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Your Hands

TWO things determine the condition of your hands— the

WOI‘k you dO and the soap you use.

If you do no manual labor, the skin is tender so that alkaline
soap is almost certain to leave its mark.

If your work tends to irritate or roughen your hands, alkaline
soap only irritates them the more.

In either event, Ivory Soap is best for you.

It is so mild and pure that it caianot leave the slightest hint
of redness even after bathing the terderest hands.

It is so free from uncombined zlkali and all harsh materials
that, no matter how sore the hands may be, it can be used
with entire comfort and entirely to the skin’s advantage.

IVORY SOAP 99i%% PURE

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada
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“It Plays for You”

CANADA’'S WONDERFUL

NEW INVENTION

& RT, Science and Industry Aave given to
Canada this remarkable piano which will
interpret and produce tAe music of the
masters.

The Master-Art piano plays for you—
or you may play it, either by Aand or by
the player method. The Master-Art piano
is driven by electric power which does
away with the pedaling —no pAysical

effort is reguired.
witA tAis wonderful piano you Aave in your Aome
an instrument that will produce the music of the
greatest composers—exdactly as the artist would play.
The Maesterv-Art is a Williams New Scale Piano,
perfect for Aand-playing.

Te MASTER ~ART

(ELECTRICALLY DRIVEN)

P'[ANO PRICE $1,000

An interesting booklet sent mpon request.
THE WILLIAMS PIANO CO. LTD., Makers,
OSHAWA, = \ - ONTARIO
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The Canadian Magazine
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$2.50 PER ANNUM. Including Great Britain, Ireland and most of the Colonies.
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P LUX

m To Give Sweater Coats a New Lease of Life

-

“g Now that sweater coats are getting more expensive, it is more than
ia; ever desirable that you wash yours with LUX. Of all things a
lli sweater coat, which is seen so much, must be kept soft, fluffy, fleecy,
svr and “new”’ in appearance. You can keep yours that way and wash

! it again and again if you do this :

- Pour boiling water over LUX flakes—pure essence of soap—allowing 3 or 4 tablespoonfuls for
every gallon of water you use. ‘Whip into a creamy lather —only a few seconds is needed. Then
put in the garment and stir it about. Let it soak uatil eool enough for your hands to squeeze the
water out of the coat—the dirt just runs away. Rinse without rubbing or dragging in two or

three relays of tepid water, and hang to dry.

“I Very simple. Anyone can do it—just a few minutes’ work'and you

get a result that the most expert French cleaner might well envy.

I'l LUX won't shrink woollens. Won't hurt any fabric or color
that pure water may safely touch.

At all grocers 10c,—British made

Lever Brothers Limited, Toronto

-
l'.aﬂzm-mnnmnmamn—_um-m:—mcm-sma“‘
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ANNOUNCEMENT

The unusually attractive Chronicle of the War, ‘“The
First Canadians in France,” which begins in this issue, will
be continued in the November number, and will be found to
be increasingly interesting. The author, Lieut.-Colonel
F. McKelvey Bell, at the eleventh hour decided to permit his
name to be used instead of a pen-name. With this decision
the publishers agreed. The material has been approved by
the censor at Ottawa, which is evidence of its authenticity.

The other war articles by Mr. Lacey Amy will be
continued. The next deals in a graphic way with the
work of the bomb-throwers and snipers.

Last year the Canadian Magazine published a notable
series of literary articles by Dr. J. D. Logan. In the
November number Dr. Logan will begin a new series based
on lectures delivered at Acadia University. The first is
entitled ‘“The significance of NoVa Scotia.” The lectures
were the first of the kind to be delivered at any University in
Canada, and, indeed, are unusually interesting and valuable
literary appreciations.

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

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

200-206 Adelaide Street West - - TORONTO

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

% NYILD” THE
ME@ILE%N@ N

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¢.) from the Inventors.

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Ltp. 7&5S52RI0EST- ENGLAND




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

HORROCKSES’

Longcloths, Sheetings,
and Flanneletts,

are the very best “‘the old country’’ produces.

Awarded
the
Certificate
of the
Incorporated
Institute
of Hygiene

REFUSE
SUBSTITUTES

See the name “HORROCKSES” on the selvedge every two yards

OBTAINABLE FROM THE LEADING STORES
IN THE DOMINION

For information as to the nearest Store where procurable
apply to Agent: Mr. John E. Ritchie, 417 King's
Hall Chambers, St. Catherine Street West, Montreal.
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“fondon Glove Company

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND.
The Great Specialists in

GLOVES,
HOSIERY,
and UNDERWEAR

An unrivalled variety in stock
we RY

EXTREMELY MODERATE PRICES

g Three Hose Specialities

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

plication, direct from the

Ontario Publishing Co.

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

Ontario Publishing go,

Limited Limited
200-206 Adelaide Street, West, 200-206 Adelaide Street, West
Toronto Toronto

> N
IyP[Nc
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o

HO\.E"R “
CRogr1ps"

Depariments

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

. : x tage, by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE CO
G:E:el':l‘lnl.’:::.bgi‘i‘.‘df;id%: :i?gneg]aid, Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer “PANY‘

sagrses . The LONDON CLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, Englang,

all Orders




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

-3

HIGH-GRADE BRITISH CLOTHING FABRICS

For Ladies’ and Gentlemen’s Fall and Winter Wear

I The fact that EGERTON BURNETT, Ltd., have been

honoured with 27 Royal and Imperial Warrants of
Appointment is in itself very strong evidence of the
high-class character of their Clothing Fabrics, but a
personal examination of their samples (mailed to any
address, on request) will clearly and conclusively
By APPOINTMENT demonstrate their superiority and sterling value. Maxy Rovat

vo H. M. Tue QueeN APPOINTMENTS
SAMPLES MAILED POSTPAID oN APPLICATION

EGERTON BURNETT’S ranges of Fall and Winter Costume Fabrics, Suitings and Over-
coatings are comprehensive and select. They represent some of the choicest products of
British manufacturing skill and ingenuity, unexcelled in quality, refinement and style, and a

ood variety of less expensive materials to meet the varying tastes and requirements of
E;ndies. Gentlemen and Children.

HIGH-GRADE MADE TO MEASURE
TAILORING AT ECONOMICAL PRICES

Careful attention to detail and a skilful inter-
pretation of their patron's requirements have
enabled Egerton Burnett, Ltd. to give a large
measure u? satisfaction in Fit, Style, aod Work-
manship to Ladies and Gentlemen in Canada
and elsewhere.

Their system of self-measurement is quite
simple and the evidence printed below is abundant
proof of its efficiency.

VOLUNTARY COMMENDATIONS:
Mrs. . C.S., wrote :—*' I have received the Serge
Skirt and am delighted with il, Everything you
have sent me wears so well and I am always salis-
fied with things from your firm."

Okanagan Lake, B.C.

Mr. D.H., wrote:—*'1 have received the two Suits

and beg to exvress my appreciation of the careful

manner in which you have followed my instruc-

tions re measurements, etc. The Suils are an
excellent fit and in every way salisfactory.'’

Saskatoon, Sask., Canada

4 'rHE HA[,L-MAR!‘AOF' g
" Egenton  NBwinetts |
Joyal €[ Benges|

INTRINSIC WORTH

E. B. s Pure Wool “*Royal” Navy Serges and
Coatings are Superior Clothing Fabrics which
have given Ladies and Gentlemen an unusual
amount of satis'action in Quality, Appearance
and Wear for nearly half a century.

They are supplied in a large variety of weights
and textures at prices from 80c. to $4.85 per yard,
double width,

Gentlemen's  Suits made-1o- Ladies’ Costumes made-to-meas-

Mmeasure as illustration in a va- WRITE FOR SAMPLES (TODAY) ure as illustration in a choice

? e i itish Tweeds, o™ - = n
riety of ““pfn;i,';,,i:ﬁ Worsteds | Tlustrations of exclusive Tailoring Styles for Ladies, | FYATIELY of New Fall and Winter
Cheviots, Las Nav - Qaren ¢ | Gentlemen and Children, Price Lists, and Measure: Fabrics, Tweeds, &c. from $11.80
nnd ..Ro)Aal \ avy Serges -1_ ment Blanks. 3 Also in permanent colour Royal *

jces from 3‘6‘.20 to 534.90 d.“‘.‘ Any quantity of material supplied. Navy Serges, from #2130 duty and
and carriage paid to destination. carriage paid tO destination.

Address: EGERTON BURNETT, LTD.

R. W. Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, England
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THESE SIX BOOKS OF MERIT

should be on every boolkshnelf

FRIENDS OF FRANCE. Net $2.00
The Field Service of the American
Ambulance described by its members.
No more stirring war stories than these

have been written. It ineludes such

authors as Henry Sydnor Harrison. Illus-
trated by over 150 uncensored photographs
and drawings.

THE WEB OF STEEL. Net $1.35
By Cyrus Townsend Brady,
Father and Son.

_ A big gripping story. Its central theme
is based on the Quebec bridge disaster.

BILLY TOPSAIL, M.D.
By Norman Duncan.

A tale of adventure with Dr.
the Labrador. e

Net $1.25

KITCHENER’S MOB. Net $1.25
By James Norman Hall.
A graphie, thrilling record of genuine
experience.

BLIND MAN'’S EYE. Net $1.35
By William MacHarg and Edwin Balmer.
The best mystery story in years.

FOR SALE BY ALL BOOKSELLERS

PUBLISHED BY

JUST DAVID.
By Eleanor H. Porter.

The best selling novel in Canad
the States for the past four mont(h:.' "

Net $1.25

TORONTO

SULPHOLINE

THE FAMOUS LOTION QUICKLY
REMOVES SKIN ERUPTIONS, EN.
SURING A CLEAR COMPLEXION.

A |unn||||mununummmmummnmml’"mm

The slightest Rash, faintest Spot. ire:
able Pimples, disfiguring Blotches, b
stma.te Eczema disappear by app’lyin
SULPHOLINE which renders the skiﬁ

spotless, soft, clear supple, comfortable.

FOR 42 YEARS

SULPHOLINE

HAS BEEN THE REMEDY FOR

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON’ KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

, Eruptions Ron
: ghness A,
Pimples R e
O a k e y s Redness Ei;ggnsa g”“"‘“
Psoriasis Scurf Rg::
“WELUNGTON" BL ACK LE AD Quickly removes the effects of Sunscorch,
Best for Stoves, etc. ummm|||1umui||ullmulmmlmlmlumummuuu|u1umuunlulmlulmw

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHEFF
JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED

Woellington Mills. London, Eng.. S.E.

Sulpholine is prepared by the t i %
ists, J. Pepper & Co., LTD., Bc%lrf?:-d E‘:l:lorftom‘
Londgn, S E.‘. and can be obtained from
Chemists and Stores throughout the World et

Wholesale, Lyman Bros., Toronto.
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READY OCTOBER 12th.

THE OFFICIAL LIFE

The Life and Letters

of Sir Charles Tupper,
Bart.

In TWO VOLUMES. With 8 Photogravures.
Medium Svo., Cloth, $5.00 net.

The Right Hon. Sir R. L. Borden, K.C.M.G., who has written the
Introduction to the above, says: “For Canadians the life of Sir Charles
Tupper needs no introduction. His career as a public man is indis-
solubly associated with the history of Canada sinece Confederation.”

He entered public life at the age of thirty-four in his native
Provinece of Nova Scotia, and during the twelve years which ensued
before Confederation, his public record gave abundant evidence of the
magnificent courage, the fine optimism and the breadth of vision which
invariably characterized him in the wider arena in which he was destined
to play so distinguished a part. . . . It is not too much to say that if
he had been a man of less invincible courage and determination, the
project of Confederation might have been postponed for many years.

In 1882 he initiated the proposals for building the Canadian
i’aciﬁc Railway. Many men of remarkable ah.ilit_\' contributed to the
achievement of that great enterprise. To none is due a greater meed of
praise than to Tupper. For many years his prophecies Qf enormous
development and production in the western te_rrltomos of Canada were
derided, and he was subjected to attack of a bitterness unequalled even
in those days of fierce controversy. Happily for him, and fortunately
for his country, he lived to see every prophecy more than dubly fulfilled.

It is a book that interests both for the story of the man and that
of Canada, in the making of which he played such a prominent part.

@SSBLL & 00., Ltd., Publishers, 55 Bay St., Toronto
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More Work with Less Effort
Office Specialty System Desk

The man who gets things done keeps his desk top clear. He has every
record used in his daily work within arm’s reach, compactly and con-
veniently filed and indexed for instant reference. He uses an OSCO
System Desk.

The flat top desk fitted with drawers for filing correspondence, Card
Records, Price Lists, Documents, Sales Records, Follow-up Cards for
Correspondence and Salesmen, is the biggest step forward in personal
efficiency that has ever been designed for the office man.

The prices are the same as for ordinary desks.

MAKERS OF HIGH GRADE FILING CABINETS

FFICE SPECIALTY MFG. (.

AND OFFICE FURNITURE IN STEEL AND WOOD
(A NADA

Our Own Stores:
Toronto, Hamilton,

Home Offices

Montreal, Ottawa,

Halifax, St. John, at Works:
Winnipeg, Regina,

Saskatoon, Calgary, Newmarket,

Edmonton, Vancou-
ver.

Ont,
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A General Sketch of the
European War

THE SECOND PHASE
BY HILAIRE BELLOC

PRICE $1.50 NET. POSTAGE 15c.

This second volume deals
principally with the Battle
of the Marne. Mr. Belloc's
history is the first actual
study to be published in

either France or Britain.

Send us in your order Now.

Thomas Nelson & Sons
77 Wellington Street W., Toronto
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ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Founded by the late George Dickson, M. A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickson
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work

Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Bay
Hockey, Swimming Bath. :

Write for Prospectus

MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,
Principal.

MRS. GEORGE DICKSON,
President.

SUCCESSES 1916
4th and 21st places,
Entrances, R.M.C,
Kingston.
Entrance Royal Na.
val Coll , Osborne.

Ist, 7th and 12th

places McGill
Matriculation.

Head Master:

C. S. Fosh A,
osbery, MA.  ONTREAL

RIDLEY COLLEGE
St. Catharines, Ont.

Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely separate. U School
Universities and for busi Finest School Grounds in Clnnd‘—pg:'-cm.

Tha Sehool won Usiiveesity Scholershipe st Matricel Sl
e School wi iversit; latships at Matriculation in six out of
1955 and foucin 1914 - et BV e O MILLE R, MA S CUTEL Seee iy

St. Andrew's College

Toronto FOR BOYS Canadg

UPPER AND LOWER SCHOOLS

& Careful Oversight. Thorough Instruction. Large Playing Fields. Excel
REV. D BRUCE MACDOLA’LD. M.A., LLI.“SN"
Calendar sent on application H

EA%

Westminster @ollege - - Torontn

A Residential and Day School for Girls
Situated opposite Queen’s Park, Bloor St. W.

Every Educational facility provided. Pupils prepared for
Honour Matriculation, Music, Art and Physical education,
The School, by an unfailing emphasis upon the moral as
well as the intellectual, aims at the true evelopment of a
true womanhood. John A, Patterson, K.C.. President,
For Calendar apply Mrs. A. R. Gregory, Principal,

START BUSINESS YOURS

We supply Fancy Goods, Post Cards, D ;

Stationary, Jewellery, 1d., 3d., and sGd E:chargr -(l;ohmm
Confectionery, Cutlery, etc. Sample cases £5 upw T”’\
return. Guide Catalogue ‘‘Success in Business '?Sd oy N\!

H. MICHAELS & SON,

14-15 Cromwell House, High lborn
London, W.C,, Engllandl:lo
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ST"HLBHNS % BOAFRODF:NBGOV?SCHOOL Iﬁ % %

Separate hu\_x;):;-x :0;‘ S?\ior méd
JuniorBoys. The School grounds ki
covers twenty-four acres. Our — y —

own water supply. Entrance IBBE guh‘lPP rar lglﬁ
Scholarships open to young

El Church TResidential

R.M.C, 1915 3rd and 10th places

R.M.C. 1916 2nd and 13th places and
Rgg 1915 1st place »
R.N.C. 1916 8th place E S h l f 6 N l

No failures in any public exams. a Y C o 0 O r l l 8

in the last three years.

For Prospectus, etc., apply to the Headmaster, New Buildmgs —Bcauliful, hca[lhy silua-
e s tion with 7 acres of Playing Fields
JUNIOR SCHOOL TO MATRICULATION
COURSE
Household Science
Music - Painting
President - The Lord Bishop of Toronto
A w Principal - Miss Walsh, M.A. (Dublin)
B . ® teach you Vice-Principal, Miss Nation, M. A. ( Trinity College)
how to produce the kind | Head Mistress, Junior School - -
d illi % Miss A. M. V. Rosseter (Higher Certificate Nat-
D S e wre W "T' i f?r ional Froebel Union), late of Cheltenham Ladies’
Let us send you full particulars. Write College.
w. H. Sh'. President. For Carexpar Arrry 10 THE Bumsanr
SHAW CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL :
R ONTO CANADA Che Bishop Strachan School
Qollege FHeinhts - - Toronto

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ONT. * “=siENTIAL scioor

Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto.

Preparation for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.

¥ oung children also received. S 2

Pine location, Outdoor games and physical training.

The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, who for
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 DIVINE, Majer St., TORONTO

The Mdargaret Eaton School of Literature and Expression

North Street, Toronto. - - Mrs. George Nasmith, Principal
English, French, Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation, Public Speaking, and Dramatic Art.

Send for Calendar

" ASHBURY COLLEGE Rockdliffe Park, Ottawa

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

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

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

Ottawa Ladies College NEW BUILDING, ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF

¢ 3 Perfectly Sanitary, fitted with every modern convenience
Academic work up to the first year university, music, art, domestic science, physical culture
ete. This is one of the most up-to-date colleges in Canada and possesses all the advantage of a

residence in the Capital. For Calendar Apply to— Rev. J. W. H. Milne, B. A. D. D., President
Jas. W. Robertson L L. D., C. M.G., Chairman of Board. «
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THE

InoerenDENT Onroer ofF [ oRESTERS

Policies issued by the Society are for the protect-
Furnishes iolndofdyour Family and cannot be bought, sold or Total
Prp . Benefits
a Complete Benefits are payable to the Beneficiary in case or Paid
System of death, or to the member in case of his total disability e
y 'dy 49 M
Insurance or to the member on attaining seventy years of age. Do lnl..
Policies issued from $500 to $5000 .

For further information and literature apply to

FRED J. DARCH, Secretary ELLIOTT G. STEVENSON, President §. H. PIPE, F.A.S., A.LA., Actuary

6oLD enGes 50¢ CIW-NA N[ I &- Nz 12 1-F cLUB INDEXES 25¢

l-.. 'ﬂl.’ ..'l

Ill lll

up- TO DATE
»¢ THE OFFICIAL RULES H

l[]l]!i‘l‘]iillllllai:!i;:!; ()F C‘\Ru)‘s;‘haiis; ]‘[li:l‘['lj:;!ll?’ll::

'"' A A AL
{ F’ ‘ %

W SELLING AGENTS IN CANADA I I- MADE IN CANADA [dB8

For Social Play |* £ For General Play

Art backs of unusual beauty. ) 1 In all countries “Rl(\(‘lo
Use them at your next card i . | means the best of )opulur price
arty. They match with fine ¢ / playing cards. All[ nations use
urnwhlnm P them.

Ivory or Air-Cushion Finish

Branksome Thall & ClALLE

10 Elm Avenue, Rosedale, Toronto Adkuawiid
cknowledged to

A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS A be the finest crea-
‘ il - tion of Water~
Hon. PrincipaL : Miss M. T. Scort [ proof Collars
PRINCIPAL : Miss Eprtn M. ReAp, M.A. | ever made. JA'
to see,
Preparation for the University and for [ THE ARLINCTON CO. e e All
examinations in Music. Art and Domestic I of Canada, Ltd. ('“"gc‘" direct
Science Departments. Thoroughly efficient ‘ 58 FRAZER AVENUE '
staft. Large Playgrounds. Outdoor games, 1
tennis, basketball, rink. Healthful locality.
Primary School for Day Pupils

TORONTO

FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPAL | —

BECOME A REGISTERED NURSE Royal Victoria
College

ceive pay while learning
MONTREAL

|

THE BETH ISRAEI. HOSPITAL OF NEW Yl"“( cITY |
Founded 1890

Accredited by the New York State- -Education Dept. Offers ‘

a two and one-half year course in training for nurses with | |

allowance and maintenance. Applicants must have had one ‘

year high school instruction or its educational equivalent.

For particulars, address Beth Israel Hospitai, 50 Jefferson | | _E
Street, New York. ‘ The residential College for
1 women students of

T M M ER I N ‘w MCGILL UNIVERSITY
Courses lead to degree in Arts se
‘\ parate in
1 main from those for men, but under identical c:.‘

or stuttering overcome positively. Our natural methods ditions; and to degrees in music.

permanently restore natural speech. Graduate pupils | F
everywhere. Write for free advice and literature, or p

THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE
BERLIN, CANADA

rospectus and information
Warden. *Pely to the
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HOME
STUDY

Arts Courses only

m |
DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL SERVICE.

ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA. |

NNUAL examinations for entry of Naval
A Cadets into this College are held at the exam- s C H o o L
ination centres of the Crivsl Sc:—’\:‘cc C¢_\rt]m|s. [
sion i each year, successful candidates joining
the C:’:“:‘:&‘yon ';)r :bou( the 1st August fnllm\':‘ng the ,m and Am

examination.

Awlicalinnl for entry are received up to the 15th “
Apnil by the Secretary, Civil Service Commission, |
Ottawa, from whom blank entry forms can be |
obtained.
idates f amination must have passed their l ' NI " ERSITY
'osln'm :ﬂ‘}::l;’\‘ arlad{nl(;t rgm-hehd their s_ix!te.enth
d y s following the mination.
birthday, on the 1st July following the examin NGSTON' ONTARIO
ARTS EDUCATION  MEDICINE

details can be obtained on application to
Opi'.dl)bee:b:ra(ln. C.M.G., Deputy .\lin‘i’nlcr.nf the
N..vll Service, Department of the Naval Service,

Ottawa. ‘ 2
G. J. DESBARATS,
Deputy Minister of the Naval Service, | SCHOOL OF MlNlNG
Department of the Naval Service, MINING
Ottawa, June 12, 1916. CHEMICAL MECHANICAL
CIVIL ELECTRICAL
Unauthorized publication of this advertisement ENGINEERING

GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar,

will not be paid for. /

HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the co
T Royal Military College of Canada. Notwithstanding this, its object n‘:x%"v’vo‘rhkullt“;:

accomplishing are not sufficiently understood by the general public.

'x‘lnt_lColllen.J lllb:‘g:hv:.n;x;len'tulastltutllon. d:sig‘nded pﬂ%lrg‘v Por the purpose of giving

on in m ry science to ets and officers of the Can
In fact (l:to corres ntd. t: V\;ﬂ?l‘wlc}’x ..:;d s!andhurst.u = ‘e .

The Commandant and m ry instructors are all officers on the active list of th
Army, lent for the purpose, and there is in addition a complete staff of rofmo:lhfno‘:-.?h‘.l
eivil nbject& ev(;hich form such an important part of the College course. &edjcu attendance

also prov R
” Whlﬂt the College is organized on a strictly military basis, the Cadets receive a prac-
tical and lclentilﬂclutdn.ln:ntghln sul}:‘jecls eads‘entilal ;; ahsoulsl moé!iern education.

course includes orough grounding in Mathematics, 1
The Cheml‘!,:l"yi ﬁrench l"{:i Ee?l‘“:h{h vl vil Engineering, Surveying,
The strict discipline maintained a e College is one of the most valuable features of
urse, and, in addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, dril
ofm .glo kinds, ensures health and excellent physical condition, LN Sutdese aparvingy

Commln!:ltlm in all branches of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force are
offered annually.

The diploma of graduation is considered by the authorities conducting the examination
for Dominion Land Surveyor to be equivalent to a university degree, and ¥y the Regulation
of the Law Soclety of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree,

The length of the course is three years, in three terms of 9% months each.

The lg:u.%o c(:gt“%t(', the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, and all
extras, is abou .

e annual competitive examination for admission to the College t
“yu.r at the headquarters of the several military districts. SV R Dy, My ot

For full culars regarding this examination and for any other information applica-
tion should made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Otta : t -
mandant. Roval Military College. Kingston. Ont. A S D o,
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Good Short Stories

It always has been the policy of The Canadian Magazine
to publish short stories of distinctive literary merit apart
altogether from the cheap and ordinary features that appeal
to ordinary readers. Every one of the stories in this issue
(and there are in all five of them) is strictly high-class and
worthy of serious reading. With the exception of the sketch
by Patrick MacGill they are all by Canadian writers,
Several of the authors are unknown as writers, but that fact
should only serve as a further attraction to all readers who
are interested in new lights appearing upon the horizon,
Look to The Canadian Magazine for he best fiction by
Canadian writers.

For Sale on all Newstands, 25c. a copy or $2.50 a year.

The Canadian Magazine

200 ADELAIDE STREET WEST

* TORONTO . - CANADA
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Athletes

Use Absorbine, Jr., for the muscle that has been
strained, for the cut or laceration that runs a chance
of infection, for the abrasion that pains and the limbs
that are stiff and lame from over-exertion. A few
drops of this clean, fragrant, refreshing liniment acts
guickly and effectively and leaves no greasy residue.

Applied before a contest it conditions the muscles
and minimizes fatigue.

ABSORBINE J&

B T T TR

THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT

TRADL MARK RES, V.5, PAT, OFF,

fnt Swellings. Entarged
» on

o, . . . » . = Frean .
Is a positive antiseptic and germicide which in- ‘f r-a-«g':mf::?.‘i'f“‘
y .

creases its efficiency. When applied to cuts, bruises,
sores and wounds, it kills the germs, makes the wound

aseptic and promotes rapid-healing.

The positive merits: of Absorbine, Jr. for condition- s o' L
ing ‘athletes is recognized by successful trainers every- o oy A g Bt
where, as well as physical directors in colleges, pre-
paratory schools and Y.M.C.A. gymnasiums.

USED AS A RUB-DOWN

after violent exercise or physical exertion it puts vim and energy into jaded
muscles and gives the i‘mdy the glow of health. A good formula for a rub-down
is one ounce of Absorbine, Jr., to a quart of water or witch hazel.

Absorbine, Jr., is just as valuable in the home as in the club house locker,
for taking care of the little injuries that are * part of the day’s work " and /

in relieving soreness and strains. /

Absorbine, Jr., will not destroy tissue ; it is positively harmless. It
is composed of vegetable extracts and essential oils and contains no /

acids or minerals. It does not stain, and, being fragrant, is pleas- / e
ant to use. Only a few drops required at an application. W, ; YOUNG,
$1.00 a bottle at druggists / M Lamage Slke.

‘°’ postpaid / Enclosed find 10c in

Aliberal Trial Bottl 33 ot o sddoss oo receipe /1 ooty P
pottle or procure regular size from your druggist today. / re;;f‘;;‘:"'"“ a '“Jlﬂ':"f“apm:;

W. F. YOUNG, P.D.F. / Name. ..., ..
187 Lymans Building, Montreal, Can. / TP R B
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Banking Accounts

Good Service

To our customers at all times has
been one of the chief factors in
The Bank of Toronto’s long and
successful course.

Receive assurance of the safety afforded by
Savings our large resources and our sale and conserva-
DCpOSitOt‘S tive methods of conducting business and

courteous treatment by careful officers. Interest
is paid on balances half-yearly.

Keeping accounts here have aftorded them all
Business | the facilities of a long established BANK,
Men possessing ample resources, and full equipment
and connections for banking transactions of
every description both large and small.

Paid-up Capital - - $5,000,000
Reserve Funds - - 6,402,810

THOS. F. HOW, GENERAL MANAGER
Joha R. Lamb, Supt. of Branches. ~ T. A. Bird, Chief Inspector.

——— - T @ S— . . ST—— T - T % G T S % G » U W— o s S— §

INCORPORATED 1855
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BOND

(PR PSSR AT RN AR ATRTT e
OFFERINGS A Perfect Complexion
Your ial duties demand that you
Lists Of bonds which we oﬂe’ sent on loo;(l y:ﬁfnbcstuu( ullullix:::'s n::‘d lha\t
cpplicahon. Every Security poss- your appearance be in good taste.
esses the qualities essential in a sound ;':gr'f:rs °f°f5°‘;"‘ymfﬁ1’r "‘;‘Sgc (l&:‘;
investment, combining SAFETY OF Gouraud’s ¥
PRINCIPAL AND INTEREST Ori lC
with THE MOST FAVORABLE entalCream
INTEREST RETURN. to obtain the perfect complexion. It
purifies, protects and beautifies. The
QGovernment — Municipal ildeal liquid face cream. Non-greasy.
Corporation and Proven bts usf, Cnnn(jt
Industrial Bonds. Ve it oo 00

hands. Re-
moves all
discolorations.

Yield 47 to 67,

We shall be pleased to aid you in the s
selection of a desirable investment. “mfi""él:();::“ms

Dorunion SecurrmiEs g
CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO . MONTREAL . LONDON.ENQ

Policies “Good as Gold"

IS YOUR CONSCIENCE CLEAR?

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

AN ENDOWMENT AT LIFE RATE

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

No more satisfactory insurance contract for the average man has yet been devised. Full
information upon request.

This is the Company that is paying profits in excess of estimates.

LONDON LIFE
INSURANCE COMPANY

HEAD OFFICE : ~ LONDON, CANADA
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Before Buying a Farm

or any piece of property, the cautious man
makes most careful investigation,

A buyer of Life Insurance should he
‘ equally careful—more so, indeed, for his
’ purchase effects others as well as himself
| Make leisurely and ecareful examin.:
! tion of the various forms of Life Insur.
| ance by requesting pamphlets from The
| Great-West Life Assurance Company. A
‘ deseription of the principal Policies issued

=
W 'i[!“')vll 5 \

Al

\
k.‘a"ill'l‘”v ‘|l
I i{ will be mailed—rates at all ages—and
everything necessary for a man to choose
the best Plan for his own individual needs,
[ And there will be no undue solicitation to
insure.

} The Great-West Life Policies are eom.
sidered the best by a sufficient number of
persons to give the Company—for nine
successive. years—the greatest paid-for
Canadian business of all the Companies.
That, surely, is one good reason for look-
ing into these Policies.

»

pegetd 11101

Paid-up Capital - - $7,000,000
Reserve Fund and
Undivided Profits - 7,250,984

206 Branches in Canada. Ghe

Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific. GREA T e WEST LIFE

Savings Department at all Branches.

Deposits received of $1.00 and upward, and interest Assurance Comp.ny
allowed at bcst.current tates. Head Office, « Winnigc‘
General Banking Business. Over $125,000,000 now in force.
—

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 13,236,000
Capital Paid Up =~ 11,820,000 Total Assets - 235,000,000

HEAD OFFICE e’ MONTREAL

DIRECTORS:

SIR HERBERTS. HOLT, President E.L.PEASE, Vice-President E.F.B,JOHNSTON, K.C,. #nd Vice- President
Hon. David Mackeen James Redmond G. R. Crowe D. K. Ellott 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 M, B. Davis G. H. Duggan

Executive Officers.
E. L. Pease, Managing Difector C. E. Neill, General Manager
W. B. Torrance, Superintendent of Branches F. J. Sherman, Assistant General M.n.'"
3256-BRANCHES THROUGCHOUT CANADA-325

Also Branches in Cuba, Porto Rico, Dominican Republic, Costa Rica, Antigua Barbados, Dominicy
Grenada, Jamaica, St. i{itts, Trinidad and Bahama Islands, British Guiana and British Hondurasg |

LONDON, ENC., Bank Bldgs., Princes St., E.C. NEW YORK, Corner William andCedar Sts.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT Af&Hes
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Keepthe Home
Fires Burning!

UT fire means fuel,
and fuel means
money,and money
ishard to get when
the wage-earneris

taken away.

Have you so arranged your

affairs that, in the event of your

death, your wife and children
woul(f still enjoy fireside com-
forts?

\\\\\

, aged 35, can
secure for his wife, if she be of
the same age, an income of $50

r month, g,llyable throughout
ife by The Mutual of Canada,
for an annual premium of only
$299.80.

By means of one of these
monthly income policies you
can be sure that, in the event
of your death, the “home fires”
would not go out.

Write us for further informa-

The Mutual Life

of Canada

WATERLOO, ONTARIO !’E
116

|
|
|

YOU NEVER NEED INSURANCE
so much as when you can’t get it.

Some men put off applying for
insurance just one day too long.

Be well
advised.
Apply to-day
for a policy
whilst you can

2 get cne. To-
morrow may
o
e AR be too late.

EXCELSIOR
msurance L | F E someany

An exclusively Canadian Company.
surplus on Policyholders® Account $772,532.15

wend 0ffice—EXCELSIOR LIFE BLDC., TORONTO

R R LT

Young Man!

Aim at That First Thousand

“The thing that counts,' said
a man of independently large
means, accumulated by hard
work, saving, and wise invest-
ments, ‘‘is the first thousand
dollars. When you've got that
amount together you are begin-
ning to get somewhere, and
with that start you will want to
keep on."”

In saving to acquire the ‘“‘first
thousand” you are creating the
capital necessary to enable you
to avail yourself of some of the
opportunities constantly pre-
senting themselves for increas-
ing and multiplying that capital,

We credit interest at three
and one half per cent. on every
dollar deposited with us, thus
materially assisting in its ac-
cumulation. One dollar opens
an account. Begin to-day.

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

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

TORONTO STREET, TORONTO

ESTABLISHED 1855
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North American Life

“SOLID AS THE CONTINENT "

PROGRESSIVE.

New Business issued during the year
1915 exceeded that of the previous year
by One and a Quarter Millions. Total
Business in Force at December 31st,

1915, amounted to over $56,200,000

PROSPEROUS.
Net Surplus held on Policyholders

account increased during the year by
$385,927, and now amounts to over $2,500,000, while Assets amount to over
$15,716,000. 9ltis a Policyholders Company. A *‘Solid as the Continent™ Policy

is a safe and profitable one to hold.

North American Life Assurance Company 'fr sy

Epwarp GurNEY, President. L. GoLDMAN, 1st Vice-President and Managing-Director

|
|

HEAD OFFICE

CAPITAL AUTHORIZED.. $5,000,000
CAPITAL PAID UP....... $3,000,000
IR PLRISGi st 83.275.000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
BRANCHES
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CANADA

Put Your Hand To The Plow!

Every fresh furrow means greater success for you, added prosperity to
Canada, increased strength to the Empire and surer victory for the Allies.
The farmers of Canada are today playing an all-important part in the European
conflict.

Hon. W. T. White, Canadian Minister of Finance, says: “In order to
meet our interest payments abroad, sustain our share of the burden of the war,
and promote to the greatest possible degree prosperity throughout the Dominion,
it is the duty of all Canadian citizens to co-operate in producing as much as

ible of what can be used or sold. For Canada at this juncture the watch-
word of the hour should be production, production, and again production.”

For full information regarding farming opportunities in Canada write to:—

W. D. SCOTT, Esq., Superintendent of Immigration, Ottawa, Canada.

or

J, OBED SMITH, Esq.. Assistant Superintendent of Emigration,
11-13 Charing Cross, London, S.W., England.
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“CANADIAN BEAUTY”

Electrical Appliances

UPRIGHT TOASTER

===\

TWO-PLATE STOVE

S

TOASTER GRILL

O LONGER need housework be considered irksome by any
housewife. The modern electrical Canadian Beauty wa.'y

of doing almost everything in the home dispels half the trouble.
By the aid of electrical appliances (Canadian Beauty) you can do
your housework easier and quicker, allowing yourself plenty of

time to devote to
pleasanter occupa-
tions.

" UPRIGHT TOASTER

This is an extremely sturdy
toaster. It is finlshed in
polished nickel—very beauti-
ful. Toasts enough for a
family of six in ten or twelve
minutes. 5 years guarantee,

TWO-PLATE STOVE
A universal favorite. Very
efficient for frying, boiling,
ete Finished in bright nickel.
Guaranteed 3 years.

TOASTER GRILL
Economical, clean fries,
toasts, boils and broils en
rily. Many

These Appliances are of
Outstanding Quality

Electrical goods bearing the *Canadian
Beauty” trademark are of the highest
quality—very strong and exceptionally
well finished. You can get almost all kinds
of electrical household labour-savers with
this trademark on them. You should see
them.

AsKYour Dealer for

a Demonstration

Renfrew Electric
Mfg. Co., Limited

d |l.l'l‘1|)'(;“ihl be prepared
with this r. 5 years
guarantee : i Renfrew e - Canad‘

PAUL E. WIRT

FOUNTAIN PENS

Self-Filling,
Safety and
Ordinary Styles

There is as much difference between
a good and a poor Fountain Pen as

between success and failure

WIRT PENS once used, always used

BROWN BROS.

Limited

Agents for Canada

TORONTO

Simcoe and
Pearl Streets,

GENTLEMEN!

You think it worth your while
to look after the general ap-
pearance of your hands, feet
teeth and clothes then why n{);
pay attention to your hair.,
Baldness you will admit is g
distinct blemish on your appear-
ance. We make it our business
to teach you how to remove
that blemish not through quack

medicines but by a simple
course of instruction covering
three months which enables

you to keep your hair in a
healthy condition as easily and
simply as you do your teeth.
Free leaflet on request. The
'pr'ice of our course for advert-
ising’ purposes has been re-

duced from $5.00 to $3.00.

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

§J






From the painting by

sertha Des Clayes.

BEAR RIVER

Quite apart from its peculiar merit of pro-
ducing some of the most luscious cherries in
the world, this quaint spot in Nova Secotia is
justly famous for its general picturesque-
ness and charm. The river, from which the
village derives its name, is a flow of some
consequence when the tide is in, but when
the tide goes out it is secarcely more than a
trickling stream protected by wide reaches of
terra-cotta tinted alluvial soil. Some of the
houses overhang the river and are supported
by piles driven deep into the earth. The
bridge, the high wooden gates, the hills, with
their cheery orchards, all form a picture of
much colour and picturesqueness.
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THC FIRST GANADEANS
IN  FRANCE

%y I NOE Aelvery Lell

The chronucle ofa mulitary
hospttal un the war zone..

‘ X rE were a heterogeneous lot—
no one could deny that—all
the way down from big Bill
Barker, the heavyweight hostler, to
little Huxford, the featherweight
ler. ;
huI:Tto commanding officer, while sober,
would have chosen us en masse. But
we weren’t chosen—we just arrived,
piece by piece; and the Hammer of
Time, with many a nasty knock, has
ded us.
we(l)ne by one, from the farthest cor-
ners of the Dominion, the magic mag-
net of the war drew us to the plains

1—431

of Valcartier, and one by one it drop-
ped us side by side. 'Why some came
or why they are still here God only
knows! Man may merely conjecture.

Divers forces helped to speed us
from our homes: love of adventure,
loss of a sweetheart, family quarrels,
the wander spirit, and, among many
other sentiments—patriotism. But
only one force held us together: our
Colonel! Without him, as an entity,
we ceased to exist. His broad-mind-
ed generosity and liberal forbearance
closed many an angry breach. His
love of us finds its analogy only in the
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love of a father for his prodigal son.

Long after we reached France,
when the dull monotony of daily rou-
tine had somewhat sobered us, one
early morning the sweet but disturb-
ing note of the bugle sounding the
reveille brought me back from dreams
of home. I lay drowsily listening to
its insistent voice. The door of my
room opened softly, and the orderly
stole in.

He was a red-cheeked, full-lipped
country lad, scarce seventeen years of
age. He knelt down before the fire-
place and meditatively raked the ash-
es from its recess. He was a slow lad ;
slow in speech, slower in action, and
his big dreamy blue eyes belied his
military bearing.

I turned over in bed to get a bet-
ter view of him.

‘“What freak of fancy brought you
g;odfa.r from home, Wilson?’’ I quer-
ied. '

“Dunno, zur,”’ he drawled. ‘‘Not
much fun hustlin’ coals in the morn-
in’ nur pullin’ teeth in the after-
noon.” For Wilson, among his mul-
titudinous duties, was dental orderly,
too.

“There’s such an air of farm and
field about you, Wilson, that some-
times, at short range, I imagine I get
a whiff of new-mown hay.”’

He sat up on his haunches, balanc-
ing the shovel upon his outstretched
hand. The pool of memory was stir-
red. A hazy thought was struggling
to the surface. He looked dreamily
toward me for a moment before he
replied. ‘

““I wuz born an’ raised in the coun-
try, zur,”’ he said. ‘“When the war
broke out I wuz pickin’
dad’s farm. I didn’t like my job.
Gee! T wish’t I’d stayed an’ picked
’em now.”’

How we ever taught Wilson to say
“Qir’’ or even his corruption of the
word must remain forever shrouded
in mystery; but it was accomplished
at last, just like many other great
works of art.

The Canadian spirit of democracy

apples on °

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

resents any semblance of a confession
of inferiority, and the sergeant-ma-
jor’s troubles were like unto those of
Job. Military discipline commenec-
ed in earnest when the ship left the
harbour at Quebee, and has hung
over us like a brooding robin ever
since.

It was an eventful morning to us
(and to England) when our fleet
of thirty ocean liners, with its
freight of thirty-three thousand sol-
diers, steamed slowly into the har.
bour at Plymouth and dropped an-
chor.

For two glorious October weeks we
had bedecked the Atlantic. His Ma-
jesty’s fleet night and day had guard-
ed us with an ever-increasing care.
can still look over the starboard rail
and see the black smoke of the Gloria
prowling along in the south, and afar
off, in the north, the Queen Mary
watching our hazardous course. The
jaunty little Charybdis minced perk-
ily ahead.

There were other battleships, too
which picked us up from time to
time; and the Monmouth, on the
last voyage she was destined to
make, steamed through our lines one
day. The brave fellows, who were
so soon to meet a watery grave, lined
up upon her deck, giving us three re.
sounding cheers as she passed by, and
we echoed them with a will.

Captain Reggy, our dapper mess
secretary, was pacing the hurricane
deck one day. From time to time his
gaze turned wistfully across the
waves to the other two thin lines of
ships steaming peacefully along side
by side. Something weighty was on
his mind. Occasionally he glanced up
to the military signalling officer on
the bridge, and with inexplicable in.
terest watched his movements with
the flags.

% ‘I say,”” Reggy called up to him,
can you get a message across to the
Fr(fgiorgiafl’l’ %

“‘She’s third ship in the third 1i
—a Tittle difficult, T should say,” $he
signaller replied.
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““But it can be done, can’t it?”’
Reggy coaxed. _ :

““Yes, if it’s very important.’’

““It’s most important. I want to
send a message to one of the nurses.”’

The signalling lieutenant leaned
both elbows upon the rail and looke_d
down in grinning amazement upon his
intrepid interlocutor.

““What the d—1! I say, you'’re the
sort of man we need at the front—
one with plenty of nerve!”

‘“Be a sport and send it over!”’

bby coaxed.

Re“A{l right—I’ll take a chance.”

““ Ask for Nursing Sister Marlow.
Give her Captain Reggy’s compli-
ments and best wishes, and will she
join him on board for dinner this
evening, seven o’clock!”’

There was a flutter of flags for sev-
eral seconds, while the ridiculous mes-

passed across from ship to ship.
Reggy waited anxiously for a reply.

In less than ten minutes, frqm
across the deep, came this very lucid
answer: ‘‘Nursing Sister Marlow’s
eompliments to Captain Reggy. Re-

ts must decline kind invitation to
dinner. Mal de mer has rendered her
hors de combat. Many thanks.”’

On the last day of our journey the
speedy torpedo boat destroyers rush-
ed out to meet us, and whirled round
and round us hour by hour, as we en-
tered the English Channel. Soon the
welecome shores of dear old England
loomed through the haze, the sight of
which sent a thrill through all our
: We had scarce dropped anchor
when from the training ship close by
a yawl pulled quickly toward us,
““manned’’ by a dozen or more naval
cadets. They rowed with the ,quick
neat stroke of trained'athletes, and as
the boat came alongside ours they
shipped their oars and raised their
boyish voices in a welcoming cheer.
We leaned over the side of our ship
and returned their greeting with a
stentorian heartiness that startled the

ing town.
.leg,l::fers of small coin and cigar-
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ettes were dropped into their boat,
and the way in which they fought for
position, serambling over or under
one another, upsetting this one or
knocking down that, showed that
these lads were quite capable of up-
holding all the old fighting traditions
of the British navy.

A tug-boat soon steamed alongside,
too, and down the accommodation lad-
der secrambled those of us who were
lucky enough to have permission to
go ashore.

“Come along, Reggy,”” I shouted.
But Reggy shook his head sorrow-
fully, and his handsome face was
clouded.

‘“‘Just my rotten luck to be orderly
officer on a day like this!”’ he replied.
‘“To-day I guard the ship, but to-mor-
row—oh, to-morrow!” Reggy held
out both hands in mock appeal to the
shore: ““‘Me for the red paint and eity
lights!”’

Progress up the streets of Devon-
port was slow. Thousands of troops
already landed were marching to the
time of “The Maple Leaf Forever,”’
and every foot of pavement or side-
walk was packed with struggling but
enthusiastic humanity, shouting itself
hoarse in delirious welcome.

We were on the upper deck of a
tram-car, leaning over the throng,
and eagerly looking for the faces of
friends in the ranks of a passing bat-
teiion. They swung aleng to the mu-
sic of their band—a clean-cut, well-
set-up, manly lot, who marched with
the firm independent step of the free
born. Suddenly our colonel discov-
ered a familiar face among the khaki-
clad below. There is no military pre-
cedent for what he did: years of
training fell away on the instant. He
leaned from the car and shouted :

‘““Hello, ‘Foghorn’! What cheer$’’

““Foghorn’’ looked up. His right
arm was somewhat hampered, from a
military point of view, by reason of
being about the waist of a pretty girl,
who accommodatingly marched along
with the battalion in general, and
““Foghorn’’ in partic
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‘‘Hello, Jack,”” he bellowed in a
voice which easily accounted for his
nickname. ‘‘Lots of cheer. Can’t sa-
lute. One arm busy! Other is glass
arm from saluting the brass hats. See
you later. Good luck!”’

And thus our cosmopolitan and ul-
tra-democratic battalion passed on.

Someone has said that the English-
man is temperamentally cold. It can’t
be proved by Devonport or Plymouth.
His temperature in both towns regis-
tered ninety-eight degrees in the sha-

diest and most secluded spots. And
the women and children! Banish all
thought of British frigidity! The

Canadians in England never discov-
ered it.

The passion of the Devonport chil-
dren for souvenirs in the shape of
pennies and buttons beeame so violent
in a few hours that our small coin was
likely to become extinet and our but-
tous merely things that used to be.
For every time a soldier appeared up-
on the street he was instantly sur-
rounded by a bevy of insistent and
persistent mendicants.

Once we sought refuge in a cooling
spot where glasses tinkle and the beer
foams high—and children might not
follow there. The pretty barmaid
smiled. The second in command
twirled his long moustache and fixed
the maiden with his martial eye.

‘““What will you have, sir?”’ she
inquired sweetly.

““The senior major was always gal-
lant to a preity girl. He drew him-
self up to his full six feet, two, and
galuted. A mellow line from “Omar
Khayyam’’ dropped from his thirsty
lips:

A jug of wine, a loaf of bread, and thoun

Beside me singing ip the wilderness.

How much further he might have
gone one cannot say. The girl_ held
up a reproving finger and exclaimed:

““ Ah, I see it is black coffee the gen-
tleman requires.”’ e

But the major’s poetic spirit was
aroused.

“Avaunt coffee,” he cried:
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Shall I distress my ruddy soul

With dusky dregs from coffee urnt

Far sweeter, sweet, to quench its fire

With wine for which the ‘innards’ yearn,

“A glass of beer, please.”

The adjutant leaned over toward
me and hazarded, in a hoarse whis.
per:

‘I presume they have no ice.’”

The barmaid’s red cheeks dimpled
and two straight rows of pearly teeth
shone upon him, as she answered for
me:

“Your presumption is ill-found
young man. We have plenty of
ice with which to temper the hot
young blood of the Canadians.’’

The adjutant looked helplessly up
bereft of repartee; then apostrophix:
ed the ceiling:

““And these are the stupid English
women we have been led to expeet!’®

Our education was going on apace.

A few moments later we emerged
and discovered ourselves in a veritable
whirlpool of young monetary glut.
tons.

‘“‘Penny, sir! penny! penny !’
shouted in staccato chorll)ls. {)ur 2:3
ply of pennies had long since been de.
pleted. An idea struck me—it wig
sometimes.

‘“See here,”” T said in serious tone.
““We’re only a lot of poor soldiers
going to the war. We can’t always
be giving away pennies. We need
pennies worse than you do.”’

_A sudden hush fell upon the little
cirele. Some looked abashed, otherg
curiously uncertain, a few sympathet.
% Tl}lle sileglce lasted a full minute,

e all stood still looking a
other. .

““Can any little boy or girl in this
crowd give a poor soldier a penny to
help him along to the war?” I agk
ed A;uietly. 3

gain silence, Finally a littl
ged tot of about eight ?ears og o
carrying a baby in her arms, turnedq
to her companions and said: ‘‘H;
hold the baby for me and 1’11 give
poor fellow a penny.’’ She dived deep

in the pocket of her frock, brought
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out a penny, ha’penny (her total solid ground after weeks on ship-

wealth) and held it out to me.
Lieutenant Moe stepped forward.
““Look here, major,”’ he said stern-
ly, ‘“‘do you mean to say you’ll take
that money from a youngster?’’ :
““1 do,”’ I replied, without a smile.
““I won’t permit it,’” he cried.
Here was an embarrassing situation.
I couldn’t explain to him without con-
fessing to the child as well. T wished
to gauge how much patriotism beat in
those little hearts, what sacrifice they
were prepared to make for their coun-
; and here was one measuring up
to the highest ideals. I daren’t either
withdraw or explain.
““1 must have the pennies, Moe, ana
I am going to take them,”” I replicd
firmly. ‘‘Stand. aside, please!’
Military discipline came to the res-
eue. Moe saluted stiffly and stepped
back. The little girl gravely handed
over the pennies and took back her

“yAny others?’’ I asked.

Some of the children declared they
had none; a few looked sheepish and
hung their heads. I slipped a six-

ce into the hand of the little lady.

““Well, I'll be damned!”’ exclaimed
Moe. ‘‘Here’s another penny for
you,”’ and he handed the bewildered
child half a crown. :

A shout of surprise and dismay
went up from the other children, who
realized too late that they had failed
in the test. : i

¢Mhe drinks are certainly on me!

eried. ‘‘About turn!”’

l{osiymetimets when I feel that the
world is sordid and mean I go to my
trunk and look at those two coins, and
1 know that somewhere, in a frail little
body, beats a generous heart, and I
feel that after all part of the world
is worth while.

II.

was on shore at last. .He

gaid he felt much better walking

alone up street—more as if he owned
the town! : .

It’s a strange sensation stepping on

board. There is a lack of harmony
between oneself and the ground. You
rock and the ground stands still. You
stand still and the ground rocks, like
a drunken sergeant.

The senior major was on the cor-
ner, holding an animated conversation
with a beautifully gowned young
lady, to whom he bid a hasty adieu
as Reggy hove in sight.

“Corking girl, that,” said Reggy
mischievously.

‘““Where?”’ demanded the major,
looking about.

““The young lady to whom you just
avoided introducing me.’’

““It’s rather a remarkable coinci-
dence,’’ said the major, avoiding con-
troversy, ‘‘that I should run across a
relation in this far-away place!’’

““Very!”” Reggy replied dryly.
“Family’s fond of travel, I take it.”

A tall, well-knit young subaltern el-
bowed his way through the erowd and
Joined the pair. Reggy greeted him:

‘‘Better come and have dinner with
your brother and me, Tom. I feel he
needs good company and a chaperon
or twol”’

The trio entered the rotunda of the
Royal. " 7

A distinguished looking gentleman
and a prepossessing lady of middle
age stood chatting together. Their
voices were agitated, and the three
officers could not aveid overhearing
snatches of the conversation.

‘““He is on the Cassandra, and in
this medley of ships no one seems to
know where his is anchored,’’ the man
was saying.

‘““Dear me,”’ sighed the lady. ““To
think that our boy should be so near
and that we should not be able to sce
him! It’s dreadful!’’

‘““‘But we must find him,’’ the man
declared reassuring. “Surely there
is some way of reaching the ship 1’

““They tell me no one is allowed
on board; and when the battalion dis-
embarks they will be marched away.
What shall we do?’’ she cried in great
distress.
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Reggy’s impulsive heart was touch-
ed. He approached them and respect-
fully saluted.

“A thousand pardons, sir,” he
said, ‘‘for breaking in upon a private
conversation, but I couldn’t help
overhearing your words. Can I be of
any assistance to you?’’

“It is very kind of you, indeed,”’
the man answered in a rich voice of
unusual gentility. ‘‘Perhaps you can
help us. My son is aboard the Cas-
sandra. We haven’t seen him since
he went to Canada four years ago. He
is only a Tommy, so ecannot come
ashore, and it seems impossible to get
into communication with him.”’

‘““What luck!”” Reggy exclaimed.
‘‘His ship and ours are anchored side
by side; so close, in fact, that we have
a connecting gangway.’’

‘“Oh, do you think we could get out
to him?’’ the mother asked anxiously.
‘““We have no permit to visit the
ships.”’

“If you can get authority to enter
the dockyards, I’ll see what I ecan do
to get you aboard to-morrow noon,’’
Reggy answered. “‘I’ll meet you at
the quay.’’

““God bless you!”’ exclaimed the
lady, with tears in her eyes.

The following day, true to his word,
Reggy, with a written permit in his
pocket, ushered Mr. and Mrs. Har-
greaves aboard the ship.

“You will stay and lunch with
me,’’ said Reggy. ‘‘I’ll get your boy
across, and we’ll all lunch together.”’

‘““But I was under the impression
that Tommies were not allowed to dine
with officers,”” protested Mr. Har-
greaves.

‘“The deuce! I'd forgotten all about
that,’’ Reggy exclaimed, as he scratch-
ed his head perplexedly. ‘‘Ah, I have
it,”” he ejaculated a moment later;
““he shall be an officer during the
meal. I’ll lend him a tunic. No one
else on board will know.”

““But I don’t wish you to get your-
self into trouble,”” Mr. Hargreaves
remonstrated.

Reggy laughed.
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“I love such trouble,’”’ he cried

‘“and the risk fascinates me. 1’1 be’
back in a moment.”” And he dashed
off in his impetuous way.
_ In a short time he returned, bring-
ing with him a handsome but much
embarrassed youth, wearing a cap-
tain’s uniform. But the sight which
met his eyes banished all thought of
clothes.

““Mother! Father!’” he cried; and
in a moment was clasped in his moth-
er’s arms, while tears of joy she didn t
strive to hide rolled down her cheeks.
The old gentleman turned his head
aside to hide his own emotion, and
Reggie, feeling de trop, slipped quiet-
ly away.

A few days later our ship was
dragged slowly into dock by two
small but powerful tug-boats. The
boys who had been caged on board for
a full week in sight of but unable to
reach the land shouted and danced
for joy. The noise of the donkey en-
gine pulling our equipment out of the
hold was to us the sweetest sound on
land or sea.

We were almost the last ship to
dock, and a thousand boys were impa-
tiently awaiting their turn to step on
English soil. Machine guns, boxes of
rifles and ammunition, great cases of
food and wagons came hurtlj
through the hatchway, vomited from
the depths below. With great speed
and regularity they were deposited on
the quay, while heavy motor lorri
piled high with freight, ereaked from
dock to train.

From across the quay, and in awe-
some proximity, the great guns of the.
battle cruisers Tiger and Benbow
yawned at us. As far as one might
look heavily armoured men-of-wap.
ready to sail or in process of con:
struetion, met the eye, and the deaf-
ening crash of the trip-hammer storm-
ed the ear. Britain may well be
proud of her navy. Its size and might
are far beyond our ken. Patiently, in
peaceful harbour, or on sea, she im&
in wait and longs for Germany’s in.
evitable hour. :



THE FIRST CANADIANS IN FRANCE

The hospitality of the citizens of
Devonport and Plymouth will long re-
main a pleasant recollection. First
impressions linger and our first im-
pressions there still stir up delightful
memories.

““Now, then, look sharp, there!
Stow them adoos an’ get aboard!”’

Tt was the raucous voice of Ser-
geant Honk which thus assailed his
unwilling flock. The boys were bid-
ding a lengthy farewell to the local
beauties, who had patriotically fol-
lowed them to the train.

The sergeant was hot and dusty,
and beaded drops of sweat dripped
from his unwashed chin. His hat was
cocked over one eye, in very unmili-
tary style. The Tommies, under the
stimulating influence of two or more
draughts of ‘‘bitter’’ purchased at a
nearby bar, were inclined to be jo-

cose. ;
¢« 1 Ave another drink, ’Onk!”’ eried
one, thrusting a grimy head from the
train window and mimicking Honk’s
Cockney accent. This subtle allusion
to previous libations aroused the
eant’s ire.
'el:‘800 said that,”’ he shouted wrath-
fully, as he turned quickly about.
“Blimey if yer ain’t got no more dis-
¢’pline than a ’erd uv Alberta steers!
1f I ’ears any more sauce like that
someone ’ull be up for ‘office’ in th’
min’ !7 ’
m?l‘he culprit had withdrawn his head
in time, and peace prevailed for a
moment. 5
«“What’s that baggage fatigue
doin’?”’ he cried a moment later.
“]’ye think y’er at a picnic—eatin’
oranges? Load them tents 14
The orange-eating ‘‘ fatigue,’’ look-
ing very hot and fatigued indeed, fell
reluctantly to work. :
Sergeant Honk was not beautiful to
look upon. His best friends conceded
this. His nose was bent and red. He
had one fixed and one revolving eye,
and when the former had em}_)a,nelled
you, the latter wandered aimlessly
about, seeking I know not what. He
was so knock-kneed that his feet could
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never meet. I think it was the ser-
geant-major in Punch who complain-
ed that ‘‘It was impossible to make
him look ‘smart,” for when his knees
stood at attention his feet would stand
at ease.”’

To see Honk salute with one stiff
hand pointing heavenwards and his
unruly feet ten inches apart has been
known to bring a wan sweet smile to
the face of blasé generals; but subal-
terns, more prone to mirth, have some-
times laughed outright.

Someone had thrown a banana peel
upon the station platform. Honk
stepped backward upon its slippery
face. He didn’t fall, but his queer
legs opened and shut with a scissor-
like snap that wrenched his dignity
in twain.

“Fruit’s the curse of the army,” he
muttered.

Somehow we got aboard at last—
officers, non-commissioned officers and
men. The crowd cheered a lusty fare-
well, and amidst much waving of
pocket handkerchiefs and hats, Ply-
mouth faded away, and the second
stage of our journey began.

It was midnight when we pulled
into Lavington station. There is no
village there—merely a tavern of
doubtful mien. Rain was falling in a
steady drizzle as we emerged upon the
platform and stood shivering in the
bleak east wind. The transport offi-
cer, who had been awaiting our ar-
rival, approached the colonel and
saluted.

‘‘Rather a nasty night. sir,”’ he ob-
served courteously.

‘‘Bad night for a march,’’ the colo-
nel replied. “ My men are tired, too.
Hope we haven’t got fax to go?’’

“‘Not very, sir; a matter of eight or
nine miles only.”’

The colonel glanced at him sharp-
ly, thinking the information was giv-
en in satirical vein; but the English-
man’s face was inscrutable.

‘“‘Nine miles!”’ he exclaimed. ‘‘ That
may be an easy march for seasoned
troops, but my men have been three
weeks on shipboard.’’
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““Sorry, sir, but that’s the shortest
route.”’

“Thanks; we’ll camp right here.”’
The colonel was emphatic.

‘“What, in the rain?’’ the English-
man inquired, in some surprise.

‘““Yes. What of it?”’

““Nothing, sir; but it seems anusual,
that’s all.”’

‘““We’re unusual people,’’ the colo-
nel answered dryly. “Quartermaster,
get out the rubber sheets and blan-
kets. The station platform will be
our bed.”’

The transport officer saluted and
retired.

The adjutant was weary and sleepy
He had vainly tried a stimulating
Seotch or two to rouse his lagging
spirit.

“Fall in, men,” he shouted.
‘‘ ’Shun! Right dress. Quartermaster,
issue the blenkets, please.’’

The quartermaster was disposed to
argue the point. The blankets would
all be wet and muddy, and damaged
with coal cinders, but he was finally
over-ruled.

The adjutant turned to look at the
men. Their line had wahbled and
showed strange gyrations,

““Will you men stand in line?’’ he
cried. “How do any of you ever ex-
pect to succeed in life if you can’t
learn to stand in a straight line?”’
With this unanswerable argument and
much pleased with his midnight phiio-
scphy, he relapsed into his customary
genial smile.

At last the blankets were distribut-
ed, and in an hour the station plat-
form and bridge over the tracks look-
cd like the deck of an emigrant steam-
er. Wherever the eye reached, the
dimly-lighted platform showed rows
of sleeping men, rolled up and looking
very like sacks of potatoes lying to-
gether.

Five of us officers turned into the
expressman’s hut, and in the dark fell
into whatever corner was available.
Reggy and I occupied either side of an
unlighted stove, and throughout the
jumpy watches of the night bruised
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our shins
legs.

Dawn was breaking, and breaking
darkly, too, as the dim shadow of the
expressman came stumbling ae
Fhe platform through rows 6gf gr(:.\(:??
Ing men. At last he reached his of.
fice, and, all unconscious of our pre-
sence, stepped within. e stepped
upon the sleeping form of the adju-
tant, and the form emitted a mighty
roar. The expressman staggered back
In amazement, giving vent to this
welird epigram:

““Every bloomin’
ole!”’
~ “You’ll ’ave to get up,’” he ecried
indignantly when he had recovered
from his astonishment. ‘“This ain’t
a b‘ltéomi(ri’ boardin’~ouse 1”

“Could you return in hal
hour?”’ Reggy queried in dxi =
tones, but without opening his eyes,

““No. I couldn’t return in ’alf an
‘our,’”’ he mocked peevishly.

“Run away like a good fellow, ang
bring some shaving water—have jt
ho‘t‘!(;‘hRia%%'y cimmanded.

; , make it ot for you 4
right, if you don’t let me igto !;ly
office,”” he retorted angrily,

Might is not always right, so we re.
luctantly rose. We had had three
hours of fitful sleep—not too much
for our first night’s soldiering. Hot
coffee, cheese and biscuits were soon
served by our cooks, and Wwe prepar-
ed for our first march on English sod

No one who made that march from
Lavington to West Down North wil
ever forget it. Napoleon’s march to
Moscpw was mere child’s play compar-
ed with it. Reggy said both his corng
were shrieking, and when Bi]] Barkep
removed his socks (skin and all) it
marked an epoch in his life, for both
hisE feet v;iere clean.

very fifteen minutes it raineq.
first we thought this mere playf?gn:;
on the part of the weather; but when
it kept right on for weeks on end, we
knew it to be distemper. By da,y it
was a steady drizzle, but at night the
weather did its proudest feats. Some-

against its inhospitable

‘ole a sleepin®
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times it was a cloudburst; anon an
ordinary shower that splashed in
angry little squirts through the can-
vas, and fell upon our beds. .

And the mud! We stood in mud.
We walked in mud. We slept in mud.
The sky looked muddy, too. Once,
and only once, the moon peeped out—
it bad splashes of mud on its face!

Reggy loved sleep. It was his one
passion. Not the sweet beauty sleep
of youth, but the deep snoring slum-
ber of the full-blown man. But, oh,
those cruel ‘‘Orderly Officer’’ days,
when one must rise at dawn! Reggy

ught so, too.
th%ig a.m. The bugle blew “Parade.' i
Reggy arose. I opened one eye in
time to see a bedraggled figure in blue
pyjamas stagger across the sloppy
floor. His eyes were heavy with sleep,
and his wetted forelock fell in a
Napoleonic curve. The murky dawn
reaking.
ws(;t})tside .tge tent we could hear the
sergeant-major’s rubber boots flop,
flop across the muddy road. -

““Fall in, men! Fall in!’”’ His
tones, diluted with the rain, came fil-
tering through the tent. It was in-

ion hour.
‘p%eet:;y fumbled at the flap of the
tent, untied the cord, and through the
hole thus made thrust his sleep-laden
lle!“‘i;a.rade, ‘shun!’’ shouted the ser-
geant-major (a sly bit of satire on his
). The warning wasn’t needed.

e sight of Reggy’s disheveled coun-
tenance was enough ; Bill Barker him-
self “’shunned”. Somewhere from
the depths of Reggy’s head a sleepy
muffled voice emitted this sueccint
command :

““Ser’gnt-major; dish-mish th’ par-

”»

““Right turn! Dis-miss!”’ With a
shout of joy, the boys scampered off
to their tents. ;

A moment later Reggy tumbled into
bed again, and soon was fast asleep.
And within two hours, at break‘fast,
he was saying, with virtuous resigna-
tion: ‘‘How I envied you lucky dev-
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ils sleeping in this morning! I was
up at six o’clock inspecting the par-
ade.”” And the halo of near-truth
hovered gently about his head.

Thus passed three weeks of rain and
mud. In spite of ourselves we had
begun to look like soldiers. How we
ever developed into the best hospital
unit in the forces none of us to this
day knows—and none but ourselves
suspects it yet. We had, and have
still, one outstanding feature—a sort
of native modesty. Whatever in this
chronicle savours of egotism is merely
the love of truth which ecannot be
suppressed.

And then, one eventful day, the
surgeon-general came to inspect us.
He seemed pleased with us. Presently
he passed into the colonel’s tent, and
they had a long and secret conference
together. Finally the pair emerged
again.

“What about your horses?’’ the
general queried.

The horses had been our greatest
worry. They came on a different boat,
and the two best were missing or stol-
en. Once Sergeant Honk discovered
them in the lines of another unit, but
was indiscreet enough to proclaim his
belief to the sergeant-major of that
unit. When we hurried down to get
them they were gone. No one there
had ever heard of a horse of the col-
our or design which we described. We
were discouraged, and in our despair
turned to the senior major, who was
a great horseman and knew the tricks
of the soldier horse thief.

“Don’t get excited,’’ he said reas-
suringly. ‘‘ They 've only hidden away
the horses in a tent, after you chumps
recognized them. To-morrow, when
they are not suspicious, I'll go down
and get them.’’

And on the morrow mirable dictu
he secured them both.

So the colonel answered : < The hors.
es are here, and ready, sir.”’

Ready for what? There was g
tenseness in the air—a sense of mys-
tery that could not be explained. We
listened again, but eould only ecatch
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scraps of the conversation, such as
“Transport officer,”” ‘‘Nine a.m,”
“PDon’t take the mess tent or any
tents but hospital marquees.’’

Something was brewing and brew-
ing very fast. At length the colonel
saluted, and the general left.

““What news, Colonel?’’ we cried
breathlessly, as soon as discretion al-
lowed. And he let fall these magie
words:

““We are under orders to move. We
shall be the first Canadians in
France!”’

L

1t was exactly 10 p.m. as Bill Bar-
ker and Huxford, with the heavy team
and wagon, drove up to the colonel’s
tent.

“Do you think you can find your
way to Southampton in the dark?”’
the colonel asked Barker somewhat
anxiously.

““Yes, sir. I’ve never been lost in
my life—sober.”” The afterthought
was delivered with a reminiscent grin.

‘““Remember, no ‘booze’ until the
horses are safely in the town; and a
glass of beer will be quite enough
even then,”’ the colonel admonished
him.

“Never fear, sir,”’ Bill replied, as
he saluted. With a last long look at
the camp, he said: ‘‘Good-night,’’ and
the horses started down the muddy
road.

Why we should still have any affee-
tion for that camp in which none of
us ever wore a dry stitch of clothes or
knew a moment’s comfort is merely
another illustration of the perversity
of human nature. Like Bill Sykes’s
dog, our love is stronger than our
common sense. For a moment we
stood watching the team pass down
through the lines toward the unknown
south, and then we turned in to
sleep.

At 3 am. our camp was all astir,
and the dull yellow glow of candles
and lanterns shining through the
tents dotted the plain. Here and
there brighter lights flitted to and
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fro, as the men proceeded rapidly
with the work of packing up.

And what a medley of goods there
was! Blankets and rubber sheets
were folded neatly into their ecanvas
covers; stoves and pots and pans were
crated ; boxes of cheese, jam and bully
beef, together with bags of bread
were carried out of the tents into the
open. At one side stood large boxes
of medicines and surgical instru-
ments, beds, mattresses, portable
folding tables and chairs, and a hun-
dred other varieties of hospital ne-
cessaries, all packed and ready for
transport.

By 9 a.m. the motor lorries com-
menced to arrive. How the boys
worked that morning! The pile of
forty tons of goods which represented
our home, and soon would be the
home of many others, sick and wound-
ed, melted away before their wuniteq
effort.

‘We had come to Salisbury Plain in
the rain; it was but fitting that we
should leave in a similar downpour.
And we did. :

The soldier is a strange creature
a migratory animal whose chief dg:
light in life is moving. Put him in
one place for months, be it ever so
cheery and comfortable, and he frets
like a restless steed ; but give him the
rein, permit him to go, he cares mnot
whither, and he is happy. It may be
from sunshine to shadow; it may he
from chateau to trench; it may he
from heaven to hell—he cares not if
he but moves, and, moving, he wil
whistle or sing his delight.

The road was lined with envioyg
Tommies who came to see us start.

‘“Yer colonel muster had some pull
with Kitch’ner t’ git ye’ away go
soon,’” said one of the envious to Tim,
thc’ar colonel’s batman.

im was quite the most uni
all our motley tribe. He wa;1 ulfog
in Ireland, educated (or rather pe.
mained uneducated) in the Southern
States, and for the past ten years hag
lived in Canada. He was a faith
servant, true to his master and to a))
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his friends. Like many another ‘‘ori-
ginal,”” he was permitted to take lib-
erties which shocked all sense of mili-
tary discipline, as well as every other
gense; but he amused us and was for-
given. He was a prize fighter, too, of
no mean ability, and carried the scars
of many a hard-fought battle._ No
other being in the world used a dialect
like Tim’s. It was a language all his
own, and negroid in character. 3

“Pull wit’ Kitch’ner!” he replied
disdainfully. ‘‘Wit George hisself,
ye’ means. D’ye s’pose my kernel
hobnobs wit’ anyt’ing lessen royalty ?
De king sent fer him, an’ he goed to
Lunnon a’ purpose.’’ ,

“ “Wot is yer Majesty’s command ?
sez de kernel.”’

““ ‘Kernel,” sez he, ‘wen I seed yer
men on p’rade las’ Sunday, I tqrnefl
to Lord Kitch’ner an’ sez: ‘‘Kiteh’-
ner, it ain’t right t’ keep men as good
as dat in E,I},gland; dere place is at

nt!”’
de‘ ‘f? ou was sure needed there.,”
Tim’s vis-a-vis interjected sarcastlc;
tlly, ‘‘good thick-headed fellers t
stop a bullet.”’

Tim ignored the remark, and con-
tntl‘lgg he sez: ‘Kernel, yer unit ’ull
be de first t’ leave fer France, an’
good luck t’ ye!’” Wit dat de lfernel
eomed back, an’ now we re goin’ to

Pea-jammers.
'e?‘gVeot s tﬁem?” the other growling-
ly inquired. ;

“Don’t_ye’ know wat Pea-jammers
is yet? Ye muster bin eddicated in
night school. Pea-jammers is French-
men.”” ; )

By what process of exclusion .'Itlm
had arrived at this strange decision
with reference to the French, none
but himself knew; and he never by
any chance alluded to them other-

“’All in, men!’’ shouted the ser-
t-major, and each man scrambled

up to his allotted place.
To look at the rough exterior of our
men one would not suppose that
music lurked within their breasts—
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nothing more unlikely seemed prob-
able; and, yet, listen to the vibrant
harmony of their chorus as they sit
upon their bags and boxes! It rolls
in melodious waves over the camp,
and crowds of soldiers come running
toward the road to listen. Oh, you
may be sure they had their good
points, those lads of ours—so many
good points, too!

The lorries started, and the boys
lifted their voices to the strains of
‘“‘Good-bye, Dolly, I Must Leave
You”. The little erowd which lined
the road on either side raised their
caps and gave three cheers in kindly
token of farewell. As we looked back
upon those stalwart soldier boys,
many a wistful glance was cast to-
ward us, and many a longing eye
followed the trail of our caravan.

Night had fallen before our train
puffed noisily into the railway sheds
at Southampton. How hungry we
were! And the sight of the erowded
buffet and its odour of steaming cof-
fee gave us a thrill of expectant de-
light.

There are times in life when it
takes so little to please or interest
one. In the ornate grandeur of a
metropolitan hotel such coffee and
cake as we received that night would
have called forth a clamour of pro-
test; but in the rough interior of a
dockyard shed no palatial surround-
ings mar the simple pleasures of the
soul. What delicious cheese our quar-
termaster produced out of a mud-coy-
ered box, and how splendidly erisp
the hard tack, as we crunched it with
hungry teeth! Seated on our bags
and boxes, we feasted as none but
hungry soldiers can, and the murky
coffee turned into nectar as it tonched
our lips.

Through the big doorway, too, the
eye could feast on the towering side
of the ship which was so soon to take
us to our great adventure, as she lay
snuggled against the quay. But as we
rested there, another train pulled in-
to the sheds and stopped. The doors
were opened from within, and we
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were surprised to see hundreds of
great horses step quietly and solemn-
ly out upon the platform. There was
a marvellous dignity about those tall,
magnificent animals, with their arched
necks and glossy coats. They drew
up upon the platform in long rows
like soldiers. There was no neighing,
no kicking, or balkiness. They seem-
ed to be impressed with the serious-
ness of the mission upon which they
were sent. A little later, as they
passed up the ship’s gangway, and
were marched aboard, no regiment
ever stepped upon the deck with fin-
er show of discipline.

Our saddle horses were already
aboard ; but what had become of Bar-
ker and the team?

““Where’s Barker?’’ the colonel
suddenly demanded. No one present
knew; but, as if in answer to his
question, little Huxford came run-
ning down the platform. By the look
of distress upon his face, we knew
something serious had happened.

““What is it, Huxford?’’ cried the
colonel.

“‘Barker's been arrested, sir, by the
military police, and the team are in
the detention eamp, four miles from
here,”” he gasped.

“Drunk, I suppose?’”’ the colonel
queried angrily.

““Well, sir, he had had a drink or
two, but mnot till after we got to
town,”” Huxford answered reluctant-

ly.

T might have guessed as much,’’
gaid the colonel with some bitterness.
“Tt’s useless to depend upon a man
who drinks. Here, Fraser,”” he call-
ed to Captain Fraser, ‘‘take a taxi
and make the camp as quickly as pos-
sible. The boat sails in two hours.
Don’t fail to bring both Barker and
the horses—although, Lord: knows,
Barker would be no great loss.”’

Tt was characteristic of the colonel
that no matter what scrapes we got
into, no matter what trouble or hu-
miliation we caused him, he mnever
forsook us. More than once in the
days that were to follow he saved
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some reckless youth from being taken
out at early dawn and shot; not be-
cause he did not feel that the pun-
ishment was deserved but because his
big, kindly heart enwrapped every
one of his wayward soldier boys with
a father’s love.

_ An English regiment was embark-
ing upon the same ship with us. The
donkey engine was busy again haul-
ing their accoutrement and ours
aboard. Great cases swung aloft in
monotonous yet wonderful array.
Sometimes a wagon was hoisted into
the air; again a motor truck was lift-
ed with apparent ease, swayed to and
fro for a moment high above our
heads, and then descended to the
depths below. By midnight the ship
was loaded, but Barker and the team
with Huxford and Captain Fraser'
had not returned. ;

The transport officer addressed the
senior major :

“I'm sorry,’”’ he said, ‘“‘but I can’t
hold the ship more than ten min-
utes longer. If your men don’t ar-
rive by that time they’ll have to re-
main behind.”’

The colonel had gone to meet the
train on which the nursing sisters
were to arrive. They were coming
from London to join us, and were to
cross upon the same boat. But the
colonel returned alone.

He was a tall, well-built man, very
handsome ; and his winning smile was
most contagious. It took a great deal
to ruffle his genial good nature, and
his blue-gray eyes were seldom dark-
ened by a frown, but this was a night
of unusual worry.

Hg called out to Captain Burnham :
‘‘Bring your luggage ashore, Burn:
ham. You and I will remain behing
to chaperone the nurses They can’t
possibly make the boat.”’

‘““What’s the trouble, sir?’’ Burn-
ham inquired, as he descended upon
thgr 1ciua,y.l “YVas their train late $*?

e colonel laughed, a trifle i
tiently. s

‘‘No; the train was quite on ti

but T have been having a new experi-
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ence. I underestimated the baggage
of thirty-five women, that’s all. It’s
astounding! I don’t know how many
trunks each nurse has, but the tout
ensemble makes Barnum’s circus train
look foolish. I ventured to remark
that we were only going to the war,
not touring Europe, but this precipi-
tated such a shower of reproach upon
my innocent head that I made no fur-
ther protest. I was never able to
oust one woman in an argument. Im-
agine then, where I stood, with thir-
ty-five! The trunks, every one of
them, will cross with us to-morrow,
and if they wish to bring Peter Rob-
inson’s whole shop you won’t hear a
murmur from me!”’

At this moment the sound of
horse’s hoofs coming at the gallop
broke upon our ears; and Captqm
Fraser, himself driving the team, with
Barker and Huxford clinging to the
geat for support, dashed upon the
quay. As the horses pulled up, Bark-
er descended and stood sheepishly
awaiting the inevitable. v

““Barker, I'm ashamed of you,’’ the
colonel said in a tone of stern re-
proach. ‘“You have been the first to
bring disgrace upon our unit, and I
hope you will be the last. In future
Huxford will have charge of the team.
1 shall have something further to say
when we reach France. Get aboard!

Barker hung his head during this

h.
.p‘e‘ef’m sorry, sir, I—I didn’t mean
to disgrace you, sir!’”’ With these
words he saluted and shuffled humbly
and contritely aboard.

Tt was many a long day Dbefore
Barker tasted liquor again. The
colonel’s words burned with a dull
glow in his heart, and kindled a spark
of manhood there.

Crossing the channel in those days
was not as comparatively safe as it is
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to-day. Under the water, always
prowling about, lurked the German

submarines Every day reports of
their dastardly deeds came to hand.
Being torpedoed was not the sort of
end which one might wish. There was
no honour or glory in such a death,
and besides, the water looked dreary
and cold. In spite of oneself the
thought of being blown suddenly into
the air recurred oceasionally to mind.
It was not that we had any real fear,
for any form of death was part of the
game of hazard on which we had em-
barked. But we stood for some time
upon the deck and peered inquisitive-
ly into the darkness as we steamed ra-
pidly out into the channel.

‘What was the dull glow at some
distance ahead? Perhaps a ship—it
was impossible to say. We looked
astern, and there in the darkness we
could just discern a ghostly shape
which followed in our wake, and,
hour by hour, ahead or behind, these
two mysterious phantoms followed or
led our every turn.

Dawn was breaking; the hazy
shapes became more real. Slowly the
daylight pierced the mist, and there
revealed to our astonished gaze, were
two sturdy little torpedo boat de-
stroyers. It was a part of that mar-
vellous British navy which never
sleeps by night or day.

What a sense of security those two
destroyers gave us! The mist closed
round us again, and hid them from
our view, but ever and anon the roar
of our siren broke the silence and
presently, close by, a sharp answer-
ing blast told us that our guardians
were near. By and by the fog closed
round about us so densely that fur-
ther progress was unsafe, and so the
engines were stopped, and for an-
other day and night we remained at
sea.



CHILD of the WORNINS LGHT
By %fmcg Hankin.

S the first faint streaks of dawn
lightened the eastern sky, and
A afar off in the gray distance a
prairie wolf, startled by the wail of
the new-born child, howled its way
across the prairie, an Indian mother
gazed into the face of her first-born,
and whispered, “Men shall call you
Child of the Morning Light.”

So was born Mary Murphy.

She was old. How old no one knew.
Perhaps one hundred, perhaps even
more. Omne thing was certain, she
could remember the birth of the old-
est man on the reserve, and well could
she remember the days when the buf-
falo roamed the prairie in thousands,
and when the Blackfoots were lords
of all and slaves to none, not even to
the arrogant white men who yearly
pushed farther west and nearer to
their hunting-grounds. No thought
of fear entered their bosoms then.
Were not the prairies theirs? Had
not the God of their fathers given it
to them and to their fathers before
them as their own? Such was the
faith of the Indians.

Many a tale would she tell to the
young men at evening of the courage
and strength of their fathers, and bit-
ter was her tongue when she spoke of
the shame of their children. Where
was their manhood? Where was their
pride? What miserable, cowering
creatures, watching always for money
from the white men! She could re-
member when upon the face of the
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Indian was not stamped that look of
fear and humiliation, when he looked
at the white man proudly and haught-
ily as man to man. That was before
the craving for whisky, which the
white man gave him, had entered hig
soul, and ruined his manhood. Al
’lchis al:id more she told them, and the
earned to avoid the cottage of M\
Murphy. s Pt
. Before the white man she said noth-
ing. She was as one dumb, and si].
ently came and went in her duties as
washerwoman to the white women in
the town close to the reserve.

It is true that the Indian women
are more adaptable than the men
While the red man loathes the work
that the white man gives him to dg
such as digging ditches or workine
on the railroad with the construction
gangs, and in rost cases refuses to do
it, his squaw stoically sets to work to
make the best of the new life, ang
clumsily washes clothes and s’cmbg
ﬁogrs.

uch were the duties
Murphy. i My

On a June evening she sat on the
steps of the little wooden house the
Government had given her, gazin
silently into the distance. In he%
mouth she held tightly a small blaek
wooden pipe, from which occasionall
came great puffs of smoke. Her sma,lyl
body was so bent and shrunken that,
from a distance, except for the P
of smoke;-one would have thought hep
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a big bundle of rags. The purple
dusk of evening was ereeping over the
horizon, and the long twilight was
reluctantly giving way to darkness.
Sullenly and silently she smoked,
watching the distant shadows draw
pearer. Suddenly a silver star twin-
kled into place. Slowly, as if the
twinkling star was a signal, the old
woman’s body began to sway to and
fro as one rocks a child. ;
Katerine Kirby walked quietly
across the prairie in the direction of
Mary’s house. She had been sent by
her mother to give some instructions
about the next day’s work. As she
drew nearer, she fancied ghe heard
someone chanting in the weird solemn
intonations of an Indian song. She
walked quietly and stopped in amaze-
ment as she came in sight of the hud-
dled form and heard the words of a
eurious, unrhymed Indian lullaby :

ere is the sun, my Awassisah?
Oh'i‘h:hgrent black night has swallowed
the sun. ¥
And where is the day, my Avyasmsah‘l
Faded and sad as a ghost is 'the day.
What is the night, my Awassisah?
A big black bird with wings of down.

Here the old voice trailed off into
a crooning tone, and Katherine crept
softly around the end of the house.

“Why, Mary, I heard you singing.
I thought you were singing a baby

»
w‘%e:sl,) my baby.” She spoke abrupt-
ly, using only those words ’ghat were
necessary to make her meaning clear.

“Your baby, Mary! Oh, you must
mean Big Joe, of course, but then
Big Joe’s grandchildren are men and
women. Did you thmk. of the time
when you hel,d Big Joe in your arms

iny baby %’
: f‘lﬁg,” shye answered. “Big Joe he
grow big man—get old and wrinkled.
My girls they grow old, too—have
babies—die—they mnot babies; they
men and women. But I have baby,
too, right here,” and she beat her
bosom with her wrinkled old hand.
“Kyery night she come. I sing to

sleep.”
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It was quite dark now, and from
over the prairie came the soft sounds
of the Indian children at play. Afar
off a dog bharked, and the mellow tin-
kle of a cow-bell floated to where they
sat. Katherine sat on the ground be-
side her, and the old woman blew
several puffs of smoke before she
spoke again.

“My baby, she never grow up. She
die. She still baby.”

She drew a long breath and
straightened her shoulders ere she
went on.

“She my first baby. Born before
Joe. White man come that year,
Buffalo he go. Not much food for
Indians. No skins for tent. Very cold
on prairie. I hug my little one close.
I not mind if little one get enough to
eat. Soon no food at all. My breasts
dry—dry. Little one she ery hard all
night sometime—all day sometime. I
ery, too. I not know what to do.
Black Robe he come. See us there
hungry and eold. Give us food. No
good. My little one lie very still and
cold. I know she dead. My heart
broken.”

She pointed into the little room be-
hind them. “That her eradle hang-
ing there.”

Katherine looked and saw a tiny
Indian cradle hanging inside the door
—a tiny eradle with wooden poles and
soft deerskin body.

“Some nights I think T go soon. I
put cradle on my back. I know she
waiting for me. She needs cradle.
She just tiny little baby. Can’t walk.
I come to her with cradle. 1 carry
her always.”

Once more her old body swayed
backwards and forwards, and her
hoarse voice chanted softly.

Katherine crept quietly homeward.
She went directly to her room. She
could not tell her father and mother
what she had heard. They would
not understand, and would say that
at last poor old Mary was quite
crazy. :

The sun rises early on the prairie
in June, and just at sunrise a knock
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was heard on the Kirbys’ door. Kath-
erine listened while her father, only
half awake, answered it. She heard
a voice which she knew belonged to
Big Joe.

He said simply, “Old woman, I
think she dead,” and walked away.

Nothing of sorrow, nothing of pain.
Such is the way of the Indian with
tke white man.
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Katherine dressed quickly, and hur-
ried to the little cottage. There was
no need. Huddled in a corner of the
room, face downward, and strapped
to her back the little Indian cradle,
lay the body of old Mary. There was
nothing to be done. The Child of the
Morning Light was in the house of
her forefathers, where she will carry
her little one always.

THE FAIRY GARDEN

By MARGARET YANDIS BRYAN

HERE’S a spot in my garden for dreaming,
Where only the good fairies play ;
They whisper such beautiful stories,
I never can tell what they say.

But they always are there when I need them,
Each glad little face nods to me,

And whispers a kind friendly greeting
Of things as they really should be.

And Tm sure that no matter how crowded
My dear little garden may grow,

T’ll still find a place left for dreaming,
With only the fairies to know.
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**To the Plough in her league-long furrow with the Gray lake gulls behind “— Kipling

A LITTLE WARDEN
OF PRAIRIE FIELDS

By Hamilion L%[)i&[n(g”

HOSE of us who have made aec-

I quaintance only with the gulls
of the ocean harbours, or met
them out at sea, where on lazy wing
they follow the wake of the ocean
liner, are likely to thin.k of them as
idlers, pensioners, taking an easy
toll wherever chance throws them.
But how different is the impression
gathered when we come to know
some of the inland gulls. ‘Of t_hese
(gulls that spend only t.hen: winter
on salt water) none perhaps is better
known than the little Franklm,_and
verily he is known not as an idler
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but by the work of his busy bill,

The Franklin gull prefers the in-
land lakes and marshes, and breeds
from Jowa and Minnesota north-
ward to Great Bear Lake. The
greater number make their sum.
mer home in the western Cana-
dian provinees. Throughout this
region the bird is well known:
for wherever a colony finds a marsh
suitable for a nesting-site, they
become the busiest little bird police-
men that ever rounded up "hop-
pers or gave short shrift to grubs,
beetles and other insect undesir.
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Gulls giving short shrift to the grasshoppers

ables. They are smaller brothers
of the gulls (California gulls) of
Utah fame, the saviours of the crops
of the early settlers there when the
devastating crickets threatened dis-
aster. But while this incident has
become historie, and deservedly so,
the constant good work of the Frank-
lin gull goes on without ceasing,
Doubtless it was of this little warden

that Kipling was thinking when he
said :

T'o the plow in her league-long furrow
With the gray lake gulls behind.

For this gull, more than any other,
is the friend of the prairie plowman.
This beautiful little fellow has a
pearly gray coat, pinky white vest,
sooty black hood and red beak and
shoes. He begins his summer season
early. By the 20th of April he has
come from his winter quarters about
the Gulf of Mexico, and the advane-
ed scouts have reached the interna.-
tional line and entered Canada. From
this date till late in September his
loosely scattered flocks may be found
working about the Manitoba and Sas-
katchewan fields, camping on the
trail of insect quarry. True, as a
nesting resident his range is restrict-
ed somewhat to the vicinity of the
home lakes and sloughs: hut so wide
does he travel in his daily hunting
that he is met roaming far and wide,
Like most of the gulls, the Frank.
lins are extremely gregarious. They
migrate en masse, they nest in colo-
nies, they set off hunting in the morn.
ing in strong companies and return
in the evening in flocks often strung
out in lines and V’s much after the
manner of geese. Like most gregari-
ous species also, if the water condi.
tions about the nresting-ground ye.
main suitable, they will return year
after year to the same location.
Early in May they seek out their
nesting-site in some large slongh op
lake, and then they settle down to
be the noisiest company in the coun-
tryside. ‘‘Kie-kie! Ki-ee-a!”? they
shout, or ‘“‘Ki-ee-a! Kic-ke-ke-ke-
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ke!”’ and they reiterate the harsh
call no matter where they find them-
selves, whether hunting afield or
cireling dizzily in companies, indeed
so far up in the blue that often the
eye scarcely can discern them among
the fleecy, high-drifting spring
e¢louds. Nor do they confine their
noise to the daylight hours. At this
geason often their calls come down
through the night; and at their
hatchery during the entire summer
pandemonium reigns always.

Nest-building begins early. The
nests are built of bits of dead reeds,
and the floating structure is moored
in two or three feet of water, though
placed usually in a sheltered spot in
the rushes so that the wash of a
storm cannot wreck the cradle. The
nests are seldom less than four or
five feet apart, and in large colonies
the nesting-site covers a wide area.
The eggs, three in number, are dull
white, and though apparently at the
mercy of the elements on such a raft,
they seldom seem to meet disaster.

As with most birds, June is the
month of youngsters, and an expedi-
tion then into a Franklin eolony well
repays the visitor. Usnally he needs
a boat or canoe. He will find it a
stirring place, the air filled with the
old birds wheeling here and there
and sweeping up with angry eries
against his intrusion. The rushes will
be peopled with youngsters—little
gray chaps that swim lightly about
among the abandoned nests and seur-
ry for cover when approached. The
air above will be filled with the din
of the parents, the rushy fastnesses
below echo with the equally harsh
eries of the young. And in such ap-
parent confusion it will strike the
visitor as a miracle that the adult
birds in the throng are able to keep
track of their own nests or young or
even of one another.

Few insectivorous birds have such
a range of method in the capture of
their prey as have these little gulls.
Farly in the spring they secure a
goodly part of their food upon the

L)
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Gulls settied for the might
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ground. Then, as the warmer wea-
ther brings out the flying insects,
they are pursued far aloft. When
the grasshopper season comes round,
these nimble chaps are captured in
the fields and meadows. In his aerial
hunting the gull glides along on his
long, tireless wings, and every mo-
ment or two, acecording to the preva-
lence of game, he makes a little curv-
ing flutter upwards—always up-
wards—and one, two, three vietims
have been bagged in perhaps twice as
many seconds. And who has seen
him miss and turn back? Either he
is a deadly marksman or a huge
bluffer.

One may see a kingbird in mid-air
make a dozen ineffectual strikes at
a speedy dragon fly; but apparently
the gull never does such a thing. It
cannot be that his speed is greater
than that of the kingbird, for often
he may be seen with this bully upon
his back and getting his crown
roughly mauled. His easy powers
of flight and his keen eye are perhaps
responsible for his gkill in the air.
Even when he alights upon the fields
and gives chase to the skipping hop-
pers, it is his wings and not his legs
that bring him to the correect spot at
the exact momemt to catch the jump-
er between his wild leaps.

He has another rather clever meth-
od of taking care of ’hoppers. The
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latter love the warm sun, and in the
chill of the early summer mornings
they delight to climb aloft at sun-
rise and thaw out from vantage point
of weed-stalk or swaying wheat-
head. The gull is an early riser. He
comes skimming low just over the
grain, and, darting zig-zag, gobbles
the eaters of grass and grain before
they have had time to think about
springing down to cover.

It is during June and July that the
gulls are most conspicuous at their
hunting. Then the young are most
insistent in their demands upon the
parents for supplies, and also it is
’hopper time. Now the farmers are
busy plowing the fallow lands—
broad acres well covered with green
stuff, the abode of innumerable
skipping gentry. The gulls know it
well. They come to these fields, drop
down behind the plowman, and fol-
low him on his rounds. Flying and
lighting, those falling behind always
working up on the wing over the
heads of their comrades, they work
along the furrow, and no grub turn.
ed up by the share or ’hopper driven
out upon the bare earth escapes.

But it is at the finish of each land
that these little hunters get in their
most telling work. Always as the
plough goes around, the insects re-
treat toward the shelter of the weeds.
Knowing full well the welcome that

Gulls keeping a lonely vigil



Gulls going to their night's resting-place on the lake

awaits them without, the_y keep to
their stronghold to the bitter end;
but finally the last foot of their re-
fuge goes down, and they are forced
to make a scurry out upon the plow-
ed land. Then there is a d}mful
slanghter or glad timg, according to
the respective viewpoints of hopper
and gull, and scarcely an armour-
clad knight of the green grass es-
ca]];‘:lst' much as the gulls seem to love
this pulpy pest, they have even a
greater fondness for the mouse. Woe
unto the little vole or prairie deer-
mouse turned out of house by .the
ruthless share. Instantly there is a
chase, and the mouse has about one
chance in ten thousand. The gull
that gets him first darts off, followed
by a score of less fortunate brothers,
each bent on robbery a_nd piracy. If
the mouse is large, he is likely to be
passed round, but if small the chase
usually is short; for the gull has a
wide gape and gulps down his quarry
453

while dodging and twisting amongst
his pursuing fellows.

The gulls are not always alone at
their good work upon the plowed
lands. Usually among the gray-coat-
ed policemen may be found a few
cowbirds or grackles or red-winged
or yellow-headed blackbirds. Even
the rascally crow often comes along,
also, and does here the best work of
his otherwise shady career. The lit-
tle black marsh tern, too, often fol-
lows the lead of his big cousins, and
darts along after the plowman. Oe-
casionally all gather in one little
band and work in harmony.

Though the parent birds in their
quest of food during the summer tra-
vel far from the nest, it is in August
that they roam to the greatest de-
gree. Then the flocks of old and
young ramble miles from the nesting-
site, and return only in the evening,
Then by day they are found—and it
may be twenty miles from their
night-roost—in a loose congregation
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A GULL HATCHERY

A fledging in the foreground

hunting upon the plowed land or
upon the green summer fallow or
the mown meadow, or even in the
stubble among and upon the shocks
of grain; and always they are busy.
When stuffed to repletion they gath-
er in a compact throng, and, all head-
ing up wind, form an orderly array
upon someé plowed field or mud-flat.
In the evening they file off home-
wards, and the night roost is always
upon the water.

As the Autumn advances, what a
change comes over them. Slowly
during the busy season the pink vests
and black caps vanish, till by August
1st old and young are gray-headed
alike. And with a change in their
plumage comes a change in their
tempers. From the noisiest of the

marsh folks they become the most
silent. No longer do they circle on
high and make the air disecordant
with harsh eries; instead they keep
near the ground, wander about with
a sad preoccupied air and maintain
an unbroken silence. Thus do they
drift about till they steal off to
southward to carry out their. good
work in warmer latitudes.

And it is indeed a good work. The
amount of benefit bestowed ‘upon the
Manitoba farmer who is fortunate
enough to have a nesting colony of
these birds close at hand can sca;ree_
ly be appreciated. Systematized re-
search and classification of the con.
tents of the stomachs of dead speci-
mens give figures which are startlin
even to those who have seen the busy
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bird at his work by the hour and
day. We quote the following statis-
tics:

““Of the animal food the most important
item is grasshoppers. These amount to
43.43 per cent. of the food of the season,
and in September and October constitute
more than four-fifths of the whole diet. As
an example of the number these birds can
eat at a single meal, the following may be
cited. Stomach A contained seventy entire
grasshoppers and jaws of fifty-six more,
with remains of three crickets. Stomach B
contained twenty beetles, sixty-six crickets,
thirty-four grasshoppers and three other in-
sects. Stomach C contained ninety whole
grasshoppers, the jaws of fifty-two more,
with eight crickets, one bug and one cater-
pillar. Stomach D contained eighty-two
beetles, eighty-seven bugs, 984 ants, one
ericket, one grasshopper and two spiders,
or 1,157 insects in all. Stomach E was fill-
ed with 327 nymphs of dragon flies. Several
other stomachs were completely filled with
grasshoppers and crickets too far advanced
in digestion to be counted. Adults and lar-
vae (grubs) of May beetles were also a
large component of the food, and‘these
were probably taken upon ('u]tl.v{'lted
ground. Stomachs collected in Lougslana
during the fall migration contained in ad-
dition to grasshoppers and beetles_ large
pnumbers of true bugs (_Hemlptqrq), .mc]ud-
ing several species which are injurious to
cotton, tobacco, and squashes. thi
brief statement of the food of Franklin’s
gull, farmers will readily perceive that
these birds are very desirable neighbours
and will do all in their power to protect

them.”’™

From this -
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Yet are they protected ! How often
are these little chaps murdered in
cold blood by the irresponsibles who,
thanks to the lax game laws or lax
enforcement, go abroad with guns,
How often on the duck marshes do
we find this useful bird floating dead
in the rushes, cast up on the shore,
or see him swinging by with a dang-
ling leg—he whose crime was that
he was tame and confiding and made
ana easy target. Hundreds of them
perish in this way, to the shame of
sportsmen, be it said. After spend-
ing several seasons in the vicinity of
large nesting colonies, the writer is
convinced that in the north, at least,
man is their greatest foe. A few are
killed and eaten by the hawks, espe-
cially the villainous duck hawk; a
few meet accident in collision with
fence or telegraph or telephone
wires; but it is the wantons among
the gunners in the autumn, those who
take a shot just to see if they can hit
it, who are responsible for the larg-
est death toll. And such conditions
probably will prevail till those who
shoot have been taught somehow to
see a little gull, not as a target, but
as a useful little policeman of the
fields, a crusader against the insect
foes of man.

*Farmers’ Bulletin 497,

U.S. Department of Agriculture.




COERCION ¢ CO-OPERATION
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LTHOUGH this article is sug-
A gested by Mr. Curtis’s “Pro-
blem of the Commonwealth”,*
it is not intended as a criticism or re-
view in the ordinary sense. The book
is selected because it contains the
clearest available statement of the
aims of those who advocate a definite
reorganization of the British Empire,
as contrasted with those who would
be satisfied with the development of
the present plan of co-operation.
This definiteness is the distinctive
quality of the book, and to interpret
it in any other way is to destroy its
value as a contribution to the discus-
gion of an important question. It is
not a mere plea for greater unity.
Mr, Curtis, I am sure, would repudi-
ate any such interpretation. Not only
does he put forward his own proposal
frankly, but he rejects other pro-
posals in order that his own may be
more clearly distinguished. For this
he is entitled to our thanks, and we
should be equally frank. If a change
is to be made in the mode of govern-
ing the British Empire, Canadians
ought to know exactly what it is. The
decision rests with them, so far at
least as Canada is concerned, and
they should come out and say plainly
what they want. We should say it,
too, while the proposals are in a plas-

tic state.

This is all the more necessary be-
cause an impression is being cr.eated
in England that Canada, with othep
Dominions, is loudly demanding a
change in the Imperial relation angd
a voice in foreign policy and in the
settlement of the terms of peace after
the present war.

So far as I can see, this deserin.
tion of Canadian feeling is exasgc;g-
ated. There is a mild, academie dis.

_ cussion, confined to a small circle of

students. The Canadian people as g
whole are not interested. There is ne
general, popular discussion. Just for
that reason there is danger that theiy
views may be misrepresented. Theip
silence may bhe taken as giving con.
sent to proposals that may seriously
impair self-government. y

Mr. Curtis proposes a new form of
government, a new representation
for the so-called self-governing ng.
tions of the Empire, and a new taxa-
tion. I say so-called, because he con-
tends that Canada and its peers in the
Empire are not really self-goveming
They lack one important element, g
voice in the foreign relations and,in
the making of peace and war.

This defect he would remedy by
the creation of a new Parliament fop
t}.1e Empll:e, which would control fop
eign relations, the making of peac;
and war, and the government of India

#* Toronto: The Maemillan Company of Canada.
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and other dependencies. In this
Parliament the United Kingdom, Can-
ada, Australia, New Zealand, and
South Africa would be represented;
the representation would be by
population, with some modifica-
tions which need not at present be
considered. The present British Par-
liament would surrender the powers
to be conferred on the new Parlia-
ment; or, to put it in another way,
there would be a new Legislature for
the United Kingdom, havin_g powers
gimilar to those of the Parliament of
nada.
C"'I‘he new Parliament would not be a
mere consultative body. It would be
a governing body, with f1_111 powers
of taxation. Tables are given show-
ing the amount which might be col-
leeted from the United Kingdom, from
(Canada, ete. Mr. Curtis is not bound
to the actual figures of these tables.
The real taxation would be determin-
ed by a board of expert assessors, and
would vary from time to time, as our
municipal taxes vary. But the tables
are important as showing that Mr.
Curtis has a definite scheme in mind,
and is not merely expressing beautiful
thoughts as to unity. 7

Moreover, he says very emphati-
cally, that the taxation must be
legally binding, so that an investor
lending money to the Empire would
be sure that the money necessary to

ay principal and interest would be
?orthcoming. Compulsion would be
substituted for voluntary co-opera-
tion. The Dominions would be com-
pelled to contribute, and the individ-
ual taxpayer would be compelled to
" contribute, and if he refused.he could
be sued and his property seized.

A lawsuit against the individual
taxpayer, however, would be the last
resort. Each Dominion would be ex-
pected to pay the amount fixed by the
new parliament or its experts, and
would be allowed to raise the money
in its own way; for instance by cus-
toms and excise duties such as now
supply the bulk of our revenue in
Canada or by income taxes, land tax-
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es or succession duties, if we should
choose to adopt those means.

But pay somehow we must—“The
all-important question,” says Mr.,
Curtis, “remains how the Imperial
treasury is to get the actual ecash
from the taxpayers” (page 187). And
again, “no financial system is sound
which does not enable a government
to collect the revenues to which it is
entitled from the taxpayers them-
selves in the last resort” ( page 188).
Further on this point is elaborated.
The Imperial Government, it is said,
must have “the right to distrain on
the goods of the individual taxpayer
in the last resort” (page 191).

Mr. Curtis then deseribes the pro-
cess of litigation by which the money
would be raised. The Imperial Goy-
ernment would be entitled to appeal
to the supreme court of the empire.
“The court would be empowered to
transfer the control of the union cus-
toms or of any other revenue depart-
ment to the Imperial Government.
and therefore to colleet those rev.
enues from the taxpayers themselves”
(pages 191 and 192).

Again, “If the Dominion Govern.
ment still found the means of avoid-
ing a remedy so drastie the ecourt
should in the last resort be able to de-
clare” the Imperial Parliament author-
ized to raise the necessary revenues
from the taxpayers of the defanlting
dominion by Imperial statute and to
take whatever steps should be neces-
sary” (page 192).

Finally in order that no doubt may
be left in our minds Mr. Curtis says
(page 193), “Passive resistance noth-
ing avails, and the financial system
outlined above is designed to leave no
room for passive resistance on the
part of Dominion governments

In a speech quoted by Mr. Curtis
Sir Clifford Sifton says that Canada
has sent the greatest army to Eng.-
land that has ever crossed the At-
lantie. Without exaggerating this
service it would seem to be g strange
result of this action if anot

: her army
not of soldiers but of tax collectors
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and bailiffs should be sent across the
Atlantie to Canada to force us to pay
our share of Imperial defense.

This is not a matter merely of dol-
lars and cents. If the power of our
parliament over taxation is lessened
our liberty is impaired. The control
of taxation and expenditure is a vital
part of self-government.

I do not believe that Mr. Curtis
means to speak in a harsh or menac-
ing way. It is the proposal, not the
language, that needs to be criticized.
Never was a warning more plainly
given, If the fish is caught it will be
with the mnaked hook. Mr. Curtis
simply ecarries his proposal to its
logical conclusion. He is practically
giving us the converse of the old
saying “no taxation without repre-
sentation”. He .says in effect “no
representation without taxation”.
The question is whether such repre-
sentation as his scheme would give
would be an adequate return for
the surrender of our present control
over a very large part of our taxation.
In discussing taxation Mr. Curtis is
in the realm of certainties. He leaves
no room for doubt as to the surrender
of our control over a large measure of
taxation or as to the legal compulsion
which will be used if we resist. But
our promised control over foreign af-
fairs, the making of peace and war,
and the government of India and
Egypt is a matter of opinion and
speculation.

My own opinion—and I give it
only as one of eight million people—
is that our control over these matters
would be very slight and shadowy,
would be a control in name and not
in fact. It would perhaps make the
Tmperial relation more logical. But
T doubt whether it would make it
more satisfactory in practice.

Foreign relations are not determin-
ed, peace and war are not made, by
resolutions and acts of parliament.
Parliament does not suddenly resolve
that our relations with France shall
be friendly, or that we shall declare
war on Germany. Friendly or hos-

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

tile relations ‘depend on a long
series of events and upon various and
complicated circumstances. For in-
stance the war in which we are now
engaged is not due solely to Germany’s
attack upon Belgium, important as
that factor was. It is due to the re-
lations between Austria and Serbia
to the rule or mis-rule of the 'l‘nrk’
to the rival ambitions of Germany
and Russia in the Balkans and in Asia
Minor. In a word to the general con-
_dition of Europe for a period extend-
ing over many years.

It is a tangled skein and will
remain so no matter what settle-
ment may be made. In order to
control a situation of that kind thepe
must be a constant study of all the.
races and nations of Europe and
their relations one to the other, T
doubt whether the people of Canada
after this war is over will be prepared
to make any such study of Europe
of Asia or of Africa. Our own af.
fairs will engross our attention when
the excitement of war disappears. We
shall have to depend, as we do now
upon the foreign office, and upon the
diplomatic service throughout the
world. Similarly for the mainten-
ance of peace and content in India
and Egypt we shall have to depend
upon ecivil servants living in intim-
ate relations with the people of those
countries.

It is no answer to this objection
say that we shall have as nJmehozo:
trol in these respects as the people of
the United Kingdom. It is a mattep
of general complaint in England that
the real control of the people ovep
foreign policy is very slight. Thepe
is a demand for a more democratie
dlpl(im}z:cy;bl)ut no satisfactory pro.-
posal has been made for ieving
that result. it

In other words what is offered to
us is a very insignificant share of a
very insignificant popular control.

What then is to be the real, sy}
stantial result of the efforts which
Canada is now making? The answ
is that we hope for increased Seeui:
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ity and increased freedom to manage
our own affairs and develop our own
country. .

Wer):u'e told that in this war we
are striving not merely to help Eng-
land or Belgium, but to place Canada
itself beyond the reach of German
ambition. The declared aim of the
war is to secure the free development
of Canada and other parts of the
British Empire and of the allied
countries. If this object is achieved,
surely the next step is to take ad-
vantage of the security we have won;
to proceed with the work of na-
tional development, which will bring
inereased strength not only in peace
but, if necessary, in war.

Canada is a country nearly as large
as BEurope and upon a very modest
estimate capable of sustaining fifty
million people. Its present popula-
tion is perhaps eight mlll}ons or about
as much as that of Belgmgn, an area
of ten thousand square miles. Here
surely lies our work. It is better for
us to concentrate our emergy upon
this task than to dissipate it by dab-
bling in the politics of Europe.

New Canadian problems are creat-
ed by the war. When peace is re-
stored provision must be made for
several hundred thousand returned
soldiers who must be pensioned and
employed. The sudden stoppage of
work in munition factories will throw
another army of men and women out
of employment. Heavy taxes will be
required to pay our war loans. All
this means vastly more to us thg.n
what is vaguely called “a voice in

“ the terms of peace”. We shall hardly
turn from our own great tasks to con-
sider what is to be done with Mesopo-
tamia or the precise manner in which
the map of Europe is to be re-drawn.

There is nothing sordid or selfish
or narrow in going back to our own
business after the war. There is
room for chivalry and altruism and
breadth of mind in Canada. There
is room for diplomacy and broad
statesmanship in a country whose
population is drawn from every race
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in Europe. It is just as much a task
of high statesmanship to strengthen
the bond of friendship between On.
tario and Quebee as to strengthen the
bond of friendship between England
and France. And we can do far more
here than we can do in Europe. When
we réceive the immigrant from Eur.
ope and convert him into a good
Canadian citizen, we do far more ef-
fective world-work than we could ever
do by electing a delegate to go to Lon.

don and cherish the delusion that he

is playing a tremendous part in world
affairs. If we think we are capable
of governing the natives of India, let
us invite some native Indians to Can-
ada and ask them to join with us in
our great task of nation-building. If
we cannot co-operate with Sikhs in
Canada, how can we expect to co-
operate with them in India?

But it may be said that in the
event of another world-shaking con-
flict Canada may be involved in a
war which it did not provoke and
could not prevent. I admit the diffi.
culty. T confess that I see no way
of meeting it except to build up Can-
ada, and by all means increase its
strength and influence in the world.
But at least let us deal with realities,
Let us not deceive ourselves. If we
cannot really control foreign affairs
or prevent the nations of Europe from
going to war, there is no use in
playing or pretending that we do so.
Sham representation does not accord
well with real taxation. Sham con-
trol over world affairs is a poor sub-
stitute for real econtrol of our own
affairs,

Not only has Canada grown strong
under freedom but the British Em-
pire has astonished the world by its
strength and unity. That is the re-
sult of free co-operation. It would be
an ill result of our struggle with Ger-
many if we should borrow the Prus.
sian ideas which we condemn ; if we
should abandon free co-operation for
a system resting upon force anq upon

Imperial bailiffs and collectors of
taxes.



PROUD INDIAN MOTHERS OF THE BLACKFOOTS

CHILDHGOD IN AN INDIAN
WIGWAM

By WD it

is radieally different from that

of white people. But it is alike

in that the great epoch-marking events
of birth, christening, marriage, and
death in the life of the white man are
reproduced in the life of the red man.
The event, perhaps, of greatest im-
portance in the Indian tepee is the
appearance of a tiny papoose, and
the occasion is one for great rejoicing.
Amongst most Indian tribes there is
an old custom still adhered to. The
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I VAMILY life amongst the Indians

father of the newly-arrived

rushes from the tepee in searrt):?lpggse
E?,me.t ; The first thing that attract:
18 attention suggest

ey ggests the name fop

Amongst the Hopi Indian i

tle fellow is strapg:ad to a l?;):ll-l; }l g
twenty days after birth and is keor
in perfect darkness, but is visited copt
stantly by admiring neighbours 'll‘l‘
make the darkness more compléte <
lgrge blanket or robe of braided ra]:
bit skins is hung over the door, The



CHITDHOOD IN AN INDIAN WIGWAM

A SCHOOL GIRL
OF THE BLOOD RESERVE

skin of every rabbit killed by any
member of the family, after the birth
of a girl, is carefully preser\_’e(l for
her, and just before her weddlng-dgy
these long-preserved skins are cut in-
to strips, braided together in some-
thing of a crochet stitch, and become

-
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one of the most prized articles of the
bride’s outfit.

Very early in the morning of the
twentieth day, the friends of the
family assemble for the naming feast.
The little martyr is taken out of the
swaddling clothes, and his head wash-
ed by any and all who may care to do
so, and a name is given to him by
everyone. Sometimes the poor little
fellow will struggle under two or
three dozen such names as Cooch-ven-
te-wa, Scos-nim-te-wa, To-wal-its-te-
ma, Coo-ches-ni-ma. If the baby is a
boy, the final syllable is usually “wa” :
if a girl, the last syllable is usually
“ma”, Luckily for the child, she sheds
all but one or two of these names in
a very few days. The name given by
the maternal grandmother is usually
the one that prevails,

The swaddling clothes are now dis-
carded, and the little fellow, entirely
nude, is carried about in all kinds of
weather on the back of his mother or
sister, covered only by the shawl that
holds him in place, and when not thus
covered he is perfectly naked.

In all cases an Indian baby takes
its name from some extraordinary cir-
camstance connected with its birth.
One born a long way from home might
be called “Born-a-long-way-from-
home”. Another whose birth oceurs
in sight of a bridge would probably
be named “Un-ka-ma”, which is one
of the Indian words for bridge.

Perhaps the first ohject that strikes
the father foreibly in his quest for a
name for his baby may be an old
squaw stretched out on the ground in
front of her tepee, snoring loudly.
Then his little one will bear the mus-
ical name “Da-ma-a”, which means
“sleeping woman”. Or if his search
for a name leads him far from the
camp, and he espies a solitary covote
creeping stealthily across the prairie,
the little redskin will straichtway be
dubbed “Lone Wolf”. If the father’s
fancy is first attracted to a bueck hob.
bling his cayuse on the grass, poor
baby will be burdened with the queer
name of “Horse Hobbler”. Or per-
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chance through the usually phlegma-
tic temperament of the father there
runs a rare vein of sentiment, and he
pauses in his hasty quest to gaze with
pleasure upon a beautiful prairie
flower, then the little girl will get the
pleasing name, “Prairie Flower”.
The naming of the little one having
been accomplished, it is given over
entirely to the mother’s care, the
father troubling himself no more in
regard to his papoose. Fastened in
her queer little cradle, ornamented by
the clumsy fingers of loving mothers
with beads, shells, elk’s teeth, bright
pieces of glass or tin, queer-shaped
bones, and beaded trinkets, all hung
within easy reach of the chubby brown
fists, the Indian baby swings from the
top of the brush arbour near her
father’s tepee. The wee brown face
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smiles from out its trappings of gayly-
beaded buckskin, and her sharp little
eyes blink at the sunbeams shining
through the leafy roof, or the flames
of the nightly camp-fire leaping up
to mingle with the moonlight.
Strange as it may seem, the Indian
baby thrives in her cramped quarters
and enjoys as a great treat a change
to her blanket on her mother’s back
when the toiling squaws are sent to
the seant timber stretehes along the
creeks to bring up firewood and water
for the camp. ‘
As soon as the little redskin ean
toddle about, she is taught to share
the burdens of her mother. It is g
common sight to see a tiny tot with g
bundle of sticks strapped to her tiny
shoulders, toiling up a steep river
bank behind a groaning, sweating

“INDIAN BABIES ARE HAULED ABOUT ON THE TRAVOIS”
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squaw, bent double beneath her heavy
burden of driftwood which she is
carrying home for the camp-fire.
There is a good story told of an o}d
squaw on the Blood Indian reserve in
Alberta, being given an old baby car-
riage in which to wheel her papoose.
Instead of putting the baby in the
carriage she carried the tot in her
blanket and wheeled the empty
vehicle to the ration-house for her
weekly supply of beef and flour. :
The amusements of the In@mn_ child
are not many. Very early.m hfg he
makes friends with the wild things
that have a home on the reserve. The
story of Hiawatha illustrateg well t!le
diversion of the Indian boy in the lit-
‘ tle character living on.the shores of
the @itche Gumee (Shining Big Sea
Water). The good old grandmother,
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Nokomis, made a cradle of the linden
tree. 'When she went about her work
she carried the cradle on her back, or
hung it, with little Hiawatha in it.
on a branch of a tree where the wind
would rock it. At night the baby
‘would lie in the wigwam and listen
to the sounds of the animals in the
forest.

As Hiawatha grew older he went
to play with the animals in the woods
at the door of the tepee, and with the
big brown cones that fell from the big
fir trees. As he played, he fed the
birds and called them his chickens,
The squirrels were so tame that.they
came to his hand for food, knowing
that Hiawatha would not hurt them.
One day, Tago, who was a friend of
Nokomis, came to visit the wigwam.
He said that Hiawatha should have a
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bow and arrows, and made them for
him. As soon as they were made,
Hiawatha ran into the forest with
them to show them to his little friends
there. So he lived among them, and
was their friend always.

In some Indian tribes there is a
ceremony called initiation. About six
or eight years of age, the child is
soundly flogged in the presence of the
whole village. It is said that this
flogging is sometimes administered
unmercifully. It is supposed to be to
the Indian child what the ordeals
passed through in making “braves”
are to the adult Indian. The flogging
is inflicted on boys and girls alike.
Every band has initiatory ceremonies
of some kind, many of them extreme-
ly eurious and interesting as instances
of racial tendencies.

About the age of initiation, Indian
children enjoy the liveliest diversions.
The girls are taught to unsaddle, feed,
water, picket, hobble, and care for
their father’s ponies. They assist in
preparing food, and wait upon their
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fathers and mothers. The Indian boy
is at home on the sturdy little ponies
of the plains, and revels in a rollick-
ing, happy freedom, as he ecanters
across the wind-swept prairie. He
paddles and dives in pebbly-bottomed
creeks with the same ease as do wild
ducks that fall as frequent prey to
his ready rifle.

On the Canadian reserves, Indian
children are considered of school age
at six years, though reports show that
only about sixty per cent. are enrolled
at that age. First of all, they are
cleaned. The boys have their heads
shorn, and the girls’ hair is carefully
braided. School clothing is provided.
and the children present a uniform
appearance. The object of this school
work of several years is to fit the boys
to take their places as useful, self-re-
specting citizens, and to make the
girls good wives and good mothers
that their homes may become centres;
from which good influences may
radiate to every corner of our remot-
est Indian villages.
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THE HEART OF WeMAN

) % Francis H. g/ki/zd Snowr

house justunder the Morningside

Park. Eleven rooms she rented,
and three (in the basement) she re-
served for her own habitation. Year
in, year out she had rented rooms for
a living—in the neighbourhood it was
rumoured that she had money depos-
ited in several banks; the conjectures
of amounts ranged from five to twen-
ty thousand dollars..

Frau Luks was married. Her hus-
band was a waiter in a German res-
taurant. He was younger than she
by at least ten years. He had no
money.

Thgugh built on the seale of a fe-
male grenadier, Frau Luks was old
and looked older. Her face was pasty
in hue, and seamed with a mass of
wrinkles which drooped down the cor-
ners of her mouth and formed little
puffs and bags of flesh upon her
cheeks; they weighted and sagged her
eyelids, starting frogn the centre and
developing progressively to the ends,
so that only half of her eyes was vis-
ible. That half was blue, of German
blue, and could be soft and gentle or
hard and steel-like, as the exigencies
of her existence demanded, as the tide
of inner feeling waxed or waned.

Frau Luks came originally from
Vienna. She spoke a curious German,
intermingled with words of some
Slavonic dialect. Her accent was
harsh and sharp.

‘“Ganz mutterseele alleine! Ganz
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FRAU LUKS lived in a lodging

mutterseele alleine!’’ she would say
dramatically, as her neighbours
grouped before her. ‘‘Not one of
kith and kin—not one of my own
blood !’

No mother, no father, no geschwis-
ter; only a brother who had gone into
the war and now was dead. So, too,
would she soon die, and the waves of
oblivion would pass over her head,
and she would be as though she had
never been.

Often she brooded over this, sitting
crouched in her spacious, spotless
kitchen. Of this cleanliness she was
proud, despite the labour that it cost
her. All day she swept and dusted,
made beds and cleaned and tidied.
Her pail of water was first upon the
stoop in the early mornings and last
at night.

“One could eat off her sidewalk,”
said her neighbours, as they saw her
sweeping and scrubbing on her knees.

‘““Ach! die arme! how she works!"’
said the slatternly housewives living
all about hér,

But when they spoke in this vein
to Frau Luks herself, she only smiled,
a naif and childlike smile,

At night when she sat down in her
big and empty kitchen, where one
heard only the wooden and monoton-
ous tic-toc-tie-toe of the cuckoo elock
upon the mantel, she was totmude, like
adogwhichhasmnformanyw
miles—and her ankles and feet were
swollen—Och! so weh!—and she could
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hardly keep awake over her Staats-
zeitung, with its crabbed black-letter-
ed type which danced like a host of
little black devils before her swim-
ming eyes, over which her eyelids sag-
ged deeper than in the morning. Then
when her eyes closed, despite her ef-
forts, she would put the paper care-
fully away in the drawer of the big
German dresser which had come with
her many years before from Vienna
—take off and wipe her spectacles,
and put them away, first in their
velvet lined case, then on the mantel
over the kitchen range. Finally, as
to a religious ceremony, she would go
into her front room, her bedchamber
and living-room, furnished cleanly
and hideously (not to her), with
straight chairs and a sofa of horse-
hair and a wooden bed, and bear
forth solemnly and triumphantly a
big box, which she deposited invari-
ably on the red-naped kitchen table,
where she ate her solitary evening
meal. After some selection, the set-
ting of the automatic self-repeating
lever and a vigorous cranking, she
would sit facing the flaring horn, in
expectation while the preliminary
deep sough and cough began which
heralded the advent of her only joy.

Frau Luk’s phonograph was the
only consolation of her dreary, gal-
ley slave existence. She had bought it
five years before from Trutelwitz and
Company, and had paid for it one
hundred and fifty dollars. She had
bought it with Otto, in the golden
days. Gott! The golden days! Her
heart swelled as she recalled them.
The days when she might still claim
the attribute of youth, the days when
Otto had loved her.

Among the round perforated discs
Frau Luks had many favourites. She
liked the Sousa’s waltz and the
Schone blaue Donau. She liked the
negro quartette, with its syncopated
chatter of the ‘‘Moonlight in the Eyes
of Lou.’” She was fond of a mysteri-
ous, wordless piece which bore the in-
comprehensible legend “Le Cigne”.
This piece, with its strange caden-
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tial risings and fallings, gave her
invariably a thrill down her back. It
was as if she heard the crying of a
child. She could never explain it,
But most of all, and highest of all,
she placed the “Chimes of Norman-
dy”, the melancholy, haunting peal-
ings of the bells.

Ah, the bells! They made her think
of the Austro-Hungarian village
where she was born. As the bells rang
solemnly, rang eerily through the
echoing kitchen, with its chiaroscuro
of light and darkness on the clean red
bricks, she closed her eyes, swaying
and nodding her head unconsciously
from side to side in rhythm with the
brazen throbbing, now high, now low
all fused and chimed in harmony. Ané
as they pealed and beat, she could see
the red gable roofs of the thatehed
cottages and the crooked little lanes
and gassen and the rolling hills and
sombre forest lands around.

And old faces swam vaguely out be-
fore her from the mist of years, faces
and scenes and incidents of her early
youth, which she had thought forgot-
ten till the day that she had bought
the phonograph and heard the bells,

The bells! Yes, it was like that
they used to ring in Sonderhausen
when the sun set redly over the hills’
and fields, gleaming with the gleam
of diamonds and rubies in the shining
clean windows of the village houses,

Och! That was so very long ago.

Ja! It was a thousand years since
Willie Toperl had walked with hep
across the fields in that sunset glow
while the bells pealed and pealed, ami
they had kissed behind a flowering
sweet-scented thorn and had exchang-
ed rings (his, of twisted silver, was
now put carefully away in a box
where she kept all her souvenirs, trea-
sures of long dead days) and plighted
troths, and then she had sailed, a girl
of scarce sixteen, with her father angq
mother over seas.

So long ago! So very, very long
ago!

Often Frau Luks would weep in
the evenings in her big, empty kitch.
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en—not as empty as her heart—as she
listened so, with closed eyes, to the
solemn pealing of the bells.

Then at last, heavily, she would
rise and put away the musikbuchse in
the front room, and go to bed.

*

Her husband never came home un-
til two or three o’clock in the morn-
ing. Often he was drunk, stumbling
over furniture, cursing and swearing,
waking her with a start from her
heavy slumber, only to quarrel with
her and revile her as she spoke. Her
heart would beat in the darkness, for
gshe was, in her normal state, afraid
of Otto when he was drunk.

For more than five years Otto had
been like this. And it spoiled her
nights. But in the daytime she did
not care. And always in the morn-
ing, when, red-eyed and pallid, he
would get up and dress, he would find
his coffee hot on the stove awaiting
him, and his rolls generously buttered
(with butter at forty cents a pound)
on the round table with its spotless
eloth. And always his laundry was
clean and plentiful. All he needed
was to go to the drawer of the dresser
and take it out.

Sometimes on Sundays he would
eat at home, and Frau Luks would
eook him his meals the like of which
they would never give him elsewhere :
knackwurst, all splitting with white
and savoury juice, and hot and tooth-
some sauerkraut, and rote ruben, and
kartoffelsalat, and Teutonic beer,
with kaffee and cheese and kuchen to
tep it all. But Otto did not care, He
ate everything in phlegmatic silence,
growling out an occasional monosyl-
lable, and then, after dinner, he would
stick a big cigar into his mouth and
go out, attired in a suit carefully
pressed (by Frau Luks) and a white
and spotless vest (purchased by Frau
Luks) swinging jauntily a cane and
- eyeing the girls that passed him on
the street. For if Frau Luks was
old and ugly, he was still for a man,
young, and tall, and well set up, and
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good-looking in a coarse, blonde, ani-
mal way.

Why had Frau Luks closed her
eyes so long and so patiently to the
meaning which he had given to their
married life?

If you ask me, you will surely not
expect an answer. The heart of wo-
man! Was it because she still remem-
bered the time when he had assured
her, a lodger in a room of a former
house over whose destinies she had
presided as she presided now over
this one—that he ‘‘had her gern,”’
and plausibly demonstrated to her
lonely, credulous heart that they
would be happy in the sweet com-
munion of wedded lifet Was it be-
cause of the years of intimacy, engen-
dering in the woman familiarity, in
the man contempt? Or was it because
of the little dead baby, whose soul, set
free to wing its joyous way through
the blue and infinite fields of heavenly
space, had never incarned itself upon
this earth? The heart of woman!
Surely you do not expect me to sink
the plummets here?

Yet like the placid sea when lashed
by wind and storm could be this wo-
man’s heart if you probed too deeply.
Slow she was to anger, but furious
when aroused. So is the lioness ealm
if you attack not her young. And
every woman deep down in her heart
and soul and consciousness has ‘a
child of sentiment. It may be her re-
ligion, which if you seratch you will
scratch a panther. It may be her mor-
ality, which if you challenge you may
catch a Tartar. It may be, as with
the lioness, her maternity, which
makes her wholly blind, and on oceca-
sion, ruthless. Whatever it be, wher-
ever it lie, it is always fanatie, and
she will die for it, as the Christian
martyrs perished at the stake, with
fervour and ecstasy, and utter self-
oblivion.

In Frau Luks’s case, this ereature
of sentiment, 1his' religion, this mor-
ality, this maternity, this fanaticism
was her phonograph.

So, when one morning, while she
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was vigorously wielding the broom
upon the worn-out carpet of her
stairs and the door bell rang and the
man at the door informed her rough-
ly, while his team waited, that he had
come from Trutelwitz and Company
to get her phonograph, and pushed
under her nose a scribbled order of
delivery, she was forthwith a lioness
called to defend her young.

“Vot you means, hey ?’’ she asked,
barring his already impatient way
with her strong, broad amplitude.
“For vy you comes to get mein mu-
stkbuchse, vot?”’

““What'’s eatin’ you, old girl?”’
asked the expressman, with odious
familiarity, taking her evidently for
the cook or servant girl, instead of
the unchallenged mistress over thir-
teen rooms. ‘‘Come on, now and get
busy. Show me where your phono-
graph is, and in a hurry, see? Don’t
you lamp the order?”’

“Ja! 1 sees de orter!’”’ answered
Frau Luks, four-square and uncom-
promising before him. ‘‘It voss some
mistakes. I haff mine own musik-
buchse, vot I pay hundert’n fafty
dollar for, to Trutelwitz himself.
For vy you comes for it, vot?”’

““Oh, forget it! Forget it!’’ re-
marked the expressman wearily. I’'m
from Trutelwitz, see? Your husband
sold him back your phonograph yes-
terday for thirty dollars. And he’s
paying me to come and get it—
cluteh ?”’

“Vot? Vot iss dat?’’ screamed
Frau Luks, her blue demilunes of
eyes suddenly blazing azure fire.
“My husband selded back mein mu-
sikbuchse? For dreissig daller?’’

“That’s what, old girl,”’ confirmed
the expressman, shifting his quid,
taken aback already by the steely
sparkling of Frau Luks’s eye.

0, dot voss it, voss it:?”’ rejoined
Frau Luks, suddenly very quiet. ‘‘So
you comes to get mein musikbuchse,
'a'l.'

v “That’s what I said,’”’ remarked
the expressman, eyeing her now un-
easily. ‘‘Where is it, anyway?”’
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“It voss vare you neffer gets it
in your lifelong!’’ screamed Frau
Liuks, suddenly raising her broom.
“It voss vare your expressman'’s
gompany unt Mr. Trutelwitz and the
bresident aff the whole Ameri-ka nef-
fer put dere hants upon it! You gett
off mein house, now! Neffer come
again! Weg, or I smashed you, see!’’

The expressman, eyeing with dis-
concertment and dismay the uprais-
ed broom and Frau Liuks’s height and
broad shoulders, and red and angry
face, beat a hasty exit down the
steps.

“Say you’ll get yourself into trou-
ble, old girl!”’ he called up angrily.
“That phonograph ain’t yours no
more. Your hushand sold it back for
thirty dollars cash, see?. Trutelwitz
came special to see it the other day.
You’ll get yourself jugged for obtain-
in’ money under false pretences,
that’s what’ll happen to you! And
for assault 'n battery on a respectable
expressman in the pr-fesh’nl persoot
of his duties,’”’ he added in an injured
tone as he climbed upon his wagon
seat and raised the reins.

“Yah!”’ jeered Frau Luks after
him, shaking her broom undaunted-
ly. “You comes to get mein musik-
busche, ain’t? For vy you no comes
in and gets it, vot? I haff it alretty
in the basement. For vy you no comes
in und gets it, say?”’

“Not on your life,”” replied the
expressman, with great earnestness, to
this cordial invitation, spitting a gol-
den yellow stream of tobacco juice
high over his horses’ heads. ‘‘Oh, no
darlin’, not for mine this trip!”’ ;

“Come in unt get it!’”’ pleaded
Frau Luks, beguilingly. ‘‘For vy
you no comes in unt gets it?’’

‘“Oh, shut up!’’ rejoined the ex.
pressman courteously, with a sheepish
laugh, in which rang out both admip.
ation and defeat. And clucking to
his horses, he drove away, meditati
sadly on the setness of woman’s ways
and on the hardships of an express.
man’s life in general.

Frau Luks remained master, or rg.

« R <l
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ther mistress, of the field. But as she
stood there leaning on her broom, gaz-
ing down into the street as a great
general surveys his victory, she sud-
denly discovered that she was trembl-
ing from head to foot, and her legs
gave way beneath her. So, slowly she
elosed the door and tottered in to her
front parlour, which was long and
narrow like a railroad car—adorn_ed
as to the brightly-flowered walls with
brilliant chromos in gilt frames—and
sank upon the stiff, uncomfortable
seat which reflecting the vagaries of
furniture manufacture was a hybrid
thing, which made convenient sitting
or reclining equally impossible.

“Mein Gott!” ran her inchoate, as-
tounded, outraged thoughts. “Otto
selded mein musikbuchse! For dressig
daller! Unt prought Trutelwitz to see
it vile I voss avay! Ach, Mein Gott,
I fix him up for dat! Herr Je! 1
ﬁx him!”

Her usually placid, monotoned ex-
istence was torn from its foundations
as an anchored ship is dragged from
its quiet roadstead and driven out
to the wild and raging sea. Such
anger she had never known since she
was a chubby girl in Austria and
Jan Milchsack, a neighbouring farm-
er’s son, had slapped her face because
she would not dance with him at Lot-
ta Muller’s.

All day she swept and serubbed,
and cleaned, trembling and waiting.
Let him come home! She would fix
him now. ;

In the evening, after the solitary
abendbrod was over, and the dishes
cleared away, the Zeitung read, and
the spectacles placed carefully upon
the shelf, she brought out the musie
box, and listened to the bells.

But her mood, as she harkened to
their deep and solemn peal, was not
the familiar mood. No longer did she
feel the calm and gentle melancholy,
the deep yet tranquil sadness of her
recollections of dead days. In thgir
place, there was an unspeakable, poig-
nant schmerz. Her heart and soul felt
bruised. Herr je! She had loved a
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man—the only man in her woman’s
life since Willie Tolperl—and she had
toiled and slaved for him, and made
him happy in all material ways—she
had taken him, a penniless, shabby
waiter, lodging in the cheapest room
of her own house, and made him mas-
ter over all, and clothed and fed him
for fifteen years like a feiner Herr.
And he had soon tired of her, because
she was older than he, and nicht schon,
and he had taken to drink, and cared
nothing for her, except as a means
to an end, to sleep and drink and eat,
and dress. Och Gott! was this Ger-
echiighkeit?

So she mused bitterly, as she listen-
ed to the solemn pealing of the chimes
that night. Something pressed hard
upon her breast within. She thought
again how utterly lonely was her life,
Och Gott! So mutterseele allesine!
Only one man, one human soul, and
he, and they, were base! base! base!

She found that silent tears were
running down her seamed, wrinkled
face. She stopped the phonograph,
and brought it back. Then she put
out the lamp in the kitchen, and went
into the dark and stuffy sleeping-room
in front. So she sat, fully dressed, by
the window, gazing out over the little
brick-paved yard with its two-foot
wall, into the lamplit street. To her
ears came the jangling disharmonies
of a half-dozen pianos from various
houses in her block. Chopin’s *“ Jada,
Jada, gosce,”’ had she known it, blend-
ed with the passionate eulogies of
“Oh, you beautiful doll,”’ the sensu-
ous waltz of ‘‘The Pink Lady,"” with
the flippant lilt of the popular “‘I
See That You Are Married.'’ Across
the street there was a window bril-
liantly lighted, where a young girl
was singing with great sentiment, and
a little American heart as narrow and
hard and empty as a thimble:

You are m en of roses
Brushed byythg::oming dew,

Each pretty flower discloses
Secrets I find in you-ou—

_ Ach, American music! Tt made her
sick. gave her such a heimweh  for
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the old country, the open sky of her
Austrian highlands, the grandeur of
the rolling hills, which now she did
not hope to see again, the ambrosial
country air, the red ploughed hills
ereeping up the sides of the sloping
lands, the browsing kine in the low-
lands.

M.

A

At twelve o’clock Frau Luks dozed,
at one she slumbered heavily. At
two-fifteen she woke with a start as an
automobile crowded with *‘joy-rid-
ers’’ stopped a few doors up, with
much shrill laughter and wild shouts
of half-drunken men and women.
Through the pane she saw a man get
out and, standing on the kerb, lean
up and kiss a woman whose hat was
all askew. Then amid sheuts and
laughter the automobile moved away
at a reckless speed. The man turned
and walked unsteadily towards her
house, With a sudden gasp, she saw
that it was Otto.

The eyes of a panther, called to de-
fend its young, surely never emitted
such fire as the eyes of Frau Luks in
:clhe yellow lamplight before that win-

ow.

““So, so!”’ she said softly to the ad-
jacent darkness, shrinking back into
the inky shadow of the hanging cur-
tains. She heard the tumblers of the
iron basement door turn back; she
heard him enter, and the closing of
the door. Then he stumbled in, col-
liding with wall and furniture, breath-
ing heavily, emitting an odour of bad
cigars and whisky which nauseated
her.

“Mein Gott!”’ he growled in Ger-
man, in a raucous, hicecoughing tone.
“Why is it always so dunkel here?
Another woman would leave the gas
lit for a man to see.”’

““So, you voss a mans?’’ came in
English the ineredulous voice of Frau
Luks from the enveloping darkness.

Half drunken, yet guilty as he was,
he could feel the grim menace of her

voice.
«“Vere vess you, Millie?’’ he hie-
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coughed in sweet conciliatory tones.

““I voss fere I voss und verry satis-
fied!”’ replied Frau Luks, biding her
time, though her breast was heaving.

““Are you bos’ mit me yet alret-
ty ?’’ asked Otto soothingly. ‘‘Don’t
pe mat offer de phonograph. I’ll get
you anutter vun. I voss hart upp
und neeted de money.”’

“‘So, you voss hart upp and neeted
de money!”’ iterated Frau Luks. *‘ To
rite in ottermopiles vile your vedded
vife voss sleeping, I mean. To take
choyrites mit female voomans, I im-
machine. Und kiss dem beffore mein
very house, nit?”’

Otto was a man; hence being tried
and convicted and unable to reconcile,
he became brutal.

““Schweige, verpfluchte alte! Shut
upp, or I make you, see?’’ he roared
at her through the trembling dark-
ness, groping for matches.

““So, I voss a verpfluchte altel’*
came to him Frau Luk’s voice rapidly
approaching him through the dark.-
ness. ‘‘So, you make me shut up
ja?’”’ :

He turned with a growl and curse
to answer, but suddenly, to his utter
stupefaction, a brawny fist shot out
of the darkness like a catapult ang
struck him stunningly in the face. A
whole galaxy of stars swam dizzily
around him. In a moment he recoy-
ered, and rushed on her with a wild
bull’s roar, desiring and prepared to
beat and overthrow and trample hep
underfoot the woman who had borne
with him for fifteen years! His wag
the Berseker rage, the primitive bloog
impulse of the brute.

Then a whirling tornado, a bli
a simoon, a typhoon, a mountain fe]]
upon him; a giant tossed and whirleq
him about in the darkness as easily
a magician juggles rubber balls. One
moment he crashed over the bed; the
next headlong over the table. ’Now
he lay on the floor. Now he was lift.
ed in arms of steel and thrown again.
His head, still whirling with the
fumes of liquor, swam in an ocean of
terror.
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“Millie! Millie! mein Gott, don’t
kill me!’’ he groaned, as the big in-
exorable fist struck him again and
again in the face. < Ay

“Ja! Jal!’”’ came as a snorting, in-
furiated cry in the darkness. ‘“‘Ja!
Ja! 1 voss a verpfluchte alte, nit?
Und you makes me shut up? Und
gells me mein musikbuchse pack for
dreissig daller, nit? Un you goes
choyriting mit female voomans, ja?
I teach you vot iss! I shows you some-
dings I mean!”’

And again he catapulted through
spaces, tossed by a titan’s hand, till
with one final erash he fell in the cor-
ner and lay still. i

Then Frau Luks, panting like a
walrus, found matches and lit the

The room was wrecked, utte;ly
wrecked. The chromos were hanging
at dizzy angles on the walls; the
chairs lay limp and overturned and
broken in all directions, the table
was smashed to pieces. In the cor-
ner lay her husband, breathing heav-
ily and quite unconseious.

But she felt no pang of regret for
the ruined furniture; no pity for the
sodden brute who lay worsted and
senseless in the corner—the man who
after fifteen years of care and devo-
tion had sold her musikbuchse. ;

She went out heavily, still panting
deeply, to the woodshed back of the
kitchen and came back with a long
celothesline, which she wound tightly
about her husband’s arms and legs,
swathing him with the strong rope
from head to foot.

Then she put on her bonnet and
shawl, and left the house by the base-
ment door. Round and round she
walked, block after block, till she saw
the capped and uniformed guardian
of the peace whom she was seeking.
He stood, talking with another night
patrolman in a doorway.

““Mr Policemans,’’ she said, stop-
ping short, “‘I look for you. You
comes pack mit me to mein house;
dere iss dere a bad man, mein hus-
band, who try to murter me; you
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comes pack und takes him mit you
avay, yes?'’

The policeman, bored from long
standing, came forth with alaerity.

‘“What’s that, what’s that? Your
husband tried to murder you? Where
is he?”’

““In mein house, I fight mit him
terrible. It voss awful. All the fur-
nichure iss gesmasht.’’

‘“Come on, Casey !'’ said the police-
man curtly to his companion. ‘‘Go
ahead, old lady. We'll fix you up all
right,”’ he said encouragingly to Frau
Luks, brandishing his club, as the
three started briskly out together on
the lamplit, silent street, where only
the hollow reverberation of their
footsteps could be heard. We'll take
all the fight out of him, you bet!"’

“I mean,”” said Fran Luks guile-
lessly, ‘“dere is not viel fight by him
more alretty.’’

When she led the two patrolmen in-
to her wrecked bedchamber, they
looked at her and at each other with
amazement.

*‘ Looks like some fight,’’ said Casey.
““The guy is trussed like a chicken for
the roasting pot.”” He turned the
still insensible man over. ‘‘He's got
a beautiful pair of eyes, all right.
Say, old lady, how much do you
weigh?”’

“Vott I veighs?"’ said Frau Luks
proudly. ‘I veighs vun hunderd
and ninety-dree bounds. I voss verry
strong. I iss a voomans, but I iss
as gut as enny man!”’

‘‘Better, lady! Better!’’ said the
other policeman enthusiastically, with
a grin at Casey. “‘This fellow is big
himself. What’ll we do with him?"’

“I vonts you take him to the police-
man’s stations!’’ said Frau Luks.

“You want us to arrest him?"’

““Ja,”” replied Frau Luks inexor-
ably. “You tells me fere I go to-
morrow und speaks all vot he done.
He got money unter false preeten-
tiousness; he selled me mein musik-
buchse!’’

““Sold your musie-box!"’

rejoined
the policeman, with a J

guffaw. “‘Is
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that why you want him pinched?”

““He selled me mein musikbuchse,”’
repeated Frau Luks unmoved. ‘‘Und
den he come home trunk choyriting
in an ottermobile mit female voomans.
Und ven he come in, he try to murter
me. I fix him for all togetter. You
see?’’

With chuckles which they could not
control, the patrolmen took up the in-
animate man, and bore him out before
the house; one of them then went to

the patrol box at the corner and
’phoned for the wagon.
With fixed and stony face Frau

Luks sat at the window and watched
them put him in and drive away.

““Ja. 'This was the end of her mar-
riage; a fine ending, for a fine begin-
ning. It was better so. Now was
she indeed alone. Till the white dawn
came she lay awake in the big bed
thinking of all her life, begun across
the seas in the sunny light of youth’s
illusions, now ending in utter dark-
ness so far away from home.

In the morning it was a very weak .

and wilted prisoner that appeared be-
fore Judge Connery in the Police
Court of the district. —Both eyes
were puffed and closed; the face was
scarred and seamed with battle, the
mouth awry. Frau Luks was also
there. So was Herr Trutelwitz. She
had seen to that.

‘““Are you Mrs. Luks?’’ asked the
magistrate curtly, when she came
forward.

““Yess,”’ said Frau Luks. ‘‘I comes
here to complain.”’

Simply, yet with the emphasis of
conviction, staring at Otto’s hanging,
sullen face inexorably, she told her
story. There was not a loophole in it.

““Und I vants him sent avay,’’ she
concluded firmly. ‘‘He voss vun bad
mans; he selded mein musikbuchse;
he try to murter me. Und he trink
like fishes. I am afraid effery night
ven he come home.’’

“Tt doesn’t look as though youw
were much afraid,’”’ said the judge,
gazing with astonishment from her
breadth of shoulder to the kaleido-
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scopic appearance of the
face.

Frau Luks smiled guilelessly, yet
grimly.

‘“Six months,”’ said the magistrate,
briefly and concisely, after noting the
testimony of Herr Trutelwitz. *‘ Fraud
and wifebeating. Take him away.
Next case.”

Herr Luks cast at Frau Luks g
sullen yet respectful glance as he de-
parted.

““Ja,” she called after him triumph-
antly. ““I voss a verpfluchte alte
und you makes me shuttup, nit? Und’
you sells me mein musikbuchse, ja?
Und you choyrites mit female voo-
mans, auch?

Now, Frau Luks was no longer
awakened by the curses of a drunken
husband. For the first few weeks fol-
lowing her husband’s exit she slept
like a child in the big four-poster bed
which for fifteen years had been theip
common couch.

““Mrs. Wolf!’’ she said in her dra-
matic way to the lady who lived
with her husband on the first floop
hack, “‘I tells you I neffer sleeps so
vell in fifteen year. I voss allus
afraid, so nerfous, vaiting vile he
comes. Now I sleeps like vood unt
iron. Herr je! In fifteen year!’’

The whole neighbourhood knew of
Frau Luks’s experiences and spoke
admiringly of her prowess. If all
women were like her, they decided sol-
emnly, there would be fewer worth.
less men. An aureole of heroism
haloed her round; children pointed
her out on the street; and she hagd
become a local celebrity in the neigh-
bourhood.

Month after month went regularly
and monotonously by.

Now, undisturbed by fear of
kind, Frau Luks sat in her big kiteh-
en at night and listened to Sousa’s
band and “Lou”, and to the “Cigne”
with its strange and sobbing eadences:
which made her thrill for some reason
that she did not understand, and to
lt)hfl pealing and appealing of the

ells.

prisoner’s
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So she sat, rocking and swaying
slightly from side to side, with hands
folded idly in her lap, while the sha-
dows played with goblin-like, fantas-
tic shapes, in the dimlit corners.

““So mutterseele alleine. Och, so
mutterseele alleine!’’
Ja! It was better so. What has

she ever had from the man but para-
sitism, drunkenness, abuse? She was
better alone; what had he ever been
for her? How had he ever alleviated
her deep and brooding loneliness ?

Yet when one day the bell of the
iron basement door rang, and she
found herself facing through the lat-
ticed bars her husband, unshaven and
shabby, all his old elegance departed,
the stamp of prison yet upon him—
her strong heart melted to water in
her breast.

‘“Oh, it vass you,”” was her only
comment, her hand dropping sudden-
ly from the latch.

““Yess, I am it,”’ said the man
eagerly, even humbly. ‘‘Let me in,
Millie. I vill neffer play you a doity
trick again. 1 lost mine job now; I
ain’t got a cent to get a meal al-

d "1

m?‘ge.‘n," said Frau Luks, after a
gigantic struggle with the weak wo-
man ‘s heart that beat so near the sur-
face of the soul. ‘“‘Nein, I vill not let
you in, but I vill giff you some money
and you will neffer come back und
bodders me again, or I get you still
one time arrested. You hear? Vait
now for me a minute.”’

She went back, her knees trembling
beneath her, to the kitchen. From an
old teapot she took out a roll of bills,
her rent money for that month. After
much deliberation she chose a ten-
dollar bill and brought it to him.

““Neffer come back no more!’’ she
admonished, passing it between the
bars.

““Oh, Millichen, don’t sent me
avay !”’ said the man hoarsely. ‘I lofe
you. I can’t liff mitout you. Millie,
let me in!”’

She turned relentlessly and left
him, and closed the inner door be-

”
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hind her, then she went into her sit-
ting room and watehed him from be-
hind the curtains, as with laggi :
step and hanging head he shufiled
away toward the park.

ik

Now, for some reason, Frau Luks
slept no longer like a child in the big
four-poster. Often she would lie,
staring with burning eyes and throb-
bing temples, up into the palpitating
darkness that seemed to hang not over
her head, but her heart, like a pall.
So mutterseele alleine! Otto had said
something that hurt her.

Love from him? It was all a lie!

But none the less, was she quite
loveless? And so it had always been,
Now was no worse than then. She
did not have a soul, not even a dog’s
—linked up with her existence,

]

He came again; she knew that he
would come.

Shabbier was he now; and the
blond stubble of his unshorn cheeks
was of the growth of weeks. His hat
was stoven in and he was collarless
and coatless, though October, chill and
biting, had already come. His trou-
sers were frayed at the bottom and he
was down at heel.

‘“Say, Millie, giff me some more
money,’’ he begged humbly, in a
hoarse voice, which ended in a painful
cough. ‘‘I'm down and out. I ain’t
got a cent, und I'm freezing.’’

Silently she surveyed him through
the grated bars.

‘“Ach, Millie, don’t be so hart!"
pleaded the man wearily. ‘I wass
your hussband for fifteen yahr, and
now I'm down and out. Lent me
wenigstens a dollar so I could eat und
sleep to-night.”’

““Otto!” said Frau Luks in her dra-
matic way, but her voice was weak
and soft with the woman-softness,
and her blue eyes were misty. ‘“Otto’
you tell me now vunee, vun ting—

you sorry dot you selled mein musik-
buchse?”’
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The man’s face lighted up with a
gleam of unexpected hope.

“ Mein Gott, Millie, I could tear
mein heart out offer what I dit. I
wass a laysy, drunken bestie. You
gafe to me all dat wass comin’ to me.”’

Then fell Frau Luks’s broad hand
upon the lateh of the iron door, And,
as one passes reverentially in through
the gleaming gates of Paradise, so
came Frau Luks’s outcast husband in
again to light and warmth and food
and cleanliness—to home, whose worth
in many weary months he had learned
to know at last.

When Otto had gone to bed that
night in the conjugal bedchamber, a
changed man after a bath and shave,
and the wearing of spotless raiment
and Frau Luks’s skilful cookery, sea-
soned by a very thick and black eigar
which she went out herself to buy for
him, and slept like a child after many
months of lodgings indescribable for
the down-and-outs, luxuriating in
sheets fairly crackling with ecleanli-
ness, Frau Luks sat in her shadowed
kitchen with her musikbuchse.

/%
"’ {/

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

Expectant she sat, with folded
hands, as the deep sough and cough
began.

Then the bells pealed forth again
through the leaping shadows. But
they were no longer filled with, the
poignant schmerz which they had
voiced after Otto’s base betrayal.
They were not even melancholy, de-
spite their solemn chime. No longer
sat she there and thought ‘“ So mutter-
seele alliene!”” A human soul was
linked with hers. That soul was w
if you will; it was capable of base-
ness and degradation, but it wag
hers. It depended on her. It needed
her. A warm glow kindled at hep
heart as she thought of how he had
laid his curly head in her broad la
and wept and promised gutes leben
in the future. Her tired eyes wepe
filled with a soft and brooding light,
and the solemn chiming of the bells
bore to her ears melodiously a strange
and mystic message of hope and hap-
piness; yes, and love.

The heart of woman—a strange
mysterious land!




THE REVENGE« FAILED
By Jheodocia Fearce

THE editor of The Daily Star
stirred uneasily when he heard
a rap on the door of his pri-
vate office. As a rule, he disliked
raps, and he especially disliked this
one, for he had his own idea of who
was waiting admission just at that
minute. Business instinet pulsed
through him. Nevertheless he called,
“(lome in, Miss Harley.” Business was
business, whether pleasant or dis-
agreeable.

The social editor stepped briskly
into the office, closing the door with
no slight noise. The social editor
loved to make an impression, but,
alas, her methods greatly annoyed the
editor. He glanced up from his writ-
ing, only long enough to point to a
chair, then turned to his work.

To get at the point immediately
was always his method, but in dealing
with a woman it was different. One
had to be cautious and yet strike
home. So he gripped his pen tightly,
perhaps to steady himself for the

eal.
orc}u to the social editor, she took the
proffered seat with a very sweet smile.
The social editor knew the chief edi-
tor—at least she thought she did, but
at any rate fshe wafshconsclous of his
easiness, if not of her own.
‘m“W ell(?s’Miss Harley,” he said,
swinging round with sudden deter-
mination, “I will not detain you long-
er than necessary. Have you any idea
why I sent for you so hastily ¢”

a7

The social editor smiled again, but
this time faintly. “I have thought
about it, Mr. Maxwell, but as a rule
I am very poor at solving such rid-
dles.”

Quickly the editor raised his hand,
and slowly stroked the back of his
head to glossy black smoothness. “It
concerns your work, you know, Miss
Harley.”

“I surmised that much.”

“Well, the fact is, it’s going down.
Understand, going down. I'm not try-
ing to blame you, by any means, but
we have decided that something must
be done and done quickly.”

“I understand, Mr. Maxwell,” Miss
Harley replied, with a sigh. “But
what I can’t understand is how my
pages fail. I can’t get a soul inter-
ested in my correspondence corner,
and I don’t believe there is one per-
son who tries my choice recipes and
daily menus, and it seems I just spend
hours hunting up such things.”

The little social editor forgot that
she had once been starched, just now
she felt pretty limpy.

“That’s just the point, 1 believe.
‘Women who read your pages haven’t
the time to attempt some new delicacy
every day, and if they had, I don’t
think they would do it. We want
something new—something that will
take hold.”

“I know it, and truly I've thought
of everything, from beginning a kin-
dergarten to a beauty competition.”
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The editor laughed. “It’s too bad,
Miss Harley. I did not think it was
troubling you, but I most assuredly
am convinced that you have the abil-
ity to conceive some brilliant new
plan, and, moreover, carry it out sue-
cessfully.”

The social editor smiled. “Thank
you, Mr, Maxwell,” she said, “but I
believe our standards of success reach
the same level. Mine goes pretty
high, and often casts me down as a
result. But I'll do my best to un-
earth a good plot.”

The editor took out his watch slow-
ly.

“Just twenty minutes after ten.
Now, take my adviee, go away from
this office. Take a good walk per-
haps—somewhere where it is quiet.
You’ll reach some original conclusion,
I know, And then come back to me,
so we can talk it over.”

“I will, Mr. Maxwell, if it kills
me,” she said, with a forced laugh, as
she rose and walked to the door.
“Good-bye, T’ll try to return after a
while, flying our colours.”

“By gad,” mused the editor, as he
turned to his work, “that’s what I
call spunk. Why, from the crown
of her curly brown hair to the tip of
her tailored blue skirt, she is a bundle
of genuine ability, and is quite ecap-
able of doing her own pushing. I'm
the man on the spot to help a girl
like that.”

The desire to make an impression,
even through banging doors, had com-
pletely left the social editor, as she
entered her own office. Here was a
problem to worry any woman, even
if she had the strength of a Greek
goddess. As Gretchen Harley stood
before her mirror and fixed her new
Easter bonnet of dainty blue straw
over her refractory curls, she had a
good mind to go home and cry it all
out; but because she was a Harley
right through, she didn’t. Instead,
she powdered her nose anew, drew
on her coat and gloves with savage
fierceness, and walked out from the
building like a determined martyr.
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Outside, the streets were a-hum with
humanity, trolley cars, motors, and
heavy wagons. Mr. Maxwell had said
that quiet was essential, but where to
go, she had no idea. A street ecar
came along, and stopped directly in
front of her, as she was tryiné to
cross the street. Fate shoved her on
so she boarded a street car at the next’
corner. She now became aware that
she was tired and wanted a vest.
About half an hour later it was g
rather irate conductor who aroused
her from her reverie, demanding if
she had paid her fare, and where she
desired to get off.

“We go back now, Miss. This ain’t
no circular route.”

“Well, T suppose I might as well
get off here,” she said calmly.

It was a strange part of the city
to her—new, yet not unreal. Theip
district was also like this, rows and
rows of decent-looking residences, the
homes of the medium rich. The lawns
were rapidly becoming green in the
early April sunshine, and little shoots
were appearing in the moist earth of
the gardens.

It was very quiet, except for the
rumble of an oceasional milk-cart, or
the hum of a motor van. She met
few people, but somehow as she walk.
ed along in this new world, the sun.
shine of the April day crept into hep
heart and made her glad. She for.
got her troubles, forgot she was out
on a quest, but was singing with the
sm’i‘Shinl?lin the heart of her.

rouble had so completely vani:
from her world that she even foihgzi
there was such a thing, until she met
it unawares. It was a long, low wail
of a child, a wail that struck Gretchen
Harley with pity. She looked around
On the front steps of the house a :
the way sat a little child, bending
over a slate. A small hat lay on the
steps beside her, and the sun bright.-
ened anew the golden curls that fell
around the little shoulders, and rest.
ed upon the pink frock. It was such
a pretty. picture that almost withont
reason the social editor made her way
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across the street and up the walk.

“What’s the matter, dear?”’ she
asked softly, moving the small hat
and sitting down.

The face raised to her’s was sweet
but tear-stained.

“T can’t add! Teacher said go
home until it was right, and now
mother isn’t here and it won’t get
done right.”

«Well, I’ll help you; shall 1¢”

The child nodded, and with a shy
little smile passed her slate over to
the stranger. Two heads bent close
together for a while, and soon it was
all “done right”.

“] got no mistakes anyway in spel-
lin’,” the child said happily. “See,”
and with a little laugh of pride she
turned to the other side of the slate.

It was hardly legible, but Gretchen
Harley deciphered it slowly. The
round, clumsy letters meant muech.

“Keep up with your sums and your
spelling, little girl, and some day you
will make a beautiful woman.”

“How do you know? Mother says
1 ain’t pretty.”

“Oh, 1 read it in your writing, and
I don’t mean beautiful in your face,
I mean in here,” she touched the little
girl’s dress above the heart.

«Will 19 Where does the writing
say so?”

“Oh, I couldn’t explain, but I
studied it once.”

“What 1”

“Graphology.”

“Can you use it lots?”

The social editor became as a child.
There was a little scream of delight
in her voice, and a new light in her
eyes, as she rose.

“Yes, 1 can, little gil;)l, and I'm go-
ing to . Good-bye.
mg’l‘hent:{le was gone, and the little

irl was left alone.

“(Fet it?’ the editor demanded anx-
jously a couple of hours later as he
heard Miss Harley’s voice begging ad-
mittance. But one look at her face
was sufficient. “Oh, you did solve
the puzzle. I knew you would!”

Gretchen Harley langhed. “Yes,
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I did get it, Mr. Maxwell. And I'm

happy about the idea; but, to be
truthful, I'm worried about the re-
sults.”

“Tat, tut, let your ambitions down
for a time. But tell me your plans.”

“Not such a lot after all, Mr. Max.
well, but I think 1 shall do the
mysterious and read character.”

The editor emitted a dubious grunt.
unow '”

“T've studied graphology, and now
I’'m going to put it in use. Who isn't
always ready to know what other peo-
ple think of them?”

“There’s great merit there, Miss
Harley. Now what do you propose 1’

“Well, it’s this. TI'll have a nom
de plume, perhaps Isolde. 1 planned
that because I have always loved the
name. We will insert something that
will read something like this: ‘Isolde,
Lady of Mystery, will read your
handwriting and reveal your char-
acter. Send sample letter with cou-
pon printed below, and use an assum-
ed name. Answers will appear daily
in the Graphology Column.” Then,
Mr. Maxwell, I expect to have letters
come pouring in to me, and it will be
very interesting. Honest, though, 1
do believe it will succeed, but I am
bonng to talk as well as hope, 1 sup-

“Praise and cash are what you
need, and what you will get. But
are you sure you can do it?”

Pride was nipped, and the social
editor glared at him coldly. “Do you
suppose I would try if I couldn’t?”
she demanded.

“No, I know you wouldn't. We will
give it a try and hope for the best.”

Saturday the notice was printed in
large type on her pages. Gretchen
had laughed when her brother read
and she found a seat unoccupied in a
the notice to the family, but she also
kept silent. Her people didn’t really
know what she could do. Saturday
night she rescued her old text-books
and graphometer from the attic, but
she didn’t laugh as she entered The
Star building about nine o’clock the
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following Monday morning. She
pressed her bundle of books tightly
over her heart, to keep it from jump-
ing out.

“Any mail?” she asked the office
boy carelessly.

The boy grinned, “Well, you go in
and have a look, you wouldn’t be-
lieve me.”

An hour later the editor found her
half laughing, half ecrying, over a
pile of letters.

“Great, isn’t it?” he teased.

“Why, it’s splendid. T’ve finished
six already, and I hope to get about
a dozen done for to-day’s edition.”

“What types of humanity ?” :

“Lovely, funny and sad. My six
include an old gentleman, who wrote
the quaintest letter. I’ll keep the in-
teresting ones, and let you read them
sometime. Then there’s one from a
school teacher, wanting to know why
she couldn’t succeed.”

“What did you say to that %’

“Said if her faith was as weak as
her hand-writing that I didn’t won-
der. Oh, don’t look so worried, I said
nice things, too, and she deserves
them. Then here are two school girls,
quite charming, I imagine. They have
character, too, for just look at that
hand-writing. That’s four. The other
is a boy, a small one of the age that
sister’s beau does not appreciate, I
imagine. And this last is so sad—
from a little lame girl; yet her letter
. is so like sunshine it hurts my eyes.
I’'m giving her a good reading, and
if she doesn’t receive red roses from
Isolde, it will be queer.”

“That’s splendid. Perhaps we may
start a regular relief fund—but not
publie, you understand. How many
letters in all to-day %”

“Fifteen altogether, but you forget
about to-morrow, and to-morrow—"

“Oh, let to-morrow take ecare of
itself. I’m satisfied with to-day.”

But the to-morrow came, doubling
the fifteens, and even the thirties.
Graphology ruled the city. The chil-
dren in the schools wrote letters, the
girls at dancing classes organized
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graphology parties, as well as the

" society dames at their five o’clock

teas. Men in the factories formed
clubs. Everyone was anxious and
alert to learn more about themselves,
The question of the day was, “Say,
had your character read yet?” Men
carried clippings in their note-books,
women bought serap albums in whieh
to keep their clippings. Always the
question arose, “Who is this Isolde 9
But in spite of plots and plans, they
never found out.

All this took time, but once launch-
ed, Gretchen Harley had the patience
to wait. She loved the work, and in-
stead of saving character studies, she
had boxes full of quaint letters from
strange people. Often she discussed
Isolde with her friends, and to satis
them was obliged to write a letter to
herself. She was happy indeed, until
the day the fatal letter came.

Isolde knew the hand-writing the
minute she picked it up, and hep
heart began to beat wildly. She won-
dered if he remembered her studies
Hastily she broke the seal, and drew
out the letter:

Dear Lady of Mystery, I wonder would
you be so gracious as to tell me what 1
am. Long I have desired to know, but
courage has failed me. However, Lady
of Mystery, I will await your judgment
and beforehand, thank you for your king.
ness,

Sincerely,
Jack.

“Well,” the social editor sneered,
“if you don’t know what you are, T
do. And I won’t hesitate to tell you
either. T’m mighty glad you don’t,;
know who T am. Here’s where I get
my revenge. Once you left me fop
silly Leone Davies because you haq
an idea she was so very beautiful anq
wore such charming clothes. T coulg
not be tricked on your writing in
years, for I always knew it, and al.
ways shall.” _

With a look of determination in
her brown eyes, Gretchen Harley set
to work over a character sketch that
occupied two hours of precious time.
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Not that it was so long, but it was
g0 hard to write. To tell your former
fiancee what you think of him for
hunning off with another girl is no
little task, especially when you don’t
want him to know you wrote the opin-
ion.
m:"l'hat will fix him,” she mused, as
her pile of readings went to the edi-
tor. “Imagine how he will feel now,
and so many people read it. I do
hope Leone Davies chances upon it.
It’s all true that he is conceited, and
fresh, and untruthful, and it will do
him good to know it.”

It seemed an age before a letter
returned from “Jack”. But when it
did come it was a surprise:

1 never knew I was quite as bad as all
that. You ecertainly hit me hard; but
perhaps, after all, it is true. You made
one mistake, however, for I am not con-
eeited over my looks, because I ha_ven't
any. I see where I shall have to sign a
pledge to reform, and if you will help
me, 1 will try to keep in the narrow way.
Can’t we meet sometime soon?

The social editor was so surprised
and angry that she actually kicked
the waste-paper basket over.

«“The idea of his thinking I want
him back. Well, T guess I dop’t.
And as for meeting him now—it’s
not necessary, since I have already
met him enough to do me all my days,
and T’ll tell him so. He must have

d a little, though, if he wants
to reform. But I don’t be]ieve a pair
of bishops could change him.”

She reached for her pad and
wrote:

Jack: » :

The meeting is quite unnecessary, as we
have already met. As for my aiding you
in reforming, it is beyond me. I advise

ou to seek a bishop. As for your looks,
{ never said you were handsome; I said

you thought so.

Saturday night the reply appeared
in the “Graphology Column”, at the
very top, and Gretchen Harley spent
a wretched Sunday as a result. She
had had her revenge, and had been
perhaps a little too hard. If she re-
membered aright, she had been about
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as horrid as Jack in those old days.
But that conviction she never allowed
to grow.

All day Monday she worked in mis-
ery. Her head ached, but her heart
ached more. Her pride would not
allow her to apologize, yet she loved
honesty and justice. She wrote a long,
personal letter to the little lame girl,
striving to ease her tortured mind,
and during the noon hour sent her a
new book of stories.

“I suppose I must make up with
someone, and if ever he writes again,
I’ll never read it.”

But there was no letter that day—
at least, not from Jack. She pretend-
ed to be thankful, but she knew she
wasn’t. At five she was so tired and
dizzy she could work no longer.

“I'm going home, because 1 have
to,” she acknowledged to her assist-
ant.

But she didn’t, not just then. The
office boy, his freckled face beaming
with smiles, came into the room and
landed a big box in the middle of the
floor.

“Left outside for Isolde,” he snick-
ered, and disappeared as quickly as
he entered.

The social editor lost her dignity,
and also her headache. “Land of
goodness, I wonder if it’s a joke!”

In a jiffy wrappings were removed,
and before she reached the prize she
really believed it was a fake.

“If it is, it won’t be one very long,”
she cried fiercely, pulling at what she
hoped was the last wrapping.

The final tissue paper coverings
were at length withdrawn, and in cool
green depths lay masses of erimson
roses. Finally she got at the mes-
sage:

Dear Lady of Mystery:

I’ve racked the dictionary of my barin,
and I can’t for the love of Mike think
who you are. If I have met you once,
I would give a lot to meet you again. You
are mighx‘ hard on a fellow, but I like
your spu Won’t you meet me in the
main entry of the Public Library this
evening, about 7.45¢ I am sure you would
enjoy the play at the Grand, and I will
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enjoy your company. Won’t you please
come? And won’t you wear a flower so
I may know you?
Sineerely,
Jack.

Would she go? Gretchen Harley
wanted to, with all her heart. But
the social editor didn’t. So there was
a fight. TIsolde sat on the floor by the
roses, and fisted the social editor.
Gretchen Harley wanted to see Jack,
not because she wanted him back, but
she was honestly sorry and wanted

.to say so. And, besides, she just
adored red roses.

The poor social editor forgot the
standard of her ambitions and was
cruelly treated. Gretchen Harley was
going to the Library at 7.45, but not
to the Grand. That was the conclu-
sion she reached at ten minutes after
six.

“Well, I can’t carry this box home.
I'll leave these flowers here, and
when I find out where he lives I’ll
send every last one of them back. Ex-
cept—well—I’ll wear one or two to-
night.”

. At 7.45 she was waiting in the main
hall of the library.

After she had found a seat where
she could see and yet not be seen
plainly, she deliberately unpinned
the roses and hid them behind her
back. What was the use of wearing
his roses anyway? She would know
Jack as plainly as his hand-writing.

At eight o’clock the social editor
returned. No Jack had appeared,
and she knew now it was a joke. Her
cheeks were rosy with anger, and her
eyes wanted to shed tears. It was a
mean shame. At 815 she was fur-
ious. She picked up her roses and
made for the main door.

“T’ll get out before I'm caught,”
she muttered.

At the door she was confronted by
a tall stranger who gazed first at the
flowers, and then at the girl, with a
puzzled expression on his face.

“May I get by ?” she asked politely.

“If I may, I'd like to know why
you are in such a hurry to go, when
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you have already kept me waiting
about forty minutes,” the stranger
replied calmly, as he slowly buttoned
his overcoat.
“I was quite unaware of the fact,”
remarked the social editor eoolly.
“Well, you have, Lady of Mystery »
It was Gretehen Harley that Jump-
ed and looked surprised.
“You’re not Jack ?” she stammered
“The same,” the stranger replied.
smiling. .
“Your name is not Becker, I’m sure
it isn’t. You are no more like Jack
Becker than—" her voice failed.
“No, not Becker, of course, but
Simpson.”
The anger had died away. Gret.
chen Harley shuddered. " i
“Oh, this is awful! Whatever do
you think? I thought you were an
old friend of mine. Your hand-writ-
ing is miraculously like Jack’s, and
I didn’t even read your character by
it’s form. I just told you what I
thought. It was my revenge. Oh
this is awful,” she ended lamely,
Simpson laughed, a big low laugh
that somehow healed her hurt.
Gretchen glanced up at his face
and it was indeed handsome. ;
“Oh, dear, if I did call you a cad
and a dozen awful things, there js
one thing that was right—you are
not very truthful.”

“Don’t mind, for I don’t. Come
on, we are late as it is.”
“Why, I can’t go. I need to hunt

a bishop to reform me,” she smiled
faintly.

“Now, see here,” began Simpson
earnestly, “you have been pretty harqg
on me. The only way to reform is to
begin by obliging me now.”

Gretchen frowned. It seemed true
and she didn’t like it. “Must ¢
What are your commands?”

“The first, is to come with me; and
the next is to cheer up and be
friends.”

Gretchen Harley laughed.

“All right,” she said happily ; “one

at a time, please. Just now I e
with the first.” o
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SOy %dry Russell.

Y name was Lucy Northway.
MI was sitting in the waiting-

room of a small railway sta-
tion in Alberta, at the end of my
long journey out from England. My
father was a clergyman in a small
English town, and I had never been
more than forty miles away from
that small town in all my life pefore.
You can imagine how my brain was
whirling round with sixteen da_ys’
travelling, first in an evil-smelling
boat, and then in stuffy trains. Only
the last short part of my Journey re-
mained—the drive from the railway
station to the ranch where I was go-
ing as lady’s help and governess. ”

All T knew of the people was their
name—Hill—and they were English

le with four children, two boys
and a girl of teaching age, and a
baby. Teaching three children did
not seem to be a great task to ne, as
I was the oldest of a family of ten,
and had taught all the younger ones
at times. As they grew older and
went to public schools, my mother
thought I should see something more
of life, and when a friend wrote and
asked if one of us would care to go
to a distant friend of hers in Can-
ada, as lady’s help, my opportunity
seemed to have come.

Father said he would pay my pas-
sage out, and then I would be inde-
pendent. Sometimes the lady want-
ing help would pay the passage
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money for her, then no wages were
paid until the money was worked
out. That meant staying nearly a
year with the people, whether you
liked them or not.

Of course I wondered greatly what
my employers would be like. I had
received a letter from Mr. Hill in
Calgary, saying he would meet me
on Thursday afternoon at the little
village where I was now waiting. He
hoped my luggage had come through
all right, so as to avoid two trips to
town, a distance of twenty miles.

I had safely got my luggage, two
small boxes and one big one, which
vg(eire waiting on the platform out-
side.

The station man passed in and out,
in his shirt sleeves, and a small
straw hat on the back of his head.
Sometimes he was busy at the tele-
graph, which clicked away all the
time, and sometimes he was out in
the baggage room thumping boxes
around. He was the only other liv-
ing creature about the place.

- The afternoon sunshine of a hot
June day poured through shadeless
windows into the little bare room,
whose only furniture was a long seat
along one side and a huge stove. I
hgd yet to experience an Alberta
winter, and how glad one is of these
big coal heaters.

Just as I was getting very dro
I heard voices and the rattle of'.z
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wagon. It was Mr. Hill, who intro-
duced himself to me. He was a big
fresh-looking Englishman, all energy
and impatience. His manner was
off-hand and gruff, yet I felt he was
a kindly man. He bustled me out to
the wagon and introduced me to Mr.
Copeland, a neighbour of theirs, who
was seated in the wagon holding a
horribly restless team.

There was only one seat in the
wagon.

““Come along, Miss Northway,”
fussed Mr., Hill, *‘ jump into the seat,
1’1l sit behind on one of your bexes,
if they’ll stand my weight.”’

““No, please no,”” I urged. “‘Let
me sit behind, you can talk to Mr.
Copeland then.”’

I certainly did not want to talk to
a perfect stranger all the way, while
he sat behind and listened.

¢ All right, if you want to,”’ he an-
gwered, ‘““only don’t let us waste time
arguing about it. Jump in.”’

I jumped in somehow, and he
sprang into the seat in front. Then
we started off at a tremendous pace
along a rough lumpy road which evi-
dently had been very muddy a short
time before.

The men talked away to themselves.
Once Mr. Hill turned round and in-
quired loudly whether I was there.

“OH, yes, thank you,” I shouted
back, above the rattle of the wagon.

We drove on and on. The road
seemed to get rougher all the time,
and little insects attacked me fiercely
and bit me anywhere they could, rais-
ing big irritable lumps which nearly
drove me to distraction.

Mr. Hill shouted out, ‘‘Mosquitoes
bad?”’

I couldn’t answer, I was so busy
fighting off the horrible creatures.

So these were mosquitoes! I had
always imagined if one bit you, you
certainly would have malarial fever
or something poisonous; and they
were actually in thousands here and
had bitten me all over my face and
hands and ankles. I had to fight
with only one hand; with the other
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T had to clutch tightly to the edge of
the wagon to prevent falling out. We
were going at a reckless speed, over
hills and holes and stones.

The sun was sinking now, and I
could not see the rough places ahead
or be prepared for jolts. Suddenly
one terrific bump sent one of my
boxes out. I made a frantic plunge
after it and lost my balance, and then
fell, or rather rolled, right over the
back of the wagon onto the ground!

The men did not look round. The
rattle of the wagon was so great that
they could not hear me and my box
fall out. I shouted loudly, again and
again, still they did not turn round:
and gradually they went over the top:
of a hill and were lost to view; while
I was left alone in the middle of the
prairie, my only company the ever-
increasing and ever-tormenting mos-
quitoes.

Of course. I must walk on, follow-
ing their tracks if possible in the dar
but I felt a little shaken and bruised,
and glad to sit quietly for a moment
or two.

Then a most awful howl seemed to
rise from the ground beside me, g
long, mournful, lonesome howl,
which echoed all round. I crouched
down and covered my ears with
hands. I had heard of wolves ang
wild beasts in Canada. Were they
coming now? What could I do? To
run from them would be no
even if I knew which way to run fop
safety. In terror I closed my eyes
and waited.

It was then I heard the clatter of
a horse’s hoofs, someone riding alo
the road we had come. I looked u
to see a tall, fair boy swing himself og
his saddle, a short distance away, and
come walking towards me. His horse
was badly frightened at the unacens.
tomed sight of a woman and a hox
in the middle of the road, and woulg
not come near. The boy raised his
gowboy-hat and smiled in a question-
ing way. .

““Will you please tell me the
to Hill’s ranch ?”’ I asked quickly. <*]
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am going there as lady’s help. I was
dropped here my Mr. Hill and Mr.
Copeland; at least I fell out of their
wagon. They drove so hard, and they
never looked back, not once. My name
is Luey Northway.”’

The fair boy again raised his hat
and bowed. Then he burst into laugh-
ter, in which I had to join. It was a
ridiculous situation! He finally spoke
in such a cheery boyish way that I
could not help being amused.

‘“‘Exeuse me laughing, Miss—Miss
Northway, but just fancy those two
old duffers throwing you out like that
and never looking round. Making
you sit behind, too! Just like them;
you wouldn’t be good enough to have
the front seat. In fact, there’s very
few of us here good enough to sit any-
where near them.”’

“Please,”’ I interrupted, ‘‘Mr. Hill
offered me the front seat and I
wouldn’t take it. I wanted to sit be-
hind; I didn’t want to have to talk
to a perfect stranger all the way
Oﬂt."

““Then,’”” he said laughingly, I
must beg the old duffer’s pardon, but
you must be jolly tired sitting on a

x."
bo“And fighting mosquitoes all the
way,’’ I added.

““Yes, and that’s no blooming joke,
either, we must think of something
we can do.”’

““Instead of my sitting here talk-
ing to a perfect stranger,”’ I said,
with a smile. He smiled, too; then
asked thoughtfully.

“Can you ride?”’

““No,”” I answered, ‘‘I never rode
a horse in my life.”’

““Then I suppose you will have to
walk. Hill’s ranch is about two
miles from here, down a long hill, be-
gide the river. I never go near the
place myself. You see, I'm a Cana-
dian, although my people came from
Scotland. My name is Robert Arm-
strong. The Hills and some others
round here are very English, and
won’t have anything to do with the
Canadians. You will not be suppos-

ed to speak to me,”’ and his eyes
twinkled.

““Nonsense,”’ T said, ‘T will speak
to anyone I like, and—and—I have
been so glad to see you now.”’

“Yes,”” and his eyes still danced
with amusement, ‘“‘but you would
have been glad to see any human be-
ing just now. A coyote howling is a
lonesome sound at any time."’

““Was that a coyote? I thought it
was wolves.”’

““Well, a coyote is a kind of prairie
wolf, quite harmless, and cowardly
with people, though they sometimes
attack sheep and calves. They are a
great nuisance for that. Listen, I
hear something—wheels, I think.'’

In a few moments the noisy wagon
re-appeared. They were coming back
for me. Mr. Hill was greatly excited
and most apologetic until he saw
Robert Armstrong standing beside his
horse. Then he stopped suddenly
and stared in the rudest way without
even saying a civil “good-evening”.
He turned to Mr. Copeland, who was
lifting my box, and londly remarked:

“If you drop anything round here,
someone is sure to take possession of
it immediately,’’

Then they both laughed. 1 thought
it most rude, and not a bit funny,

I was then helped into the wagon,
into the front seat this time, and I
dared not resist again. And I could
not thank the boy for his kindness
and for his wish to help me. We
drove off rapidly, and I eould only
get a slight backward view of him as
he mounted his horse, raised his hat,
and rode off in the direction he had
come.

We drove more slowly down the
long hill leading away to the river
bottom, where the ranch lay among
the timber. Mrs. Hill received me
at the door, and took me into the gen-
eral living-room, a big, comfortable
room, where the evening meal was
spread, waiting for us. She was a
small woman, dark and vivacious, al-
most gushing.

“I must be so tired!”” and ‘T must
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have my tea at once,’’ and ‘‘We were
later than she expected.’”’

“We wouldn’t have been so late,”’
said her husband, ‘‘only we had to go
back for Miss Northway. We drop-
ped her on the way.”’

““Good gracioous!’’ she exclaimed.
“You are fooling.”’

“No,” I said. ‘‘My box fell out,
and I elutched at it, and lost my bal-
ance. I had to wait there until they
came back for me.”’

“I don’t think you minded wait-
ing very much, did you?’’ he asked,
with a laugh. Mrs, Hill looked sur-
prised, and he went on:

““She had quickly found a young
man to talk to, young Armstrong,’”’
and he laughed again. I felt I must
explain to Mrs. Hill.

““He came riding along the road as
I was sitting there, and of course
stopped. I asked him the way here,
and he told me. We were thinking
how to get here when Mr, Hill re-
turned. It was so dark and lonesome,
and I was glad of his company.”’

Mrs. Hill’s mouth closed in a de-
termined way.

““Well, you won’t have his company
here. Remember, if I ever hear of
his being here I shall send you away
at once. I won’t have these ill-man-
nered, uneducated Canadians round
my house, remember that.’’

It was a bad beginning; there
seemed to be all sorts of suspicions
about nothing at all. I could not see
that I had done anything wrong, and
resented very much being spoken to in
this way. Mrs. Hill’s friendly gush-
ing manner was quite gone, though
she now asked me if I would like to
go into the schoolroom and see the
children on the way to my room.

We passed through a narrow hall-
way and opened a door, from which
issued shouts and yells. Every bit of
furniture in the room was piled in
one huge heap in the middle of the
floor; tables, chairs, a couch, one on
top of the other. On the very top of
the pile perched a boy of about nine,
with a fishing-rod in his hand, with
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which he viciously whacked his young-
er brother and sister, who were tied
{'ogether as horses with the fishing-
ine.

““Geoffrey,’’ called Mrs. Hill to the
boy on top, ‘‘come down at once.”

“T won’t come down,’’ shouted the
boy rudely. ‘‘This is my coach, and
George and Gladys are my horses.
Get up, get up there, damn you,’’ and
gave them another flick with his fish-
ing-rod. His mother made no reproof
nor command. She turned to me with
a shrug of her shoulders.

““There, Miss Northway, do you
wonder I need a lady’s help? Will
you take charge now? Get them set-
tled somehow, and then come to tea.’’

Then, before I had even taken
hat off, I had to subdue those children,
By sheer force of will I made them
stop shouting, put all the furniture
back in place, untangle all the fish-
ing-line and roll it up.

The two younger ones were not bad.
(ladys, indeed, was a most lovable
child, with winning ways; and George
was gentle, although very stubborn;-
but Geoffrey!! Words really fail t(;
express the roughness and bad temper
of that child, to which was added a
wretched habit of telling tales on
everyone. His mother rather encour-
aged this.

‘“Oh, Miss Northway,”’ she would
often say, ‘‘please don’t stop the boy
telling me things. It is such a com-
fort to have a boy who makes a con-
fidante of his mother. I know he tells
me everything that happens; that is
why I never punish him.”’

““Yet he gets the others punished
and he is just as much to blame, very’
often more so,”” I replied.

The boy should have been thor-
oughly broken of the habit, but I
could not do it. He did not do it to
escape punishment, I was sure, for
he was a brave little fellow, afraid
of nothing, which was his one re-
deeming good point.

Of course I did not find all this
out at first; I struggled away for
weeks before I found the best way to
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manage them and their different lit-
tle ways. Their mother had no con-
trol over them. She shrugged her
gshoulders and left them, as she had
always done, apparently, after they
were a certain age. The little baby
ghe looked after most of the time,
though I took it out in the perambu-
lator every afternoon.

The mornings were devoted to
work till ten. Then lessons till
twelve, and dinner was at one. Les-
sons came again at two, until four
o’clock; then afternoon tea and the
walk with baby. In the evening, af-
ter all the children were got safely
to bed, I had to do all the mending,
and often had to mind the baby if
Mrs. Hill wanted to go out.

It was a busy household. There
was only one small general servant to
do the housework, and there were al-
ways extra people for meals, and
two hired men.

I did not go anywhere except
round the place in my daily walk.
Mrs. Hill was always saying I should
ride, but the children always wanted
the quiet horses. At last, one even-
ing, I was allowed to try old Whis-
ker, Geoffrey’s old horse.

Mrs. Hill did not offer to lend me
her side saddle, so I rode a stock sad-
dle, with my knee curled over the
horn, and I got along quite well. It
was splendid to get away by myself.

I rode along the river bank,
among the spruce trees, until I came
to a creek running across the road.
This Whisker refused to cross, for
gome reason, and I could not coax
him. If only I could have sworn at
him, like Geoffrey, perhaps he would
have done it. My feeble shouts and
whipping were no use; he just kept
going backwards, and I did want
to cross that creek and up the hill on
the other side to get the view.

I tried him onece more. He put
down his nose and took a drink, but
not one foot would he put into the
water. I looked up in longing to the
top of the hill on the other side and
saw Robert Armstrong watching me.
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“I want to come there,’”’ 1 shout-
ed. ‘“Whisker won’t go, he just
backs all the time.’’

“Turn him round and let him
back,”’ he shouted. ‘‘Back him into
the creek.”’

Why hadn’t I thought of thatt I
turned him round, gave him a
cut of the whip, and he backed beau-
tifully into the water and across to
the other side; then he quite content-
edly went in the usual way of pro-
gression up the hill,

Why are forbidden pleasures so
sweet? If the Hills had not object-
ed to this boy I would not have found
a little talk with him such a pleasant
and exciting proceeding.

It seemed only right I should thank
him for his kindness that night. It
need not be more than that; yet I
lingered after the words of thanks
were spoken. We talked of other
things. He told me his father’s ranch
lay some miles across the river. He
was the only son, and did all the
riding.

“I have seen you quite often,”” he
said, ‘‘from the top of the bank on
the other side.”

“Yes,” I said, ‘I take the baby
ou;I every tlsftlenr::on.”

e was looking right away across
the river, and his thoughts slowly ex-
pressed themselves,

“I wish—I wish—it was nearer
and easier to come from over there.'

““No, no,”” I exclaimed, ‘‘you must
not come again. There may be trou-
ble as it is.”’

“Yes, 1 know that,” he replied.

I gave him my hand and said
“good-bye.”

He shook it gently and I rode off
down the hill.

“ And—I may not—try to see you

again?”’
“NO, no " I uned l l ¢ ou
must not, ‘ 2P ’

Of this little meeting I said mnot
a word to anyone. It had been an
accident, anyway, and would not
likely happen again. Nevertheless in
my afternoon walks my eyes fre-
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quently turned to the other gide of
the river. Sometimes they saw a
rider away in the distance, and they
watched intently until he disappear-
ed from view.

One day in September Mr. and
Mrs. Hill said they were going to
town for one night. I was to be left
with the care of the house and the
children except the baby. The work
I did not mind. The children were
my dread. They would fall into the
river or fall off a horse or something
I knew, and I would be responsible.

I forbade them strictly either to go
down to the river or to go out riding.
It was a wrong move. When I called
them to their tea in the evening Geof-
frey was missing, and Whisker was
gone, too. It was most annoying. He
had done it on purpose.

We had our tea, and still he had
not appeared. I left George and
Gladys to go to bed and went out to
find him. I was very angry, yet
when I met him, walking, half a mile
from the house, I felt so relieved I
could not seold him.

He looked very woebegone, and his
hands were covered with blood. I
exclaimed sternly:

““What in the world have you heen
doing; and where is Whisker?”’

““T tried to jump a wire fence,”’ he
sobbed, ‘‘and Whisker stumbled and
cut his leg.”’

““He kept wiping the tears away
with his little fists, leaving red smears
all over his face.

“I knew something would hap-
pen,’’ said I. “‘Only it’s better old
Whisker than you, I suppose. We
must go and see what we can do. It’s
the result of you going riding when I
forbade you. Why did you do it?”’ I
questioned.

“I was going to ride if I wanted
to. A girl is not going to stop me.
Still, I’m sorry Whisker is hurt, and
I shouldn’t—"’

“Shouldn’t what?’’ I said gently.

“Shouldn’t have ridden him over
that fence.’’

He would not admit he was sorry

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

he had disobeyed me, and there was
no time to talk with him. We had to
hurry along to the place where Whis-
ker was lying with his foot caught in
the barbed wire. When we were in
sight we saw someone had come to the
rescue before us. I seemed to know
the bending figure.

““Why,”’ said Geoffrey, ‘‘that’s Bob
Armtstrong; how did he come here?
Dad would be angry!’’

““Well,”” T answered quickly, ‘‘he’s
saving your horse from bleeding to
death perhaps, so you better be nice
to him.”’

‘Whisker was lying on the ground
with one foot held up by the jagged
wire, and it was bleeding. Bob Arm-
strong was trying to lift the horse
enough to get his leg off the wire., I
rushed forward and put all my weight
on the wire to hold it down, and man-
aged to scratch my hand in doing it.
Meanwhile Geoffrey lifted the leg
gently over.

Then we wished each other good-
evening. I smiled and said, ‘‘the
third time!’”’

He smiled back, saying, ‘‘Lucky or
unlucky number? I wonder which it
will be.”

Geoffrey was busy getting the horse
on his legs, and I hoped did not hear
what we said. Whisker could stand
all right on three legs, and limp a
few steps. Robert looked closely at
the cut, and said he would get well in
time. Geoffrey had better leave it in
this pasture, where he would find lots
of feed and water.

‘“Then,”’ I said, ‘“‘we must all go
home and wash our hands.”’

¢“Oh, I'll wash mine in the creek as
I go along, Miss Northway,’’ said Ro-
bert Armstrong.

‘‘Nonsense,’’ I replied, ‘‘if you help

-us, we must do that much, anyway.’?

We all walked together to: the
house, Robert leading his horse, and
we all washed our hands in the wash-
house by the pump. It was only then
that Robert noticed the scratch on my
hand, and when Geoffrey was empty-
ing the basin outside, he took my
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hand, partly in fun, partly in earn-
est, and lightly kissed the seratched
art.
L I drew my hand away just as Geof-
frey came in, and went on drying it
with the towel. Then I thanked him
for his assistance, and he walked
away quickly to where his horse was
tied, mounted, and rode off in the
gathering darkness, without another
word. :

All went well after that, until Mr,
and Mrs. Hill returned the following
evening. Then Geoffrey began his
story about Whisker.

““Yes, mother, and Robert Arm-
strong was there and lifted him up,
and he got his hands all bloody, too,
and Miss Northway asked him to come
up to the house and wash them, and
when we were washing our hands in
the wash-house, he took her hand and
kissed it, where she had seratched it.
1 saw it all, and when she saw him
she smiled and said it was the third
time.”’

I gasped in sheer, dumb amaze-
ment. Oh, the horrible little tale-
bearer! And the unlucky third time
we had met!

Mrs., Hill grew purple with anger.
I was almost afraid she would strike

e.

m“I knew it, I knew it,”’ she shriek-
ed. ““She’s been carrying on with that
common fellow all the time, and the
impertinence, the boldness, to have
him here when we were gone. How
do we know this is all? It’s the third
time he’s been here, is it? Speak,
you hussy, and then get out of my
house.”’

“Hush, hush, Gertrude,”’ Mr. Hill
broke in. ‘‘You can’t turn a strange
girl out-of-doors, and, besides, you've
given her no chance to make any ex-
planation.”

I looked at him in grateful surprise.
I had always felt he was the kinder
of the two, in spite of his gruffness
and his loud laugh. Falteringly I
tried to make explanation.

““You knew about our meeting the

night I arrived. The second time was
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quite an accident. It was the night
I rode Whisker and couldn’t make
him go across the creek. I met him
there and talked to him for a few
minutes.’’

‘“Then why did you conceal the
fact? Why didn’t you tell us when
you came back?'’

‘‘Because I knew you didn't like
him, and there was no good causing a
fuss about nothing; besides, I told
him he was not to come back."’

‘““Oh, you did, did you?’ she
sneered. ‘‘Then why did he come last
night? When we were away, too!”’

“T’m sure I don’t know,”’ 1 truth-
fully answered. ‘‘I never said a
word to him that Geoffrey hasn’t told
you. It was the third time we had
met, that was all I meant. I only
asked him to come and wash his
hands, a common civility after him
helping us.”’

“Yes, you can talk of it as nothing,
when it ended in him kissing your
hand. No, my fine girl, I have let you
make your explanations, but out of
my house you go to-morrow morning!
I told you what would happen at the
very first. I gave you warning! One
of the men can drive you into town to
the place you came from.’ '

“Gertrude,’” expostulated Mr. Hill,
‘““you can’t do that; the girl came
from home, and she probably hasn’t
got money to go back.’’

That was only too true. All the
ﬁ:e{{ {1 lE):(;sessed ‘:l“ ten dollars.

. Hi not paid me
though I had been there mm
Sut M. T Yoy

ut was too to
listen.

‘“No, Henry, you must not inter-
fere,’’ she said. ‘‘I engaged this girl,
and I will send her away. 1 could
never trust her now. I will pay her
in the morning and she can go, any-
where she likes, perhaps to this fas-
cinating young man!”’

This was a last thrust, to which I
would not reply. I was hurt and hu-
miliated, but above all, I was angry,
furiously angry, with the injustice



490

and very bad temper of Mrs. Hill.

Nothing in the world would have in-
duced me to stay longer than she had
said ; indeed, I would have gone will-
ingly that moment, and have walked
to town if necessary, yet I wanted my
luggage, and I wanted my wages, a
small return for the hard struggle
with those children for these three
long months.

In dead silence the evening meal
was eaten ; even the children had gone
to the schoolroom without a word.
Before I went to bed I packed all my
boxes, and laid my wraps ready for
the morning’s drive.

Mrs. Hill held to her word. At nine
in the morning she paid me my wages.
I wrote a receipt and said, ‘‘Thank
you, Mrs. Hill,”’ and that was the last
I saw of her.

At half-past nine the wagon came to
the door, my boxes were packed in,
and I followed, after shaking hands
with Mr. Hill, and kissing the two
younger children. I simply couldn’t
kiss Geoffrey.

I asked to be taken to the waiting-
room at the station, and there I sat
on my boxes and seriously considered
what I was going to do; perhaps I
would ask the station man’s advice
when he appeared.
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I heard steps outside, and a man’s
form filled the doorway. It was Reo-
bert Armstrong—his light shirt open
at the front, the perspiration rolling
down his flushed hot face. He gasped
as he tried to speak.

““Miss Northway, don’t go away,
please. I only heard this morning. I
never rode so hard in my life.
horse outside is white with foam. I
had to catch you. I cannot let you
go away.”’

His words tumbled out in a breath-
less way, and I motioned him to sit -
down.

He sat down and wiped his fore-
head with a handkerchief all covered
with dust, then began:

“It’s all my fault, anyway.”

‘“‘No, no,”” I managed to say. ‘“Who
told you?”’

‘“Oh, I heard a good deal and ean
guess the rest. And you’re not going
away. I know someone who will only
be too glad to have you, and she is not
like Mrs. Hill at all.”’

‘T have come to take you there, un-
til I ecan give you a home of your
own. My lonely little girl, will you
follow my plan? Isn’t it a good one ?*?

He took my hand and kissed it, pro-
perly this time, and I did not draw it
away.
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I.—THE LIFE-SAVERS

tle-field is not the earliest stage
of battle, but its importance is
not lessened thereby. As the soldier
eannot live without food, so a success-
ful campaign does not permit him to
die without the best of attention. The
men who care for the wounded do not
figure in the number of the enemy
they kill, but in the number of friends
they save. From those daring men
who carry relief to the very cannon’s
mouth, back to the skilled surgeons
who give their brains and experience
to great war hospitals, tpe.worst of
the horrors of war are eliminated by
means of an organization that is as
complete as the commissariat. The
battle is won just as surely by the
Red Cross brassard as by rifle and gun.
Through these unselfish, sacrificing
men human life in the Great War be-
comes an individual treasure, not a
t mass to be preserved in the
te but neglected in the unit.
Even to those who understand the tre-
mendous system built up for the sol-
dier’s care when he is stricken the
fatal casualties are so few as to seem
miraculous. Against every engine of
destruction the world can devise,
against every devilish development 9f
the perverted German mind, the mil-
lions of allied soldiers face trench life
with as little danger of the final pay-
ment as in some of the hazardous oc-

cupations of civilian life. :
e forces that surround him with
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THE mission of mercy on the bat-

a wall of protection that is a constant
surprise to him are made up of organ-
ization, medical efficiency, and per-
sonal bravery. The organization rests
in the hands of men who sit at desks
far from the sound of the guns, their
fingers nevertheless on every beating
pulse of the service. Everywhere,
from the trenches to the hospitals in
England doctors work as they never
thought to work, for wages they never
expected to accept. But up at the
front, where the shrapnel shrieks,
where death and disaster lurk in every
space, is another branch of the Red
Cross that has been unsung too long.
Ask the wounded soldiers who saved
their worst suffering, to whom they
owe their lives, and the list will be
headed by the stretcher-bearers, the
fellow-soldiers who brave everything
they brave without the satisfaction of
taking revenge, who stand and await
their call without any of the hysteria
of battle or the hope of a safety-valve
in some glorious rush. Theirs is the
personal bravery branch of the great
life-saving service. Beneath the jag-
ged bursts of shell fire, in the face of
rifle and machine-gun, where every
enemy eye is focused for destruction,
the stretcher-bearer, the wounded sol-
dier’s friend, erouches at work.
Unarmed, save by the Red Cross
brassard on his arm, outfitted only
with a water bottle and a medical bag,
he clings with his mate close to every
bombarded trench, to every hideous
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erater, to every perilous mission.
Where danger is lies his only sphere
of duty. Right at the front, or in a
small auxiliary trench where he will
be out of the way of the fighting men,
he awaits the call that is sure to come.
There is nothing for him to do to take
his mind from the perils, and always
his work is with the horrors. Fatigue
duty, which is often relief duty, is not
permitted him, for he always must
be ready. He sleeps fitfully, boots and
medical bag on.

Tt is not even as if he were trained
for his work. Somewhere available
there is usually one with some medical
training, but seldom has the stretcher-
bearer time to apply more than what
his common sense and growing experi-
ence teach him. It is one of the pe-
euliarities of military training that
the Red Cross end of war is trained
to a finish—in the things that don’t
matter. Months and months of hard,
dry drill are thrown about the careers
of thousands of military doctors
whose helping hands millions of
wounded soldiers are longing for. And
never for a moment will those doctors
have use for one sentence of what
they are driven into before they can
apply their skill where it is needed.
Many stretcher-bearers enter the front
trenches without a knowledge of field
dressings, although that is their entire
work. But necessity and the the very
interest they must have in their duties
to assume them are swift teachers. For
the next war the wasted drilling and
time may be eliminated for the train-
ing that counts.

“Styetcher-bearers, on the double!”
Tt is the ery the stretcher-bearer is

.always waiting for. It is always “on
the double”. Also it is one of the pro-
ducts of the moment of excitement
that the report mentions many casual-
ties, even though there be but one.
To this excitement he alone dare not
yield. Cooly, methodieally, he cuts
away the clothing from about the
wound with a large pair of scissors
carried for that purpose. decides in-
stantly as to the necesity of an opiate,
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and completes the dressing with as
little pain as possible.

Always he is in touch with the re-
serve by telephone. If the casualties
are few and slight he and his mate
may attend to their conveyance to the
dressing-stations at the rear, but
usually a fatigue party is sent for-
ward for that purpose. It is seldom
that the communication trenches per-
mit the transport of the wounded
even on the backs of the bearers. In
exceptional cases, however, the
wounded are carried “out over” when
darkness comes. In the dug-outs or
beneath the firing-platform (the rais.
ed platform beneath the parapet on
which the soldiers stand to fire) they
lie through the weary hours of day-
light, dependent entirely upon the
skill and attention of the stretcher-
bearer.

In some battalions there are stand-
ing orders that the stretcher-bearers
must not go over the parapets save
in the wake of an attack. The wound-
ed must be brought in to them
their companions. But with or with-
out orders the stretcher-bearer ig
everywhere with the wounded, even
to the desperate chance of No Man’s
Land, where no sane person ventures
unwounded in daylight.

It is these bearers of comfort whe
bring in the stories of real grit. P
No. 13789, a stretcher-bearer of th;
5th Battalion, tells of wunflinchi
heroes who took their wounds almost
as a matter of course. One, of the
7th, his right hand gone, the left shat-
tered, lower jaw almost shot away,
thirty wounds in his chest and as
many in his legs, and two in his abde-
qmen, wrote his name for them on g
parados of the trench. Nothing could
be done to deaden his pain, for the
condition of his jaw prevented hig
taking a pill, and the stretcher-beap.
ers had lost their hypodermic. Byt
all through the dressings he nevep
winced. His two wrists he held
for the bandages, and as occasion re.
quired he shifted his body in order to
assist the work.
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“Did he get over it?’ T asked.

“Pooh!” replied P. “You couldn’t
kill a fellow like that. He just would
not give in.”

When heavy “strafing” is on, every
wounded man who is able to walk

must find his own way back to the .

dressing-stations. Only the incapaeci-
tated are carried out. And the man-
ner in which they respond to the ap-
peal to shift for themselves in order
that their less fortunate fellows may
be attended to is a record of self-sacri-
fice and grim grit.

One day when the Germans let loose
there was in one trench a casunalty list
of three hundred and sixty-five. It
was impossible even to dress the
sglighter wounds, and everyone who
could had to shift for himself. Off one
who had been wounded from foot to
chin every stitch of clothing had to
be cut, and when they were finished
with him the wounded man was
swathed like a mummy. It was a ter-
rible moment, with the trench blocked
with casualties and an attack impend-
ing. The call was given for every
wounded soldier who could to make
his way back through the communica-
tion trenches. Ome of the first to stag-
ger to his feet was the mummy, a stiff
twist on his face, but grit to the last
ineh of him.

«T ghould worry,” he smiled, took
three steps, and dropped dead.

Under excitement men tramp back
to the dressing-stations with bullets
in their legs, or crawl back with gap-
ing wounds that would, under ordin-
ary conditions, render them utterly
helpless. Once when P. and his mate
were struggling back over the open
with a badly-wounded man, a shell
whistled over their heads. P. felt the
stretcher suddenly lighten behind
him, and then a bounding figure sped
past him. The wounded man, startled
by the shell, had leaped from the
stretcher as a method of progress too
glow for the occasion. The last they
saw of him he was still racing at top
speed. They never learned what be-
came of him.

On another occasion a shell hurst
in a room adjoining a dressing-station
full of stretcher patients. Half the
wounded got up and bolted. It was
not that they had been “swinging the
lead”, as the soldiers speak of decep-
tion, but that a form of hysteria had
put into them unnatural strength,

It is only in special cases that the
open is risked for the convevance of
the wounded by daylight. The wounds
may be of such a nature as to demand
immediate attention beyond the skill
of the stretcher-bearer, or one of those
strange moments of insane bravado
may drive bearer and patient to take
the chance. Onece a shell claimed two
vietims in P.’s trench, one with a bad
gash in his back, the other with
wounds they could not fathom and
severe nervous shock. It was a case
of risking the open or depriving both
men of every chance they had. The
sergeant looked at P., and P. looked
back.

“We'll run ’em out over,” said P.,
whose leave was to start the next day.

“All right,” replied the sergeant.
“If you're game T am.”

It was put up to the wounded men.

“If you can keep still,” they told
the shell-shock vietim, “we’ll take you
first.” The poor fellow realized his
condition, but doubted his ability to
hold himself under the heavy shelling,
After a time he promised to try. But
in the midst of the passage, with shells
shrieking about them, he could not
control himself. Twice he threw him-
self from the stretcher. Twice they
had to stop and foree him back.

“If you don’t keep still,” they warn-
ed him, “we’ll all be pushing the
daisies.” But at the next shell his
nerves gave way again. Forced to
take heroic measures that might seem
cruel to the uninitiated, but are some-
times necessary for the safety of the
sufferer, they finally reached the dress-
ing-station.

Back in the trenches the other wait-
ed. He could not stand to be touched,
and they placed the stretecher beside
him that he might shift himself onto
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it. But he could not lie down. All
the way through that danger :zome
they trudged back to the dressing-
station, the wounded man resting
against P.’s back, a cigarette puffing
furiously. And not a shell fell near
them. To-day that man is back in the
trenches getting even with. the Hun
with double fury.

At the moment of writing P. is in
a convalescent home recovering from
shell-shock and slight wounds, th2 re-
sult of being buried by a shell, with
many of his patients, fifteen feet be-
neath the surface.

Sergeant W., of the 13th, has been
buried six times, four within twenty-
four hours during the big !‘anadian
battle at FHooge in early Juane. And
yot he has returned to ithe trenches
apparently as fit as ever. !le wag
threugh the terrible craver fighting
before Ypres, and every minutz of
his work for the relief of his wounded
companions was under heavy shelling.

‘While lying in one of the craters re-
cently recovered, dressing the wound-
ed, the Germans blew up the com-
munication trench back to the line.
In an adjoining crater a soldier lay
groaning with a shattered leg. Ser-
geant W. crawled over, dressed the
wound, and with a companion carried
the man through the open back to the
protection of the trenches. Not a
German fired on them. In this con-
nection it is only fair to say that the
stretcher-bearers, as a rule, speak well
of the Germans. There have been
glaring exceptions, but there is not
the deliberate sniping of Red Cross
workers we are sometimes led to be-
lieve. With but one exception the
stretcher-bearers to whom I have talk-
ed have expressed their convietion
that any seeming inhumanity in this
respect has been under the stress of
excitement. It must not, too, be taken
for granted that even the Canadians
are completely blameless. In the
strain of action a soldier is scarcely
accountable for every bullet he fires.

There are, of course, well authenti-
cated instances of German brutality
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and callous disregard of the ordinary
demands of humanity. I have been
told of one instance when an ambul-
ance rushed right across the rear of
the front lines in broad daylight, tak-
ing on its load of suffering, without
a single shot being fired at it. An.
other time an ambulance had just
started back with its burden of
wounded, during a lull in the fight-
ing, when the Germans commenced
shelling again, obviously of intention,
with the ambulance as the mark. Twe
of the wounded were killed, together
with the horses. The rest were hastily
unloaded back into the trenches.

The seriousness of Sergeant W.g
work did not prevent his seeing some
of the lighter incidents of warfare as
coming within the range of the stret-
cher-bearers. One of his friends had
always insisted that, should he be
wounded, he would bolt. One day a
whizz-bang came over the parapet in-
to the parados, and a few smail frag-
ments slightly wounded him about
the head. Instantly he put his hands
to his head, shouted the familigp
“stretcher-bearers, on the double”
and dashed off down the trench. B;.
hind him chased a stretcher-bearer a
Scotsman, pleading in expressi’ve
Scots for him to stop, clinging grimly
to a pipe and scattering bandages all
along the way. W. could follow the
course of the chase by the shouts of
laughter that came back to him from
all along the trench. Right to the
section held by the British the fleeing
soldier continued, but there he was
stopped. Fifteen minutes later Sandy
came triumphantly back, leading the
bandaged soldier as if he were a Gep-
man prisoner. He was taking no more
chances on that special variety of pe.
lief work.

One of Sergeant W.s experiences
was to have a water-bottle shot from
his shoulder. With the recklessness
that so often comes to the soldier, he
was returning overland to the trencheg
through a fog, a bottle of water bal-
anced on his shoulder. Suddenly the
sun came out. W. felt a slight jap
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and heard a crash, and then the water
flooded over him. There are cases of
rum jars having suffered in the same
way, but the lament was always
louder.

£

Back of the stretcher-bearers come
the ambulance men. At the dressing-
stations, and from there back to the
hospitals, they complete the work be-
gun by their fellows in the front
trenches. Their place is not so dan-
gerous, their work not so arduous in
gsome ways, but they are in closer
touch with the more skilled part of
the treatment of the wounded. Some-
times, on ambulance duty, they are
exposed to shelling, and not infre-
quently the dressing-stations are un-
der fire.

In the hospitals another body of
men continue the care of the wounded.
Tt is with no lack of appreciation of
their necessity that the soldier thinks
of the R.AM.C. as the Rob All My
Comrades branch. From dressing-
station to the hospitals in England
the wotinded soldier has little chance
to pull through with the smallest of
the trophies and souvenirs he has so
zealously collected in France.

But the hospital workers are not
charged with neglect of duty, however
free many of them may be with the
common pelf of war. Hislife of grind
is lightened with few bright spots.
free many of them may be with the
‘Queen’s Base Hospital, has been cut
ghort by a physical breakdown from
which he is slowly recovering, has seen
the active service of the hospital unit
in Egypt and France. Formerly an
efficient attendant at the Asylum in
Kingston, he enlisted with the supply
force sent out to the Queen’s unit. In
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Egypt he faced flies and heat and dis-
ease. With others he contracted dysen-
try, was brought to France when the
unit was moved to that section of the
front, and was given every possible
attention in an effort to procure his
intelligent service as soon as possible
again. Not recovering so fast as they
wished, he was shipped to England
for the added care possible there. Now
he is fighting his way back to health
through a nervous collapse. When you
feel cold water running off your chest
hour after hour it is time to rest up
against the strange delusions of war.

e

B., a well-known Toronto jockey
and polo pony trainer, a member of
the 58th, enlisted in September, 1915,
as one of the comparatively few whose
sympathies went out to the suffering
horse. A horse to him was more than
a dumb, unfeeling creature. Unfor-
tunately he was one of the many who
suffered from the red tape and dis-
organization that is only too evident
in some war departments.

He was kept in Shornecliffe for
months, not training, but: doing odd
jobs and acting as batsman to an of-
ficer. Reaching France at last, he be-
came ill of pneumonia and rheuma-
tism, and finally reached the hospitals.
With the approach of the time when
cavalry might again be ecalled into
service, he was sent, upon recovery,
back to France, where such men as he
will be needed.

The development of official recog-
nition of the horse as a combatant
factor of war, with all the care of a
special branch of the service, is a re-
sult of this war, as are a score of
other details never before suspected.

The next article of this series will describe the work of the bombers and snipers.
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unteer Corps,” said Bill Teake,

the Cockney rifleman, as he sat
on the firestep of the trench, and look-
ed at the illustrated daily which had
been used in packing a parcel from
home.

“Why ?” 1 asked.

“They were in bathing last week,”
said Teake. “Their picture is here;
fine girls they are, too! Oh, blimey!”
Bill exclaimed as he glanced at the
date of the paper. “This ’ere photo
was took last June.”

“And this is the 27th of September,”
said Pryor, who speaks French, and
finds us billets in the villages by the
firing line when we are taken from
the trenches for a rest at rear.

We needed a rest now after our
charge at Loos, but we still were in
the trenches by the village holding
on and hoping that fresh troops would
come up and relieve us.

“Anything about the war in that
paper, Bill?” someone asked.

“Nuthin’ muech,” Bill answered.
“The Bishop of says this is a
’oly war. . Blimey, ’e’s talkin’
through ’is ’at. ‘Oly, indeed, it’s “oly
’ell. D’ye mind when ’e came out ’ere,
this ’ere Bishop, an’ told us ’e carried
messages from our wives, our fathers
an’ mothers. If I was a married bloke
I’d ’ave ’arst ’im wot did ’e mean by
takin’ messages from my old woman.”
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“You interpreted the good man’s
remarks literally,” said Pryor, light-
ing a cigarette. “That was wrong
His remarks were bristling with metga.
phors. He spoke as a man of God so
that none could understand him. He
said, as far as I can remember, that
we could face death without fear if
we were forgiven men; that it was
wise to get straight with God, and the
blood of Christ would wash our sing
away, and all the rest of it.”

“Stow it, yer bloomin’ fool” saiq
Bill Teake. “Yer don’t know what
yer talkin’ about. S’pose a Bishop ‘ag
got ter make a livin’ like everyone
else; an’ ’e’s got ter work for it. *Kre’s
somethin’ about parsons in this paper,
One is askin’ if a man in *Oly Orders
should take up arms or not,”

“Of course not,” said Pryor. “If
the parsons take up arms, who’ll com.
fort the women at home when we’re
gone ?”

“The slackers will comfort them,»
someone remarked. “I’ve a great re.
spect for slackers. They’ll have to
marry our sweethearts when we’pe
dead.”

“We hear nothing of a curate’s regi-
ment,” T said, “In a Holy War young
cu};ates should lead the way.”

They’d make damned good
throwers,” said Bill. . howt

“Would they swear when making g
charge ?’ I inquired.
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“They wouldn’t beat us at that,”
said Bill. :

“The holy line would go praying
down to die,” parodied Pryor, and
added: “A chaplain may be a good
fellow, you know.”

“It’s a woman’s job,” said Bill
Teake. “Blimey! s’pose women did
come out ’ere to comfort us, I wouldn’t
’arf go mad with joy. I'd give my
last fag, I’d give—oh ! anything, to see
the face of an English girl now. . . .
They say in the papers that hac-
tresses come out ’ere. Never seen one,
’ave we?”

“Actresses never come out here,”
gaid Pryor. “They give a perform-
ance miles back to the R.AM.C.,
Army Serviece Corps and Mechanical
Transportmen, but for us poor devils
in the trenches there is nothing at all,
not even a cecent pay.”

“Wot’s the reason that the more
danger men go into the less their
pay?” asked Teake. “The further a
man’s back from the trenches the more
’e gets.” :

“Mechanical transport drivers have
a trade that takes a long apprentice-
ghip,” said Pryor. “Years perhaps—"

“’Aven’t we a trade, too?” asked
Bill. “A damned dangerous trade, the
r-ost dangerous in the world—"

“What’s this?” I asked, peeping
over the parados to the road to our
rear. “My God! there’s transport wa-
gons going along the road!”

“Blimey! you're sprucin’,” said
Bill, peeping over; then his eye fell on
a wagon drawn by two mules going
along the highway. “Oh, the damned
fools, goin’ up that way. They’ll not
get far.” . _

The enemy occupied a rise on our
right, and a machine gun hidden
somewhere near the trench swept that
road all night. The gun was quiet
all day long; no one ventured along
there before dusk. A driver sat in
front of the wagon, leaning back a
little, a whip in his hand. Beside
him sat another soldier. . .. Both
were going to their death, the road
ahead crossed the enemy’s trench.
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“They have come the wrong way,”
I said. “They were going to Loos, |
suppose, and took the wrong turning
at the Vallé cross-roads. Poor devils!”

A machine gun barked from the
rise; we saw the driver of the wagon
straighten himself and look round.
His companion pointed a finger at the
enemy’s trench.

“For Christ’s sake get off!” Bill
shouted at them; but they couldn’t
hear him, the wagon was more than a
quarter of a mile away from our
trench. “Damn it!” exclaimed Bill;
“they’ll both be killed! There!” The
vehicle halted; the near side-wheeler
shook his head, then dropped sideways
on the road and kicked out with its
hind legs; the other animal fell on
top of it. The driver’s whip went fly-
ing from his hands, and the man
lurched forward and fell on top of the
mules. For a moment he lay there,
then with a hurried movement he slip-
ped across to the other side of the far
animal and disappeared. Our eyes
sought the other soldier, but he was
gone from sight, probably he had been
shot off his seat.

“The damned fools!” 1 muttered.
“What brought them up that way?”

“Wot’s that!” Bill suddenly ex-
claimed. “See, comin’ across the fields
behind the road! A man, a hofficer.

. . Another damned fool, *im; ‘e’ll
get a bullet in *im.”

Bill pointed with his finger and we
looked. Across the fields behind that
stretched from the road to the ruined
village of Maroc, we saw for a mo-
ment a man running towards the wa-
gon. We only had a momentary
glimpse then. The runner suddenly
fell flat into a shell hole and disap-
peared from view.
be:g.le’s hit::,l’x said Pryor. “There, the

y machine is goi ain.
Who is he?” B e

‘We stared tensely at the shell-hole.
No sign of movement. . . .

“’E’s done in,” said Bill.

Even as he spoke the man who had
fallen rose and raced forward for a
distance of fifty yards, and flung him-
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gelf flat again. The machine gun
barked viciously.

Followed a tense moment, and again
the officer (we now saw that he was
an officer) rushed forward for sev-
eral yards and precipitated himself
into a shell-crater. He was drawing
nearer to the disabled wagon at every
rush. The machine gun did not re-
main silent for a moment now ; it spat
incessantly at the fields.

“He’s tryin’ to reach the wagon,”
I said. “I don’t envy him his job,
but, my God! what pluck!”

“>00 is e 1’ asked Bill. “’Ke’s not
’arf a brick, ooever ‘e is!”

“I think I know who it is,” said

Pryor. “It’s the Roman Catholie
Chaplain, Father He’s a splen-
did man. He came over with us in

the charge, and he helped to carry out
the wounded till every man was in.
Last night when we went for our
rations he was helping the sanitary
squad to bury the dead; and the
enemy were shelling all the time. He
is the pluckiest man in Loos.”

“He wanted to come across in the
charge,” I said, “but the brigadier
would not allow him. An hour after
we crossed the top I saw him in the
second German trench. There
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he is up again!”

The chaplain covered a hundred
yards in the next spurt; then he flung
himself to earth about fifty yards
away from the wagon. The next lap
was the last; he reached the wagon
and disappeared. We saw nothing
more of him that day. At night when
I went down to the dressing-station
at Maroc I was told how the chaplain
had brought the wounded transport
driver down to the dressing-station
after dusk. The driver had got three
bullets through his arm, one in his
shoulder, one in his heel, and two in
the calf of his leg. The driver’s mate
had been killed.

Often at night the sentry on wateh
can see a dark form between the lines
working with a shovel and spade bury-
ing the dead. The bullets whistle by
hissing of death and terror; now an(i
then a bomb whirls in air and bursts
loudly, as a shell screeches like a bird
of prey; the hounds of war rend the
earth with frenzied fangs, but indif-
ferent to all the clamour and the
tumult the solitary digger bends over
his work burying the dead.

“It’s old Father —,” the sent i
mutter. “He’ll be killed one oﬁm

fine days.”

The next, and last, sketeh of this series—to appear in the November number—

is entitled ‘‘For ‘Blighty’’’.
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THE IMPERSONATOR
Ty &dith G PBayne

R. AMOS GRAINGER turned

M into his own street and bent

his steps towards number

eleven, his own particular dorgicile

in that long uniform row of dingy,
brick, semi-detached houses.

There was a stiff east ;vind that
whipped stinging gusts of snow in
his If)zi)ce and made him bow his hea.d
and burrow his chin deeper into his
collar as he hurried on. Onece he
paused with a start and clapped his
hand to his right-hand overcoat
pocket. He had almost forgotten
the presence there of several small
parcels—the result of some purchas-
ing commissions Cleo had given him
that morning. He had shopped with
the same zealous care that he applied
to other tasks, large or small, ‘ha.d
matched samples according to his
masculine lights, and now he _hoped
Cleo would be satisfied. He did not
dare entertain the hope that she
would congratulate him on his skill
and taste. Like her namesake, the
imperious Egyptian queen, Cleo was
of the genus termagant, and if she
were only passively content with the
result of his labours, it would be
enough to hope for. :

" There was however, one rather im-
portant event which Amos trusted
would not yet be quite overlooked by
his wife. To-day was his birthday!
On leaving home in the morning his
pride had prevented him from refer-
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ring to the fact, and not once
throughout the day had Cleo as
much as telephoned to him at the
bank to wish him many happy re-
turns. He was a bit sensitive on the
subject of anniversaries. Never had
he forgotten her birthday, and never
had he overlooked their wedding
anniversary, nor that of the day up-
on which they had become engaged.

There were times when Amos al-
most wished that he had married the
clinging vine type of woman, the
woman who meets her husband at the
door with a smile on her face and
his easy slippers in her hands, and
who appeals to him in every domes-
tic contingency, relying on his su.
perior intelligence and displaying
little or no intelleet of her own.

Cleo was self-asertive and some-
what aggressive, and far from de-
ferring to his opinions she regarded
him with a sort of pitying scorn. Al-
ways she seemed to wear an air of
resignation as if saying: ‘“Well, I've
made my bed and must perforce lie
in it!”’

Amos knew that he was a failure,
oh, yes, he knew it. If there were
moments when he seemed to have lost
sight of this painful fact, Cleo was
always sure to refresh his memory,
For Amos Grainger occupied a tall
stool in the same bank in which he
had started to work as a youth of
twenty and he was now forty-five.
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His mode of progression from one
position to another had been slow
and unsatisfactory, and he was—as
he admitted to himself without bit-
terness or rancour—a failure. Pos-
sessing no ‘“‘push’’ and a large mod-
esty, and being the put-upon crea-
ture that we call a “willing work-
horse,”’ he had been obliged to stand
by and see men, some of whom were
much younger and less able, promoted
over his head.

Amos ascended the steps of his
home, and from force of habit eare-
fully wiped his feet on the wire mat
at the threshold, which said in white
marble letters, “Emoclew”. As soon
a8 he had stepped into the vestibule,
a full contralto from upstairs greet-
ed him,

“That you?"

“Yes, my dear,”’ he replied, as he
switched on a light and proceeded
to hang up hat and coat.

“It's about time you got home!
Do’ you know that it is nearly sev-
en "

“Yes, my dear.”’

‘““What on earth kept yout?”’

“Oh—a little matter of business
and then—the shopping, you know,
my dear, I—"’

“Did you bring the lace?”’

“Yes, my.—"’

‘““And the ribbon?"

JOY”' my_n

‘““And the embroidery insertion?’’

The owner of the voiee now ap-
peared on the stairway and began to
descend. She was a large woman,
with black hair and eyes, and a de-
termined mouth.

“Yes,”" replied Amos, as he hand-
ed over the parcels to his wife.

“Does it mateh the sample I gave
you?”’ demanded Cleo, almost snatch-
ing the packages the while she fixed
a cold eye upon poor Amos.

““Match it? Perfectly, my dear. I
spent ten minutes—'’ |

“That eoral silk,”” went on Cleo,
opening the parcels, ‘‘did you get it
cut on the bias as I told you.

“I couldn’t get that silk anywhere.”
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‘““What! A pretty shopper you are,
I must say!”’

“I'm sorry, my—"’

“Did you try Anderson & (reen-
way's?”’

“Yes.”

‘“And Dunfield’s?"’

“Of course. I went everywhere. 1
—I'm rather hungry, my dear. Is—
is dinner ready?”’

“Dinner! I dined an hour ago.
This is Hilda’s night out, too, so
you'll have to eat in the kitchen,
Your dinner has been kept warm for
you on the back of the range. And
don’t forget to pile your dishes in
the sink afterward.”’

So saying, the lady, having been
unable to find fault with Amos’s pur-
chases, merely sniffed and laid them
aside. Then she went upstairs.

Amos departed kitchenward, and
soon was discussing some lukewarm
viands and a pot of bitter tea. As
he ate his cheerless meal he read the
evening paper that he had been too
busy even to glance at until now.
Finally, finishing his meal, he rose to
clear away his plate and eup, when
his elbow aceidentally overturned
the sugar bowl, and he tore a sheet
from the paper and with a knife be-
gan to gather the spilt sugar upon it.
It was one of the classified advertise-
ment sheets. As he bent to scoop up
the last of the saccharine grains, his
eye was caught by two words in large
type.

Perhaps no other two words would
have so quickly arrested his atten-
tion. They happened to spell the
name of Amos’s greatest hero—the
man he had tried, in vain, as he
thought, to pattern his life after. In-
deed, people had remarked at various
times his physical resemblance to the
great and good Abraham Lincoln,
and it was always with a swelling
of the heart and an undisguised pride
that Amos Grainger listened to these
folk. He drew the sheet closer to his
short-sighted eyes and read, among
the advertisements, the following an-
nouncement :
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Wanted—At once, man to take the part that no screen experience was neces-

No movie experience necessary. Apply
photoplay. Must be physical prototype.
No movie experience necessary. Apply
between 10 and 4 at the Starland Com-
pany, 182 Bayview Avenue.

Amos read it twice. Then he glanc-
ed across at the cloudy mirror where
blonde Hilda was wont daily to view
herself. Even from that distance—
gix feet or more—he saw that indeed
he did rather closely resemble the
object of his lifelong hero-worship.

Critically he examined every fea-
ture of his homely, rugged face.

Yes, undeniably he looked very
like the man who had split rails and
lived in a log cabin before being call-
ed to oceupy the highest position in
the gift of a nation. There was the
same lofty brow, the hollow eye sock-
ets, the prominent lower lip, the high
cheekbones, the melancholy air, the
grave and kindly eye. Amos’s figure,
too, tall and spare, with the slightly
stooping shoulders, was much like
Lincoln’s.

With a wig now, and a frock coat
of the style of ’59, and—

But how absurd! That he, Amos
Grainger, forty-five, married—ah,
yes, very much married—should har-
bour the thought of becoming a mov-
ing picture actor! Yet stranger
events oceur daily. Men become cele-
brated over night in these rapid
times.

Amos sighed. Then he erumpled
up the paper and threw it into the
coal scuttle. He sighed again, and
stood looking reflectively into the
bed of red coals that showed dimly
through the open damper of the
range. He was thinking of that ad-
venturous streak in him that had
never been gratified. It is in most of
us to a greater or less degree.
“Why not, for once, gratify it?”
spoke Amos’s inner voice, the voice
of his youth perhaps.

He smiled at the promptings of
this daredevil spirit. ;

Big chance they would accept him!

And yet why not? Didn’t it state

sary? And where else in the length
and breadth of the land would it be
possible to dig up another Lincoln
prototype? Lincoln’s face was en-
graved in a nation’s heart; it was
known and loved the world over. It
was scarcely possible to duplicate
that face very often!

Still engrossed in these thoughts
and speculations, Amos made his way
to the cosy library where he usually
spent his lonely evenings. He heard
his wife come downstairs and go out,
so removing his boots he drew on
a pair of easy slippers, stirred up the
fire in the grate, and making himself
very comfortable in a deep wing-
chair, he took up a book and began to
read. But between every line he saw
the face of Abraham Lincoln, and
by-and-by, finding that he was un-
able to concentrate his attention up-
on the reading, he leaned further
back into the cushioned depths of his
chair and resumed his pleasant con-
Jjectures.

Some moments passed. Amos’s
face became a veritable playground
of emotions. Doubt, eagerness, pride,
humour, a feeling of abashed mod-
esty that he should so much as
dream of offering himself as an im-
personator of Lincoln, doubt again,
renewed longing, speculation, pride
once more—and then decision.

“I’ll do it!”’ he cried aloud, slap-
ping his knee suddenly. ‘“We only
go through life once, and I’'ll do it!
I'll go down there right after lunch
to-morrow! They’ll turn me down,
but 111 have the adventure anyway!"’

B

The candidates for the honour of
impersonating America’s great man,
hero, and President were many, and
of varied types. Amos amused him-

self by looking them over as he

stood, the last in a long line of ap-
plicants that stretched from the out-
er door of the cold and draughty ante-
room, right up to the ground glass
and mahogany door of the manager’s
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private sanctum. Next to Amos
stood a short fat man whose red neck
lay in three rolls on his collar. This
individual had a short, bulbous nose
and a squint. Beyond him there
stood a tall, angular youth in a
checked overcoat, with tan shoes, a
rah rah cravat and a Charlie Chap-
lin manner of applying swift and
sudden kicks to the shins of his
neighbour,

« ““Cut that out!”’ admonished the
fat man. ‘“What’d you come down
here for, anyway ? Think they’ll take
yout”’

The youth turned round.

““Sure! I used to know Abe. He
was head-waiter at the Greasy Plat-
ter, where T used to feed. You ain’t
got a chance in the world, Fatty. Abe
was a thin nigger and my figure and
his are as like as two peas. I——'’

‘“Gwan! Abe was no head-waiter.
I knew Abe in my old home town!
He played shortstop on our backlots
ball-team, It was there he got his
training for the Big League!”’

Amos shifted his weight to his other
foot and glanced along the line be-
yond the hopeful pair—who con-
tinued to argue—and he saw big men,
little men, men with Roman noses and
men with very little nose to speak of,
men with receding chins and men
with bulldog chins, men old, men in
their prime, and men who hadn’t yet
voted. They were a remarkable, but
scarcely convincing, lot. At length,
after hours of weary waiting, and
just as Amos was on the point of giv-
ing up the project and returning
home, the office door up front opened,
and out stepped a brisk, business-
like, clean-shaven young man with
One - Hundred - Per-Cent. - Efficiency
written all over him.

A moment he stood there, his eye-
brows raised in astonishment as he
noted the long line. Some of the front
men tried to push forward, but he
held up a warning forefinger.

He began to pass down the line and
he smiled—his smile growing broader
as he went. Never, in his whole ex-
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perience as a movie manager, had he
encountered so much blind optimism
as this.

He shook his head at each man as
he passed along, disregarding all of
the eager overtures, the importuni-
ties, the complaints.

Then he came to the end man, Amos
Grainger. He stopped.

‘““Ha!’”’ he ejaculated, and his
amused smile faded, while a keen look
replaced the contemptuous one in his
eyes. ‘‘Hal You’ll do!”’

Amos had begun to lose interest in
the affair. He stood, with a weary,
bored expression on his face, scarcely
hearing what the manager was say-
ing. He submitted to a close and de-
tailed scrutiny of his features and fig-
ure, and then, at the other’s request
he followed him into the inner room,
the rejected applicants dispersing,
some in high dudgeon, others sorrow-
fully, but most of them with an in-
difference that was born of many like
disappointments.

“Do you know the Gettysburg
Speech ?’”’ demanded the manager of
Amos, as he pointed to a seat.

‘““By heart?”’ returned the accept-
ed applicant, his heart beating so
thickly he was afraid he would choke.
““I do! I have known it since I was
in knee trousers.’’

‘““Good! That does away with one
difficulty then. You won’t require to
learn that. Now listen.”’

The speaker proceeded to give de-
tailed directions for standing, walk-
ing, gesturing and even speaking.

‘“But—but this is screen drama,
isn’t it?’’ interjected Amos at ome
point. ““Why, then, do I have to do
any speaking?’’

‘‘Because,’”’ replied the efficient
young man, pressing the tips of his
long white fingers together and smil-
ing tolerantly, ‘‘because, my dear sir,
the movement of the lips is something
that we have to reckon with. For-
merly, before our art was properly
understood, before we managers had
fully learned it, in fact, or estimated
the tremendous business it would lead
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to and the increasing rate of speed at
which ecriticism would be hurled at
us, we put on some very careless, im-
mature plays. The actors and act-
resses would carry on a wholly irrele-
vant conversation during, say, the
progress of a love scene or a marriage
ceremony. In one case that I know
of, the officiating clergyman, instead
of speaking the words in the book
that he held, asked the groom which
he preferred, chicken a la king or
lobster a la Newburg for luncheon,
and a group of deaf-mutes who wit-
nessed the play in some middle west-
ern city understood perfectly what
was being said and reported it wver-
batim to the papers. And even people
who are not deaf or mute, but are,
nevertheless, expert lip readers——"’
““I see,”’ said Amos, nodding. ‘“ And
so I must throw myself into the part
—actions, speech, and all.”’
““Exactly. You have, of course,

attended motion picture exhibi-
tions?”’
‘“Y-yes, oh yes. My—er—my wife

and I go quite frequenty.’’

““Good. Then you understand how
mercilessly accurate the camera is. It
records everything. Many actors
shrink from what we call a ‘close-up’
because it reveals every least wrinkle,
every wart, every blemish.”’

““Will—will I have to have a *close-

up’,”
- ‘““Of course. But you need not
fear. Your face resembles Lincoln’s

so closely—why, my dear sir, you
fairly took my breath away out there
when my eye fell upon you! I do not
overpraise. My opinions are always
conservative. I seldom go into ecs-
tasies over people, but believe me, my
dear Mr. —”’

‘‘Grainger.”’

“My dear Mr. Grainger, never
have I looked upon a face that seemed
to me to be such an exact replica of
Abraham Linecoln’s!’’

‘‘That—that’s what many people
have told me,”” said Amos, thrilling
with rapture, while a flush mounted
to his sallow cheeks.
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I do not wonder.' This will prob-
ably make my fortune—and yours
too. I have made a find! I shall
have to guard you jealously.’’

And the speaker sent an arch
glance at Amos, who was twirling
his hat about to hide the trembling
of his hands.

“Your salary now—'' and the
manager coughed deprecatingly. ‘I
hardly dare name a figure—"’

““Oh—salary! 1—I had forgotten
the salary,’’ said Amos, blind indeed
to everything but the high honour
that had just been conferred upon
him.

““Of course, in the picture profes-
sion we can afford to give big sal-
aries,”’ continued the young manag-
er blandly. ‘“We have some high-
priced stars—people who receive
each week the equivalent of a king’s
ransom. There is Polly Mickord and
Marguerite Darke, and Genevieve
Parrar, and Millard Wacke and Alice
Grady and Roscoe Shoebuckle and
Charlie Maplin and hosts of others,
Mr. Grainger. Now-—ahem—What
do you say to five thousand a week,
to start on?”’

Amos’s heart skipped a beat.

“Eh?”” he demanded, blinkingly.

‘IF\ive__"

‘‘Five thousand dollars a week.”’

“Five thousand?’’ o

“‘Five thousand dollars a week.’” "

‘“My dear sir, you—you are string-
ing me!”’

‘‘Indeed not!”’

Sudden tears rose to Amos’s eyes,
and he dove into a rear pocket and
brought forth a polka-dotted hand-
kerchief which he used vigorously.

‘“Now, Mr. Grainger, go over to
that side of the room nearest to the
the window,” directed the young
man, returning to his old business-
like manner. ‘‘But don’t stand .in
the light, I want to get your three-
quarters face or profile. Yes—that
will do nicely. Now, imagine you
have a frock coat on and a vest that
has one button—undone, (Yes, that’s
right, undo a button of your own
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vest.) Now thrust your left hand
into the aperture—easily, you know,
not self-consciously. There! Now
you have something approaching a
statesmanlike attitude.”’

‘“What—what shall I do with my
other hand?”’

“Thrust it out before you, palm
outward and down, You are refer-
ring to the graves of the Gettysburg
heroes, you knew. ‘These dead shall
not have died in vain,” and so on. Yes,
that is something like it. Hold your
head up. You are proud—proud of
those dead. Try to assume an exalt-
ed expression. Now, Mr. Grainger,
repeat the great speech—slowly, dis-
tinetly, giving each golden word its
full value,”’

‘“ ‘Four score and seven years
ago,” ”’ began Amos, in a voice that
shook slightly, but grew firmer as he
proceeded, ‘‘ ‘our fathers brought
forth on this continent a new nation,
conceived in liberty, and dedicated
to the proposition that all men are
created equal.’ ™’

“Fine! Go on.”

““ “‘Now we are engaged in a great
eivil war, testing whether that nation
or any other nation so conceived and
80 dedicated can long endure.” ”’

Amos cleared his throat and pro-
ceeded with the speech, while the
manager leaned back in his swivel
chair, one eye partly closed, watching
Amos critically. As the latter neared
the end of the famous address, his
voice rose full and clear and reson-
ant. His soul seemed to have cast

loose from the body, and to be rising

high, high, and yet higher, until it
had attained the topmost crest of pa-
triotic fervour at the clause:

. . and that government of the
people, by the people, for the people shall
not perish from the earth!

But what had happened? Amos
Grainger suddenly felt his shoulder
violently shaken. The manager’s face
faded, faded—Ilike one of his own
“slow dissolves”. Everything grew
dark.

Then everything grew light! And
a voice behind him spake unto him,
saying:

““ Amos Grainger, do you know that
it is a quarter to twelve, and that
you’'ve let the furnace fire out, and
forgotten to wind the clock and put
the cat down cellar? And what was
that you were mumbling about, ‘Gov-
ernment of the people’? 1’1l have you
to understand that you’ll vote as [
vote!”’

““Yes, my dear,”” and Amos sighed,
stretched himself, rose slowly, con-
cealed a yawn and prepared to attend
to his neglected evening tasks.

His wife spoke again. This time
her voice was a trifle less harsh.

“You’ll find a small parcel on the
hall table. It is a little gift I bought
for you this evening. I had quite
forgotten until I went out, that this
was your birthday, but ‘better late
than never’. It is a picture of your
idol, Abraham Lincoln. If you would
try a little harder to be more like that
great man, try to emulate—"’

““Yes, my dear,”’ interjected Amos.
““Thank you very much, my dear.’’

And after he had wound the eclock
he departed thence and took his way
down to the lower regions, where it
came to pass that he spent a strenu-
ous half hour shaking down ‘‘elink-
ers” and shovelling coal and coaxing a
new fire along—a labour that brought
into play more muscle and involved
a greater degree of patience and per-
severance than ever could have been
required of that ancient form of
toil known as “rail-splitting”.
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is represented in terms of

finance by an additional loan
of one hundred million dollars, which
will, it is safe to predict, be over-sub-
seribed. The Finance Minister wise-
ly decided to place this loan on the
home market. It reguires no expert
economist to appreciate the advan-
tages of such a course. When peace
comes Canada will occupy a stronger
position if a good part of the interest
on her war loans is payable to her
own people instead of to the foreign-
er. Nor will the country need to be
informed that a national war loan,
like any other money obligation, will
be more easily met the greater the
economy practised on the part of the
nation, as well as of the individual.
Circulation has been given to the mis-
chievous suggestion that Government
waste and extravagance at the begin-
ning of the war were excusable, on
the ground that the suddenness of
war and the unpreparedness of the
Allies gave little opportunity for a
rigid control of expenditure. In any
case, it required no gift of states-
manship to understand the danger
of awarding to foreigners contracts
which home manufacturers were only
too eager to obtain. Then there was
and always is the fear that through
the enormous cost of the war and the
habit of thinking in millions, those
responsible for expenditure might lose
their sense of proportion. What has
happened “in the case of human life
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CANADA’S part in the great war

may very well happen in the sphere
of finance. Men no longer value
human life as they did before the
war. The emotions are no longer
stirred by the reports that thousands
of casualties take place each week on
the fighting fronts. Men and women
who stood appalled by the horror of
the Titanic tragedy give no more
thought to the daily lists of killed and
wounded. Our fine sense of values
has been destroyed. This blunting
of the sense of values is seen also in
the case of at least one Canadian city
council, which attempted to evade its
obligations solemnly entered into
with its citizens who enlisted for over-
seas service,

These reflections lead one inevitably
to the conclusion that unless steps are
now taken, while the war sentiment is
still strong, to make adequate provis-
ion for the future of disabled and re-
turned soldiers, the advent of peace
and the reversion to normal conditions
may find the country forgetting its
duty to those who have fought its bat-
tles. T well remember the return to
England of the troops that had been
engaged in the South Afriean war.
The first arrivals received a royal
welcome. There were echoes of Mafe-
king night, when London went riot-
ously mad, intoxicated by the reaction
from the long series of reverses. But
it was noted by many soldiers who
were mnot fortunate enough to be
among the earlier arrivals that the
chilling depression of an English
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dockyard or landing-stage with thou-
sands of men crowding the transport’s
gides from the moment the cliffs of
England were sighted, and looking
eagerly for the welecoming cheers of
grateful countrymen that never were
uttered, was one of the greatest tra-
gedies of war, The public memory
is- short-lived. Reconstruction  after
the ‘war in so far as the future of
Canadian soldiers is concerned, should
now be enjoying the attention of the
best minds of the nation.

3%
Promerrion 1N ONTARIO

Ontario is numbered with the dry
belts. On September 16th prohibi-
tion came into forece for a period of
three years, During this period no
liquor will be sold within the Pro-
vinee save for medicinal or scientific
purposes. Various are the causes as-
signed for this sweeping change in
public sentiment. That many moder-
ate drinkers were prepared to make
some sacrifice during the war was,
without doubt, a deciding factor in
hringing about the change. The cam-
paign of the Committee of One Hun-
dred laid emphasis on the fact that
economy would help to win the war,
and that abstinence from drink would
be a practical form of economy. All
the Allied countries saw the necessity
of greater abstinence in the fight with
(Germany. Vodka, absinthe and whis-
ky were placed under ban as ob-
stacles to military efficiency in war-
time, and total abstinence during the
period of the war became a popular
method of “doing one’s bit”, even in
the most exalted circles. That such
abstinence must result in good for all
the nations concerned goes without
saying. Whether they will ever again
revert to former habits is doubtful.
These changes are not the result of
special legislation so much as of the
transforming habits of the people.
The drinking customs of a past gen-
eration are no longer held in rever-
ence. Temperance reformers will be
wise not to attempt to drive publie
opinion. No intelligent man likes to

be shepherded into the Kingdom of
Heaven. Nor can a nation be saved
by acts of Parliament. Now that the
Committee of One Hundred has put
its hand to the plough, it must not
turn back. It must see to it that the
sober workman is not a sober slave,
and that sumptuory laws that dis-
eriminate more heavily against the
poor man than the rich will-not be an
additional excuse for starvation wages
that drive so many people to drown
their financial worries in the glass
that cheers. By all means a sober
Canada, but in Heaven’s name let us
have a Canada in which freedom as
well as sobriety will be championed
by social reformers. I have heard of
blatant social reformers who have
waxed fat these war times by reduec-
ing their staffs, as well as the salaries
of those who remained in their em-
ployment. But I have not discovered
a Committee of One Hundred to
champion the rights of these vietims
of pious charlatans who ecarry big
Bibles on the Sabbath and occupy the
front seats in the synagogue.

5%
TaE BEsT PHASE OF THE WAR.

What many hope is the best phase
of the war is now in full blast on
every front. The fighting is under-
going a decided change, and is gradu-
ally assuming more of the character
of open, above-ground warfare. The
campaign in the Balkans is develop-
ing rapidly, and promises to elimin-
ate, at an early date, some of the ill-
advised supporters of the Kaiser.
There is no longer any doubt of an
Allied victory. The only point that
remains unsolved is as to the staying
powers of Germany when hemmed in
by her victorious adversaries. With
a shortened line of defence, and her
internal organization adapted to
straitened conditions, it may be pos-
sible for the war to drag on for an-
other year. So much depends on the
German diplomatists, who must now
be deeply immersed in the study of
alternative plans for saving the
Kaiser’s face. And so much depends
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upon the temper of the German peo-
ple, and the ‘plans of Allied statesmen.
Anything short of the complete over-
throw of the Hohenzollern dynasty,
and of the military system on which
it rests its arrogant claim of divine
rights, would be indignantly rejected
by Canadians. That, at least, is the
temper of the man in the street. There
18 every indication that the British
citizen is equally determined to over-
throw any Government that would
propose an unsatisfactory peace.
Armoured cars of a most peculiar de-
sign are now employed by the British
in pushing the Germans back on the
western front. They are a sort of
dry-land battleship, running over
ditehes and uneven ground as easily
as a Dreadnought surmounts the roll-
ing waves. I had a letter a few days
ago irom a British officer whose regi-
ment had just suffered heavily in one
of the advances north of the Somme.
Of the total casualties, he observed,
eighty per cent. would be back in the
ranks in a few days, their wounds
were so trivial. He further remarked
that things are not quite so bad at
the front as the lists of casualties
seem to indicate. Everything that
ingenuity can suggest and science de-
vise is being done to save the British
infantry during their incessant of-
fensive. el

One of the most extraordinary fea- .

tures of this war is the part it plays
as a show-place for favoured visitors.
Jealously guarded against spies, the
zones are freely traversed by those
provided with the magic pass from
headquarters. Many distinguished
Canadians have been honoured by in-
vitations to visit the front and carry
away vivid impressions of the blood-
iest war in history. In olden times
it was customary for non-combatants
to follow the fortunes of the army in
the field, but since the Napoleonic
wars the opportunities have been few
and far between.

*
LABOUR AND DEMOCRACY
Mr. N. W. Rowell, K.C., MP.P.,
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the Opposition leader in the Province
of Ontario, has just arrived home
after a visit to the western front. Dur-
ing his trip to Europe he has met the
leading statesmen of Franee and Eng-
land, and has come back armed with
a budget of facts and figures as to
conditions in the old land. Few men
in Canada have such an intelligent
grasp of the problems of the day, or
are so alive to the democratic ten-
dencies of the age. Canada is far in
the wake of some European countries
in democratic thought. It possesses
no Labour Party, and is wanting in
the keen demand for reforms that
characterized the United Kingdom
ten years ago. The rise of the latent
democratic movement in Great Bri-
tain synchronized with the close of
the South African war. There has
been nothing like it in Canada. So
long as Labour remains as it is in the
Dominion progress will be slow. It
is doubtful if British ILiberalism
would have broken with its old tradi-
tions in 1906 had not Labour sent to
Parliament a force independent of
both the historic parties and strong
enough to command attention. The
result was the assimilation of Liberal
doctrines to Labour demands, and the
close co-operation of all the democra-
tic forces throughout the country. I
doubt if in Canada the Labour lead-
ers can command an independent fol-
lowing sufficiently strong to shake
free of Liberal and Conservative af-
filiations. Every workingman in Can-
ada, so to speak, carries the presi.
dency of a railway or a bank in his
dinner pail. He hopes some day to
be an employer of labour and is not
particularly anxious to make things
hard for himself when he reaches that
estate. Not so in Great Britain. Class
distinctions there operate to an extent
undreamt of in Canada, and the man
who is born a workman in nine cases
out of ten dies a workman. Great
changes are bound to follow the close
of the war. Will social reform be the
big issue? Everying points to a lin.
ing up of parties on the great ques-
tion of Imperial reconstruction. It
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is possible that the next general elec-
tion in Canada will be fought on this
issue. Conservatism has lost ground
in recent elections throughout the
Provinces, and unless they manage to
dish the Liberals by going the whole
hog on social legislation there is every
likelihood of the Liberals greatly im-
proving their standing at Ottawa.
There is one thing, perhaps, that
should reconcile any party to defeat.
For after the war there will be the
thankless task of liquidating a colossal
national lebt, and the difficulties that
must be confronted in any policy of
reconstruction put forward.

In Great Britain these questions
are being studied by all classes. One
regiment in the war is known as the
Artists’ Rifles, and now there is The
Artists’ Rifles Journal, the first copy
of which has appeared. These artists,
even, are taking up the subject of
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employment after the war. An edi-
torial in the first issue is in part as
follows :

We are rather an octopean body—we
Artists’ Rifles—and our tentacles stretch
out into every regiment in the British
army. That means a great deal. It means
that as a body we can be of incalculable
value in golving those problems of employ-
ment, which, unless handled in time, will
be bound to assume enormous proportions.
It is up to us to prescribe limits to those
problems, and let each one of us who reads
this journal, this faltering first effort,
realize his responsibilities as a unit, and
an important unit of the Empire, one who
has been a leader of men.

The importance of the individual has
never been greater than now, and his re-
sponsibilities inerease in a like ratio. Each
of us must think out wherein he can help,
and help others to help in reduecing the
gorrow and anxiety which would otherwise
mar the first few years of peace, and
whiech would handicap a speedy recovery
from the devastations of war.
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THE HEART OF RACHEL

By KarareeN Norris. Toronto: Wil-
liam Briggs.

LTHOUGH this novel deals
Awith some of the deplorable

aspects of aleohol, it is by no
means a temperance tract. It is, on
the other hand, an exceptionally fine
novel, containing several excellent
characterizations, one in particular,
that of Rachel Breckenridge, being an
unusually brilliant portrait. This
woman gradually discovers, during
her honeymoon at Paris, that she is
married to a man who has social posi-
tion at Newport and wealth to sup-
port it, but who has, as an offset. to
these advantages, an uninteresting
personality and a profound addietion
to drunkenness. He has, as well, as
a result of a former marriage,
a daughter of the butterfly type, and
apparently his sole object in marry-
ing a second wife was to provide a
safe companion for this daughter.
But the daughter and the mother-in-
law do not agree on all subjects,
which is not an unusual situation. The
mother-in-law, however, does the best
she can in all the circumstances, and
because of her own beauty, her own
poise and will-power, she is able to
relieve many on awkward incident.
She is an unusually beautiful woman,
unusually clever, and unusually tem-
pered. She attends to all the social
duties. When her husband is so much
influenced by liquor that he is not
fit to attend a dinner party to which
they have been invited, the wife
makes the excuses as best she can.
‘When the daughter engages in a dan-

S11

gerous flirtation the wife interferes at
the right moment. All this goes well
enough. for a time, but it is a case
where time will not heal wounds that
are being opened repeatedly. So that
Rachel at length begins to think about
divorce. She considers her youth, her
desires, her possibilities. But one real
condition confronts her: she is penni-
less apart from the money that comes
from her husband. But the mood has
possessed her, and she indulges it, un-
til at length, on one particular night
when her husband is so bad that he
has sent for the doctor, she determines
to end it. The doctor discovers her
alone in the library. He and she have
been intimate friends. for years, and
in a moment of desperation she un-
burdens her heart. The doctor is
sympathetie, so sympathetic, indeed,
that they fall in love with each other.
After a very brief exchange, the doc-
tor goes upstairs to attend the pros-
trate husband. In a short time the
way is open for Rachel and the doe-
tor to marry. But Rachel, who by
this time is passionately in love with
her new husband, discovers that he
has had involving relations with a
woman who now comes darkly be-
tween them. Here is a new vice, and
she finds that no sooner has she got
away from one than she becomes en-
tangled with another. Which is the
worse? She did not love her first hus-
band, so that there was only disgust
and impatience. But now, when her
whole being has been awakened. it is
different. We must leave the reader
to discover how Rachel confronts this
severe ordeal and faces the world in
the face of it.
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MR. S. T. WOOD

_Author ot ' The Rambles of a Canadian Naturalist.”
From a snapshot taken while admiring a wayside flower

THE ANVIL

By Lawrence BinvoN., London: El-

kin Mathews.

BL\'Y(’).\Y is too good a poet to need
any words of praise. This little
book of his verse is one of the fine ex-
amples of what is being done in litera-
ture as a direct result of the war. We
quote “Fetching the Wounded” :

At the road’s end glimmer the station
lights;

How small beneath the immense hollow
of night’s

Lonely and living silence! Air that raced

And tingled on the eyelids as we faced

The long road stretched between the pop-
lars flying

To the dark behind us, shuddering and
sighing

With phantom foliage, lapses into hush.

Magical supersession! The loud rush

Swims into quiet; midnight reassumes

Its solitude; there’s nothing but great
glooms,

Blurred stars; whispering gusts; the hum
of wires.
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And swerving leftwards upon noiseless
tires

We glide over the grass that smells of dew.

A wave of wonder bathes my body
through!

For there in the headlamps’ gloom-sur-
rounded beam

Tall flowers spring before us, like a dream,

Each luminous little green leaf intimate

And motionless, distinet and delicate

With powdery white bloom fresh upon the
stem,

As if that clear beam had created them

Out of the darkness. Never so intense

I felt the pang of beauty’s innocence,

Earthly and yet unearthly.

A sudden ecall!
We leap to ground, and I forget it all.
Each hurries on his errand: lanterns
swing;
Dark shapes cross and re-cross the rails;
we bring

Stretchers, and pile and number them;
and heap

The blankets ready. Then we wait and
keep

A listening ear. Nothing comes yet; all’s
still.

Only soft gusts upon the wires blow shrill

Fitfully, with a gentle spot of rain.

Then ’ere one knows it, the long gradual
train

Creeps quietly in and slowly stops. No
sound
But a few voices’ interchange. Around

Is the immense night-stillness, the expanse
Of faint stars over all the wounds of
France.

Now stale odour of blood mingles with
keen

Pure smell of grass and dew.
terns’ sheen

Falls on brown faces opening patient eyes

And lips of gentle answers, where each
lies

Supine upon his stretcher, black of beard

Or with young cheeks; on caps and tunics
smeared,

And stained, white bandages round foot
or head

Or arm, discoloured here and there with
red.

Some of all corners of wide France; from
Lille,

Douay,
heel, :

Champagne, Touraine, the fisher-villages

Of Brittany, the valleyed Pyrenees,

Now lan-

the land beneath the invader’s

Blue coasts of the south, old Paris streets,

Argonne,
Of ever smouldering battle, that anon
Leaps furious, brothered them in arms.

They fell
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In the trenched forest scarred with reek-
ing shell.

Now strange the sound comes round them
in the night

Of English voices. By the tapering light

Quickly we have borne them, one by one,
to the air,

And sweating in the dark lift up with care,

Tense-sinewed, each to his place. The cars
at last

Complete their burden: slowly, and then
fast,

We glide away.

And the dim round of sky,
Infinite and silent, broods unseeingly
Over the shadowy uplands rolling black
Into far woods, and the long road we track
Bordered with apparitions, as we pass
Of trembling poplars and lamp-whitened
grass,
A brief procession flitting like a thought
Through a brain drowsing into slumber;
nought
But we awake in the solitude immense!
But hurting the vague dumbness of my
sense
Are fancies wandering the night: there
steals
Into my heart, like something that one
feels
In darkness, the still presence of far
homes
Lost in deep country, and in little rooms
The vacant bed. I touch the world of pain
That is so silent.l Thetn Its;e again
nly those infinite atient faces
]oin tyho lantern bem{l,pbenenth the night’s
vast spaces,
Amid the shadows and scented dew; :
And those - illumined = flowers, springing
anew
In freshness like a smile of secrecy
From the gloom-buried earth, returns to

me.

The village sleeps; blank walls, and win-
dows barred.

But lights are moving in the hushed court-

ard

Aay we glide up to the open door. The Chief

Gives every man his order, prompt and
brief.

We carry up our wounded one by one.

The first cock erows; the morrow is begun.

*

FRIENDS OF FRANCE

By Members of the Field Service
of the American Ambulance. To-
ronto: Thomas Allen.

IF for nothing more than :its eighty-
eight illustrations, many of which
are reproductions of photographs act-

ually taken in the zome of the war,
this book would be well worth pub-
lishing. But the text is, as well, of
uncommon interest. It contains the
direct record of the work done by
Americans in giving succour to the
French in Flanders. The ambulance
service, the organization of which was
in itself a great undertaking, was able
to do a much-needed work. In read-
ing about it one gets glimpses of act-
ual conditions that are really enlight-
ening. ~

A CHANT OF LOVE FOR ENG-
LAND

By Herex Gray ConNe. Toronto: J.
M. Dent and Sons.

HIS is a most attractive volume

of miscellaneous verse, some of
which is a direct result of the war,
The first, which gives the title to the
book, has a fine patriotic flavour. We
quote it in full:

A CHANT FOR LOVE OF ENGLAND

A song of hate is a song of hell;

Some there be that sing it well,

Let them sing it loud and long,

We lift our hearts in a loftier song:

We lift our hearts to Heaven above,

Singing the glory of her we love—
England!

Glory of thought and glory of deed,
Glory of Hampden ang Runnymede;
Glory of ships that sought far goals,
Glory of swords and glory of souls!
Glory of songs mounting as birds,
Glory immortal of magieal words; 3
Glory of Milton, glory of Nelson,
Tragieal glory of Gordon and Secott;
Glory of Shelley, glory of Sidney,
Glory transcendent that perishes not—
Hers is the story, hers be the glory—
England!

Shatter her beauteous breasts ye may;
The spirit of England none ean slay!
Dash the bomb on the dome of St. Paul’s—
Deem ye the fame of the Admiral fallst
Pry the stone from the chancel floor—
Dream ye that Shakespeare shall live no
more?
Where is the giant shot that kills
Wordsworth walking the old green hillst
Trample the red rose on the ground—
Keats is beauty while earth spins round!
Bind her, grind her, burn her with fire,



514

Cast her ashes into the sea—

She shall escape, she shall aspire,

Shé shall arise to make men free:

She shall arise in a sacred scorn,

Lifhting the lives that are yet unborn;

Spirit supernal, splendour eternal—
England!

3
GENERAL SKETCH OF THE
EUROPEAN WAR

By Hiuname Brunoc.
Nelson and Sons.

Toronto: T.

FTER months of waiting, mark-

ed by more than usual impat-
ience on the part of thousands of
readers, the Second Phase of Mr. Hil-
laire Belloe’s “General Sketch of the
European War” has appeared. The
author explains that the delay was
caused by difficulties, insurmountable
as they proved to be, in obtaining all
the facts that he would have liked to
embody in the history. This second
volume is devoted to a study of the
Battle of the Marne, one of the great
decisive battles of the Great War.
And having deseribed it in as much
detail as is possible for the contem-
porary historian, he makes this not-
able conclusion :

The Marne was that moment of issue
‘in which a soul is saved or lost. The
enormity of consequence with which those
four blazing September days were filled,
our genexation—an inch away from them,
80 to sfosk—cannot gauge at all. We know
generally, and generally state, that the
Germanies have learnt their lesson imper-
feetly from the south and from the west;
we know that of the Germanies Prussia
was the basest part. We know, upon the

analogy of all historical things, small and.

great, that the less creative, the dullest
and the worst element may destroy, and
has frequently attempted to destroy, the
vital, the more creative, and the best. We
appreciate—but dully and eonfusedly, like
men not yet fully recovered of a fever,
their bodies still full of pain and their
minds clouded-—that the presence of death
is removed, and that the corner of the
road is turned; there is even a landsecape
before us. We owe that salvation to the
Marne.

But all these things are still in flux,
unstable within our minds. Those for
whom the large persentment of history is
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absent or imgerfect or forgotten, and those
who grasped very slowly (being in a
secure place) the magnitude of the affair,
may still, even after twenty months, ask
me, perhaps with irony, whether I have
not distorted to exaggeration the wvast
scale of those September days.

No, I have not so distorted them. Upon
the contrary, I find here in these conclud-
ing words of mine a sort of impotence.
The thing is far too great for my pen.
Said St. Jerome of the Auxiliaries sack-
ing Rome at last: ‘‘Perdidi vocabulum,’’
I might repeat that phrase.

I have throughout this book dealt with
the story of the Marne as military pro-
blems should be dealt with, I think—that
is, so that one indifferent to the victory
of either side should be able from my nar-
rative to comprehend the movement of
troops and their effect, and be disturbed
by nothing else.

Had it been my task to turn to the
awful reality, the living powers at work
behind and beneath these phenomena of
strategy and of tacties, I would surely
have attempted a vision of personal spirits
in conflict far beyond the scale of man-
kind. In such an attempt, I should have
failed. A thousand years will pass, and
no historian will ever successfully record
it.

i

THE GERMANS AND AFRICA

By Evans LEwIN. Toronto: Cassell
and Company. '

THIS is a book which reveals in a

convineing manner the far-sight-
ed and determined plans of Germany
to increase her holdings in Africa.
The author gives abundant evidence
of a close aesuaintance with the sub-
ject, and while he discloses the Ger-
man policy of putting a finger on the
map and saying, ‘‘Here we must go,
and here, and here. This must be
joined with that. Here we must estab-
lish towns, here drive railways, here
win some serap of territory now held
by Britain, or France, or Belgium,”’
and so on. A perusal of the book con-
vinees one that official Germany has
been constantly scheming and econ-
niving for her own aggrandizement at
the expense of her sister nations. It
is a book that should be read for an
understanding of the colonial ambi-
tions of the German Empire.
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Here is a specimen of Australian
frightfulness found in the advertising
columns of a Melbourne paper:

“We refuse to supply the Kaiser

with ——’s Herbal Skin Oint-

ment. Let him suffer.”

Even the thickest skin must feel
this.—Manchester Guardian.

£

SHE wWaAS PREPARED

The Bishop of London is very fond
of telling stories of his life in the
East End. Recently he told me a
yarn of a certain woman who fell
from a third-storey window and was
picked up dead. He added that he
went to her neighbour and remark-
ed: “I am afraid Mrs. Jones was not
prepared ?” “Oh, yes, she was,” re-
plied the neighbour, “because as she
passed my window in her fall T heard
her say, ‘Now for the bump.’”—
London Citizen.

o
g

His PARTNER HAD THE “Rosg”

He was a member of the Stock Ex-
change. Generally he went out to
lunch punctually, but last Alexandra
Day he was found pacing impatiently
up and down long after his usual
hour for feeding.

“Hullo!” said a friend. “Aren’t you
lunching to-day? T’ll stay here and
take your ‘calls’, if you like, old man.”

The Scot looked apprehensive.

“Thanks, very much,” he said, “but
T'll not go out the noo. I’ll just wait
till my partner comes back—he’s got
the rose, you see!” i
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IN THE AIr

“So he praised her singing, did
he ¥’

“Yes, said it was heavenly.”

“Did he really say that?”

“Well, not exactly; but he prob-
ably meant that. He said it was un-
earthly.”—Liverpool Mercury.

P

Various dishes in the Hungarian
restaurant were numbered for the
convenience of the waiters and the
benefit of the patrons. A young cou-
ple entered. The orchestra struck up
the “William Tell” overture.” Turn-
ing to her escort, the young woman
said: “That‘s familiar—what is it?”
The man glanced up at the orchestra
and saw the number three displayed.
Then, with the air of one who is ac-
customed to café life, he looked up
No. 3 on the bill of fare. “That,” he
replied, when he had located it, “is
‘Filet Mignon, by Champignons.”—
New York Tribune.

Tae Micary McDoNALDS

Martin Sheridan was telling Pat
McDonald a story about the athletes
in Treland, says Bob Edgren.

“I hear there’s a young fellow over
there who can throw the 56-pound
weight over fifty feet with one hand,”
said Martin.

“Go on,” said Pat. “It’s impossible,
No man living will ever do that.”

“But his name is MeDonald,” said
Martin.

“One of us MeDonalds!” exclaimed
Pat. “Well, maybe it’s true. I’d not
be a bit surprised.”
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HEARING AT LAST

There was a terrible dynamite ex-
plosion near a small town the other
day. An old lady, hearing it, turned
toward the door of her sitting-room
and said:

“Come in, Bella.”

When her servant entered the room
she said:

“Do you know, Bella, my hearing is
evidently improving. I heard you
knock at the door for the first time
in twenty years.”—T'it-Bits.

¥*

AN OBSTACLE
TaE DEADLOCK EXPLAINED

“Before I left the United States,”
said Col. George Harvey recently in
London, “I agreed with a Columbia
professor who said preponderant pow-
er in men and money was bound to
win the war; but now I have a strong-
er argument—one which fell from the
lips of a reeruiting-sergeant in the
Strand yesterday.

“‘Don’t you want to be on the win-
ning side ¥’ said the soldier to a group
of civilians who he was suggesting
should don khaki.

“‘How do you kmow ours will be
the winning side? asked a prospec-
tive reeruit.

““Well, my lad,” said the sergeant,
‘you know the Germans have been
trying for more than a year and a
half to win, and have failed, don’t
you?

““Yes, replied the questioner.

““Well, then, we've been trying to
lose during the same period, and we
couldn’t.’ ”—New York Herald.

e

Tae WorriEp WIDOWER

“He says his poor children need an-
other mother.”

“Then why doesn’t he take one home
to them?”

“It seems that the children pay the
rent, and they are very hard to con-
vinee.”—FExzchange.
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SYMPATHETIC ToMMY

“Run upstairs, Tommy, and bring
baby’s nightgown,” said Tommy’s mo-
ther.

“Don’t want to,” said Tommy.

“Oh, Tommy! If you are not kind
to your new little sister she’ll put on
her wings and fly back to hea.vm”

Tommy’s reply came. - - .

“Well, let her put on her wings and
fly upstairs for her nightgown!”

3%

A sergeant was entering a new en-
lister into his book. “And where do
you hail from, Angus Macdonald—
England, Scotland or Ireland?’ he
asked with a sarcastic smile at the
six-foot brawny giant. “Nane ¢’
them,” was the ready answer. “De
ye ken whaur Aberdeen is? Weel, T
come frae Aberdeen.” ;

%
PrunNing I

Not long ago the editor of an Eng-
lish paper ordered a story of a cer-
tain length, but when the story ar-
rived he discovered that the author
had written several hundred words
too many.

The paper was already late in go-
ing to press, so there was no alterna-
tive—the story must be condensed to
fit the allotted space. Therefore the
last paragraphs were cut down to a
single sentence. It read thus:

“The Earl took a Scotch high-ball,
his hat, his departure, no notice of
his pursuers, a revolver out of his
hip-pocket, and, finally, his life.”—
Everybody’s.

“Yes, grandma, I am to be mar-
ried during the bright and gladsome
spring.”

“But, my dear,” said grandma earn-
estly, “you are very young. Do you
feel that you are fittted for married
life ?”

“I am being fitted now, grandma,”
explained the prospective bride sweet-
ly. “Seventeen gowns!” — London
Opinion.
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Preserved Peaches

are the most valued treasure of the
pantry shelf. Be sure to do them with

Sugar

—a pure cane sugar very finely granulated. It
makes a clear sparkling syrup and develops all
the exquisite flavors of the fruit. Experienced
housekeepers always order it by name.

2 and 5-lb cartons 10, 20 and 100-1b bags
““The All-Purpose Sugar"
PRESERVING LABELS FREE-—Send us a red ball trade-mark
cut from a bag or carton and we will send you a book of ready
gummed labels containing six labels for each of the following fruits :
Strawberries, Raspberries, Blackberries, Currants, Grapes, Cherries,

Plums, Peaches and Pears. Address Dept. CM

Atlantic Sugar Refineries, Limited - Power Bldg., Montreal
mmammmmmmmc

MADE IN
Delicious and

Appe‘um T RI O CANADA
Ingersoll Ingersoll Ingersoll Green
Pimento Cream Cheese Chile Cheese
Cheese

EEmemmaa e s —

Consists of Inger-

soll Cream Cheese

and sweet Spanish
imentos.

Very appetizing.
In “packages 10c.

» and 15c.

Ask Your

—is superior to any ordinary
cheese — in flavor—in rich
creaminess—in nutritive
properties. It spreads like
butter, never loses its fresh-
ness and is highly economical.

In packages 15c. and 25

“Spreads like Butter”

Ingersoll Cream
Cheese blended
with California
Chile. Piquant and
delicious.

In packages 15

07

The Ingersoll
I’ackiuf Con Lad.

ngersoll, Ont,
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gestive organs.

and the indoor man.

other fresh or preserved fruits.

Two shredded wheat biscuits with milk or
cream for breakfast will supply all the nutri-
ment needed for a half day’s work or play. Also
deliciously nourishing for any meal when

served with sliced bananas, baked apples or

““MADE IN CANADA" BY —
THE CANADIAN SHREDDED WHEAT CO. LTD., NIAGARA FALLS, ONT.
TORONTO OFFICE: 49 WELLINGTON STREET EAST

| When the Whistle Blows

The healthy toiler who is
properly nourished is not
trying to see how little he
can do for his wages. He
drops his work when the
whistle blows with the satis-
faction and pride of having
put in a full day’s work.
Health for the toiler with
hand or brain comes from
an easily digested food that
is rich in muscle-building,
brain-making material.

is the most perfect ration ever devised for men and women who
do things, because it contains the greatest amount of body build-
ing nutriment in smallest bulk, with the least tax upon the di-
It contains all the body building material in the
whole wheat grain, including the bran-coat which is so useful

in keeping the alimentary tract clean and healthy. It is the
favorite food of the outdoor man ;
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The Student-Age

Calls for fitness of body

and brain to absorb knowl- \\ ; " S e

edge as the groundwork of
a successful career—

And later, an abun-
dance of vibrating health-
energy is needed all along
through life.

A most important fun-
damental is proper food.

Many years ago an ex-
pert produced a food of
delightful flavor and great
energizing value, but re-
quiring a minimum of di-
gestive effort.

That Food is

Grape-Nuts

Made from choice whole wheat and malted barley,
this famous food retains the vital mineral elements of the
grain, so essential for balanced nourishment, but lacking
in many cereal foods.

F rom every standpqint—good flavor, rich nourishment,
easy digestion, convenience, economy—health from child-
hood to old age—

“There’s a Reason” for Grape-Nuts

Made in Canada
Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Windsor, Ont.
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Walthaum\¢

HE. habit of promptness grows on a man who carries a

Waltham Watch. The accuracy that is part of a

Waltham soon becomes part of the man. In business or
in social life, wherever accuracy is admired, there you will
find the Waltham. For Walthams time the movements of
most people throughout the world. You will appreciate having your
watch possess Waltham accuracy and the Waltham name on the dial.
Your Jeweller will gladly show you any of the Waltham Watches or fit
a Waltham movement to your present case. Shall we send you the
new booklet *“ Concerning a Timepiece "’ ?

WALTHAM WATCH COMPANY, MONTREAL
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Quaker Oats Premiums
Silver Plate—Jewelry—Aluminum

We are offering many premiums to Quaker Oats users, in Silver Plate,
Jewelry and Aluminum Cooking Utensils. A circular in each package
illustrates them. This takes the place of large advertising, and gives all
the saving to you. Each 25¢ round package contains two coupons. Each
— 10c package contains one coupon. Each coupon has a
merchandise value ot 2¢c to apply on any premium. We make
very attractive, very liberal oﬂlcr.m Note them in the package.

Cereal Spoon—Dominion Pattern. For 10 Quaker Oats Coupons

The Start
of a Perfect

Day

This scene in the kitchen means
that breakfast brings a luxury dish.

And it means for the day—for its
work or its study—a wealth of
energy.

Nature gives to queen oats her
most inviting flavor. She has made
them her premier vim-food. She
has lavishly endowed them with
rare elements we need.

So the oat dish today, as for ages,
holds unique place among grain
foods.

You know this, All folks know it.

And all folks value the effects.

But how often do housewives, to save a little time, start the day on a lesser food.

Quaker Oats

The Extra-Grade Vim-Food

Quaker Oats is oat-food of an extra grade. It is flaked That flavor has won th ... O 2 .
Q‘?m qm;e‘:l oats on!yd—j;_ut the;’lxl-np‘lump. luscious grains. nation send ‘lo us :n c:: it.e e T wvay

e get but ten pounds from a bushel. Every package which be this br, i

The result is a matchless flavor. There are no insipid extra oat flakes. Y:-t it :‘r:“ r:; r‘.t:ad :‘?i:xl-am’;h‘::r:
grains to affect it. why it is worth your while to ask for Quaker Oain.

Large Round Package, 25c. Regular P, , 10
Except in Far West. T £

The Quaker Qats ®Ompany

PETERBOROUGH, ONT. (1406) SASKATOON, SASK
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Known the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery
Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

Currenrs To His Majesty

SHEFFIELD - - - ENGLAND

CLARK S SPAGHETTI

WITH TOMATO SAUCE AND CHEESE

A highly nutritious and partic-
ularly appetizing dish.

Be sure when ordering spaghetti
to specify CLARK’S and keep
your money during War-Time

circulating in Canadian and

BRITISH channels.

W. CLARK, LIMITED, MONTREAL
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Double-Sure Products

Sold by all Druggists

Absorbent Cotton
Bandages and Gauze
Adhesive Plaster

Fumigators, etc.

USE THEM FOR SAFETY'S SAKE

First Aid Book—10c¢

What to Do in

We issue this book for half what it costs
us to foster efficient first aid.
It was written by a famous surgeon, now
a Major in charge of U.S. Army Field
Hospital. It tells what to do in any form
of accidents or emergency—
In shocks and sickness—
In burns and bruises—
In wounds and sprains—
Hemorrhage or fainting—
Drowning or electric shock—
Any sort of poisoning
The book contains 128 pages and over
100 illustrations. It is a complete and
authentic reprint of our book that sells for
50 cents. Every home at some time has
urgent need for it, when a life may be at
at stake.
We ask 10 cents merely as evidence of
serious intent. The book costs us much

more.
Be Double-Sure

This is part of our effort to prevent care-
less wound-dressing.  And to help you to
fight germ infections.

Another part is to make dressings that are

sterile. And enable you to keep them
sterile. We are at war with half-way
measures. We urge you to be double-sure.

Any Emergency

What You Need

What you need in the house—all the
time—is B&B Absorbent Cotton, B&B
Bandages and Gauze, B&B Adhesive
Plaster.

You need the B&B brand for the follow-
ing reasons :

B&B Cotton goes through 22 processes.
Our Cotton and Gauze are twice sterilized,
once after being sealed.

B&B Arro Brand Cotton and Handy-
Fold Gauze are both put up in germ-proof
envelopes—enough for one use in each.
They keep their sterility for years.

Both are also put up in handy packages.
No need to remove the roll. Cut off what
you need and leave the rest untouched.

B&B Adhesive

B&B Adhesive Plaster is rubber coated
It is prepared especially for surgeon's use.
But it sticks to anything without heating or
wetting. And it stays stuck. Every home
has a hundred uses for mending rubber,
glass and wood.

Our First Aid Book tells how these things are
used.  Also hundreds of other things knowledge
you should keep on file. We will mail it for ten
cents. Address First Aid Dept. 14.

Always call the Doctor—remember First Aid is only first aid

BAUER & BLACK, Chicago and New York
Makers of Surgical Dressings
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A very dainty piece of lingerie, designed to impart
beauty and grace

D & A Good Shape Brassieres

are regarded as the last word in luxurious lingerie,
They have thestyle, beauty and elegance so essential
in these garments
Ask your Corsetiere to show you our new creations

DOMINION CORSET COMPANY

Montreal QUEBEC Toronto

Makers of the Celebrated D & A
and La Diva Corsets
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VICKERMAN'’S

The Test of Time
on a Guarantee

When applied to the lasting quality of an
article, the test of Time is the supreme test.
And after all, it is the only real test—the test
that is final. If one finds from experience that
a guarantee of lasting quality is genuine—that
it stands the test of actual wear, that is suf-
ficient evidence of the worth of the guarantee.

Such experience is the lot of every one who
wears a VICKERMAN Suiting. How many
wearers have been heard to say, “'I will be
able to wear that VICKERMAN suit another
season, it still looks fine."'

A suit made from a VICKERMAN Serge,
Cheviot or Worsted retains its dressy appear-
ance, it ‘‘looks fine," long after its anticipated
term of usefulness is past.

Look for the mame on the selvedge.

| ©.4 BVICKERMAN 8SONSL™ §4

Wear and Color Guaranteed

NISBET & AULD, Limited, TORONTO
Canadian Selling Agents

R S R A RS T W™, (ST, TS M i T ST

Black Blues Greys Fancies---Serges and Cheviots

Suitings and Overcoatings
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Everybody $

Favourite

Children think only of the sweetness and
delightful flavour on Bread, Toast and
Griddle Cakes.

But “ggown-ups' know of the splendid food value of this famous
table sgrup—how wholesome and nutritious it is—and far more
economical than preserves, or butter and sugar,
when spread on bread.

Get ““Crown Brand' in the 3 pound ‘‘Perfect
Seal” Glass Jars—or 2, 5, 10 or 20 pound tins,
if you prefer.

Write our Montreal Office for a copy of our new
recipe book—"'Desserts and Candies'—sent free.

THE CANADA STARCH CO. LIMITED
MONTREAL, CARDINAL, BRANTFORD, FORT WILLIAM.

Makers of “Litw White™ Corn Surup— Benson's Corn Starch—
and “Silver Gloss” Laundry Starch,

This £550 Prize Baby was fed on
Robinson’s “Patent’ Barley

Physically, this boy is as nearly perfect as a child can
be. In a competition organized by the ‘‘ Daily Sketch "
of London, England, this baby, in competition with a large
number of other children, won the first prize of £50. His
mother, Mrs. Ethel Hodge of Trafalgar Crescent, Brid-
lington, Yorks, writes as follows, ‘‘ He is a fine, healthy
and strong boy, as shown by the photo, having been en-
tirely fed on Robinson's ¢ Patent' Barley and milk from
three months old."”

Thousands of babies that have been unable to retain
any other food. have been strengthened and nourished on
Robinson's ‘Patent' Barley. The fact that Robinson's
‘ Patent ' Barley is prescribed by nurses and physicians is
its strongest endorsation.

Our booklet, ** Advice to Mothers” is indispensable to
every mother and will be sent free upon request.

191 St. Paul St. W. MAGOR, SON & Co., Limited 30 Church St.
Montreal Sole Agenis for Canada Toronto
¥ e o e et e e S
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A Twilight
Story

About
Puffed Wheat

When you serve a supper dish of Puffed Wheat in milk, make this your story sometime. It is
like a fairy tale.

Each bubble of wheat is a kernel, puffed to eight times normal size. All its thin, airy flakiness
is due to steam explosions. And each has been shot from guns.

100 Million Explosions

Each kernel of wheat contains as it grows, more than 100 million food cells. Each food cell
is hard and hollow. A trifle of moisture is in it. Each must be broken to digest.

Other cooking method break part of those food cells, but never more than half. So Prof.
Anderson, a famous food expert, sought a way to break them all.

Puffed Grains are made by this process. The grains are sealed in huge guns. The guns are
revolved for sixty minutes in 550 degrees of heat. Thus the bit of moisture in each food cell is
changed to steam,

Then the guas are shot. Each food cell explodes. And the grains come out puffed to bubbles,
as you see.

This makes the whole grain wholly digestible. Every atom of every element is food. That's
why countless mothers, every morn and night, serve these grains to children.

Puffed Wheat = 12¢ |
Puffed Rice wese 15¢

You find these fascinating dainties  You call them food confections. With sugar and cream
or mixed with fruit they seem like breakfast bonbons. Boys eat them like peanuts when at play
Girls use them in candy making. ks

But they are above all, perfect grain foods. In no other form have cereal foods ever been so
fitted to feed. :

The better you know them the more you will serve them. Keep both on hand.

The Quaker Qats ®Ompany -

PETERBOROUGH, ONT. Sole Makers SASKATOON, SASK
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.teed ‘ A safe and palatable laxative
» ooﬁng for.c—hllircn
Mrs. Winslow's

This guarantee, which is on SOOthlng Syrup

every roll of CERTAIN-TEED, is | A bsolutely Non-narcotic

backed by the world's largest manu-
facturers of roofings and building papers. There is 2 gy
no equivocation, no evasion—CERTAIN-TEED is
guaranteed to last 5,10 or 15 years according to ply
(1,2 or 3). Experience has proven that CERTAIN-
TEED outlasts its liberal guarantee.

Use CERTAIN-TEED on your farm buildings. It is safer than |
wood shingles, looks better than galvanized iron or tin; is easier

to lay, and cheaper than any of them, It is very different from
inferior roofing sold by mail. |

Does not contain opium, morphine,
nor any of their derivatives.

By checking wind colic and correcting in-
estinal troubles common with children during

Get CERTAIN-TEED from your local dealer, whom you know | . .

and can rely upon. It will save you money in the end. It is sold | he PC“Od Of tcelhmg. helpl lo ploduce

by good dealers all over Canada at onable prices,
g T natural and healthy sleep.
General Roofing Mfg. Co.

World's Largest Manufacturers of thes t tiing bhab d
Roofing and Building Papers DU R Sy R

thereby give relief to
Distributing centers: Toronto, Montreal, Ottawa, Winnipeg, he ti
‘S/L Jobn's, N. F., Halifax, Regina, Brandon, Calgary, the '"c‘l mo”’e"
ancouver |

Her Last
Corn-Ache |

When pain brings you to Blue-jay it means
the end of corns.

Blue-jay proves that corns are needless.
And never again will you let a corn pain @

twice.

The pain stops instantly. In 48 hours the Ill
corn completely disappears. The action is
gentle. No soreness results. Itis sure and
scientific and final. Millions of people keep free from corns in this
easy, simple way. Please try it. Blue-jay is something you should not
go without. And nothing can take its place.

I

m “

m 15 and 25 cents—at Druggists Blue_.] a'y
L

Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters
BAUER & BLACK, Chicago and New York Ends Corns

Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc.
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Hose for the Kiddies

THEY‘RE hard on 'em, bless their
hearts. A stocking to them is an
article to be obliterated from the face of
the earth.

Penmans make hosiery that keeps them
busy hosiery that stands an astonish-
ing amount of excavating, tree climbing
and the like. Your youngsters need
them just ask for Penmans——it's
wear for the kiddies, economy and com-
fort assurance for you.

Penmans Limited
Paris

Made in Canada

e e sy < o e A e i AN St v
il TR B 1
\ b

5
i
5
4

87



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Wonder of
Wonders

Not a Pimple

Stuart’s Calcium Wafers Fairly Dazzle With
Their Brilliant Work in Driving Away
Pimples and Other Blemishes.

Prove it with Free Trial Package

You will be overjoyed to almost see pimples vanish, blackheads dis-
appear, blotches change to new fair skin. a muddy complexion completely
transformed to the loveliest, softest, the most delicate, and all your own
natural complexion, made so from your own pure, hcalthy system, cleaned
and purified by Stuart's Calcium Wafers. The result comes so quickly
that you are astonished. These wafers contain calcium sulphide, the
greatest blood purifier known, and absolutely necessary to keep the skin in
healthy condition. Do not fail to get a 50-cent box of Stuart’s Calcium
Wafers at any drug store; trust to nature and you will never again use
hair growing pastes and lotions. You can bave a free trial by mail if
you send this coupon.

Free Trial Coupon
F. A. Stuart Co., 331 Stuart Bldg., Marshall, Mich. Send me at once, by

return mail, a free trial package of Stuart’s Calcium Wafers.
DEREIR. V273 s Va Ve o Sl badn s e i T T b e s Y o o
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CENUINE DIAMONDS
CASH OR CREDIT

Terms 20 ,/° down and $1, $2, $3
weekly. We rust any honest person.

Write for Catalogue to-day

JACOBS BROS., Diamend Importers
15 Toronto Arcade TORONTO, Can.

DON’T LOOK OLD!

restore your grey and faded hairs to their natural
colour with

—-— LOCKYER'S SULPHUR ——

HAIR RESTORER

Its quality of dcepening. greyness to the tormer colour in
a tew days, thus securing a preserved appearance, has
enabled thousands to retain their position.
SOLD EVERYWHERE
Lockyer's gives health to the Hair and restores the nat-
ural colour. It cleanses the scalp, and makes the most

tfect Hair Dressing. This world-famed Hair Restorer
is prepared by the great Hair Specialists, ]. Perrer &
Co., LTp., Bedford Laboratories, London, S.E., and can
be obtained from any chemists and stores throughout the
world. Wholesale, Lyman Bros., Toronto.
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THE CANADIAN SALT CO LIMITED

ADVERTISER

DANDRUFT AND

VIR TR
SO AND GINTHENT

To prevent loss of hair. Treatment: On
retiring touch spots of dandruffl and itch-
ing with Cuticura Ointment. Next morn-
ing shampoo with Cuticura Soap and hot
water, Nothing better, surer or more
economical at any price.

Sample Each Free by Mail

With 32-p. book on the skin. Address post-card
“Cuticura, Dept. 88 Boston."" Sold everywhere

o,
% 20
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There is nothing quite so ap-
petizing for Breakfast as

Fearman’s Star Brand
Bacon

and at the present prices there
is nothing more economical.

Ask your Grocer for

Fearman’s Star Brand

Made by
F. W. Fearman Co., Limited
Hamilton

Don’t Take a
Chance_____

Order

> :ém— .‘-o—l
N Bt
l.- oL 14T COvER OF NJ"'}

5£Ab BRAND

i

—————.

T \__/ W
s 08
IDA' SLE THAT COVER OF CAN L «1

| SEAD BRAND|(

Il 1@y 1
I
e

< NonrazAL &
— G G L bl

In half, 1 and 2 pound cans,
Whole — ground — pulver-
ized — also Fine Ground
for Percolators.
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is the “chum” of more pipe

smokers, than any other
tobacco smoked
in Canada
EVERYBODY SMOKES
“OLD CHUM”
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HALF A CENTURY
of EXPERIENCE

Ought to be worth something to you!

16

It ought to be worth a lot more if backed up by the right
kind of a reputation.

We build fifty years of successful Machine Tool

H BERTRAM U

MACHINE TooLS

And back them up with a reputation won by half a century
of business integrity and fair dealing.

Locomotive and Car Shop Equipment
Structural Shop Equipment
General Machine Shop Equipment

DUNDAS, ONTARIO

MONTREAL — WINNIPEG — VANCOUVER

Let us figure on your requirements
” The John Bertram & Sons Co., Ltd
Q
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The Secret of
-
Flaky Pie Crust
It’s In our Recipe Book—with a lot
of other recipes for making good Pies.
But—we’re going to tell you right
here how always to have the top
crust fine and flaky—and how to have
the under crust justright, even when
using fresh fruit,
Just use part
instead of all wheat flour. Try it,
and prove it. :
B e o7 DEMEONS b MURRAY-KAY’S NEW CATALOGUE, Ne. 19L.,
ocer’s, and write to our Montreal is ready for Mailing
fice for copy of our new recipe ™An important section of this book is devoted to fine {llustrations
book. "Dcsserts and Candies’ that of thv{nvwwt fashions in Women's Suits Coata, Drosses, Milll
tells how. nery, Furs, ete., and most rva-"mn)-ln’gnm- are quoted,
. [r.‘:.:i'::'r.l;;‘.}(.’-.:‘?,’.‘(‘]‘ﬁ:‘("{;:‘1']:»;1;:‘ Office on every garment {llus
TIIE c‘m‘ STIHCH Gﬂ. llllTED ( Write for a copy now. The edition is limited and the
MONTREAL, CARDINAL, s demand is great.
BRANTFORD, 218 _FORT WILLIAM. MURRAY-KAY LIMITED
17 to 31 King St. E. - Toronto, Ont.
reaaveasawml i -
The Washing d
g 3
=z

before the day’s begun

The washing is done and out on the line before the day gets
The Maxwell ‘“Home" Washer saves such a lot of time.
Washing and clean-

started.
Just 10 minutes for a big tubful of clothes,
ing thoroughly. No rubbing and scrub-
bing. The Maxwell does. all the hard
work. ‘0w'll feel fresh and bright —
ready for ironing the same day.

%_/
‘ HOME WASHER”

Makes wash days easy. Insist on seeing
the Maxwell “Home” Washer
at your dealers.

3303 es
T

-l

MAXWELLS LimITED | | \
ST MARYS OnvamiO /
Y 1l

Write to-day and we will send you
free this interesting booklet *If John
had to do the washing.
MAXWELLS LIMITED
Dept. G., 8t. Mary's, Ontario
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For Over a Quarter of a Century
A Household Remedy through-
out Canada. 2

tumbler of Teg@

W -

R o ~
P T nroas ARUD SN,

THIS SALINE
BY THE ADDITION OF WATER
FORMS AN INVIGORATING &
REFRESHING BEVERAGE PAR
TICULARLY RECOMMENDED TO
TRAVELLERS IN HOT CLIMATES

A SLUGGISH WVER SHOULD
EVER BE WVITHOUTIT

AT O e me s i by %
c'!;mfmou :x/d:po// rthe >
PRICE €0 :{PER BOTTLE"

ABBEY EFFERVESCENT SALT
c MPANY
MO NT CANVARL

omp
w2 RED S

Made Iin the Company’s own
Laboratories in Montreal,

VERTISER

A TREAT
INDEED

@’mi i @o‘
SPECIAL PALE DRY

GINGER
ALE

Other 0’'Keefe beverages:

Belfast Style Ginger Ale,
Ginger Beer,
Cola,
Sarsaparilla,
Lemon Sour,
Cream Soda,
Lemonade,
Orangeade,
Special Soda

Order a
case from

your
dealer.

0'KEEFE'S
TORONTO
515
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Did Your Lunch
Digest Properly?
Try Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets After

Meals and Never Fear to Eat
Anything You Like.

’ru( -
* A Good Meal Well Digested”’ is One Way
of Saying *‘ Stuart's Dyspepsia Tablets .

Send for Free Trial PacKage.

It is remarkable in effect that so small a factor as a Stuart’s
Dyspepsia Tablet takes care of a whole meal. It plainly shows how
little is required to keep the stomach in good order, provided that little
is exactly what the stomach must have. There are food experts who
say we may exist on three prunes and a hard eracker for breakfast, but
who cares to substitute the toothsome sausage or the appetizing bacon
and eggs for a prune?

Once you learn the remarkable action of Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tab-
lets in digesting food, preventing and overcoming gassiness, heartburn,
sour risings, lump in your throat, gagging and the other distresses of
indigestion you will eat what you want at any time without the slightest
distress. Get a 50 cent box at any drug store and be safe against the
trials and perils of dyspepsia. Send for a free trial package as a test,
The coupon below will bring it.

Free Trial Coupon

F. A. Stuart Co., 228 Stuart Building, Marshall, Mich., send me at once a free
trial package of Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets,
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THE NEW BIG FLAT BOX

Ganongs Gjouring Specia

An Auortr_nent of Chocolate Covered—Brazil Nuts, Burnt Almonds,
Nougatines, Milk Chocolates, Almontinos and Maple Walnuts

C:’[anogg’s Chocolates

OU pay more for an
Underwood, as you do
for the best in any other
line. Ultimately, however,
it is the cheapest. It costs

more to buy, but less to use.

And there are many special Underwoods for special accounting and re-
cording purposes. The illustration shows the Underwood Condensed
Billing I'ypewriter. This machine will save its cost several times a year.

United Typewriter Company, Limited
Underwood Building, 135 Victoria Street, Toronto

AND IN ALL OTHER CANADIAN CITIES




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

S
R R

! o EBLL pct § o e s 6"
#=, 1847 ROGERS BROS. |
1 I\  ‘Silver Plate that Wears™ {

[ 2 B | f
| ( /j\ :}’ ]% The beautiful Old Colony pattern is shown in |
\\; W7 /] this chest, Surprisingly low in cost are some

\-—- Vo these chests, being priced according to the
| N\ 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, CANADA
MerimoeN, Coxn NEw YOork Cmicaco SAN Fraxamsoo

/orld's Largest Makers of Stething Silver and
e
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DUNLOP TIRES

SOLD HERE
“TRACTION TREAD" =
“SPECIAL"

And yet this Traction Tread Tire, which has “caught on’’
in New York City, and other parts of the United States, is
identically the same tire which we have been offering to

Canadians since 1911.

It is Undoubtedly the World's Greatest Anti-Skid.

MAGAZINE

““T'ake Notice :

New Yorkers have |
been Captured—by §
the ' Tractions!””

~ Handy Andy.

Also makers of Dunlop “Special.”
DUNLOP TIRE & RUBBER GOODS CO’Y LIMITED

Head Office and Factories, TORONTO. Branches : Victoria, Vancouver, Edmonton, Calgary,

Saskatoon, Regina, Winnipeg, London, Hamilton, Toromto, Ottawa, Montreal,
St. John, N.B., Halifax.

Mabkers of High-grade Tires for Automobiles, Motor Trucks,
Carriages, and High-grade Rubber Belting, Packing,; Hose, Heels, Mats,
Horse Shoe Pads, Tiling, and General Rubber Specialities.

ADVERTISER

In New York
City alone 9 men
are employed
selling Canada-

made Dunlo
Traction_mg
s
Tires.

Think of it—
in a crtical city
likl:: New York,
where probabl
the most fastid)-'
ious motor owns
ers in the world
assemble, 9 men
as noted before.
are kept busy
doing nothing
else but selling
a tire made in

Canada — and
selling it at a
higher price than

the American
has to pay for
American-made
tires.

Motorcycles, Bicycles and
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Never Before

The four has the motor—now at
the height of its development—
which drives more automobiles
than any other motor of its
power ever designed.

Catalogue on request. Please Address Dept. 750.

Wnllys-Overland lelted, and ‘worke West Toronto, Ont.

i
” AT

Such Big Cars for so Little

The six has the very latest, most Order one today and enrich your
highly dc\'e]och six C)Imder en life and the lives of every mem-
bloc motor of 3540 horsepower ber of your family with the
with a lightning fast pick-up and freedom and wider activ ity made
truly remarkable flexibility. possible by such a car.
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New Prices August 1, 1916

The following prices for Ford cars will be
effective on and after August 1st, 1916

Chassis . . . . $45000
Runabout .. 47500
Touring Car . 49500
Coupelet . . 69500
Town Car . . 7800
Sedan . . . 89000

f.o.b. Ford, Ontario

These prices are positively guaranteed against any reduction before August
Ist, 1917, but there is no guarantee against an advance in price at any time.

Ford Mot or.Company of Canada
Limited
Ford, Ontario

assembly and Service Branches at St. John, N.B.; Montreal, Que.; Toronto,
Ont. ; London, Ont. ; Winnipeg, Man. ; Saskatoon, Sask. ; Calgary, Alta,;
and Vancouver, B.C.
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and the washing. And if you have a Pandora it will,

do so without taking off the lids or disturbing your cooking.

saving of coal for which the Pandora is famous.

M<Clarys Pandora Raxg

If you would like to know why the Pandora gives a lifetime ,
of perfect service, why it saves coal, why it saves time, Qo*'
send for a copy of our new illustrated booklet, “The &

Magic of the Pandora.” Use the coupon. &

7’
7’

London  Toronto  Montreal  Winnipeg  Vancouver Vo g “s’
St. John, N.B. Hamilton Calnry Saskatoon Edmonton ,/ $P’\h P’bx

On “wash-day” the range should take care of both the dinner

Set the boiler on the long way of the Pandora—-not on top, but
right down in the pot holes.” That leaves two of the hot front
holes free for cooking and at the same time keeps the boiler on
the boil. Should you have to add coal to the fire, you can

This is the sort of range every woman should have—one
that saves her time on busy days. It is almost as Important as the

7’
7
7

» 3
M<Clary’s < S
: : ’ P v o

/]
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“sticecilia:

The unquestioned superiority of the CECILIAN All Metal Climate Proof
Player Pianos is the result of 33 years of scientific labour by the cleverest
experts in the piano business.

The masterly workmanship in both construction and finish, combined withan in-
comparable beauty of tone, place these lovely instruments in a class by themselves.

The additional advantage that

** All Cecilian Upright Pianos are
CONVERTIBLE "

That is, it may be converted into Player Piano b& having the Player Action installed at any
future time, insures all purchasers ot these WORLD FAMOUS INSTRUMENTS against loss
by exchange, should they decide to have a Player Piano later, This one fact means a saving of at
least $150.0) on your investment, Write us for particulars and booklet or call at Canadian Head-

quarters and see and hear for yourself.

The CECILIAN COMPANY, Limited
420 Yonge Street, TORONTO
Canadian Factory, 1189 Bathurst St., Toronto

“JESTABLISHED 1883(__

9. »

l<_—__—'_______————::o;



ATLANTIC CITY,N.J.

UNIQUE FEATURES:

The vast Marble Exchange-

i I P e ORE eyt  {lanked with Flowers and

B - & the 3

THE LARGEST FIREPROOF  ERE[ER fb .y B R 5508  fountain o Fate Closter Garden,

RESORT HOTEL IN THE WORLD \ : e g i Resta#unt Sltlltitygarme]_ Grill

THE SPIRIT OF AMERICA - Rl RSl S artentet b ol o ‘%’é;:?‘u'i';u r‘»’.}'g

MAGNITUDE AND CHEERFULNESS : Lol e g6 A ’s&"raii‘fuﬂ“.nd
D.SIHHITE Prest. JWMOTT M. Qi el |2 ; the Ocean.

___NEW YORK CITY N. V. ATLANTIC CITY N. J.

If Coming To New Yor Galen Hall. ATLANTIO CITY, w3, —
Why Pay Excessive Hotel Rates? I T o Rt (s ARK HOTEL" ;

OI'an.ta‘\lwz:yu ready, alwaynl busy. Table Health & Pleasure Resort with

v St, and attendance unsurpassed, ineral Baths for

=" CLENDENING 371035+ the famous Mineral Ba ‘
Select, homelike, ieal. Suite

SOUTHERN_PINES N, C. . r;ehg Glelrsqﬂ m&neumﬁm
- all Months are beau-

Gl oo 5206 s per wive | HIGHLAND PINES INN || (6% Gl it
[ | 4o forBooklet H .. with map of city. | Weymouth Heights, Southern Pines, N. C. tulchrtakmq the :

Home of winter golf, 18 holes near Inn. < ) .
BOSTON MASS, Horseback riding. Tennis. Turkey and treatment-Hotel & ¥

Quall shooting. 700 ft. elevation. No snow. |

BOYLSTON ST. .| | Pure spring water, Best of everything,
HOTEL 098 PUBLIC GARDEN Cottages. *f;..,,,,,.l..w., Orchestra.  Write
@ THORNDIKE Creamer & Turner, Mgrs. Inn opens Dee, 1.

SEATTLE WASH.

ateivs trctors 1n e v ve oot | HOTEL BUTLER Brys

‘ont o BOSTONS-BEST-HOTELS/seap /e corcasaianr2)

Eapecially Svited to the Requirements  yie L
’ jof TOURISTS on account of its Pugsml ~i e
x ogation and Accessibility from Every - .
TR Pot, oana

infield Damon, Prop.” My o city. Featured in 10 FPAMOUS MAGAZINES Cafe without peer. Center of things. Taxi fare 25
More than 2,000,000 copies monthly. Rooms $1.00up; with bath 82 00up. Home comforts

Forms for Nov close September 29 to the traveler. A CHESHIRE MITCHELL. Mgr

— =

ATTLE CREEF

Write for Beau tjﬁfjlray '
THE BATTLE CREEK SANITARI ~BOX 109 BATTLE CREEK, MICH.

" [d A4} J|
X (| , [ BEHIND THE CURTAINS
S J : NEVER knew it was there! Of course
~ not! That's why it's so handy.
- ‘ Never in the way, because it can be

) folded up and tucked away out of
sight. The

< HETY TMTELITEDS

445 FOLDING TABLE

may be produced, at a moment's
Bl e notice, from under the sofa—behind
P — the portieres—anywhere. Light as a
10 EIII\ 3 feather and firm as a rock. Everyone
- - :vho sre’es one wants one. Your Furni-
ure Dealer has it, or will get it for
l;‘AD:ASI'Nf CﬁlN?D?'d Book = A:mk - T
‘Write TO- or illustrate -
let “ A " describing the various styles I:O L-D & 00, LIMITED.
and sizes of “Elite” and ‘“Peerless” ole Licenseces and Manufacturers

Folding Tables. It's FREE. London, Ont. 5-A
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CANADA

The Finest Hunting

Grounds in America

ARE CONVENIENTLY REACHED VIA

CANADIAN PACIFIC

Particulars from Canadian Pacific Agents or
W. B. HOWARD, District Passenger Agent, Toronto.
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“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RITE-HITE’ WARDROBE

TRUNKS

Every appointment
in its construction—
every convenience
in the making— — o
every point in the RS =l :
manufacture of the :

‘Rite-Hite' Ward-
robe Trunk is one

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

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

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

$332 to $90°

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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CR AND Highlands of Ontario, Canada
/
k) The Home of the Red

RAILWAL

yoiadDeer and the Moose

Open Seasons
Deer--November 1st to November 1 5th, inclusive.

Moose--November 1st to November 15th, in-
clusive. In some of the Northern Districts of
Ontario, including Timagami, the open season 1s
from November 1st to November 30th, inclusive.

Write for copy of “Playgrounds—The Haunts of Fish
and Game,” giving Game Laws, Hunting Regulations,
etc., to_J. Quinlan, Bonaventure Station, Montreal, Que-
bec, or C. E. Horning, Union Station, Toronto, Ontario.
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CANADIAN NORTHERN

ALL THE WAY between

Toronto =Vancouver

Via PORT ARTHUR, FORT WILLIAM, SASKATOON AND EDMONTON

Connections at Winnipeg Union Station for
Calgary, Prince Albert, Regina, Brandon,

and all important pointsin Western Canada and the Pacific Coast
LEAVE TORONTO 10.45 P.M.

Monday, Wednesday, Friday
ALL MODERN EQUIPMENT RELIABLE EXPRESS SERVICE

Through tickets to all points, and berth reservations
from Local Agent or write to General Passenger
Dept., 68 King St. East, Toronto, Ontario; Union
Station, Winnipeg, Man., or Montreal, Que.

For the Boys 'l Pleasant and remunerative.

Write us for liberal terms.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE
TORONTO = ONTARIO

and

Girls

To be clothed correctly is
of vital importance to your
children. Pure Wool wear
prevents chills and lays the
foundation of Health. Clothe
your Boys and Girls with
Jaeger throughout.

WANTED
Subscription Canvassers to
‘ work in your own locality.

LEEEEE

@ | D0G DiSEASES
Mailed FREE and How to Feed

to any address H. CLAY GI.OVER. V. S.
by the author. § 118 W. 31st Street N Y. U.S.A.

WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE
RY MURINE EYE REMED}

Combinations, vests, pants
and drawers, knitted suits,
sweaters, caps, gloves,
stockings, etc., etc.

A fully illustrated catalogue and Dr,
Jaeger's Health Culture will be sent free
on application to

w
DR. JAEGER Sanitary Woollen CO. Limited No Smsrtl:g—?eels Fine— Acts Quickly,
e 5 | Try it for Red, Weak, Watery Eyes and Gran-
Toronto Montreal Winnipeg ulated Byelids. Illustrated Book in each Pack-
: ; ; = | age. Murine is compounded by our Oculistg—
* Incorporated in England in 1883 with British capital | Dota’ Patent Medicine"—but used in sucoessful

) " Physicians' Practice for ma; I -
for the British Empire. 8 50 the pasiic .l;’d sohri‘,b’yel‘" Now dedi

lndﬁocP&Botﬂe. Murine Bye Saly l LA':«‘M‘J:

|
| 8
I Tubes, ¢ and nrlnoEyeBom:d;Oo..Chlugo
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The
Supremacy

of

Old
Dutch

1S
due
to

1®BLESgp
r-,’\:v\‘ﬁ‘ (rg
il :

—its superior quality

—insuring high efficiency
—economy

—no caustics, alkali —acids —
or ammonia

—nothing to redden or roughen
the hands

—cleansing power in every grain

MADE IN CANADA

—4—1




For the Cream of the Day

WO A. M.—inky dark—
that’s when Big Ben
startsthemilkman’sday.
_ Out of bed like a boy go-
ing fishing—nudges Big Ben
to a hush—takes up the tune
as he whistles to work.
You’ve heard that patter of
nimble feet—the clink of bottles
in the wire tray—the rattle of
boxes, of cans and ice—the giddap
—the wheels—the merry tune—
all unmindful of the world at sleep.
You’ve wondered.

Lasaie m, U.s. o,  Western Clock Co.

Try Big Ben yourself a little carlier. See
how gc'll bring you the cream of the day—
rich morning hours that start you right
and stretch out till night with minutes
aplenty for every task. And you'll take up
his tune and smile through the day.

You'll like Big Ben face to face. He's
seven inches tall, spunky, neighborly—
downright good all through. He rings two
ways—ten half-minute calls or steadily for
five minutes.

Big Ben is six times factory tested. At
your Dealer’s, £2.50 in the States, $3.00 in
Canada. Sent prepaid on receipt of price
if your Dealer doesn’t stock him.

Westclox folk build more than three million alarms
a year—and build them well. All wheels are assem-

bled by a special process —patented, of course.
Result—accuracy, less friction, long life.

Makers of Westclox

Other Westelox:  Baby Ben, Pocket Ben, America,

Bingo, Sleep-Meter, Lookoxt and ITronclad,
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It’s Better
To Change

From coffee to

POSTUM

Than to wish youlhad after Coffee

has done its work —

“There’s a Reason”

Instant Postum —made in the
cup with hot water —is a ‘soluble
form of the original Postum
Cereal. Both are delicious and
cost about the same per cup.

“A TOILET TREASURE

Without exception the
best and most popular
Toilet Perfume made

3 IN the Bath it is cooling

and reviving ; on the

A, Handkerchief and for

k1 general Toilet use it is

delightful ; after Shaving

it is simply the very bess
thing to use.

ey f Ask your Druggist for It
Accept no Substitute !

CONSULT THOSE WHO KNOW

#2 If you have any doubts as to the merits
of O-Cedar, ask your neighbor.

OGar

(Mape ix Canapa)

First removes
all dirt and
scum from fur-
niture, floors
and woodwork
and then puts
on a hard, dry,
lasting lustre.

It will lighten
your house- Pel
work, give bet- &
ter results and &
at small ex-
pense. Try a
bottle to-day.

From your dealer

25¢. to
$3.00

Channell Chemical Co., Ltd,, Toronto, Can.

The
Original
and

only

Genuine

Beware of
Imitations Sold
on the Merits

of

MINARD'S
LINIMENT

T M BEST PRINTING CO LIMITED, TORONT®




