
still a prisoner ?” he asked plaintively

“Not at all,” T reassured him. Y, mi
have been parolled in my custody, anq
I have promised to produce you when
the coroner gets busy on the body of
that suicidal policeman.”

; “Of course, T am thankful to yon
or getting me out of that fri
hole, but—.” \ins

“I thought it was rather a de

place,” T ventured. .
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“Ghastly ! As I was about to remark,
I am under surveillance; is that it?
Must report every day and all that.
Sort of ticket-of-leave man. It is an
outrage. As a subject of Great Bri-
tain—.”

This time I forestalled him. “Bo-
ther your everlasting rights!” I said.
“We all have them, theoretically. The
question is, are you coming, or must I
look you up every day ?”

“Oh, I’'ll come, my dear fellow. Rot-
ten nuisance y’ know. But I'll come.”

I returned to my newspaper read-

ing.

%‘or three days he did come. Then,
on the fourth, or fifth day, I sudden-
ly awoke to the realization that he
was avoiding the consulate. While I
was debating whether to run after
him, or give him his own time to re-
port, the chief of police stalked into
the office. He looked glum.

“Where is that damned English-
man?’ he demanded. - 3

“Around the city somewhere, I sup-
pose.” T replied with what confidence
I could. S o ke

“Suppose again,” the chief said
nastily. “He’s vamoosed.”

“What makes you say that?”

“T had my men keeping tabs on
him, and he gave them the slip. He
is not in Bilidad.”

“Tf he is gone, that’s the reason. He
has a perfect horror of being watch-

»

“Hang it all! T did it for his own
good as much as anything. He was
attacked in the streets the other day,
and it was all my men could do to
rescue him from mob violence. Why
has any man the right to cause other

eople so much annoyance?”

“You forget his inalienable rights
as a British subject,” I retorted; but
my sarcasm was lost on the chief.

«T released him in your custody, so
it is up to you to find him,” he said.

«T will do so—at once.”

“Do you think you can?” the chief
asked dubiously. :

“J’11 wager the dinners onit.”

“It’s a go.” The jefe de las policia
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left the consulate much encouraged.

Three hours later I returned his
call. “The Hotel of the Seven Lights
with suit me all right,” I proclaimed
jauntily. “I trust the dinner will be
ample reward for all my trouble.”

“You’ve found him?” the chief ex-
claimed. “Where is he?”

“At the Flor de Lis hacienda in La
Paz?”

“How did you do it?”

“Basily enough. This, as you may
recollect, is Tuesday—steamer day. I
happened to remember how particu-
lar Mr. Huber is to be at the club
when the foreign mail comes in. T
knew that if he was within reach of
the clubhouse, he would be on hand
this noon for his home letters. So I
went over there a little before the
mail was due and hung around till it
was distributed. But no Huber. I
had about given him up when a peon
walked up to the desk and asked for
Senor Huber’s mail. I asked him
where Senor Huber was, and he told
me just as I have told you.”

“I’ll send for him at once.”

“Wait!” I said. “Why not let him
remain where he is till you want him
for the inquest? He is much safer
there than here. Probably he is with
friends. I’ll motor out to La Paz this
afternoon and have a talk with him.”

o

w

I found the Englishman at the Flor
de Lis hacienda. He seemed thor-
oughly at home. He was sitting on a
stone bench under a shading tree, with
a young and beautiful lady of dis-
tinetly Castilian appearance, when I
brought my car to a stop beside the
horse-stone. I glanced around in
search of a duerna, but failed to per-
ceive one.

It required no exceptional perspic-
acity on my part to see that the beau-
tiful young woman was in love with
the Englishman. Also, that the Eng-
lishman adored the beautiful young
woman. Suddenly I knew Huber’s
reason for wishing to remain in San
Isidore. All his bluster about British
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rights was but a cloak of hypocrisy
to hide the real motive.

As I stepped from the car, the
young lady retired to the house. The
Englishman came forward to meet me
with outstretched hand. “Glad to see
you, old chap,” he said with unlook-
ed-for warmth. “Unexpected pleas-
ure, really. Have a seat.”

I threw myself down on the stone
bench. “How long have you been in
La Paz?” 1 asked.

“How long? ILet me think. Since
Saturday night, I believe. To-day is
Tuesday.”

“Why didn’t you let me know where
you were?” I asked severely.

“How could I when I didn’t know
where I was?”’

I eyed him a moment in cold sus-
picion. The bovine placidity of his
countenance almost disarmed me. “Do
you know where you are now ?” I said
ironically.

“Oh, yes. You just asked me how
long I had been in La Paz.”

“If I had been in your place, I
think I would have asked some one,”
I continued cuttingly.

“But I don’t understand their bal-
ly lingo. Don’t you think you are a
bit unreasonable, old chap

“Not more so than the case war-
rants,” I replied. “See here, if you
don’t sabe Spanish, how do you make
out with the pretty young lady?”

The Englishman flushed. “Oh, the
Senorita Dolores speaks English per-
fectly. She was educated abroad.
Why, she is almost like one of our
English girls. Jolly good compan-
ion.”

“If she speaks English and you
speak English,” I said impatiently,
“why in merry thunder didn’t you
ask her where you are?”

His face looked quite intelligent
for an instant. “Haw, haw!” he
laughed. “I say, old chap, that’s
what I ecall a brilliant idea, what?
Now, why didn’t I think of that? But
T'm rawther stupid at times, ¥’
know.”

1f T hadn’t been convinced that he
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was putting one over on me, I would
have told him right there that I
thought he was decidedly stupid at
all times.

“Didn’t you know where you were
going when you left Bilidad ?” I pur-
sued.

“Hadn’t the least idea, old chap.
You see, I was, er, abducted,” he re-
plied unblushingly.

“Oh, you were!” I subjected him to
another' close scrutiny, but his face
was as innocent as a cherub’s.

“Most extraordinary experience!”
he said.

“You seem to be peculiarly subject
to extraordinary experiences. I am
“listening.”

“I am trying to recall the details.
I think—yes, it was Saturday even-
ing, just after dark. I had had din-
ner at the club, ¥y’ know, and after
sitting in the reading-room for a few
minutes, I stepped into the street and
began walking slowly toward my
hotel. I had gone fifty yards, pos-
sibly, when about twenty men sud-
denly seized me and threw me into a
waiting cab. Then they piled in after
me.”

“All twenty of them?”

“Some sat on the roof, I believe.
Thinking of that unfortunate police-
man who fell on his sword when I
tried to protect myself, I thought I
had better submit without a strug-
gle.ﬁ)

“You might have
help,” I suggested.

“I feared,” said the Englishman
“that some of my captors might n.
jure themselves in the ensuing excite-
ment. After being driven an intep-
minable distance, I was suddenly
pitched headforemost out of the ecah
and the vehicle drove on. Most ox.
traordinary way of telling a man yoy
are tired of his company, what? Agf.
ter lying there for a moment and try-
ing to remember where I was, I pick.
ed myself up and looked around. Tp
the distance I saw some lights ang
proceeded toward them. I found that
they belonged to this place. I was ye.

shouted for
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ceived very hospitably. So now you
understand, old chap, why it was im-
possible for me to notify you of my
whereabouts.” .

“T understand nothing,” I replied
uncompromisingly. “Do you intend
to remain here?”

“T am quite comfortable.”

“But you will return when you are
wanted for the inquest ?”’

“Most assuredly. Now that you
have told me where I am, it will be
a simple matter to run up to Bili-
dad.” : :

A slim figure in white appeared
suddenly in the doorway, and I look-
ed first at her and then at the Eng-
lishman. :

«Charming girl, Miss Dolores,” the
Englishman said. I agreed wjth him.

“She is engaged—. I whirled on
the bench and offered my hand. “Ac-
cept my congratulations,” I said.

He ignored my waiting palm. “She
is engaged to marry her cousin Ra-
mon, a captain in the Tenth cavalry.
Deuced nice fellow, Ramon. Know

A ?”
hn‘lle haven’t the pleasure,” I replied.
“But from what I observed when I
drove up, I thought that, er, possibly
matters stood otherwise.”

“QOh, I’'m going to marry her,” the
Englishman said cheerfully.

“Why, see here! How can you mar-
ry her if she is already engaged to
her cousin ?”

“«T don’t know yet.

i
abg%sell, good luck,” I said, rising.
«1 must return. Think you can find
your way back to Bilidad without the
twenty men and the cab?” _

«Haw, haw! That’s a joke, isn’t it,
old chap? Haw, haw!”

The following morning, Wednes-
day, Chief Lee notified me that the
inquest would be held on Friday af-
ternoon. I sent word immediately to
the Englishman, holding him to his
promise to attend the hearing.

Friday morning I was working at
my desk when I heard a commotion In
the street—a running to and fro of

I am thinking
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many feet, and loud voices. Spring-
ing to the window I saw a cavalcade
of police trotting past the plaza. In
their midst was a man taller than the
others, with a pointed yellow beard
and pith helmet. He sat his horse
stiffly. 'With a gasp of astonishment
I recognized him as the Englishman,
Huber. Evidently he was having an-
other of his periodical adventures. I
wondered what it could mean, and
decided that Chief Lee was taking no
chances of his non-attendance at the
inquest a few hours later.

The cavalcade was nearly abreast
the consulate windows when my at-
tention was called to another, and
larger, body of horsemen, riding in
the wake of the first, but at a much
faster gait. Their leader wore the
full-dress uniform of a regular caval-
ry officer—a slim chap in high, black
riding-boots, cream-coloured breech-
es, and green tunic. His followers
were dressed with that utter disre-
gard for uniformity which character-
izes the soldiery of Central and South
American states.

The mounted police, hearing the
clatter of hoofs behind them, drew in
their horses and turned in their sad-
dles. The cavalry swooped down up-
on them, pulling up their mounts
sharply at the last instant. Pushing
his way through the cordon of pol-
ice, the cavalry officer seized the Eng-
lishman’s horse by the bit, wheeled,
and set spurs to his own steed. His
men closed in around him, and the
troop galloped away even more swift-
ly than they had come.

The policemen, taken aback for the
moment, began talking excitedly, each
blaming another for the loss of their
prisoner. By the time they had com-
promised their differences and deter-
mined on concerted action, the troop
of cavalry was a mere cloud of dust
away out the La Paz road. The pol-
ice shrugged their shoulders indiffer-
ently and trotted off in the direction
of the carceral.

The whole thing happened so quick-
ly that one scarcely had time to fol-
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low it with one’s eye. Not a blow had
been struck. The rescue of the Eng-
lishman, if indeed it was a rescue, had
been effected by the suddenness and
unexpectedness of the manceuvre. It
was a tour de force.

One thing, however, fixed my at-
tention in that kaleidoscopic scene.
That was the face of the cavalry offi-
cer. It seemed vaguely familiar. I
felt sure I had seen it somewhere, at
no remote date. The young fellow
had reined in his horse directly below
my window and I had had a good
look at him.

Then it suddenly eame to me. His
likeness to the Senorita Dolores, the
Englishman’s friend, was so striking
that I was convineced he could be no
other than her cousin Ramon, captain
of the Tenth troop, San Isidore cav-

But what did Ramon want with the
Englishman? Nothing good, I decid-
ed eynically. The two men were rivals
for the affections of the fair Dolores.
Probably they were deadly enemies.
Viewing the incident in that light, it
looked to me not so much like a rescue
as a case of kidnapping for evil pur-
poses. Ramon had been supplanted
by, the Englishman, and was bent up-
on revenge. In my mind, the future
looked dark and dubious for Albert
Edward.

As the abducetion—granting it was
such—had not been brought to my
official notice, I concluded that I eould
do nothing about it for the present.

Late that afternoon Chief Lee call-
ed me up to say that the coroner had
exonerated Huber from responsibility
for the policeman’s death. The Bra-
zilian consul and his assistant had cor-
roborated in every detail the story
told by Huber explaining how the
policeman had come to his end. This
surprised me greatly, because, till
then, I must admit, I had not placed
much reliance on the Englishman’s
story. It had sounded so utterly ab-
surd.

“Was Mr. Huber at the inquest?”
I asked; but just then he cut me off,
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The following evening I was non-
plussed to see the Englishman stroll
nonchalantly into the Foreign Club.
“Had any more adventures?”’ I asked.

“Since 7

“Since Cousin Ramon rescued you
from the hands of the police. Rather
magnanimous of him, wasn’t it, under
the circumstances?” I went on, try-
ing to draw him out.

“I wish it had been Ramon,” he re-
plied gloomily.

“Then it wasn’t?”’

“I wonder you haven’t heard.
Everybody else seems to know about
it. My rescuer was the Senorita Do-
lores.”

“What! It was the senorita in the
uniform 9”

The Englishman nodded. “In Ra-
mon’s uniform.”

“But why do you wish it was Ra-
n}on? That would spoil the romance
of it.”

“There are some things a man can
endure better than a girl.”

“I am all in the dark.”

“Mr. Lee, the chief of police, is go-
ing to arrest her.”

“Impossible! Why—why Lee ig an
American.”

“I fail to see the connection,” the
Englishman said with the nearest ap-
proach to peevishness he had shown,

I explained. “Up in the States the
police would not care to take action in
a case like that. They would make
themselves the laughing-stock of the
public. The American police can stand
anything but ridicule.”

“Nevertheless, as T asseverated, My,
Lee is going to arrest Miss Dolores,
He told me so himself, y° know.”

“I'm sorry, old man. What is the
charge ?”

“Aw, impersonating a military off.
cer and high treason.”

“Good heavens, man! Is he
earnest ?”

“He says he is only delaying tin
the necessary papers are put into pro-
per form.”

“Why don’t you get her out of the
country ?”

in
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“Cawn’t do it, old chap. Lee has
placed a guard at the hacienda. If
the senorita attempts to leave, she will
be arrested at once.”

“Well,” I said angrily, “I never
thought Lee could be so hard-heart-
ed, confound him! And I don’t be-
lieve now he can make out a case
against her. But what a shame to
subject her to the ignominy of prose-
cution.”

The Englishman lighted a ecigar-
ette, but said nothing.

“By the way, you told me you were
going to marry her,” I suggested.

“She is engaged to her cousin Ra-
mon,” he replied listlessly. “She does
not love him.”

“In that case, there still is hope.”

He shook his head sadly. “You for-
get her parents. They insist upon the
marriage. They look on me as a for-
eigner. Besides, I am not, as you
Americans say, so.well ‘heeled’ as
Cousin Ramon.”

“Yet they entertain you %’

“Oh, yes. They are charming peo-
ple, really. And no end hospitable;
but prejudiced.” :

The Englishman put on his hat and
rose. “I must turn in, old chap.
Promised them to run out for break-
fast to-morrow.” ; 3

I slept late the following morning,
and took a midday dinner at the club.
At two o’clock I went over to the con-
sulate and found the Englishman
there awaiting me. ;

“Is that French steamer still at
Ponece 2 he asked at once.

“Tt is. Changed your mind about

aving 7’

r “Wi egil, rawther! Can you get safe
conduct for Mrs. Huber and me?”

“@reat guns! Are you married?”’

“Rawther. Miss Dolores and I
were married this morning.”

T sat down suddenly and stared at
him. “By the great swearing toad!”
T said. “It was only last night you
told me—.”

“Tt was to save their daughter from
arrest,” he interrupted. o

“Would you mind explaining?”
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“Not at all, old chap. You see, they
—the parents, of course—were fright-
fully cut up over the prospect of their
daughter’s arrest and prosecution for
treason and all that. They were will-
ing to do anything to save her from
such humiliation.”

“Hven willing to accept you as a
son-in-law. But how does that alter
the situation ”

“I told them that if Miss Dolores
married me, the authorities could not
lay a finger on her. The moment she
became my wife, she ceased to be a
citizen of San Isidore—took my na-
tionality, and became a foreigner
here. Now, an alien cawn’t be guilty
of treason against the Republic of San
Isidore, y’ know. It’s palpably im-
possible. I, a subjeet of another
power, cawn’t commit treason here, so
my wife cawn’t either. Simple, isn’t
it®”’ :

“Very. So they let her marry
you.”

“They really thought Miss Dolores
would be put in jail.”

Light began to dawn on my mind.
“And you encouraged that belief, I
suppose ?”

“Aw, I didn’t discourage it, old
chap,” the Englishman said blandly.

“I take it all back,” I said, rising
and gripping his hand.

“I don’t understand. Take what
back #”

“Why, 1 never fully appreciated
you before, Huber. You are, er, a
very clever man. Now about your
passports—coming back to San Isi-
dore ¥’

“Rawther. Mrs. Huber wants to
see the place where I was born, and
all that y’ know. You understand
women, old chap.”

“Having been married once, I do
not,” I explained.

S

ows

“Lee,” T said, “you are a senti-
mental old ass.”

“Why the abuse ¢’ the chief of pol-
ice demanded.

“You ought to be ashamed of your-



388

self, using your high office as a ma-
trimonial bureau—first aid to the
lovelorn, and all that. Why did you
do it ?”?

“Why? Well, T liked that bally
Englishman.”

“Tell me this: Would you really
have arrested Mrs. Huber ?”’

“That burning Englishman nearly
queered the whole thing—offered me
some money.”

“Well, wasn’t it enough?”

“Jeer! Go on! You can’t pierce my
hide. It wasn’t the amount. It was
the insinuation accompanying it.
When I was willing to help along his
game all I could, to have him throw
money in my face—I consider it damn
bad taste. But I forgave him. He

seemed so cut up over his break.”
“So he tried to bribe you to drop

the prosecution of Miss Dolores.”
The chief looked at me pityingly.
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“You old thick-head,” he said. “Not
to drop it, but to press it. It was all
Huber’s idea. Now do you under-
stand ?”

“T think I am beginning to. It was
all a frame-up—that threat to arrest
Miss Dolores? And the Englishman
thought it all out by himself, he did,
A frame-up to frighten the parents
into permitting her to marry him ?”

“I thought you tumbled to it long
ago.”

“And T used to think that English
man was stupid! But see here, Hugh,
how far back does this conspiracy
date? You remember when Miss Dol-
ores masqueraded as a cavalry officer
and took the Englishman from your
men—was that part of the frame-
up ?:)

“I refuse to divulge state secrets,”
the chief replied.

And he never did tell me.




ABOVE THE POST-OFEICE
By Mbartha Stoddard

NY morning that you cared to
look down toward the Line, you
could see the lumbering old
green stage appear above t}le brow of
the Plain hill, seldom with a pas-
genger, often with a case or two of
lumbermen’s felts and overshoes to be
left off at Barnston Corner.or a bo_x
of Ladies’ Plain Congress with elast_le
gides, consigned to the only_store in
Wayville; and always driven by
Mead, the easy-going, even-tempered
driver of those two Jaded. horses.
They often fell asleep in front of
the post-office, to waken o_nly w"hen
Mead threw the canvas mail-bag into
the bottom of the stage; they kept
awake till they were out of the village
and had turned east; dropped asleep
again till they sniffed the water in
the trough at Judd’s Mills or felt the
flick of the whip that reminded them
of the turn at (Galusha’s batte_n mill.
Mead really wasn’t the driver of
that stage. He looked the prosperous
gentleman passenger occupying a
front seat; fordMagige and Spiler did
ed any driving.
no%VI}llir, the;’ could do it in the dark,
as they often did; or do it alone, as
they once did when the trave broke
in a cahot, leaving the back seat and
Mead behind in a snow bank. Or they
could do it at top speed when elec-
tion returns were entrusted to them,
and they raced all the way in from
Barnston in a cloud of dust.
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As a rule, they preferred the leis-
urely gait that brought them opposite
the Catholic church on the last lap,
just as the bell was ringing six. Not
always six o’clock, though, for we
learned that when Miss O’Neill had
her dinner ready the boy was sent to
ring the noon bell, and likewise tea-
time was six o’clock, not six o’clock,
tea time.

The village wore its everyday look
that night as the stage drew in past
the old convent. It boasted of no
modern blocks or squares laid out by
a salaried landscape gardener, but
was one long avenue of loveliness,
nature herself having flung her
beautiés with lavish hand all about.

Immense maples reared their tall-
limbed trees on either side of the
street for exactly a mile from the
Knight’s bend, to the Plain hill. In
spring a tender liquid green, bursting
with sap. On the sly the youngsters
would occasionally drive a tin spout
into a tree and hang a little lard pail
below, to do a little sugaring on their
own account; but their elders posi-
tively forbade it lest it spoil the tree.

In summer, the deeper green of the
larger leaf cast a grateful shade as
the slender tops arched over the
dusty thoroughfare. Painters delight-
ed in the marvellous autumn tints
and sought to transfer to canvas, but
with seant success, the brilliant car-
mine and deep chrome.
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The children coming home from
school loved the time when the leaves
ripened and fell, then they made
huge mounds to bury one another in,
or, dashing through them, would
rustle like the silken skirts of the lady
from Newport. Black and bare, if
leafless, they never looked. After a
heavy fall of snow and a stiff breeze
from the lake, the snow clung tena-
ciously to one side of the trunk and
massive branches.

There’s a never-to-be-forgotten but
indescribable sound of an old box sled
creaking its way along such a street
filled with snow and wind-swept, the
bells giving back a dull, mellow sound,
as the team plodded knee-deep in the
drifts.

In winter the houses were banked
up to window-height for warmth’s
sake. In summer they seemed to ex-
pand and breathe deeply and vie
with one another in their environment
of phlox and candytuft, bachelor’s

buttons and hollyhocks, scarlet
runner and heliotrope.
Pretentious were some of the

houses and named so. “The Castle,”
a real brown stone front, and rear,
was never dubbed “Susan’s Folly”
that I know of. “The Pierce Place”
was so called because of descendants
of the Percys of England. The vil-
lage school was known as the “Aca-
demy”, with principal and precep-
tress.

Why the large two-story building
in just exactly the centre of the vil-
lage was called the post-office you
could never guess, unless it was be-
cause one day you dropped a letter
in the well-thumbed slot on the left of
the window and received a reply some
time later from the assistant’s hands.

A wide veranda or platform ran all
across the front, without a roof or
awning to shade the two large win-
dows on each side of the door.

On the right a huge watch sus-
pended from an iron hook kept the
same time it had for ten years with-
out shamefacedness, and proclaimed
the fact of a watch and clock repairer
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within. This repair shop took up all
one window and a few feet more. Be-
vond that, on shelves that ran to the
ceiling were the calf-bound books of
the Mechanies’ Institute, with the
watchmaker, when not too busy, as
librarian.

More within and beyond was the
chemist’s shop, the odour of camomile,
henbane, boneset, sarsaparilla and
dear knows what all mingling in
healthful confusion with camphor,
digitalis and valerian.

A colossal double stove occupied all
the central portion of the room, and
around it, in the old black arm-chairs
with shiny pebble-leather seats, sat
the leisure class for whom they seem-
ed to be provided, discussing local
polities, or the length of a horse’s nose
as measured by a flour-barrel, or the
need of a new fence around the grave-
yard.

On the left hand and behind the
table, with its instrument that made
the “dot dash dots” so marvellous to
childish eyes and ears, was the stock
of the Upper Canada Bible Society
and Tract Depository, placards stat-
ing that this was also the place where
you could subseribe for many and
various publications. Behind this
was a small corner screened off by a
counter and a few lock-boxes, and be-
hold—a village post-office.

Jimmy came out of the butcher’s
shop and ran along home with a piece
of liver for the dog. Mr. Mazurette
the notary, turned the key in his,s
half of the door of the old Insurance
Office and, passing the church, made
his never-forgotten obeisance, as he
went home to supper. The pretty
table-maid from the hotel scurried
across under the very noses of the
horses, to get some crackers for the
soup, just as D’Arcy began to ring
the old hand-bell that called the
boarders to tea. It was Journal night
and a few men were hanging over thé
fence, taking a cursory glance at the
locals before they hitched up to go
home.

Mead usually came in with his feet
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on the dash-board, his hat on the back
of his head, chewing at a long straw,
while the lines lay loose, just to indi-
cate how easily he and the team could
do eighteen miles in six hours.

“My days alive,” said Murdock,
“gomething must have happened, for
Mead is settin’ up as straight as if he
had swallowed a ram-rod.”

“T bet my bottom dollar he’s forgot
to bring me them whiffle-trees, and
geein’ me here hes kind o’ secairt
him.”

“Go long! Mead ain’t that easy
seairt,” ventured the blacksmith’s ap-
prentice. ;

«Well, now, I leave it to Joe,” be-
gan Murdock again, but Joe only
pointed his long bony finger toward
the stage, which for once had stopped
up the street a spell, while Mead beck-
oned to the doctor, who came over
from his shady vine-covered piazza
where he sat in the rocker, reading
The Lancet.

“@Guess Lizey’s doughnuts haint
agreed with him, and he’s stopped to
get a blue pill,” conjectured the ap-
prentice. “It reminds me of the time
French Mary give me the ‘gidlet’
gravy and I had to go to Doc Burke’s
to get a stomach pump.” .

Madge and her mate were by this
time sauntering on towards the office,
feeling a certain weight of responsi-
bility to make up for the three min-
utes lost in talking with the doctor,
who now walked alongside in quiet
converse with their master.

Why the men ceased chaffing, or
their banter fell unspoken, they could
not themselves have told, but as Mead
climbed down from his seat and look-
ed at no one save the doctor, now at
the door of the old stage, they felt

awed. :

Mead lifted the curtain flap of the
door and buttoned it back. The doe-
tor stepped into the stage, and with
tenderest care lifted out in his strong
arms a young woman, apparently

d.
deili’»ehind them, with wonderful agil-

ity, sprang a small negro servant, her
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arms filled with shawls and small
hand-baggage. Her little head was
topped with short curly gray hair;
her eyes were alert, and every motion
betokened anxiety for her mistress.

As if these surprises were not en-
ough for one day in this dreamy little
village, there remained yet a third.
For the doctor and Mead stalked into
and through the post-office to the lit-
tle room of the post-master’s sister,
where they laid their burden gently
upon the bed, the negress close at
hand.

It was Murdock who discovered that
in their anxiety for the mother they
had overlooked the little girl asleep
on the old slippery seat of the stage.
He forgot all about the whiffle-trees
and the consequent delay in work, as
he followed with the child in his
arms. Then the door closed on the
wondering people outside.

‘When Mead came out ten minutes
later he found that someone had given
the team water, another had carried
the mail bag in, the tub of butter had
been taken across to the grocer’s and
the baggage they assumed belonged
to the strange travellers had been
taken off the rack behind and was
piled upon the platform.

With a “Thank ye, boys,” he gath-
ered up the lines and was off.

That night at the tailor’s shop,
Mead told all there was to tell, as he
sat smoking his black clay pipe.

He had made the trip out as usual
and had found these three passengers
waiting for him at Kilbourne. He
had made them as comfortable as he
could and when about half way home
had stopped to ask if they were get-
ting tired; the servant, “See-lesta”
he said they called her, asked for some
water from the bubbling spout at the
water-trough, saying “Missis is most
complete done out. It’s her ‘haht’,
suh, her ‘haht’ is weak”.

She had fainted or become uncon-
scious when they reached the bridge,
and he feared “she would die on his
hands”, as he said.

Lucius had told him at the hotel
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that they just intended to stay the
night and would be going on to Mon-
treal in the morning. Beyond this he
knew no more than his audience, ex-
cept that “that little younker is the
smartest child I ever see. She ain’t
but seven year old and she can talk
“patway” to beat old Bonhomme
here.”

During the long burning summer
days that followed natural curiosity
gave place to genuine homely sym-
pathy for the gentle sufferer in the

* rooms above the post-office. For the

trio had moved, as soon as the old
doctor thought it safe, to a comfort-
able living-room, with a sleeping-room
adjoining, on the east side of the
building.

The invalid could be seen at the
window, propped up with pillows in
an old rocking chair, often with a
dainty bit of embroidery in her hands
(those lovely hands!) or reading a
book some kind friend had lent. She
made friends quickly and held them.
If Mrs. Taylor’s bread was particu-
larly good, a loaf must be taken
across to her. The first raspberries
from George Young’s pasture found
their way to her table. When Chaun-
cey’s wife drove in for the mail and
some repairs for the rake in haying
time, she glanced up at the window,
and her grim face relaxed as she de-
termined to bring her a print of but-
ter next week.

One evening Mead put up an awn-
ing over the great window. Nobody
in the village had ever seen such a
thing before. “Seen a photograph of
one in the ‘Hurth en Home’ and
thought it looked kind o’ cooling,”
was his embarrassed explanation.

After a particularly hot day Nat’s
Emmelina would hitch her chubby
pony into the only basket-phaeton the
village could boast of, and, half ear-
rying the invalid down stairs, they
would amble for an hour gently up
and down the street, Celesta trotting
along in the middle of the road with
her eager step.

It was during these drives that the

child would eome down to play on the
platform with the other children of
gef] own age, bringing that marvellous

oll.

“Why, mother,” said one, as she re-
lated its charms.” Isobel says she has
seerr a doll much better than hers.
that you could make say ‘papa’ and
‘mamma’ by pulling strings under its
arms; and I’d believe anything Isobel
told me. Her doll has got the love-
liest clothes in a little trunk just like
a big one. It wears a green silk all
ruffles on the skirt, and it’s got an
overskirt and a pleated waist with 1it-
tle lace frills in the neck. And
there’s a hat for that dress, a truly
straw one, with green velvet on it
and it turns up at the side; and she’é
got a parasol and a fan and a brush
and comb and a watech and some
gloves, and Isobel lets us put the
gloves on the doll and play with it all
we like. And she is awfully polite:
when Jimmy Ray asked her Wheré
she got her doll clothes, she said
‘Please excuse me, but I must go t(;
mamma now, she may need me’, and
she went right in.”

If the Parisian doll was a nine
days’ wonder to the children, their
parents took a personal pride in the
dresses Isobel herself wore.

“My, don’t she step like a princess,”
exclaimed the neighbours, peekix{g
from behind the curtains to watch her
going demurely to Sunday school
with the girls who had called for her,

This time it was a soft silk, em-
broidered by her mother’s skill in
wheat and poppies and corn-flowers -
her hat, a wide leghorn with a sim:
ple wreath of field flowers around it
and—wonder of wonders!—her stock:
ings were silk.

Sometimes she would wear a dress
of Holland linen embroidered in
brown, and brown stockings ang
bronze boots. The little Empire
frocks she wore for every day the
crities voted “almost too plain”, de-
spite the thread lace at the neck anq
wrists. “Looked too much like g

‘shimmy’ .
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Then September 6th came, the
darkest, saddest day we had known,
for the little. Creole woman, who
never seemed to lose her presence of
mind, ran down stairs and asked the
operator to send a telegram to the ad-
dress which was written on a small
card; and the only word of the mes-
sage was “Come”. :

“Are you quite sure that is the ad-
dress?’ ventured the post-master,
kindly, for he was startled to see the
name of a man of note whom few
would have dared address familiarly.

“Qh! yes, suh, yes, suh!” cried the
woman. She told me to send af once
for Massa George if she died, and he
would come like de win.”

The usual offices were performed
that day by the sympathetic and sor-
rowful neighbour women, as they pat-
tered quietly about in their low prun-
ella slippers.

The green paper shades were
drawn down, and - the room put to
rights, after the village undertaker
had measured for a coffin. TIsobel was
taken away for the day, and Qelesta
packed the great trunks, putting on
her best dress and laying Isobel’s out
for travelling. STis

Then she sat down in silent expecta-
tion of one who she knew would come
and on whom she could throw her
heavy responsibility.

1t was dusk now, and Isobel, spent
with childish tears, was quieter, and,
hand in hand with the gentle woman,
was walking the length of the plat-
form again and again, listening for
the red coach which met the trains.

Presently a lighter rig came up
and the stranger alighted. Isobel
gprang into his arms.

«0Oh! Uncle George! I knew you
would come, but mamma is dead, and
I am all alone. I won’t havg to pe
a real lady now, as Celesta said, will
12 I can just be your own little girl,

v i
eal..é}ir George went in alone to the
presence of the one who had been so

to him.
deil;ng he stood and looked at that
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marvellous face, which everyone had
come to love and wupon which no
trace of sorrow or pain rested.

He was conscious at length of some-
one beside him.

“She done told me to give you dis
lettah—she just finish it when de
angel come foh her.”

Her voice was low and steady, but
the pause was long between her sen-
tences.

“Miss Blanche, she made that dress
herself. She called it her weddin’
dress, as she didn’t have one when she
got married. It ain’t quite finished.
There’s her needle on that sleeve, but
I didn’t think it make no matter since
she goin’ change it so soon for her
robe o’ righteousness.

Those flowers—a little lame boy
fetched em last night, and, oh, he
cried hard when I told him Miss
Blanche done gone to Haven, where
de Lord wipe all tears from de
eyes!”

The letter, written to the “dearest
and best of brothers”, breathed of love
and gentleness and trust: “The know-
ledge that you would be in Canada
for a few months has at last broken
down all my foolish scruples, and I
determined to return with you to the
old home—dear, dear, home! It takes
much less than eight years to make
a wilful, headstrong girl of seventeen
into a sober, thoughtful woman.”

The letter touched briefly upon the
foolish escapade in which she quitted
forever the convent and her girlhood,
and married, before leaving for India,
her young lover, whom at the end
of one short year of marked sue-
cess in his profession she saw mur-
dered in a mnative uprising.

“Then my Isobel came to awaken in
me my dual responsibility to be hoth
father and mother to my baby. The
doctors say the shock of the massacre
weakened my heart—perhaps it did.

“I have prayed constantly that I
might live long enough to take Isobel
to England, where she might in time
fulfil the obligations her ancestry
makes imperative. No one could guide
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her in this more wisely than you.”

The devotion of Celesta, who fol-
lowed her to India in some way known
only to herself, the simple love and
service of the villagers where she had
fallen ill, and particularly the ecom-
fort of Father Raymond were all re-
corded with tenderness.

“Hver since I was at Saint R. and
witnessed the death of Sister Eulalie
I have thought that when I died I
should wish some candles to burn
about my bed to guide my spirit to
its haven of rest and that someone
should pray for the repose of my rest-
less soul.”

Sir George walked slowly up the
street, now almost deserted save for
a store-keeper or late customer re-
turning home, for it was now nine
o’clock, until he came to the little
building that had been indicated by
Celesta as the place where the pre-
parations for the burial were being
made.

“T appreciate very much your great
kindness,” he said, as he shook hands
in parting with the tidy little man in
black.

“Don’t mention it, sir, don’t men-
tion it!” the man replied, clearing
his throat, for it seemed a little hus-
ky. “We all lov— it’s just a mere
matter of business, sir, merely a mat-
ter of business.”

“There’s just one thing more: it’s
customary to have the name engrav-
ed.”

“Yes, certainly,” and Sir George
stepped back into the shop.

“The engraver is here, sir, in the
back shop, and he has begun the plate
in the usual way, so if you will just
add the details—"”

Sir George wrote with a steady, un-
faltering hand :

“To the beloved memory of Blanche
Evelyn Stanley, only daughter of Sir
Jerrold and Lady Anne Campbell, of
Great Malvern, England. Aged 25
years.”

Sir George paused, then added:
“Confido et conquiesco.” Then with
another “Good-night”, he passed out

" into the street.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

“Lisha,” called the undertaker to
his helper, “cut up to lawyer Her-
bert’s and get him to read that last
line for you before he gets away to
bed, for it’s Greek to me.”

The only other visit paid by the
brother was to the presbytery of the
parish priest, and Father Raymond
himself accompanied him back to the
post-office.

There were but two dim lights in
the village that night; the one in the
little undertaker’s shop, where he
pleated, and trimmed, and nailed;
and where the engraver plied his skill,
not for pay but for love’s sake. The
other light was above the post-office
and gleamed from two tall candles
burning in stately silver candle-
sticks brought by Father Raymond,
who knelt silently and alone by the
side of the bed, and fulfilled the last
wish of a sweet soul.

By four in the morning, with faint
touches of dawn appearing, the little
undertaker, his apprentice, the silver-
smith and Sir George slowly began
the descent of the long stair-case.

A dim, misty, gray dawn, yet a

dozen carriages were waiting to aec-

company them to the station. Celesta
came down with the sleeping Isobel
in her arms; the procession silently
formed and in a few moments wasg
lost to sight.

Dainty cards, written in that well-
known hand, lay on many articles
that had been hers, the last token of
her love for the village folk.

The curiously wrought jewel-box
was bequeathed to the watch-maker.
The Sistine Madonna, with its carved
frame, was “For my friend and coun-
sellor, Father Raymond”.

The doctor and the gentle woman
and many others were remembered :
and a bulky envelope was “For Mead,
to make the last payment on the hap:
py cottage home”.

Full morning came, the door was
locked, the village began to waken.
The train gave three long, low whig.
tlles at the Junction, and that wag
all.
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THIM
Ay

R. DENNIS RYAN, senior,
M paused with the heavy brogan

which he had just laboriously
removed from his left foot suspended
in the air. From the flat above there
came the sound of a merry little tune
played by light ﬁnge}'s on a ra_ttling
piano. Some responding chord in Mr.
Ryan’s being made him want to jiggle
his unshod foot in time to the fascin-
ating swing of the ml_lsic, but he stern-
ly repressed this desire.

“Thim Frinch!” he muttered sav-
agely. “Thim dom Frinch!”

Through the ceiling there now came
quite plainly the song which accom-
panied the jingling piano:

Alouette, gentille alouette,

Aloucette, je te plumeras.

Mr. Ryan threw the weighty but
useful piece of footwear which he was
holding in his hand most violently
into a remote corner of the room. It
cannoned off the leg of a near-ma-
hogany table and, skidding across at
right angles, landed on a rubber-
plant before the window with wholly
unlooked-for results.

“Dom thim Frinch!” Mr. Ryan re-
peated, as he tugged at the other
boot.

He deposited the second very care-
fully underneath his chair, but his
anger was not less severe because re-
pressed. His first display of passion
had left visible traces, which might
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in turn arouse the anger of Mrs.
Ryan. Therefore he considered it
prudent to take no further chances.

Je te plumerar la téte,

Je te plumerai la téte;

Et la téte—et la téte—e-t l-a téte!

The merry little tune continued.
Mr. Ryan leaned forward in his chair
as far as was possible without cap-
sizing, and craned his neck until he
was able to see down the long hall to
the little bedroom at the far end of
the flat.

“Dinny!” he called. “Dinny, bhoy,
arre ye there?”’

There was no response.

““Tis the very divilment av th’ dom
tune thot gits me riled,” Mr. Ryan
admitted to himself. “An’ ivry toime
I come home some wan av thim do be
startin’ it up. ’Tis but small pace
an’ quiet ye’ll hove, Dinny Ryan,
since thim Frinch hove moved in over
yver head. Divil take thim with their
pianner an’ their fashions. Anny wan
would think ’twas one of thim swell
aparrtments they was in, wit’ stame
heat an’ a janitor man, an’ not Casey’s
flats at all! Bad luck to Casey to rint
a dacint house built fer dacent Irish
folk to them scut Frinch! Faith
they’d take the homest bread out of
the mouths of dacint min.” ;

“An’ bad luck to Casey,” continued
Mr. Ryan, senior, after a brief pause,
during which the music came from
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the flat above louder than before.
“What for didn’t he build it wit’ rale
boards av wood an’ wit’ phlaster, in-
stid av wit’ paper an’ mud? The con-
fidinces av no wan is safe in this place
at all. Ivry fambly is forivir knowin’
the sacrits av ivry other fambly in
th’> block, wit’out it be the Frinch.
There’s no wan av us knows their
sacrits for the rasin that they niver
sphake thim in dacint Christian talk.
’Tis harrd to hove thim above av me
head saying lib’lous things about me
an’ me fambly wit’out nie under-
sthandin’ thim at all. Bad luck to
th’ day I iver set me fut in Casey’s
house, an’ me payin’ twinty dollars
ivry mont’ fer rint.”

The advent of Joseph Delisle and
his family of pretty, dark-eyed
daughters had brought dismay to the
tenants of Casey’s flats. Situated in
the most exclusively Irish district of
“the P’int”, as Point St. Charles is
popularly called, Casey’s flats formed
the centre of a little Celtic commun-
ity that hitherto had been undisturb-
ed by the intrusion of any other race.

The Celt is adaptable. When forced
into contact with people of another
tongue he can very readily get on
something just a little bit better than
speaking terms. The mastery of lan-
guages comes easily to him, and his
natural “blarney” does not forsake
him even when handicapped by an
unnatural tongue. But this only when
circumstances compel him to mingle
with strangers. When comfortably
settled among his fellows in the mat-
ter of clanishness he makes our old
friend, the proverbial Scot, look like
a Kowkash millionaire confiding the
secret of his prosperity to a crowded
bar-room. His belief then is that the
Irish are God’s chosen, and for all
other peoples he does not give a jit-
ney.

And so it was that when Mr. and
Mrs. Terence Monagan and the five
young Monagans moved out, Monagan
having lost his job at the nearby
brewery, and Joseph Delisle and the
four Misses Delisle moved in, a
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cyclone of indignation swept through
the Casey block.

The public wrath increased when
it was noticed that the Delisles had
brought both a “pianner” and aristo-
cratic airs. It was then that under
coercion from the ladies of the Casey
flats—in some cases under dire
threats, indeed—the gentlemen of the
block appealed to the great Casey
himself.

“Frinch!” Casey exclaimed. “An’
to be sure they’re Frinch, but they’re
dacint people fer all thot, an’ isn’t
their money just as good as any
wan’s? Fer what should I lave the
flat impty just so you’d hove only
Irish fer neighbours? I’'m Irish me-
silf, an” I’'m proud av it, but fer all
thot I’'m not too proud to acecipt th’
good money av a Frinchman.”

And so the Delisles remained. One
thing that made this Gallic invasion
harder to bear was the fact that the
newcomers made absolutely no effort
to worm their way into the good
graces of the other tenants of the
block, and the very apparent hostil-
ity of the latter did not seem to con-
cern them in the least. The old man
and three of the girls disappeared
every morning citywards, and did not
return until evening. The fourth
girl, a pretty little olive-skinned crea-
ture of about twenty, evidently at-
tended to the housekeeping. Her
duties did not appear to be onerous,
however. Every little while during
the day she could be heard at the
tinkling piano. The fact that this
piano was the only one in the block
did not by any means lessen the gen-
eral unpopularity of her daily con-
certs.

If the cup of bitterness of the other
tenants was full, Mr. Ryan’s was spil-
ling over. In the first place, it was
his lot to be situated directly under-
neath the unwelecome newcomers. He
found that this had particularly dis-
agreeable features. For instance
when the other girls returned from
their work in the evenings an im-
promptu and very informal dance
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frequently was held above his head.
This little function invariably result-
ed in the addition of several new
cracks in the much-cracked ceiling
above Mr. Ryan’s head, also in the
frazzling of Mr. Ryan’s temper. Then,
too, after he had retired, he could
generally hear an animated conversa-
tion over his head. It was discomfort-
ing, he found, to be able to hear every
syllable distinetly, yet not to under-
stand a single word.

To add to his misery at this par-
ticular time, Mrs. Ryan’s sister had
been taken ill suddenly. Mr. Ryan
did not much mind his sister-in-law
taking sick, suddenly or otherwise,
but he did mind her calling upon Mrs.
Ryan to act as nurse. However, he
had very wisely made no protest.

“An’ fer why wouldn’t we be get-
tin’ along all right?” he exclaimed
when Mrs. Ryan expressed some
doubts as to his ability to manage
the flat in her absence—also to keep
away from the corner bar. “The
bhoy will wash the plates an’ coops in
the marning, bein’ as he don’t need to
be at his wurrk until eight o’clock, an’
I mesilf will wash thim at noights.
Sometoimes I mesilf will do th’ eook-
in’, an’ sometoimes the bhoy will do
it, but I'm thinkin® more aften I will
mesilf.”

This plan had worked well for near-
ly one whole day. That is, Mr. Den-
nis Ryan, junior, had dutifully wash-
ed up the dishes before starting for
work on the first day of his mother’s
absence. In the evening, however,
Mr. Ryan, senior, had decided that
he would do his share of the washing-
up after he had smoked a couple of

ipes. Then it had occurred to him
that he might as well leave the dish-
washing until after he had taken a
little run down to Hogan’s, as he was
unfortunately suffering from a severe
attack of thirst brought on by his
wife’s absence.. Consequently those
first supper dishes were still unwash-
ed, although Mrs. Ryan had been
away more than a week. So were all
the other dishes, in fact. Moreover,
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many of them were deposited in
strange out-of-the-way places through-
out the flat.

The condition of the Ryan section
of the Casey block had gone from bad
to worse, and from worse to a state
of bachelor chaos which made it im-
possible to find anything. Therefore
it can be seen clearly that Mr. Ryan
had several little things to irritate
him on the particular evening when
this story is supposed to commence,
without counting the unwelcome
music from the flat above. That was
the last straw. For a full minute he
sat still and cursed all his fellow-citi-
zens of the Latin tongue with forece
and eloquence.

Then suddenly he darted out of
the room, padding in his stockinged
feet down the narrow hallway to the
little bedroom at its far end. Groping
under the bed, he dragged forth a
narrow, oblong box. “I could mesilf
fiddle betther music than thot,” he
muttered. ;

On evenings when Hogan’s was for-
bidden to him by the militant head of
the household, Mr. Ryan had been
wont to while away the time by hav-
ing Mr. Ryan, junior, instruct him in
the art of playing “The Wearin’ o’
the Green” upon the latter’s violin.
His progress in musicianship had
been painfully slow, however.

With grim, stern and every other
possible sort of determination depict-
ed upon his face he carried the violin
to the front room and began. No
musical expert would have been able
to trace the slightest resemblance to
“The Wearin’ o’ the Green” in. the
sound which he produced. He made
a noise, a noise which he felt sure
could be heard by those on the floor
above; therefore he was content.

Suddenly, by chance, three of the
notes which he produced correspond-
ed exactly with a part of the tune
that came to him through the ceiling.

“Fer th’ love av Hivin!” he ex-
claimed. “I’ll be learnin’ to play
thim F'rinch tunes before I can dacint-
ly play anny Irish.”
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He ceased his efforts for a moment
to give his undivided attention to ad-
jectives. Then he again deafened his
ears to the sound from above and pro-
duced more soul-satisfying discord.

The hall door opened suddenly and
Dr. Dennis Ryan, junior—who, by
the way, is the hero of this tale—
rushed into the room.

A description of the hero should,
of course, be introduced at this point.
Let us start by saying that he was
broad of shoulder, which is the most
approved style of hero this year, and
add blue of eye—or eyes, for that
matter—and very, very carroty of
hair. Add also a broad and almost
perpetual smile and a humorous eye-
twinkle, and that will describe him
sufficiently.

“An’ arre ye tryin’ to have th’
place pinched, thin, or what is ut?”
demanded the hero with filial sever-
ity.

“Dinny, bhoy, arre ye home?”’ in-
quired Mr. Ryan, senior, joyfully.

“T am,” announced Mr. Ryan, jun-
ior, “if you can call this divil av a
mess a home. An’ phwat was the
rasin fer the swate musie, or is ut
crazy ye arre, or dhrunk?”

“Dinny, bhoy, just play a little av
‘Th’ Wearing’’ will ye? I would like
foine fer to hove ye show thim little
Frinch divils phwat rale Irish musie
is like.” And Mr. Ryan, senior, fore-
ed the violin into the hero’s hands.

“An’ would ye rather hove ‘Th’
Wearin’’ or yer supper?” asked Den-
nis, junior, with a grin.

“Whist ! T’11 tell ye,” said Mr. Ryan,
senior. “You be playin’ th’ old fiddle,
an’ T'll be afther gettin’ the supper,
bhoy.”

Mr. Dennis Ryan, junior, tuned up,
and in a minute the strains of the
much-desired Celtic music were com-
batting with the French selection
from above. With a grin of satisfac-
tion Mr. Ryan, senior, started for the
kitechen to make good on his end of
the contract.

“Play ut agin!” he commanded
when the tune came to an end. A
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little later the command came from
the kitchen: “Play ut agin, bhoy !

Dennis Ryan was swinging into the
opening bars for the fifth time when
his father came rushing in from the
kitchen.

“Sthop ut!” he roared.
ut!”

The violin gradually stopped, but
the strains of “The Wearin’? were
continued. They came from the flat
above.

“Do you hear ut now?”’ demanded
Mr. Ryan, senior. “Do you hear ut?
Th’ little Frinch divil was playin’ ut
wit’ you. Take shame to be playin’
good Irish musie wit’ a Frinch gurrl 1

A grin spread over the entire lower
half of Dennis Junior’s face. “An’
she ean play ut, too,” he remarked.
“Ain’t she more than hammerin’ thim
iv’ries '

Dennis, senior, gave a loud snort
of disgust. “Play ut!” he shouted.
“Yig, like an iliphant can!”

Dennis, junior, drew the bow across
the strings and in a minute the tune
was again going in full swing with
the piano accompaniment coming
from the flat above.

“Sthop ut!” commanded Ryan the
elder again. ‘““Twould be better fer
ve to be gettin’ the flat claned a little
agin the toime yer ma—God bless
her—will be comin’ back agin, than
fer ye to be tryin’ to play dhuettes
wit’ a Frinch hussy t’rough a ceiling
av phlaster. ’Tis mesilf that’s won-
derin’ what she’ll be sayin’ about thig
flat.”

““Tis not me that’s wonderin’ thin !»
declared the boy with convietion.

“Well, get stharted at ut, bhoy!
Get stharted at ut!” ordered Mr,
Ryan, senior, doffing his coat with
considerable energy. “I’'m thinkin’
’twill be no shmall wurrk for the both
av us to make this bit av th’ Casey
block prisintable agin.”

He flung his coat over the back of
a chair and set to work quite reck.
lessly, stacking up a pile of dishes
which he garnered from every con-
ceivable corner,

“Sthop
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Dennis, junior, marched cheerfully
out to the kitchen and a moment later
his cheery whistle was heard to an
accompaniment of clattering dishes.

The clatter that came from the kit-
chen was not nearly so loud as that
which Mr. Ryan, senior, managed to
produce, but it lasted longer. The
younger member of the family had
had barely time to stack up two huge
piles of dishes before his father poked
his head in at the door.

“T’ll be goin’ out fer a minute, or
mebbe two,” he announced. “I’ll just
stip down to Hogan’s, where very
loike I’ll catch a shmall sight av Me-
Shane. ’Tis McShane that is the first
cousin be marriage to a lady be the
name av Mullins, who does sometoimes
go out be the day wurrkin’, fer the
rasin that her man was killed dead be
a brick, which a divil av a careless
hodman misphlaced four storeys above
his head.”

“An’ what fer would ye be talkin’
wit’ MeShane, who has a cousin be
marriage, who had a man killed wit’
a brick?” inquired Ryan, the junior.

““mis but shmall perciption ye hove
fer a lad wit’ such shmart parints,”
was the reply. “Sure wit’out th’ hand
av woman this same flat can nivir
be made fit fer dacint Christians to
live in agin. T’ll be sphakin’ to Me-
Shane to see would his cousin be mar-
riage come and clane up a bit agin
your mother gets back. ’Tis nothin’
we can do be ourselves.”

“An’ will ye be goin’ wit’out anny
: er ?” inquired Dennis younger.
sug})’ll may]()le be missin” MeShane if
1 don’t sthart,” Mr. Ryan, senior, re-
plied. “I’ll get a shmall bit av bread
an’ cheese from off av the free lunch.”

Dennis, junior, grinned cheerfully
as his parent hurriedly departed. He
performed a hasty toilet and ten min-
utes later, with his face as shiny as a
‘mirror and his red hair plastered
down close on his head, he bounded
up the steps leading to the flat above.

A pretty girl, with jet-black hair
and dark brown eyes that appeared to
reflect the twinkle which shone out
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from the boy’s blue Irish optics, open-
ed the door.

“Ah, eet is M’sieur Dennis!” she
exclaimed. “M’sieur Dennis, le pere,
is then gone away ?”

“He has thot!” Dennis admitted.
“Sure he’s gone to subsist fer wan
whole evenin’ on free loonch an’ beer,
wit’ more beer than loonch I’m think-
in’, an’ he’s laving’ his only child be-
hint him to starve to death.”

“You have not yet dine, my Ireesh
frien’? No? Ah, eet is too bad!”’
exclaimed the girl. “My father, he is
out; my sister, they is out also. They
have all depart for to see the movie
peecture. Therefore eet is not pos-
sible for me to invite you for to enter
in. Eet is not proper for me to do so.
Me, I’'m ver’ sorry!”

“Sure, thin, I could maybe sthand
here and talk wit’ you fer a little bit,”
pleaded Dennis. ““T'wouldn’t be at all
unproper jus’ standin’ at the door.
"Tis too bad ye can’t ask me in, an’
I was hopin’ to hear ye play on the
pianner.”

“Poor man! Eet is too bad,” sym-
pathized the girl. “P’raps maybe you
are ver’ hongry? Yes?”’

“’Tis hungry T’ve been all the day,”
the boy admitted quickly. “Hungry
fer a soight av ye! If the ould man
hadn’t gone I was comin’ up anny-
ways.”

“The m’sieur, le pere, is not like us
moch because we are not Irlandais, is
eet not? Ah, if he has become aware
you have sometime come up here, he
would be ver’ angry, I t’ink maybe.
He is ver’ fauche to-night already
because me I have sing ‘Alouette’.”

Dennis, junior, grinned. “The ould
man’ll have ta get used to thim Frinch
tunes,” he remarked, “fer ye’ll be
playin’ thim in our flat some day,
won’t ye, Rosie darlint?”

The door, which had been gradually
swinging wider, was quickly closed
again until only a small section of
Rosie’s face was visible.

“Ireesh!” she exclaimed through
the narrow crack. “Me, I ’ink you
have maybe geeve to me som’—what
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you call eet 2—som’ Ireesh blarnee. Is
eet not so, my frien’?”

“Tjg no blarney,” Dennis protested.
“Tis the truth I’m tellin’ ye.”

“But, no! You are Ireesh! You
are also ver’ proud of t’at you are
Ireesh! You would not take for your
femme one Canadienne,” said the
girl, with mock solemnity.

“What do I ecare?” exclaimed Den-
nis. “Frinch or Irish, ye’re th’ pret-
tiest girrle in th’ block. ’Tis little
difference ut makes to me. I intind
to marry ye, an’ the ould man can
like ut or not! We'll be married,
Rosie, jus’ as soon as the ould lady is
home agin from me sick aunt an’ we
clane up th’ flat.”

“Ah, these Ireesh! They are al-
ways too queeck! I do not t’ink, Mr.
Dennees Ryan, t’at I have already
said t’at I will marry you.”

This rebuke had no effect upon
Dennis.

“Ah, but ye will, won’t you, Rosie ¥
he pleaded with some eloquence.

The girl gazed down the silent
street.

“Eet is ver’ qui-eet, is eet not ?”’ she
remarked. “Eet is too bad t’at you
are hongry. Eet is, p’raps for t’at
reason, t’at you t’ink soch fonny
t’ings !”

“Tis far from bein’ funny I am,”
began the boy. ‘“’Tis the rale truth.”

“But wait!” the girl interrupted.
“If you will but seet still down there
—on the step—you could maybe eat
somet’ings outside. You mus’ not be
starve. Eet is not good for men to
be starve.”

Dennis’s protest was cut short by
the perfunctory order:

“Seet down, please—on the step

The door slammed, and she was
gone.

Five minutes later she tripped
down the steps to where the disconso-
late and somewhat sulky Dennis was
seated, carrying a big plate of sand-
wiches, a bottle of beer and a glass.

“An’ nmow you maybe eat some-
t’ings,” she announced as she handed
over the provisions, “and me, I would
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stan’ here—so! An’ talk wit’ you
maybe a leetle time.”

Dennis placed the plate on the step
beside him, opened the bottle and
poured himself a drink. In a mo-
ment he was munching contentedly at
the sandwiches.

“I’m thinkin’ ye would take care of
a man foine,” he remarked, with hig
mouth very full. “Not since the ould
lady wint have I ate such loike av
this.”

“Ah, eet is too bad t’at your good
modder she have to go,” said the girl
sympathetically. “Eet mus’ be with
difficultee t’at you have manage.”

From where she was standing she
could just catch a glimpse of the in-
terior of the Ryan flat. She moved
over and peeked into the doorway.

“Holy Modder!” she execlaimed.
“You have not wash the deesh !

“There’s not wan clane dish in th’
flat,” Dennis announced. “Though *tis
little it matters, for divil a thing is
there to ate off av thim.”

“Ah, poor man, eet is too bad!”
said the girl. “T’ose man they ecan-
not do soch t’ings. Eet is for womang
to do eet.” ’

“Me, I have t’ink of somet’ings!”
she exclaimed after a brief pause.
“You would seet still upon dis step.
You would watech. If anyones ig
come, you would whistle. I would
clean for you jus’ one leetle bit.”

She disappeared suddenly through
the Ryan doorway. Dennis gazed
after her, too astonished almost tgq
eat. He was on the point of follow-
ing when he bethought him that to
do so were treachery. She was trust-
ing him to warn her if danger, in par-
ental form, approached. He sat down
and attacked the sandwiches again.

“I must kape watch agin her ould
man should come,” he muttered to
himself, biting off a huge chunk.

Mounting guard is a tiresome ocen-
pation, even for a hero. Dennis be.
gan to weary of it very soon after the
last sandwich had disappeared. He
lit a cigarette and waited another ten
minutes. There was no sign of the
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girl, though an occasional clatter of
dishes denoted her presence inside.

“Rosie, oh, Rosie!” he shouted in
through the open doorway in a husky
whisper.

He heard her scamper down the
hallway.

“Fet is someones have come?” she
queried breathlessly at the door.

“No, ’tis no wan,” he assured her.
“But fer what should ye be washin’
the dishes av two good-fer-nothin?
min? Come on out on the stips,
Rosie, an’ lave the dishes be dirrty.”

“To clean the deesh, for me eet is
jus’ plea-sure,” she replied from the
hallway. “But you mus’ watch mos’
close, please. Ior someones, maybe
p’raps, should come”

She disappeared, and it seemed to
Dennis that the only thing for him to
do was to earry out instruections.

Only once again did he interrupt
her, and that was to plead in the
same hoarse whisper, “Rosie, dear,
won’t you marry me ?”

“Ket may be sometimes I would
t'ink of eet,” came the answer from
the kitchen, “but jus’ now eet is not
possible. I mus’ clean the deesh.”

Half an hour later she darted past
him suddenly and ran lightly up the
steps leading to the flat above.

“Fet is more better in t’ere now,”
she announced from above his head.
“Me, I mus’ return in. The peechture
they will have feenish, an’ my father
he will soon return back. You would
please go in on your house alsp,
M’sieur Ryan. Eet is more clean in
’ere now.”
te‘lzf&h, don’t go, Rosie,” pleaded the
boy. “Sure I wanted to hear you

lay on the pianner.” )

“] would play now,” she replied.
“Maybe p’raps you would hear if you
would enter in below.” :

“Rosie,” he called again, trying to
catch her hand. She eluded him and
a second later the dpor closed behind
her, leaving Dennis lonesome but
ha‘l‘)’l')l‘}i,.s a miracle,” he murmured as
he entered the Ryan flat. Everything
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was in neat and tidy order. The
dishes had been washed and stacked
upon the shelves of the tiny kitchen
cuphoard, the floors had been swept
and the furniture was properly
placed.

The tinkle of the piano came from
the flat above. Dennis listened ap-
provingly for a time. Then he took
up the old violin from the table
where it had been neatly placed, and
a moment later was painstakingly en-
deavouring to carry his end of an im-
promptu duet through the ceiling.

They had got well into the swing
of “Alouette” when Mr. Ryan, senior,
appeared.

“Fer the love av Hiven, bhoy!” he
shouted, as he swung the door open.
“Will ye be playin’ Frinch tunes,
too

Then he gazed solemnly around the
room. Slowly he moved out into the
hallway on a tour of inspection which
led him to the kitchen. Dennis, jun-
ior, followed with the air of a good-
natured but somewhat bored guide
trailing a tourist over familiar
ground.

“Holy saints above!” exclaimed the
elder Ryan, as he gazed into the kit-
chen.

“’Tis a good guess ye made, fer ’tis
the wurrk av a saint an’ she come
down from above,” the young Dennis
explained. “An’ she can make san’-
witches the loikes ye never tasted,
ould as ye arre, an’ ’tis her that’s
goin’ to be yer daughter.”

“Ye’ll be marryin’?” asked the old
man. “An’ ye mnever tould us.
Phwat’s the girrul’s name$”

“Whist I” murmured the boy. “Lis-
ten, an’ ye’ll hear her playin’ a foine
little tune at this minut.”

The old man sank into a echair.
“Thim Frinech!” he muttered in a
dazed sort of way. “Thim dom
Frinch !”

a*

Mr. Dennis Ryan, senior, sat with
his back to the door of the little Ryan
parlour. He held one of his heavy
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brogans in his right hand and with it
he beat time to a weird, discordant
solo which seemed to give him un-
limited enjoyment:

Allerwetter, allerwetter, : jontee aller-
wetter,
Allerwetter jettee plumeree.

Mrs. Ryan paused in the doorway
and gazed at him in astonishment,.
“What’s the matter, man,” she
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shouted at length. “Arre ye ecra
or arre ye drunk, or what is ut?”

“Tis glad I am to see ye,” said Mr.,
Ryan joyfully. “Sure I was singin’.”

“An’ what kind av singin’ do ye call
thot?” demanded Mrs. Ryan.

Mr. Ryan tugged hard at the other
boot.

“Tis a little bit av a Frineh tune
that yer fuchure daughter-in-law
plays foine upon th’ pianner,” he ex-
plained.

BY THE FIRE

By ARTHUR L. PHELPS

THE gray wind calls in the dark to-night,
At my window it beats and peers;
It eries as if this year to-night
Were the last of all the years.

The leaves are driven in packs to-night;
They rustle and huddle and go

Down the dim streets about the town,
‘While the pipes of the gray wind blow.

And the gray wind’s spirit is mine, I know;
Together we roam to-night,

The gray wind abroad in the leaves and trees,
And I in the red firelight.



Biic CHICKEN OQATH
Sty N Cene/Yorcross

story as we sat smoking our af-

ter-dinner cigarettes on the ver-
andah of his house overlooking Eng-
lish Bay, and as Bob mnever had
imagination enough to add frills to
anything, I knew that what he now
said was true. Also it was in the
papers at the time, though not the
real inwardness of it. :

A chance comment of mine on the
wonderful smartness and adaptability
of his celestial butler (I was new to
the coast) brought Bob out of a short,
smoke-filled silence. :

“They are a very efficient people
within certain limits” he said
thoughtfully; “and a very puzzling
people to the Anglo-Saxon mind. A
rum crowd, very rum crowd. Used
to think I knew them pretty well, as
white men go, but I was mixed up in
a case about four years ago—yes,
four years last April—that was a bit
of a revelation to me.”

“Tell me,” I said, putting my feet
up on the low rail of the verandah
and settling myself comfortably to
lls‘t‘eSnlire you wouldn’t rather have a
game of billiards?”

“Quite. Fire ahead.” ;

“All right, blame youysgalf if you
are bored.” The vietim in the affair
was an old Chinaman named Hop
Yen, who lived in a little shack a mile
or so outside of Steveston. Raised
vegetables and peddled them round
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BOB FORSYTHE told me this

the town. Did so well at it that after
awhile he hired another man to do
the peddling, a chap named Mah Foo,
of the coolie grade, of course, just
out from China.

“Well, about fourth months after
this Mah Foo had gone on the vege-
table round, on Saturday—the fifth
of April, to be exact—the chief of
police here was notified over the tele-
phone that a dead Chinaman had
been found under very suspicious eir-
cumstances in a shack out on the Ste-
veston road. It proved to be Hop
Yen, and it was Mah Foo who had
found the body and was the chief wit-
ness at the inquest, which was held
the next day.”

Forsythe paused long enough- to
light a fresh cigarette.

“Mah Foo knew practeally no Eng-
lish, so his evidence was taken through
Quong Lee, the provineial interpreter.
I wasn’t at the inquest. Didn’t come
into the case until the preliminary
inquiry the next day; but I heard all
about it. Great chap, Quong Lee—a
Cantonese, and as clever as they make
‘em. Wore tweeds and cropped his
hair and spoke colloquial English
even to the slang. He only interpret-
ed in capital cases, and in the five
vears he’d held the berth up to then
he’d been the means of hanging sev-
eral of his fellow-countrymen, and
as a consequence he never ate or slept
in the same place twice running—for
all his Americanized outside he was
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Chinaman enough to size up his risks
too well for that. But he had the
satisfaction of knowing that every
judge and magistrate in the Province
had absolute confidence in his in-
tegrity.

“Well, to get back to Mah Foo. His
evidence amounted to this: He had
come back frim his usual afternoon
round with the vegetables a little
earlier than usual, and on reaching
a turn in the road about three hun-
dred yards to the east—that is to the
Steveston side—of Hop’s place, he met
two Japanese, running. When they
saw him they immediately slowed to
a walk, and so passed him, going to-
wards Steveston.

“Mah Foo knew them both by sight
as men who had been employed for
about a month at ditching on a ranch
two miles west of Hop’s shack. About
three weeks before they had come to
Hop Yen, just after dusk, and asked
him for some vegetables, but as they
refused to pay, Hop refused the stuff,
and they had gone away to the road
and from there stoned the shack,
breaking the only window. Mah Foo
was positive that they were the same
two men he had met. When he ar-
rived at the cabin he set down his
baskets and yoke at the back door, as
usual, and went into the shack ex-
pecting to find Hop Yen at his sup-
per.

“Tt was then about seven in the
evening. Not finding him in the back
room, he went into the other, and
there saw the poor old chap crumpled
up behind the door, with the side of
his head simply bashed in. He was
very much frightened, and immediate-
ly ran out from the cabin and down
the road westward to where he knew
another Chinaman named Yuen Ling
was clearing some land on contract.
The spot where he was working was
only three or four hundred yards
from Hop’s place and in plain sight
of it. He was still working.”

“At that time—past seven at
night ¢’ 1 interrupted.

“Certainly. He was working on
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contract, you see; catch a Chinaman
quitting contract work before he posi-
tively has to. Well, when Mah Foo
told him what had happened he ran
back to the cabin with him, and on
the way told him that two Japanese
had passed along the road a little
while before and gone through Hop
Yen’s gate and round to the back
door, and a few minutes after they
had run out again and down the road.

“Yuen Ling had been in British
Columbia about ten years and knew
enough to make for the nearest house
with telephone wires going into it, and
that was how the police came to be
notified so quickly. e was a young
fellow, quick and alert, and knew
enough English to tell his tale for
himself. He confirmed everything
Mah Foo had said, but stated that he
had never seen the Japs before and
was not sure that he would know
them again, as they had passed at
some distance. Added what Mah
Foo had not mentioned, that they
both had packs on their shoulders
Asked if he thought the Japs coul(i
have seen him, said no, as he was far
back from the road and screened by
a bunch.of young alders, and as he
was resting at the time they passed
they had not heard him either. That
was all of his evidence, but it wag
enough to start the police after the
two Japs, armed with a description
from their late employer, and they
landed them that same night—in g
rooming-house in the Japanese
quarter here in Vancouver. They
came up for the preliminary hearing
bef«;re the stipendiary magistrate
next morning, and I was X
de%nd them.” s,

orsythe paused and meditati

flicked the ash frim his cigaret:t;c?vely

“Talk about hard-looking cases,” he
gmd after a moment; “those two ’held
it over anything I'd ever seen before
One, Tamura, was a hulking, brutal
lookl_ng chap who had two D. & D
convictions against him already, and
the other, Inumara, was a fishy-eyeq
beggar you wouldn’t trust as far ag
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you could throw him, and the circpm-
stances were nearly as black against
them as their looks. T’d had a faint
hope of establishing an alibi, but when
1 interviewed them before they were
called up I found that wouldn’t work
out. They admitted, and in any case
the police could prove, that they had
been paid off by the rancher at noon
on the fifth of April, had spent most
of the afternoon packing their kits—
they had camped by their work—and
had finally started for Steveston at
about six o’clock, which would bring
them to Hop Yen’s place about the
time stated in Mah Foo’s and Yuen
Ling’s evidence. There was no other
road by which they could reach Ste-

veston to take the interurban car to,

couver. Up to Hop Yen’s place
Xlznstories agreed, but there they d.lf-
fered. The Japs strenuously denied
having gone into the shack at all,
either that day or on any previous
day; denied having ever tried to get
vegetables off him or having had any
dealings or any unpleasantness with
him at all, and declared that the first
knowledge they had of any harm hav-
ing befallen him was when they were
charged with his murder. That was
all they had to say, and -curiously
enough, hard bitten cases though they
were, 1 had a sort of a hunch that
they were telling the truth. I could-
n’t for the life of me imagine who had
killed Hop Yen, but I felt sure the two
Japs hadn’t; but I couldn’t quite see
myself inoculating a level-headed
magistrate with my beautiful belief
unsupported with any proofs, and I
felt pretty blue when my clients lined
up in court that morning. There was
the usual erowd of white loafers pre-
sent, and a lot of Orlentals—mos.tly
Chinese—at the back, and a howling
gwell in full native get-up, sitting on
the front seat in solitary state. T
wondered why he’d beeI} allowed
above the salt, until the chief of pol-
jece whispered to me that he’d intro-
duced himself as a nephew of old
Tlop’s and had asked to be put for-
ward so he could see what went on.
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He was a big fellow, piggishly fat,
with cruel, little, glinting eyes, and a
sweet look he gave the Japs when he
sighted them.

“Brenthell read the charge, and the
two prisoners were sworn British fash-
ion—they both spoke and wunder-
stood English very well—and pleaded
not guilty; and then Brenthell pro-
duced his witnesses, whom he had kept
locked up since the inquest—oh yes,
they have to do that with Chinese wit-
nesses; they’re a casual crowd and
apt to disappear just when they are
most wanted.

“Yuen Ling was called first and
sworn on the paper ocath, which means
that he wrote his name on a slip of
paper which was then lighted, and
while he held it until it burned up
to his fingers he repeated after Quong
Lee in Chinese a formula expressing
the hope that he might burn everlast-
ingly if he did not tell the truth. Then
he gave his evidence exactly as he
had given it the day before, and when
I came to cross-examine him I could
not confuse him or get him to con-
tradict himself at all; he was certain
the Japs he had seen had entered Hop
Yen’s garden; thought that the pri-
soners looked like the same men, but
could not be sure, as he had not had
a good view of their faces that even-
ing; thought that it was about half an
hour after they had passed him that
Mah Foo came running with the news
that Hop Yen was killed.

“I asked if he did not think it pos-
sible, since the back door of the shack
was out of his line of vision, that
some one other than the two Japs
might have got into the garden and
into the cabin from the rear without
his seeing them. He agreed they eas-
ily might have done so without his
seeing them, but did not think anyone
would try it, as the ground behind
the garden was very swampy and
thickly covered with wild rose-bushes,
and the fence itself was of eight-foot
pointed palings with wire netting on
top, the ground having originally been
a chicken run; all in the same bland,
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impersonal way, without a trace of
regret for or malice toward the Japs,
which really made his testimony
twice as damning. If he had shown
any personal animus, and still more,
if he had been ready to declare that
the prisoners were identical with the
Japs he had seen entering Hop Yen’s
place, which was what I had half ex-
pected him to do from excitement and
a desire to enhance his own import-
ance, I might have worked up some
theory of a private grudge, but as it
was he stepped down with all the
honours of the encounter, and the fat
chap in front, Sim Kee, grinned at
my unhappy Japs like a dog at a
chicken bone.

“Mah Foo came next, an awful
scare-crow in his old blue jumper and
overalls; it was a slower business
with him, as Quong Lee had to inter-
pret every question and answer, but
his evidence was even more damag-
ing than Yuen Ling’s. He had no
doubt at all about the identity of the
prisoners with the Japs he had met
running away from Hop’s place, and
he swore again to the row over the
vegetables; I could no more shake him
than I could Yuen Ling, and T began
to see pretty plainly that my luck-
less clients were booked to be ecommit-
ted for trial the way things were shap-
ing, and were likely to escape hang-
ing only for lack of sufficient evidence
to convict on, if they escaped at all;
and at last, more to gain time really
than because 1 really expected to
elicit any more facts, I turned to
Magistrate Marsden and said that I
was not satisfied that all the truth
had been told, and requested that the
chicken oath should be administered
to the two Chinese witnesses.

“Now, the chicken oath, my boy,”
said Forsythe, raising an impressive
forefinger, “is the most binding oath
the Chinese have that we know of. To
those Chinamen who regard it at all
it is absolutely sacred, and I suppose
that is the reason we whites meddle
with it as little as possible, as we
usually find that the paper oath and
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the perspicacity of the police suffice to
bring the truth to licht. Whatever the
cause, the fact remains that it has
very seldom been administered in this
Provinee, and either the magistrate
thought the evidence satisfactory en-
ough or believed I was just marking
time, for he began to demur, when
up gets old Brenthell and says as
coolly as you please that he quite
agreed with me that the facts had not
been got at and was going to sug-
gest the chicken oath himself if T had
not done so. By Jove, to say he took
everybody’s breath away is putting
it mildly. You see, he was to all in-
tents and purposes in the position of
prosecuting the Japs, and the Chinese
were his witnesses. A regular gasp
went through the Orientals at the
back, and Marsden suddenly sat up
and—‘supposed the Chief of Police
had a reason for his belief’.

“Brenthell indulged in the nearest
approach to a wink with the eye near.
est me that he could venture; he cep.
tainly enjoyed the little sensation
he had prepared for the court; he
had the cheek to tell me afterwards
that he’d purposely kept his guns
masked to see what kind of a mess
I’d make of the thing. As a matter of
fact it was one of my first cases and
the old chap was too good-natured to
cheat me of any practice by springing
his mine earlier. ;

“Well, he told a very attentive
court that his suspicions had been first
aroused by the readiness of the two
Chinamen to give evidence, and it’s
fact that as a rule a Chinaman is
about as chatty as an oyster in any
matter the police are mixed up with
so he gave orders to have them loek:
ed up separately, just on spec. but—
and there he really did wink—as they
were merely witnesses he wanted to
make the confinement as pleasant as
possible, especially to such an intellj.
gent fellow as Yuen Ling, so he hag
him supplied with a copy of their own
newspaper that they get out down in
Chinatown.

“Before three hours had passed mas-
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ter Yuen developed great uneasiness,
and asked to be allowed to speak to
Mah Foo—something about vege-
tables, he said—and the warden, who
had his instructions, explained that
the chief had left no orders that the
two might see each other; but what
was the matter with Yuen writing
down his message on a slip of paper,
and the warden would see that it got
to Mah Foo? And Yuen walked
straight into the trap, tore a strip off
the edge of the newspaper as naturally
as you or I would use the back of an
old envelope, borrowed a pencil off
the obliging cop, wrote his note and
handed it over. Brenthell produced
it from his pocket-book in a silence
you could feel all down your back, and
handed it to Quong Lee, just a nar-
row, curling, six-inch slip of paper
with half a dozen Chinese characters
on it, one below the other, and Quong
Lee, who had already seen it once,
read it out at a sign from the magis-
trate—four words, in English:

“Stick to your story.”

“That was all. Beautifully simple,
wasn’t it? A year’s rhetoric from
me would not have removed the
dangling rope from over the Japs’
heads as that little message about
vegetables—merely about vegetables
—did.

“There was a jabber at the back
like a shingle-mill in full blast, and
in the middle of it I bethought myself
to look at the author of that interest-
ing note. Marsden had remembered
him a second earlier, for a big bobby
was just taking him gently by the
arm, and Yuen brought his eyes re-
luctantly away from the door and
stayed put, his teeth showing like a
snarling dog’s and his knees shaking
under him.

“T,et the chicken oath be adminis-
tered to Mah Foo,” said his worship
briskly.

“Mah Foo was still standing pa-
tiently in the witness box, where I had
left him. The note had never reach-
ed his hands, and not knowing any
English, the significance of what had

409

passed was entirely lost on him, but
when a policeman went out at a word
from Brenthell and returned in a min-
ute with a large, live, black rooster,
a hatchet, and a small block of stove-
wood, which he placed on an old
newspaper on the floor, Mah Foo’s
eyes seemed to suddenly wake up, and
when Quong Lee ordered him to come
forward he stood and looked at him
for a moment as if he were going to
balk. But Quong Lee repeated the
order with a threat in his tone, and
the old fellow shuffled down in a daz-
ed sort of way, took the legs of the
rooster, which was already in position
across the block, in one hand, and
the hatchet in the other, and slowly
repeating the words of the oath after
Quong Lee, struck off the chicken’s
head at one blow, and went back into
the witness-box without waiting to be
told, while a policeman cleared up the
mess.

“Tell the witness to tell all he knows
of the murder of Hop Yen, and the
truth this time,” said Marsden, and
in a dead silence Quong Lee put a
question, but Mah Foo did not
answer. He stood humped together,
his yellow, bony hands gripping the
ledge before him, his eyes staring
straight in front, and on his face a
look of the most abject terror and
suffering you ever imagined in your
worst nightmare.

“Quong Lee stared at him—we were
all staring at him—and started to
repeat his question sharply, when Mah
Foo spoke almost under his breath,
and Quong Lee’s jaw dropped.

“What did he say?’ Marsden de-
manded like a flash.

“Quong Lee looked round at him in
a half-dazed way. All his usual eool-
ness had deserted him. Never saw
the fellow so knocked out of time be-
fore or since. ‘

“He said, ‘I feel as if I were being
sawn in two,” he answered, and even
we whites knew we’d got a literal
translation that time. ‘

I think Marsden’s eyes and mine
must have jumped simultaneously in
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the direction in which Mah Foo was
staring so weirdly, and, by Heaven,
there was that fat secoundrel Sim Kee
leaning forward, his hands clenched
on his knees, his ugly jaw set like a
vise, and his wicked eyes boring into
that luckless coolie like a gimlet into
cedar! Sawn in two, indeed! With
his unbreakable oath on one side and
these eyes daring him to tell the truth
on the other! The poor devil couldn’t
have chosen a better simile.

Marsden’s fingers snapped like a
whip-lash.

“Here, you,” he said to the tyhee,
and, Lord, but his voice was grim!
“Take your eyes off the witness. Offi-
cer, remove that man to the rear of
the court where he cannot see the wit-
ness, and don’t let him escape. Quong
Lee, kindly repeat your question.”

“And then the diabolical little plot
fell to pieces like a card house. It
took Mah Foo just about three min-
utes to flatly contradict every word
he and Yuen Ling had said about the
Japs.

“The murder had been part and
parcel of one of the tong wars that
crop up in Chinatown every now and
then, and the story putting the blame
on the two Japanese was a deliberate
frame-up between Sim Kee, who was
no more a nephew of old Hop’s than
I was, and Yuen Ling, both high-
binders. Poor old Hop was slated to
be made away with and Yuen took
the land-clearing job in the vicinity
as an easy way of studying out the
problem, and made use of the perfect-
ly innocent movements of the Japs to
sereen himself and his accomplices
from suspicion. At least that was
how we figured it out, for they had
not taken Mah Foo very deeply into
their confidence. He had been met
at the turn of the road all right, but
it was by Sim Kee and Yuen Ling,
who had coolly told him that Hop
Yen was dead, and given him his
choice between learning the tale they
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were ready to tell him, off by heart,
and sticking to it, or figuring as the
murderer himself with an innocent
and horrified Yuen Ling to inform
against him.

“So it was not Inumara and Ta-
mura, after all, who were committed
for trial at the next assizes, but Sim
Kee and Yuen Ling. I am glad to
say they were convicted and comfort-
ably hanged about three weeks after-
wards.

“But what provoked my admira-
tion in spite of myself was the amount
and quality of the brains those two
artful devils put into the thing. They
had every inch of the ground covered,
every contingency foreseen, except
one—it had never occurred to them
that the witnesses would be separated.
They hadn’t prepared Mah Foo for
that, and Yuen Ling immediately
jumped to the conclusion that the
solitary confinement would give him
cold feet. You see, there was ga
chance that Sim Kee would not secure
such a seat as would enable him to
hold the poor old chap with the
threat of his eyes; so he risked the
note to buck him up. But for that the
chances are they would have got away
with the whole thing.”

“And what became of Mah Foo 9”
I asked.

“That,” said Forsythe, tapping a
fresh cigarette on his palm, “is a ques-
tion that the remaining members of
the tong of which Sim Kee and Yuen
Ling were such shining ornaments
can answer better than anyone else>

“You mean ”

“I mean that some of them would
make Mah Foo their particular care
after his evidence that day. Not g
doubt of it in my mind, and, what ig
more, there would not be a doubt of
it in Mah Foo’s while he was giving
that same evidence. As I said before
they’re a rum crowd, a very run;
crowd. I vote we go in and have
that game of billiards.”



THE LOST STATE
BBy Srnest Green

A FORGOTTEN INCIDENT OF THE WAR IN CANADA A HUNDRED YEARS AGO

r I THERE was once a State in Up-
per Canada of which we know
not even the name. Its form of

government, its population, and even

its exact location are forgotten. It
eame into being in October, 1813, and
passed away in December of the same
year. It was in the Niagara districet,
near the Niagara river, and its
founder was James Martin Cawd_ell.

That is the sum of our information

regarding one of the most picturesque

enterprises in the history of Canada.

May, of the second year of the war
of 1812-14, saw Niagara town and the
whole- peninsula fall to the enemy:

June saw the invaders discomfited at

Stoney Creek and Beaver Dam,

while the later Summer and early

Autumn saw them Wonderfully blogk-

aded in Fort George by an inferior

body of British and Canadian troops.

But September and October brought

news of disasters on Lakg Erie and be-

side the Thames; and Vincent, forced
to abandon his blockade and fall
back in haste to the head of the lake,
found himself, with the remnants of
his own and Procter’s divisions, hud-
dled in the Burlington _entrenchments
and in daily expectation of attacks
from both east and west. The rich
but war-worn peninsula was again
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abandoned, and its Loyalist popula-
tion, left unprotected against the hor-
rors of irregular partisanship, was ex-
cited by ancient feud and recent con-
flict into a savage frenzy. That was
the darkest hour in all the history of
Upper Canada!

Then up rose James Martin Caw-
dell, late ensign in the 100th Regi-
ment, whose chief claim on the atten-
tion of commanders-in-chief, since he
had purchased his commission in 1810,
had been in connection with applica-
tions for leave to “sell out” and “re-
sign” each duly granted but later
revoked because not acted upon. In
what capacity Cawdell happened to
be in the Niagara region, at this time,
I have not discovered. He springs
from obscurity into a picturesque and
fleeting prominence through the writ-
ing of a letter to Noah Freer, mili-
tary secretary to Sir George Prevost.
This letter, preserved in the Archives,
sums up all we know of a most re-
markable enterprise. It is dated at
Stoney Creek, 26th October, 1813, and
reads as follows:

Sir,—I beg leave to acquaint you for the
information of his Excellency the Gover-
nor-General that, having taken a step of
an extraordinary nature, I think it my
duty to make my design known to his
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Excellency. The country between Stoney
Creek and Fort George, being abandoned
to the enemy, T have presumed (induced
by personal ambition and a desire to be
of service to my country) to select a
township in the neighbourhood of Fort
George, and erect it into an independent
district pro tempore, and declare it in a
state of neutrality, in this manner to pre-
vent the marauding of the enemy, and to
organize it, so that when our army ad-
vances in the spring I shall be able to
join it with two or three hundred men.
When that happens, the nominal and tem-
porary independence will, of course, cease.
Should it happen (which heaven forbid)
that that part of the country is to be
totally abandoned to the enemy, I hope to
continue its independence, and, forming
an English party, make the possession of
the country never cease to be a thorn to
the Government of the States. By this
means I am confident I can be of more
service to myself and country than if I
remained a humble subaltern without a
name and without distinetion.

Cawdell’s scheme ealls up a curious
mental picture. Imagine this British
officer gathering about him a band of
sturdy, implacable Lincoln militia-
men of the old United Empire Loyal-
ist stock from the ravaged hamlets
and farms of the distriet, retiring
into some naturally strong position,
such as the Short Hills, and there
resisting with the desperation of a
forlorn hope the whole might of the
United States army! For we cannot

suppose that his attitude of “neutral-
ity” would have been accepted for
one minute by the invaders. It would
have been a foolish and futile strug-
gle, yet what a story for Canadian
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history! What “township” did Caw-
dell select? How many men joined
him? How long could they have held
out? Would they have surrendered
with honours or died to the last man?
Events furnish no answers to such
questions as these.

What reply, if any, Cawdell re-
ceived from the Governor-General 1
have not discovered. Fortunately for
Cawdell and for Canada the tide of
war turned just then. The menace of
Harrison’s army faded, and Vincent’s
little force, issuing from its trenches,
drove the execrated MecClure from
Canadian soil, and from the blacken.
ed ruins of the First Capital sped
their errands of vengeance beyond the
Niagara. So Cawdell’s enterprise
came to an end and but for his letter
to Freer would now be utterly for-
gotten.

What became of this man of
strange inspiration, rare enterprise
and outstanding loyalty 1 do net
know. He remained, it seems, “y
humble subaltern, without name and
without distinction”. He appears to
have been engaged in some milit
capacity at a later date, possibly in
connection with the 10th Royal Vet.
eran Battalion. There is mention of
his having commanded on the Holland
river in January, 1815, when that
was the route from York to the naval
base at Penetanguishene. Further
than this T have found no mention of
this evidently peculiar character of
the war a hundred years ago.




A BOYS ADVENTURE

WITH QUEEN VICTORIA
SOy Richard Dobson

AM going to tell you, the boys and
irls especially, about my wonder-
Ell ride with Queen Victoria in the
highlands of Seotland a good many
earla:go It came about as follows:
In 1853 1 contracted a disease, or
something of the sort, that is styled
in eommon parlance the wanderlust.
Of course, | was only a boy, but the
opportunity for pacifying the dis-
ease came to hand, and so, full of the
desire for adventure and travel, 1
from my home in South Lan-
cashire, England, to see the sights,
ights and sidelights of this world.
The wild and rugged moors of old
Seotland exercised a charm over me
in particn]ar. So I set out afoot to
satisfy that natural curiosity, which is
more or less implanted in the nature
very boy.
ofleh‘rg becyome for a boy of thirteen
of age quite proficient as a
player on the flute. So with this
musieal instrument tucked away in
my jacket pocket I started out to at-
tain the objeet of my ambition. 1
needn’t tell you that sometimes I went
, tired, fatigued and footsore.
But undiscouraged I went on stay-
ing at the little villages over night.
About sundown I would go to the vil-
Jage inn and commence to play on my
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flute some of those sweet Lancashire
airs that I had learned, and it took
me no time to get quite a erowd of
boys and girls and men and women
also.

After playing a few tunes, I usual-
ly succeeded in capturing the sym-
pathy of the eurious and simple heart-
ed villagers and quite a smart amount
of change would sometimes be handed
over to me, ending usually with the
kind-hearted landlady of the inn tak-
ing me in to supper and giving me
a nice clean bed to lie down on dur-
ing the night. In this way I journey-
ed through Lancashire and the lake
country of Westmoreland and Cum-
berland.

I visited the place where Words-
worth the great English poet lived
and died, and continued my journey
into the lowlands of Scotland. It
was a journey replete with the most
exquisite pleasure, I think, that any
boy of my age ever experienced.

I had read enough of Scottish his-
tory to be familiar with some of the
historic incidents and scenes of Scot-
tish chivalry and daring that had
been the wonder of the world.

In my journey I passed through
and visited such places as the Castle
of Kildrummie, where Robert Bruce,
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King of Scotland, left his Queen wife
while he fled to the wild Isle of Rath-
lin (called Rathleen) off the north
coast of Treland, to escape from the
English army that was pursuing him.
Also the old town of Ayr and the
country round about where Bobby
Burns lived and died.

I also visited Lochleven Castle and
Bothwell Castle and the beautiful
Loch Lomond. I travelled over the
bloody field of Bannockburn, and the
old Castle once occupied by Macbeth,
famous in history as being the place
where he had lured good, old King
Duncan to visit him. Macheth had
gained the favour of the old King,
because of his great battle and vie-
tory over the Norwegians and Danes,
at which time he drove them from
Secotland.

It was late in the summer of 1853,
one of those ideal days that are rare
indeed in the British Isles. T had
been journeying along the road that
ran parallel with the river Dee, in
Scotland. Well, T was journeying
along the bank of this river Dee when
there came into full view the famous
Balmoral Castle.

It lies at the base of a lofty crag,
and its great tower topped with
a pinnacle rising at least twenty feet
above the tower, came into full view,
being quite an imposing sight. T was
attracted toward it, not knowing at
the time that it was the far-famed
Castle of Balmoral.

As T jogged along the moor road,
a pony team rattled up along side
of me driven by a rugged looking
Scotsman. There was a lady, a boy
and two girls besides the driver. The
lady was plump, short and not hand-
some, but ordinarily good-looking.
She might have been taken for a
country merchant’s wife, or the help-
mate of a well-to-do crofter.

One of the girls was of my own
age, the boy a year younger, and the
other girl younger still. I had walk-
ed that morning about twenty-four
miles, or half-way from Aberdeen,
starting about five o’clock a.m., and

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

I suppose I looked wistfully at the
rig as it came along.

The old Scotsman, the driver, look-
ed straight ahead, but the lady looked
toward me with a kindly eye, and I
took hold of the neb of my cap and
raised it, bowing graciously at the
same time.

“My little man,” said the lady in
a sweet musical voice, “youn look quite
tired ; John, stop and let the lad get
in, he looks tired.”

John stopped the Scotch ponies,
and I elimbed in alongside of the boy,
and as I sat down the end of
flute stuck out of my jacket pocket.

“Oh, see,” said the boy to his elder
sister, “he has got a flute in his
pocket.”

“Oh, yes,” said the pretty girl, “J
see.”

“Do you play on the flute?” she
said, addressing me in such a sweet,
winning way and manner. I said
that I did sometimes. Then the tweo
girls said, “Do play for us,” and the
boy said, “Yes, we would like to hear
you; we are very fond of the flute.®

The kindly, motherly-looking lady
said, “My children, the little man is
too tired, wait until he gets rested ®
But I answered the kind lady, say-
ing that I was getting rested and
could easily play as we rode along.
Without further urging I commenced
to play some of my sweetest Lan-
cashire tunes, and they all listened
with astonishment, even the hard.
visaged Scotsman softened down and
smiled.

The two girls clapped their hands
with glee. Said the lady, “May 1
ask where your home is?”

“Oh, yes,” T said, “I live in South
Lancashire, not very far from. Man.
chester.”

“Indeed,” and the fine motherly-.
looking lady looked astonished. “Ang
how did you get so far from home

Then T told the lady how T haq
travelled afoot day by day through
Lancashire, Westmoreland and Cum.
berland and the lowlands of Scotlang
up to that present time and place.
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Soon we arrived at the great Castle.
1 asked if they went farther.

“Oh, no,” said the lady, “we live
here during the latter part of the
summer and early fall.”

“What is it called?’ I said to the

“;l‘his,” said he, “is Balmoral

e.”
“And where do you live the other
of the year?”
“Oh,” said he, “at Buckingham

Palace, London, and Windsor
Castle.”
1 was dumfounded. “Who are

you?” 1 asked.

“They call me the Prince of Wales.”

I didn’t know what to say.

The Queen looked at me in a kindly
way and said, “You didn’t know that
I was your Queen, did you!? Well,
when you get home tell your mother
that you had a nice ride with the
Queen of England.”

1 said, “Yes, ma’am, shall T get out
now 1’

“No, no, my little man, you must

with us into the Castle and lunch
with us and rest yourself, and then,
if you will, you can play a little more
for us on your flute.”

The sweet musical ringing voice of
the Queen of England seems to be
now ringing in my ears, as I relate
this story never before told, as she
gaid the above that 1 have just stat-
ed, by her Castle at Balmoral.

So, I, a poor Lancashire lad, enter-
ed Balmoral Castle with the Queen of
England, the Prince of Wales, after-
wards Edward VII., as well as the
“Princesses Victoria and Alice, all
of whom have become sinee that
time prominent as great world char-
acters.

“Well, it seems like a dream to-day.
Yet it was a reality. After a refresh-

" bath, I was ushered, or shown,
into the great banquet hall and sat
down to a great feast of good things.
It, perhaps, would be vanity to
enumerate or describe the menu.

After lunch, or dinner as I called
it, the Queen said to me, “Now, my

. ly written.
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little man, yom must write your
mother a letter and tell her where
you are and then I will add just a
line or two, if you will permit me.”
I bowed assent and soon had my let-
ter written to mother and father,
sister and two brothers,

It was not a very long letter. Then
1 said to the Queen, “Queen Viectoria
of England, will you please read my
letter now? The Queen read, I think,
my first letter ever written away
from home, and she said it was nice-
Then the Queen taking
the pen in hand wrote postseript as
follows: “Your little son is all right
and safe here with the Queen of Eng-
land and her children. He will spend
a few days with us here at Balmoral
Castle and then T will see that he is
storted for home.”

I stayed at Balmoral Castle for
ten days. Those ten days were re-
plete with the greatest amount of
pleasure I think that any boy ever
experienced. It was rich and rare.

We romped and roamed and rode
together over those Scottish moors
and through the dells and dales of
Aberdeen to our hearts’ content. Many
things, very many things, of my early
boyhood days I have forgotten, but
the happy ten days at Balmoral Cas-
tle I think always will be remem-
bered.

It was a happy family, and 1 seem-
ed for the time being one of them.
I entertained with my flute the royal
family every day. At the end of the
ten days, when I was ready to de-
part for my Lancashire home, the
Queen of England got me a through
ticket for my native Lancashire vil-
lage and handed me at the same time
a brand new leather purse with ten
bright English sovereigns inside,
and patting me on the head, said,
“My little man, spend that money in
helping to make you a good musician,
and perhaps some day we will meet
again. Be a good boy and God bless
you”.

Some years after, seven or eight, I
think, I was in London, a member of
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the famous “Julian Band” and visit-
ed Queen Vietoria at Buckingham
Palace. She (the Queen) did not re-
cognize me, or call me to mind until
I produced a well-worn leather purse,
which I said that my Queen had giv-
en me when a boy at Balmoral
Castle.

Then she smiled sweetly and said,
“Ah, T remember now, now I remem-
ber you. You are the little Lan-
cashire lad who had wandered away
far from home, and who stayed with
us at Balmoral, and who delighted
us so much with his playing on the
flute. THave you got your flute yet?
And may I ask what’s brought you
here to London?”’

Queen Vietoria, I said, T have the
same flute which T had when a hoy
and when I was your much delighted
guest at Balmoral Castle. T have
made, T think, good wuse of those
bright sovereigns that you gave me,
when I started for home. I have stu-
died musie, and T am now booked
with Julian to make the tour of Eur-
ope in his famous band.

“Well, well,” said Queen Victoria,
“I am so glad that you have made
such good use of your opportunities.
I shall be glad to help you. Wait, T
will give you a letter to the Emperor
of Germany and one to the Emperor
Alexander the II. of Russia. You
may have the opportunity to present
them and they will help you, I'm
sure, in many ways. And now my
little man—Oh, but you are a man
now”—and she laughed in the old
ringing way. “Though,” said the
Queen, “you are yet little in
stature, but come,” she said, “You
must lunch with us,” and I was
ushered into the private reception
room.

And it so happened that the Prince
of Wales ‘was there then, and the
Princesses Viectoria and Alice. The
younger one was not yet married. The
Prince of Wales, and the ladies,
daughters of the Queen, couldn’t place
me until the Queen asked them if
they didn’t remember the Lancashire
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lad who had played for them on the
flute at Balmoral Castle ever so many
years ago?

The old smile played over their
features as the incidents one by one
came to their memory. T was intro-
duced to Prince Albert, Consort to
the Queen, and it was but a few
months after this incident that he was
called suddenly away from earth.

Of course there was more of form.
ality at Buckingham Palace on that
occasion than T had witnessed at Bal-
moral. Still, T was not confused, nei.
ther did T feel ill at ease, as the
saying is, but I think I made a fav-
ourable impression, for I was given a
general invitation to stay at Buek.
ingham Palace while in London.

I had attained much more skill as
a musician than when a lad at Bal-
moral, and the Royal family wepe
much pleased with my performanee
on the flute. However, I stayed at
Buckingham Palace until my ge.
parture from London as a member
of the Julian Band.

The Queen gave me her blessing and
wished me God speed, and as I was
leaving, she handed me a sealed let.
ter, which she said T must not open
until well abroad, which injunction I
obeyed. When I opened the sealed

letter at Antwerp, what do you think

I found therein?—five
Bank of England notes!

The Queen said that she was sure
the letters of introduction would he
me in many ways, and sure enough
they did, especially the one to the
Emperor of Russia, Alexander 1T. He
was so pleased with my skill on the
flute that he equipped me with a side
arm, with the freedom of St. Peters.
burg and made me special Musician
to the Court at St. Petershurg, with
the privilege to go and come at will,

I was there for a period of seven
months, and no doubt would have be-
come a permanent citizen but for an
untoward event which necessitated
my departure, and from that time to
this, the present, T have never visited
St. Petersburg.

ten-pound

.
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BRIGADIER-GENERAL F. S. MEIGHEN, D.S.0.

Whose Battalion (the Fourteenth) faced unflinchingly almost entire annihilation by the Prussian Guards

NE of the most notable figures to
eross the stage of Canada’s war
drama is Brigadier-General Frank
Stephens Meighen. General Meighen,
who, by the way, is a cousin of t.he
Honourable Arthur Meighen, Dmn}q-
jon Solicitor General, earne@ his mili-
tary reputation and promotion in the
army by distinguished conduct in the
torrific ordeal of the secopd battle of
Ypres. ‘When the Prussian (_}uards
rolled over Langemarck on their dash
to Calais. the Fourteenth Battahon,
commanded by General Meighen (he
was then a Colonel), met the full
force of the enemy’s_onrush. Gasseq,
unsupported by artillery and deci-
mated by shell fire, the .Fourtgepth
held on when almost certain annihila-
tion was the price of bel.ng brave. For
three long days and ‘nights the bat-
talion fought on against overwhelm-
ing numbers. Three times surround-
ed, they as often cut their way
through the German lines, and it fell
to their lot to make the desperate
eharge which recaptured the four big
uns taken by the enemy when the
Emadian division first bent back to
eonform with the French lines.
Throughout the whole of the fight-
ing in these memorable days Colonel
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Meighen remained with his regiment,
his example of devotion and self-sacr-
fice inspiring his men to deeds of the
utmost heroism. On the fourth day,
when the roll was called, less than one
hundred men of the Fourteenth
answered “here”. More than a thous-
and had paid the price to “save the
day” for the Empire and bar the way
to Calais. Colonel Meighen’s grand
leadership and splendid heroism was
rewarded with speeial recognition
from his superior offiers and the con-
ferring upon him of the D.S.0. At
the request of General Sir Sam
Hughes he was later brought back to
Canada to confer the benefit of his
experience and organizing ability in
the training of new Canadian units.
A new crack Montreal battalion and
efficient organization work at Valear.
tier are among the results of his work
in this connection; and the other day
his achievements received recognition
by his well-earned promotion to the
rank of brigadier-general. In private
life Brigadier-General Meighen is a
business man of the highest standing.
Born in Montreal and educated at
McGill, he has lived all his life in
Canada and is the very finest example
of the Canadian citizen soldier.



BRIGADIER-GENERAL WATSON, D.S.0.

A hero of Langemarck and St. Julien

ANADIAN journalism has the dis-

tinetion of having given two of
the finest soldiers in the Canadian
army to the Empire’s cause. Briga-
dier-General Morrison, commander of
artillery in the First Division, was
formerly an editor of The Ottawa
(litizen. Brigadier-General David
Watson, than whom there is no finer
soldier in the Canadian forces, is pro-
prietor and editor of The Quebec
('hronicle. Before the war there was
hardly a cub reporter in all Canada
who had not heard of “Dave” Wat-
son, of Quebec. Since the war there
is hardly a Canadian home that has
not heard of the name and fame of
Colonel David Watson, D.S.0., hero
of Langemarck and St. Julien, and
lately promoted to the rank of bri-
gadier-general. Recently he returned
to the front at the head of the Fourth
Canadian Division, to face the foe
in Flanders.

(lolonel “Watson, it is but fair to
say, was one of the pets of Sir Sam
Hughes. And when everything got
confused and troubled in the days of
desperate haste at Valeartier, the
Minister of Militia was wont to lean
upon his old friend “Dave”. It was
confidence mot misplaced. Colonel
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Watson went overseas in command of‘
one of the Quebec battalions. went to
Flanders with the First Division and
\T\als in thIe thick of the fighting at St
Julien, Langemarck, Givene ’
Festubert. -
No commander of any Canadian
battalion who went through those
avyful engagements acquitted himself
with greater gallantry than that dis-
played by Colonel Watson, and his
conduct was rewarded by eulogistie
mention in despatches and the covet-
ed D.S.0. Upon the reorganization of
the Canadian forces following the ar-
rival of the Second Division in Flan-
ders ,Colonel Watson was singled out
for the command of a brigade. Later
when it was decided to send a thini
and a fourth division to the front,
Brigadier-General Watson was g
pointed to its command. The other
d.a}.’ the cables announced that his di
vision had arrived in Flanders.
Though a newspaperman all his life
General Watson always took a keen'
interest in the militia. Before the wapr
he was major of the 8th Royal Rifles,
Quebee. General Watson was born in
the Citg l(;f Qbuebec forty-seven years
ago, and has heen a reside
his life. A



MAJOR-GENERAL A. W. CURRIE, D.S.0.

Whose Division (the Second) met the full force of the German Impact at Hooge

ROM the ordeal of Langemarck
F emerged the men who are now the
brains and genius of Canada’s fight-
ing forces in Flanders. Aynong these
none is greater than Major-General
Currie, of Vancouver, commander of
the Second Canadian Division. T}]e
fine achievements of Go'nm'al Curne
are a tribute to the soldierly discern-
ment of General Sir Sam Hughes. At
the outbreak of the war Gonerql Cur-
yvie (he was then a colonel in the
militia) was not knm-\'p to a dozen
Canadians outside British Columbia.
But he had attracted General Hughes,
and he had the unique distinetion to
be the first Canadian officer commis-
sioned to go overseas by th_e Mmmter
of Militia. The offer was wired to him
from Ottawa by General Hughes the
day after the outbreak of war and
was just as promptly accepted. Col-
onel Currie happened to be a Liberal
in politics, and General Hughes re-
eeived many reminders of the fact by
the type of politician in British
Columbia who thought that the war

" was an adjunct of a certain political

party. But the Minister stuck to his
choice, and Canada in consequence
sent a soldier of the greatest distine-
tion.
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The present commander of the See-
ond Division went to the front as
head of a Vancouver Highland bat-
talion, fought through Langemarck,
St. Julien and other battles, earned a
reputation for leadership and courage
of the highest order, received highest
praise from General Alderson, won
the D.S.0., and the command of a
brigade. As a brigade commander he
proved to be an unqualified sucecess,
so much so that his work attracted
the attention of the British Head-
quarters Staff, and when there came
a reorganization of the Canadian com-
mands, as a result of the arrival of
two new divisions in the field, he was
made a major-general and given com-
mand of the Second Division. He was
in command of this division when it
met the full force of the German im-
pact at Hooge, in what has been so
aptly deseribed as “that particular
hell at Hooge”, and his skilful hand-
ling of an admittedly eritical situa-
tion in a position of great difficulty in
the bloody Ypres apex won for him
the unstinted praise of British mili-
tary experts. And when those in high
places in the British army give praise
it can be relied on generally as being
well merited.
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The past month has

Germany  witnessed the uninter-
only pro-  rupted progress of the
longing Allies in every import-

her defeat  ant sphere of operations.
Military experts at

Washington have expressed the view

that the Allied offen
ern front eannot b

must lead to g return to the stalemate
of previoug years. There is no indica-
tion so far ‘of this indecisive conclu-
Sion to the big drive. The remark-
able progress of the Russian armies
and the recent collapse of the Ays.

trian defence of Goritz against the at-
tacks of the TItal 1

the entry upon
war, in which Germany is no longer

able to take the initiative or to shuffle
the cards and t

ransfer troops from
the east to the west, or vice versa, as

€r needs dictate. The day of her
Superiority in reserves and guns has
gone for ever. She may prolong in-
definitely the hour of her defeat but
must now regard her ultimate eol-
apse as a foregone conclusion. The
citizen soldiers of Kitchener’s Army
have astonished the world by their
dash and bravery. With no war ex-
perience to their credit, they have es-
tablished a moral
enemy that augurs well for the sue-
cess of the final getg in the great
drama. The Allies hope, as one im-
portant result of the present drive,

to secure greater freedom of action,
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lowers. Carson is bitterly assailed
by his friends for deceiving them,
while Redmond is accused of aban-
doning the National platform of Par-
nell. TLord Hugh Cecil, M.P., one
of the clever sons of the late Marquis
of Salisbury, writes to The Times:

I listened with profound surprise and
regret to Sir Edward Carson’s speech. It
gseemed to be altogether inconsistent with
itself. He declared that he was still as
much opposed to Home Rule as ever, but
the whole of the last part of his speech ap-
peared to assume that Home Rule is in the
main a healing and tranquillizing measure.
What, for example, is the sense of saying
that it would not be a bad day for this
country, for Ireland, or for the war, if he
and Mr. Redmond shook hands on the floor
of the House? The sentimental ritual in-
dicated, if it means anything, means a
joint assent to the setting up of a Home
Rule Parliament, but, if Home Rule be as
bad and pernicious as Sir Edward Carson
has always said that it was, and as he
still professes to think that it is, such an
agreement would be a bad day for this
country, and for Ireland, and for the war.
Sir Edward Carson’s speech, eloquent as
it was, was essentially incoherent. 'Tt was
the rhetorie not of reason, but of undis-
ciplinist sentiment. The most salient point
which emerged in the debate was the sur-
prising folly of those who had laboured so
hard for a settlement.

The way has been paved to a settle-
ment of the Irish problem, and the
Unicnist no less than the Nationalist
knows that the conditions are ripe for
a settlement were Irishmen free to
take the matter into their own hands.
But, as The London National observes,
it is FEngland that prevents Irish
unity by dividing the people.

The Sinn War has thrown the

reins of government
goimers onee more into the hands
and the of the English bureau-
S TGD cracy. Lord Lansdowne
Ruwors and his irreconcilable

friends in the Cabinet have for the
moment deprived the Irish nation of
the results of the Veto Bill. The in-
surrection of the Sinn Feiners was

due to the widespread belief that As-

quith would betray the Irish cause.
It could be argued that there is no
moral difference between the action

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

of the Sinn Feiners who were tried
by courts-martial and shot and the
conduet of the Jameson raiders, for
vghose lives Britain interceded with
Kruger, and not without avail. There
is no Irish Nationalist who does not
regard the betrayal by Asquith and
Lloyd George as a justification for g
return to Parnell’s policy of maki
Castle rule in Ireland impossible. It
is to be hoped that wiser counsels
will prevail and that the Asquith
pledge to Ireland will not be recount-
ed in the history of these times as an-
other “serap of paper”.

Those who oppose Home Rule on
the ground of the instability of Irish
character and the incompetence of the
people in administrative affairs will
find some difficulty in explainin
away the continued stability of Irish
stocks despite the rebellion and the
abortive negotiations. The Times
prints the following:

A correspondent, who signs hi “
K_u’.write!; to us, recomgxendhi]nl;“g;yolv;
who is alarmed for the present or future
of Southern Ireland to refer to the re.
cent dealings on the Dublin Stock Ex.
change. Alarm, he says, as to the conse-
quences of Home Rule caused a heavy fall
in 1886 and 1893. There is no such alarm
or, at least, no such fall, now. Gre.g"
Southern and Western Railway 4 p.e. De-
benture Stock was recently dealt in at
84%, showing a yield of £4 14s. 4d. per
cent. This is practically the same as the
yield on London and North-Western De-
benture Stock at the present price. For
the first time in history, Irish Rail
Stocks‘ stand on as high a level as Engli.h’
and higher than Scottish. Dublin Cor.
pora:i%ré 3% p.c. Stock was recently dealt
i at Ja8.

Repre- Does  representative
sentative  government exist im
Boversis Canada? That there is
ment in profound dissatisfaction
Canada  VWith the tendencies of

party government is ap-
parent to all save those who will not
see. Canadians sometimes stand in
the temple and thank God they m
not as those decaying nations of Eyp.
ope in which governing classes rule
the people. It is true the Family
Compact is a thing of the past, but it
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is equally true that Canada has but
substituted one class for another in
the control of her national affairs. So
long as unrepresentative party cau-
ecuses dietate terms to the voters so
Jong is it impossible for Canadians to
pretend that all is well with their
ecountry. There is no desire on either
the Liberal or Conservative side to
strengthen the hold of the masses of
the people on the machinery of gov-
ernment.  On the contrary there is
an increasing tendency to regard as
factionists all who refuse to yield a
blind obedience to self-appointed
leaders.

Ngoycial reforms are in the air and
are bound to come. These reforms
touch the lives of the toilers, of those
who are denied a fair distribution of
the wealth they help to create. Can-
ada is to be asked to adopt the Lloyd
George platform. As a temporary ex-
dient the Lloyd George programme
g:- served its special purpose, but few
pretend that it is accepted by labour
as the last word in social legislation.
Speaking recently to a working man
on the subject I was surprised by the
warmth with which he eriticized what
many will regard as a really advanc-
ed policy of social reform. I do not
retend to give his exact words, but
attitude may be briefly summed

up in the following viewpoint:

Men who have waxed-
fat at the expense of the

m‘:{ workers, he contended.
on Soeial €€ in the Lloyd George
Reform schemes of old-age pen-

sions, ete., an opportun-
ity to side-track their own responsibil-
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ities, and to foist upon the taxpayer
the heavy burden of maintaining the
wounded and outcast soldiers of in-
dustry.

All who have studied the Lloyd
George legislation, and who are con-
versant with the conditions in the
United Kingdom, know that old-age
pensions and other measures of the
samé beneficent character were put
forward as palliatives, designed as a
temporary readjustment of the rela-
tions between capital and labour in a
country where the chasm yawned
wide and deep between excessive
wealth and debasing poverty. But
these measures are regarded by the
intelligent worker as a badge of servi-
tude that tends to stereotype, instead
of effacing, the class distinctions that
obstruct the progress of the common
people.

In a country like Canada, where
the independence of the individual is
Jealously asserted, it is open to grave
doubt whether such a scheme of social
reform will bear intelligent eriticism.
The conditions in the two countries
are totally dissimilar. What Can-
adians should demand is not the brand
of State pauperism, but a fair share
in the distribution of the wealth cre-
ated.

This war has added to the num-
ber of Canadian millionaires. Can it
be said that the worker is better fitted
to face the rising cost of livelihood
and to provide against old age?
Should this responsibility be trans-
ferred from the employer to the
State? These are questions that will

be eagerly debated when peace re-
turns.
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APRIL AIRS

By Briss Carman. Toronto: MeClel-
land, Goodehild and Stewart.

! | YHIS little volume of seventy-
geven pages, containing seventy-
six poems, is still another rea-

son for giving the author not only
first place among Canadian poets but
also a high place among English lyric
poets of his time. Strictly speaking,
he is no longer a Canadian poet, al-
though he was born and reared in
Canada, for he has become by actual
contact and sympathy a New Eng-
lander, and this present volume is
deseribed on the title page as a hook
of New England lyries. But, even at
that, this sweet singer has not become
entirely alienated from his native
land, for we find here and there ad-
missions of clinging memories, as in
the last stanza of a delightful poem
entitled “Garden Magic”:

Soul of undying. rapture!
How love’s enchantment clings,
With sorcery and fragranece,
About familiar things!

Then again, and more so, in “A Re-
membrance” :

Here in lovely New England
When summer is come, a sea-turn
Flutters a page of remembrance
In the volume of long ago.

Soft is the wind over Grand Pré,
Stirring the heads of the grasses,
Sweet is the breath of the orchards
White with their apple-blow.

There at their infinite business
Of measuring time forever,
Murmuring songs of the sea,
The great tides come and go.
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Over the dykes and the uplands
Wander the great cloud shadows,
Strange as the passing of sorrow,
Beautiful, solemn and slow.

For, spreading her old enchantment
Of tender, ineffable wonder,

Summer is there in the Northland!
How should my heart not know?

But we should not pass thus ligh
the poem entitled “Garden Magie™
for apart from its merits as fine musie
it reveals a side of the poet’s nature
that too often is hidden, the personal
side, the side that gives on the affee.
tions. Likewise in “Garden Shad-
ows”, where in the third stanza we
read :

When the twilight silvers
Every nodding flower,

And the new moon hallows
The first evening hour,

Is it not her footfall

Down the garden walks,
Where the drowsy bossoms
Slumber on their stalks?

Still, we must come back to “Gap.
den Magic”, where

-

Within my stone-walled garden
(I see her standing now,

Uplifted in the twilight,

. With glory on her brow!)

I love to walk at evening
And wateh, when winds are low,
The new moon in the hill-tops,
Because she loved it so!

And then entranced I listen,
While flowers and winds confer,
And all their conversation
Is redolent of her.

And then he goes on to say that he.
cause of her he loves the t
brook, the golden jonquils, the blye.
gray iris, the small wild roses, because
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BLISS CARMAN

Whose latest book contains poems that are notable for sheer lyric beauty

These were her boon companions.
But more than all the rest
I love the April lilae,
Beeause she loved it best.
Then follows the last stanza, which
we have quoted near the beginning.
The garden wall has a poem :lll to
itself. entitled “The Old.(l.ray Wall”,
which contains one striking stanza,
the last:
Ah, when will ye understand,
l_\[nrmls—nor deem it odd—

rests on this old gray wall
;‘::; a hand on the shoulder of God.

James Whitcomb Riley was a poet
very different from Bliss Carman, and
vet to Riley, on his birthday, we find

Carman paying this tribute, under
the title of “Lockerbie Street” -

Lockerbie Street is a little street,

Just one block long:

But the days go there with a magical air,

The whole year long.

The sun in his journey across the sky

Slows his ear as he passes by;

The sighting wind and the grieving rain

Change their tune and cease to complain;

And the birds have a wonderful eall that
seems

Like a sreet-ery out of the land of dreams;

For there the real and the make-believe
meet.

Time does not hurry in Lockerbie Street.

Lockerbie Street is a little street
Only one block long;
But never a street in all the world,

’
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In story or song,

Is better beloved by old and young;

For there a poet has lived and sung,
Wise as an angel, glad as a bird,

Fearless and fond in every word,

Many a year. And if you would know
The secret of joy and the cure of woe,—
How to be gentle and brave and sweet,—
Ask your way to Lockerbie Street.

We think of portraits as the work
either of the painter or the photo-
grapher, yet one could not wish for a
better visualization than this, which
is entitled simply “A portrait™:

Behold her sitting in the sun
This lovely April morn,

As eager with the breath of life
As daffodils new-born!

A priestess of the toiling earth,
Yet kindred to the spheres,

A touch of the eternal spring
Is over all her years.

No fashion frets her dignity,
Untrammeled, debonair;
A fold of lace about her throat
Falls from her whitening hair.
A seraph visiting the earth
Might wear that fearless guise,
The heartening regard of such
All-comprehending eyes,

Ungrudging, without grief, she lives
FEach charged, potential hour,
Holding her loftiness of aim
With agelessness of power.
Immortal friendship, great with years!
She shames the faltering,
And heartens every struggling hope,
Like hyacinths in spring.

But of all these beautiful lyries the
one that stands apart from the others,
the one indeed that in any collection
of poems would have no mean place,
is “The Tent of Noon”:

Behold, now, where the pageant of high
June

Halts in.the glowing noon!

The trailing shadows rest on plain and
hill;

The b’annered hosts are still,

While over forest erown and mountain head

The azure tent is spread.

The song is hushed in every woodland
throat;

Moveless the lilies float; "

Even the ancient ever-murmuring sea

Sighs only fitfully;

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

The cattle drowse
shade;
Peace on the world is laid.

It is the hour when Nature’s caravan
That bears the pilgrim Man %
Across the desert of unchartered time
To his far hope sublime,

Rests in the green oasis of the year,

As if the end drew near.

in the field-corner’s

Ah, traveller, hast thou naught of thanks
or praise

For these fleet haleyon days?—

No courage to uplift thee from despair

Born with the breath of prayer?

Then turn thee to the lilied field onee
more!

God stands in his tent door.

Yet when we turn again to “A
Mountain Gateway” we are impelled
to divide the honours between it and
“The Tent of Noon”. “A Mountain
Gateway” is blank verse of the high-

est order. It is so metrical that one
scarcely realizes the absence of
rhyme. But, besides, it possesses

those indeseribable qualities of whieh
the last stanza, which we quote, gives
proof:

And in that sweet seclusion I shall hear
Among the eool-leafed beeches in the dusk.
The calm-voiced thrushes at their twi.
light hymn.
So undistraught, so rapturous, so pure,
They well might be, in wisdom and in joy,
The seraphs singing at the birth of '}:.'
The unworn ritual of eternal things,

The book hegins with “April”, as

- geems fitting to the title, but it ends

with “Winter Streams” :

Now the little rivers go
Muffled safely under snow.

And the winding meadow streams
Murmur in their wintry dreams,

While a tinkling musie wells
Faintly from their icy bells,

Telling how their hearts are bold
Though the very sun be cold.

Ah, but wait until the rain
Comes a-sighing once again,

Sweeping softly from the Sound
Over ridge and meadow ground!

Then the little streams will hear
April calling far and near—

Slip their snowy bands and run
Sparkling in the welcome sun,
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THE GREATER TRAGEDY

By Bexsaminy AprHOrRe GouLp. To-
ronto: J. M. Dent and Sons.

'I'HE author of this remarkable book,

an American living in Canada,
here deals mostly with the attitude of
the United States towards the war.
He attacks the wisdom of the Wilson
administration and concludes with
these words:

But if before the end of this huge strug-
the iron shall enter our souls, if we
shall learn to see broadly and sacrifice for
the eause of progress, we shall save our
national soul and keep our place at the
forefront of the powers for good in the
evolution of mankind. By worthy war
the connected and twisted filaments of our
ulation may be beaten upon the anvil
m a homogeneous and mighty whole, and
the future of our nation be assured. Noth-
ing ean so unite a people as the spirit of
gervice which is quickening the souls of
other nations; with us up to this time it
has been entirely lacking as a nation,
however splendidly it may have manifest-
ed itself in individuals. If we are not to
be a drag on -civilization, we must serve
eivilization. Think, think, think, my coun-
en, and arouse yourselves to compel
nobility of aetion. You have ]_ooked in
vain to Washington for inspiration; now
let your voices swell in such a mighty
ehorus that Washington must of necessity
give ear and obey. So shall you serve
your eountry and your world, a_nd bring to
aecomplishment the high destiny of ‘our
Jand and the traditions of duty which we
fhave inherited hitherto uncankered and
unstained. i

THE ANZAC BOOK

WRITTEN AND JLLUSTRATED IN (GGALLI-
poLI BY THE MEN oF ANzAc. Toron-
to: Cassell and Company.

OF the thousands of books written
because of the war this one de-
gerves to be called unique. The word
“Anzac” has been coined from the
initial letters of the words Australian,
New Zealand Army Corps. The men
of Anzac, so called, certainly dis-
tingnished themselves during the dis-

astrous expedition to Gallipoli, but
should their fighting be forgotten
their memory should be kept green by
the merits of this book. The editor
writes that practically every word in
it was written and every line drawn
beneath the shelter of a waterproof
sheet or a roof of sandbags—either in
the trenches or, at most, well within
the range of the oldest Turkish rifle.
But it is not on its merits as a curi-
osity that it appeals, but on its sheer
merits as a production of literature
and art. ' It is an extremely interest-
ing book, in reading matter and illus-
tration, from cover to.cover,

e

DEGENERATE GERMANY

By Henry pe Hausanne, Toronto:
Thomas Allen.

OF‘ all the arraignments of Ger-

many, this perhaps is the most
severe. It is dedicated to “those few
yet too many Britons who still har-
bour the mischievous illusion that the
Germans are an estimable, peaceful
and kindly people, utterly misled and
misrepresented by their wicked gov-
ernment.” The chapter on “Ger-
many’s Scarlet Scourge,” if published
as romance, would be forbidden by
the moral censors.

3k

—The Studio (London, 344 Leices-
ter Square) for July contains two
particularly attractive articles, one on
the water-colour drawings of George
Henry, with eight illustrations, two of
which are in eolours; the other, on the
etchings of Andres Zorn, with nine il-
lustrations. The writer of the article
on Henry (J. Taylor) says that it
would not be too much to say that
“the sparkling purity of the artist’s
palette is a national as well as an in-
dividual asset; in the days of ancient
Greece it would have been a dedica-
tion to the State.”
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TWICE-TOLD TALE?

OBSERVANT CHILD

Teacher: “What is water’lf’
Willie: «A colourless fluid that

turns black when you wash your
hands.”—Panther.
I
Judge: “It seems to me I've seen
you before.”
Prisoner :
used to give
lessons.”
Judge
change.,

“You have, my Lord, I
your daughter singing

“Fourteen years” — Eu-

3%
He Knew Ip

It is said that a perfect stranger to
the town approached one of the habit-
ual loungers, commonly called g loaf-
er, and inquired: “Do you live here ”

“Oh, yes,” was the reply.

“Know the town pretty well ¢

“Every hole and corner.”

“All the publie buildings 9

“Of course,” said the lounger, scent-
ing the price of a few drinks owing

to the number of particular questions
asked.

“Well,” drawled the
“where is the postoffice ¢

The lounger was visibly disappoint-
ed. After hemming and hawing for
& moment or two he answered, “Well,

to tell the truth, T never do much
writing.”

stranger,

*

PrrFECTLY TAME
To say of a man that he will make
a good husband is much the same sort
of a compliment as to say of a horse

that he is perfectly safe for a woman
to drive.—Puck.
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Preserving Labels Free

a red ball trade-mark, cut from
ITIC SUGAR
a book of fifty-
bels.

Send us
a bag or carton of LAI
will send you

and we
and gmnmcd la

four printed

Lantic
Sugar

from the earliest ber-
Its ]\nrii) and FINE

granulation insures ~|\.n‘l~1ing syrup.

2 and 5-1b. Cartons 10,20 and 100-1b Bags

“THE ALL'I’URPOSE SUGAR"

address Der? M

For FREE LABELS,
Atlantic Sugar Refineries, Limited
Montreal

Power Building

“ Sprmuls
/

like Butter :
it

is best for all presery ing,
to the latest pc:u‘hc.\

ries
a clear

INGERSOLL
Cream Cheese '

ream Cheesé : 6r0t£\r5
rich

The purest and finest

all Cream Cheese—s0

in cream—so delicious 10

favor —so0 economical in 1}.‘(;}&!(50”1

use. Makes ail kinds cf i “hile
Green Chile

dishes—and just the
Cheese

tasty
dainty sandwiches.

thing for
15c. and 25c. o packege.

Piquant Califorma
Green Chile blended
with lNUERSOLL
CREAM CHEESE
Good and tasty
15c. @ package
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have corns. The wise woman gets rid of her corns with Blue-jay—

and then does her shopping. Don’t try paring with a razor. A sl
slip will cut too deep and blood-poison may follow. Anyway the corn will
be as bad as ever in a few days. But 91 per cent of all corns can be ended
with one application of Blue-jay and the rest will yield to the second or third
plaster. To shop in comfort use the safe, sure, efficient Blue-jay Corn Plasters,

BAUER @ BLACK, Chicago and New York
- cmt;):s:gzis.::n > Makers of Surg,icnl Drefcinaa, etc. e mﬁ:’:;.m

GOING about in stores is a pleasure to the active woman if she does no¢
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How Jones Got
His Eyes Open

Jones* is an operator. He
became nervous, couldn't sleep
well-—work began to worry him.
He couldn't locate the trouble,
and went away for a rest.

One morning, while break-
fasting with a friend, Jones no-
ticed his friend ordered Postum.
Right then Jones got his eyes
open!

He had been a coffee drinker.
“l had no idea coffee was so
harmful,” Jones writes us. “I de-
cided to drink Postum. The

beneficial results since the change
I can hardly believe or describe.”

OSTUM

made of prime wheat, roasted with a bit of wholesome molasses, is
brimful of the nourishing goodness of the grain. It is a delicious
beverage, free from the troubles which often result from caffeine, the
drug in coffee

“Yours in better health,” signs Jones. Thousands of others say
so, too, who have changed from coffee to Postum.

“There’s a Reason”

# Name and address given by Canadian Postum Cereal Co, Ltd., Windsor, Ont.
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The First Canadians in France

HE CANADIAN MAGAZINE will begin with the OCTOBER NUMBER

a spirited, fascinating CHRONICLE OF A MILITARY HOSPITAL
IN THE WAR ZONE. The writer, Cedric Kalve, as yet unknown in the
literary field, but a Lieutenant-Colonel in the C.A.M.C., went over with
the First Canadian Expeditionary Forces, and he writes about what he
actually saw and heard.

War is a grim thing, but Cedric Kalve finds a wealth of fun in the
little incidents by the way. Here is one:—

Once we sought refuge in a cooling spot, where glasses tinkle and the beer
foams high. The pretty barmaid smiled. The second in command twirled his
long moustache and fixed the maiden with his martial eye.

‘“ What will you have sir ', she inquired sweetly. .

The senior major was always gallant to a pretty girl. He drew himself up to
his full six feet two and saluted. A mellow line from, ‘“ Omar Khayyam " dropped
from his thirsty lips.

““A flask of wine, a loaf of bread and thou
Beside me singing in the wilderness.”

How much farther he might have gone one cannot say. The girl held up a

reproving finger and exclaimed: ‘‘Ah, I see it is black coffee the gentleman
requires . :

But the major's poetic spirit was aroused. ‘‘Avaunt coffee,” he cried, and
then—

‘* Shall I distress my ruddy soul
With dusky dregs from coffee urn ?
Far sweeter, sweet, to quench ils fire
With wine for which the ‘ innards’ yearn—
A glass of beer, please.”

The adjutant leaned over toward me and hazarded, in a hoarse whisper: |
presume they have no ice”’.

The barmaid's red cheeks dimpled, and two straight rows of pearly teeth shone
upon him, as she answered for me: * Your presumption is ill founded, young man.
We have plenty of ice with which to temper the hot, young blood of the Canadians ™',

The adjutant looked helplessly up, bereft of repartee for the moment. Then
he apostrophised the ceiling: ‘ And these are the stupid English women we have

been led to expect !”

Real characters move through the pages of this chronicle, real humoyy
enlivens it, and the reader comes into real contact with real things ag
they really happened to our lads who first went across the sea to fight in
this great war. Itis a series of sidelights which display conditions ang
circumstances, and give one a highly entertaining account of an important
branch of military service.

LOOK FOR IT IN THE OCTOBER NUMBER

OF THE

CANADIAN MAGAZINE

—

Pt T
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Quaker Oats Premiums

Silver Plate—Jewelry —Aluminum

We are offering many premiums to Quaker Oats users, in Silver Plate,
chelry and Aluminum Cooking lurnnl_m A nrnnlu_r_m each package
Hlustrates them. This takes the place of large advertising, and gives all
the saving to you. Each 25¢ round package contains two coupons. Each
~ . 10¢ package contains one coupon. Each coupon has a
mrrcﬂmndiw value ot 2¢ to apply on any premium, We make
very attractive, very liberal offers. Note them in the package.

Pancakes

Why not make pancakes energizing, by using Quaker Oats?
They will then supply folks phosphorus and lecithin, so needed and
SO rare.

Folks will like them just as well—perhaps better than without
oats, And they'll get a good which other pancakes lack.

Cookies
[iWhy not make cookies out of Quaker
Oats? It will make these much-liked
wafers a vim-creating food.

Quaker Oats cookies taste better than
flour cookies. They are rich in elements
which other cookies lack. Why not make
these tempting pick-ups beneficial to the
boy ?

Cereals

Why lavish cream and sugar on foods
that don’t deserve them? If you serve a
cereal only once a day, why not make
that serving count ?

Consider food values—human needs—in these foods that people
like best. Make them more than tempting dainties. Make them
Quaker Oats conveyors.

Quaker Oats

The Energizing Luxury

: ives to oats a flavor other cereals lack. In Quaker Oats we use the queen s Silvailts Suast
Amly‘:;lc does this to make oats inviting. For she one-third of the oats. i o
stores the grains with energy, with needed minerals and We roll them into large, white, luscious flakes. Thus we
with food for growth. get from Nature's oats a multiplied delight.

: Many grain-made dainli_es are most delicious when made
We can't improve on Nature. But we pick out her  of Quaker Oats. And their value as foods may bedoubled.
Rt rnins. But use this premier grade.

Large Round Package, 25c¢. Rf!""’ Package, 10c. E'CCN in Far West.

The Quaker Qats ©mpany

PETERBOROUGH, ONT. (1381) SASKATOON, SASK.
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TRADE MARK

Known the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

CutrLers ro His MajesTyY

SHEFFIELD - - - ENGLAND

......................................................
i 0t Tt Tt e Tt 00" %00, 00 0 0 0 0 0 00 e b8 el 0 vl e et e e e e

CLARK S SPAGHETTI

WITH TOMATO SAUCE AND CHEESE

A highly nutritious and partic-
ularly appetizing dish.

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

circulating in Canadian and

BRITISH channels.

W. CLARK, LIMITED, MONTREAL
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VICKERMAN'’S
Serges & Cheviots

Are dependable. The weight

and the weave is varied to suit
all purposes but the quality is the
best throughout. Ask your tailor

WEAR AND COLOR GUARANTEED.

Canadian Selling Agents:

NISBET & AULD, Ltd., Toronto
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For Every Figure

there is a D & A. or a LA DIVA Corset
giving greatest possible style and comfort
at the most reasonable price.

The D & A Model 7
L}

), as shown, is a reducing Corset without straps. with

wide elastic over abdomen, aluminum double boning, graduated clasps, ete
It sells in progressive stores at about $3.00, not much more than half the a’.;
price asked for similar imported models. v

The D & A and LA DIVA Corsets are “Made-in-
Canada” in one of the best equipped corset factories in
the world, and this, with the economies allowed by a very
large output, is what permits their low price.

Dominion Corsel
Co.,
Queber, Montreal
and Toronto,

OBINSON'S

‘PATENT’

BARLEY

----is the Ideal Food for Baby.

The large majority of the illnesses attending the o
child are due to under-nourishment, the result o i,:‘p:a't" hife of a
Baby may apparently have a good appetite but the foad = W
tails to nourish, and baby is peevish, cries constantly, isirn't_.“ takes

) Ne, ete

Robinson's *“Patent” Barley is the ideal food for .

digested and assimilated when no other food can ‘bebab": It il he

wonderfully nourishing. It is recommended by lcadir:‘a:i and
nurses everywhere. S € doctory
Every mother should have a copy of “Advic
5 J e e to
for it today. % A“0“"""‘: write

. . Sole Agents for 191 St. Paul Street West,
Magor’ Son & CO.' LF mlted, Canada 30 Church Street, %SORR(‘)%"‘[-ER‘AL



Which Children Get Tonight

Perhaps a million children, this summer night, will sup on a dish like this. It is Puffed
Wheat or Puffed Rice—the bubble-like grains—in a bowl of milk or cream,

The dish used to be bread and milk. Sometimes it was crackers. Now it is whole grains,
because whole grains are better. And those airy, toasted, flaky grains are made four times as

Not Merely Delightful

Puffed Grains are served because children enjoy them. They don't like to go back to
homely grain foods when they once taste these nut-like tit-bits.

But there are other and greater reasons. Children need whole grains, rich in elements
which white flour lacks. And those whole grains should be wholly digestible.

That is what Prof. A. P. Anderson has accomplished in these foods. Every food cell is
steam exploded. Every atom of the whole grain feeds. That is true of no other form of
grain food. > : :

Please remember that. Your doctor will confirm it. If you want easy, complete digestion
—if you want the whole grain made available—you should serve wheat and rice in puffed form.

At Noon

When you serve ice cream try scattering Puffed Rice on it.
The finest chefs do this now. The grains are fragile, crisp and
flaky. The taste is like toasted nuts,

Use them also in candy making. See directions on the pack-
age. Puffed grains are both foods and confections. Between
meals, children love to eat them dry—like peanuts.

Puffed Wheat = 12¢'}
Puffed Rice 2= 15c

porous as bread.

At Morn

In the morning serve with sugar and cream, or mixed with any
fruit. Serve Puffed Grains each morning. Every pantry shelf in
summer should contain these. As breakfast dainties, Puffed Grains
hold supreme place. Nothing compares with them.

The Quaker Qats (Ompany

Sole Makers
PETERBOROUGH, 'ONT. (1380) SASKATOON, SASK.
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TaKe the hard work out
of Washday b5

This MAXWELL “HOME"” WASHER takes all the back-
breaking work out of washing. Just put the clothes in. The
washer does the work—easier and better—in less than half the
time. Delicate fabrics are washed and cleaned just as easily and
well as blankets, table-cloths or sheets—no tearing or wearing.

“HOME” WASHER = ===\

is light, noiscless and easy running. Enclosed
gears make it safe in operation. The '‘springs”
in the lid make the cover lift up easily. Con-
structed of best quality Cypress, and handsomely
finished.

.

ey |1

MAXWELLS L
ovuners owamiel i1l
CANADA ‘1

Insist on seeing this Maxwell “Home”
Washer at your Dealer’s, or write to us

Maxwell’s Limited g

St. Mary’s, Ontario
Dept. G

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

Another revelation of the high
standard of

2SS N

L%
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Means Double-Sure Protection

Cotton
Gauzes
First Aids
Fumigators

Adhesive Plaster, Etc.

ADVERTISER
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Our Deadliest Enemies

Are Unseen Germs Be Careful

It isn't the cut that you have to fear
—nor any ordinary wound. It's the
chance of germ infection.

What will you do?

Are you ready in the right way, for
such accidents ?

You need Absorbent Cotton.

You need Bandages and Gauze.

You need Adhesive Plaster.

But the Cotton and Gauze must be
utterly sterile. Else you might as well
use any chance piece of cloth.

The way to be sure—to be double-sure—
is to use only B&B dressings. ; :
B&B Cotton and Gauze are fwice steri-
ized —once after being sealed.
4 B&B ‘““Arro"” Cotton and Handy-Fold
Gauze are put up in germ-proof envelopes—

many in a package—to keep safe until you
use them.

B&B Cotton also comes in a Handy Pack-
age. You cut off only what you use. The
rest remains untouched.

B&B Adhesive

B&B Zinc-Oxide Adhesive sticks without
wetting. It stays fresh.

It sticks to anything dry, and stays stuck.
So it has a thousand uses. You can mend
anything with it from lawn hose to golf clubs,
It clings to metal, rubber, wood, glass or
cloth.

B&B Fumigators

B&B Formaldehyde Fumigators are given
twice the usual strength. And safety needs it.

You can get these Double-Sure products
by insisting on B&B. When we take so
much pains to protect you, don't you think it
worth while?

Always call the doctor—remember First Aid is on'y first aid
BAUER & BLACK, Makers of Surgical Dressings, Chicago and New York.

DOUBLE-SURE PRODUCTS

Absorbent Cotton Adhesive Plaster

Bandages, Gauze Fumigators, Ktc.
AT ALL DRUGGISTS

|
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More Work with Less Effort
Office Specialty System Desk

The man who gets things done keeps his desk top clear. He has every
record used in his daily work within arm’s reach, compactly and con-
veniently filed and indexed for instant reference. He uses an OSCO
System Desk.

l
MH”I!

The flat top desk fitted with drawers for filing correspondence, Card
Records, Price Lists, Documents, Sales Records, Follow-up Cards for
Correspondence and Salesmen, is the biggest step forward in personal
efficiency that has ever been designed for the office man.

The prices are the same as for ordinary desks.

A MAKERS OF HIGH GRADE FILING CABINETS

@‘ FFICE SPECIALTY MFG.(.

R o 8 8 P T AND OFFICE FURNITURE IN STEEL AND WOOD
O A NAD A
Largest Makers of Filing Devices in the British Empire

Qur Own Stores:
Toronto, Hamilton,
Montreal, Ottawa,
Halifax, St. John,
Winnipeg, Regina,
Saskatoon, Calgary,
Edmonton, Vancou-
ver.

Home Offices
at Works:
Newmarket,
Ont.
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[ Petunarns
Ho&e\ry‘orﬁon

OSIERY that will stand
up and look well

that's what a man wants, It's an-

7

noying to be everlastingly poking
a toe through a sock—'' why
on earth don't they make 'em to

wear ? "' Penmans do.

Good sox to look at, good to wear
a color, and weight for every
purpose. Simply say Penmans

for Hosiery insurance.

Pen nans Limited
Paris

Also makers
of
Underwear
and

Sweater Coats I —

)
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CANADA

Put Your Hand To The Plow!

Every fresh furrow means greater success for you, added prosperity 1o
Canada, increased strength to the Empire and surer victory for the l(rha_
The farmers of Canada are today playing an all-important part in the European
conflict.

Hon. W. T. White, Canadian Minister of Finance, says: “In order tq
meet our interest payments abroad, sustain our share of the burden of the war,
and promote to the greatest possible degree prosperity throughout the Dominion,
it is the duty of all Canadian citizens to co-operate in producing as much as
possible of what can be used or sold. For Canada at this juncture the watch.-
word of the hour should be production, production, and again production. ™

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

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

or

5 OBED SMITH, Esq., Assistant Superintendent of Emigration,
11-13 Charing Cross, London, S.W., England.
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CROWN BRAND
RN S SYRUP

3 pounds of deliciousness, when eaten on Griddle Cakes,
Waffles, Muffins, Hot Biscuits or [:oqi wholesome Bread.
3 pounds of goodness, t00, because 'Crown Brand' is a

Our new recipe book— nourishing, body-building food. J ;

o 4 Candies’'— 3 pounds of economy, whenused in making Gingerbread
Desserts and Canc Puddings and Sweet Sauces.

ghows many new and 3 pounds :f hm:pineu, when :‘nnvertad into home=
appy uses for ''Crown made Candy to delight the children.

,.p'ﬁ Nrvtle Tor & e Your dealer has 'Crown Brand” in 2, 5, 10

Brand”. Write PY+  and 20 pound tins—as well as ‘‘Perfect Seal”

1o our Montreal Office. Glass Jars.

Makers of ' Lily White" THE CANADA STARCH CO. LIMITED
Corn Syrup — Benson's \ MOI‘HE“ C‘lmlu IIAITFIIIII

Corn Starch—and " Stlver WILLIAM, %
Gloss" Laundry Slarch,

AN

YOU pay more for an
Underwood, as you do

for the best in any other
line. Ultimately, however,
is the cheapest. It costs

more to buy, but less to use.

And there are many special Underwoods for special accounting and re-
cording purposes. The illustration shows the Underwood Condensed
Billing Typewriter. This machine will save its cost several times a year.

United Typewriter Company, Limited
Underwood Building, 135 Victoria Street, Toronto

AND IN ALL OTHER CANADIAN CITIES
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W
The Favourite Home

Remedy for more than
a Quarter of a Century

Abbey’s Effervescent Salt is
no unknown, untried, doubt-
ful remedy.

For more than 25 years, it has
brought the blessings of good
health into thousands and
thousands of homes. From
one end of Canada to the
other, this time-tested rem-
edy—so pure, so effective, so
reliable — has an honoured
place because it has proved its
powers in correcting ‘‘many
ills that flesh is heir to.”

Made in the Company’s Labor-
atory in Montreal.

isone of the most re-

liable Diuretics and

Aperients known to

the medical profes-

———  S1OD.
e —
It relieves chronic
dh s Constipation and

25| regulates the bow-
els.

It relieves congest-
ion of the Kidneys
—neutralizes the
excess of Uric Acid
—and is a valuable
aid in treating Kid-
ney and Bladder
Troubles, Rheum-
atism, Neuralgia,
and Headaches.

1t sweetens the Stomach

and assists Digestion.

It gently invigorates the

whole system.

Take a Class EVERY

Morning inWarm Water
—

This is the Can

that holds the Coffee you
hear so much about . . .

Mm‘o)

L5

ol

- a5 v
¢ Of CN‘EW\'\\

SEAL ““

\|
A

In half, 1 and 2 pound cans,
Whole — ground — pulver-
ized — also Fine Ground
for Percolators.
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GENUINE DIAMONDS |
\ // CASH OR CREDIT ! HAT
Terms 20 ,/° down and $1, $2, §3
weekly. We rust any honest person.

Write for Catalogue to-day
JACOBS BROS., Diamond Importers
15 Toronto Arcade  TORONTO, Can.

DON'T LOOK OLD! =%

~ )
{ \& L
ROPTRLAEAEOTOE LTSSV ATV A N ‘hf\
— \)\\

-~ —

\‘ xS
(O 0N
\}/ /| Y X
| / <
¥ Ao~
Y \%
/ X 7\

\\ ;'“‘:f‘ ‘ e W T \Q‘ ({
4’ DOESTORMY
BUT nd faded hairs to their natural

rey a
restore your § colour with

. LOCKYER'S g}iﬁysnn_ ;
Iﬂ]\ﬁ )Inﬁt‘[\(‘ninRKKEn('s\ to the tormer anluuﬁl R AND Sm

few days, thus securing a preserved appearance, has
a . : s e

ands to retain their position. .

"‘“""gg'tg"aé'n(kui:np‘z e The Snn‘) for toilet purposes keeps my
kyer's gives health to the Hair and restores the nat- skin fresh and clear and scalp free from

“;:1 colour. It clc_nn-csrlh{- scalp, and makes the most dandruff, The Ointment soothes and
fect Hair Dressing. This world-famed Hair Restorer heals any skin trouble.

. the great Hair Specialists, J. Peprer & |
s prepared by F0€ §7 ies, London, S.E .
- . Bedford Laboratories, London, S.E., and can g
LO;‘::;IM'. }}r.wm any chemists and \Y_\\r('slhruughou\ the | Sample EaCh Free by Mn"
world, Wholesale, Lyman Bros., Toronto. E | e Vith 32-p. book on the skin, Address post-card:
i (T S, S *‘Cuticura, Dept.25B Boston.”' Sold everywhere,

7
Vi |
%'-4'!»4-/» f’.// ‘

ik
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Certain-teed

|
|
i
|

Cover your buildings with CERTAIN-TEED, the weather-
proof, smooth surfaced and economical roofing that is guaranteed
to last 5, 10 or 15 years according to ply (1,2 or 3). Experience |
has proven that CERTAIN-TEED will outlast this liberal

guarantee which is placed on every roll.

GERTAIN-TEED is safer than wood shingles; looks better than
galvanized iron or tin; is easier to lay, and cheaper than any of
them. It is very different from inferior roofing sold by mail.

Get CERTAIN-TEED from your local dealer, whom you know
and can rely upon. It will save you money in the end. It is
sold by good dealers all over Canada at reasonable prices.

General Roofing Mfg. Co.

World's Largest Manufacturers of
Roofing and Building Papers

Distributing centers: Toronto, Montreal, Ottawa, Winnipeg, ‘
St. John's, N.F. Halifax, Regina, Brandon, Calgary,
Vancouver.

Travelling |

Rugs

For Steamer, Railway or Camp, Pure Wool or Camel-
hair Jaeger Rugs give such comfort with their soft, fleecy
cosy feel, that no person who has ever owned one could
be mduced to part with it

The home again brings the travelling rug into almost daily use.
A fully illustrated catalogue and Dr. Jacger's Health culture wil
be sent free on application to :
Samiary Woollen
DR. JAEGER System Co, Limited
Toronto Montreal Winnipeg
¢ Incorporated in England in 1883.wit'|'1 British capital
for the British Empire.

AEGER

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Another
Triumph
of O'Keele's

For more than 60 years, the
name O’KEEFE has stood
for all that's purest and best
in wholesome beverages.
Now,we have scored again
with

Oitecses

SPECIAL PALE DRy

GINGER
ALE

The flavour is unique—try ja
Other beverages bearing

O. K. BRAND

Belfast Style Ginger Ale, Ginger
Beer, Cola, Sarsaparilla, Lemon
Sour, Cream Soda, Lemonade.
Orangeade, Special Soda.

Order a case

from your dealer.

0'Keefe’s - Toronto
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IVERJOHNSON

You Can’t Bully an lver Johnson Revolver!

An Iver Johnson knows but one master
—a long pull on the trigger.

It cannot be fired in any other way. It
is absolutely safe, even under the forceful
blows of a hammer. Youcan throvf an Iver
Johnson Revolver against a solid brick

wall —drop it—Kkick it about the room—

the cartridge will not explode. Isn’t this
the kind of a safety revolver you need
for the protection of your home?

An Iver Johnson shoots straight with
a terrific smash. Its safety is a part
of the action itself. Unbreakable per-

manent tension wire springs insure a life-
time of perfect service. Prices, $6. to $8.

Buying a shotgun this fall? An Iver
Johnson Hammerless (shown at the left,
price $20.) is the double gun for you: an
Iver Johnson Champion is the sportsman’s
choice of single guns.

You will enjoy reading this
80-page book. Sent free

It gives more useful information about re-
volvers, guns, bicycles and motorcycles than any
book ever printed. It tells how to make every
dollar you spend for cycles and firearms buy one
hundred cents’ worth of service and satisfaction,

IVER JOHNSON'S ARMS & CYCLE WORKS, 145 River St., Fitchburg, Mass,

New York: 89 Chambers Street

- m——
NGRESS

SELLING AGENTS IN CANADA

YING

For Social Play HOYLE UPTODATE s O General Play
? : : 3 n E OFFICIAL RULES Millions of players ivn all parts of the
Dainty, beautiful art backs in fu ™ world use Bicyele (
do;k‘{iln;tyr new designs. Send for l OF SQBD GA@‘SEESD lh‘zr m:l:ble;:)qru:li(i::.d' because of
" Air-Cushion Finish Club Indexes INSTAMPS ___ VEARLY e eraimen

San Francisco: T17 Market Stree!

G, CA

) ﬂ'\‘“’s’

M0 T
s picvCE

MADE IN CANADA

THE U.S. PLAYING CARD CO.. TORONTO.CANADA
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Useful Preserving Hints.

Here’s the Way to Succeed in
Jam or Jelly Making

1.—Use ripe, but not over-ripe fruit.
2.—Buy St. Lawrence Red Diamond
Extra Granulated Sugar. 1t:18
guaranteed Pure Sugar-Cane Sugar,
and free from foreign substances
which might prevent Jellies from
setting, and might cause preserves

to ferment.

3.—Cook well.

4.—Clean your jars perfectly, and
also sterilize them by boiling for
at least 10 minutes. Then pour

in the preserves or jelly.

Success will surely follow the ob.

servance of these hints.

We advise purchasing
the Red Diamond
Extra Granulated
in the 100 1b.
bags.

FOR

PRESERVING
USE ONLY

Dealers can supply the
Red Diamondin either
fine, medium, or
coarse

grain,

RED DIAMOND

It is
the most econ;-
mical way and assures
absolutely correct weight.

SUGAR

Many handy
refinery sealed
packages to choose from

St. Lawrence Sugar Refineries, Limited, Montreal_
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1847 ROGERS BROS.
“Silver ‘Plate that Wears”

“©he place of honor amon wedding gifts
is accorded 1847 ROGERS BROS. Silver Plate.
[ts reputation insures appreciation - its
quality assures long service.
Sold with an unqualified guarantee made
possible by the aclual test of over 65years.
At Icadx’ng dealers. Send for lustrated. cu(u]qg’uc F-2( ) lied

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Limited

HAMILTON, CANADA
MERIDEN, CONN. NEW YORK CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO

‘Gﬁe'y()rldé Lages‘f Makers of S‘eﬂl}s Silver and Plate
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“I Consider

Dunlop the

//// Leader Because who
”" Comes First, Ordinarily Knows
the Most, Gives the Greatest.”
—Handy Andy.

“TRACTION TREAD™

—
WA

e —

No matter what other tire makers may do for the betterment of their
product, a close examination usually reveals the fact that we have been
offering similar, or greater, virtues in our product for a long time previous.

This is simply because we are the pioneers of the industry in
Canada. If anybody should know tire-making from A to Z we should.

We have been manufacturing tires in Canada for nearly a quarter
of a century. No other tire company has been making tires in Canada
for half that length of time.

“Traction’’ and '/ Special’ are in the forefront to-day, because
Dunlop has always led the way in tire betterments.

Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods Co’y

LIMITED

HEAD OFFICE AND FACTORIES, TORONTO. Branches : Victoria, Vancouver, Edmonton, CIl(lry,
Saskatoon, Regina, Winnipeg, London, Hamilton, Toronto, Ottawa, Montreal, St. John, N.B., Halifax,

Makers of High-grade Tires for Automobiles, Motor Trucks, Motorcycles, Bicycles and
Carriages, and High-grade Rubber Belting, Packing, Hose, Heels, Mats,
Lllorse Shoe Pads, Tiling, and General Rubber Specialities.

\
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The following prices for Ford cars will be
effective on and after August 1st, 1916

Chassis . . . . $45000

Runabout . 4759
Touring Car . 49500

Coupelet . 69500
Town Car . 78000
Sedan . . . 8909

f.o.b. Ford, Ontario

These prices are positively guaranteed against any reduction before August
ist, 1917, but there is no guarantee against an advance in price at any time.

Ford Motor Company of Canada
Limited
Ford, Ontario
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clean

OU would never put off cleaning the hot-water reservoir of the
Pandora. It is such a simple thing to keep clean.

It is lined with clear white porcelain as hard as glass. And it can be
lifted out as easily as you would lift a pan from the top of the range,
You empty it out and wash and rinse it. The water is always as
clear and pure in the reservoir as it is in the kettle.

This is only one of the many convenienices of the Pandora. The
oven-door is glass. Think how often you open the door on bake
days. You can watch the baking through the Pandora oven-door,
The wash-boiler can be set the long way of the range, if you wish
leaving two of the hot front holes free for cooking. Wash-da;,
dinners can be just as good as on other days.

You have heard about the Pandora, would you like to study
out for yourself why so many women praise this range ?

\ \ ) > : : 4

Mc°Clarys Pandora Raxge ..

i L - § : -

‘ 2

You can learn why Pandora Ranges stay good as new—long after other ranges ,’
have to be repaired or replaced. You can see illustrated the many useful N
ideas to make cooking less tiring. These [things are fully explained in Q@
g little booklet, ‘‘The Magic of the Pandora.” You Q@
are going to give some thought to the purchase of your range— «Q\Q

surely. Then you need a copy of this boo g
; N -

y mailing the coupon to the factory. Why not get your $° 7 2

- 3

: ; S e
@,‘ 5 L& ~ \\ &

London  Toronto  Montreal Winnipeg  Vancouver b @
st. John, N.B. Hamilton - Calgary Saskatoon Edmonton - $ P'

s

an interestin

klet. You may have

yours b
copy to-day?
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Accepted
Without Argument

The name Bissell s on any carpet-cleaning device has, for over
40 years, guaranteed mechanical superiority and general
efficiency. This reputation for quality is accepted without
argument—the name needs no additional recommendation
You know that you are getting the best in

BISSELL'S

Vacuum Carpet
Sweeper Sweeper

This scientific cleaning team equips your home for sanitary
sweeping; no raising of germ-bearing dust, to be breathed by
all the family, but every particle confined in a dust-tight
receptacle.

Thus the Bissell's permits healthful cleaning as well as easy
cleaning—the two most important of all considerations

Vacuum Sweepers at $9.50 and $11.50. *“Cyeo” Bail-Bearing
Carpet Sweepers, $3.25 to $4.75.  Slightly higher in the Western
Provinces. Sold by dealers everywhere. Booklet on request

BISSELL CARPET SWEEPER CO.

Largest and Oldest Exclusive Manufacturers of Carpet
Sweeping Devices in the World
Dept. 235, Grand Rapids, Mich.

Made in Canada. too (280)

There is nothing quite so ap-
petizing for Breakfast as

Fearman’s Star Brand
Bacon

and at the present prices there
is nothing more economical.

Ask your Grocer for

Fearman’s Star Brand

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

Acknewledged to
be the {inestcrea-
tion of Water
proof Collare

ever made. Ask
to see, and b\ly

THE ARLINGTON 00, ©o other. All
of Canada, L

stores or direct

58 FRazca AVENUE
TORONTO

Made by CURLY HAIR
F. W. Fearman Co., Limited “ WAVCURL ” imparts Beautiful PERMANENT
Hamilton CURLS. One packet sufficient, however listless your hair

One testimg.nial says: “My hair soon became a mass of
wavy curls. Results certain. Price 2s. 0d. Special re-
guc;aons fgx tfew_';eék;. Send 18, 6d. onéy for large size
s. 9d. packet. EW WAVCUR o

well House. . o

Fulwood Place, Holborn, LONDON, W.C., England
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Travellers’ Enquiry

Bureau

Subscribers to the Canadian
Magazine who are contemplating
a trip for business or pleasure either
at home or abroad, are invited to
write to the Transportation Com.
panies and Hotels advertised in the
following pages for free information,
The Travellers” Enquiry Bureau of
of the Canadian Magazine will be
pleased to furnish any information
in connection with same.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

EN-TRAVEL BUREAU,
200-206 Adelaide St. West - _ Toronto, Cacad
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UNIQUE FEATURES:
The vast Mi‘rble Exchange-
flanked with Flowers and
Sheltered Angles.the Forecourt,
fountain of Fate Cloister Garden,
Restaurant, Submarine Grill,
Rose Hall, Library Tower,
R Belvedere and Three
Decks looking on the
» Boardwalk and
the

THE LARGEST FIREPROOF
RESORT HOTEL IN THE WORLD

THE SPIRIT OF AMERICA
BE—— PLAY "

MAGNITUDE AND CHEERFULNESS.

__MOUNT CLEMENS MICH.

ARK HOTELY v

ming

Excessive tle

OLULU
CLENDENING "1 ol

FLLC Wy V
Select, homelike, economical. Suite

of parior, bedroom, private bath for | | 3 Ml NEW 8 IMPROVED SERVICE
two persons, $2.00 daily per suite. | | &
W rite forBooklet H  with map of city

OBTON MASS,
HOTEL PURITAN

onwealth Ave. Boston
gl' u’-ﬂICTNZ BOSTON HOUSE

Health & Pleasure Resort with
the famous Mineral Baths for

the relief of Rheumatism,
The fall Months are beau- ’9:

tiful-a delightful
time for taking the sl
tment-Hotel & S3ei

THE PALACE OF
THE PACIFIC

5.5. GREAT NORTHERN

OnLY 4 DAYS From
THE MAINLAND

S e i Th e et ATLANTIC CITY N.J.
Jous inguieles gledly snswered ‘7' Tall ATLANTIO CITY,N.J.
“m“""’ﬂ'ﬂﬁﬂ?m Ga en Ha"- Hotel and Sanatorium
- | New stone, brick & steel bullding. Always
SAILINGS FROM SAN FRANCISCO > 4 | Onen, always ready, always busy. Table

NOV.7 & 27; DEC. 15: JAN. 4 & 23 [ and attendance Ymnnwued.
os B R lela Camon. bro, FEB. 12: MCH. 5 & 23 INTERVALE - WHITE MTS. N.H,
jer-Box 2 Foom LOS ANGELLS Owt Dav Laren — gy

: b 4 A Summ ¢
SEATTLE WASH. e !ntervzlalh': House 3 iennement &
e Large airy | Rest. A mprovements, fine roads, al
R—O_TEL BUT!..ERT ’r;.:en;,:. | ILLUSTRATED FOLDERS } | sports, ‘..n~hl-nn:. excellent Ial.lt" = See
thout peer. Center of things. Taxi fare <0 e — | mountains in glorfous autumn follage.
r:.:" ﬂ.n;'m'"‘“"g&"r""";’(’.',';‘,'f";'“"{‘::' M. A. JACKSON, GEN. TRAFFIC MGR Write for booklet to H. 8. Mudgett.
A. CHES 3 ILL, Mgr. b -

s the traveler 701 CALL BUILDING -3
= SAN FRANCISCO

bookl

TELS ~p§cnd

0-00 is the highest class, most
:ﬂf;.,ﬂf; in the world of publi-
Featured in 10 FAMOUS MAGAZINES >

S htsly. More than 2.000.000 copies -
:’:h-.. smore than 15,000,000 best pros-
;—10 Precisely your kind of people.

WHERE-TO-GO TRAVEL CLUR solicits
your membership. Let us plan your vari
ous outings and trips. We will give you
absolutely reliable information Don’t
ruin your travels lneking right advice. Ask

" Beane from Boston, "' § Beacon 8L, fur it

(et Away and R&'

Systematized diet of simple ®
and delicious foods-expert
. bath facilities-and the most
« efficient medical service if de-
sired. Accommodations for 2000
uests. Plan your vacation early,
rite for free booklet and rates
___ now. THE SANITARIUM
Box 109 Battle Creek,Mich.

TIE REEK SANTARIUMY

The largest and most elab-
orately equipped health re-
sort in the world-a Mecca
for vacationists,a cool and
delightful summer restin
"Outdoor life encouraged-
swimming, golf, tennis volley
* ball,motoring and tramping.

=

e WHEN fégk“'svzs' "nsm’oam—:“'
DOG DISEASES | Y. MURINE EYE REMED

Tryitfor Red, Weak, Watery Eyes and Gran-
and How to Feed Sge. Murins 18 Componaton by ae et
Mailed FREE | o 01 AY GLOVER, V. S. Physiclany Practice for many yeans ocrganl
b2 20Eor | 118 W. 31st Street N.Y. U.S.A. &0 800 Por Bottle. Murine Bye Sarvele wry 2o
Tubes, 25¢ and Slc. Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago
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Wild, Unspoiled Lakes and Rivers

give the Salmon and Speckled Trout and gamy
Black Bass fighting qualities to delight the most
ardent angler, making

Algonquin Park (Ontario)

.

:

NOMINIGAN CAMP, ALGONQUIN PROVINCIAL PARK

a vacation territory to dream about. It offers trips through myrads
of waterways, with ideal camping grounds among forests of pines
and balsams.

2,000 Feet Above the Sea

Fine accommodation for those who love the social side of resort life
can be had at Highland Inn at Algonquin Park Station, or in the
novel and comfortable Log Cabin Camps Nominigan and Minnesing,

Handsomely illustrated advertisir.g matter and full information supplied free on
application to C. E. HORNING, Union Station, Toronto, or J. QUINLAN,

Bonaventure Station, Montreal.
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“JULIAN SALE”

I'he 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 of wardrobes, and apparel travels
in it with as little risk of crushing as it would right on
the ““hangers” or in the ‘‘Chest of Drawers” in the home.

(Have it demonstrated in the store, or write for special booklet.)

$33Z to $9022

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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Mile Deep Gorges
of Loveliness Sublime

between hgaven high peaks, serrating the sky for five
hundred miles, these have given the name Fifty Switzer-
lands in One to the

Canadian Pacific Rockies

through the heart of which there runs the world’s
greatest transportation system-—-the Canadian Pacific
Railway, Enjoy the mystic loveliness of

Lake Louise

Stop at Banff, ride the mountain trails, and try the sulphur baths,
golf, and fishing; go camping in the famous Yoho Valley at Field;
visit Glacier for its mountain climbing; explore the Kootenays from
Balfour. Magnificent hotels with moderate rates. Everything Can-
adian Pacific Standard—None Better.

For full information apply to any Canadian Pacific Ticket
Agent, or
W. B. HOWARD, District Passenger Agent, TORONTO
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et o | | QUEBEG GENTRAL RAILWAY

The only line running through Pullman

. ’ sleeping cars between
IVI . 0(’ S
S . hi lnsSlow Quebec and Boston
OOt ln ru i and
P Quebec and New York

and through Pullman Parlor cars between

A bsolutely Non-narcotic

Does not contain opium, morphine, Quebec and Portland
nor any of their derivatives. ; .
¢ passing through the heart of

By checking wind colic and correcting in- Tne Whlte Mountalns

estinal troubles common with children during
he period of teething, helps to produce
natural and healthy sleep.

Dining car service on all trains

For timetables and further information

; apply to
Soothes the fretting baby and
- J. H. Walsh E. O. Grund
lhercby- give relief to s S Y. 2, Gru “my'
the tired mother. s SHERBROOKE, QUE.

CANADIAN NORTHERN

ALL THE WAY between

Toronto =Vancouver

Via PORT ARTHUR, FORT WILLIAM, SASKATOON AND EDMONTON

Connections at Winnipeg Union Station for
Calgary, Prince Albert, Regina, Brandon,

and all important pointsin Western Canada and the Pacific Coast
LEAVE TORONTO 10.45 P.M.

Monday, Wednesday, Friday
ALL MODERN EQUIPMENT RELIABLE EXPRESS SERVICE

Through tickets to all points, and berth reservations
from Local Agent or write to General .Passenger
Dept., 68 King St. East, Toronto, Ontario; Union
Station, Winnipeg, Man., or Montreal, Que.
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Sanitary
and will
not Destroy
the Lustre
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Just about one year ago the whole

So thousands of people who where on

On all sides peo le were astounded

Model 88-4

$1800

J.0.b. Toronlo

New double cow! body
40 horsepower four cylinder sleeve-valve
motor
121 inch wheelbase
Seven passenger seating capacity
34x414 inch tires—non-skid rear

Brief Specifications

Cantilever rear springs
Auto-Lite starting and lighting system

Electric switches on steering columa,
Vacuum tank fuel feed
Garoline tank and gauge in rear
Moto-Meter.

Reviewing a Great Success
__and Its Successor

all around simplicity immediately
established a new standard of motor

country was sitting on edge in ish
eipe % car efficiency.

s ination of our introducing the
:l:‘:::-vn.lvc Knight motored cars.
Of the sleeve-valve motor we need say

but little. In the hands of tens
of thousands of owners it has stood
up and delivered far in excess of
any of our descriptions or claims.

the verge of buying other cars—
waited.

From our initial announcement alone
our production was oversold for

" g Probably the most distinguished fea-
six mon

ture of the new Willys-Knight is
the striking body design.

at the Willys-Kuight performance.

The smoothness of operation ; the
actical elimination of gear shiit-
z\fg; the absence of carbon troubles ;
the giant powers coupled with
extreme quictness ; its economy and

Catalogue on request.
Please cgduu Dept. 815

The body is much longer—and lower.
It has that fashionable double cowl
feature. The new harmonious and

raceful lines now make the Willys-
{night one of the most attractive
motor cars of the year.

Willys ngrland, Limited

The wheelbase has been lengthened
to 121 inches.

It now seats seven passengers,

The rear springs are now cantilever
—the casiest riding springs in the
world

The qqkl‘:riral bevel drive gears are
continued.

Finished in rich French Blue with
battlethip gray wheels, and highly
polished aluminum fittings, this
newest Willys-Knight is now one
of the country’s smartest motor cars,

Demonstrations now.

Head Office and Works,
West Torento, Ont. .
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Hunting and
Fishing Trips

Are more comfortable if you
take along « ready to serve

Grape Nuts

This food has
flavor and is
nourishment  for
and nerves——

wonderful
concentrated
body  brain

“There’s a Reason "

Grocers everywhere

sell Grape-Nuts
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HOUSE CLEANING

If you would cut your house cleaning work
in half and get better results than You ever

obtained before, use
Polish,

(MapE 1N CANADA)

It makes and
ke(’.p.\ your
furniture and
Woodwork
Iooking like
new,

It is easy to
apply, takes
little work and
is €conomical,

Your dealer
guarantees it,

SIZES
25¢. to
$3.00

Channell Chemical Co., Ltd,, Toronto,

Can.

T H 3EsT PRINTING CO LINITED. TORONTO




