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Only Cleans

In washing dishes, as in all per-
sonal and household cleaning,
Ivory Soap does nothing but clean.
It can not injure your hands be-

cause there is nothing in it that
can do harm. It is pure, high

grade soap in the strictest sense

of the term.

l Made in the Procter. & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada
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When You Travel, Even in Canada

carry your funds in Travellers’ Cheques,

issued by The Merchants Bank.

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

Travellers’ Cheques, on the other hand,
are cashed by banks, hotels, transportation
companies and stores at their face values,
and enable you to raise ready money wherever
you happen to be. If lost, they are of no
value to the finder; if stolen or destroyed,
they will be replaced without extra charge.
Use them for your next journey.

THE MERCHANTS BANK

Head Orfice: Montreal. OF CANADA Established 1864,

249 Branches in Canada of which 102 are in Ontario, 39 in Quebec, and 101 in Western Canada.

A Daily Habit
That Means Good Health to Thousands—

The Regular 5 FRUIT
Morning Glass of SALT
ENO'S assuredly proves the saying, *Prevention is better than
cure.” Its regular use atones for errors of diet, and off-sets the
un-natural conditions enforced by modern life—by cleaning the

system of deleterious matter and promoting func-
tional regularity. Form the habit—for your
health’s sake.
Prepared only by
J. C. ENO’S, Ltd., “ Fruit Salt” Works, LONDON, ENG.
Sole Agents for North America /
HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., LTD.

10 McCaul St., Toronto - 171 Madison Ave., New York
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Article I11.

British-made Hosiery and Underwear

Following our previous Articles dealing with the ‘ Old Country’s” efforts
during the this War,—and the success of the * British-made "’ Glove,—we
now turn to other Articles of Essential Apparel.

At this day, there are few people who have not been faced in some form
or another with the shortage existing in both Wool and Cotton, in either case
occasioned very greatly by direct and indirect requirements for the War and
the fighting Forces. :

It therefore, behoves the public to watch carefully the QUALITY of the
Article when it is a matter of replacing Hosiery or Underwear.

For many years the London Glove Co., has been supplying three un-
rivalled specialities in Hosiery : viz.—

The “Hole-proof "’ Hose.
The “Proklips” Steckings.
The “Invinci” Cashmere Hose.

All these Stockings are BRITISH MADE and are obtainable from no other
source than The L. G. Co. The quality of every pair is jealously watched as
to a great extent our reputation is staked upon these products. Each kind
has its own distinctive features and we invite applications to our Canadian
Agents for our Price List—which contains fullest details and prices.

As with Hose, so with Woven Underwear.

To mention three Grades in the British-made Articles, there are:—

The * Meridian Interlock Fabric.”
The “Erin” Ribbed Underwear,
The Health Elastic Cellular Net Underwear.

Distinctive,—each without a rival in its own particular domain,—and
each with the Guarantee of the L. G. Co., behind it, we have every confidence
that, in the efforts we are making to supply our Canadian Clientele with
British Goods, these three makes of Underwear will play a large part.

In conclusion, we would like to repeat an oft uttered warning, in a

slightly new form.
The owner of every proprietary Article or Product will Counsel the buy-
ing public to ‘“ Insist on seeing the name on each article, and refuse worthless

substitutes.”
Our advice goes further than that :
Get behind the name, and ascertain the Country of origin.
Then, bearing in mind the lessons of this War,—help to
make the Empire self supporting.

Our free Price List may be obtained from :—

#(ondon Glove Company

Ltde.
45 & 45a Cheapside, London, ENGLAND

—
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:  FABRICS

: OF PROVED
RELIABILITY:

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

O ke ’S WHEN YOU BUY AN
a y / EGERTON BURNETT

“ROYAL” NAVY SERGE
EMERY CLOTH YOU BUY CERTAIN
Glass Paper, Flint Paper

SATISFACTION.

Satisfaction in Quality of fabric ; satisfac-
9 tion in appearance when made up; satisfaction |
Oa k ey S in durability and permanence of colour, and |
satisfaction in price. ’
o ar' ~tica - srience 3 wse P . ol |

“WELLINGTON”” KNIFE POLISH Bubein S b ey oo o o s

ber of Ladies and Gentlemen, warrants the making of
Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

| this assertion.

These world-famous Fabrics are provided in a diversity

+ ’ of qualities, weights and textures, suitable for Ladies’,
a e y 5 Gentleman's and Children's wear in almost any climute.

at prices from $1.20 per vard, double width.

Cost s les of “‘Royal” Serges. A
“WELLINGTON”’ BLACK LEAD Sutts and highcinse Sultings Sud Queniiiy

Overcoats Dress Fabries for Ladies, of
Best for Stoves, etc made to  Gentlemen and Children, Material
R order Price ' ists and Illustrations Supplied
of made-to-measure Tailor-
O®AKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE ing, Measurement Blanks, etc., mailed on application
JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED EGERTON BURNETT, Ltd.,

Wellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E. | R. W. Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, Eng.

Good-bye, Cold on the Chest! Here’s Thermogene!!

————e

CURATIVE WADDING

(Vandenbroeck's Process)

Is potential heat in dry, convenient form.
The moment it is applied, chemical action
turns this into active energy-—a soothing,
comforting warmth that goes straight to the
source of pain—gives instant relief—and con-
tinues its good work till a cure is complete.
It's a wonderful advance over the old-fashion-
ed, messy, uncomfortable poultice or plaster.
Ready as it comes from the box—full direc-
tions enclosed. Used by British Red Cross,
Royal Navy, Army and Hospitals.

At all Druggists’ 50 Cents a Box

Invented by Vandenbroeck. the famous Belgian Chemist. British-
made by the Thermogene Co., Ltd., Hayward's Heath, England.

. Sales Agents for Canada:
Harold F. Ritchie & Co., Limited, 10 McCaul St., Toronto

iy een
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THE FEBRUARY CANADIAN

THE STOOL PIGEON

By Arthur Stringer

This is the first of eight short stories by the distinguished Canadian author,
Arthur Stringer, to appear in The Canadian Magazine. It will be in the February
number. The others will follow in order—one each month. These are extremely
fascinating stories, full of mystery, splendid humorous touches and dramatic situations.

THE “COMPLETE EMIGRANT” TO UPPER
CANADA IN 1848

By Professor W. P. M. Kennedy

In an old pamphlet, Professor Kennedy has discovered valuable contemporary
light on the social, educational and economic condition which prevailed in Upper
Canada about the middle of the nineteenth century.

THE GREAT CANADIAN TELESCOPE

By W. S. Plaskett

The Director of the Dominion Astrophysical Observatory at Victoria, British
Columbia, in this unusual article describes the mechanism and possibilities of the
great telescope installed in that Observatory. This telescope is double the size of the
largest instrument of its kind in the national observatories of other countries. Ex-.
cellent photographic illustrations accompany the article.

SIR JOHN WILLISON will give the history'of Blake's celebrated West
Durham letter, and ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY will continue her fascinating
detective story—‘‘Heliotrope’’.

$2.50 PER ANNUM, including Great Britain, Ireland and most of the Colonies.
Single COPIES, 25c

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE
200-206 Adelaide St. West -  Toronto

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ? 3

*MELANYL” THE
MARKING II

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

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Ltp. 753508 Ee>™ ENGLAND
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Mothers Have Stopped
Coughs For 60 Years

with Gray's Syrup. They know how
quickly stubborn coughs and colds
yield to its soothing and healing
influence. It will ease the throat, loosen
a tight dry cough and raise offending
phlegm with surprising quickness. If
you have a cough try it at once and
know the real comfort it brings,

Do not let coughs get started. Break them up by
the prompt use of Gray's Syrup. Always keep
the Large Size on hand. Be pre-
pared to take coughs and colds in
time and avoid more serious
complications.

Ask Your Druggist
For the Large Size

' GRAY'S SYRUP |
. RED SPRUCE GUM

Monfreal D-WATSON &/ CO., New YOrk)“

o

School

RESIDENTIAL CHURCH SCHOOL FOR BOYS

thy situatien, overlooking Lake Ontario. 20 acres of Playing Fields, Gymnasium, an_niﬁcenl Rink. Boys
: B:::::?J Yl‘:r.ltheyUniversitks. Royal Military College and Business. Religious training. Beautiful Chapel. Also Junior #
: gchwl for Boys g to 14 For prospectus apply to the Headmaster, Rev. F. GRAHAM ORCHARD, M.A.(Camb.)

#.  SUCCESSES 1917: At Toronte University, 1st Mathematical and 1st Classical Entrance Scolarshiss.
S LA

At R.M.C., Four Successes.

S 3

Junior Schovl re-opens January 15th, 1919, Senior School re-opens January 16th, 1919,
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ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO
A Residential and Day School for Girls

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

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

Write for Prespectus

MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, President. MISS ISABEL G. BROWN, *B.A., Principal.
MISS FLORENCE NEELANDS, B.A., Head of Senior House, MISS MARJORY FORD,Head of Junior House.

Successes 1917
Head Master:

C. S. Fosbery, M.A.

Istand 2nd Places Entrance
R.M.C Kingston, Nine
Passes Entrance R.M.C.
Entrance Royal Canadian

Navy. Four Matricula-
Preparatery, tions McGill.
Junior and Senior
Physical Training. Manual
Departments. Training, Swimming, Rinks,

Tennis Courts. Riding, Draw-
ing, Music.

DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL SERVICE.

ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA

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

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

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

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

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

G. J. DESBARATS,
Deputy Minister of the Naval Service.
Ottawa, January 8, 1918.
Unauthorized publication of this advertisement will not be paid for.
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A Church Residential and Day School
for (Gicls.
Established over fifty years.

= AR All Departments from Kindergarten to University
- Matriculation.

CLASSES RESUME MONDAY, JANUARY 13th, 10 a.m.

2. SESY Boarders Enter Saturday, January 11th. For Calendar apply to the Bursar, -

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE’ OSHAWA, ONT. A RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL

FOR GIRLS
Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto,
Preparation for the University and for the examinations of the
Young children also received.
Fine location. Outdoor games and physical training.
The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harm
twelve years taught in the School with marked success.
Veice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.

For terms and particulars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE
College Re-opens Monday, January 13th

Toronto Conservatory of Music.

ony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, who fer

DIVINE, Major St., TORONTO.

ot. Elndrew’s College

A Residential and Day School
Toronto FOR BOYS Canada
UPPER SCHOOL LOWER SCHOOL
Boys prepared for Universities, Royal Military College and Business
RE-OPENS AFTER CHRISTMAS VACATION, JANUARY 9TH, 1919,
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., LL.D.

Headmaster,

Calendar Sent on Application,

The Margavet Eaton School of Literature and Exrpression

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

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

Send for Calendar

| ASHBURY COLLEGE Rockeliffe Park, Ottawa

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Beautiful situation. Modern Fireproof Buildings.
Special preparation for R. M. C. and R. N. C.

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

Ten acres playing-fields.

.» Headmaster

Erankﬂﬂm? iﬁall, 10 Elm Avenue, Rosedale,

TORONTO
A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Hon. Principal: MISS M. T. SCOTT Principal: MISS EDITH M. READ, M.A.
Pass and Honour Matriculation. French House. Art, Music, Domestic Science. Special Course in Dietetics. Large
Playgrounds, Outdoor Games. Primary Scheol for Day Pupils,  FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPAL

(13 99 Private Residential School fer Girls .
OVENDEN" " e
4 Acres of Grounds. Lake View

Limited numbers, Scholarship Matriculation, Singing, Music, Art, Con-
versational French. Healthiest district in Canada. Summer and winter sports.
Special Course in Advanced Art under the direction of Mrs. F. S. Williams,
gﬁauxéans, Paris and London. Miss E. M. Elgood, Miss E. J. Ingram, Mlle.

opoff. '

FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPALS
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HOME
STUDY

Arts Courses only

SUMMER

SCHOOL
July and August

QUEEN’S
UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON, ONTARIO

ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE
SCHOOL OF MINING
MINING
CHEMICAL MECHANICAL
CIVIL ELECTRICAL
ENGINEERING
GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar.

GENUINE DIAMOND

CASH OR CREDIT

Terms 20°/, down and $1, $2, $3
weekly. We trust any honest person,
Write for Catalogue to-day

JACOBS BROS , Diamend Importers
15 Toronte Arcade TORONTO, Can

WE BUY
OLD FALSE TEETH

I Don’t matter if broken. We pnnn‘s} to $36. mﬁ" set,

W2

actual value for OLD GOLD, S ER, PLATINUM AND
DENTAL GOLD. We send cash by réturn mail and hold
goods for 15 days fo: T B, ender’s approval of our price. Mail to

zer's Tooth Specialties

a
Dept, 133 2007 So. 6th Street, Philadelphia, I a., U. S, A,

TRAIN FOR BUSINESS

You need not worry about a position if you
become a Shaw School graduate, Our Em-
ployment Department will look well after you.

Send for new catalogue to-day.

Courses : Business, Shorthand, Civil Service, Secre-
tarial and Commercial Specialists’.

We are the only school in Ontariothat has been grant-
ed the rank of an * Approved School " by the Depart-
ment of Education.

SHAW’S BUSINESS SCHOOLS

TORONTO, ONT. W. H. SHAW, Pres.

At the Outset of Another Year

A new year is ushered
in with plans and resolu-
tions. They are contin-
gent upon life but a North
American Life Policy in-
sures the continuation of
your earning powers.

A monthly income un-
der a North American
Life Policy will render
certain the monetary as-
sistance necessary for the
future conduct of your
present plans.

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

Head Office: Toronto, Canada

North
American Life

Solld

For a moderate annual
consideration while you
live the Company guar.
antees to pay your wife
as long as she lives a
stated sum monthly after
your death.

This particular plan
offers you the highest
form of protection.

Get particulars from
any representative or
direct from.
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CANADIAN

ACCOUNT
BOOKS

Complete Stock of every
kind.

Special Patterns made
to order.

LOOSE LEAF LEDGERS,
Binders and Specialties,

MEMORANDUM and
PRICE BOOKS

CANADIAN
OFFICE and POCKET

' DIARIES, 1919

@ For sale by all Booksellersjand
T EZR Y Stationers. | ooy "o

2 Brown Bros.:

Simcoe and Pearl Streets
TORONTO

MITED

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street, Toronto

Established 1855

President

W. G. GOODERHAM

First Vice-President
W. D. MATTHEWS

Second Vice-President

R. S. HUDSON

Joint General Managers

R. S. HUDSON JOHN MASSEY

Assistant General Manager

GEORGE H. SMITH

Paid-up Capital - $6,000,000.00
Reserve Fund(earned) 5,250,000.00

Unappropriated profits  197,977.41
Capital and Surplus $11,447,977.41
Investments - - $31,557,661.82

INVEST YOUR RESERVE

As an investment for a portion
of your reserve, the bonds of
this Corporation are especially
attractive and convenient. They
may be made to become due at
such a date as you are most
likely' to require the money.
Enquire about them.
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ESTABLISHED

1872

o3

BANK OF HAMILTON

Record of progress for five years taken from
Government Statement as of October 31st.

Deposits Loans Total Assets
1913  $35,664,000 $29,590,000 $46,174,000
1914 33,780,000 31,284,000 44,832,000
1915 36,124,000 31,265,000 46,937,000
1916 45,830,000 34,960,000 57,266,000
1917 55,758,000 34,111,000 68,594,000
1918 60,614,000 46,114,000 74,554,000

J. P. BELL, General Manager
M. C. HART, Manager Toronto Branch

S |

e e e

“Service”

This is the key-note of the Life Insurance business.

Life Insurance protects the family, makes pro-
vision for old age and will continue to care for the
widow and orphan.

THE LONDON LIFE INSURANCE CO.
Head Office: -

London, Canada

issues Endowments at Life Rates, pays profits
greater than Eestimates and has a record of over 40

years square-dealing. Let us serve you.

Policies ‘“ Good as Gold.”
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Hire this Efficient Stationery-
Keeper—$45 for Life!

PUT this trusty guardian on your payroll. You'll pay $45 for him

when he first comes—then you're through with him for life, He'll
take all your expensive stationery, printed forms, records, etc.,
into his steel embrace and keep them, as they ought to be kept
free from spoilage, waste, rodents and damage. He'll do this job
to perfection and last forever, for his first name is

DENNISTEE}

Made in Canada

He ,weighs 165 Ibs., stands 54 feet high, is 3 feet wide and 1 14 feet
deep—a big, roomy fellow in all-steel, handsomely enamelled in
baked on finish—olive green, grey or khaki. Fitted with Yale lock.
Set up and crated, $45 F.O.B. London. Same size in superb rubbed

mahogany or oak finish, $55 Additional shelves, $1.50 each.
This is a special price to introduce DENNISTEEL products. Write for illustrated
folders on lockers, steel hospital equipment, etc., to

THE DENNIS WIRE AND IRON
Halifaz, Mlonh"eal, Ollawa, WORKS Co. Li MITED
Toronto, Winnipeg, Calgary,
Vancouver. Lo NDON

CanADA

NP I PP PRIt Ittt Pttt sttt ttttttttiititiittttettttteets

Why Should You

take out our special Protection and
Savings Policy for $5000.00? Sim- ;
ply because while it affords protect- ]
ion to your dependents it is at the 1

| SECTIONAL
| BOOKCASES

ARE THE BEST

; For sale by AN Leading Furniture
{ Dealers.

“MACEY STYLE BOOK," full of in.
formation, free for the asking.

| CANADA FJRNﬂUREMmurAqg@_zs

‘WOODSTOCK. ONTARIO.

same time a most profitable savings
investment.

Thé cash surrender value of this
polity at the end of the term is great-
oy than the total premiums’ paid.

Write us for full particularsito dav.,

EXCELSIOR
msurance L. | F E comeany

Head Office— EXCELSIOR LIFE BLDG.,TORONTO

PR R RN R R Rt R R Rt a RNttt tat ettt ttttattatttttietetsintstsstatanatsntny
1900080000000 00000009000000000900000900009000000000000008008604

Prmppppnarsssnsnnnng sz
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HE ROYAL BAN

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 15,000,000
Capital Paid Up - 14,000,000 Total Assets - 386,000,000

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

Executive Officers
E. L. Pease, Managing Director C. E. Neill, General Manager
F. J.Sherman, Assistant General Manager M. W. Wilson, Superintendent of Branch

520 Branches in Canada, Newfoundland, West Indies, Central and South America, ete.
distributed as follows :

REREMRIIA S Sk o5 v hidne o omistsista ks boa b 455 OPRIN (DEECEIONR) i i oo oo vty icss el 1
Newfoundland: (i.o L. ik . sainideins 6 SRERAL-UNaW Nork . o0 L Sk i 1
WUONL.  IDAISE. . . 2 isiniy e asesiyatvne 47 Great Britain (London)...... easneshbes 1
Central and South America.......... 9 520

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT sfAncHes

A New Year Suggestion All Round

Mutual Life
Policies

A man owes a debtto himself
as well as to his family. Life
Insurance that does not provide
protection for the time of his
own weakness and old age is
not complete insurance.

The Mutual Life of Canada
has introduced
A New Disability Clause

Amongst the many matters to
be arranged or re-arranged at
the New Year, surely Life In-
surance is one of the most
urgent. No man can count his
affairs in order until he has
assured, so far as human fore-
sight can assure, the continued
welfare of those dependent upon
him,

The Great-West Life

A Great-West Life Policy will
give this assurance on terms re-
markably attractive. Rates are
low, conditions liberal and clearly
expressed, while the profit re-
turns to Policyholders are notably
gratifying.

Let us explain the best Policy for your needs.

D’ept. wps
Head Office: Winnipeg

Assurance Company

into its policies, under the pro-
visions of whick’ the Company
will tKaly to the Assured a
Monthly Income of $10 per
month for each $1000 of Insur-
ance.

Send us your full name, date
of birth, occupation, address,
and the number of your Mutual
golicy and we will advise you

ow this new disability clause
may be added to your policy.

»Mutual Life

of Canada
Waterloo-Ontario
158
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SOLDIERS HOME-COMING CAMPAIGN

THE WAR WORK AND AFTER-WAR WORK
OF THE

SALVATION ARMY

“First to Serve—Last to Appeal ”’

Army. For 53 years, it has been practising the relief of distress wherever and
whenever the need arose.
And when the War came, intensifying human suffering and the need for bodily
and spiritual help in a thousand ways, the Salvation Army was /\’(‘{l({}'.
It has maintained 147 Huts, 96 Hostels and 10 Rest Rooms, 1200 uniformed workers
and 46 ambulances at tne front —in addition to taking care of the problems which
arose here in Canada, as a result of the departure of our soldiers.
Hostilities have ceased, leaving vast and complex prob]cms—hun'\:m problems—
that call expressly for the sympathetic and ardent workers trained by and or-
ganized into the Salvation Army.

THE SALVATION ARMY MILLION DOLLAR FUND
JANUARY 19th to 25th

The budget has been prepared for essential work during the coming year and it has been found
that a million dollars must be raised to continue the after-the-war activities including :

IF one institution in the Empire was prepared for war, it was the Salvation

Hostels for Soldiers Visitation of War Families

For our troops in Europe on duty or
awaiting transportation, and for return-
ed men landing in Canada, the Salvation

The misery endured by helpless families
of our soldiers by reason of debt, sick-
ness, and misfortune is alleviated by the

Army Hostels provide good food, clean relief work of the Salvation Army
beds, wholesome entertainment at a price workers.
the soldier can afford to pay. Demobilization

Care of the Wives, Widows, Dependents X Through its Hostels maintained through-

and Orphans of Soldiers

The Salvation Army operates Emergency
Receiving and Maternity Homes for the
care of those whom the soldier leaves
behind him.

Your earnest co-operation is needed.
has stood out and out for God.
way and achieves RESULTS.

out Canada the Salvation Army is already
assisting vitally in the repatriation of
our soldiers, especiaily those who have
returned with no homes to g0 to, and
those who are looking for a new start in
civil life.

For two generations the Salvation Army
It approaches practical problems in a practical

‘“ Let Your Gratitude Find Expression in Service.’’

The Salvation Army Million Dollar Fund Committee.
: Headquarters, 20 ALBERT STREET, TORONTO
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juicy slices of richly-flavored, delicately-cured,
Rose Brand Bacon—pan fried, in the old-fashion-
ed v]ay?

ROSE BRAND
BACON &

is the real treat at any breakfast table —the one
appreciated by all.
Try Rose Brand Bacon—it costs no more than
good bacon should cost, and besides its tempting
qualities, it is rich in food Value. S

Sold Almost Everywhere.
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THE INEVITABLENESS OF
PARTY

BY CHARLES MORSE

o) HE War having witnessed
ERfay in the great English-
speaking communities
of the world the subjec-
tion of party politics to
the need of the State
for the highest measure of governmen-
tal efficiency and freedom of action,
the question confronts us whether
party as a factor in government has
not become tout usé, and, thereforg.,
ready to be serapped Wh‘ile the acti.ﬂ-
ties of social reconstruction are going
rong.
. Thigs question cannot be answered
without taking thought concerning the
nature of our political institutions.
‘What if the abolition of party be not
the mere lopping away of a dead or
diseased branch from the tree of rep-
resentative government, but means the
laying of the axe to the root of the
tree itself? This is a very serious
question, for disaster may surprise
1—719

us where we only seek reform.

Party government has been more
fully exhibited in England than else-
where, and its true development must
be traced in English constitutional
history. I concern myself wholly here
with the English political system, but
the intimacy of its bearing upon our
own is apparent from the following
observation of one of the ablest of our
constitutional writers: ‘“No one who
knows the actual working or machin-
ery of government in Canada will con-
tend that either in the Dominion or
the various provinces there exists
other than responsible parliamentary
government,’’

Parties are ne new thing in human
history. In some form or other they
are as old as the origin of civil socie-
ty. ‘““Party feeling,’’ says Sir Henry
Maine, ‘‘is one of the strongest forces
acting on human nature . . . Tt is as
universal as humanity.’’
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But parties as they exist to-day un-
der the English system and its colonial
derivatives are a native growth, and
find no prototype in the annals of
early European States. Parties as
they appeared in the ancient Greek
States and in Rome were never more
than factions, and afford a sad pieture
of strife and corruption. What they
struggled for was power, not for the
attainment of just and settled govern.
ment. So far from being, as our par-
ties are to-day, a conventional part of
the State mechanism, they were ig-
nored both in law and usage by the
State. In England, as we shall see in
a moment, party government emerged
from the conflict between autocracy
and individual liberty in the sixteenth
and seventeenth centuries. Liberty
which is so fluid and elusive a thing to
the individual hand that seeks to grasp
it, must surely yield itself to the con-
certed and unremitting pursuit of the
many. Middle-class Englishmen of the
Stuart period certainly did not need
Spinoza’s counsel that fusion is the
price of efficient social effort. But in
the Greek cities, and down to a very
late period in Rome, the rights of the
citizen as against the State were un-
dreamed of. As Fustel de Coulanges
puts it: ‘““The State considered the
mind and body of every citizen as be-
longing to it . . . It is a singular
error, therefore, among all human er-
rors, to believe that in the ancient
eities men enjoyed liberty. They had
not even the idea of it. They did not
believe that there could exist any right
as against the city and its geds.”’ How
low the ethos of Athenian partisan-
ship was can be learned from Plato’s
allegory of the ship of State; but Thu-
eydides’s survey of Greek polities, ap-
pended to his account of the Cor-
cyraean massacre, ranks as the locus
classicus on the subject. He was in-
clined to think that every form of
villainy that permeated Greek society
at that time found its origin in the
strife of parties. Anyone who would
have a clear understanding of the
ethies of party in Rome should have

recourse to the immortal chapter en-
titled ‘‘The Old Republic and the New
Monarchy’’ in Mommsen, or to Gaston
Boissier’s illuminating study of Ro
man society published under the title
of ‘‘Cicero and his Friends’’. Even
modern history discloses no parallel
to the genius of British political par-
ties in continental Europe, although
there was a more or less complete sys-
tem of representative institutions in
the government of the Sicilies under
the Swabian kings so early as the be-
ginning of the thirteenth century. On
the other hand, in the nineteenth cen-
tury there were several attempts in
European States and elsewhere to
mould party government on English
lines.

Parties, as I have said, are part of
the mechanism of the State under the
English system. True, they are extra-
legal, inasmuch as they have no con-
stitutional recognition; but I shall
endeavour to show before I close my
examination of them that they are the
very nerves of the organs of govern-
ment as they exist to-day, and that
without them these organs would cease
to function.

Again, parties in their outward and
visible organization are extra-parlia-
mentary, yet their real battle-ground
is in parliament, and it is there that
they reach their greatest measure of
achievement. It was in the House of
Commons that the English party sys-
tem was born. Its coming was at least
adumbrated when Peter Wentworth,
member for Tregony, in the year 1576
withstood the arbitrary pretensions of
Queen Elizabeth in winged words.
‘“Sweet is the name of liberty,’’ he
said, ‘‘but the thing itself a value be-

yond all inestimable treasure. So

much the more it behoveth us to take
care lest we, contenting ourselves with
the sweetness of the name, lose and

forego the thing. Without this it is a

seorn and mockery to call it a Parlia-
ment house; for in truth it is a scheool
of flattery and dissimulation.’’
Wentworth took this bold stand on
behalf of the right of the Commons to

1
b
.
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regulate matters affecting the religious
liberty of the nation — ‘‘to deal in
God’s causes,’’ as he finely phrased it ;
and in taking it he became one of the
heralds of the Puritan party which
fought so gloriously for liberty and
helped in a wonderful measure to
shape the character of the modern
British State.

The intrepid spirit of the Puritans
in demanding religious freedom could
not fail to stimulate the independence
of all members of the Commons who
had a noble rage for popular rights in
the large. Before the close of the six-
teenth century, organized parliament-
ary opposition to the prerogative was
so menacing that the great statesman
Burleigh seemed to see with prophe-
tie vision the tragic passing of auto-
cracy in the coming age—‘‘England
can only be ruined by her Parlia-
ment,’’ he said. In 1597 the Commons
presented an address to the Crown con-
cerning the abuse of ‘‘Monopolies”’,
whereby the Queen had assumed the
right to make lavish grants to her fav-
orites which enabled them to deal ex-
clusively in commodities embracing
almost all of the common necessaries
of life.

To this address the tactful Queen
made this very adroit reply, that she
““hoped her dutiful and loving sub-
jects would not take away her prero-
gative, which is the choicest flower in
her garden, and the principal and
head pearl in her crown and diadem;
but would rather leave that to her dis-
position, promising to eramine all
patents and to abide the touchstone of
the law’’. But the ‘‘choicest flower’’
in the royal garden was so carefully
cultivated by the monopolists that its
leaves had.to be shattered by the
“‘forced fingers rude’’ of the reform-
ers. In 1601 a Bill was introduced by a
member of the Commons to invalidate
these royal grants, and after a pro-
longed debate, in which the supporters
of the prerogative were overwhelmed
in argument, assurance was solemnly
given to the House on behalf of the
Crown that all existing patents of
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monopolies should be revoked and
none granted for the future.

These were the beginnings of political
parties in England. But it was notuntil
the reign of the first Charles, when the
members of the Long Parliament di-
vided upon the question of the dispo-
sition that should be made of the
episcopal office in the national church,
that parties with distinctive names
and definite and opposing principles
assumed a place in the political activi-
ties of the State which they have ever
since persisted in ocecupying. As Dr.
Hannis Taylor observes: ‘‘ By the divi-
sion which oceurred on that question
on the 8th of February, 1641, the line
was first roughly drawn between the
two political bodies that in the course
of time had developed into the two
parliamentary parties which, after
having been known first as Round-
heads and Cavaliers, then as Whigs
and Tories, still survive under names
so familiar at the present day’’.
Broadly speaking, the Tories, when
our history of political parties begins,
were the supporters of absolute inon-
archy, while the Whigs stood for a
monarchy limited by Parliament.
Whig principles triumphed in the
Revolution of 1688, and after a long
period of hard fortune, largely due to
their dalliance with treason, the Tories
found it necessary to renounce the

““Right divine of Kings to govern wrong’’

and to acknowledge the supremacy of
Ifarliament and the fundamentai
rights of the people. History shows
that while the fabric of our political
institutions was almost wholly con-
structed by the Whigs, yet they them-
selves have not always been astute to
uphold parliamentary and popular
rights—notably, not to mention other
and more recent instances, when the
“Junto’’ refused to resign on the loss
of their majority in 1698. History also
shows that from the middle of the
eighteenth century down to Disraeli’s
time the Tories had done much to war-
rant his magniloquent claim that their
party had been, and would continue
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to be, the guardian of our institu-
tions, the preserver of empire, and the
defender of the masses from injustice
and oppression. All of which testifies
that while neither of the two great
political parties may have always re-
sponded to the demands of ‘‘highest
office and the chief ministry of the
gods’’, as Plato characterizes State
service, yet behind each of them there
is a splendid record of noble and per-
sistent achievement for the common
weal.

The centre of gravity of the State
was shifted from the Crown to the
House of Commons as a result of the
Revolution of 1688, since the execu-
tive power formerly exercised by the
King thereafter came to be adminis-
tered by a committee of Parliament,
known as the Cabinet, which depends
for its existence directly upon the will
of the popular chamber and indirectly
upon the will of the people as ex-
pressed at the polls. But the Cabinet
a8 we now have it was not a deliberate
creation. It is a development of the
political forces of the nation working
silently, and more or less informally,
towards equilibrium. For a long time
Englishmen seemed to think it an evil
thing, that was to be associated with
the disreputable ‘Cabal’ of the reign
of Charles IT. Neither in the reign of
William III. nor of Anne, to both of
whom ministerial control was anathe-
ma, did the Cabinet assume its present
form. Before that system could be
effectually set up it was necessary for
the occupant of the throne to accept
the maxim Rex regnat, sed non guber-
nat—for the Cabinet is a body chosen
from the ranks of the party having a
majority in the House of Commons
and is clothed with the supreme execu-
tive power of the State. Had our first
Hanovarian king understood the Eng-
lish tongue well enough to preside over
meetings of his advisers, the mod-
ern Cabinet might not have dated
from his reign. George II. is
not credited by historians with a dis-
cerning mind—indeed, we have recent-
ly heard from them that his mentality
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chiefly expressed itself ‘‘in a truly
German passion for designing uni-
forms’’ — but his petulant remark:
‘‘ Ministers are the King in this coun-
try’’ eannot be bettered as a definition
in a nut-shell of the place and power
of the Cabinet. This body stands out-
side the law of the constitution—that
is to say, the law does not attempt teo
define its rights and responsibilities.
From Addington’s administration in
the early years of the nineteenth cen-
tury down to our own immediate times
members of the Cabinet were required
to hold office as ministers of the Crown
and also to have seats in one or other
of the two Houses of Parliament. That
was the practice ; but, to quote an emi-
nent authority, ‘‘although the rule
which requires the Minister to be a
member of the legislature is now firm-
ly established, so that any deliberate
and persistent departure from it
would be justly regarded as utterly
unconstitutional, yet there is no law
or legal usage to render it binding’’.

(Taswell-Langmead Eng. Const. Hist.,
7th ed., p. 546.)

During the progress of the great War,
which we may now regard as happily
ended, a sharp and radical departure
from this practice was made in Qreat
Britain. The Cabinet called inte exist-
enee by Mr. Lloyd George in Decem-
ber, 1916, not only included members
who were without portfolio — for
which, of course, there was precedent--
but some who were even without seats
in either House of Parliament. The
rupture of constitutional usage was
intensified in 1917 when the leader of
the Government announced, as a
result of the deliberations of the War
Conference of that year, that the Pre-
miers of the Dominions and Colonies,
or their representatives, were to be
temporary members of the War Cabi-
net while present in England, and,
later, General Smuts was made a per-
manent member of that body, although
he had no seat in Parliament. But
silent leges inter arma, and it is not
likely that so serious a departure from
the constitutional rule above stated
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will persist in the piping times of
peace. When discussing this subject
with an English democrat not
long ago, he told me that he looked
upon a coalition government as one of
the worst forms of war-blight. Neces-
sary as it was for unity of action, it
was nevertheless a reversion to type—
““So like the King that was’’!

To return briefly to settled usage
and practice, it remains to be said that
formerly the chief of the Cabinet, the
Prime Minister, had no more legal
status than had the Cabinet itself. It
was not until the year 1905—when the
Prime Minister by Royal Warrant was
given precedence next after the Arch-
bishop of York, that the office obtained
some sort of legal recognition. The
members of the Cabinet are chosen by
the King and nominally hold office at
his pleasure; but the choice is made
on the advice of the Prime Minister,
who, in his turn, has been practically
nominated by the party that has been
given by the electors a majority in the
the House of Commons. The King
cannot now exercise his pleasure to
dismiss any one of his ministers while
that minister has the confidence of his
colleagues. On the other hand, ever
since Pitt forced George III. in 1792
to retire Lord Chancellor Thurlow—-
the King’s permanent spy upon his
ministers—no one can remain a mem-
ber of the Cabinet against the will of
the Prime Minister. It is not incor-
rect to say that in our times it is the
people at the polls, and not the King
nor the lobbyists in Parliament, who
choose the Prime Minister.

Thus, by a slow and gradual process
of development, has the executive
power passed from the sceptred hand
of the King into the hands of a poli-
tical body that can be made or un-
made by the people in a day. And
when we remember that ‘His Majes-
ty’s Loyal Opposition’ is a comple-
mentary body to the ministry, posses-
sing a traditional mandate from the
sovereign people to environ the Execu-
tive — lest, perchance, its footsteps
slide from the paths of honest govern-
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ment—and to proclaim lustily from the
watch-towers whensoever its counsels
go unheeded, are we not justified in
viewing English party government as
the express image of democracy in
action ?

Now, while this brief survey of the
question fairly predicates the utter
inseparability of the party system
from representative government, there
are many earnest souls among us to-
day who would sacrifice both the prin-
cipal thing and its accessory if so be
political purity would ensue and the
interests of democracy suffer no loss.
And this phase of iconoclasm is no
new thing. In every period of recov-
ery from some national strain which
subordinates party interests to the
united action of all for the safety of
the State, we have good people im-
pelled by the fever of reform to cry
out for a chance to smash the idol of
party beyond repair. But bitherto it
has been in the dispensation of Pro-
vidence to maintain our political sys-
tem unimpaired. In these days of
social unrest and dislocation it is the
patriotic duty of us all to uphold the
constitution in some concrete way.
‘When the blood of our bravest and
best has been spilt that liberty as we
understand it should prevail, it is a
cheap thing for us to confine our
patriotism to shouting ‘‘God save the
King’’ in public places now and then.
Our hearts are all right, but the trou-
ble is we are cursed with a weak spirit
of diffidence and self-consciousness.
That is not the spirit that animated
our forefathers at Naseby or our boys
on the fields of Flanders and France
during the last four years. We should
defend our political institutions with
downrightness whenever they are at-
tacked by misguided enthusiasts and
half-baked doctrinaires. Those insti-
tutions embody the only system of
practical democracy that accords with
the genius of the British people. In
the opinion of expert crities, both at
home and abroad, no better system has
vet been devised to maintain equilib-
rium between autocracy on the one
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hand and anarchy on the other. It
proved too democratic for such reac-
tionary minds of our own race as those
of Maine, Carlyle, and Lecky. They
were affrighted by the spectacle of the
commonwealth being handed over to
the control of ‘‘a sovereign people’’,
corrupt and largely ignorant of their
duty to society. But this spectacle of
sovereignty they envisaged was no il-
lusion, and the rest is a matter not
without hope, judging from the splen-
did spirit of public service shown by
all classes of the people dnring the
war. To quote the opinion of Mr. De-
lisle Burns, one of the most stimulat-
ing of contemporary publicists: ‘‘Poli-
tica! education is what is most needed ;
political purity may be left to take
care of itself’’,

Space will not permit of me making
extended reference to the authorities,
but T feel that I ought not wholly to
stay my hand from support for the
views I have set down. Let me first
quote from Mr. Graham Wallas, who
approaciies the party system from the
viewpoint of social psychology :—
““Party is in fact the most effective
political entity in the modern national
State. It has come into existence with
the appearance of representative gov-
ernment on a large scale; its develop-
ment has been unhampered by legal
or constitutional traditions, and it rep-
resents the most vigorous attempt
which has been made to adopt the
form of our political institutions to
the actual facts of human nature.”’
(““Human Nature in Politics,”” pp. 82,
83.)

This is much of a piece with what
Bluntschli said many years before in
his ‘‘Character and Spirit of Political
Parties”’. He thought that instead of
party being looked upon as a political
disease it was a symptom and guar-
antee of sound public health. More
than that, it was indispensable to the
functioning of representative institu-
tions in that it supplied the quality of
adaptability to changing environment
which made for permanence in the so-
cial organism. Goldwin Smith, al-

theugh he scolded, more suo, about the
shortecomings of party, was forced to
admit that ‘‘the machine of elective
government must have a motor, and
the motor hitherto in England has
been party, in the absence of which
there always has been a reign of
cabal’’, (*“The United Kingdom,"
vol. II, p. 108.)

““The ministry must govern,’’ says
Sir Courtenay Ilbert in his preface to
Professor Redlich’s ‘‘ Procedure of the
House of Commons’’; and he con-
tinues : ‘‘ How can the ministry control
the body on whose favour their exist-
ence depends? How can they prevent
the supreme executive council of the
nation from being an unorganized, un-
controllable, irresponsible mob? The
English answer is, by party machin.
ery. It is this machinery that secures
the necessary discipline. The Cabinet
system presupposes a party system,
and, more than that, a two-party sys-
tem. This does not mean that there
may not be more than two parties in
each House. But it does mean that
there must be two main. parties, one
represented by the Treasury bench,
and the other by the front Opposition
bench, and that the party represented
by the Treasury bench must be able
with or without its allies to control the
majority of the House of Commons’’,
President Lowell (‘‘Government of
England’’,vol. 1, p. 435), speaks as fol-
lows: ‘‘Experience has, indeed, shown
that democracy in a great country,
where the number of voters is neces-
sarily large, involves the permanent
existence of political parties; and it
would not be hard to demonstrate that
this must in the nature of things be
the case.”’

Let me close my array of authorities
by quoting again from Mr. Delisle
Burns. This time he is having a fling
at the passionate meddlers who would
shatter to bits the present party sys-
tem and remould our institutiong
nearer to their hearts’ desire. He says:
‘“All attacks which I have seen on the
party system seem to imply that we
know what should be done, but the

A—— i
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party politicians will not do it. But
+ am not so confident that anyone
knows so much, and I am absolutely
certain that the opponents of the party
system do not.”” (‘‘Political Ideals’’,
p. 288.)

And so I conclude that party eolour
is inexpungible from the texture into
which our political ideas are woven.
We are all familiar with Aristotle’s
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dictum that man is by nature a politi-
cal animal, which may perhaps be re- -
garded as a sort of pagan conception
of the doctrine of original sin; but
however that may be, history seems to
indicate that the Anglo-Saxon has
been able, in a measure quite unparal-
leled, not only to dignify the conflicts
of party but to make them subserve
the best interests of the State.

TRIBUTE

By CECILE JOYCE KEENAN

PON your lowest step I'll rest—1I’l1 kneel upon the floor—

To steep my spirit in the glory shining from your door;
"T'wixt us the bond of human tears, (He died that I might live),
Then let me share your sorrow, I who have no son to give.

Life’s harp against the lintel hangs, ’tis tuned to sacrifice;

His fearless hands struck from the strings a chord that swept the skies.
The wind of fame caught up the strain upon its pinions strong,

That all the list’ning years might wake to sing the deathless song.

Then let me kneel beside your door, and share your splendid woe :
“To Arms! To Arms!” our country called—I had no son to go.
But you who bore, and you who gave, and you who suffer now,
Take off the garments of distress, the myrtle from your brow!

Put on a robe of purple silk, put on a golden erown,
Upon the throne of Motherhood in majesty sit down;
And let me kneel before you, then, in lowly tribute, I
‘Who, when the ravaged world cried out, could send no son to die!
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BY ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

AUTHOR OF *““UP THE HILL AND OQVER"

CHAPTER II.

AT ARCADE, as
@l everyone knows, is a hive

B is one of the cells. Its

— chipped glass door bore

the name ““T. Maddison, Architeet,’’

in very new gilding across its surface.

T. Maddison was in, and delighted to
see us. ;

He thought we were clients.

When he found we were not he tried
to be delighted still, but when he had
read our card and heard our business
he was just plain mad. Most people,
we find, are affected in that way. If
all the world loves a lover, all the
world fights shy of a—criminologist.
And in this case there was a lady to
be thought of.

T. Maddison, I am sure, was think-
ing of her while he icily prepared to
baffie all our polite inquiries. Not a
word would he tell us about the affair
of the adventure. He had nothing to
say about the lady, or about the lost
property or about anything which
might conceivably help us in our busi-
ness. He was a most obstinate young
man, and chuck full of chivalry. We
couldn’t help liking him.

But finally Gregory lost patience.

“Very well,”’ he said calmly, ‘“‘we
cannot force you to speak. All that
we can do is to turn this matter over
to the regular police. You will be
watched, your office, your home will be
watched; your phone calls will be
checked. 1If the lady has not already
claimed her lost property—thanks, I
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see by your expression that she has not
—she is certain to do so. You do not
know where she lives or who she is, so
you can’t warn her. And when she
does come she will walk right into the
arms of the police. Not at all a pleas-
ant thing for a young girl.”’

This gave our chivalrous architect
pause. He settled his collar uneasily.

““By jove, what am I to do?’’ he
pleaded. ‘‘Don’t you see what a deuce
of a fix I’m in?”’

We did see it and were properly
sympathetic. But we were very glad
we had come right along, for it was
plain that we had come in time.
Though only just, for while T. Maddi-
son was still fooling with his collar,
the ’phone rang, and when he answer-
ed, the blindest bat could have told by
his changing expression that it was
the expected call which had come.

The one side of a telephone conver-
sation is not very illuminating. All
that our architect said was, ‘‘Yes’’,
and then ‘“Yes’’, ‘‘That’s all”’, and
then ‘‘Yes, certainly’’, ‘“‘Not at all?%
‘‘“Much pleased to have the opportun-
ity”’.

He hung up the receiver gloomily.

‘“Well,”” he said, ‘‘that was the girl.
I dare say you gentlemen guessed.
And a nice kind of beast I feel getting
her into a peck of trouble like this.’’

““You are more likely to keep her
out of trouble if you are sensible,’’ de-
clared Gregory. ‘‘Are you to return
her property or is she coming here
for it?’’
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‘‘She is coming here. And say, you
fellows have got to clear out. You’'ve
simply got to. She’ll think that it’s a
trap. She’ll think that I—.”’

‘“‘No, she won’t. But if you really
insist, we will clear out. Oniy I’m
warning you that it weuld be a foolish
thing to do, If we stay and explain
the matter to her, she will have a
chance to do a little explaining, too,
and probably everything will be put
right inside five minutes. It is quite
possible that the lady is not the lady-
in-blue at all. In which case all the
worry is over. If she is the blue lady
she is certain to be found by the police
—it’s an absolute necessity. She will
be wanted as a witness. I for one have
no idea that she will be wanted in any
other capacity. And I give you my
word that as long as I keep that point
of view it will be the first care of my-
self and my partner to keep the lady
from any annoyance. But if it is
left to the regular police—well, you
know.”’

The young architect gave in. “‘I’ll
tell you what T know,’’ he said. ‘I
was walking down Stanley Street last
night at about five o’clock. It was
getting very dark, with a big storm
coming. It was just beginning to spit
rain and I was putting up my um-
brella when a young girl came running
down the street and collided with me
—knocking the umbrella out of my
hand. She was breathless and seemed
terrified. I thought it was the storm.
Some women hate storms. I wanted
to reassure her, to offer the umbrella
to—to do anything I could, but she
didn’t give me the ghost of a chance—
just kind of sobbed out, ‘‘Sorry, so
stupid of me’’, and rushed on. By
the time I had recaptured the um-
brella she was almost out of sight. It
wasn’t until I reached home that I
found a small bag of silver mesh which
had caught on the button of one of
my raincoat pockets.”’

““The shiny purse!”’
Gregory, nodding at me.

““There was no card or address in
it, just some money and three rings

exclaimed
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done up in tissue paper.
are very valuable.
tisement.”’

‘“Rings,”” said Gregory, thoughtful-
ly. ““Were the settings loose or any-
thing? Did they need cleaning?’’

‘“No, they are in perfeet condition.’’

‘“And the lady’s dress?’’

‘It might have been blue. I’m not
sure.”’

‘“‘But your impression is?’’

““That it was blue.”’

“Well, now, I think,’’ said Greg-
ory, ‘‘that we ought to have this whole
thing out in the open. With your per-
mission we will tell the young lady all
about it and how we come to be here.
If she is a sensible girl she will help
us instead of hindering.’’

Personally, I think this was rather
risky, but Gregory has a way with him
which does wonders with nervous peo-
ple. By the time the girl’s knock came,
he had T. Maddison quite smoothed.
Still, T kept thinking—what if the girl
really were——.

After I saw her I didn’t think that
any more. She was the kind of girl you
couldn’t think evil of—not even if you
are a criminologist. The Jessie child
had been right. She was pretty. Her
hair was black—soft black made espe-
cially to set off her ereamy face and to
match her candid dark eyes. She was
about twenty, I should say, and the
last thing in style, from her high-laced
boots to the point of the flame-tipped
quill in her close little brown hat. She
was not wearing blue to-day. T. Mad-
dison was plainly overpowered. He
stuttered. . He blushed, but finally he
managed to return to her the silver
mesh bag and to utter incoherent apo-
logies for not knowing by instinet her
name and address, so that he need not
have had recourse to a newspaper.

The girl smiled, thanked him, opened
the bag eagerly and looked inside.
Then she grew very pale. ‘‘Is that
all?’’ she asked in a kind of helpless
way.

‘“The rings are there,’’ he assured
her eagerly. ‘‘Three of them.”’

‘It was not the rings,’’ she faltered.

The rings
Hence the adver-
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“It was an address, wasn’t it?’’
asked Gregory kindly. ‘I think I can
assist you. Is thisit?”’

The girl turned to him. Her look
expressed blank surprise. But her face
turned a little paler.

‘“Did—did this gentleman have my
purse?’’ she asked T. Maddison slow-
ly.
““No, he did not,”’” spluttered that
irate knight. ‘‘I assure you it has
never been out of my hands.’’

““This address was not found in the
purse,”’ explamned Gregory blandly.
‘“It was picked up in the garden of
No. 3 Richly Road—where you drop-
ped it.”’

The girl, still controlled, but very
white, took the slip of paper from his
hand and examined it. As she did so
a certain tension seemed to relax.
*“This is not the paper which I lost,”’
she said firmly, handing it back.

‘“Excuse me, I think it is, although
it may not be the one you are looking
for.”” Gregory’s tone was still kind,
but had a hint of sternness in it.

“I do not know what you mean.”’

‘I am going to tell you. But before
I begin, won’t you sit down? And
please do not put yourself on the de-
fensive. We do not suspect you of
harming the old lady who lived in the
house whose address is written here.
All we want to know is, why you went
there. Whether you knew her person-
ally and what happened during your
visit ?”’ '

“I didn’t e

‘“Come,”” interrupted Gregory brief-
ly, and with an assurance which ecould
not but cenvince, ‘‘we know all about
the visit. You were seen going in and
coming out. We want to keep it out
of the hands of the pelice, if we can.”’

For a moment she glanced at the
young architect, who was looking the
picture of contrition, and then back
to Gregory’s firm yet kindly face. She
realized further evasion to be useless
and undignified. The colour rushed
into her face and ebbed away again.

““‘She was dead when I got there,”’

she said briefly.

We all started. At least T. Madds-
son and I did. Gregory nodded. ‘I
thought it might be that,”’ he said.
‘“‘But—you stayed a few moments—
didn’t you?”’

““The girl looked ghastly, but she
held herself well.

“Yes, I did. I was looking for some-
thing. I made myself stay until I
found it. Then I lost control of my-
self. I ran out. I was horribly fright-
ened—there was a strange noise: e

‘“Cats,”’ said Gregory.

“Yes. I saw about the cats in the
morning paper. But then I didn’t
know. It terrified me.”’

““Why,”” said Gregory, ‘‘did you
not knock at the door ?’’

‘I thought she would not let me in.’’

‘‘She knew you then?’’

‘I think she knew me by sight.’’

“You knew her?”’

¢ ‘NO. bR

““Hadn’t we better have the story ¢*’

““You can’t have the story,’’ said -

the girl firmly.

‘““Well then, part of it. You see it
is necessary.’’

She was quiet for a moment, oh-

viously thinking hard. Then, “I’Il

tell you what I can,”’ she agreed.
‘“This woman was a bad woman. She
was a blackmailer. She was threaten.
ing someone—a friend of mine. This
person had done nothing wrong. The
woman’s story was a lie, but lies can
do a lot of harm. My friend was ill.
I got the address from the letter she—
that woman—sent and went myself to
do what I could to stop her wicked-
ness.”’

‘“And you took with you the three
rings and some other jewellery, whiech
you carried in your handbag—to bribe
her with, if necessary ?’’

‘“Yes. I thought if I could see her
and talk to her I might do something.
She had said in her letter to my—
friend, that there would be no further
negotiations. That was why I did not
Imock. I was determined to see her. T
went right in. The door into the hall
was open and I could see the light of
the fire. I went into that room—T saw
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her. She was dead. I was terribly
shocked, but she was so wicked I
didn’t care. After a moment I was
glad she was dead. I stood for a mo-
ment wondering what to do. Then I
saw some letters lying on the table
and I remembered there ought to be a
letter there somewhere written by my
friend. I wanted to get it. I made
myself go over to the table. I looked
throngh the mail, and found the let-
ter. 1 took it out of the envelope to
see if it was the right one, and just
then that—that cat—oh it was hor-
rible! I just turned and ran. I must
have dropped the envelope then, but I
did not miss it until I got home.' I
hoped it was in the silver bag—be-
cause it was in my friend’s writing.
That is all that I can tell you.”’

She was so obviously determined to
say no more that Gregory did not at-
tempt to press her. Instead, he rose
and walked to the window. ‘‘Dear
me!’’ he exclaimed after a moment’s
keen survey of the street below, ‘‘dear
me, this is most unfortunate.’’

“What?”’ I asked.

The girl echoed the question.in a
startled tone. She had risen and was
moving toward the door.

“Don’t go yet,”” recommended
Gregory gravely. ‘I am afraid we
have underestimated the quickness of
the police in this affair. I think I see
the red head of Macrae——."’

““The police!’’ cried the girl, with
a little catch in her voice.

T. Maddison doubled a muscular
arm and made a move toward Greg-
ory. ‘‘You infernal—’’ he began, but
Gregory smiled at him blandly.

““None of that! If Macrae is there
it is none of my doing. But Miss—
the young lady—had better remain
here until I make sure.”’

He was gone before anyone could
expostulate further. The girl sat down
again, her lips pressed tightly together
o keep them steady, I think.

We waited. Gregory’s ‘‘making
sure’’ took a little time, but when he
returned he was smiling. ‘‘A false
alarm,’’ he told us. ‘‘Evidently other

729

people besides Macrae have red hair,”’
he observed.

““May I gonow?’’ asked the girl in
a tired voice.

‘““Yes, any time. But I should like
to ask you some questions first.’’

‘I cannot answer.”’

‘“That’s as you see fit. But let me
tell you a few things anyway. Now
please!" You make me feel very brutal
when you look like that. And all T
want to do, Miss Hampden, is to help
you. You see I know your name. You
are Miss Enid Hampden, daughter of
John P. Hampden, ewner of the
Hampden Mills.”’

““I do not deny it.”’

‘“Why should you? And why need
you make a secret of the fact that the
‘‘friend’’ you mention in your story is
Alice Hampden, your mother ?’’

The girl said nothing to this, but her
hands locked themselves tightly in her
lap. Gregory went on as if she had
spoken.

““You see it is always foolish to
complicate mystery with mystery in
an affair like this. I like to straighten
things out as I go along. For your
own sake as well as mine, I must have
your position clearly defined. You did
not eare to speak, so I was compelled
to trace your telephone ecall and to
make a few casual inquiries. Your
mother is ill. I am right, am I not,
in assuming that it is her you have-
been protecting?’’

Gregory has a very pleasant voice
and a manner which, quite apart from
what he says, has a remarkable effect
upon nervous people. Miss Hampden,
who had looked like marble a moment
ago, suddenly melted, perilously near
tears. Her lip quivered and her eyes
swam. She was really exceedingly
pretty, and I don’t wonder that T.
Maddison wanted to shoot us both.,

‘“Yes—it is mother,”’ admitted the
girl. ‘‘I—it would kill her to be mixed
up in a seandal like this.”’

‘““Well, we must keep her out of it.
I do not want to injure an innocent
lady any more than you do. But yon
will have to tell me the whole story.’’
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Again the famous manner carried
conviction. It was fortunate for little
Miss Hampden that Gregory was real-
ly what he appeared to be.

““I suppose I must,’’ she said brave-
ly.
““It is a sad little story, but not dis-
graceful. When my mother was very
young she and my father fell in love,
but they couldn’t acknowledge it and
be married publicly, because he was
too poor to support her, and she was
always so delicate. They decided to
wait, but—well, they loved each other
very much. My father was certain of
success; my mother knew that he
would claim her as soon as ever he
could, and—and she didn’t quite real-
ize—anyway no one could have fore-
told the disaster which followed. My
father was badly hurt in a railway
wreck out west. He was ill for a long
time, and mother did not know where
he was. She was very frightened and
alone. I do not need to give you any of
the details, but after I was born there
was a time when mother paid for me
te be taken care of by a woman who
looked after little babies—who—whose
parents couldn’t acknowledge them.
The—Mrs., Simmons was the woman

‘““A baby farmer, by Jove!”’

““Yes, I suppose so. Anyway, she
was a bad woman, but mother didn’t
know, and it wasn’t long before things
came right again, for father got bet-
ter and returned, and the deal he had
been putting through in the west was
a suceess, so he came to her at onee and
they went away, paying the woman,
and taking me with them. At least,”’
one big tear overflowed from the girl’s
wet eyes, ‘‘they thought they took me
with them. Don’t you see? Then, af-
ter all these years, the woman wrote
to mother and told her that I was not
her baby at all. Her real baby, she
said, had died and she had not told her
because of the regular pay. Another
child had been substituted. But she
promised that if mother gave her a
large sum of money she would keep
the truth from my father and from

me, but if she did not pay she would
see that everyone knew — wasn’t it
“gcl’{’ed? Wasn’t it desperately wick-
ed?

‘I cannot say that my resvect for
the late Mrs. Simmons increases!’’
said Gregory grimly. ‘‘What a fiend-
ish trick!”’

““Mother hasn’t had a happy mo-
ment since. She says she is sure, quite
sure, that the woman lied—but—there
is the horrible doubt. She says she re-
members seeing a little dead baby
which the woman showed her who was
about my size and dark like me. And
she was so terrified of father or me
knowing. The woman said she would
write to father if mother did not pay
the money. Father is very fond of me
and this terrible thing would quite
ruin his happiness. Mother didn’t in-
tend me to know, either, but she was
so ill. T found the letter and made
her tell me the rest. I went to the
house with my jewels just on the
chance of finding out the real truth.
I didn’t know what I should do —
plead or bribe or threaten or all to-
gether—and you know what happen-
ed. We are safe from any seandal
now unless my name is dragged into
the murder case and father is safe—
but for mother and me’”” — the girl
broke down and cried in earnest,

““Oh come,’’ cheered Gregory. ‘Tt
is almost certain that there is not a
particle of truth in her statement, I*
has blackmail on the faet of it.
Wouldn’t a mother know her own
baby %’

‘‘She might not if she had not been
able to see it for two months. Wee
babies are so much alike and two
months makes such a difference. Ang
how would anyone suspect a thing like
that?’’

* ‘‘But the resemblance. Do you not
resemble your mother—or your fath-
ery’’

““It is strange, but I don’t — not
enough to serve as evidence. Mother
thinks T look like her. grandmother.
There is a miniature and there is a re.
semblance—but not at all a striking

v »
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one. Mother herself is fair and father
is dark, but not really like me.”’

““Well, that is no evidence either
way. Plenty of children do not look
at all like their immediate ancestors.’’

The girl nodded. ‘“ Yes,”’ she agreed
in a small voice.

““Don’t let it trouble you,’’ said
Gregory. ‘‘And remember, when this
case is cleared up, other things may be
cleared up too. You have given me
most valuable information. Sit tight
and my partner and I will do our best
to bring you good news. But do not
wear a blue hat or a blue dress or
carry a bluc handbag for some time te
come. Now before you go try to think
of anything, anything at all which you
noticed while you were in that house—-
it need not be facts, only, impressions,
too, are valuable.

The girl passed her hand over her
eyes. ‘‘I—I can’t think,”’ she falter-
ed. It was plain that she was tired
out.

““Well, don’t try, then,’’ said Greg-
ory kindly. ‘‘But when you feel more
like yourself, if there is anything,
however trivial, ring me up and let me
know—a-chew! Hubbard, I am get-
ting that confounded cold of yours!”

Miss Hampden thanked us quietly
and went out, escorted to the elevator
by T. Maddison.

““Did you really think you saw
Macrae in the street?’’ I asked, the
moment we were alone.

“No. T knew it wasn’t he. But I
had to get away, and to keep her here
while I made a few necessary in-
quiries—just to induce her to go on
with her story. But Macrae might
very well have been there just the
same. He is a smart fellow, and is
almost sure to connect that personal
sooner or later with a possible lady-in-
blue. When he does he’ll come straight
here.”’

““Then we shan’t be able to keep
Miss Hampden out of it after all.”’

““We ean try. I have thought of a
plan. Let us provide a substitute.
Someone who cannot in any way be

‘remotely connected with No. 3 Richly
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Road and whose whole walk and con-
versation is open to inspection. Miss -
Price would do. We’ll tell young
Maddison to refer all inquiries to her
as the lady who bumped into him and
dropped her purse. 'We’ll provide her
with the necessary details of the en-
counter, and with a silver purse to
show as evidence of returned property.
She is quite clever enough to carry it
through, barring accidents, so that
trail need not lead to Enid Hampden
at all.

Young Madison was delighted with
this plan, and it was not necessary to
ask him to be discreet, as he happened
to be a person of quite normal intelli-
gence, as evidenced by the question,
“But can’t they trace her by the
’phone call, as you did ?"’

““They do not know, as I did, that
she ’'phoned. Say merely that she
called for her bag and took it away.
Then give them the address — Miss
Price’s-address—and the trick is done.
Be casual and quite open with them.”’

Maddison grinned. ‘I will that.”’

We walked back to the office in deep
thought.

“Well,”” T said, ‘‘when we were
alone, ‘‘the puzzle begins to shape a
little. One piece has fallen into place,
at any rate.”’

‘“You mean the baby’s night slip?”’

‘““Yes, a former baby farmer — a
baby’s garment—they hang together.
Also, we know now that the woman
was a bad one. Instead of narrowing,
the field widens. Any one of the men
or women she blackmailed may have
taken the short way out. We know
that she had visitors upon other days
—why not upon this day? The fact
of the child’s not seeing anyone go in
save the girl in blue is nothing. Other
people passed along the street and may
have slipped in when the child was
not noticing. May have been in the
house all afternoon, or more likely yet,
the murderer may not have passed the
child at all, but may have entered
from Stanley Street by the side door.
It is a quiet street and it was getting
dark.”’
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““It looks as if our most promising
clue so far were the baby slip. Did
you tell Ridley to send it around?’’

““Yes, and the box with the coins. I
expect they are here now. I’ll ring
and ask Miss Emsley if a parcel came
and will let her see what she can make
of the slip.”’

Gregory has a great belief in wo-
men’s intuition. He is fond of saying
that if a woman could be found with
sufficient nerve she would make the
ideal detective. It was natural, then,
that he often sought the help of wo-
men in cases where the masculine mind
seemed to lose itself, and our new typ-
ist, Miss Emsley, had already proved
herself to be a young person of alert
and capable mind.

Before we had time to call her, how-
ever, Macrae’s well known knock in-
terrupted us and that canny Scot
breezed in with fire in his eye.

““Here’s to the mon who said that
genius is just takin’ pains,’’ said he
triumphantly. ‘‘Every bit of anything
in yon house gone over with a micro-
Scope by that million-eyed Irishman
O’Toole, and at long last we’ve got
it.”?

‘““Got what?’’

“The deil by the tail. Look you!’’
He spread before us a single sheet of
writing paper, written in rather thick
black ink with a pen that spluttered.

‘“ A pairfectly graun clue!’’ said the
Scot fervently, ‘‘fine, fine!”’

Gregory and I bent over the paper
and read:

‘“ *You are a wicked, wicked woman. I
haven’t got the money and I can’t get it.
But I tell you this, if you tell my husband
and spoil everything, I’ll kill myself, but
I’ll kill you first, and you had better be-
lieve it, for I don’t want to live, if he
knows.” ??

““This is something new,’’ said
Gregory slowly.”” For, of course, this
is not the letter missing from the emp-
ty envelope found upon tl:'le floor,
paper, ink, writing, everything are
different.’’ {

““You’re no sae blate,”’ said Macrae
admiringly. ‘I saw that mysel’ and

forby this letter has an envelope of its
own—here it is.”’

There was no doubt about the two
matching. The envelope was exactly
like the paper, cheap and ordinary.
The writing and ink were identical. It
was addressed to Mrs. Simmons, and
the stamp showed that it had been
posted at the Grand Central station.

‘“Where did O’Ttoole find it, Mae$?’’

““In the bottom of the coal scuttle,’’

‘“‘ Anything else there?’’

‘‘Just torn up bills and circulars. It
looked as if the old leddy used it for a
waste-paper basket.’’

‘“ Any other letters anywhere?’’

““No, and that’s a queer thing. Bills
and receipts and documents of varions
sorts, but net a scrap of correspond-
ence, and her postie says she got her
fair share of letters, too.”’

‘‘Perhaps she burned them.”’

““D’ye think it likely ?2*’

““No, I don’t. We’ve got enough to
suspect her as a blackmailer and black-
mailers must have ammunition. There
are other letters somewhere — or the
letters have been stolen.’’

““You can take the word of a Macrae
that there’s nae letter in the hoose.’’

Knowing something of the thorough.-
ness of O’Toole’s methods of search,
we nodded our agreement.

‘“We found a hidie hole, though,"’
Macrae told us modestly. ‘It was
nicely hid in the seat of the chair she
sat in. But it was bare as your very
hand.”’

‘“Was the opening on the upper ox
the lower surface ?’’

“You could get at it both ways,
from down belew or from above, under
the cushion.”’

‘‘ Any finger prints?’’

‘““Not a print. And nae sign o’ any
tamperin’.””

‘‘Either she took them out herseif
then, or they were taken out by some-
one who knew where they were and
how to get them. Someone who wore
gloves.”’

‘I had come to that conclusion my-
sel’. But it’s the letter, mon, what do
you make o’ the letter?’’

N s o came i

.
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‘‘Not very mueh. It is a woman’s
writing — public school writing — the
writing of one who does not write of-
ten and who has never developed a
style of her own. The writer had little
to do with letters, literally or figura-
tively — see there is no punctuation,
and ‘husband’ is spelled with a ‘t’.
Hurry might partly account for the
lack of punctuation, but with a person
accustomed to writing, punetuation is
instinctive. The paper and envelopes
are probably part of a ‘box’—and not
a fresh box either—see, it has slightly
yellowed at the edges, as cheap paper
will. The postmark may mean one of
two things. The writer may live in
the city and may have chosen her
oosting place to hide traces, or she may
live in one of the nearby villages or

~towns and posted it while up for a
day’s shopping trip to the city. What
do you think, Hubbard ¢’’

‘I should be inclined to favour the
latter. It was certainly written in a
big hurry and under stress. I doubt
if the writer would ever think of the
possibility of tracing by means of a
postmark. She would just naturally
run and post it in the nearest letter-
box.”’

“I think I agree with you. Let’s
get the date.”” "

This, unfortunately, we found im-
possible. The stamped dates were
blurred beyond recovery.

““Go back,”’ said Gregory, ‘‘and

piece tegether some of the torn up

bills and circulars. If they were all
of one date it is probable that the date
of this letter is the same. She may
have thrown just one day’s mail into
the scuttle.” :

Macrae looked terribly crestfallen.
‘I micht have thocht o’ that,”’ he
murmured as he departed.

Gregory picked up the letter again
and studied it intently, only to throw
it aside with an unsatisfied air.

““Somehow I doubt if it’s half as
important as it looks,’’” he said. ‘It
is an hysterical effusion. People who
threaten murder and suicide — on
paper—seldom commit either. The
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dead woman evidently agreed with me,
since she disregarded the threat suffi-
ciently to throw it into the coal scuttle.
All the same, the person who wrote it
must have spent some bad half hours
since the murder. Let’s have Miss
Emsley in now and get her opinion
about the baby slip.’’

But we were not destined to hear
what Miss Emsley had to say that day,
for just as I bent forward to touch the
bell, the ’phone rang, and Gregory an-
nounced Miss Hampden, on the wire.

‘‘Better cut in with the other re-
ceiver,”’ he told me, ‘‘and make notes
of what she has to say. After all, al-
though she doesn’t know much, she
was the nearest to the actual crime
of any witness we have found yet.”’

““I hope you won’t think I’m silly,”’
the girl’s voice was saying, as I cut
in, “‘but you asked me to try to re-
member everything. Do you mean im-
pressions, too, and not just what I ac-
tually saw or heard ?’’

““Yes, Miss Hampden. Impressions,
if they were really impressions receiv-
ed at the time, are quite as valuable
as facts.””

‘“Well, then, when I first went into

that room, I had quite a distinet im-
pression that there was someone there.
That was why I couldn’t believe she
was — wasn't alive. Do you under-
stand? It didn’t feel like an empty
room. Even when I knew she was cer-
tainly dead, the feeling of someone
there did not go. That was partly what
frightened me, I'think.”’
- “"Yes, I understand. But are you
quite sure that there was nothing
tangible to suggest that feeling. No
sound, no movement?’’

The voice over the ’phone was silent
for a moment and then ‘‘no,”’ it went
on, ‘“‘there was nothing. Only that
strange noise that made me drop the
envelope—that horrid cat!’’

‘“Any other impressions?’’

‘““Yes. I remember as I went in—
before I saw what had happened—-
that the room smelled sweet; of flow-
ers, I think. Were there any flowers
in the room?’’
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““No. There were no flowers.”’

“Well, I can’t account for it, but I
certainly thought there were flowers
somewhere. I forgot all about my first
impressions after I saw—her. But
now that I am not so nervous, I can
think back and remember, I clearly re-
member thinking that the room was
warm and that the flowers were very
sweet, and that if she liked flowers, she
might not be so terribly bad. That is
all and I know it sounds silly and
hardly worth mentioning.”’

‘““Not a bit of it. Thank you very
much. And don’t worry. Things are
going to come our way.’’

‘‘He rang off and we looked at each
other.”’

‘“‘Sensible girl that!’’ announced
Gregory. ‘‘Not afraid of being laugh-
ed at.”’

Still, it was rather a silly fancy,
wasn’t it? There were certainly no
flowers. And not a trace of perfume.
Although,”” as a certain fact struck
me, ‘‘T’ll admit that T could not have
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smelied it if there had been. I haven’t
smelled a thing since I took this con-
founded cold!”’

Gregory grinned, ‘‘I’d trust Miss
Hampden’s nose in preference to
yours anyway,’’ he declared. ‘‘If she
thought she smelled flowers, depend
upon it, the scent of flowers was there.
And if she thought there was someone
in the room—at least we must not for-
get that her entrance must have taken
place shortly after the woman’s death.
For all we know she may have been
very near death herself.’’

““You mean,”’ I said, a little startled,
‘“that the murderer may still have
been in the room ¢’

““Or the next room, or the hall. But
it’s only a possibility. Her sense of
human presence may be simply attri-
butable to the fact that its occupant
was so lately dead.”’

““More than likely, in my opinien,’’
I said dryly, whereupon we entered
upon a psychological dispute which
lasted until dinner time.

(To be continued.)
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CANADIAN WOMEN
WAR WORKERS OVERSEAS

BY MARY MacLEOD MOORE

HE work of British wo-
M men, using British in its
widest sense, is one of the
remarkable features of

ble alike, they have an-
swered the call, and now after four
years of war they are still carrying on
faithfully, splendidly, not weary in
well-doing.

Canadian women have marched
shoulder to shoulder with their sisters
from all parts of the Empire, and the
Dominion may well be proud of the
record of her daughters, whether they
bravely kept ‘‘the home fires burning’’
between the Atlantic and the Pacific,
thousands of miles away from the
treasure of their hearts, or whether
they crossed the ocean to work year in
and year out almost within sound of
the sullen guns crashing their message
to a stricken world in arms.

Frivolous women are not indigenous
to any soil. Nor is it given to all to
have the staying power that results in
steady work for days and weeks and
months and years, long after the first
fiery enthusiasm has died away’ and
only the cold ashes of monotony and
sorrow are left. Therefore no one de-
nies that there are a few failures, a
few butterflies who avoided their share
of the common burden, a few who said
with fervour ‘I go, sir,”’ and, when
novelty merged into habit, ‘‘went
not’’.

Of such one need say no more. One
can only feel sorry that the Great Op.
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the war. High and hum-.

portunity came and found them lack.
ing. The contrast is the stronger when
one thinks of the capable, devoted wo-
men who have helped ‘to maintain the
fine reputation won for Canada by her
fighting men, who from the time.thev
saved the situation at Ypres have ney.
er fallen below their high standard.

Pride ofrplace must be given to the
Canadian. nursing sisters who came
from two thousand Chnadian homes,
from East and West, and even from
the farthest North, that they might
care for the sick and wounded soldiers
from all parts of the Empire. This
they have done in England, in France,
in Egypt and in Salonica.

When, some months ago, a very won-
derful service was held in St. Paul’s
Cathedral, to the memory of the
nurses who have lost their lives in the
war (and since then many more have
ffxllen on active service), it was a no-
ticeable compliment to the Dominion
that the Canadian sisters were allocat-
ed to the place of honour. In the very
from rows, immediately behind Queen
Alexandra and the other royal ladies,
sat scores of Canadian sisters, headed
by Miss M. C. Macdonald, R.R.C., the
)vIatrpn-in-Chief of the Canadian
1\11r§1ng Service, who came over in the
earliest days of the war and is still
ruling wisely and firmly over the pro-
fessional destinies of the Canadian sis-
ters. The Matron-in-Chief, who is
from Nova Scotia, and has three bro-
thers in the Army, saw service in the
Spanish-American War and in the



Miss. M. C. Macdonald,
Matron-in-Chief, Canadian Army Medical Corps

South African War, and has been on
the Canadian permanent force since
1906.

Canada’s nurses have won a noble
reputation, not only because of their
excellent training and their profes-
sional skill, but as sympathetic wo-
men, and as brave soldiers. This war
has broken all precedents. For wo-
men to nurse under fire at the Casual-
ty Clearing Stations, in the din of air-
raids, in many places, and to face the
dangers of a soldier’s life, is no nove!_-
ty nowadays. If the personal experi-
ences of the Canadian nurses, alone,
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were collected, one would read tales as
thrilling in their record of simple
courage and devotion to duty as any
that have been told.

Canada will never forget her nurses
drowned by the Germans while doing

their duty, killed or dying of wounds

from the bombs dropped on hospitals,
or dying of illness contracted while on
active service.

Many of the Canadian sisters have
won the nurses’ decoration, the Royal
Red Cross, and some have a much
coveted military honour as well. Mat-
ron Edith Campbell, R.R.C., of Mont-

v
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Lady Drummond,
Assistant Commissioner, Canadian Red Cross Society, London, England

real, for example, and five other Cana-
dian nurses, received the Military
Medal for ‘‘gallantry and devotion to
duty during an enemy air raid’’, when
regardless of personal danger these
faithful women cared for their
charges and inspired all about them
by their calmness and devotion to
uty.

4 Tyl’lis question of the Military Medal
for nurses is a curious one where Can-
adians are concerned, for our sisters
are the only nurses who have the rank,
pay, and allowances of officers. Natur-
ally, one wonders why, if officers, they
were not awarded the Military Cross,. ?
Perhaps officialdom can answer. It is
a mystery to the ordinary person.

In the front rank of women war
workers from Canada are those asso-
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ciated with the Canadian Red Cross
Society. Many of them, headed by a
much-loved leader, Lady Drummond,
of Montreal, Assistant Commissioner
of the Society, and a Lady of Justice
of St. John of Jerusalem, have been
working steadily since the autumn of
1914,

In the London headquarters of the
Society there is a staff of between two
and three hundred, the most of whom
are women, and for the most part vol-
untary workers. In addition, there are
more than twelve hundred official
visitors, Canadians, English and
Scotswomen, who go regularly to all
hospitals where wounded and sick
Canadians are being treated, and sup-
ply them with comfort, home news-
papers, ete.



Mrs. David Fraser,
Head of Parcels Department, Canadian Red Cross Society, London, England

It is impossible to mention here the
names of a little army of hundreds.
One can only speak of the heads and
of those who have been longest active
in the work, knowing that they are
representative of all.

Lady Drummond arrived from Can-
ada a few weeks after the war broke
out, and at once began to apply her
great. ability, her sympathy and her
many advantages for the benefit
of the fighting men from Canada, of
whom her only son, Captain Guy
Drummond, who fell at Ypres, was
one. The day after the First Contin-
gent landed in France, February 11th,
1915, she opened. the Information
Bureau of the Canadian Red Cross
Society, which it is no exaggera_tion to
say has proved an invaluable link be-

I
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tween the people of Canada and their
soldier sons overseas. The Bureau has
an Inquiry Department for the
wounded and missing, with eight dif-
ferent sections, 4.c., the appointment
of visitors and after-correspondence
(Miss Rickards) ; recording general
casualties (Miss Bella: Mackinnon) ;
reports to relatives of sick and wound-
ed (Mrs. Forrester) ; reports of offi-
cers’ casualties (Mrs. John Craik and
Miss Mackinnon) ; hospitality for offi-
cers (Miss Elise Kingman) ; verbal
inquiries about casualties (Miss B.
Caverhill) ; - inquiries for sick and

wounded (Miss - Warring) ; inquiries

about men missing or killed (Mps.
Ellisson).

Over the whole eight sections Miss
Erika Bovey, of Montreal, who was

&
.



Mrs. Nelles, °
President, the Canadian Woman's Club for War Work,
Folkestone, England

one of the original workers in the
Bureau, presides with ability and sym-
pathy.

Another valuable and popular De-
partment is that for Parcels, presided
over by Mrs. David Fraser of Lancas-
ter, Glengarry, assisted by a number
of skilled workers. From this depart
ment the men in hospital receive all
sorts of comforts, such as toilet arti-
cles, ‘‘smokes,”” books, maple sugar,
fresh eggs and countless other gifts.

There is also a department for sup-
plying the men with home newspapers,
of which Mrs. Gibb Carsley is head,
having succeeded the Comtesse Pigna-

741

torre, formerly Miss Molson of Mont-
real; and a Department for Drives
and Entertainments for officers and
men in hospital, over which Miss Cav-
erhill now presides.

Lady Drummond has also devoted
much time and enthusiasm to the
Maple Leaf Clubs for Canadian sol-
diers on leave, of which she is Presi-
dent. The women of Canada owe her
a great debt, for her generous care for
the men, both well and ill, has been
untiring.

Mrs. David Fraser, the head of the
Parcels Department, is another Cana-
dian woman who has done splendid



Captain Mary Plummer,
officer in charge ot the Canadian Field Comforts Commission

work since she came to England in the
winter of 1915 and undertook the con-
trol of this division of the Red Cross
Bureau. She is ‘‘carrying on’’ with
as much zeal as she displayed in the
days when the men wounded at the
Second Battle of Ypres were arriving
in England, and being supplied with
all the little extra comforts a woman
could suggest. Mrs. Fraser, who is the
widow of the late Mr. David Fraser,
is a daughter of the late Mr. Archibald
Campbell, also of Glengarry. Both
her sons joined in 1914, and one made
the great sacrifice in 1916. er only
daughter, Miss Louise Fraser, is an ac-
tive worker in the Prisoners of War
Department of the Canadian Red
Cross. This department, now the Care
Yommittee for Canadian Prisoners of
War, under the Central Committee,
was opened a few days after the Sec-
ond Battle of Ypres, with Mrs. Rivers
Bulkley in charge, and two assistants.
The works has grown enormously, and
the Canadians who are, or have been,
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prisoners can testify to the faet that
all that could be done to ameliorate
their hard lot has been done by Mrs.
Rivers Bulkley and her helpers. As
Miss Evelyn Pelly, Lady in Waiting
to H.R.H. the Duchess of Connaught,
Mrs. Bulkeley made many friends in
Canada. She has now, in addition,
many unknown friends bound to her
by ties of gratitude and appreciation.

A few of the many who have done
good service in the various Depart-
ments of the Red Cross, besides those
mentioned already, are Miss Jean Bo-
vey, who, like her sister, has been
with the Red Cross from the begin-
ning ; Miss Mona Prentice, formerly of
Hamilton and now of Montreal, who
was an original worker, and, after a
wide experience in the Parcels Depart-
ment and in other branches, is private
secretary to the Chief Commissioner;
Miss Stikeman, Mrs. Watts, in charge
of the Canteen; Miss Hagarty, of To-
ronto, Miss Dinah Meredith (now Mrs.
O’Reilly), Miss Strathy (now Mrs.

S -
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wife of the High Commissioner for Canada

Holden), Mrs. and Miss Wylde, Miss
Waud, Mrs. Ross Robertson, Miss
Sutherland, Mrs. Papineau, Mrs. Regi-
nald Beckett, Mrs. Pringle, Mrs. Hume
Blake, Miss Lilias Torrance, Miss Galt,
Mrs. Stairs Duffus, Miss Constance
Scott, Miss Helen Kirkpatrick, Lady
Allan of Montreal, who is in charge of
the Officers’ Home at Sidmouth; Mrs.
Martin Johnston of Lethbridge, in
charge of the packing for the prison-
ers of war, and others too numerous to
mention. In addition, at the Shorn-
cliffe Depot of the Canadian Red
Cross, Mr. and Mrs. Harcourt Vernon
have forty ladies working under them
to make conditions easier for the
wounded men.

Lady Perley, formerly Miss Milly
White of Ottawa, the popular wife of
the High Commissioner for Canada,
Sir George Perley, is an indefatigable
and able war worker.

A few days after war was declared
a meeting of Canadians in London was
held at the Westminster Palace Hotel
in the very room where a tablet com-
memorates the signing of the articles
of Confederation, and there a Cana-
dian War Contingent Association was
formed to work for the comfort of the
(Canadian soldiers in camps and in the
trenches, and to help in such other
ways as might be possible. (Besides
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collecting and distributing comforts of
all kinds to the fighting men the Asso-
ciation, founded with the assistance of
the Canada Lodge of Freemasons in
London, has been responsible since
1914 for the Queen’s Canadian Mili-
tary Hospital at Beachborough Park,
near Shorneliffe). A ladies’ commit-
tee was formed with Lady Perley as
Chairman, and Mrs. George McLaren
Brown, the wife of the European Man.
ager of the Canadian Pacific Railway,
as Honorary Secretary, and from that
day these ladies have worked steadily
and faithfully for the soldiers.

Lady Perley is Commandant of the
Canadian Imperial Voluntary Aid De-
tachment, which was formed in Feb-
ruary last, and in her office at the
Headquarters of the Canadian Red
Cross Society she attends to much
business connected with the Canadian
V.AD’s. There are now about 150
members, some in France, others scat-
tered all over the United Kingdom,
and some working with the Canadian
Red Cross in London.

In this connection one might men-
tion that there are another 300 official
V.A.D’s who have come from Canada
at the request of the British Red Cross
and Order of St. John of Jerusalem.
Some of these girls are in- Salonica,
some in France, and the remainder in
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Miss Winifred Lewis, of Ottawa,
Commandant, CanadianjConvalescent Hospital,ZRoehampton, Eungland

the United Kingdom. All are doing
excellent work,

Lady Perley is also Chairman of the
Committee of the I.0.D.E. Club for
Canadian Nurses, in Lancaster Gate,
W. She is one of the vice-presidents
of the King George and Queen Mary
Maple Leaf Clubs, a member of the
committees of the Peel House and Vie-
toria League Clubs for soldiers, and
together with Lady Turner, the wife
of that distinguished soldier, General
Sir R. E. W. Turner, V.C., D.S.0.,
represents Canada on the Beyond the
Sea Committee. \

Mrs. George McLaren Brown, al-
ready referred to, was Miss Eleanor
Crerar; of Hamilton, and her husband,
now Lieutenant-Colonel Brown, is
filling an important post at the War
Office in connection with transport.

Mprs. Brown, who is both brilliant
and steadfast, a combination not al-
ways to be found, is in close touch
with Canada, for through her work
for the Canadian War Contingent she
has been m communication from the
very outset with people all over the
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Dominion who generously send gifts
for the soldiers to be distributed by
the Association. Cases are usually
sent in to such big centres as Mont-
real, Toronto, Hamilton, Edmonton,
Vancouver, and forwarded thence to
England. Patriotic societies all over
the country can speak from experi-
ence of the interesting letters from
Mrs. McLaren Brown which tell about
the life and work in England in war
time. In addition to her arduous du-
ties in connection with the Canadian
War Contingent Association, Mrs. Me.
Laren Brown is Honorary Secretary
of the House Committee of the I. 0. D.
E. Club for Canadian Nurses, which
was opened by H.R.H. Princess Patri
cia on March 15th last. The Club is
in charge of Mrs. Danby Smith, who
came Over as a nursing sister., g
Another gathering place of Cana-
dian nursing sisters, by the way, is
the beautiful Canadian Red Cross
Rest House, at 66 Ennismore Gardens,
S.W., where about 100 Sisters monthly
enjoy a peaceful holiday. Mrs. Charles
Hall of Montreal, who has been with




Mrs. George Black, of Dawson City,
Administrator in England of the Yukon Comforts Fund

the Red Cross for a long time, is the
Lady Superintendent.

Miss Mary Plummer and Miss Joan
Arnoldi, or to give them their proper
titles, Captain Mary Plummer, and
Lieutenant Joan Arnoldi, both of To-
ronto, can claim to be among the
earliest Canadian war workers in Eng-
land, for they were appointed officers
in charge of the Canadian Field Com-
forts Commission, for sending com-
forts to the soldiers, the very month
after war was declared, and are still
going strong’’. They came over with
the First Contingent of deathless
memory, were at Salisbury Plain till
March, 1915, when they were moved,
first to Ashford, and later to Shorn-
cliffe, where the Commission now has
its quarters in the R. E. Barracks.
Four other officers, i.e., Miss Lenore
MeMeans, Lieutenant, in charge of
personal parcels, Miss M. I. Finn.
Lieutenant, in charge of purchasing
and accounts, Miss M. R. Gordon,
Lieutenant, in charge of records, ac-
knowledgments and inquiries, and
Miss S. E. Spencer, Lieutenant, in
charge of unpacking and stores, were
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appointed in 1916. The workers who
assist these officers are Mrs. Allen,
Miss K. M. Bell, Miss Burbidge, Mrs.
C. C. Clinch, the Misses Corderoy,
Mrs. Fort, Miss Fletcher, Mrs. God.
frey, Mrs. Melville Grant, Miss Hall,
Miss Hayman, Mrs. C. H. Morris, Mrs.
Morton, Mrs. Magor, Miss B. L. Ogden,
Mrs. Phelps, Mrs. Charles Smart, Mrs,
Van Sittart, Miss Wilson and Miss
Wilks.

Captain Plummer is the daughter
of Mr. J. H. Plummer, Sylvan Tower,
Toronto, and was the originator and
Honorary Secretary of the Hospital
Ship Fund. Lieutenant Joan Arnoldi
is a daughter of Mr. Frank Arnoldi,

K.C., and was Vice-President of the

Toront_o Women’s Patriotic League
when it was organized for war-work.
Both ladies have been ‘‘mentioned"’.

In Folkestone, also, is the Canadian
Women’s Club for War Work, which
was started in the autumn of 1915,
when so many Canadian women were

settled in that neighbourhood. Mrs.

Charles MacDougall was the first Pre-
sident, Mrs. St. Pierre Hughes and
Mrs. George Rennie were the Vice-
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chiet organizer of Women's Institutes for the Board ot Agriculture, England

Presidents, and several sub-cimmittees
were responsible for certain work.
Among others was a Red Cross Com-
mittee, which visited soldiers and sup-
plied them with comforts, and was re-
sponsible to the Red Cross Headquar-
ters in London. In addition to this
work the Club built revolving huts at
Moore Barracks and a recreation room
was built and equipped for tubercular
patients. In May, 1916, the Club was
asked to take over a Soldiers’ Home
started by some English ladies who
were unable to continue it owing to
ill-health. "As the Maple Leaf Club,
Folkestone, it proved a great success,
and is remembered gratefully by
thousands of Canadian boys who en-
joyed its comfort. Mrs. Nelles, Mrs.
Rowe (Matron), and Mrs. Arthur
Snell formed a House Committee, and
various members of the Women’s Club
volunteered to cook and to serve meals.
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Of the latter more than twelve thou-
sand were served in 1917. The home
atmosphere created by Mrs. Rowe has
been much appreciated by homesick
soldiers.

The Club has also helped discharged
soldiers’ wives and families, by assist-
ing them to return to Canada, and by
relieving distress.

Though the Club had no finaneial
backing it had strong friends in Gen-
eral Sir Sam Steele, K.C.M.G., Colonel
Charles Smart, C.M.G., of Montreal,
whose wife is the Honorary President
this year, and Colonel Charles Nelles,
C.M.G., who commands the Reserve
Cavalry Regiment, and was formerly
in command of the Royal Canadian
Dragoons, Stanley Barracks. These
officers not only gave private dona-
tions, but the proceeds of sports and
entertainments, for the benefit of the
Club.



Mrs. Gordon Brown,
Canadian Red Cross Rest House for Nurses, Boulogne

Mrs. Nelles, wife of Colonel Nelles,
is President of the Club, Mrs. Cowan
and Mrs. Mosely are the Vice-Presi-
dents and Mrs. Kennedy is the Secre-
tary-Treasurer.

Mrs. Watt, M.A.,, M.B.E., came to
England in 1913, from Victoria, B.C,
where she had spent her married life.
A great many old friends will remem-
ber her better as clever Madge Robert-
son, of Collingwood and Toronto, the
first woman in Canada to receive the
degree of M.A. She is a graduate of
the University of Toronto, and the On-
tario School of Pedagogy, and both be-
fore and after her marriage to the late
Dr. Alfred Tennyson Watt, she con-
tributed over her maiden name gen-
eral articles, essays, and book reviews
to the Canadian and American press.

Mrs. Watt had for long been deeply
interested in the question of food pro-
duction and conservation, among
many other phases of country life, and
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was a leader in British Columbia in
the Women’s Institute movement. It
was only natural, then, that when war
br.oke out, and she considered how she
might best help England, she should
turn her attention to these subjects.
As a result, after four years of hard
and steady work, Mrs. Watt can see
the result of her labours in the 800
Women'’s Institutes in England and in
Wales, with eight regular organizers,
and about forty voluntary county or-
ganizers under the Board of Agricul-
ture. Mrs. Watt herself is not only
Founder, .but Chief Organizer, of a
movement which is having a stimulat-
ing effect upon country life in the Bri-
tish Isles, and is, indeed, part of a
great advance towards the union of
the various parts of the British Em-
pire.

Like so many other Canadian work-
ers, Mrs. Watt is a brave and patriotic
mother. Her elder son (the younger is



Lieutenant Joan Arnoldi,
of the Canadian Field Comforts Commission

a school-boy) is Lieutenant ‘‘Robin’’
Watt, who went from Sandhurst into
the Yorkshire Regiment, has been
wounded four times, has won the Mili-
tary Cross and bar, and is now A.D.C.
to General Sir Arthur Currie, who
commands the famous Canadian
Corps.

A charming little lady, American
by birth and British by marriage, who
lives up loyally to her I1.0.D.E. badge,
is Mrs. George Black, of Dawson City,
Yukon Territory, the wife of the ex-
Commissioner, who ecame over with his
men from Yukon, fought, and recently
has been wounded in the splendid
Canadian advance. Mrs. Black has a
young son, Lieutenant Lyman Black,
with the Canadian Machine Guns,
who has won the Military Cross, and
two other sons are with the Ameriecans.
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When Mrs. Black was leaving Dawson,
to travel to England in a transport
with her husband, she suggested to the
Canadian Yukon Patriotic Fund, the
Dr. George M. Dawson Chapter, 1. O.
D. E., and the Martha Munger Black
Chapter, I. 0. D. E. (called after her),
that some money should be placed in
her hands to be used for the benefit of
the Yukon men in the field and in hos-
pital. This was done. Since then in-
dividuals and organizations have sub.
seribed, and as a result from the Yu.
kon Comforts Fund, of which Mps.
Black is administrator, the men have
been supplied with comforts of all
sorts, even small heaters, newspapers
and lamps. Many of the soldiers, some
of whom ecall Mrs. Black ““Mother’’,
ask her to make their own purchases
for them, to write to their mothers,
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Canadian War Contingent Association, London

and to take charge of their personal
effects, such as jewelry, cameras, pho-
tographs and money.

The Fund makes donations to the
Canadian prisoners of War Fund, for
the benefit of the Yukon men who have
been captured, sick and wounded
Yukoners are visited by Mrs. Black,
and when it falls to the lot of one of
her men to make the greatest sacrifice
of all, this sympathetic friend writes
the poignant details to a sorrowing
wife or mother.

A Canadian woman who will be re-
membered gratefully by many of her
own fellow-countrymen is Miss Wini-
fred Lewis of Ottawa, the Command-
ant of the Canadian Convalescent
Hospital at Roehampton, near Lon-
don. Miss Lewis came over in 1915
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and helped Mrs. Sandford Fleming
with a Convalescent Hospital for Ca-
nadians. Later she returned to Canada
to raise a fund to open another Cana-
dian Convalescent Hospital. This was
started in 1916 at Clarence House,
Roehampton, once the home of Wil-
liam IV., as Duke of Clarence.

The hospital is an auxiliary to the
King’s Canadian Red Cross Hospital,
at Bushey Park, and is under the offi
cer in charge. There is an equipment
of 124 beds, and for some tinie ampu-
tation cases were sent here. Most of
them now go back to Canada for treat-
ment, but those who are taking their
discharge in England are sent to Clar-
ence' House, where heart and nerve
cases also receive attention. As the
Government grant is only three shil
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lings a day for each man, the Hospital
depends to a great extent upon the
liberality of friends in Canada.

The staff is entirely Canadian, and
is composed of V.A.D. workers as well
as trained sisters. Among those who
have been helping lately are Sister
Scott, Sister Cosier, Mrs. Wm. Scott,
Scott and Miss Scott, Mrs. Du Do-
maine of Halifax, Mrs. Jack Maynard
of Toronto, Mrs. Mervyn Morrow of
Vancouver, Mrs. Basil Wedd of To-
ronto, Miss Helen Gordon of Kingston,
Mrs. Basil White, Miss Kate McDou-
gall of Ottawa, and Mrs. Murray of
Sydney, N.S. Miss McDougall is leav-
ing to drive a car for a Canadian unit.

Among the Canadian women work-
ers here are members of Canadian
Army Service Corps, who have proved
themselves of great value as drivers of
ambulances, cars and lorries.

The first girl to join up was Miss
Evelyn Gordon Brown of Ottawa, and
her record must prove inspiring to the
Canadian damsels longing to do some-
thing great in the war. Miss Brown
first drove a staff car, later an ambu-
lance, and in December, 1917, she left
for France with the ‘‘ Fannies’’, other-
wise the First Aid Nursing Yeomanry
Motor Ambulance Corps, a splendid
English women’s organization which
has seen service since the very first
month of the war. Miss Brown was
the only Canadian in her unit, and she
is the first Canadian woman to win
the much-prized Military Medal ‘‘for
conspicuous bravery under fire’’.

She and several other members of
her unit were decorated for their mag-
nificent conduct in moving the wound-
ed during a bad air raid in a certain
locality of military importance ‘‘some-
where in France’’.

Other Canadian women who were
pioneers in the A.S.C. are Mrs. A.
Douglas Cameron, a daughter of Mr.
George Galt of Winnipeg, Mrs.
Sweeney of Vancouver, the wife of
Major Sweeney, Mrs. Max Reid, also
of Vancouver, Mrs. C. H. Pozer. and
Mrs. R. C. Holman, both Americans
married to Canadian officers, Miss Dot

Dickson, of Pembroke, Ontario, Miss
Katherine Snyder, a daughter of Ma-
jor Snyder, who has now returned to
Canada, Miss ‘“Poppy’’ Macdonald,
daughter of Honourable Mr. Justice
Macdonald, and Mrs. Hislop, Calgary.

Miss Roberta MacAdams, M.P.P.
for Alberta, is a Canadian whose eca-
reer is fairly well known among her
countrymen for her election in 1917
as the soldiers’ representative for Al-
berta aroused widespread interest on
both sides of the Atlantic. The ‘‘Lady
M.P.”’, as the papers called her, was
then acting as Dietitian in the Quar-
termaster’s Department at the On-
tario Military Hospital, Orpington,
Kent. Since her return to England
from a visit to Canada she has re-
signed her commission in the Cana-
dian Army Medical Corps, and is now
supervisor of the women’s staff of the
Khaki College, in England, of which
Dr. H. M. Tory of Edmonton is the
President.

There are also a number of Cana.
dians helping at the ‘‘Beaver’’ Y. M
C. A. hut under Miss Fitz-Randolph.

‘In France there are many Canadian
women performing admirable service
in the cause of the Allies—in addition,
of course, to the nursing sisters. The
Canadian Red Cross, which seems ubi-
quitous, is responsible for many of
them. The Society’s Rest House for
Nurses, at Boulogne, which receives
nurses from every Dominion, from
every part of the British Isles, and
from the United States, as they travel
to and from England and the hospitals
in the war-zone, has for its Command-
ant Mrs. Gordon Brown of Ottawa, the
mother of the young Military Medal-
list referred to elsewhere, and sister of
Sir Percy Sherwood. Mrs. Brown'’s
only son, Lieutenant E. G. Brown,
died of wounds in the spring of 191 1
and she has been in France almost ever
since. For nearly a year Mrs. Brown
was in charge of the only Canadian
V.A.D. billet in France, under the Red
Cross, and when the Rest House was
opened she was appointed to take
charge. The Rest House is manned by

-« N
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a number of Canadian members of the
Veluntary Aid Detachments.

Few people in Canada realize the
usefulness of the Canadian V.A.D’s.
who take charge in France of the Ca-
nadian Red Cross Recreation Huts for
the ‘‘up’’ patients, which are attached
to the big Canadian General and Sta-
tionary Hospitals. Among the girls
who are, or have been, so engaged, are
Miss Helen Mathewson, Miss Marie
Meagher, Miss Armorel Thomas and
Miss Emily Yates, all of Montreal,
Miss Saunders and Miss Kay of To-
ronto, Miss Ruby Michie of London,
Miss P. M. Taylor, formerly of
Kingston, Miss Alice Bell of Victoria,
B.C., and Miss Kitty Armour of Van-
couver.

Other Canadian women are with the
British Red Cross, or with the ‘‘Fan-
nies’’, or the ‘“Waacs’’, as the Queen
Mary’s Women’s Auxiliary Army
Corps is called. Many are driving
ambulances. The Canadian Red Cross,
through the great generosity of the
people of Canada, supplied more than
sixty ambulances for a great hospital
centre in France, and some of these
cars are driven by Canadians, who
constantly have before their eyes the
names of Canadian towns and organi-
zations. Some are working with the
Y. M. C. A. and kindred bodies, in
canteens and otherwise ; some are help-
ing the French people; and Canadians
do not need to be reminded of the good
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work of the ladies who are connected
with the Officers’ Convalescent Hos-
pital, for Mrs. Christopher Robinson,
Miss Gertrude Tate, Miss Blanche
Murphy and Miss Stewart Galt were
all ‘“mentioned’’ for their services,

Mrs. Charles Henshaw, of Vancou-
ver (Captain Julia Henshaw), has
also done admirable work.

The material on the subject of Can-
adian Women War Workers Overseas
has long burst the bounds set for it.
Reluctantly one must omit many
names deserving of mention. Those
referred to are typical.

This peaceful invasion of England
fmd of France by efficient and charm-
ing Canadian women must prove of
great value in that future to which
we strain our eyes through the smoke
and mist of this the most terrible of
wars.

They have been, in their enthusi-
asm, their capability, their patriotism,
a revelation to the people of the Old
Country, who regard them as repre-
sentative of that virile young land
whose name the Canadian soldiers
have covered with radiance.

Fortunate is Canada to be so ably
represented. Fortunate, also, are
these her daughters that when the call
came it found them with their lamps
trimmed and burning. War has
brought many of them deep sorrow. It
has brought, also, the joy of giving of
their best for an exalted cause.
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R DISTINGUISHED
CANADIAN NURSE

MATRON ELIZABETH RUSSELL, R.R.C,, (First-class)

Nl ATRON  ELIZABETH
/Al RUSSELL,R.R.C. (first-
Wl class), who during the
N war has had charge of

= two of the most import-
ant hospitals in England, has had a
remarkable career as a nurse through-
out three wars, and in times of peace
during the last twenty years. Prob-
ably no other woman has nursed as
many distinguished patients as she or
has done as much towards the relief

of suffering humanity. She has tra- -

velled completely around the world
twice and has crossed the Atlantic no
fewer than fifty-six times. On being
graduated from the Presbyterian Hos-
pital, New York, she was drafted in-
to the American army and did very
valuable service during the Span-
ish-American War. She made nine
voyages between Cuba and Ameri-
can ports and one to the Philip-
pines. She was in charge of the hos-
pital relief ship that carried wounded
soldiers. When hostilities broke out
in South Africa Miss Russell offered
her services to the Canadian Govern-
ment. She was sent to the scene of
hostilities and served there for fifteen
months. On the outbreak of the Great

War Miss Russell, who was then on
the staff of the Presbyterian Hospital,
took charge of Mrs. Whitney’s hos-
pital at Juilly, France. She sailed on
the Lusitania, but just before the ill-
fated voyage. After a year in France
she applied to be transferred to the
Canadians and since then has made a
name for herself which as time goes
on and the history of events is re-
corded will stand out as a memorable
testimony of what devoted and self-
sacrificing duty, coupled with an un-
bounded capacity for hard work,
splendid executive qualification, taet,
and a modest, genial and lovable per-
sonality, has meant towards winning
freedom and liberty for humanity.
Since the Great War began Matron
Russell has crossed the Atlantic six
times. She has worked with some of
the most celebrated surgeons of the
day and among her patients have been
some members of the royal family.,
The portrait on the opposite page
from this is from a painting by Mat-
ron Russell’s brother, Mr. John Rus-

sell, a distinguished portrait and fig-.

ure painter. It was exhibited by the
Canadian National Exhibition and
bought by the city of Toronto.
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MATRON ELIZABETH RUSSELL, R.R.C.,

a Distinguished Canadian Nurse
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THE SCHOOLBOY IN
THE WAR

BY NELLIE SPENCE

ther, you know. You
ought to show a little
Z% mercy for Wallie's
sake.”’

The scene was a class-room in a well-
known Canadian school; the time
about four in the afternoon some seven
years ago. I was in charge of a mot-
ley assembly of delinquents who had
been gathered in from all the forms to
do a half-hour’s penance for various
sins of the day. A small boy occupy-
ing a back seat had been into some
mischief, and I had just brought him
up to the front and was in the act of
delivering a little homily for his bene-
fit when one of my colleagues entered
the room and whispered the above ad-
monition. The small boy overheard
the whisper and smiled a rcguish and
knowing smile, as much as to say, ‘I
guess I’'m all right now!”’

That little mischief-loving lad of
seven years ago was destined to offer
his life in the last and most epic phase
of the great World War.

In his history of the Battle of the
Somme, John Buchan pays a high tri-
bute to the Schoolboy in the War.
‘“When our great armies were impro-
vised,”” he says, ‘‘the current fear was
that a sufficient number of trained
officers could not be provided to lead
them. But the fear was groundless.
The typical public-school boy proved
a born leader of men. His good-hu-
mour and camaraderie, his high senge
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of duty, his personal gallantry were
the qualities most needed in the long
months of trench warfare, When the
advance came he was equal to the oe-
casion. Most of the fighting was in
small units, and the daring and intre-
pidity of men who a little while be-
fore had been schoolboys was a notable
asset in this struggle of sheer human
quality. The younger officers sacri-
ficed themselves freely, and it was the
names of platoon commanders that
filled most of the casualty lists,’’
Though speaking in general terms,
Buchan has evidently in mind the
English ‘‘public’’-scheool boy, the boy
of Eton and Rugby and Harrow. Fol-
lowing afar off his great example, |
wish, while writing under a general
title, to pay a tribute to the Canadian
Schoolboy in the War. Some recogni-
tion of his work and spirit is long
overdue; and, failing a worthier voice
and pen, I am constrained to essay the
high, heroic theme. Arma puerumaque
cano—and oh, how much more inspir-
Ing a figure is the Boy than the Man
to-day! the Boy who went forth, even
as did the lad David in the days of
old, and with the self-same purpose—
to slay Goliath!
‘O men with many scars and stains,
Stand back, abase your souls and pray!
For now to nineteen are the gains,
And golden Twenty wins the day.’’
As it is easier to deal with a subject
in the concrete than in the abstraet, I
am going to describe the Canadian
schoolboy soldier in the person of that
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one whom I have known best, perhaps,
of all the boys—between four and five
hundred in number — who passed
(many of them direetly, some after an
interval at college or business) from
the study of history in my class-room
to the making of history overseas.
That one is the little lad to whom I
showed mercy for his brother’s sake
some seven years ago. If I can suc-
ceed in drawing a faithful picture of
him, I shall have succeeded approxi-
mately in describing the Canadian
schoolboy in general. And perhaps
the picture may stand for the school-
boy in a still more general sense, since
(though I may be pardoned for think-
ing that there is no schoolboy in the
world quite like the Canadian school-
boy) it is likely that the schoolboy is
much the same the world over; or, at
any rate, in free countries, where he
is allowed to grow up as a plant in
God’s own sunshine; where discipline
at home or school rests more on moral
than on physical force; where the
stress is laid on the spirit rather than
on the letter of the law; where a real
comradeship is possible between child
and parent, pupil and teacher.

Is it necessary to express the hope
that, in these days when we are all be-
ing ‘drawn together by a feeling of
kinship and by a sympathy which is
born of sorrow, the personal note
(none other is possible in such a sketch
as this) and the mention of things
intimate and sacred may be pardoned ?

My acquaintance with the boy Alan,
begun thus dramatically, did not de-
velop much until two years later, when
he entered one of my classes. So my
knowledge of him extends back over
the past five years—one lustrum, to
use the old Roman time-unit, of a life
that numbered only four.

From the beginning I found him a
very interesting pupil, especially be-
cause a certain complexity in his char-
acter baffled me for a long ti_me. It
was only when I made the discovery
that he was not, as 1 l_1ad thought, all
Scotch, but Irish on his mother’s side,
that T began to understand him. He

had lost that mother shortly before my
acquaintance with him began, and I
know her only through a beautiful
picture and through some very lovable
traits transmitted to her ehildren. But
the Scottish side of Alan seemed to
predominate, and it was Lowland
Scotch at that (and surely the Low-
land Scot is the least understandable
as he is the least expansive of human
beings). ‘‘You may be half-Irish, but
you are still three-quarters Scoteh,’’
I said to him more than once; and I
tried hard to ecoax that Irish part out
to a more equable proportion. It was
that part, with its mysticism and its
poetry, that appealed to me.

My second year’s acquaintance with
Alan was his last at the school, the
year 1914-’15. That first year of the
war was the most wonderful in the
history of our school, as, I daresay, of
all Canadian schools. There never
was, there never could be again, a year
like it. 'We were all in a state of pat-
riotic exaltation, and the relationship
of teachers and pupils became a mueh
closer and finer thing than could have
been possible under any other circum-
stanees. Of all the boys in attendance
that year three became especially en-
deared because of their active assist-
ance and interest in our patriotic
work. There was George, English of
the English, to whom loyalty was as
the very air he breathed. There was
Raymond, the Yankee lad (but of old
Acadian stock), who was almost the
best Britisher of us all. And there was
Alan, who had a double heritage of
the fighting spirit, and, moreover, like
the other two, a beautiful enthusiasm
for all that was noble and fine. All
three were prominent in the school life
because of natural qualities of leader-
ship, and because of offices to which
their fellow-students had elected them
in the Literary Society, the Rugby
Team, and other organizations. When
the girls of the school were ‘‘mobil-
jzed’’ into a Knitting ‘‘Brigade’’,
these boys volunteered to act as our
financiers. ‘‘Don’t you worry about
money,’’ they said. ‘“We’ll get it out

S
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of the fellows. If the girls are going
to do the knitting, it’s only fair for the
boys to find the money.’’ It was never
necessary to tell them that our ex-
chequer was empty, for every little
while one or another would come along
with the anxious inquiry, ‘“‘How are
you off for cash?’’ I never quite got
over the novelty of the sensation
caused by such solicitude on the part
of a pupil over the state of my fin-
ances. Not to make too heavy demands
upon the boys’ pocket-money, we got
up a play or two (we seemed to be
overflowing with energy), and our re-
lationship became thus closer than
ever. We all liked to have George and
Alan act together, for they ‘‘played
up’’ to each other perfectly, and were
such an interesting contrast—George,
the typical Anglo-Saxon, with fair
skin and warm colouring; Alan, the
typical Gael, with dark hair and deep
blue eyes. Both had real histrionie
ability ; but, while George acted upon
all instructions with readiness and
quickness, Alan, with a perversity that
was probably a blending of Scottish
and Irish obstinacy, often proved in-
tractable to the very last, when he
would come out with all the requisites
of his réle according to instructions
given at rehearsals, and with improve-
ments and additions of his own inven-
tive fancy. Once during the year the
boys put on a wonderful Minstrel
Show, in which Alan, with Tartan fac-
ings on his coat-lapels and a rich burr
in his accent, played the part of one
Sandy McTeich in almost inimitable
fashion.

All too soon the year sped away,
shadowed toward the close by St.
Julien and Festubert. At the latter
place Alan’s eldest brother, Gordon,
was killed. I had never known him
personally, but, as Alan often used to
slip into my class-room after hours to
show me his letters and talk about the
war (what an event a letter from over-
seas was in those days!), I seemed to
know him very well indeed. All
through the winter Alan was straining
at the leash, though he was not seven-
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teen till April; and I was afraid of
the effect which his brother’s death
might have on his intense Scots-Irish
nature. When, as soon as the Matricu-
lation Examination (on which he was
writing) was over, I heard that he was
going over to Niagara Camp, I hast-
ened out to his home on the little
Credit River, carefully preparing on
the way an array of arguments to per-
suade him to wait another year. But
my arguments were so many blank
cartridges, and my reference to his
youth only roused his ire. He was old
enough-—almost a man—he must g0.
Oh, the infinite pity and pathos of it
alll—the way these boys, little more
than children, assumed the responsi-
bilities of the war! ‘“What a mis-
take,’” wrote a friend to me on hearing
of Alan’s enlisting, ‘“‘our voluntary
system was! It seemed so fine and free,
symbolic of our national liberty; but
it just drained our country of its very
best—so much youth, hope, ambition,
apparently wasted!. The Americans
have profited by our lesson. The Draft
System is the only one, and twenty is
quite young enough to take these lads
for service.’’

George and Raymond and Alan all
Joined the colours about the same time,
in the summer of 1915; and, after a
winter in camp at Toronto, went over-
seas in 1916; Alan in March, George
in May, Raymond in September. With
them went a large number of their
comrades of the campus and the class-
room, many of them skipping a year
or two in their haste to reach military
age and their eagerness to die for their
country. Each year since has seen a
similar exodus, and the old school has
become a rather forlorn and desolate
place. In fact, it has seemed as if part,
and that the better part, of the sehool
werz overseas; and, like the Jacobites
of old, who drank to the King over the
Water, we have pledged our hearts’
dearest allegiance to the lads who
crossed the sea, the lads whose deeds
proved them to be of the real Blood
Royal and whose Right Divine was
therefore not to be gainsaid or ques-
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tioned. If only I had space to tell of
their endeavours and achievements
here! There was Fleetwood, in whom I
was given ‘‘a third legal interest’’ by
his parents, and who was sometime to
take me for my first flight through the
blue Empyrean—when he had made
quite sure of his landings (but poor
Fleetwood never made quite sure of
those landings). There was Harry,
who did take me for a flight one day,
very real even though imaginary,
away up over the lines on the Western
Front, assuring me that I need not be
afraid, for he would ‘‘twist and turn
all over the place,”’ and I should see
‘‘ Archie’’ shooting wild; but Harry
took a last flight all alone in his little
fighting ’bus just before Vimy, and
whither he went no one knows to this
day. There was Walter, whom we all
thought quite safe because he was a
Medical Officer in Shorneliffe Hospi-
tal, until one day, like a bolt from the
blue, came the news that he had died
suddenly of overwork. There was
Charlie, whose face was never seen
without a smile, even in death, when
they found his body lying in No
Man’s Land beside that of the com-
rade whom he had tried to carry
through the deep Flanders mud. There
was Arnold, the intrepid naval air-
man, who, having to descend on the
German side in Belgium, passed
through a month of such adventures
and escapes as make the wildest fic-
tion seem tame, and who, after a brief
leave in Canada, returned to duty,
only, alas! to be claimed a vietim by
the insatiable North Sea. There was
Douglas (‘‘Duggie’’ of beloved mem-
ory), a hero if ever there was one,
who went to the war at seventeen and
returned a scarred but decorated vet-
eran, only to have to fight all his
battles over again in the delirium of
pneumonia, and, worn out with the
double struggle, to lay down his arms
at last. There was Max—but no, I
will not speak of him or of others now.
There is not room on my canvas for
so many figures; T must keep to my
one sketch.

I have been going through two
bundles of letters received from Alan :
the one covering the year that elapsed
till his Canadian furlough; the other
the year and more since his return to
the Front. The early letters, written
in England, are brimful of enthusiasm
—everything was so fresh and inter-
esting. One letter—a long one—de-
scribes a review of the Fourth Cana-
dian Division by the King shortly be-
fore its departure for France. After
speaking of the preliminaries, the boy
goes on: ‘‘Then came a blast on a
bugle, and you could hear the mutter,
‘The King is coming!’ Finally came
another blast, and the Division sloped
arms. First a big car rolled up with
the Queen in it, and then we could
see the Royal Standard coming over
the hill. The King rode up to the
saluting base with his staff grouped
round him. . . . The command came:
‘Fourth Canadians—Royal Salute—-
Present Arms!’ and the Division came
to the present, while the massed bands
played the National Anthem. Then
we sloped arms again, and there was a
minute’s quiet, when Gen. Watson
stood up in his stirrups and called for
three cheers for the King. You should
have heard a Canadian division cheer!
I never heard such a noise in all my
life. Every man put his cap on the
end of his rifle and cheered his lungs
nearly away. When everything was
quiet again, the King turned his horse
and trotted down beside the crowd,
followed by his staff. He circled
around past the artillery at a walk,
and came slowly up the infantry line.
As he came up to us, I heard Gen,
Watson say, ‘This is the 75th, sir, an-
other Toronto unit.” Then the King
said, ‘There is one thing we notice
about your Canadians——’ and they
passed on. The letter ends with a
reference to the preparations for de-
parture for France, ‘‘the place I have
longed to reach for two years.”’

But we shall see how he fared ‘¢ over
there’’.

The first Battle of the Somme, be-
gun on Dominion Day, 1916, had been
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in progress for about a month when
our boy crossed the Channel. From
August to December he was in active
service. Like other correspondents,
he was reticent about his experiences
and feelings; but occasionally he
broke silence, and I remember, in par-
ticular, a reference to Courcelette in
one of his letters, and an enthusiastie
tribute to the 22nd French-Canadians,
who covered themselves with glory in
this action. Just before Christmas he
was stricken with appendicitis and
taken to England. Writing from an
Epsom war hospital in December, he
says, with a touch of the humour that
was part of his Celtie heritage: ‘‘This
is the biggest hospital under one roof
in this country. It was, before the
war, the London County Insane Asy-
lum ; so, you see, I have at last found
my level—I am an inmate.”’

In March of 1917, almost an exact
vear from his departure, he came back
on a well-earned furlough. Shall I
ever forget that Saturday morning
when, answering a tap which I took
to be that of the janitor, I found him
at the door of my little flat? One
fears almost as much as one hopes to
see these lads again ; but a single look
was enough to show me that he was
the same clear-eyed and clean-souled
boy who had gone away—the war had
not coarsened or corrupted him in the
least. In fact, he seemed quite un-
altered that day; but, within twenty-
four hours, I noticed a great ehange
come over him. For the very day after
his arrival news came of the death
of his beloved commander, Colonel
Beckett (who had been like a father to
him) ; and, though he received the
word with outward composure, he was
greatly affected by it. He scorned to
speak of nerves, but to those of us who
knew him well he could not help be-
traying himself occasionally; and I
have reason to know that he passed
many a night, in a terrible dream life,
roaming up and down No Man’s Land,
vainly searching for the body of his
lost leader. He should not have gone
back for a long while, if at all; but,
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when I spoke to him about the matter,
as I was asked to do in a letter from
his brother Wallace, who was then in
France, he said decidedly: “‘I could
never look George and Ray and the
other fellows in the face again if I
didn’t go back. I must go.”’

And so, one evening in June, I saw
my Boy Benjamin for the last time,
when he ran in for a few minutes to
say good-bye. He was cheery and
brave, as a matter of course, only say-
ing, in answer to some inane remark
of mine: ‘“Yes, I know what I am
going to, but I've got to go. Don’t
you see that I have got to go?”’ And
I did see that to a lad of his mettle
there was no staying at home, no ac-
cepting of the ‘‘eushy job’’ that I
knew had been offered to him in Can-
ada. So I could only summon up my
poor pennyworth of Irish and say to
him, Dia Leat! explaining that it
had more virtue than its nearest Eng-
lish equivalent, ““God bless you!’’ or
“God be with you!” “Leatis a
Dative, Alan,”’ I remember saying,
and I had a queer subconsciousness of
how absurdly pedagogical were my
last words to the boy—a little lesson
on Irish grammar, Oh, the smiles we
put on just to cover our tears! Oh,
the poor little trivialities with which
we camouflage our love !

He had scarcely left our shores be-
fore news came of the death of George,
and, a fortnight later, that of Ray-
mond also. George had been mortally
wounded at Fresnoy, Raymond at La
Coulotte. Had the news come earlier,
I think that I should have moved
heaven and earth to keep Alan home.
But though I might have moved
heaven and earth, I know that I
should have failed to move the stub-
born resolution of a boy in his ’teens,
made more adamantine -as it would
have been by the loss of his two
friends. And somehow, though T
often wondered what he had meant
when he had said, ‘I know what I am
going to,”’ I was buoyed up by a faith
that the last of my beloved trio would
bear a charmed life, and, winning
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through the war, come tapping at my
door again some happy Saturday
morning.

He was in England only a short
while—England was dull and uninter-
esting to him now—and presently
word came that he had rejoined his
old unit, under Colonel Harbottle, in
France. That was in August, 1917,
and since that time, with the excep-
tion of two brief furloughs in
“Blighty’’, he was at the great and
grim game in France and Flanders to
the end. For a long time he was scout
officer for the battalion, and his work
was, of course, very dangerous. But,
as I heard from other officers, he
seemed to know no fear. ‘‘That boy,”’
said a returned captain of the 75th to
me once, ‘‘used to go up and down No
Man’s Land as if it had been his own
back yard’’—whereupon there was
dashed off a dissertation on the text,
“‘Discretion is the better part of
valour’’. In due course came an an-
swer, pleading ‘‘Not guilty’’ to the
implied charge. ‘‘You see,’’ he wrote,
‘“my work is not easy, and my nights
are spent in the front line and in No
Man’s Land; but my business takes
me there. . . . You need not worry.
I know enough about this game to
keep me from taking fool risks, and 1
have seen enough sights to last till the
end of my life.”’

A few months after his return to
France he was promoted in rank, and
became a captain at nineteen. A little
later, in the spring of 1918, came a
decoration, the Military Cross, ‘‘for
continuous good service at the Front
and conspicuous bravery on the field
of battle’’. When I gave this news-
item to the press and innocently sent
him the clippings, this erstwhile pupil
of mine sent me back a gentle repri-
mand, saying that he disliked pub-
licity, and that there had been too
many references to his family in the
papers to suit his taste. ’I was re-
minded of Donald Hankey’s Average
Englishman, who glories 1n never hav-
ing had his name in the newspapers.
But I think that, if he conld speak to-
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day, my boy would not refuse me the
privilege of penning this little tribute
to his memory.

In a letter dated August 16th, he
describes the.drive which began on the
8th, praising the gallantry of Colonel
Harbottle (who evidently proved a
good successor to Colonel Beckett),
but grieving over the loss of brother
officers, especially Major Bull, D.S.0.,
and Captain Commins, M.C. But,
proudly describing the advance, he
says: ‘‘You can hardly imagine our
feelings as we marched through mile
after mile of conquered country, past
long rows of German guns, through
wooded dells which but a few hours
before had belonged to the enemy,
finally going through our own glorious
phase of the attack and handing over
the advance to another of our divi-
sions, as well as to divisions of caval-
ry, and hundreds of tanks, which
poured through for miles.”’

Early in September he was in Eng-
land on leave, and could scarcely have
more than got back to the line when,
in that wild storm of wind and rain
with which Nature fittingly accom-
panied the third battle of Cambrai, a
battle greater, more epoch-marking,
more heroic than that in which gods
and men contended

‘‘Far on the ringing plains of windy

Troy; i’
he fell, with so many of his peers,
schoolboys of yesterday, fighting grim-
ly, and yet, I like to think, joyously,
to the very last.

I thank God that, though He denied
the dearer boon for which I prayed,
He yet granted, in lieu of life, so glori-
ous a death. Not for a young, heroic
soul the tame and quiet passing de-
sired by an old poet who, with all his
strength and fineness, was scarcely a
combatant, and never, surely, a real
boy. Rather the death desired by an-
other poet who was ‘‘ever a fighter’’,
and, even in old age, something of a
real boy still. I seem to hear a voice
from Marathon and from the mar-
ket-place of Athens. It is the voice
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of young Pheidippides, the runner,
the soldier, shouting his exultant
chairete mikomen in the very mo-
ment of a death, the most beautiful
surely, with the one great exception,
that past history records. And now
the voice changes to one dearer and
more familiar, one that I have heard
on many a hard-fought Rugby field.
It is a little raucous, yet it makes
musie to my ear. It comes from Bour-
lon Wood and from Cambrai. It uses
a language less melodious but not less
virile than the ancient Greek, the
language of Britain and of Canada
and of that America of which Canada
is a part. It is the voice of the school-
boy in the war, shouting as exultantly
as did the young Pheidippides, but
with an added note—‘‘Rejoice, we are
vietorious! Oh, death, where is thy
sting "’

Almost at the moment of Alan’s
death came his latest photograph;
and, sharing as I do that sweet Celtie
fancy that wherever one’s picture
goes, something of oneself must needs
go with it, I feel as if the spirit of
our boy, when his body was struck
down, winged its flight back to the
Canada that he loved so well. Placed
beside a photograph taken just before
he went away, it makes an interesting
study. Less than three years separate
the two pictures, but they seem at
least a decade apart. The one shows
a boyish face, eager, wide-eyed, won-
dering; the other the face of a man,
stronger, sadder, gentler. The boy is
ready to set out on the Great Adven-
ture; the man has come through that
adventure, and is about to fare forth
on the still Greater Adventure.

Since that fateful April 22nd, 1915,
and most of all since that more fateful
August 8th, 1918, a cloud, growing
ever larger and blacker, has over-
spread our once serene Canadian skies.
To none of us can life ever be the same
as it once was; and many there be who
now turn longing eyes towards that
land of heart’s desire that lies, we

hope, beyond the setting sun. We take
comfort in the thought that there are
for us only

‘“A few more years at mest, and then
Life’s troubles end like summer’s rain;
The pattering on the leaves will cease,
And we shall meet our boy again.’’

If only some more daring and suc-
cessful Columbus could voyage forth
on a wide Sea of Discovery, and, re-
turning, link this little planet up for-
ever with the great Spirit World! Per-
haps the lads who ‘‘go west’’, these
young Captains Adventureus of ours,
do return to visit us sometimes; but
we, earthbound creatures that we are,
do not hear their quiet coming, do not
rise to let them in.

Yes, though the laughter has died
out of our lives, we should dishonour
our beloved dead if we did not try to
emulate their marvellous courage and
good cheer. We must ‘‘carry on’’ as
best we may, and each do his little
part in the reconstruction of a world
that has been turned topsy-turvy ; and
we must somehow see to it that neither
Cwmsar nor Demos shall henceforth
have power wantonly to destroy the
fair handiwork of God or man. We
shall have to recast our theology, per-
haps after the manner suggested by
the clear-visioned student in arms.
But we cannot lose faith in the human
or the divine; for, if the war has
shown the deviltry to which man may
descend, the Schoolboy in the War has
shown the divinity to which he may
attain. Perhaps the world is on the
backward swing from the extreme of
materialism of which German science
has been the exponent. Perhaps we
are on the eve of strange and new
discoveries in the world of thought—
who knows? At any rate, we must ge
on, patiently working at the problems
of this mysterious life of ours, and
hoping against hope that by and by
the light will break in upon us, and
that we shall at last understand, and
in our understanding rejoice and be
exceeding glad.
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1THE PERCEFUL - PURSULLS
OF WAR

BY dJ. D. LOGAN

emmes) 'TEN on town or city
WM streets in Canada nowa-
days one will overhear
N\ /g a brief, hurried ecollo-
Bhe il quy like this:
CIVILIAN (to a sol-
dier just returned from the Front) :
“Hello-o-0! Just back from France,
eh? Say, you certainly are looking
fit—never saw you look so well in
civil life—fat, ruddy, and bright as
a new dollar. Thought you’d be a
physical wreck by this time. But
you're better set up than ever. What’s
the secret?”

SOLDIER: “Oh, that’s an easy
one. Nothing to worry about and the
peaceful pursuats of war.”’

In this colloquy there is not the
slightest bit of facetious camouflage.
The truth is that the ecivilian does
see in the returned soldier a healthier-
looking specimen of humanity than
when he knew his friend or chum in
the days before the latter enlisted
in the volunteer citizen-soldier army ;
and the soldier is not attempting to
hide the real fact by an off-hand,
facetious reply to a genially expres-
sed question. The soldier means what
he says. If he puts it, as he does, in
the form of a paradox, his good
health and his healthy appearance
are, in his own view a‘nd phrasing,
due to these causes: ‘‘Nothing to
worry about, and the peaceful pur-
suits of war”. AT :

There is, I must admit, in this
formula a bit of cynical pun in his
play on the word pursuits and
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some reminiscence of the satirie com-
edy that obtains in the midst of the
brutal tragedy of war, and that col-
ours and relieves the life-and-death-
democracy of the fighting field and
the trenches. For the returned sol-
dier’s point of view is that of relative
values in contrasted, contradictory,
spheres of life. Relatively to the
responsibilities, cares, annoyances,
anxieties, struggles, doubtful issues,
failures and defeats of civil life,
which insidiously undermine a man
physically and mentally, harrow his
soul and destroy his enjoyment of
existence, army life is care-free,
and the serious pursuit of war is
attended by incidental other pursuits
which, even if some of them degrade
manners and if others annoy, are a
kind of peaceful oceupation, and
which are accepted as humorous
episodes in the brutal business of
slaying humankind. I shall deseribe
these, solely in the interest of social
history, under the following catch-
heads: (I), the Pursuit of Commun-
ism; (II), the Pursuit of Hoboism ;
(III), Hunting Big Game; and,
(IV), the Playhouse at the Front.

A citizen-soldier army is a social
phenomenon by itself—absolutely
unique in constitution, government,
and manner of living. It is the only
example of that kind of democracy
which is known as “egalitarian”;
that is to say, the democracy of ‘the
French and American original stamp,
in which every individual counts for
one and no one for more than one.
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And yet, paradoxically, the govern-
ment of the ranks of a eitizen-soldier
army is tyrannous, despotie, and
anti-democratic. Again: life in the
ranks of a citizen-soldier army is the
only example of genuine communism
in the world. In the ranks of such
an army are men of all grades of
social and intellectual standing from
thug and hobo to college professor
and clergyman. Once in the ranks of
an army the enlisted college professor
or clergyman can have no more priv-
ileges than the thug or hobo. All
are wholly on the same social plane.
They are billeted together in the same
tents or huts, the same ruins of shell-
wrecked villages, or vermin-infested
dugouts, or holes in the ground.
They feed from the same rude can-
teens, and eat the same roughly-
cooked rations. They are drilled in
the same way, the thug and hobo side
by side with the ecollege professor
and the clergyman; and whether
vulgar or refined, callous or sensitive,
receive the same brusque and even
profane orders from officers, N.C.0’s
or other instructors, who in many
cases are the social and intellectual
inferiors of the men in the ranks
whom they are drilling and instruet-
ing. They are diseiplined in military
dress, toilet, and decorum thl} the
same rigorous, heart-breaking impo-
sition .of arbitrary regulations. They
march to battle under the same condi-
tions of fine or inclement weather,
tread the same wearying roads, earry-
ing the same overburdening, devital-
izing equipment and packs, and
engage in the .same hellish fray to
make the same sacrifices of body or of
life. And they go through all these
strange, rough, harrowing, agonizing
experiences and even make the
supreme sacrifice gladly in devoted
obedience to the same ideals of loyal
citizenship, of genuine patriotism,
and of free and humane civilization,

But while %xgﬂy com:numsm, espec-
i when ting troops are on
:l:l:iy;e service at the battlefront,
eventuates in a unique and adaman-
tine and necessary solidarity amongst
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the men of the ranks, wholly irrespec-
tive of their various social and intel-
lectual status in civilian life before
enlistment, still its life-and-death
democracy has many ugly and de-
grading elements or phases. In the
army on active service even those
who have previously known nothing
but the niceties and refinements of
life become worse than hoboes—nay,
almost semi-cannibalistic—in  the
matters of eating, sleeping, personal
hygiene and manners, including
speech, All this is, to be sure, inevit-
able under the conditions, Looked
at simply as a fact in itself, and not
by comparison with the conduct of
civil life, army hoboism, if relatively
ugly, has nevertheless its own pecu-
liar humour; and if a ecivilian specta-
tor, with imagination, were to think
of the men at the Front as the soldiers
of the King, and behold them diselos-
ing the hoboistic phases of army life,
he would, after all, be compelled to
smile and say, to quote Byron—
“There are his young barbarians at
play”.

I present a few phases of the pie-
ture. For eating utensils the rankers
are supplied with a knife, fork, and
spoon, and with what is called a “ecan.
teen”—a small tin can of compact
compartments, one compartment
being for tea or other potable and
the other compartment for solid
foods. When, in the line, and often
in rest quarters, this canteen is,
according to the rations for a given
meal, proportionately supplied by the
cooks, who are far from being spot-
less in person or attire. Rach soldier
hurries away, with his canteen, to
any place nearby where he can make
his repast on the uninviting food.
He is, however, genuinely hungry
and empty, and greedily eats, or,
;ather, devours, or even “wolfs”, the
OOd .

Now, it often happens that a com-
rade is, through mislaying or through
theft, without a canteen and other
eating utensils. He borrows these,
quite unecleansed—for in the : line
water is more precious than rubies—
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from a soldier who has already eaten.
At first the borrower is somewhat
squeamish about eating from un-
cleansed utensils, but he soon gets
over that attitude, for he is genuinely
hungry, almost famished. He, too,
like the owner of the canteen, after
the canteen has been supplied with
food at the field kitchen, hurries away
to make a repast, and eats avidly,
conveying the food to his mouth with
his knife, fork, or spoon, or with his
fingers, or with utensils and digits.

Moreover, this frequently occurs.
Possibly one soldier, for some special
cause, is not really hungry or has in
his canteen more food than he can
eat, or has rejected as unpalatable
certain bits of food. I have seen
soldiers in the line, even those who
were used to the refinements of life,
ask a comrade, who had in his canteen
more than he could eat or who had
rejected certain bits of food, whether
they could have the “leavings” in a
canteen. And I have seen them
devour the disgusting mess with
relish, totally oblivious of the beastly
charaeter of the mess and of the
unhygienic state of the food and the
menace to health that lay in the food
itself as well as in the utensils, which
might cause those who used the
utensils to become infected with un-
mentionable diseases. In this regard,
compared with the soldier on active
gervice in the field, the lowest, rough-
est hobo is an epicure and a gentle-
man,

As regards the degradation of man-
ners, especially in speech, I shall
remark nothing more than to observe
that for sheer invention of shocking
but picturesque, - and even poetie,
phrases in obscenity and profanity,
soldiers on active service are in a
class by themselves. The constant
hearing of vile, though picturesque,
obscenity of speech and profanity,
on the part of those who are low-born
or indecently bred, acts like an infec-
tious disease on the others of their
comrades who were refined in c1v1’1
life. The latter, as it were, ‘catch”
the gift and habit; and on two ocea-
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sions I have heard men in the ranks,
who were clergymen in ecivil life,
explode with obscene invective and
profanity that ordinarily would have
sounded worse than blasphemy, had
not the first shock of it been relieved
by the picturesqueness of the phrase-
ology and by the grotesque humour
of it involved in the incongruity of
the language itself as contrasted with
the character of the speakers. I was
compelled to laugh; and I did not
need either to pity or to forgive.
For I was too good a psychologist
not to understand; and, possibly, I
recalled the fact that, as the New
Testament reports, Peter, the strong-
est and yet weakest of Christ’s dis-
ciples, under intense emotional exeite-
ment, exploded with profane speech :
““Then,’’ says the Scriptures, ‘‘began
he to curse and to swear.”” But, no
doubt, this was straight taking of
profane oaths, and nothing more,
whereas the obscene and profane
speech of the army ranks is the pie-
turesque expression which we assoei-
ate with the hobo who invents his
daily speech with the same wit or wits -
with ,which he invents’ his daily
modes and means of subsistence.

One of the most fetching, particu-
larly to soldiers, of Captain Bruece
Bairnsfather’s cartoons has a most
extraordinary subject, with this for
its legend—“Hunting Big Game”,
Soldiers in the line employ a different
legend for the subject of this cartoon
of Bairnsfather’s. They ecall it,
euphemistically or satrically, “Chas-
ing the Little Brothers of the Hun”,
‘When on one occasion writing from
the Front to the Canadian press I
said that the men in the line dreaded
the mud, rats, and “the little brothers
of the Hun” more than they did the
Germans, no doubt I was thought to
be romancing. 1 was not at all
romancing.

In special training camps overseas,
but not in the field, the coldier gets
adequate rest in relatively decent
quarters. But on active service in
the field, he inhabits and turns in for
sleep, for the most part, in vermin-
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infested ruins of houses, barns or
other wrecked buildings, or in under-
ground dugouts or holes in the earth,
equally swarming with rats, lice and
repulsive insects of all sorts. The
rats are pestiferous, but soldiers get
a sort of fun and diversion out of
them. Now, these trench rats are
nothing like the breed seen in lands
where war is not raging. They are
large, unafraid, insolent, ravenous,
and quarrel outrageously amongst
themselves. If a soldier happens to
be merely resting in his dugout, often
a rat will come close to him, look
up at the fighter, and make grimaces
at him; and if the fighter kicks the
rat away into a corner or as high as
the mud ceiling, back the insolent
“varmint” will come and repeat his
sauey insults, in scorn of bodily harm
or death. Or, if a soldier is sound
asleep in his dugout, one rat will
come and sit on his breast, like a
domestic kitten, another will sniff
about his face, like a puppy, and
another will rummage through his
tunic pockets for candy and chewing
gum, being particularly fond of
“gpearmint” flavour,

The rats, however, become real
pests in two ways. Men in the line
get some amusement or diversion out
of the spectacle of these vermin quar-
reling and fighting amongst them-
selves—if, that is, the soldiers are
awake and at ease. But the fun
ceases when men in the line are seek-
ing sleep or are asleep; for the rats,
in the mélée of their quarreling,
fighting, and wrestling with one
another, frequently fall over each
other and are precipitated upon the
person of the sleeping soldiers with a
momentum and thud that would
waken the most worn-out sleeper.
Or, working inwards from the outside
of the dugouts, while the men are
asleep, the rats at last reach the mud
ceiling, and continuing their fierce
seratehing, they finally penetrate the
ceiling, and deluge the bodies and
faces of the sleeping soldiers with
broken clay. Their rest thus dis-
turbed, the tired and awakened men

in the line make their existence still
more uncomfortable by raucous rag-
ing and profane cursing of their tor-
mentors throughout the horrible
nights.

The rats, however, are companion-
able creatures in comparison with
those marauders which Bairnsfather
has cartooned as “Big Game” and
which the men in the line satirically
call “the little brothers of the Hun”.
They are all sizes, shapes, colours,
and even nationalities; and they oper-
ate in numbers amounting to pla-
toons, companies, battalions, brigades,
corps, and armies—being like the
sands of the sea for multitude in the
trenches.

There is no escaping them; officers
and men alike suffer from their fierce
and ubiquitous raidings. For these
ravenous insects infest, in swarms,
the earth and the wood of the dug-
outs, the soldiers’ blankets and their
clothing. Let me present two pictures
of what a civilian spectator might
see of the work of “the little brothers
of the Hun” in the trenches—one
without any element of humour in it;
the other disclosing a humorously
peaceful pursuit of war. Suppose
that a soldier has been for forty-
eight hours at a stretch out in the wet,
cold, and mud helping to hold the line
or on outpost duty. Naturally, he
must be a much worn-out man, exig-
ently needing rest and sleep. Suppose
that at length he is ordered to retire
to a dugout or funk-hole for rest.
Can he get his rest? Not he. He
has been cold and active for forty-
eight hours, and thus has not felt
or noticed the activity of “the little
brothers of the Hun”., But shortly
after he has lain down for rest,and
sleep, the warmth of his body draws
the insects from their lairs in his
own clothing, in the blankets and in
the wood and ground. Soon they
swarm in battalions over his sensitive
skin and make persistent raids on his
suceulent person. Thus attacked, tor-
mented, and crazed, the worn-out
soldier cannot get rest or sleep; and,
whether he was or was not a cultured,
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refined man in civil life, he rends the
air with ragings and cursings that
are shocking in vileness and unparal-
leled in variety of ingenious and
picturesque phrasing.

Now look on this picture. Secores
of times I have seen this startling
phenomenon—a spectacle which, if
it did not have in it certain elements
of grotesque humour would be totally
revolting. In the open, where all
might view the spectacle, I have seen,
sitting side by side, a low-born, rude-
mannered soldier and a ecomrade who
in civil life was a college professor,
or who was a student of divinity or
even a clergyman, both of whom were
absolutely, nude and, shamelessly
absorbed in what, as I have observed,
Bairnsfather has ecaricatured as
“hunting ‘big game”. Finally, I have
seen the entire bodies of such vietims
of these ruthless little Huns a mass
of red abrasions and festering sores
due to incisions in the skin made by
the finger-nails in attempting to get
relief from the agonizing itching
caused by the infesting, ruthless
inseets that, in the trenches and in
rest billets, raid the human person.
Still, as I have said, the spectacle
which I deseribed is grotesquely
humorous, as also is the somewhat
rarer sight of officers and men, quite
shamelessly in the open, for public
view, adopting and applying the tra-
ditional Highland method, estab-
lished by the Duke of Argyll in
ancient Gaelic days, for getting rude
but ready relief from the aforemen-
tioned species of sanguinary and car-
nivorous insects. The thoughtful
Argyll provided special itching-posts,
tradition says, and the clansmen were
wont, after obtaining the highly
welcome relief, to laud their bene-
factor devoutly, exclaiming, “God
bless the Duke”. But officers and
men in the line seize upon any object
—a bit of a tree, the corner of a
ruined house-wall, or what not—to
which they can apply the backs of
their irritated bodies, and while thus
“in action” add to the amusement
which their plight affords-spectators,

by profane utterances of lurid exple-
tives and chants of hate against the
army, war, the trenches, the Huns
and the universe of men and things
in general. Seriously, however, in a
spiritual sense, there are worse ene-
mies than the Huns. For the Huns,
at the worst, can only kill the mere
body outright, but the raiding vermin
degrade soldiers to the level of the
outcast and the beast. For, I ask,
how can any soldier who has gone
through the bestializing experiences
which I have just detailed, be a
decent, companionable comrade while
on active service? and how can he,
after the war has ended and he is
returned to civil life, ever again
shamelessly look on the faces of his
cleanly fellows who were compelled
to remain at home, or smile, for
favour, into the eyes of beautiful and
immaculate women ¢

I turn now, in conclusion, to sum-
marize the chief phases of one of the
genuinely peaceful pursuits of war—
namely, the demand for fun, enter-
tainment, amusement, and diversion
at the Front, even in the very midst
of sanguinary destruction or of the
menaces of imminent death from the
engines of war on the land and high
above in the heavens.

Certain psychological conditions of
the fighting soldier’s peculiar and
singular, though temporary, artifi-
cial, and acquired, -characteristies
and attitudes must be noted and ori-
ented before I briefly detail the chief
phases of the Playhouse at the Front.
For the mental, sentimental, and
imaginative characteristies, attitudes,
and demands of the fighting soldier
are not only highly contingent but
also wholly ephemeral; and, as such,
show forth a phenomenon sui generis,
and form a new or novel and special
field in psychological data and inves-
tigation. Only by such orientation,
brief as I must be in the present
instance, of the fighting soldier’s
mind and heart, shall we be able at
all to understand and appreciate
what has been aptly called “the invet-
erate heliotropism of the human
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plant”—not only the warrior’s anom-
alous and persistent demands for, and
exhibitions of, infectious good cheer
and laughter, his demands for, and
participation in, musie-hall and
amateur theatrical entertainments,
and his avidity for field sports, base-
ball and football and boxing contests
in the line and in rest quarters, but
also his amazing engagement, with the
utmost sang froid, in absolute fool-
hardiness (seemingly) and scorn of
imminent death, in games of football
even on the battlefield when ( as I have
observed in France) an engagement
with the Huns is taking place in a
nearby section of the firing-line.

The general good cheer and happy
spirit of the men (officers, of course,
as well) at the battlefront, who, with
repeated regularity, as corps, divi-
sional, brigade, or battalion orders
arrange, go into the firing-line, is
undoubtedly, from the point of view
of the civilian, an unexpected, anoma-
lous, startling, and unique psycho-
Jogical phenomenon.  Summarily,
these are the facts: soldiers in the
line, to use the colloquial slang, are
as “playful as kittens”. They fool,
play, sport, jest, and sing with a
camaraderie that did not exist
amongst them even when schoolmates
or college mates in civilian life at
home before the current war. In
rest quarters, after coming out of the
line from an engagement, they insist
on having their inter-company games
of baseball or football (soccer) for
the battalion, brigade or divisional
championship ; and they flock, even if
they have to miss their suppers, to
the music-hall concerts given by the
so-called Divisional Concert Parties
and the instrumental concerts given
by the various regimental bands in
the division or brigade to which their
units belong. They insist, in the
midst of war, on being diverted from
the harrowing experiences of war.
And so—with all the reputed expert-
ness in psychological and psycho-
physical science and investigation,
which for half a century has been
attributed to the German gelehrte

—the German has missed absolutely
the inmost structure, character, and
meaning of the heart—the mind and
will—of the Anglo.Keltic race in the
United Kingdom and its off-shoots in
the Dominions overseas.

The inner neaning of our Y.M.
C.A’s and our amateur, rough-and-
ready-made playhouses at the Front
—if their psychological, especially
their conative, effects on the minds
and hearts of the men who go into the
firing-line are rightly to be appreci-
ated—is this: that there is an intol-
erable ennui to war, that is, active
fighting—a stagnating routine of day
and drudgery, even more stagnating
than the routine of peace, from which
the spirit of the soldier, especially
the young soldier, revolts, and which
causes him to feel glad when his unit
receives orders to move up into the
line. Moreover, paradoxically, the
same ennui attacks the soldier in the
line, in the trenches, where, one wonld
think, the roar of heavy artillery,
the erackling rattle of machine guns,
the screaming and crashing of shells,
the charging with bayonets, and the
general fighting would furnish such
intense and continuous excitement as
to make ennui impossible. Far from
it. The awful business itself, the
violence, the terror, the slaughter,
and death—real war—through fami-
liarity which breeds contempt, be-
comes, first, vulgar, unimpressive,
and monotonous, and, at last, rela-
tively an unreality. And so the
British “Tommy” (which includes
the Canadian, Australian, New Zea-
land, and other “Tommies”), even in
the trenches, will sing, or whistle, or

_Jest, or if asked what has happened

a comrade will reply, nonchalantly
or with a shrug of his shoulders, “Oh,
nahpoo” (French, corrupted, “il ny a
pas pew”, there is no more of him, he
1s no more ; that is, killed, dead).
First, then: it is on account of the
monotony, the routine, the intolerable
ennui experienced in war that fight-
ing soldiers turn “with inveterate
heliotropism”, as the plant turns to
the sun, to the Y.M.C.A. entertain-
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ments, battalion and divisional con-
certs, and the playhouse at the Front
for mental and emotional therapeu-
ties. The whole being, bodily and
inner, of fighting soldiers is as they
phrase it, “fed up” with the active
business of war; their bodies must
be relaxed and rested, their souls
cured of war’s ennwi, and their sensi-
bilities and hearts renewed and rein-
vigorated by spiritual refreshment.
Otherwise they will die inwardly and
become indifferent or even inefficient
fighting soldiers. The British “Tom-
my” must laugh. Why he must do
o, the foregoing psychological facts
make plain.

In the second place: why does the
British “Tommy” insist upon mnot
only laughter, but also upon laugh-
ing mow—right in the midst of the
horrid holocausts of war and in the
face of imminent death. He will be
amused, he will laugh, even while
shells are screaming overhead, and
in spite of the probability that the
next moment may be his last—he
will do thus, just because of the very
imminence of death; if he does not
laugh now, why, then, he may never
laugh at all. A merry life for the
British “Tommy”, while life last:
And so, after a rest out of the line,
during which he has played his base-
ball and football games, attended
the Y.M.C.A. and other concerts, and
thoroughly enjoyed the amateur vau-
deville and theatrical shows at the
war-front playhouse, he goes up or
down to the fight again, thoroughly
* refreshed, inspirited, and fit to
engage the Huns in a fair ficht, a
true fight, and let the best man win.
At any rate that is the British ‘‘Tom-
my’s” spirit of war and, paradoxic-
ally, he fights grimly indeed, but
with a cheerful and indomitable
heart—until the monotony and ennus
of it all comes on him once more,
and he must go again into rest
quarters to the founts of fun, good
cheer and laughter. It is this con-
stant demand for and receipt of
laughter in war that makes the
British and the overseas troops

always able to meet the Germans
with a disconcerting or destructive
“come back” after a reverse. And it
is this unique phase of the fighting
soldier’s psychology that the Huns
neither can understand nor even
apprehend nor observe.

Finally: briefly I observe a still
deeper paradox in the soldier’s de-
mand for the entertainments, and the
vaudeville and theatricals in the play-
house at the Front. To his people at
home war is the most grimly, most
brutally real phenomenon on earth.
The British “Tommy” has another
point of view. He knows the brutal-
ity of war; he knows its mordant
tragedy. But after all, in his view,
war was born of a delusion, and all
its phases, even death, is an illusory
and ephemeral aspect of ultimate
reality. In short, in his view, war is
the great illusion, the great unreality
of earth and existence. It is, indeed,
present, pressing, and overwhelming
—but war, nevertheless, is the great
unreality. The real things in life,
the everlasting; precious goods of
existence, all that will count etern-
ally, are those goods, those boons,
which exist far from the seat of war,
namely, home, love, joy, beauty,
peace, and all spiritual possessions.
If he be at the seat of war, still doeg
he longingly turn his inward eye
to look back wupon that which ig
dearest, and therefore realest, to him.
But the inward eye is not so effica-
cious as the outward eye—the faney
and imagination need assistance from
the outward senses in order to give
him a full and ready measure of the
goods of the spirit, the real things
of life. And, in obedience to the
spirit’s demand for sustenance and
refreshment from the real goods of
life, the British “Tommy” seeks the
playhouse at the Front. For there
he either forgets the awful horrible
unreality of war. or has his thoughts
turned away from it to the real things
of life, the enduring, and permanent
satisfactions of existence—home, and
family, and fireside, and love, and joy,
and peace.
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The playhouse at the Front may
be either a Y.M.C.A. tent or hut, or
a barn or any half-ruined enclosure

which affords room for a stage and .

provides seating or standing room
only. In the earlier days of the war
properties were either improvised
from any old materials that were
available for the purpose or were
picked up in German dugouts (as, for
instance, ladies’ dresses and hats and
gloves, or pianos and other musical
instruments). Nowadays, either vis-
iting concert and theatrical parties
bring their own costumes and prop-
erties, or, if a show is being put on
by a fighting unit, the battalion
supplies the properties by direet pur-
chase made from funds freely
contributed by the officers or from
canteen surplus.

As a rule, concerts, vaudeville and
theatricals by soldiers themselves are
preferred by the men in the field,
though they gladly welcome all visit-
ing concert and theatrical parties,
especially the divisional concert
parties and those from London.
Moreover, while they will enjoy more
serious plays, or rather the more
literary plays, such as “The School
for Scandal” or G. B. Shaw’s “Man
and Superman”, what they really
want is light comedy or melodrama,
as, for instance, “The Old Home-
stead”, which was recently produced
in France by the members of the
brass and reed band of the 85th Bat-
talion, Nova Scotia Highlanders. In
the olios and vaudeville they demand
considerable local or topical allusion;
and they cling to the ‘“community”
method, as it is called, in the matter
of songs from the stage. That is,
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they like to hear songs which give
them the chance to join in the refrain
or chorus. To laugh and sing
together, to the accompaniment of
the thunder of artillery at the line
and of the crack of exploding bombs
dropped from airplanes overhead,
while they themselves refresh their
hearts and spirits, uncaring and un-
heeding what else is going on outside
—this is the British and overseas’
fighting soldier’s conception of happi-
ness and his supreme moment of the
joy of life, so far as there is or can
be joy at the Front.

Thus does the soldier in the field
or right in the firing-line keep his
heart sweet, and wholesome, and
cheerful, and courageous, and loyal.
Relatively to the cares, anxieties,
worries, annoyances, and petty de-
feats experienced in civil life, in con-
ducting a trade, business, or profes-
sion, the pursuit of war is peaceful,
or war has its peaceful pursuits.
The army takes care of the soldier in
all necessities and needed luxuries.
The soldier has nothing to worry
about save mutilation of body or
possible death—and he never worries
about such contingencies. Rather,
he laughs in the midst of bloody
violence and of death. If he is
wounded, he never whimpers, but
smiles over his prospect of reach-
ing “Blighty”. If mortally hit and
dying, he does not weep or bemoan
his fate, but passes heroically.
Wounded or dying he is the happy
warrior.

And therein is the psychological
paradox which no Hun, no matter how
erudite, either understands or can
understand.




SNOWSHOE FANTASY

By MAIN JOHNSON

BEYOND the monastry,

On snowshoes light,
We dropped by smooth descent into the glen.
Above, the sky was warm with violet,
But in the north
One deep black spread of ink!
The evergreens were laden thick with snow
Until their branches bent beneath the weight,
And took unto themselves
New forms—fantastie, quaint.
Here, some huge fan
Swung langorously by Oriental slave,
And there a group of goblins shaggy-haired,
Their scrawny arms stretched out to seize.
One broad and heavy branch of mighty pine
Reached to the very ground;
Its white and rounded covering formed a hut
Wherein we crept and rested pleasantly,
Seated amidst the warm and kindly snow.
Far lights began to glimmer tenuously,
Orange and green,
Like coloured candles on a Christmas tree.

We swept ahead, with all-embracing steps,
Giants upon our spreading shoes,

"Cross open glades and over fairy slopes
Where, tier on tier,

Hung wizard trees.

From one low-hanging bough we ate
Bountiful layers of fresh, rich snow,

Its flavour like the smell

Of pine twigs and pink roses.

We climbed a hill—

The wood was gone—

And, in its stead, a spacious arctic tract,
Field after field of driven, crusted snow,
Broad as the prairie lands beyond the lakes;
No yellow wheat and summer blue,

But gleaming white and stygian black.
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~ REMINISCENCES
POLITICAL AND PERSONAL

BY SIR JOHN WILLISON

IX..~EXPERIENCES OF AN EDITOR

sl N June 30th, 1890, T was
N appointed editor of The
el Globe. During the win-
ter and spring I had
been in the Press (ial-
lery at Ottawa. From
Mr. James Somerville, member for
Brant, I first heard that Mr. John
Cameron was to leave The Globe and
return to The London Advertiser. To
my complete surprise he declared that
there was a common feeling among the
Liberal members from Ontario that
I should suceeed Mr. Cameron. I told
Mr. Somerville that I was neither fool-
ish enough nor vain enough to enter-
tain the proposal and that I doubted
if he had sounded his parliamentary
associates very deeply. A few days
later Mr. Somerville, Dr. Wilson, of
East Elgin, and Dr. Landerkin, of
South Grey, came to me with the as-
surance that the Ontario Liberal con-
tingent would petition the directors
of The Globe in favour of my appoint-
ment if I would agree to have the peti-
tion circulated. I remonstrated and
dissuaded so strongly that for the
time at least the proposal was aban-
doned. Nor was I convinced that any
such action should be taken even when
I discovered that Mr. Laurier was
favourable to my appointment. This
assurance I had from himself and
1 have no doubt that Mr. Robert Jaf-
fray, President of The Globe Printing
Company, had a like assurance from
the Liberal leader. Indeed, I believe
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Mr. Jaffray had determined that 1
should be appointed even before 1
knew that Mr. Cameron was to resign.
I had hardly recovered from my sur-
prise that I could be seriously con-
sidered as a candidate for the editor-
ship when I was ordered to report at
Toronto. I asked Mr. Laurier and
Sir Richard Cartwright to send mes.
sages to Mr. Cameron urging that I
should not be recalled until the close
of the Parliamentary session. If they
did so the messages were ineffective.
When I got home I learned that the
Legislature, which was sitting simul-
taneously with the Federal Parlia-
ment, was to be dissolved as soon as
the session was ended and that I was
to go into the Legislative Press (fal-
lery until prorogation and conduet
The Globe’s campaign during the gen-
eral election. Mr. Cameron was still
editor of The Globe, but he explained
that I was to have complete responsi-
bility during the contest and that
nothing of which I disapproved wonld
appear in the news or editorial col-
umns. It was a curious position, but
the private understanding between
Mr. Cameron and myself was strietly
observed. The few contributions to
which I objected Mr. Cameron reject-
ed, and while I did not hesitate to seek
counsel from my associates when I
was in doubt as to the wise course to
pursue, I did exercise the authority
with which I was temporarily invest-
ed. The Government was returned by
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a substantial majority, although
“Mowat must go” was the Conserva-
tive slogan in that contest. Leaders
of the party expressed general satis-
faction with The Globe’s contribution
to the result. My associates in the
office who knew that I had been in
very close association with Mr. Cam-
eron during the campaign gave me
more praise than 1 deserved.

Long before the election was over
T understood the situation better per-
haps than Mr. Cameron or the direc-
tors of The Globe suspected. I knew
that if The Globe made no capital
blunder in the campaign and if the
Government was sustained I would
suceeed Mr. Cameron, and that if the
Government was defeated I would not.
Throughout the contest my wife ex-
pressed frequent.surprise at my phil-
osophy and unconcern. I never lost
an hour’s sleep nor had a moment of
worry. I knew that The Globe was in
deep water; the actual depth I did
not suspeet. I knew that it was low
in reputation as compared with its
great days, and that there would be a
long and difficult climb towards the
hilltop. As I have said elsewhere,
members of the staff were often dis-
tressed by the diseoncerting candour
of unsympathetic ecrities. Once I
drove out with Mr. Laurier to a vil-
lage in Drummond. On the way he
told me that we would have dinner at
a hotel kept by an old Scottish Lib-
eral. I suggested that if the landlord
should discover I was connected with
The Globe he would hint that it was
not the paper it was in George Brown’s
day. He did not hint, but bluntly
expressed his convietion in the very
words that I had used. On my way
to the office in Toronto one morning
I turned back three blocks to find for
a stranger an address for which he
had been vainly searching. He was
grateful and inquiring. When I told
him that I was a writer for The Globe
he shook his head and murmured sad-
ly, “The Globe’s not what it was in
George Brown’s time”. Thus it was
thirty years ago with the fathers who
still mourned for George Brown and
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the great old days of rigid faith and
glorious controversy. All this I knew
and I did not believe that a man under
thirty-four years of age, without
either connections or reputation, could
restore The Globe to its ancient
ascendancy. Hence my reluctance to
succeed Mr. Cameron and undertake
a task to which I believed he had
proved unequal. Hence when I was
asked to meet the directors I refused
to be considered as a candidate for
the editorship and urged that only a
journalist of greater experience and
established reputation could give the
paper the prestige and authority
which its traditions demanded and its
situation required. But the experi-
ence which I had acquired in the elee-
tion gave me confidence, and when I
learned what other names were under
consideration my indifference lessened
and I told friends at Ottawa whom I
had urged not to write to Mr. Jaffray
in my behalf that I was a candidate
for the editorship.

I did not know until two or three
days before I was appointed that Mr.
Edward Farrer was to leave The Mail
and become The Globe’s chief editorial
writer. There is reason to think that
Sir Richard Cartwright and other
active counsellors of the Liberal party
had this in mind for some time.
Mr. Farrer stood foremost among
Canadian journalists and was bet-
ter equipped than any other writer
to expound the fiscal policy to whieh
the Liberal party had committed it-
self. It was true that in The Mail he
had thundered against Rome, the
Bishops, the Obscurantists, the black
Militia, and the Jesuits, lay and cler-
ical, domestic and imported, while The
Globe, through the Mowat Govern-
ment, as Conservative Oppositionists
contended, was in practical political
alliance with all these interests and
agencies. But it was believed that
Mr. Farrer could safely become an
editorial writer for The Globe if he
was not available as its official editor
‘When I was told that Mr. Farrer wgé
engaged I acquiesced, but did not re-
veal the extent of my understanding,
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I knew that Honourable Edward
Blake, Sir Richard Cartwright and
Sir Oliver Mowat were not very fav-
ourable to my appointment, They
doubted, as I did myself, if T had the
necessary experience. But they did
not agree upon any other candidate.
Sir Richard was eager to have Mr.
Farrer associated with The Globe and
thought Mr. St. John, of The Mont-
real Herald, had qualifications for the
editorship which I did not possess. I
like to think that Mr. Blake, Sir Rich-
ard and Sir Oliver agreed later that
I had proved my fitness for the posi-
tion, although for a time Sir Richard’s
confidence in my discretion and judg-
ment was not excessive. Indeed, he
would have had me dismissed for
causes which this chapter will dis-
close.

The conditions prescribed for the
government of Mr. Farrer and my-
self were impracticable and impos-
sible. It was provided that Mr. Far-
rer should be chief editorial writer,
but that I should read all editorials
before publication, and should hold
such articles as I did not approve for
the judgment of a committee of _the
Board of Directors. I saw at once
that if I reserved an editorial for the
committee’s consideration and my ad-
vice was rejected my resignation must
« follow. Besides, it was impracticable
to hold over for a subsequent issue an
article which must appear in the issue
for which it was written if there was
to be continuous and authoritative
treatment of public questions as they
arose. It was just as clear that frie-
tion would develop if I undertook to
embarrass Mr, Farrer by eriticism of
his editorials or appeal to the Board
of Directors. I said not a word to
Mr. Jaffray or any other director of
the paper. I believed that the real
character of the understanding would
be disclosed eventually, and recog-
nized that for the time Mr. Farrer’s
authority over the editorial page could
not be challenged. I never reserved
any article of his for the Board’s con-
sideration, nor did I ever get behind
his back when I was subjected to eri-
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ticism for articles for which he alone
was responsible. He had a two-years’
agreement, and at its termination his
resignation was accepted. No two
men ever had more satisfactory per-
sonal relations nor did either of us
ever mention to the other the curious
contract under which we were expect-
ed to divide the responsibility for edi-
torial policy subject to an outside
court of appeal. When Mr. Farrer
withdrew from the paper I gave the
Board my very candid opinion of the
abortive system of joint control, and
confessed that I never had intended
to submit any of his articles to the
court of last resort which they had
established. Indeed, during the twelve
years that I was editor of The Globe
I rarely if ever submitted an artiele
for the Board’s Judgment, nor did 1
ever have the Board called to consider
any question of editorial policy. There
were moments of conflict, but they
were not-lasting and seldom, if ever,
disturbed very happy personal rela-
tionships.

Although it was announced n
June that Mr. Farrer had Joined the
staff he did not begin writing for the
paper until August. In the interval
prescient contemporaries diseovered
great merit in articles written by Mr.
John Lewis and myself. T recall a
cartoon which pictured “Signor Far-
rer bringing up The Globe”, But Sig-
nor Farrer was taking a holiday and
less able workmen were doing their
best to achieve that result. I confess
that I found this irritating, and once
was so feebly and fatuously unwise
as to write a private letter of protest
to a publication which had expressed
only contempt for The Globe until it
was understood that Mr. Farrer was
writing its editorials. But my bal-
ance was soon restored, and even yet
I have an itching desire to recall that
letter. More than once in the months
that followed I had to read praise for
Mr. Farrer for articles that I had
written, as in subsequent years I ac-
quired considerable reputation from
the editorials of Mr. John Lewis and
Mr. John A. Ewan.



776

Edward Farrer belonged to the era
of Confederation and the time of Sir
John Macdonald. He had personal
and political relations with Maedon-
ald, -and Tilley, and Tupper, and
Thomas White, with Carling, and
Haggart, with McCarthy and Cart-
wright. Among his close personal
friends were E. B. Wood and C. F.
Fraser. He was the associate of T. C.
Patteson and N. F. Davin and John
Maclean and George R. Kingsmill. For
Sir John Macdonald he had high re-
gard. Sir Charles Tupper he did not
like. He never believed that George
Brown had statesmanlike quality. He
fought Mackenzie and Blake. For
Mackenzie as a leader he had no ad-
miration. Mackenzie as a man he re-
spected. Among the men who were

conspicuous in politics when he was .

active in Canadian journalism he gave
first places to Macdonald and Blake.
He gave a zealous support to Sir Wil-
liam Meredith in Ontario, but rarely
lost an opportunity to thrust at Sir
Oliver Mowat. He was one of the
effective writers in the Canadian Pro-
teetionist movement, although it was
not easy for those who knew him well
to determine what were his actual
opinions on fiscal questions.

Mr. Farrer had intimate relations
with Mr. Goldwin Smith. Both were
active in support of Sir John Macdon-
ald during the protectionist campaign
of 1878, and both later advocated re-
ciprocal free trade with the United
States. Goldwin Smith had no genius
for research. He never had the labori-
ous, continuous patience of the his-
torian. Mr. Farrer had these quali-
ties, and Goldwin Smith often sought
his advice and ° co-operation. It is
doubtful if any clearer or stronger
writer on economic subjects ever ap-
peared in Canadian journalism. He
was always lueid and decisive. There
was no “oratory” in his writing, and
yet at times it was singularly sym-
pathetic and elegant. He knew many
men and he was interested in many
subjects. He could fight the Roman
Catholic hierarchy and yet have close
personal relations with Roman Catho-
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lic ecclesiastics. He could be an active
advocate of the platform of one party
and have cordial personal relations
with leaders in the other party. Few
men knew so much of the undereur-
rents in Canadian politiecs. Few men
received so many confidences or more
serupulously kept the confidences with
which they were entrusted. He came

to The Globe from The Mail; from

the Conservative party to the Liberal
party. He brought with him no see-
rets that could help the one or dis-
credit the other. If he had any such
seerets they were not disclosed. It is
perhaps doubtful if he had much sym-
pathy with any political party. He
was often contemptuous of the issues
which divided politicians. For years
he was the chief editorial writer of
The Mail, and at no time was that
newspaper more powerful. For two
years he was chief editorial writer
of The Globe and there, as on The
Mail, he was influential. It was inevit-
able that he should determine the
character and temper of any page to
which he contributed. e could not
oceupy a subordinate relation. Whe-
ther it was admitted or not he was at
the head of the table. This was not
because he strove to be first, but be-
cause his knowledge was so wide and
his experience so great that his an-
thority was the natural result.

It was during his connection with
The Globe that his celebrated pam-
phlet, practically advoeating political
union with the United States, was
stolen from a printing office and ex-
tracts from the book read at a great
meeting in the old Academy of Musie
at which the chief speakers were Si;
John Maedonald and Sir Charles Tup-
per. Although we were together on
The Globe, 1 had no knowledge of the
pamphlet until the day on which the
meeting was held. I then learneq
from a friendly Conservative journal-
ist that such a pamphlet was in exist-
ence ; that it would be produced at the
meeting, and that an attack upon The
Globe office was contemplated. T diq
not believe that any attack upon The
Globe was intended and I opposed
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firmly but unavailingly a proposal to
have the office guarded by police. It
was so guarded, but there was no sug-
gestion of attack. One thought at
the back of my mind was that an at-
tack upon the office would give a
grievance as an offset to the sensation
which publication of the pamphlet
was bound to create. How much the
pamphlet may have had to do with
the defeat of the Liberal party in
1891 cannot be determined. It is hard
to think that Sir John Macdonald
could have been defeated in any event.
But free use of the pamphlet was made
by the Conservative press and Con-
servative speakers all over the coun-
try, and naturally it was thought that
the thing did damage. Mr. Farrer
rightly enough took the responsibility
for the pamphlet upon his own shoul-
ders. He never seemed much worried
or distressed by its publication. I
never heard him express any regret
for writing it. The Liberal leaders
knew nothing of the pamphlet until
it was produced at the Toronto meet-
ing. Even Sir Richard Cartwright
was unaware of its existence. More
than any other man Mr. Farrer pro-
duced the agitation in Ontario against
the Jesuit Estates Act, as he was chief-
ly responsible for the agitation for
commercial union. He was a cosmo-
politan, and perhaps never felt the
strong impulses of national feeling.
Mr. Farrer often talked of his ex-
periences as an immigration agent in
Ireland, and on no subject was he
more entertaining. But he was enter-
taining on all subjects. He had an
amazing collection of stories. He saw
humour in any and every situation.
He was brilliant in conversation and
he loved to talk. He was fond of
sport. Before the time of baseball
he was often seen at ericket matches.
In later years, while he lived in To-
ronto, he was a devotee of the dia-

mond. He could write on pugilism -

with as much authority as he wrote
on finance, and he could deseribe with
singular accuracy all the great en-
counters between the heroes of the
ring for generations. He would talk

o

for hours of great historical trials for
murder with a knowledge of the evi-
dence and the pieces of testimony
which brought conviction or acquittal
that was amazing. I never saw him
more utterly absorbed than in the
trial of Birchall at Woodstock, and
from the first he Saw that the letter
to Colonel Benwell was fatal. For
some time he was in Winnipeg, where
he was connected with The Sun and
The Times, and to both of these papers
he gave distinetion. It is believed that
Mr. Farrer was brought back from
Winnipeg to The Mail chiefly upon
the advice of Mr. D’Alton MeCarthy,
Mr. C. W. Bunting, according to Mr.
MecCarthy’s story, had asked Farrer
to return, but Farrer declared that
he was not willing to be a professional
“sandbagger”. “That,” said Mr. Me-
Carthy, “is an additional reason why
the offer should be renewed. A man
who will not stoop to party savagery
is the man who will best serve the
paper and the party.” Mr. Bunting
gave Farrer satisfactory assurances
that he would not be required to sand-
bag, tomahawk, or sealp, and he re-
surned to Toronto. No journal to which
Mr. Farrer contributed could be dull
or commonplace. He was bold at
times, and now and again greatly dis-
turbed his political associates. One
thinks of quotations from his pen
which did service in various cam-
paigns, and not always in behalf of
the party with which he was allied.
Such utterances, however, were gen-
erally in denuneciation of abuses and
were not dictated by any mere desire
to create annoyance or frietion. Be-
hind the seenes he did much. He mov-
ed many men who perhaps hardly un-
derstood the influences to which they
responded. He had perhaps more per-
sonal acquaintances than any other
man in Canada, and more friends also.
No one who ever worked at his side
could forget his humour and his
genius for comradeship, or ever cease
to wonder at the ease with which he
did his work, his familiarity with
many books, his knowledge of the af-
fairs of many countries, his prodig-
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ious memory and the numerous and
varied channels through which he col-
lected information on the subjects in
which he was interested.

Of his early career I learned noth-
ing. He told me once that even his
wife knew nothing of his antecedents
or of his history before he came to
Canada. I was told by the physician
who attended him during a serious
illness at Winnipeg that when his life
was in danger he tried, at Mrs. Far-
rer’s request, to discover where her
husband had spent his boyhood and
what were his connections and pur-
suits before he came to Canada. The
first question he put when the patient
had a lucid moment was whether or
not the family to which he belonged
was distinguished for longevity. But
with death at the door Farrer was
himself. He assured the physician
wearily but whimsieally that general-
ly his relations died shortly after the
court rose, but occasionally one was
fortunate enough to pull through un-
til the next assizes. I can get no trace
of Mr. Farrer before 1870. In the
spring of that year he offered The
Lindsay Expositor a series of sketches
of leaders in the British House of
Commons, The second or third article
was eriticized by a correspondent, and
Farrer told Mr. Peter Murray, pub-
lisher of The Expositor, that he had
no wish to engage in controversy and
discontinued the contributions. It is un-
derstood that he had spent the previ-
ous winter as bookkeeper in a lumber
shanty. When the season’s work was
over he had come to Lindsay. Later
he joined the staff of The Daily Tele-
graph, and when The Mail was estab-
lished became one of its writers. Dur-
ing his connection with The Globe
he was continuously and bitterly at-
tacked by the Conservative news-
papers. But his serenity was sel-
dom disturbed and he never wrote
a word in his own defence. There
was a certain lawyer in Toronto
who was often unfit to appear for
liis clients, and Mr. Farrer pro-
tosted that this man was his counsel

and that he would dgal with his ae- :

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

cusers as soon as the lawyer got sober.
Once Mr. Erastus Wiman came to
The Globe office with the manuseript
of a speech in favour of Reciprocity
with the United States that he was
anxious to deliver in Canada. He read
the speech to Mr. Jaffray, Mr. Farrer
and myself, but our unanimous judg-
ment was that he had spoken too often
on the subject and that speeches in
Canada by residents of the United
States in favour of commercial union
between the two countries were poli-
tically mischievous and damaging to
the Liberal party. Wiman was so
angry that he left the room without a
word of farewell. We sat for some
moments in a sober silence, which was
finally broken by Mr. Farrer, who de-
clared that Wiman would read the
speech to the coloured porter on the
Pullman between Hamilton and Buf-
falo and have Mr. H. P. Dwight,
superintendent of the Great North-
Western Telegraph Company, send it
out for publication. When Mr. Far-
rer was short of money, as he was
sometimes, and wanted to borrow, he
used to tell me that he had some beau-
tifully lithographed stock in a mine
called “The Gates Ajar”, which he
would put up as security. He often
declared that he was the last of the
Baldwin Reformers, but had been ab-
sorbed by the Patrons of Industry and
was not exactly certain that the ab-
sorption had not impaired his poli-
tical consistency. Once when he was
telling me about an Englishman he
had met at Montreal he paused to re-
mark, “You ought to see his wife; she
has enough powder on her face to free
Ireland”. He declared that when he
was in Winnipeg Van Horne brought
an expert from Chicago to report on
the prospect of hog raising in Mani-
toba, who found that if each hog could
be furnished with a parlour stove and
a buffalo overcoat success would be
assured. He called me aside at Gold-
win Smith’s funeral to ask if I hag
heard that the Liberal platform of
1893 was a Tory forgery. He said of
a mutual friend who had grown
wealthy and did not conceal his opul-
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ence, that he could not give a quarter
to a porter without taking $400 in
bills out of his pocket.

Whimsical, happy, alert, compan-
ionable, unpretentious, scholarly, sim-
ple, profound, mysterious, and elus-
ive, I have known no more remark-
able man than Edward Farrer nor
any of greater gifts or greater know-
ledge. Once Mr. Goldwin Smith
asked me if I thought Mr. Farrer
ever had a sincere convietion. I
suggested that at least he was sin-
cere in his desire to annex Canada to
the United States. He said, “Oh, no,
if Mr. Farrer could get Canada into
the United States to-morrow he would
start next day to get her out”. His
own opinion was that Mr. Farrer was
sincere only in his dislike and dis-
trust of the Roman Catholie hier-
archy. I could not agree for I think
he had a liking for the ecultivated
priesthood of the Chureh, however
hostile he may have been to the tenets
of ultramontanism and the absolutism
of Roman Catholic teaching. But al-
though he was nominally a Catholie
when he came to die, he did not seek
the consolation of the Church. A
strange and great man he was who
took much zest in life, but I think
was often lonely. There was no win-
dow through which we could look into
his soul. There was reticence which
we could not penetrate; there was
mystery that we could not fathom. It
is said that he was educated in a
Jesuit college, but I do not know. That
he was a scholar was manifest. He
had French and the old languages.
But he walked in strange ways and
it is literally true that his left hand
did not always know what his right
hand was doing. He had the quality
of a detective and that talent was
exercised for various and curious
causes. [ had knowledge that I do
not disclose and confidences which
cannot be betrayed. In his outlook
for Canada hewas an ineurable,
mischievous, dangerous pessimist, For
the British Empire he cared not at
all. The story of his life would re-
veal remarkable connections and far-

reaching influences, But no one can
tell the story from the fragmentary
material that remains.

When I became editor of The Globe
it was the fashion to ignore or give
little attention to Conservative meet-
ings and to devote columns to Lib-
eral meetings. The Liberal leaders
always had crowded houses. Their
speeches excited tremendous enthusi-
asm. At Conservative meetings there
were empty benches and perfunctory
attention. I have known The Globe
to give eight or ten columns to a Lib-
eral meeting at the old Pavilion and
less than a column to a Conservative
meeting at least as well attended and
addressed by speakers of equal attrac-
tion and distinetion. - Moreover, there
was often deliberate misrepresentation
of Conservative speeches or caleulated
suppression of passages which were
regarded as damaging to the Liberal
position. I recall that two members
of The Globe staff detailed to trail
Sir John Maecdonald from house to
house and from place to place during
one of his visits to Toronto refused to
take the assignment. It is to the
honour of Mr. Cameron that he re-
spected their seruples. They were not
required to resign nor affected in body
or estate. From the first I resolved
that reports should be aceurate and
that Conservative readers of 7The
Globe should not require to go else-
were to peruse reports of the speeches
of their leaders. 1 recognized that
it would not be judicious to dis-
cover as much enthusiasm at Con-
servative as at Liberal meetings, but
I determined that there should be no
deliberate misquotation or misrepre-
sentation. The staff, and no better
staff than that which I had on The
Globe ever served a Canadian news-
paper, gave loyal and ever eager sup-
port to the policy to which I sought
to give effect. But from certain of
the directors there was often angry
criticism and severe disapproval. Ex-
treme Liberal partisans were bitter
and contemptuous. I had to read
many a savage letter and endure much
misunderstanding with such equanim-



780 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

ity as I could command. It was a
long and hard battle, but I never
wavered or retreated. In time the
commercial and political wisdom of
fair and full reports of public meet-
ings was established and those who
had blasphemed came to believe that
they were responsible for the revolu-
tion. For in the columns of The
Globe a revolution was effected and
the example was influential with other
publiec journals. After the general
election of 1896 Sir Charles Tupper
declared that The Globe had reported
his speeches more fairly and more
fully than any other newspaper, and
other Conservative leaders supported
his testimony. Not only has The
(lobe been faithful to the tradition
which was established nearly thirty
years ago, but few Canadian news-
papers now tolerate the practices
which were so common when Maedon-
ald and Blake, Mowat and Meredith,
contended for political supremacy.
That, I believe, was my best contri-
bution to Canadian journalism. I
think my contemporaries will agree
that I was influential in establishing
the better fashion and yet not feeble
or uncertain in the editorial columns
in defence of the Liberal party or in
attack upon the hostile forces. For
I never tried to persuade myself that
The Globe was not the organ of the
Liberal party or that its independence
was not affected by its political con-
nections. ;

In the third issue of The Globe which
appeared under my editorship there
are four articles which betray uneasi-
ness over the situation in Quebee. I
wrote all four with the deliberate ob-
jeet of dissociating The Globe from
the extreme nationalism, or rather the
extreme provincialism of Mercier, and
in apprehension of disclosures of
methods and practices in the govern-
ment of the Province which would
incidentally but inevitably affect
Laurier and the Federal Liberal
party. When through the investiga-
tion in the Senate corruption was ex-
posed in Quebec at least as bold and
systematic as was revealed during the

“scandal session” at Ottawa, I could
not be persuaded that The Globe
should turn from denuneiation of ras-
cality under a Conservative Govern-
ment to defence of rascality under a
Liberal Government. But powerful
influences in the Liberal party were
outraged by my candour and treason.
Early one morning a colleague on The
(lobe came to my house with the re-
port that I was to be “removed from
office”. On the same day Mr. John
Cameron came down from London
with the suggestion that I should re-
sign, as dismissal was certain if I did
not forestall the fiat by immediate re-
signation. Both acted in complete
good faith. Neither was in sympathy
with the demand for my decapitation.
Mr. Cameron argued that dismissal
would affect all my future and that
recovery would be less difficult if I
evaded the stroke by a strategic with-
drawal. My colleague insisted that if
I were dismissed he would resign, since
he had written many of the articles
for which I was to suffer. I did all
that T could to dissuade him from any
such rash action, but he was inflex.
ible and certainly would have gone
out if I had been disturbed. But I
told Mr. Cameron, as I told my loyal
colleague, that I did not believe I was
in danger, that whether I was or was
not, nothing was more certain than
that I would not resign, and that if
my resignation was required there
would have to be a public disclosure
of the motives and reasons behind the
demand. I was confident, however,
that there was no cause for alarm for
The Globe was steadily improving its
position and my relations with My,
Jaffray and the directors were singu-
larly happy and#satisfactory. I said
nothing to Mr. Jaffray or to any other
of the directors, nor did I receive any
information from any other quarter
to support the convietion of Mr. Cam-
eron and my associate in the office
that resignation or dismissal had been
decreed. Two years later Mr. J affray
told me that a group of Liberal poli-
ticians, through Sir Richard Cart.
wright, had demanded my dismissal
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on account of my unsympathetic atti-
tude towards the Mercier Government
and inconsiderate denunciation of evil
political conditions in Quebec. He
added that the Board rejected the de-
mand without a moment’s considera-
tion and that every precaution was
taken to keep the incident from my
knowledge. I did not discover, nor
have 1 ever sought to discover, who
beyond Sir Richard Cartwright were
concerned in the movement.

Two or three years later there was
a formidable intrigue within the Lib-
eral party to exclude Sir Richard
from Parliament. There was a com-
mon conviction that he had so alien-
ated the industrial and business ele-
ments of the country that the party
could not hope to succeed in the con-
stituencies while he was active and
influential in its counecils. It was de-
signed, therefore, to deprive Cart-
wright of the Liberal nomination for
South Oxford and to prevent his nom-
ination elsewhere. As editor of The
Globe I was asked to join in this move-
ment. When I declined peremptorily
and emphatically to assist, or even to
maintain silence if there was any seri-
ous prospect that Cartwright would
not be renominated I was reminded of
the fact, of which they thought I was
ignorant, that he had sought to have
me dismissed from my position and
could, therefore, have no possible
elaim upon my consideration or grati-
tude. My answer was that Sir Rich-
ard’s attitude towards the editor of
The Globe did not enter into the ques-
tion. I urged that for a generation
he had fought the battle of the Liberal
party, often unwisely as I believed,
but with self-sacrifice and devotion,
and that to take his service in the day
of his strength and dishonour him in
his old age would be for him a mortal
humiliation and for the party a shame
and a disgrace. A few days before
the eonvention in South Oxford, which
he ecarried by a narrow majority, I
made an earnest appeal in The Globe
for his renomination which may not
have been wholly without effect. Those
who sought to unhorse Sir Richard

shared his opinions but were embar-
rassed by his inveterate prejudices
and violence of language. They be-
lieved that the party was more than
the individual and that he was an
obstacle to party success. Nor is
it true that the manufacturers were
behind the movement against Sir
Richard. It may be that certain
Liberal politicians were cultivating
the protectionists, but if there was
any reciprocal action it never came
to my knowledge. There never was
a quarrel that was more strictly
domestic and it is not ungenerous to
suggest that Conservatives were not
eager to have Sir Richard dethroned.
I once sat behind a group of Con-
scrvative members of the Commons in
a railway carriage when Parliament
was convulsed by the scandals of 1891
and was startled by the fierce energy
of their common declaration that no
matter what might be revealed they
would never cast a vote to put Sir
Richard Cartwright in office. Yet as
I have said he mellowed in office and
was more favourable to the protection-
ists than Fielding. If I have told the
story of my attitude toward Sir Rich-
ard in South Oxford it is because I
would not like to have it thought that
1 cherish any grievance over his at-
tempt to have me removed from the
editorship of The Globe. I do not
think he ever knew that I had know-
ledge of that incident, nor have I ever
be_alieved that Sir Wilfrid Laurier gave
his consent to the demand for my dis-
missal. Sir Richard was grateful for
The Globe’s intervention in South Ox-
ford and until his death he treated
me with much consideration. As one
goes on his journay—short at best—
chances for revenge intrude, but to
take revenge is to sour life to the core
and make all the world unlovely.

As editor of The Globe 1 persisted
for months and even for years in the
agitation for a Federal Railway Com-
mission. A Cabinet opposed finally
vielded and the Commission was estab-
lished. I was not the pioneer in the
movement, and other forces were ac-
tive and powerful. In the final de-
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cision no one was more influential
than Dr. Rutherford, who has just
‘been appointed to the Commission. I
advocated reform of the Senate and
reform of the ecivil service, but the
last came slowly and the first not at
all. When the Liberal party came
into office in 1896 The Globe protested
so strenuously against dismissal of
Conservative office-holders save for
active, offensive interference in elec-
tions that I was honoured by a vote
of censure from the Young Men’s
Liberal Club of Toronto. When the
Conservative party was restored to
office in 1911 I protested as strong-
ly against interference with Liberal
officials. Returning from the Demo-
cratic Convention at Chicago in 1892
which nominated Cleveland, I began
an agitation for a national convention
of the Liberal party. There was pro-
test and resistance from the official
leaders of the party, but the agitation
prevailed, If the platform which the
Convention adopted was more honour-
ed in the breach than in the observ-
ance nothing ever more greatly stimu-
lated the national spirit of the Liberal
party. Moreover, the party, greatly
divided over the issue of Unrestricted
Reciprocity with the United States,
compromised its differences, and whe-
ther the country understood or not,
declared against fiscal diserimination
against Great Britain.

Convineed by my visit to the West-
ern Provineces in 1895 that the agita-
tion for the abolition of the North-
west Mounted Police was fatuous and
the attitude of the Liberal party to-
wards the Canadian Pacific Railway
unwise and unnational, I modified
The Globe’s position and bore with
such fortitude as I eould the com-
mon insinuation that I was purchas-
ed by Van Horne and overcome by
Police hospitality. The Globe had
many articles in favour of law reform.
In this agitation one of my con-
fidential advisers was Chief Justice
Armour. Before I met him letters
were exchanged in a correspondence
which he began. One day a huge
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man, in a rough gray suit, with a wide
soft hat eame into the office and with-
out a word of greeting dropped heav-
ily into a chair, brought a big stick
down on the floor with unnecessary
emphasis, turned keen, searching eyes
upon me and rumbled, “Do you know
who T am?’ I guessed that he was
Chief Justice Armour. “I am,” he de-
clared, “and I just wanted to look at
the d fool who thinks he can get
law reform from Mowat”.

Mr. John Ewan came down from the
head of the lakes with an absurd story
about Mr. James Conmee. It was said
that Conmee had a long and irrecon-
cilable feud with a man at Port
Arthur and that when he became a
magistrate he had the man confined in
an outhouse while he went through
the Provincial Statutes to find if he
had power to have him hanged. The
story, of course, was a sheer fabrica-
tion, but Mr. Ewan told it in The
Globe and Mr. Conmee came down
from Port Arthur to protest. His pro-
test never got beyond the first few
sentences. As Harry Lauder says,
“T eouldna keep frae laughin’”, and
Mr. Conmee soon joined in the laugh-
ter and we turned from law to poli-
ties.

I was connected with The Globe
for nearly twenty years, and for
twelve years I was its editor. During
all that time I was in close associa-
tion with Mr. C. W. Taylor, business
manager, whose death fourteen years
ago was like the loss of something out
of myself. Both of us were touchy and
impetuous and there were days when
the bells jangled out of tune, but we
were loyal to each other and quick to
unite for offence or defence as eir-
cumstances required. It was hard to
leave The Globe, and probably I shall
not disclose all the motives by which
I was actuated nor all the considera-
tions which affected my judgment.
At least I did not resign because I
sought any recognition that was with-
held or through any personal differ-
ences with the leaders of the Liberal

party.

The next chapter of these Reminiscences is entitled ‘‘ The West Durham Letter’?,



Walter S. Allward
From a Drawing by F. S. Challener

WALTER 8.

ARLLWARD,

SCULPTOR

BY KATHERINE HALE

RAXITELES, or the
W), strange rumour of Praxi-
| teles, his fabled pathos
j and dreamy charm, has
remained a standard in
seculpture through the
ages. He and his followers found their
inspiration in the depiction of the
gods. Hermes, with the young child
Dionysus, is not a work of ‘‘religions’’
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art. It is a symbol, representing the
harmonious development of human
faculties and life in accordance with
nature.

Michelangelo, centuries later, res.
cued art from the churchmen by
making religious symbols universal,
His Pieta in St. Paul’s, at Rome, re
mains the greatest madonna that the
world has ever known, and his heroie
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The Old Soldier,
Walter S. Allward, Sculptor

figures are regarded as the epitome of
his day.

Now, the wheeling years have
brought us again to the time when we
can best depict our age by the Greek
device of symbolizing all human facul-
ties and life in accordance with na-
ture. Only we have raised nature to
the n degree, we have looked into her
eyes, learned of her and lived with her
until our knowledge has bgcome a
seience, and art is the interpreter of
man’s marriage with nature rather
than of his alliance with religion.

Because sculpture is the slowest,
most exacting and laborious of all the
art, because it requires all the contra-
dictory qualities — and also informa-
tion in at least half a dozen other
branches of knowledge, apart from the

784

modelling out of the immediate inspir-
ation, there are very few sculptors of
the second class in the world, and
almost none of the first.

‘When you get the rare combination
of genius, industry and practical abil-
ity, you have a great artist in any line
of work.

Walter Allward is a Canadian. He
was born in Toronto, as a matter of
fact, and seemed always to have ac-
cepted the belief that he was destined
to be a sculptor, with a full realization
of the life of undeviating labour which
lay before him. That the world is dot-
ted with scultpure of the third class he
knew quite well, and boldly essayed
the second class from the very first.
And as he worked, diligently, his
knowledge deepened, his technique de-
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Monument to South African Veterans, University Avenue, Toronto
Walter S. Allward, Sculptor

veloped, his spirit grew, perhaps a
door opened, and he entered the mys-
terious, sparsely-inhabited first class.
[ do not know. Time alone can solve
the riddle of the permanent genius.
But that genius does shine out of the
work of this artist, grave, clear, and
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glowing, of that there can be no pos-
sible doubt.

Let us leave aside those first youth-
ful, necessary busts with which every
young sculptor begins his career. Mr.
Allward, I believe, started with Ten-
nyson and went on* ‘‘biographing’’



The Bell Memorial at Brantford, Ontario
Designed by Walter S. Allward

worthy gentlemen in frock-coats until
he got his first commission for a sym-
bolic statue, which happened to be a
commemoration of the Northwest Re-
bellion. He then said farewell to busts.

There is the statue of Governor Sim-
coe in the Queen’s Park, Toronto, and
the splendid character study of John
Sandfield Macdonald, there is the me-
morial to Nicholas Flood Davin in
Beechwood Cemetery, Ottawa, and the
Baldwin-Lafontaine group upon Par-
liament Hill, to mention only a few,
and all these are telling pieces of work.
But I should say that the career of the
sculptor, so far—and it must be re-
membered that Mr. Allward, just en-
tering the forties, is only at the begin-
ning of his mature period of work—
may be followed in the illu_stratlon of
three such representative pieces as the
0ld Soldier, a half-length figure done
for the Army and Navy Veteran’s
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Association, and set up in Portland
Square, Toronto, the South African
Memorial, also in Toronto, completed
in 1910, and the Bell Memorial, un-
veiled in Brantford, Ontario, in Oecto-
ber last.

To see the Old Soldier one must
make an excursion into a slum of To-
ronto, a shabby little park or base-bali
ground called Portland Square,
which was set apart in 1794 by Gover-
nor Simcoe as the first military buria!
ground in Toronto. More than a hun-
dred years ago it lay a mile distant
from the centre of the village of York.
Later, it became a border of the, then,
fashionable Wellington Street, and is
now relegated to ‘‘somewhere down
near the water front’’, by the Toronto
citizen of whom a would-be pilgrin.
asks information.

Fringed then by Wellington anl
Portland Streets, its northern bound.
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ary running up against the rectory of
St. John’s Church, its western end
decorated with a few pathetic old
grave-stones that tell the tale of sol-
diers whose battles were fought long
ago, here indeed is a little neglected
shrine of art. For the half figure of a
soldier, with his empty coat sleeve and
his eager, wonderful old face is abso-
lutely haunting. We have all made
pilgrimages in foreign cities to see
some famous monument less perfect in
its art, less human in its appeal than
this which stands undiscovered in a
supposedly art-loving city.

In this bit of comparatively early
work, Mr. Allward gets right away
from so-called ‘‘portrait study’’, or a
Vietorian symbolism which would de-
piet by the conventional figure of a
veteran in uniform the idea of patriot-
ism, to something vital and real.

Henceforth his ideas have become
symbolie, in a simple and direct form
which has discarded all the under-
growths of the middle-past and
brought back the clear Greek ideal of
man allied to nature, and so to the god
in human nature.

The great South African Memorial,
which stands on University Avenue,
in Toronto, is very direet in its mes-
sage. Here is the young mother, Can-
ada, sending out her sons to battle for
the Empire. And there is that in her
attitude, in the heroic soul of her im-
prisoned in the inflexible bronze, that
makes one glad of one’s country. Who
ean express, or even try to express in
words, the sword-like message of a
great and sincere art? The greatest
art contains not only beauty but revel-
ation. That is why, looking into the
eyes of the woman, Canada, who had
sent out but few sons when this monu-
ment was raised to celebrate a welcome

, the feeling comes instinctively
that she is ready, if need be, to send
out more. And when the doors of the
Armouries opened on that blazing
midsummer noon of August, 1914, and
the first boys of the First Contingent
stepped out and down the Avenue on
their way to camp, the most vital fig-

ure on the crowded awe-struck thor-
oughfare was Allward’s young Can-
ada, looking out into the far distance,
hearing the first footsteps go by to the
awful war, knowing that there would
be unceasing footsteps to follow theirs
—Ilooking out, and out. High above,
crowning the granite shaft, with wings
outstretched and arms uplifted, hold-
ing aloft the erown which stands for
Canada’s unity with and love of the
Empire, is the angel of vietory over-
topping the mother and her sons. This
statue is really standing with us and
speaking for us now. It is a part and
parcel of Canada and the War,

The Bell Memorial ecelebrates the
discovery of what the inventor's
father quaintly describes in his diary
as ‘‘electric speech’. To depict such
a discovery in monumental form, real-
ism in the strict sense, would have
been, of course, impossible and sym-
bolism might easily have been over-
done. The foremost sculptors of the
continent submitted models to the
Committee who unanimously chose the
design of Mr. Allward.

It is, as the illustration sets forth, a
comparatively simple treatment of the
theme, one whose success is achieved
by the inspiration, the dignity and the
perfection of its working out. The
Memorial is crescent in general design,
with shallow steps leading up to the
great bronze panel, and the figures on
their granite pylons flanking it on
either side. These two bronze figures
of Juno-like women, represent human-
ity stooping and listening. The panel,
twenty-six by eight feet, between the
Listeners, represents Man, guided by
the floating figure of Inspiration, send-
ing out his thoughts of Knowledge,
Joy and Sorrow over the waves of air.
Beneath the panel is the inseription in
English, ‘““To Commemorate the In-
vention of the Telephone by Alexander
Graham Bell, in the City of Brant.
ford, 1874”’, and on the dises, at either
side, are the Latin inseriptions *‘Mun -
dus telephoniei usu recreatis est’’, and
s loc opus machinae patri dedicatum
est’’.
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On the farthest side of the panel is
a fountain with a pool for marine life,
and it may be said in passing that the
panel itself is the largest bronze of its
kind ever made in America and prob-
ably ever made in the world.

[t is the ‘‘story of the Telephone’’,
as the newspapers say, but it is told
as only genius could tell it—simply,
greatly, in the universal language of
an imperishable art. No one who
pauses to decipher it can fail fo recog-
nize the work of a master, for the
message is instantaneous. There is the
splendid anatomy, the grace, the
sweep, the noble gravity, the surging
life, all bearing the convincing birth-
marks of the heredity of genius.

What a splendid thing that in the
future, when this continent is learning
to know the meaning of art, students
may come to this group, the Bell Me-

morial, and receive from it the lesson
of a master,
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Truly the city which sets in its midst
such a piece of art has sung a death
less song. Think of its constructive
quality ; the influence of those silent
figures on generation after generation
of the people passing by, on the events
of every-day life.

It would seem that man is perfeect-
ing his intended marriage with nature.
Science, the child of that marriage, is
the theme and will be more and more
the theme of the poet, the dramatist,
the sculptor, the creator in any line of
art. Science, the white magician, will
unlock the doors of mysteries, the
which, if prophesied, would accuse the
prophet of sorcery, or second sight.
The coming age will be given over to a
passion of reconstruction. It is to the
voices of those who can interpret this
passion that the future will listen, and
among the few who are the prophets
of such art on this continent is the
Canadian—Walter Allward.




HONOURABLE SENATOR
CURRY

A STUDY IN DECISION

BY GEORGE BARTON CUTTEN

O many factors enter in-
to the prerequisites for
suecess that it is diffi-
cult to choose the in-
gredients which should
2o into the preseription.
Ouneces and drachms of unattainable
materials are frequently prescribed.
Usnally at the head of the list are a
eertain quality of parents and grand-
parents, and an otherwise selected an-
cestry ; too late—we cannot provide
those. Then eome in order a certain
form of education, a certain br{md of
health, a certain set of companions, a
certain national environment, and a
galaxy of difficulties to be overcome.
These matters, however, are psual}y
settled before the prescription is writ-
ten, and the only one which we can
always guarantee to provide is the last
named. If there are some things we
cannot have, there is one thing we
should insist upon, and that is that
decisive hours of life should be defin-
itely and plainly labelled. If :che labels
were bright, clear, and ux}m}stakable,
and one realized that “this is the de-
eisive hour”, not many could fail to
rise to the occasion. \ :

When the book “The Fifteen Deci-
sive Hours of John Smith’s Life”’,
is written, the crucial hours may seem
plain when the author points them
out, but how did they look to John
Smith when they oceurred? Could
he distinguish them from thousands
of other hours? We may well say
that each hour of our hyes bfefore
we attain the age of thirty is a
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eritical hour—an hour which will
determine destiny. It is on this
account that small men fail and truly
large men succeed, for the latter do
not neglect any hour, and consequent-
ly capture and win the decisive one.
There is probably a decisive hour,
but it may be difficult to determine:
it is undoubtedly some time when a
battle is being fought unknown to
others, and a victory is being won of
which the world is unaware,

In a general way there are certain
hours in everyone’s life which are

truly decisive, and this we may take

for granted. The hour of birth is
decisive, in that individual life is
supposed to start; on this we eould
agree. The hour of death is decisive,
in that life is supposed to end; this
is a debatable point. The marriage
hour is decisive, and this is undoubt-
edly true in most cases. A man’s
success or failure can often be traced
to this hour. Holmes in his “Auto-
crat” (or is it in the “Professor”?)
speaks of the great ship moving up
the harbour with sails flapping, and
you wonder concerning the propel-
ling power. When the vessel passes,
you see on the other side, hidden
heretofore, a little tug which is push-
ing the ship along. Many a wife,
unseen, furnishes the power which
drives a man along to success. Yes,
his marriage hour is a decisive one
surely. The hour when a man defl-
nitely links up his life to religious
ideals, when he enters and leaves
school, when his children are born—
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Honourable Senator Nathanial Curry

these and others are decisive hours
common to all men, but although com-
mon, not less important. They are
not, however, of a character which
causes special attention and which
leads us to emphasize them.

Recently when speaking of experi-
ences in the life of one of our most
prominent Canadian business men, I
said, “That was the decisive hour
of his life—the line between failure
and success was closely drawn that
dav—but he won’’. Perhaps the
statement was not correet, but there
are good grounds for this opinion.'

I remember one summer evening,
just before sunset, looking out of
the window of my home in Amherst,
Nova Seotia, and down through the
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great willow trees where a blaze was
reddening the evening sky. It was
Rhodes & Curry’s factory burning
for the third time. The next dav
came the test. The firm—never
strong financially—was insolvent.
The two who had established the busi-
ness had staked all in this enterprise.

These young men had learned theip
trade as carpenters in Nova Scotia.
had worked together on the church in
Port Williams, Mr. Curry’s home,
and had travelled together to Boston
with thoughts and plans of great
things to be accomplished, for was
not Boston then the Land of Promise
to Nova Scotians? They had been
in partnership in Boston for a short
time and had accepted some small
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eontracts for building, and after a
few years further experience had
returned to Nova Scotia and with
noteworthy enterprise had established
this factory in Amherst in May, 1877.
In the following October fire destroy-
ed the plant, but not to be discour-
aged they again built and in four
months the wheels were whirling in
a new building, and the hearts of the
young men were filled with brilliant
prospeets. Again a heap of black-
ened embers and twisted machinery
took the place of the busy factory,
and again they built. This third
building called forth all their courage
and all their resources; but these
young men had faith in their country,
in their business, and in themselves.
In a few minutes on this summer
evening of 1881 all was swept away.
No one could have blamed them if
they had stopped mow after these
three attempts, and they could have
been remembered as young men of
great enterprise, but to whom the
fates were unpropitious. It is true
they had not a dollar with which to
build again, but had they no security
to offer for a loan? No security, did
I say? The best of security—the
security of two men who were not
afraid to try again, who could not
be discouraged—the security of in-
dustry and of business integrity. The
people of Amherst rushed to their
assistance and again the business was
started, this time to continued suc-
eSS,
This was the decisive hour because,
looking in both directions, the critical
time had arrived. The struggle had
been a long one and test after test
had been successfully met, no further
roof was necessary. This was shown
the inereased confidence inspired
in their fellow ecitizens who believed
in them, and were willing to become
responsible for a large amount of
money with no security but _thgu' faith
in the two men who comprised the
Tt was also decisive in looking
toward the future; no doubt the faith
which others had in the firm was a
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great asset—with the knowledge of
this faith to inspire, failure could not
be entertained. It further proved
to be decisive in that the firm started
then on the solid road to success,
and never afterwards was there a
hesitation. The courage displayed in
this most discouraging hour not only
showed that these men would suceceed,
but that they had succeeded. For Mr.
Curry this was the crest of the ridge.

Men do not drop down upon the
crest of the ridge, they climb up to it,
and it would not be difficult to trace
the decisive hours in the upward
strugle of Nathaniel Curry. As a boy
in the country attending school and
working about the small farm he had
gathered physical and moral musele
for coming battles. Even then he
was not satisfied to be second best—
his berry dish must be filled first,
his row of potatoes must be com-
pleted before the others. When ap-
prenticed to learn the carpenter trade
hours did not count, the quickest and
most thorough methods were sought
and most diligently applied. At the
age of twenty, three experiences of
great importance came into his life.
It was then he united with the Bap-
tist Church at his home in Port
Williams, he finished his apprentice-
ship with Isaac Masters, and he left
home to make his own way and chose
the city of Boston for his field of
operations. Character was being
formed, and elements of manhood
were being woven together which
should prove strong enough to stand
the strain when tests should ecome.

One incident will show the courage
and self-reliance which had been
developed. About the time the new
firm began operation in Nova Scotia,
the Acadia College building was
burned and had to be replaced. In
addition to this large structure a
Ladies Seminary was also to be built.
The new company bid for and obtain-
ed the contract in the face of strong
competition. These are buildings in
use to-day, testifying to the efficiency
and ability of the young firm. So
well and thoroughly was the work
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accomplished that other contracts
were soon obtained, and the firm was
speedily accounted among the most
reliable builders in the Maritime
Provinces.

The look forward from the time of
the last fire also shows that the decis-
ive hour had been reached. With
energy engendered by new resolution
and new efforts, they started on a
career of unparalleled success.
Rhodes, Curry & Company became
the chief contractors and builders in
the Maritime Provinces, doing work
of all kinds and in all places, and
establishing a reputation for ability,
efficiency and trustworthiness. But
greater things were in store. The
Harris Car Works of St. John con-
templated a change, and immediately
negotiations were in progress to move
them to Amherst to become a part of
Rhodes, Curry & Company. There
was something in addition to mere
business enterprise to account for this
move. Following his first year in
Boston, Mr. Curry had spent four
years in the west where he had
entered the car shops at Carson City,
Nevada. At the end of two years—
a young man of twenty-four—he
had had charge of the shops and
krlew the business from wheel.to roof.
The vision of cars never left his mind,
and now that an opportunity for
again entering the business was pre-
sented, it was not to be lost. - The
Harris Car Works moved to Amherst
in 1893 to become a part of the reor-
ganized Rhodes, Curry Company.
Many questioned this step as a busi-
ness venture, but Mr. Curry’s was the
deciding voice. The move was a large
factor in his success, showing beyond
doubt the keenness of his business
vision. This was at the beginning of
the great railroad development. in
Canada and the new ecompany shared
in the general prosperity. The sue-
cess of the Car Works and the general
feeling of the value of co-operation
and union of industries easily sug-
gested to the comprehensive mind
of Mr. Curry the idea of the amalga-
mation of the car works of Canada.

His was the guiding mind in this
great enterprise, and his genius was
responsible for its completion in 1909,
The recital of the events connected
with this operation will be a task for
some future historian, but we already
know of the important part whieh
Mr. Curry took in its econsummation.

In recognition of his character and
ability and conspicuous service, three

_honours came to him. He was made

President of the Canada Car & Foun-
dry Company upon its foundation,
and in 1911 was elected President of
the Canadian Manufacturers’ Asso.
ciation. In 1912 he received the
degree of Doctor of Laws from
Acadia University. Interested, but
not always active, in polities, he took
a prominent part in the election of
1911, working against reciproeity,
and in 1912 he was offered and he
accepted a seat in the Senate of
Canada. Business, academic, and
political honours combined to show
appreciation of the man, and subse-
quent years have shown that they
were well merited.

The war brought opportunities and
responsibilities to many people in
Canada, but to none more than to
Senator Curry. The first of these
touched his family. In 1881 he had
married Miss Mary E. Hall of Round
Hill, Annapolis County, and in hep
he has found a most helpful com-
panion, contributing—he alone can
tell how much—to his success. Of
the five sons born to the home, Ivan,
the fourth one, was cut off early in
life while studying in New York. The
second son, Erie, became associated
with his father in the lumber business
in Nova Scotia, and his fifth son,
Rennie, became associated with him
in business in Montreal. The first
and third sons, Captain Vietor and
Captain Leon Curry, both enlisted at
the beginning of the war and went
overseas with Montreal Battalions,
Captain Vietor Curry was invalidedq
home after seeing service at the Front
and is now associated in business with
his father. Captain Leon Curry was
killed within an hour after entering

i
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the trenches for the first time. Sen-
ator Curry’s contribution through his
sons was not his whole gift, for he
immediately dedicated his business
ability to war work. Early in the
war he accepted a large contract from
the Russian Government for shells,
and started to organize industries in
the United States and Canada to
produce these shells, in what was at
that time unprecedented quantities,
the contract price being eighty-
three million dollars. The task was
a stupendous one, but was accom-
plished in such a way that the con-
tract was completed and—what was
a greater feat—the Russian Govern-
ment was made to settle. It was a
gigantic undertaking, but one well
worth doing. In addition to the
Russian business, contracts were also
accepted for large quantities of shells
for the British Government.

The supreme test of success is in
character, and we recognize to-day
that character is shown not only by
ability to procure, but even more by
a disposition to serve. The largeness
of the man is revealed in the fact
that after his success ir_l busincss_ he
began to invest in certain enterprxses
which gave dividends in human life
and character. He has given $88,000
to Acadia University, $25,000 to Me-

(3ill University, and other sums for

innumerable purposes. In faet, his
hand is continually extended_t() aid
good objects. There are special rea-
sons why he is interested in and
generous to Acadia University. Ip
the first place, the tower of the Main

Building of Acadia was visible from
his home in Port Williams, and as a
boy it was ever before him, and the
Acadia traditions were well known
to him. As already mentioned the
first large contract of the new firm
of Rhodes & Curry, the success of
which meant so muech in establishing
its reputation at that time, was given
by the Governors of Acadia Univer-
sity, and with one exception all of
the Acadia buildings have been con-
structed by this firm. In the third
place his two sons, Leon and Rennie
have attended Aecadia, the former
being a graduate in the class of 1905,
Mr. Curry has been interested in
technical education and his gifts to
Acadia have been for the advance-
ment of that branch of education, I
have heard him make two remarks
which show that the true spirit of
philanthropy has entered his soul. “I
never gave a cent that I wanted back
again,’” he told Lord Atholstan while
talking on the subject, and again he
said, “There is no money I spend
that I get so much pleasure out of
as what I give”.

If sucecess is a matter of character,
then the decisive hour of life cannot
be considered in relation to any event,
however - vital it may seem to be,
unless that event reveals the fact that
character has reached its majority.
With Mr. Curry that point was
reached at the time of the third fire,
and since then there has been the
steady application of those prineiples
which characterized the suceess of
that test.
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THE DIRECTOR OF
REPATRIATION

BY NEWTON

) LLE  general public has
;;;;;(;;;3\\, been saying all along
) 20 )‘,‘

0 '/1

A

that when the war ends
our real national work
will begin. That work,
whatever it may be, or
whatever we who form the general
publiec do not know about it, has been
under consideration for some time,
but it began with driving force and
enthusiasm on December 1st, when
Herbert J. Daly was appointed Direc-
tor of the Repatriation and Employ-
ment Committee of the Cabinet at
Ottawa.

Who is Herbert J. Daly? Who is
this man who has been selected in the
very teeth of hundreds of office-seek-
ers at the Capital and placed in a posi-
tion of the greatest importance, not
only to the Government, not only to
the country at large, but as well to
every soldier who has returned from
overseas, to every soldier who is about
to return, who eventually will return,
and to every wife, mother, daughter,
son, and dependent of every soldier
who has gone overseas to uphold the
dignity of Canada and to establish
(lanada’s claim to a respectable place
among respectable nations. It is a
question that anyone might well ask,
for the appointment of Director of
Repatriation affects as vitally the in-
terests of the whole people as any
other appointment the Government
has made since the war began. But
the appointment, important as it 1is,
and little known as Mr. Daly gener-
ally has been, is in keeping with what
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we have learned to expeet nowadays.
For have we not seen at the head of
all the Canadian forces at the Front
a man who was scarcely known four
years ago, much less as a director of
fighting men? Have we not seen men,
and young men at that, who had been
just ordinary citizens before the war,
startle the world with the magnifi-
cence of their exploits, the wealth of
their heroism, the very genius of their
military qualifications? And now we
must be prepared to see men loom up
suddenly from nowhere, so it might
seem, and by the sheer force of ability
take charge of work about which
everybody has been speculating and
asking questions.

One of these men is Herbert .J.
Daly. But who is he?

A little less than twenty-five years
ago a high-school teacher in the town
of Orillia took so keen an interest in
the talents of one of his pupils that he
volunteered to give him lessons at
night in mathematics because he had
perceived that the boy had a very
alert mind and was worthy of help
and encouragement.

That boy was Herbert J. Daly.

A few years later a wholesale
grocery firm of Montreal determined
to experiment with a fledgling on the
road. They sent a young man scarce-
ly out of his teens down through the
Eastern Townships to sell some
specialties in the grocery line. But
the young man, in every instance, con-
fronted one insurmountable difficulty
—he could not get anyone to listen to
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Herbert J. Daly,
The Director of Repatriation and Employment

him. He had a small body and a big
head, features that did not seem to
impress the grocers of the Eastern
Townships. He knew that even if he
took thought unto himself he could
not inerease his stature by one cubit,
but he knew also that if he could not
attract custom by his mere presence,
he ecould play on the common weak-
nesses of mankind. And accordingly
he returned to Montreal, defeated, but
not in despair. He equipped himself
with a new set of ammunition, to wit,
a small hand coffee mill and a square
of beautiful plush cloth to lay it on.
Then he fared forth. The first grocery
he entered he did not ask for the buyer
or the proprietor. He did not ask for
anvbody. He merely spread the plush
out on a counter, placed the mill upon
it, took a handful of coffee from his
satchel and began to grind. Curiosity
soon brought a small group of speec-
tators, and before the c;oﬁ?ee was all
ground the proprietor himself was an
interested onlooker. The salesman
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then asked them to enjoy the rich
aroma of the coffee. He convinced
them that it was real coffee, better
coffee and cheaper coffee. He booked
many orders from that time on, and
the trip resulted in the most business
that the firm had ever done in that
district. It was that young man’s real
start as a grocery salesman.

And.that young man was Herbert
J. Daly.

The firm had a eustomer in Toronto
who got into financial difficulties.
Young Daly was sent to straighten
things out and set the business on its
feet again. He did so, and there began
his career as a consulting business
man, or, in other words, as a business
man who is called in or sent in by out-
side interests to ascertain what has
been the cause of failure. He did not
2o back to Montreal to remain there.
Toronto held him and has held him
ever since. He entered the general
offices of a wholesale grocery firm in
that city, and began to attend a night
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school, where he learned typewriting
and stenography. But he soon. deter-
mined that the cash register business,
which was just then beginning in Can-
ada, offered the opening' he desired.
He applied for a position and was told
that there was no vacancy, that the
heads of departments were being
brought over from the United States.
But young Daly persisted. He re-
newed his application once a week, un-
til at length he went one Saturday
about noon and was told by the mana-
ger that everything was upset and in
a muddle, and that he really had not
time to talk. Then it was that the
yvoung man saw his chance. He sug-
gested that he remain that afternoon
and help to straighten things out.
Such a suggestion from most men
would not have been entertained at
all, but this young man had a way
with him, a way that has helped him
in big things and little things, always,
and in this particular instance it
gained for him a footing in the cash
register business. He soon became
Office Manager—in 1904, to be pre-
cise, at the age of twenty-two. Four
years later he became Factory Super-
intendent. Five years still later he
was appointed Sales Manager, and at
the age of thirty-two he received the
important appointment of Managing
Director. That position he held until
Just a year ago, when he resigned to
devote his time to private interests
and such public offices as he had been
able to accept. On the recommenda-
tion of the Canadian Manufacturers’
Association, he was appointed to serve
on the Labour Sub-Committee of the
Reconstruction Committee of the Cab-
inet. He was appointed by the Minis-
ter of Labour to act as chairman of
the Labour Appeal Board to settle the
strike of street railway employees in
Ottawa. ;W
by a unanimous decision.

The Repatriation and Employment

\A
"

The result was a settlement.
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Committee consists of Honourable T.
A. Calder, Department of Immigra-
tion and Colonization ; Honourable N.
W. Rowell, Department of Publie¢ In-
formation ; Honourable T. A. Crerar,
Department of Agriculture; Honour-
able G. D. Robertson, Department of
Labour ; Honourable Arthur Meighen,
Department of the Interior; and Hon-
ourable Sir James Lougheed, Depart-
ment of Soldiers’ Civil Re-establish-
ment. These Ministers of the Crown
meet in Mr. Daly’s office three times a
week, and the work agreed on is ear-
ried out by the Director. It involves
conferences and much correspondence
with fraternal, charitable and benevol-
ent associations of all kinds, boards of
trade, municipalities, large employers
of labour, and indeed with all organ-
izations that will have to consider the
returned soldier. One important work
of the Director is to prevent duplica-
tion'and to advise other bodies how to
proceed in whatever branch of the
work they might wish to undertake.
Mr. Daly is only thirty-seven years
of age, having been born in Peterboro’®
in 1882. His success is due in large
measure to his genial personality, self-
confidence, unswerving determination,
clear-sightedness, the ability to delve
down to the root of things, admirable
diplomacy, and consideration for
others. He is charitable in many un-
expected ways, and it is a noteworthy
fact that in all his enterprises, which
have been too numerous to detail here,
he has mever attained success at the
cost of someone else. Rather has he
carried his co-workers along with him.
He never has taken an active part in
politics, but has confined his energies
to his business affiliations. These in-

clude a directorship in the Home
Bank, in the Murray-Kay Company,
of Toronto, the presidency of the H.
J. Daly departmental store, of Ot-
tawa, and an interest in several in-
dustrial concerns.

T
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CAPTAIN J. E. TAIT, V.C, M.C.

a7l N the late autumn of 1914,
/},("U?v, ',%g)& a Government surveying

,}J‘"}\‘ '{2\?”"\‘ party was at work in the
WS BABEY Hudson Bay country, up
”;{;‘,&j{fﬁ the Kettle River. For
months its members had
been cut off from all communication
with the outside world, when suddenly
there came tidings of war—between
““Kultur’’ and civilization. At least
one of the party immediately grasped
the meaning of the terrible fact, and,
dropping his work in thc. great soli-
tudes, James Edward Tait returned
to Winnipeg to make arrangements,
with the least possible delay, for doing
what one man might to save the world
from the theatening horror.

By race and birth a Scotsman, the
vom‘ig surveyor was the second son
of the late James B. Tait, of Maxwell-
ton. Three of his brqthers hz.we also
had experience of active service, two
in France, the other in Mesopotamla.

James was a pupil successively at
Laurieknowe School and Dumfries
Academy. His father was a builder,
and the young man served his appren-
ticeship in Dumfries for the profession
of an architect, but coming to Canada
in 1912, took up instead the more phy-
gieally exacting task of the surveyor.

Young, strong, athlgtlc,.us,ed to ex-
posure and to ““roughing it’’, capable

o

of intense earnestness and enthusiasm,
Tait was a recruit of the most desired
stamp. He had served for five years
in the Imperial Yeomanry, and ob-
tained a commission in the 100th Bat-
talion Winnipeg Grenadiers. Not con-
tent with joining himself, he exerted
himself to induce others to do like-
wise, and spoke, at many a publie
meeting, with foreeful simplieity in
the interests of recruiting.

A many-sided man, he had some-
thing in common with various types
of humanity. In his native Scotland,
he had won many championships as
a boxer, an art which he had spent
much time in teaching to the members
of a boys’ club in Dumfries. On the
other hand, those who best knew him
speak of his love of poetry and of
music; and he had a decided literary
bent. He contributed articles to vari-
cus Canadian magazines, which were
the fruit of his experiences in ‘‘The
Frozen North,”” and on the battle
front at Vimy Ridge. Children and
dogs showed ready confidence in him.
Boys admired and made friends with
him, and, in the army, he was popular
alike with officers and men.

But, when it came to speaking of
him in connection with the war, the
outstanding fact that impressed all
who knew him was his stern enthu-
siasm, and his desire to be ever at and



Captain J. E. Tait, V.C., M.C.

in the fighting. Soon after reaching
England, he was transferred to the
78th Canadian Battalion, and left for
the Front in February, 1916.

Neither the large dangers nor the
continuous discomforts of the eam-
paign dampened his ardour. He was
wounded four times in thirteen
months—in the face, the knee and the
head—but, on recovery, he ‘‘practi-
cally rushed straight from hospital, so
as to get back to the battalion without
loitering around the reserve batta-
lion”’, and he brushed aside sugges-
tions of less dangerous tasks, as if he
counted all days lost when he was not
actually in the fighting for which he
had gone overseas.

He won the Military Cross for gal-
lant work at Vimy Ridge and was
promoted on the field at Passchen-
daele to the rank of captain. In one
of his letters, Tait gives an interesting
glimpse of the night before the Cana-
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dians went ‘‘over the top’ 'to wreneh
from the Huns a part of the famous
Passchendaele Ridge. The men of the
78th ‘‘ were digging assembly trenches
to jump off from next morning. It
was a beautiful, moonlight night, and
cold, and from a blasted tree in the
German lines a sniper potted away all
night, and got quite a few of our
boys.”” Yet, despite the cold and that
persistent sniper, ‘‘there was no place
in God’s fair world’’ in which Tait
would have preferred to be than right
there on Passchendaele Ridge, where
within the next ‘‘crowded week’’, the
Canadians were again to cover them-
selves with glory.

Less than a year after Passchen-
daele, Captain Tait was gazetteq
“V.C.”” for ‘‘conspicuous bravery and
initiative’’ in his last fight. His com-
manding officer, Lieutenant-Colone]
Kirkealdy, had given him a company
to command in the engagement at

D,
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Hallu, on August 10th, 1918. ‘‘He
was a splendid officer, and inspired
confidence wherever he was,’” said the
colonel. ‘‘He came out of the first
day’s engagement unhurt and made a
splendid reputation for his company.”’

‘When an advance was checked by
violent machine gun fire from the
enemy, he ‘‘rallied his company and
led it forward with consummate skill
and dash under a hail of bullets’’.
But a concealed enemy machine gun
continued to cause many casualties.
To stop this, Captain Tait, with a rifle
and bayonet, dashed forward alone
and killed the German gunner. In-
spired by his daring, his men rushed
the position, captured twelve machine
guns and twenty prisoners, and
cleared the way for the advance of the
whole battalion.

After the objective was gained, how-
ever, the 78th had a hard time, for a
small salient had been formed, and
on the 11th the Germans counter-
attacked under an intense artillery
bombardment, during which Captain
Tait was killed by a direct hit from a
shell. . :

As one of his fellow-soldiers put it,
he had given ‘‘his life for his country
and the wining of the war. He was a
man greatly admired for his fearless
ecourage and he was in the war heart
and soul to win the war. . .. The
manner in which he died was certainly
worthy of the brave man that he was.
He had reached farthest on with his
company and was saying to one of his
gunners, ‘That’s the stuff to give ’em,
boys,” when the shell fell near and
got him.”’

o
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THE PREMIER OF NEWFOUND-
LAND.

Y the retirement of Sir Edward

Morris as Premier of Newfound-
land, just a year ago, the Premigrship
passed to the Minister of Justice in
his Government, Honourable W. F.
Lloyd, K.C, D.CL. Dr. Lloyd had
been, until July, 1917, Leader of the
Opposition, but then a coalition was
made, both parties coming together to

799

ensure more effective participation by
the Colony in the war. The Morris
Ministry had consisted of nine mem-
bers, but two taking permanent posi-
tions and a third dropping out, the
number was reduced to six, and then
six other places were given the Oppo-
sition, making a Cabinet of twelve,
with Mr. Morris as Premier and Mr.
Lloyd as Minister of Justice and
“Deputy’’.

When Sir Edward Morris went to
London in October, Mr. Lloyd became
acting Premier, and when the retire-
ment of the head of the Ministry fol-
lowed, Mr. Lloyd naturally succeeded
him.

Mr. Lloyd is an Englishman, a
native of Manchester, and fifty-four
years of age. The son of a mechanie,
without the proverbial golden spoon,
he had to educate himself, and a large
proportion of his knowledge was ac-
quired through the medium of a night
school, as at thirteen years of age he
was a paid monitor in the school where
he taught, and had to give his leisure
hours in self-tuition. He was fortun-
ate in studying under some masters in
Manchester who subsequently became
famous, and, his abilities as a teacher
being considerable, he was selected
twenty-seven years ago to come to
Newfoundland to assume the vice-
premiership of the Anglican College
in St. John’s, which position he filled
for some years. Incidentally he under-
took the study of law by night and
won the degree of Bachelor of Laws
of London University, and in 1901
satisfied requirements of Vietoria
University, Toronto, for the degree of
Doctor of Civil Law. Then he resigned
his college position, and articled him-
self to the then Attorney-General and
present Chief Justice of Newfound-
land, Sir William Horwood, for the
legal course necessary to his admission
to the local bar, and after Mr. Hor-
wood went to the Bench, he completed
his course with the late Sir William
Whiteway, formerly Premier and
Attorney-General. In due course of
time, he was called to the Bar, and,
in addition to prosecuting his private
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practice, he assumed the editorship of
The Evening Telegram, of St. John’s.
In 1904 he was elected to the Legis-
lature for the distriet of Trinity Bay
as a follower of Sir Robert Bond, but
in the elections of 1908 and 1909 he
was unsuceessful in other districts. In
1913 he associated himself with the
Fishermen’s Protective Union move-
ment, then taking shape in Newfound-
land, and somewhat similar to labour
organizations in other countries, and
in that year was again elected for
Trinity as a Bond supporter, partly
by the votes of the ‘‘F.P.U.”’ or Coak-
erite followers—as the Bondites and
(loakerites had combined in the effort
to overthrow Sir Edward Morris, who
was then leading the Government, an
effort in which they were unsuccess-
ful. : :
After the election which saw Sir
Edward Morris with twenty-one sup-
porters and Sir Robert Bond with fif-
teen, equally divided between his own
and the Coakerite wings of the Oppo-
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sition, Sir Robert Bond retired from
the Legislature, and was succeeded by
Mr. J. M. (now Justice) Kent, who
led the Parliamentary Opposition for
two years and then accepted a vacaney
on the Supreme Bench, whereupon
Mr. Lloyd was chosen to succeed him
as the parliamentary chief. In July
last, when the coalition was effected,
he took the Attorney-Generalship, and
the Deputy Premiership, and on the
resignation of Sir Edward Morris, was
invited by the Government to fill his
place.

Dr. Lloyd is an avowed exponent of
the advanced Liberal school of Eng-
lish polities, is a noted student of con-
stitutional problems, and a man of
strong will and determination. He
has a reputation for rugged honesty
and direct bluntness of speech, and
his career will be watched with keen
interest by students of local politieal
developments. He is a widower, an
Anglican, and somewhat of a student
of world polities.
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SPUN-YARN AND SPINDRIFT

By Noran M. Horvnanp. Toronto:
J. M. Dent and Sons.

NOTE of sadness and
regret, almost one con-
tinued lament, goes
through this book, whose
Xt distinction lies in the

“=% beauty of its minor
sounds. That note of sadness, how-
ever, becomes the qualifying sub-
stance, for by it we discover a singer
estranged, an exile, one whose
thoughts and images rest and are com-
posed in a land that lives ever fresh
in the memory. Ireland, whatever e}se
may be said of her, continues her in-
gistent call to the emigrant. D’Arcy
MeGee felt it years ago, Father Dol-
lard displays it in his recent poetry,
and now Miss Holland! a rqsxdent of
Toronto, gives us this gllmpse_ of
a yearning heart in her beautiful
poem, ‘‘To W. B. Yeats:

Or the brown bees hum through the livelong
day 5
In glades of Inisfree, where sunlight
gleams, ;
The bean flower scents again the dear old
way,
Onece more the turf-fire burns;
The missionary of the long dead past
returns,
Borne on that wind of dreams.

But we have more than glimpses of
this yearning, and it all makes us won-
der whether Canada is lacking in
springs bubbling with inspiration for
the poet. Nevertheless, we have hopes
that she is not, for while things Irish
affect most of this book, we find that
perhaps the most exquisite poem in it
must have ecome from a Canadian in-
gpiration. We quote ““October”’:
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Now, when the summer flowers are past
and dead,

And from the earth’s wild bosom, brown
and bare,
No trillium lifts its head;
When, in the hollows where the violets were
Purple and white and fair,
Only a few brown leaves are falling now,
The wind shakes from the bough:

Now, when the tiger-lily’s flame no more
Burns in the long, lush grasses on the hill
And by the river shore,
The smoky trail of asters, lingering still,
Thins, and the air grows chill
With the feathery snowflakes, that anon
Fall softly and are gone:

O let us leave this dull and dusty street,
The noise and heat and turmoil of the
town,
For country waysides sweet,
Lanes where the nuts are clustering, plump
and brown,
Hedges blackberries erown;

Come, ere the shivering blasts of winter
blow,

Let us make haste and go.

o
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ILLUSIONS AND REALITIES

By Fraxcis GRIERSON. Toronto: J.
M. Dent and Sons.

THE author of this book, writing in

another book, ‘‘The Invineible
Alliance,”” which was published in
1913, made a plea for Anglo-American
unity, and set down this prophecy :
‘“Authority will dominate both the
masses and the classes, and under the
new régime a duke will have no more
influence than a smart soldier of the
ranks. The question will be not ‘Who
are you?’ but ‘What do you know?’
A few iron-willed men will assume
control, and their judgment will be-
come law. .. The new dispensation
will be a forecing time, not only for
grains and fruits, but for individ-
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uals.”” Mr. Grierson has passed many
months in the United States studying
conditions there, and as a result he
observes in this his latest book that
““a good deal of misunderstanding was
apparent, and 1 became convinced that
prejudice was the basis of it in most
instances. This prejudice is not only
the most dangerous, but the most diffi-
cult thing to overcome. There is still
in many places a feeling of animosity,
often openly expressed. Opposition in
America to a fundamental under-
standing between the two peoples is
positive and active. In England it is
an unborn feeling, difficult to over-
come, and for this reason the effort
to overcome it will have to be concen-
trated on immediate and essential
benefits, financial and commercial at
first, political and social later on.’’
He adds that America in England will
have to attain to a new order or be-
come ‘‘wanderers in a racial wilder-
ness during a period of five times forty
years.”” For, as he says later on,
‘“ America rises or falls with England.
Destroy the British navy, and the
United States navy would be erushed
like an eggshell. Starve the English,
and impoverish Americans ; reduce the
prestige of England, and minimize the
liberties of the American people.”

3%
OLD DAYS ON THE FARM

By A. C. Woop. Toronto: MeClel-
land, Goodchild and Stewart.

HOUSANDS of dwellers in cities
look backward with fond mem-
ories of the old days on the farm, days
that never can be lived again, because
into all rural places the motor car, the
telephone and many ‘‘modern’’ con-
veniences have found the way. So
that there no longer are the yoke of
oxen, the family phaeton, the log
cabin, the tallow candle—for even the
kerosene lamp is becoming a thing of
the past. But Mr. Wood recalls
many quaint and homely conditions,
practices and customs of pioneer days
in Ontario, and therefore his book will
be read with real zest by many profes-
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sional and business men who have fond
memories of their boyhood days back
on the farm. Real old-timers, how-
ever, will regret that the author has
overlooked four of the most pictur-
esque features—cutting down the for-
est, the logging bee, the ‘‘raising’’,
and making maple sugar. iy

NELSON’S HISTORY OF THE
WAR

By Jonx BucHAN. Toronto: The
Musson Book Company. :

OLUME XX, of this great histori-
cal undertaking is now available,
bringing the chronicle down to the
end of the summer campaigns of 1917.
It 1is astonishing that the author
should have kept each successive vol-
ume so closely within sight of the
marching events. This is an unusu-
ally interesting installment because,
apart from the great interest attached
to the summer campaigns of 1917,
there are several appendices, which
include the Vatican note and Presi-
dent Wilson’s reply, details of the
Third Battle of Ypres, and a table of
events from July 1st, 1916, to June
30th, 1917. Perhaps the most inter-
esting chapterr treats of the Russian
downfall, which has been undoubtedly
one of the very important incidents of
the war so far.
3%
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SAVE IT FOR WINTER

By FrepeEricK FrRYE RoCcKWELL. To-
ronto: Frederick D. Goodehild.

HIS book is worth the dollar that

will buy it. To be sure, most
housewives will have done their ‘‘sav-
ing for winter’’ this year. But the
book will be good preparedness for
next. Its chapters are practical and
fresh and its directions and sugges-
tions clearly presented. The chapters
on Drying and Dehydrating and on
Storing are specially worthy. If thrift
and conservation are to be established
among us scientifically, books of this
order will be our aids in the matter,
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THE GREAT ADVENTURE

By TaEODORE RoosEvELT. New York:
(‘harles Seribner’s Sons.

““There is no limit to the greatness of
the future before America. But we can
realize it only if we are Americans, if we
ure nationalists, with all the fervour of our
hearts and all the wisdom of our brains. . .
We must work along our own national lines
in every field of achievement. We must
feel in the very marrow of our being that
our loyalty is due only to America, and
that it is not diluted by loyalty for any
other nation or all other nations on the
face of the earth.’”’

‘I shall be delighted to support the
movement for a League of Nations if it is
developed as a supplement to, and not a
substitute for, the preparation of our own

strength.”’ ‘
““We must see to it that we are so strong

in the future that no nation will dare to

look eross-eyed at us again.”’ At
“‘The League of Nations idea is ‘vicious

and demoralizing’.”’
T is difficult to estimate the precise
significance of men of Roosevelt’s
type in the world to-day. Whether
they are in reality the men who voice
and direct public opinion is a ques-
tion. Men of more moderate temper
are also expressing themselves. The
way in which the spirit of the times
finally crystallizes itself in irrevocable
aetion, the passage of the months and
years will alone decide. The League
of Nations may come to pass as an
achievement in the realm of practical
and democratic politics or the world
may resolve itself into entrenched
nationalisms, more bitterly and jeal-
ously zealous than before. Wpen the
ears reveal the event, the hlstoyl.an
will be able to praise the personalities
who have talked and argued. In the
meantime, some woudd like to thgnk of
President Wilson as the expression of
a universal political desire about to
realize its consummation with a sure
inevitableness. Others feel that the
true necessities of the age are those
urged by the Theodore Roosevelts and
the Premiers Hughes, and that the
necessities these ta!k about w1ll_ﬁnd
their establishment in erected_ national
and Imperial policies of solid splen-
dour. The world seems certainly on

the verge of a new cosmopolitanism
or an accentuated nationalism. The
vast schemes of America for supreme
commercial and naval power, the mo-
mentous Imperial dreams of British
statesmen, may collapse suddenly into
the quiet progression of ordinary
decent expansion and lose their sound
and swagger, and the peoples of the
world may all at once get down to the
same enterprise of doing business to-
gether. Or—one shudders at the
alternative if Roosevelt is really an
authentic expression of the spirit of
the time. Roosevelt in all these recent
books and public utterances speaks
roughly and bluntly and crudely.

o
5

SKIPPER JOHN OF THE NIMBUS

By RaymMoND McKFARLANE., Toronto:
The Macmillan Company of Can-
ada.

VERY boy and all who like a good,
stirring tale of adventure at sea,
will want to read this fine story of a
lad who is abused by his guardians
and as a result runs away in the com-
pany of some Gloucester fishermen.
The life of the New England fisher-
men is well deseribed, and indeed the
whole story is skilfully told.

3
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THE RULE OF MIGHT

By J. A. CramB. Toronto: Frederick
Goodehild.

O\T E hesitates with a certain amount

of puzzlement to make a com-

mentary on this book. Whether to
call it a novel or merely a series of
descriptive sketches is a question. If
a plot is necessary to a novel, then it
is not a novel. Yet there is a certain
amount of organization about the
material of the book as it is presented,
and its net effect upon the reader is
that of a piece of work presented with
artistic skill. Cramb dramatizes
Napoleon rather vividly. He presents
Viennese society with graphic vigour.
One gets the atmosphere of the time
out of the book.
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" LIGHTED WINDOWS

By Frank Crane. Toronto:
Dent and Sons.

ERE is everyday philosophy for

the everyday man or woman. It
is supplied in brief essay form, and
touches many subjects of great inter-
est at the present moment. We quote
one example:

FACTS AND ALCOHOL.

We have done more loose talking and
indulged in more childish reasoning about
this drinking matter than about any other
thing that is an issue of life and death.

It is not a debatable question, what
nleohol does to you. The facts and the
laws that govern them are as absolute as
the facts and laws in a laboratory.

Of course, Old Man Perkins, who just
died at the age of ninety-nine over on
Bitter Creek, used to drink a pint of
whiskey every day. And Bill Simmons,
the hardware man, says that his uncle,
Judge Simmons of Kentucky, takes his nip
regularly and is sound as a dollar at sev-
enty-seven. And the barkeeper urges you
to ‘“come on, have another; a little won’t
hurt you.”” And the Germans consume
floods of beer—and now look at them, fight-
ing the world. And all the boys drink and
have a good time. And then there are the
French and Ttalians taking wine at their
meals, and the husky Britishers consuming
Scoteh and Polly.

If you prefer to risk your life on this
kind of rumor and slop talk, you may do so.

But you don’t have to. It is not neces-
sary to take a gambler’s chance.

The people best qualified perhaps to tell
you about how long you may be expected
to live are the life insurance people. The
Association of Life Insurance Presidents
held their eighth annual meeting the other
day. Mr. Arthur Hunter, of the medical
department, made an address.

He indulged in no arguments nor hear-
say, but gave some facts, facts on which
the companies do millions of dollars worth
of business. He gave infallible figures,
based on the cases of 2,000,000 men and
women insured in the past twenty-five
years with forty-three leading American
life insurance companies.

These statisties show that consistent
users of aleoholic drinks die six years
younger than they shou]d:

One-time consistent drinkers, who re-
formed before they took out life insurance
policies, die four years younger than they
should. B

These life insurance men are not prohibi-
tionists, eranks nor white-ribboners. They
are hardheaded business men.

Isn’t it queer that in making money men
go after the facts and are not led away

J. M.
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by sentiment, while in saving one’s health
and life we listen to any old granny tale
we may be told.

Hence, son, you let alecohol alone! It
never did anybody any good as a steady
beverage.

You can find physicians who do not con-
demn it, but you cannot find a scientist
who will not tell you it is plain poison.

If you drink at all, go to the facts and
draw your own conclusions from them—
and not from what you hear about Sam
Jenkin’s wife’s second cousin.

e
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WITHOUT A TITLE

By E. K. Means. Toronto: Frederick
D. Goodechild.

T HE reviewer’s irritation at the
way the publishers present this
book crystallizes when he comes to
write the review. The book has no
title that the reviewer may set down.
One is tempted to say in exasperation :
““Oh, it’s a bunch of nigger stories,
and the author and publisher have
given the collection no title, but with
combined affrontery have simply set
the author’s name in assaulting letters
on the cover in a crude attempt to
draw attention.”’

Which it assuredly does. If a cap.
tain habitual persistence in looking
beyond unpleasant first impressions
happens in this case to get past the
cover and carry one really into the
pages of the book itself, delighted cap-
tivation awaits. The eight stories of
the book are in their way works of art.
Such praise is not too high. E. K.
Means can present the children of
Music and Laughter in terms of their
essential humanity. 1t is doubtful if
a reader coming to this book with all
the prejudice and distaste involved in
the phrase ‘‘nigger stories”’, having
read the book, could go away without
having achieved under E. K. Means’s
hand, the joy of insight and sym-
pathy; which is, by the way, a very
great kind of joy. The book belongs
to that kind of literature which con-
solidates humanity. By virtue of the
quality of its power to reveal the
genius of a race, it becomes sheer art;
it achieves the dignity of great writ-
ing.
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Schrader
Universal
Pump
Connection

Facilitates Pump-
ing and Testing of
Tires. Aur pressure
can be ascertaned
without detaching

connection from valve.
Price 65¢

‘(V iy -~
Cream Cheese 5
ARM and dairy’s choicest and most nutri- '
tious ingredients, freshly and tastily pre- ivr\
pared, and packeq in sanitary cartons, make “ -
Ingersoll Cream Cheese wholesome and 1)

———

ﬁée@ - 2

appetizing and deservedly one of the most
popular food progducts in Canada.

ASK YOUR GROCER. Packagés 15¢ and 25¢.

(Canada F

“SPREADS LIKE
BUTTER"

od Board License N 13-17)

-

') o oa
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chrader

Univerisal.

Tire Pressure
Schrader

Universal
Valve
Repair Tool

Gauge

Measures the air in your
tires.  Tires maintained
under the correct inflation
last twice as long as tires
run on haphazard pressure.
A " Schrader Unwversal "
Gauge means Tire Insur
ance.

Price $1.75
AT YOUR DEALERS OR

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

A Four-n-one Tool for
Quick Repair of Dam-
aged Cap threads of
Tire Valves; Removing
Valve Inside; Reaming
Damaged Valve Seat;
Retapping inside thread.
Of value to all Motorists
and Garages.
Price 45¢
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MISS ANITA STEWART EXAMINES A NEwW
“GODDESS” MODEL

Grace of appearance, and ease of movement, are so important to an eminent
Screen Artiste like Miss ANITA STEWART—that her warm approval of the
“GODDESS CORSETS'" that lace in front, is their strongest possible recom-

mendation.
Miss Anita Stewart writes as follows : 3
““Your Goddess Corsets are most satisfactorv; thev give

““greatest possible comfort and freedom, and, without any

“undue compression, add to the grace of the figure.
This is a real trinmph for the “GODDESS CORSETS" which are made in Canada, and are
now on sale by at least one dealer in every shopping centre of Canada.
“GODDESS CORSETS" are the latest word in style and are sold at very reasonable prices.
If you cannot easily locate a “GODDESS" dealer, kindly write the makers.

The & . ,—l N Makers atso
/- =\ of the

CorsetCo. () walihe

Quebec - Toronto “ ¥ “‘La Diva”
Montreal \ < Corsets
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Many a child’s rosy cheeks and bright vitality are
helped along by

- Grape-Nuts

| Seldom does one find a prepared food as delicious as this com-
l bination of wheat and barley; and rarely such rich nutrition and
;’ economy without a particle of waste.
|
i
|

No Sugar Required with Grape-Nuts
CANADA FOOD BOARD LICéNSE NO. 2-026

-
o
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TRADE
Kn.own the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery
Look for it on every blade. -;.
JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited &
SHEFFIELD | ENGLAND
=l

“h

L1

117

Ww. CLARK LIMITED,

Canada Food Boa d License No. 14-216

Some of our helps to Food
Conservation

CLARKS Pork & Beans

Spaghetti with Tomato
Sauce & Cheese

Concentrated Soups
Peanut Butter

Stewed Kidneys

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

- MONTREAL
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That energy must come from food.
others ten times more.

Here, for instance, is what ten cents buys in certain foods at prices of today :

What 10c Buys in Calories
In Quaker Oats - - - lSOQ
In Round Steak - - - - 240
. In Veal Cutlets - - - 180
In Halibut L Sohen L JRE DR TR 190
InSalitCod - - - - - 130
In Canned Peas - - R 185

Thus energy costs in Quaker Oats only 0ne-tent!1 as much as in meat,
can feed ten boys on Quaker Oats at the cost of feeding one on fish.
And Quaker Oats is, in addition, almost the perfect food.

minerals, rich in body-building protein.

This Costs 54c
Per 1000 Calories

Small oats lack flavor, so Quaqu Oats
is flaked from queen grains only—just the

Per 1000 Calories
In Quaker QOats 5%c—In Meats and

Foods are measured in energy units—
by calories.
as follows :

For a boy of 10,
The average woman,
The average man,

This Costs S4c
Per 1000 Calories

The Price
of Energy

Fish Foods 50c¢

And food needs are figured

1800 calories daily
2500 calories daily
3000 calories daily

In some foods it costs but little, in

Quaker
Oats

A Super Quality

You

It is rich in

This Costs 57¢
Per 1000 Calories

That is the reason for its matchless flavor,

which costs you no extra price. It is due
- % t but t
rlCh:;t" E.t‘;np:s;us%aetls Me; &e ik to yourself that you get it.
pos 1
35c and 15c Per Package (Except in Far West) 2075 |
Saskatoon,
pecrborove The Quaker Qats (Ompany Stk
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The New Liberval Weeklz

The Statesman

A national weekly journal of progressive thought

Hdited by Lindsay Crawford

Subscription, $2.00 a vear

VOL. I. TORONTO Price 5 cents weekly

O follow intelligently the great epochal movements
that are shaping the destiny of Canada and the
world you must be fully informed.

The Statesman, the new National Liberal Weekly, will
keep you abreast of the times.

After reading your copy pass it on to a friend.

“Would not miss my weekly copy of 7The Statesman

for its weight in gold,” writes an enthusiastic sub-

scriber.

OF ALL NEWSDEALERS —5c. A COPY
Subscription rate $2.00 a year.

To The Statesman

26-28 Adelaide Street W.,
TORONTO, ONT.

Send me THE STATESMAN for one year and until countermanded.

Name

P.O. Box or Street

Please write

plainly Town
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Another
Triumph
of O’'Keefe’s

Fot 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 |

, g
SPECIAL PALE DRY

GINGER
ALE

The flavour is unique—try it. S TR e | ; .’Q
Other beverages bearing ‘ :
O. K. BRAND ESTABLISHED OVER 60 YEARS

Belfast Style Ginger Ale, Ginger
Beer, Cola, Slrupaﬁlll, Lemon

Sowe e soin encsde. | Fearmans Star Brand
HAM and BACON

Quality Counts. No other Ham
or Bacon stands so high in
the estimation of people who
know, the most particular
people are our customers.
Serve it to your family and
guests during the Christmas
season and you will use it
all the year.

F. W. Fearman & Co.,

« Canada Foéd Board L-15-102." Limited
1 HAMILTON,: " = < ONT.

"
Order a case

from your dealer.

0’ Keefe’'s - Toronto
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W OULD YOU risk a postage
stamp to learn more about
coffee?

SEAL BRAND COFFEE

and how to make it ? How to equal
America’s most famous zhefs?

Our booklet “Perfect Coffee—Perfectly made ",
tells you. It's free. Write for it o

CHASE & SANBORN MONTREAL

i

It takes a joint
of beef to make
a bottle of Bovril

Bovril contains the
goodness of the beef

The vital elements that give beef its special place and value as a food
are concentrated and stored in Bovril.

Just as the equivalent light of 32 candles is concentrated in one electric lamp, so the vita]
elements of beef—of many pounds of beef—are concentrated in a single bottle of Bowvril.

But Bovril is not merely a precious food in itself; it possesses the peculiar power of en.
abling you to extract more nourishment from other foods. This gives Bovril its wonderfy]
body-building power, proved by independent experiment to be from 10 to 20 times the

amount taken. Bovril therefore, in the true sense of the word, is a Great Food Saver.

Always keep Bovril in the house.

Bgyril stands alone
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T S R s S S T '/"\' i "/ \Ul,
he \_‘ The Full Luxury of the Bath :

is attained when it is perfumed

O r igi n a l with the genuine

“and RRAY &LANMAN'S

onl 7)) | B Florida Water
y {4 ) In use for a Century, this §
matchless perfume has won §

G e nUi ne ‘ I i on its merit a most enviable,

SN\

world-wide popularity, and §
stands today unique among
perfumes of its class.

& N In the Bath its cooling, re-
Bcw“e d K A ‘ ‘ freshing and reviving effects
‘ K are truly remarkable. For P
tions Sold 1)) \ i ....m» eneral use on the Dressing- |
e { g p bl I L. 3
. A 4 ll)(‘ltlnnuuua
its W : | ;
on the Mer Al ;
of t : RS i : ®, : PreEPARED ONLY BY

| | LANMAN & KEMP,

2 i , & NEW YORK and MONTREAL. S|

M' NARD s DS [ AN w ® Ask Your Druggist for It. §
PR T 10 C.CIUCRARRE &4 ; - Accept no Substitute ! -

LlN'MENT ‘ 'l : ""‘;; Vi AN/ VI BN BN NN N B S

FRENCH ORGANDIE
e ORIONERY —

HOSE desirous of the same exclu-
siveness enjoyed in other things in-
sist on French Organdie Stationery.

Obtainable in papeterie. note paper and tablets
with envelopes to match.

Ask your stationer for it.
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Are YOU saving Sugar by using

CROWN BRAND %5t

Corn starch converted into its *

cane syrup added.

LILY WHI'T SYRU
SYRUP
The Canada Food Board recommends Corn Syrup (White) for
preserving and cooking. Also delicious for all table purposes.

In 2,5, 10 and 20 1b. tins, at all dealers.
CANADA STARCH CO. LIMITED

‘sugar” form, with pure

- MONTREAL
162

— ——

~ - e
SIS —“—" RS
2 e >

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

Another revelation of the high
standard of

G[anorgs
N Cholafes

SR s RS

Canada Food Board License No. 11-264
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Finds Cure for Rheumatism
After Suffering Fifty Years!

Now 83 Years Old
—Regains Strength

and Laughs at
‘URIC ACID’

Goes Fishing;
Back to Busi-
ness, Feels
Fine! How
Others May
Do It!

| am eighty-three years old and 1 doctored for rheum: tism
ever since [ came out of the army, over fifty years ago. Like
many others, I spent money freely for so-called ‘cures,” and I
have read about * Uric Acid’ until I could almost taste 58
pot sleep nights or walk without pain; my hands where so
4 stiff I could not hold & pen. But now I am again in
iness and can walk with case or write all day with
Friends are surprised at the change.”

HOW IT HAPPENED.

M¢ Ashelman is only one of thousands who suffered for
owing to the general belief in the old, false theory that

could
sore And
active bus
comfort.

years,
w Uric Acid” causes rheumatism. This erroneous beliet induced

nd legions of unfortunate men and women to take wrong

him a
You might just sis well attempt to put out a fire

treatments.
with oil as to try and get rid of your rheumatism, neuritis and
fike complaints, by taking treatment supposed to drive Uric Acid
out of your blood and body. Many physicians and scientists
sow know that Uric Acid never did, never can and never will
cause rheumatism : that it is a natural and necessary constituent
of the blood : that it is tound in every new-born babe, and that

without it we could not live!

HOW OTHERS MAY BENEFIT
FROM A GENEROUS GIFT

These statements may seem strange to some folks, because
pearly all sufferers have all along been led to believe in the old
« Uric Acid” bumbug. It took Mr. Ashelman fifty years to
find out this truth. He learned how to get rid of the true cause
of his rheumatism, other disorders and recover his strength from
“The Inner Mysteries,” a remarkable book that is now being
distributed free by an authority who devoted over twenty years
to the scientific study of this trouble. If any reader of the
Canadisn Magazine withes a copy of this book that reveals
startling facts overlooked by doctors and scientists for centuries
gast, simply send a pos!card or letter to H. P. Clearwater, 565-A
Street, Hallowell, Maine, and it will be sent by return mail with-
out any charge whatever. Sind now ! ) ou may never get this

tunity again. If not a sufferer yourself, hand this good
pews to some afflicted friend.

PERFECTION

LRLOA

GOOD THINGS
YO EATY
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Clinch Your Point Without Leaving Your Desk

You knew you were right.

Brown said you were wrong.

But where was that letter from the Montreal office wjth the exact figures—to
back your contention > ~In the files, you thought; but didn’t the file clerk,_ after a 15
minutes frantic search, report that it couldn’t be found—must have been mislaid some

where?”’

Nothing to it! You were left in
doubt—or reluctantly had to concede Brown
his point.

How many executives go through this

harassing procedure every business day—sub-
mit to the delays and embarrassments of long w‘aixmz periods
while important letters are being “‘hunted up’ in the files!

How much better to keep all those
yital business documents — those papers

i i he day—right at
're liable to want at any minute of t
;::’r fingers® tips where you can get the one you need

without delay. . '
The ‘‘Office Specialty’’ Efficiency

Desk was made for busy executives—men

Filing Equipment Stores at
Winnipeg Regina

Toronto Montreal Ottawa Halifax Hamilton

who
‘want what they want when they want it"’, Right at your
fingers® ends you keep those current papers—matters that are
bound to “‘come up’ for future attention, Here are your
sales records, cost figures, market reports, statistics, trade
information, those little matters that are meant for your eyes
only—all filed so you can get the one you want just when
you want it. .

Start the New Year with
Efficiency at Your Desk

whose working time means money

Write to-day for illustrated folder
showing how an Efficiency Desk can help
you with your work. Address nearest Service Store.

THe OFrick SpeciaLTy Mrc. Co., LIMITED
Home Office NEWMARKET Canada
Vancouver

Edmonton Calgary
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The Inhalation Treat-
ment for Whooping
Cough, Spasmodic
Croup, Colds, Catarrh,
2 . Asthma, Bronchitis,
/4 sleep” Coughs.

Simple, safe and effective, avoiding internal drugs.
Vaporized Cresolene relieves the paroxysms of Whoop-
ing Cough and spasmodic Croup at once; it nips the
common cold before it has a chance of developing into lF YOU SEE THE ROYAL
something worse, and experience shows that a neglected

cold is a dangerous cold. YOU}LL LIKE IT.

Mrs. Ballington Booth says: ““No family, where there
are young children, should be without this lamp.”
The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inhaled with

every breath, makes breathing easy and relieves the con- lF YOU TRY lT
gestion, assuring restful nights,
It is called a boon by Asthma sufferers. »
For the bronchial complications of Scarlet Fever and YOU LL BUY IT
Measles, and as an aid inthe treatment of Diphtheria,

Cresolene is valuable on account of its powerful germi-
cidal qualities

It is a protection to those exposed. FIELD LOVE H
Cresolene’s best recommendation is its 38 years of suc- ’ & USE

cessful use, Soldby Druggist. Send for descriptive booklet
I'ry Orssolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the irritated throat 41 Richmond Street, Wcst

composed of slippery elm hark, licorice, sugar and Cresolene. They
TORONTO

can't harin you. Of your druggist or from us. 10c. in stamps.

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO. 62 Cortland St., N, Y*

or Leeming-Miles Building. Montreal, Canada

For Your BREAD, CAKES and PIES you will find

PURITY

FLOUR

(GOVERNMENT STANDARD)
“More Bread and Better Bread and Better Pastry”

thoroughly dependable
Western Canada Flour Mills Co., Limited. Head Office—TORONTO, ONTARIO

Canada Food Board License Nos.—Cereal 2-009—Flour 15, 16, 17, 18

« Purity Oats Makes Better Porridge

s e SR
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OTELRESORT-&- TRAVEL‘DEPARTMEN

- l.°7 - KV
Atiantic Monthly Century Harper's Review of Rnwvws Scr hner s World ) Work and Tho Canadian Magazine. 12"\ YEAR
Write to these advertisers and refer to WHERE-TO-GO, 8 Beacon St., Boston, Mass. Ask us for travel |n4mm1h§n Enclose postage

T HOTEL COLLEGE

LOCATED ON A HIGH RIDGE-NEAR THE CENTER OF FASTERN FLORIDA~PURE, s/l

EEOLF/!}N D RV AR. LAOEN WITH THE TRAGRARCE OF PINE TREES. & ORANGE BLOSSONS: -~
DA\ NOTED FOR CUISINE-TORMAL & INFORMAL CONCERTS & DANCING - 18 HOLE -

/— ~ GOLF COURSE~TENNIS, RIDING & DRIVING ~OPEN JANUARY |51 ~ADDRLSS, THED, C, BROOKS, MANAGER,

« Center of winter out-of-door life in the middle south, Four
PINE Hl}lRST excellent hotels. The Carolin o ypens informally Nov, 10 ; formally Nov, 20 CALVESTON TEXAS
Phree 18-hole golf courses. One of nine. Splendid clay tennis courts. Trap shooting. Rifle range
Lirary and saddle horses. Horse racing, runnine and steeple clunnz Fine suto roads, Through GALVEZ GALVESTON
Pullmya service from Washington. InquireGen.Office. Pinehurst, N. 0., or Leonard Tufts, Boston, Mass » TEXAS
BEn. RN ¢ New 31000000, Hotel
WHERETO.GO is the highest class, most A ruined vacation often results from lack of on Guif of Mexico- At
effective directory in the world of pub. knowledge regarding loealitios, climate, ree X City of the South.
Helty Seent In seven best magazines reations, and the righthotel. T oid this TR b TR W s 3 N mW'lelm
wmihl Fehruary Forms close Jan, 1, k Wheredo-go Bureau, 8 Beacon Street o vy Wnat i 1 *
-n.t‘. Iu{-nunn off the press Jan. 25, fx"..m.. Mass , for our very best advice B "IL.-PLI&“ > m%hm&mf
e —,
'y i HIGHLAND PINES INN
AN Th g WEYMOUTH HEIGHTS, SOUTHERN PINES, N. C.
®a  Home of Winter Golf.” Tennis. Turkey and Quail Shooting., 700 f1. clevation. Just right
' 2 = climate. No snow. Pure spring water., Best of everything. Cottages. Bungalows
~ Orchestra, Write CREAMER & TURNER., Proprietors, for Booklet ' -
SUMMER HOTEL — THE INN AT CHARLEVOIX THI"Z BEAUTIFUL — MICHIGAN
. e
| =8/ .

| "OTEL ST. JAMES ‘ we sendyou th1s uide

TIMES SQUARE, NEW YORK CITY f Buffalo and Niagara Falls?

i Just off Broadway at 109-113 West 45th St. : : ;

| 134 Bocks from 45th Street Entrance Any reader of the Canadian Magazine
| to Grand Central Seation. | may obtain an illustrated guide to points ot
' . | interest in and around Buffalo and Niagare
l Women will find here a home ‘ Falls. Sent free with our compliments,

atmosphere and absence of
objectionable features of or-

| dinary hotel life. The Hotel Lenox, at North Street and
! A Delaware Ave., Buffalo, has become a tavorite
40 Theatres, all principal stoppin lace for Canadians visiting Buffalo
- pping p = g b
shops, 3 to § minutes walk. and Niagara Falls. The pleasant location of
e ’ R the Lenox—quiet, yet convenient to theatre,
B " Toads. Surbach care bua ’ shopping and business districts—adds much
lines. { to the comfort of tourists, as do the unusually
‘ good cuisine, complete equipment and excel-
RAn excellent | | lent service.
estaurant, at
moderate prices.
G European plan. Modern. Fireproo).
Write for Every room as outside room, $2.00 up.
“What's Going
' On In New York". | On Empire Tours. Road map
v and running directions [free.
All Outside Rooms
With adjoining bath - - = = from $..50 I C. A. M'NE_R' ;
With private bath e Ty S from $2.00 Managing Director
Sitting room, bedroom, bath - - from $4.00 North St. at Delaware Ave.

Furnished Apartments by the year,
month or week, at special rates.

Raymonp L. CarroLrr, Pres. and mgr.

e W

o, Sange For Red Weak. Weary, Water 565 For Book o £y e
And Granulated Eyelids 013 lu‘eCo Chicago

Buffalo, N.Y.
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I Canadian NEARlNG THE Canadian l
G:Ty—e:n-nlenl' lMd “ J l( JLNJ Government

M A n K Railwaq§

COCHRANE

QUEBEC
WINNIPEG AMONCTON  sypyey

FORT
WILLIANM

STIONN
TORONTO MALIFAR

THROUGH EXPRESS

TRAINS
Wennipeg - Toronto PPN
Wonnipeg - Quebee 4ZRNY
Montreal - Halifax
Halifax - Sydney
Halifax - St. John

[ H.H.MELANSON, Zsssencer Tmarrric Mar MONCTON, ns. | §

700,000

SOLDIER LADS
HAVE TRAVELLED THIS |
ROUTE WITHOUT MISHAP




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RITE-HITE’ WARDROBE
TRUNKS

Every appointment
in its construction—
every convenience
in the making—
every point in the
manufacture of the
¢ Rite-Hite’ Ward-
robe Trunk is one

more good reason
why it should be
the trunk of your
choice in contem-

plating a longer
or shorter trip,
summer or winter.
In a very real way
it is the most complete ot wardrobes, and apparel travels
in it with as little risk of crushing as it would right on
the ‘‘hangers” or in the ‘‘Chest of Drawers” in the home.

(Have it demonstrated in the store, or write for special booklet.)

$332 to $90°

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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CANADIAN PACIFIC

DAILY TRAIN SERVICE

TORONTO-WINNIPEG-VANCOUVER

Leave Toronto 7 p.m.
Arrive Winnipeg 12.10 p.m. (Second Day)
Arrive Vancouver 10.05 p.m. (Fourth’'Day)

THROUGH EQUIPMENT

Compartment Observation Cars, Standard and Tourist
Sleeping Cars, Dining Car, First-Class Coaches, Colonist Cars,
Toronto to Vancouver.

A round-trip ticket to the Pacific Coast via the “Canadian
Pacific” permits a wide diversity of routes without additional
charge.

CANADIAN PACIFIC HOTELS IN WESTERN CANADA
OPEN ALL THE YEAR ROUND

“Royal Alexandra,” Winnipeg; * Palliser Hotel,” Calgary;

“Vancouver Hotel,” Vancouver; ‘‘Empress Hotel,” Victoria.

Passengers for California should arrange their trip to include

the Canadian Pacific Rockies

Particulars from Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents.

W. B. HOWARD, District Passenger Agent, Toronto.
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THE DOUBLE TRACK ROUTE

 WINTER TOURS
~ TO CALIFORNIA

i
t
h And other Pacific Coast Points.

New Mexico
North Carolina
South Carolina
Texas

Also to
| Alabama Georgia
fl Arizona Louisiana
5 Cuba Mississippi
Florida New Jersey
Winter Tour Tickets now on sale.
Stop-over privileges allowed.

Apply to any Agent of the Com-

pany for particulars.

G. T.BELL, W. S. COOKSON,
Passenger Traffic Manager, General Passenger Agent,
Montreal. Montreal.
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This Winter--

Health and Recreation on the
North Pacific Coast, where
sunshine abounds.

OU will never know the mountainous
beauty of America until you have
travelled across Canada by the Can-

adian Northern—7The People’s Road. Every-
one travels now-a-days, and every traveller
should know his own country first. To know
is to have travelled by C. N. R. through
Jritish Columbia, especially from Edmon-
ton west, through the Rockies by Jasper and
Mount Robson National Parks and the
Yellowhead Pass, thence down the Thomp-
son and Fraser River valleys, cutting the
Caribou and Monashee ranges, across the

AN AAAS AR

2524%

7

03930355

2

Bt at

p: Fraser Plateau and through the Coast Range
:" into Vancouver, For 700 miles a valley
’»0 route of the lowest grade to avoid trouble-
# some heart action, but skirting the mightiest

AP AARAARARAARAAA

known peaks in Canada.

4

.

15

One-way and round-trips at lowest fares—
through service—modern dining, sleeping and ob-
servation cars—circuit tours and widest choice

AN,

.
e R
83 of routes. Ask for “At your Service” and “Can-
t’: adian Northern Rockies,” FREE, at any C.N.R.
agent or write General Passenger Departments, Typical of the Valley Scenes alrng the *Q
E Montreal, Que., Toronto, Ont., Winnipeg, Man. lower waters Tributary to the Fraser. \
B 200200000 20%0202020202020%82, SRR ’-‘?2?3";2';?3?3'3?3?3";&‘&%

A ‘“Safety First” suggestion for its p <
SPANISH lNFLUENZA tion is to drink every morning a glassrfeuvle:fl

“RIGA”

PURGATIVE WATER
It cleans out;and keeps clean the digestive organs and wards off disease.
At All Druggists. 25 cents the Bottle (except in Far West).

Distributors for Ontario: National Drug Co., Ltd.; Lyman Bros. Co., L.td.; Drug Trading Co., Ltd.

Distributors for the West : The Martin Bole, Wynne Co., Ltd., who are also distributors for Dr. G ¥
Soap, Powder, and Shampoo Soap. e Foot

Big Money, Raise Rahhits for Us

We pay $6 a pair for all you raise from our
stock. Nodutyto Canada. Literature
and contract 10ccoin. NothingFree
Raise hundreds in your back yard.
DETROITBELGIAN FARMS
2276 CAHALAN Ave, DETROIT, MICH

INCREASE YOUR INCOME

Devote part or all of your spare time in taking subscriptions to The CANADIAN
MAGAZINE. It is pleasant, easy and proftable work.

WRITE FOR PARTICULARS

The ONTARIO PUBLISHING CO., LTD. - TORONTO
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were Carolina Lazzari, leading contralto, and
Virgilio Lazzari, the brilliant basso, of the
world famed Chicago Opera Association. To
them, on the following day, Ciccolini said:
“Last night two thousand people heard me on
the stage of the Auditorium. Every day two
hundred thousand hear me on the New Edison.
It is the same voice—listen and tell me if you
observe even the slightest difference.”

As shown in the photograph, Ciccolini stood

ADVERTISER

beside the New Edison and sang for his friends
in comparison with its RECREATION of his
voice. Their critical ears could discover ne
quality in Ciccolini’'s wonderful voice that was
not also present in the RECREATION

Similar tests have been made by thirty dif
ferent artists before audiences aggregating twe
million people. The results of these astound
ing comparisons are described in the news
columns of America’s principal newspapers.
May we send you the booklet “What the
Critics Say™?

Mr. Edison spent more than three million
dollars in research work to develop

The NEW EDISON

““The Phonograph with a Soul’’

s |
He did this so that you may ..ave in your own home all the ear can give you of the art of the

world’s greatest artists.
wonderful instrument.

You owe it to the music loving side of your nature to hear this

Let us send you a complimentary copy of
our musical magazine “Along Broadway.”

CHICAGO OPERA STARS HEAR CICCOLINI
TEST EDISON’S $3,000,000.00 PHONOGRAPH

UIDO CICCOLINI scored a great triumph
as Alfredo in “Traviata” at the opening
performance of the Chicago Opera season.
Scarcely less happy than he, over his success,

THOMAS A.

EDISON,

INC:, ORANGE,
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Trustworthy Tire Service

No matter where you motor to in Canada, there
is a man handling DUNLOP TIRES who will gladly

attend to your tire wants.

You do not have to buy anything to get his atten-
tion. Men who sell DUNLOP TIRES have an
obliging way about them—they know it pays.

)

8 Utilize Dunlop Service in every town you pass
- through. You will find it is as good as DUNLOP
S

TIRES—“Traction,” ““‘Special,” “Plaint"

Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods Co.,
Limited
HEAD OFFICE AND FACTORIES: TORONTO

Branches: Victoria, Vancouver, Edmonton, Calgary,
Saskatoon, Regina, Winnipeg, London, Hamilton,
Toronto, Ottawa, Montreal, St. John, and Halifax.

Makers of High-Grade Tires for Automobiles, Motor Trucks,
Bicycles, Motorcycles and Carriages ; and High-Grade Rub-
ber Belting, Packing, Fire Hose and General Hose, Dredge
Sleeves, Military Equipment, Mats, Tiling, Heels and Soles,
Cements, Horse Shoe Pads and General Rubber Specialties.

Sole Canadian Distributors for *‘House’’and ““I{ouk’’ Wire Wheels.

A

)
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. |847 ROGERS BROS. | ‘

“Silver Plate that Wears™

The beautiful Old Colony pattern is shown in

this chest. Surprisingly low in cost are some

of these chests, being priced according to the

3 number of pieces contained, and can be
had in almost any combination.

Always sold with an unqualified guarantee made possible

by the actual test of over 65 years. At all leading

dealers. Send for illustrated catalogue “ Z-47"

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO,, Limited
HAMILTON, C ANAI)A
Meripex, CoNx New Yorx Lm( AGK Sa¥ Fraxomoo 3
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See how gently the
pure velvety lather of Fairy
Soap creams in and out of
your pores — how soft and
glowing it leaves your skin! ./~
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THE CECILIAN CONCERTPHONE

STANDS SUPREME AS THE HIGHEST
CLASS PHONOGRAPH OF
THE DAY.

The Concertphone
plays ALL records
with a clear sweet

natural tone.

Equipment includes
the Ball bearing tone
arm. Electric
Automatic Stop.
Tone modifying device.
All wood tone
Ampliphier, etc.

Prices $75 to
$325.

Write for Terms
and

Illustrated Catalogue.

THE CECILIAN CO., LTD. - 247 Yonge St. %

%




Great Scot! Dol Look Like That?

Guess I better change some of my habits
among them tea and coffee, and try

INSTANT POSTUM

“There's a Reason”

Canada Food Board License No. 2-026.




