Takakkaw Falls, Yoho Valley, near Field, B.C
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S atisﬁzction
Ivory Soap floats. This

alone makes it more de-
sirable than ordinary
soaps. But, in addition,
it is extraordinarily good
soap. IvorySoap excels in
every quality soap should
have to satisfy you.

IVORY SOAP 145 9934 PURE

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada
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A photograph n!'t‘hrnlmr Miller proving by aclual comparison
that the New Edison does faithfully reflect her voice,

B

A Faithful Reflection of Christine Miller

The clearest pool of water mirrors the image above it
no more faithfully than this marvelous instrument re-
flects the voices of its artists, So complete and perfect is
the Re-Creation that no human ear can detect a shade of
difference between the artist's performance and that of

NEW EDISON

“The Phonograph with a Seul”

Over two million people have attended our famous tone
tests in which living artists were pitting against the
instrument. And in not one instance has the New
Edison failed totmeet this searching test: definitely—
convincingly—conclusively.

A postcard brings our interesting literature, including
the musical magazine ‘‘Along Broadway."”

THOMAS A. EDISON, INC., Orange, N.],
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HOW TO BE A
GIANT IN ENERGY,
HEALTH and MIND

Unless your body, in every department, including the mind, is ble of :
standing abuse without distress, you have no real health, lf&'fz%, ;i?alu::.hd

mental power.
accident.

You have but negative health.
Real health and real success can only come through the posses.

You are well by mere

sion of the power to live and to succeed. The Swoboda character of health,
vitality and energy will enable you to enjoy conditions that now distress

you.

unique, new and wonderful discovery that furnishes th
and brain cells with a degree of energy that surpasses e

imagination.

By W. W. WASHBURN

tem of reconstruction and re-creating

the human organism—a system of
mental and physical development that has
already revolutionized the lives of men and
women all over the country. It has brought
them a new kind of health, strength,
energy, confidence and success. It has given
them such marvelous energy of mind and
body that they enjoy life so full, so in-
tense, so thoroughly worth while, that the
old life to which they were accustomed
seemed totally inferior in every respect.

THERE is a new and wonderful sys-

This new system, although it has already
resulted in the complete recovery of thou-
sands upon thousands of “extreme” cases,
is just as valuable to people who are satis-
fied with their health. It gives them an
entirely new idea of how truly healthy and
happy a human being can be—how over-
flowing with energy, dash and life. And it
is so thoroughly natural and simple that it
accomplishes seemingly impossible results
entirely without the use of drugs, medicines
or dieting, without weights, exercisers or
apparatus, without violent forms of exer-
cise, without massaging or e]ectrlgity or
cold baths or forced deep breathing—in

fact, this system does its revolutionizing
work without asking you to deo anything
you do not like, and neither does it ask you
to give up what you do like. And so won-
derful are its results that you begin to feel
renewed after the first five minutes,

How the Cells Govern Life

The body is composed of billions of eslls.
When illness or any other unnatural con-
dition prevails, we must look to the cells for
relief. When we lack energy and power
when we are listless, when we haven‘g'
smashing, driving power back of our
thoughts and actions, when we must foree
ourselves to meet our daily business and
social obligations, when we are sick or ail-
ing, or when, for any reason, we ape not
enjoying a fully healthy and happy life, it
is simply because certain cells are weak and
inactive or totally dead. And this ig trae
of ninety people out of every hundred even
among those who think they are wel) but
who are in reality missing half the I;lell-
ures of living. These facts and many others
were discovered by Alois P. Swoboda and
resulted in his marvelous new system of
cell-culture,



Re-Creating Human Beings
Swoboda has shown men and women in all parts
of the world and in all walks of life how to build
# keener brain, a more superb, energetic body,
stronger muscles, a more vigorous heart, a health-
jJer stomach, more active bowels, a better liver
and perfeet kidneys. He has times without num-

shown how to overcome general
Adebility, listnessness, lack of am-
pition, lack of vitality—how to re-
witalize, regenerate and restore
every part of the body to its nor-
mmal state—how to recuperate the
wital forees—creating a type of
ysical and mental super-efliciency
almost invariably results in
material benefits than you

ever before dreamed were possible

to you.

oboda is only one perfect ex-
ample of the Swoboda system. He
fairly radiates vitality, his whole
being pulsating with unusual life
and energy. And his mind is even
more alert and aetive than his
body; he is tireless. Visit him,
talk with him and you are impress-
od with the fact that you are in
the presence of a remarkable per-
ity, a superior product of the
Hwol System of body and per-
sonality building; Swoboda em-
bodies in his own super-developed
mind and body—in his wonderful

¢ correctness of his
m::d of the success of his
methods.

#woboda numbers among his pupils
, senators, congressmen, cab-

members, nmbu‘llw,don, gover-
nors, physicians an ministers—
'.'k'in:m’e'n as well as millionaires.

The Voice You Must Hear

“‘mih the Swoboda System is trifling in cost
men who ean afford the most expensive treat:
ments in the world are turning to it.

Put it is the voice of the masses, the voice of the

t army of plain, everyday people to which
you must listen—the voices that say: ‘‘I would
sever have believed it 1‘}mnible to gain so much
n so short a time.”” ““My capacity for both men-
tal and physieal exertion is increasing daily.’’

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER ]

‘I feel like a new person.’’ ““Your system has
cured me of constipation of 20 years’ standing.’’
‘“I feel much better than I have felt for seven
or cight vears.”” “‘I am beginning to forget that
I have a body composed of so many organs, each
of which used to force its presence on my ¢on-
sciousness in a very unpleasant manner at times.’’
““I am 80 years old. After the lessons I feel
like a young man.”’ “‘I feel to-day
200 per cent. better than I did six
A\ weeks ago.’’ “‘I never was better
in my life than I am to-day.’’ ‘I
have grown within a few months
from a weakling to an unusually
strong man.’’

These are but a few of the heart-
felt words of sincere appreeciation
sent to Swoboda by his grateful
pupils. To print all the letters he
has received would fill a book of a
thousand or more pages. From
those shown (the writers’ names
will be sent on request) you will
realize that there is a great deal
for you in the Swoboda System of
cell-culture,

A Startling
Book Free

No matter how well you feel, no
matter how successful you are,
Swoboda has written a wonderful
book that you should read—a book
that shows how you can become ten
times as healthy, ten times as full
of energy and vitality, ten times as
capable of enjoying life to the full
as you’ve ever been before. Until
vou read this book and learn what
Swoboda has done for others you
can never know the possibilities of
life that you are missing.

-

Tear out the coupon on this page, write your
name and address on it or write a letter or even
a postal card and mail to Alois P. Swoboda, 2100
Berkeley Bldg., New York. Even if you gain
but one suggestion out of the 60 pages of
Swoboda’s book, you will have been repaid a
thousandfold for having read it. By all means
do not delay, do not say ‘‘I'll do it later,”’ but
send the coupon or a letter or postal now, while
the matter is on your mind. Remember, the book
is absolutely free—there is no charge or obliga-
tion now or later. Write NOW,

’.f

Name

= Address A

Please send me FREE this copyrighted book.

Province

Mail to ALOIS P. SWOBODA, 2100 Berkeley Bldg. New York, N.Y.
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Tea Ball Process

IN ACTION “BEAUTIFULLY SIMPLE"
«X " INAPPEARANCE “SIMPLY

BEAUTIFUL"

el N ORY Y

Tea made in the Standard Tea
Ball Pot is always good and fresh,
No stewed or bitter tea: no tea
leaves in cup. Cleanliness of
Tea Pot is assured, and re-
member the last cup is as
palatable as the first,

Ask your Jeweller to show
you this Tea Ball Polt or write
us for illustrated pamphliel.

STANDARD SILVER CO. of
TORONTO, Limited

Manufacturers
of the highest quality of Silver Plate

TR chn i LR g e
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“fondon Glove Company

N

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND.
The Great Specialists in

GLOVES,
HOSIERY,
and UNDERWEAR

An unrivalled variety in stock
- Y =

EXTREMELY MODERATE PRICES

Three Hose Specialities

)

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

Ontario Publishing Co.

Limited
200-206 Adelaide Street, West
Toronto

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

Ontario Publishing Co.

Limited
200-206 Adelaide Street, West,
Toronto

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 & Waterproo fs

itt. , iacludi st , by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE C0O
Giee::l la’:i:‘o;f“::-el.] [I.noidr;:, ahg:gland. Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steame uPANY‘

sasrss  The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, Englang.
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GENTLEMEN’'S SPRING SUITINGS
OF “OLD COUNTRY” QUALITY AND RELIABILITY

You will realize the full significance of the description “Old Country"” in connection with
Gentlemen's Suitings when you examine the excellent range of samples which EGERTON
BURNETT LTD, will be pleased to send for your inspec-
tion, on request,

Their excellent quality, skilfully blended colourings, refined
styles and weaves, and sterling wearing properties are
distinctive characteristics which have won for them a
promifient position in the markets of the world—a reputa-
By Appointment to tion which.a personal test would enable you to comirm Many Royal
H. M. the Queen and appreciate. Appointments

SAMPLES MAILED TO ANY ADDRESS IN THE DOMINION, POST PAID, ON REQUEST

EGERTON BURNETT’S EGERTON BURNETT'S
“Royal” Serges “Royal” Navy Blue Serges

'] 2 .
B e satis huaiey, sippied in are expecially note-worthy because
» large variety of makes and of the permanent character of their
weights suitable for Ladies’, Gen- colour —unun:l;x'ﬂnnlfeulurr which
tlemen's and Children’'s wear at enhances their value and ensures a
seos from 96 cts, per yard, double lasting fresh appearance. Highly
commendable Fabrics for business

width, in Black, Navy Blue, Grey,
Cream, and Fancy Colours. or every-day school o slraet wear

THE HALL-MARK

_ﬁgé&on:ﬁhnné&b

Hoyal €[t

OF INTRINSIC WORTH

Made-to-Measure Tailoring a Specialty

Ladies and Gentlemen in may parts of the
Dominion order their Suits, Costumes and
other garments from EGERTON BURNETT,
LTD. wtth full confidence in their ability to
give satisfaction in fit and workmanship.
Their world-wide reputation of nearly 50
years' standing engenders this confidence and
the results achieved justify it.

READ THIS VOLUNTARY TESTIMONY

D. McC. Esq., wrote:—**Your suits give the

best wear and sati faction of ny I ever had."

Keremeos, B. C.

A. E. F. Esq., wrote:—*The suits have all

arrived safely and give every satisfact on.’

ZToronto, Canada

H. L. Esq., wrote:—*‘Received suit O.K. and

am weil pleased with it." Kincaid, Sask.,

G. R. F. Esq., wrote:—"** Many thanks for suil

which I received safely a few days ago. Siyle
and Fit is all that could be desired”

James Bay, Ont., Canada.

E.B. Ltd. will supply Ladies and Gentlemen with any

quantity of material should they prefer to employ their
own private tailor or dressmaker.

NEW SPRING SAMPLES

consisting of a choice variety of high-class Fabrics tor
Ladies’, Gentlemen's and Children's wear, 'lmloring

Ladies’ Costumes made-to-
measure as illustration (or
in other styles.) in a choice
variety of New Spring Fab-
rics, from $16.05. Also in
anent colour ‘' Royal”

avy Serges, from $16.55.

Styles, and Measurement Blanks, mailed to any address,
post paid, on request.

Address :

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

Gentlemen's Suits made-to-
!Ilelsbure ai illustration (or
in other styles), in superior
vality “Old Country”
weeds, Suitings, W orsteds,
av;‘d pTr\(nancnl colour
“Royal Navy Serges, >
$14.00, & from

e ——
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Shall we Nationalize our Railways?

This is a question of inereasing importance to all Canadians, especially
new that the people practically own two transcontinental lines, The subjeet
will be discussed in The Canadian for March by E. B. Biggar., who is
acknowledged as an authority on the railway situation in Canada. He is
the author of “The Canadian Railway Problem”, “Reciprocity”, and sey-
eral other volumes treating of economice problems of the Dominion.

THE GRIM ADVENTURE
By HALLIWELL SUTCLIFFE,
This is the third in the series of great short stories by great present-

day writers. A better hero of the highway than Dick Turpin is here por-
trayed in a tale of absorbing interest. ;

TOM THOMSON: PAINTER OF THE NORTH
By A. B. MacCaLLuM.

“With the tragic death of this artist in July last there disappeared
from Canadian art a unique personality. His short and meteorie career,
the daring handling and unusual subjeets of his pictures, and the life he
led set Tom Thomson apart. Living in the woods and avoiding the haunts
of artists, he was to the public an object of mysterious interest. He lived
his own life, did his work in his own way, and died in the land of his dear-
est visions.” The article is beautifully illustrated.

Other articles of exceptional interest, including “After Three Years”.
by Lacey Amy, a review by one whose series of articles, “England in Arms”,
have been read with great interest and profit during the last year.

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

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE
200-206 Adelaide St. W., Toronto’
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WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

: YL® THE
MAE%@%G INK

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

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN LTp. 7&2$58RIEST. ENGLAND

—
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Universal
News Service

The Christian Science
Monitor through its world-
wide news gathering service
records daily the constructive
development of the human
race. It publishes in detail
the most significant happen-
ings of world politics. Itan-
alyzes, classifies, and inter-
pretsworld events editorially
from an international view
point. Its governing purpose
in this period is to establish
a better understanding be-
tween the progressive ele-
mentsinthe human affairs not
only in America, but through-
out the world.

The Christian Science
Monitor is on general sale
throughout theworld at news
stands, hotels and Christian
Science reading-rooms at 3¢
a copy. A monthly trial sub-
scription by mail anywhere
in the world for 75c, a sample
copy on request.

THE CHRISTIAN SCIENCE
PUBLISHING SOCIETY

BOSTON U. S. A,

I
E“
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IT was not known to us that

swollen veins until a few years ago.
Then we did not find this out for ourselves.
The discovery was made by an old gentleman
who had suffered with swollen veins for
nearly fifty years. He had made many unsuc-
Absorbine, Jr., knowing its value in reducing
swellings, aches, pains and soreness.
Absorbine, Jr., relieved him,

He told us that after he had applied
legs were as smooth as when he was a boy
: and all the pain and soreness had ceased,

Thousands have since used this antiseptic
liniment for this purpose with remarkably

good results,

Absorbine, Jr., is made of oils and extracts

from pure herbs, and when rubbed upon the
= skin is quickly taken up (absorbed) by the
= pores; the blood circulation in surrounding
= parts is thereby stimulated and healing
= helped.

Absorbine, Jr., leaves no_residue, the odor is pleasing
and the immediate effect soothing and cooling.
Though absolutely harmless to
human tissues, Absorbine, Jr.,
is a powerful germicide, being
very valuable in cleansing cuts,
scratches, burns and other skin
breaks liable to infection.

For muscle soreness, aches,
pains, strains, sprains, stiff.
ness and all accidental hurts,
A ine, Jr , is the remedy to
have always at hand and ready
for instant use.

$1.25 a Bottle

Absorbine.Jf
at druggists or postpaid

will be sent to your
address on receipt of
10c in stamps. Send
for trial bottle or pro-
cure regular size from
your druggist to-day.

W. F. YOUNG, P. D. F.
187 Lymans Bldg. Montreal, Can.

Absorbine, Jr., would relieve =

cessful efforts to.get relief and finally tried &

Absorbine, Jr., regularly for a few weeks his =

A Liberal Trial Bottle |

9
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ST, MARGARET’S COLLEGE

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

Founded by the late George Dickson, M. A., tormer Princioal of Upper Canada College, and Mes. Dickson
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work
Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Bdl:

Hockey, Swimming Bath.
Write for Prospectus

MRS, GEORGE DICKSON, MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,
President. Principal.

Head Muster: Successcs 1917

Istand aces nee
C. 5. Fosbery, M.A. B '".E'.ﬁ',,.o,f_"‘",".”
Passes Entrance R.M.C,

Entrance Royal Canadian

Preparatory, ; Navy.  Four Matriculs.
Junior and Senior

ons McGill.

Physical Training* M
D.’.m.n..' Training, Swimming. R.l:‘;:.

Tennis Courts, Riding, Draw
ing. Musiec.

The Royal Military College

I# of Canada

THERE are few national lllsututlons of more value and interest to the country than the
Royal Military College of @anada. Notwithstanding this, its object and work it in
accomplishing are not sufficiently understood by the general public.

The College is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of iving
instruction in all branches of militury service to cadets and officers of the Canadian )fmu.
In fact, it corresponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst.

The Commandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial
Army, lent for the purpose, and there is in addition a complete staff of professors for the
civil subjects which form such an important part of the College course. Medical attendance
is also provided. ;

Whilst the College is organized on a strictly military basis, the Cadets receive a prac.
tical and scientific training in subjects essential to a sound modern education.

The course includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveym.
Physics, Chemistry, French and English. »

The strict discipline maintained at the College is one of the most valuable features of
the course, and, in addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, drill and outdoor exercises
of all klnds. ensures health and excellent physical condi-ion. =

Commissions 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 by the Regulation
of the Law Society of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree.

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

The total cost of the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, and an
extras, is about $800.

The annual competitive examination for admission to the College takes place in May of
each year at the headquarters of the several military districts.

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

e made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont., or to the Com-

tion should a
mandant, Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont.

—
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Besidential and Day School for Girls

New Complete Buildings erected 1915, Healthy situation—

seven acres playing fields. Courses — Kindergarten to

Matriculation. HOUSEHOLD SCIENCE-MUSIC—ART.
President : THE LORD BISHOP OF TORONTO,

Principal : MISS WALSH, M. A. (Dubdlin), Head Mistress Juntor School:
MISS A, M. V. ROSSETER, (National Froebel Union) Late of Cheltenham
Ladiew’ College. For Calendar apply to the Dursar,

0

LTI I

St. Andrew’s College  worono

A CANADIAN SCHOOL FOR BOYS
UPPER AND LOWER SCHOOLS

Careful Oversight Thorough Instruction Large Playing Fields
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., LL.D.
Calendar sent on application Headmaster

The MDargaret Eaton School of Literature and Exprcesicn

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

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

Send for Calendar
Founded 1829 by SIR JOHN COLBORNE, Governor of Upper Canada
UPPER A BOARDING SCHOOL FOR BOYS
AUTUMN TERM BEGINS THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER [3th, at 10 a.m.
A N A DA Boarders Return on the |2th
Courses for Univetsity, Royal Military College and Budiness. Senior and Preparatory
o L LEG E Schools in scparate buildings with full equipment, Large grourds in suburban district
ONTO Detached infirmary, with resident nurse, Sunmer canp at Lake Timagami ¢ vdn‘u;l"‘\
he Physical Instructor of the College.  Scheol Calendar, co ptainiog 1ull particulars, will e
TOR furnished on application. ARNOLD {N’Rl'll\ . Bursar

" ASHBURY COLLEGE Rockcliffe Park, Ottawa

RESIDENT SCHOOL FCR EOYS

Beautiful situation. Modern Fireproof Buildings. Ten acies playing-felds.
R. M. C. Entrance 1916, six candidates passcd.

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

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, QNT. A *esioeatiar scuoc

Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto.

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

Y cung children also received. é &

Fine location. Outdoor games and physical trainirg. > .

T be Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, whe fer
pwelve years taug bt in the School with marked success.

Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.

For terms sud particalars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARCE, orte THE SISTERS OF ST. JCEN THE DIVINE, Majer 81., 1CFCMIC

13 V 99 Private Residential School for Girls
Barrie, Ont.
4 Actes of Grounds. Lake View

P Matriculation, Singing, Music,

Healthiest district i Canad
Summer and winter sports. M;j S | Miss E. J.
e Shopoﬁ".p 1ss E. M, Elgood, Miss E. J.

FOR PROSPECTUS ApPpLy TO THE PRINCIPALS

\

Limited numbers; Scholarshi
Art, Conversational French.
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DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL SERVICE.
ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA.

Cadets into this College are held at the exam-

ination centres of the Civil Service Commis-
sion in May each year, successful candidates Jjoining
the College on or about the 1st August following the
examination,

ANNUAL examinations for entry of Naval

Applications for entry are received up to the 15th
April by the Secretary, Civil Service Eomminion.
Ottawa, from whom blank entry forms can
obtained.

Candidates for examination must have passed thei”
fourteenth birthday, and not reached their sixteenth
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THE GOLD-FISH BOWL

By Marion Long

One of the Canadian Paintings exhibited a
the Canadian Nattonal Exhibition



THE
CANADIAN MAGAZINE

Vou L

TORONTO, FEBRUARY, 1918

No. 4

The Gods of this MC\v Era

BY THE REVEREND LORNE PIERCE

CRISIS in the history
! of Christianity has
been reached and this
erisis ean only be met
N, by considering the es-
sence of Christianity as
well as by seeking to fathom the
spirit of the age. In what sense is
the age still Christian? Is there a
modern Christianity which is still
germane to our very thinking and
living? Christianity must be regard-
ed not simply as an ideal, but as
giving humanity a new'hge. : In the
eighteenth century C_Jhrxstmmty was
relegated to the chill and starless
precinet of rationalism. The nine-
teenth century exchanged_ p§ychol-
ogy for logie, and Christianity be-
eame submerged in subjectivism.
Then a Toland and a Tindal tore
from it the vestments of mys-
tery, while a Strauss and Feuerbach
reduced it to experience. Lessing
stereotyped it into a formalism.
Schlegel and Novalis transforn_led it
into a thing of slobbering sentiment
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and neurotic imagination. Roussean
made the ““Via Crux’’ a highway to
a new state, while Tolstol saw in the
“Yet spake He not a word’’ the
dawn of a new society established
on extreme pacifism. From this it
may be said, without fear of denial,
that Christianity is not simply a
theological piéce de risistance, but
a way and a life. The culmina-
tion of Christianity is not in any
system however splendid, nor in any
creed however perfect or universal-
ly subseribed to, but in the person-
ality of Him who said ‘‘Learn of
me”. This was in the mind of Pet-
rarch when he said: ‘I am some-
times a Platonist, sometimes a Peri-
patetic, sometimes neither one nor
the other, but at all times I am a
Christian”.

There are few more interesting or
fruitful studies at the present time
than an examination of the present
spirit of religious thought, for as age
differs from age in time so also does
it vary in significance. Aristotle’s
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“‘political animal’’ has now become
a social spirit. What was onece
“law” is now “right”. The -chisel
of Phidias sculpted the very spirit
of his age in the Pan-Athenaic pro-
cession on the frieze of the Par-
thenon, a spirit which may be defin-
ed in Aristotle’s own words, ‘‘energy
of contemplation”. Angelo among
the frescoes of the Sistine Chapel
painted men whose ‘‘souls were not
easily contained,”” men of restless-
ness, spontaneity and vehemence.
The artist heard a voice saying,
“Loose him and let him go!’”” What
was expressed by Angelo in marble
and in colours, was reinforced by the
trinmphs of Wagner’s musical geni-
us, has been restated by H. G. Wells,
spokesman for the present day, with
what might be called sheer exuber-
ance. In ‘““The New Machiavelli”’
he says that humanity is ‘‘some-
thing trying to exist. some-
thing stifled and enclosed struggling
to get through.” “Above the beast in
me is that. . the desire to know,
be better, to know beautifully, and
to transmit my knowledge.”” This
gospel of restlessness and struggle
he emphasizes again in “The Pas-
sionate Friends”. Life is “a prob-
lem to escape from grooves. L
For all of us, for each of us, salva-
tion is that. We have to get away
from ourselves to a greater thing, to
a greater desire and an unending
life, ours and yet not our own.”’
“We want to emancipate ourselves
from this slavery.”” There is a
“gpirit that demands freedom”. In
“First and Last Tthings,” he says:
“Out of it all,’”” all this restlessness
and struggle, “‘out of it all rises man,
beginning to perceive his larger self
S and a collective synthetie
purpose to inerease Power and rea-
lize Beauty.”” Thus we see that
Wells has done something more for
us than to inspire in us a restless
endeavour, he has painted a possible
road for our endeavours.

Wells denies that he is a Chris-
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tian, but in spite of that confession
he is Christian, and makes his reli-
gion justify the soul by giving a real
reason for man’s existence, his dig-
nity and destiny, and the unity, char-
acter and might of his spiritual life.
We are in an age of voleanic up-
heaval, yet he knows that Christian-
ity is a restless and cataclysmie
thing and is at home among catas.
trophies. From the crucifixion it
has been accompanied by earth-
quakes and uphedvals in religion
and ethies, in polities and philoso-
phies and creeds.

I.—Gop

The task which Christianity has
to acecomplish is that of self-realiza-
tion and world-overcoming. Wells
is, if nothing else, an insurgent, and
flavours everything with his gospel
of unrest and struggle. To acecom-
plish this self-realization and this
world-overcoming requires more
than human power. Therefore there
enters in the belief in God. So far
‘Wells is a Pragmatist, but he is more,
God is something more than a use-
ful hypothesis, He is the demand of
the soul when it seeks to affirm itself
and longs for salvation. To “over.
come the world”’ is a eumulative
effort. Time may be defined as the
opportunity for the progressive de-
velopment of a purpose. History
therefore makes possible the solu-
tion of a problem too great for the
isolated individual life. Vieweqd
from this point of observation, Oeei-
dent and Orient, ancient, medismval
and modern are one, for all chron.
ology becomes spiritualized, and the
guiding prineiple is not a theory
of evolution but a religious sense of
value. There is only one Name under
heaven anywhere given among men
whereby we must be saved.

Philosophy has been looking for
some conception of God which shal
satisfy the understanding and guide
the will. The God of Wells is the
desire and the despair of metq.
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physics and the idol of Christians
prayed to in secret yet denied in their
seminaries and councils. The God
of Wells is no invention to satisfy
any theory, but it does satisfy the
demand of the soul in its endeavour
to affirm itself as a spiritual being.
Better for ‘‘Endymion’’ than any
theory of mythology by Max Miiller,
and better too perfect love of a lov-
able God than perfect knowledge of
a theoretical deity. God is spirit,
even a struggling spirit, and here
worship and speculation unite. This
spirit is a person, a king. He has a
spiritnal kingdom, invisible yet real,
the goal of life, the ultimate aim of
God. The idea does no violence to
the absoluteness of God nor to the
freedom of man as an ethical subject.
The God of Wells is not the God
of the philosopher nor of the theo-
logian, but He is the God of th.e
people and of the soldier. God is
finite, not absolute, not an abstract
metaphysical unity, and above 3111
else a personality. He is not the vin-
dietive and fantastic Old Testament
figure, mor the In hoc signo of
wars. He is not a theory nor a mys-
tery protected b){ anathemas, not an
empty house, neither a magnificent
fetish, but a spirit and a person with
characteristics and an aim. There
enters here the idea of struggle and
restlessness which Wells borrowed
from the past, and to which he addgd
his own plus. God is spruggling in
a great and comprehensive war just
as we do. There is much evil in the
world, and yet there is so much real
and wonderful goodness, love, hero-
jsm and sacrifice that (?od must
somehow be coming .to His own in
the hearts of men. Will God triumph
and ‘‘overcome the world’? Will
the time come when,
All erimes shall cease and ancient fraud

shall fail

: t aloft her scale?
Returning futice m_."Mosda.h"——Pope.

God must, however, be moral, and
His struggle must be for moral ends.
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There must be a moral origin in
things, a formative prineiple in
things, a constitutional law of
things, a moral raison d’etre. God
has conferred upon man the dignity
of a free being, and therefore He had
to accept man with all that was in-
volved in his being such, including
the possibility that he would miscon-
strue and misconceive his own true
end and break the moral laws of the
universe. ‘‘He is our Captain and
to know Him is to have a direction
in our lives”. The tempest and the
earthquake are limited and there is
bound to be a progressive accom-
plishment of a plan and a ecul-
mination in the enthronement of
righteousness.

We are past the stage of asking
why God is omni-everything and
permits sin and suffering, injustice
and all the drab and dark in life.
God, to many people, is like the
sacred river Alph, His purposes
running

Through caverns measureless to man

Down to a sunless sea.—Kubla Khan.

Such a conception of God inevitably
ends in a midnight of despair.

It is just a place of cruel things. It is
all set with knives. It is full of disease
and accidents. As for God, there is either
no God or He is an idiot. He is a slobber-
ing idiot. He is like some idiot who pulls
o(g the wings of flies.—Mr. Brittling.

The idea of a struggling God is a
protest, not against God’s omnipo-
tence, but against His indifference,
Man wants a God who is with him in
all his struggle and agony. This
has been the burthen of man’s ery
down through the ages.

Long is one night,

Long are two nights,

But how shall I hold out three?
—Lament of Frey in Valha.

Father of heaven and earth! deliver Thou
Achaia’s host from darkness; clear the
skies;
Give day;
O, give us day!
" ZAjax, ““Tliad”",
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In this Wells seems to follow Tolstoi
who says — “Without father and
mother we may live, but without
God, never.” That whereby men
live is love, and where love is there
is God also, a God who knows and a
God who cares. God cannot be cold-
ly indifferent when so many of his
children are crying for sympathy
and love and a strong right arm to
help them in their struggles. We
may think in eternity, but we move
slowly through time, and painfully,
too, therefore we want a God who will
take His place with us in our
struggle.

From this it will be seen that God
i8 not a theory, but an experience.
He is not found in ereeds but in life,
and as such is the objeet of per-
petual discovery. ‘‘Religion is the
perpetual discovery of the Great
Thing out There.”’ “‘Life has either
got to be religious or else go to
pieces,  There is an immediate
sense of God which permits of no
doubt, therefore it is not a logical
proof of his existence that matters
but a realization of Him. Were
knowledge all thy faculty then God
must be ignored; love gains Him”
(Browning). Not all the lore of the
schools can compel a man to say, as
thousands of soldiers have learned
to say, ““I'll het my life that there is
a God”. With this in view Brittling
says, “Our sons have shown us God”.
God is everywhere and prayer is
real.

Ax;]d the whole circle of the heavens, for
A n:::sitive existence and a God.

—¢¢ Excursion’’—Wordsworth.
Thus we can have an experimental
proof of God, of a God who fights
with us, a God who is as ‘‘real as a
bayonet thrust or an embrace.”’ This
God not only fights with men, but He
also fights through men. God is the
“Invisible King”.

II.—Tae Cross

““Life and the world are fine, but
not as an abiding place; as an arena

—Yes, an arena gorgeously curtained
with sky and sea. . . but an
arena nevertheless which offers no
seats for idle speetators.”” (“New
Worlds for Old’’) The cross might
very well be taken as a symboi of
Wells’s whole idea of struggle. It is
the symbol of life, for life is the Via
Crux, and it is also the symbol of
vietory after struggle, or redemp-
tion. Redemption is gained only
through struggle. Sin and evil are
due to man, but God takes it upon
Himself as the moral governor and
creator the responsibility of the
strugele against it, and has entered
into this struggle in history in the
person of the perfect man Christ and
is able to subsume it under a final
good. This arena is not given over
to confused and aimless confliets of
individuals. All men are enlisted to
fight “‘for the duration of the war”’
against hate, cruelty, ignorance and
confusion in order that order, hean-
ty, justice and love may be enthron.
ed amang men in spite of blundering,
ignorance and indolence. God brings
mankind not peace but a sword. In
response to a call men have gone out
to do this work. There is sorrow
everywhere, and where there is sor-
row there is holy ground. Ang sor-
row has fulfilled its mission for it
has bathed the world in sympathy.
Therefore whatever name you may
use to characterize the going out of
these men—patriotism, adventure,
fatalism, out-of-work, or a call to vig.
lated justice and innocence, these
men are producing a divine result
in the world. “‘Our sons have shown
us God,”” ‘““He who works for sweet-
ness and light works to make the
will of God prevail.” (Arnold). We
look at the God-Man Christ and sur-
vey again the elements of His won.
derful character, and after all we
naturally expect of Him a great
undertaking. We trace the develop-
ment of the human spirit and again
and again we see that man has not
failed to perform deeds worthy of
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the “Invisible King”. The mind
which was in Him is also the pur-
pose, however feebly and imperfect-
ly expressed, of each of His children.
It is only by being brought into His
presence that a man becomes some-
thing. And everybody is predestin-
ed to His presence. ‘‘Once at least
in his life each man walks with
Christ to Emaus.”” (Wild) Every-
one has caught in some measure the
rage and vehemence of the Master’s
reseless soul.

“The finding of God is the begin-
ning of service.”” For Wells the Via
Crux begins there. It is the real and
only initiation. It is the moment of
repentence, otherwise a man would
not realise what he has done, or what
he has to do. ““The coming of God is
a change, an irradiation of the
mind.”” ““No one seeks conversion
by argument.’” Here again there
enters the doctrine of struggle. We
struggle to find God and God strug-
gles to find Himself in us. After the

eat discovery there comes the oath
of allegiance and a pledge to ser-
viee: ‘“Let us pledge ourselves to
gervice”. “And God waits for us,
for all of who have the quality to
reach Him.”” God cannot suecceed
in His struggle in the world unless
we pledge ourselves to struggle with
Hiny, for He must use our human

es and hands. Therefore nothing
but blindness of spirit can shut a
man off from God. With Him there
is no death, no indolence, insuffici-
ency, waste, disorder, no vice, be-
eause our motives have been incor-
porated into an undying purpose,
that works through a continually bet-
ter body of humanity. “When Thy
elear orders come, doubly attested by
manifest duty without, and the striv-
ing of latent powers within, then
may 1 have the courage which im-
plicitly obeys, counts no cost and
fears no foe and leaves results en-
tirely in Thy hands.” (Hyde). In the
Kingdom of God there is but ser-
vice alone. These lines from Rovert

-

283

Service seem to eatch up and present

the very gist of what Wells is trying

to teach.

So give me a strong right arm for a
wrong’s swift righting;

Stave of a song on my lips as my sword
is smiting;

Death in my boots, maybe, but fighting,
fighting.— “Song of the Soldier Born’’,

We’ll find ourselves or lose ourselves, some-
where in giddy old France,

We’ll know the zest of the fighter’s life;
the best that we have we’ll give,

Wg‘llt hunger and thirst; we’ll die—but
rs

We’ll live, by the gods, we'll live!

—“The Revelation’’,

The ecross is not the mere emblem
of the mode of the death of an up-
start peasant carpenter, fanatic and
blasphemer. To-day it gleams on the
spires of innumerable churches, rests
as an amulet upon the bosoms of
multitudes of believers, is worn on
the arm of ecrusaders and carved
upon the tombs of our sainted dead.
No princess is so lovely but she will
wear this emblem to enhance her
beauty, an emblem which has been
redeemed from ugliness to beauty
through a supreme sacrifice. Art has
idealized and wrought it into gold.
It has been placed on costly bindings
that ride to stately cathedrals in
luxurious carriages. It has been
placed on the spires of churches fill-
ed with contented and easy-going
people. The painter has exalted the
crucifixion. The composer has seiz-
ed upon the passion, weaving it into
stately oratories moving vast audi-
ences to tears. The cross has been
smothered with flowers. Wells has
redeemed it from the region of sen-
timent, and has exalted this un-
sightly beam as the emblem of ser-
vice and of redemption.

United England, Italy, Germany,
and the American States were bap-
tized, as the new world-republic is
being, in blood. The rain and the
snow fall and are raised up again
in the purple wine of the grape, and
drip in the golden juice of the
orange. The marble is raised from
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the quarry to become the polished
pillar of the cathedral or a ‘‘Pallas
Athena’’ under the magic chisel of
a Phidias. The secret of all this is
found in the life of Him who said,
““And I, if T be lifted up, will draw
all men unto me”. The life of indi-
vidual men, as well as of nations, can
only be exalted to this attractive life
by the way of the Cross, the way of

Flanders are thick with little home-
ly wooden crosses, emblems, not of
death and defeat, but of victorious
life and a ‘‘love that sought not its
own”. These men struggled with
God and they found the Cross. They
are redeemed, and their faith has
redeemed the world.

We shall not sleep the po pies blow

bleeding love.

The torn fields of In Flanders’ fields.

A PRAYER
By LOUISE C. GLASGOW

OR every heart that pain has rived
Throughout Thy widest world, O Lord
In Thine own time, in Thine own way,
Thou makest ever just award.
And for the sins that man has done,
Somewhere, somehow, he must atone.

]

Pain pours her liquid fire to-day,
And sears each heart unto its core.
Lord, is this due for debts we owe—
Mankind’s long, cumulative score ?
Or give we gold of virgin glint,
Red bullion, coinage for Thy mint?

Dear Lord, in simple faith we bow
Before the mystery of Thy face!
And this the only prayer we make:
That we be faithful to our race.
That down the long, unrolling years
They reap the fruitage of our tears.

If ye break faith with us who die,



Captivity

BY E. TEMPLE THURSTON

OU have seen those bird-
cages on the window-
sills of tenement build-
ings. Six inches by four

ity are some of them. On
’ — the narrow ledge they

stand, overlooking the grimy court,
where the fog gathers and the gloom
and smoke hang, heavy and lingering
in the dark corners.

A square patch of sky, streaked
with the belching of countless chim-
neys, is the heaven above them, a pave-
ment square where cats prowl at night
in their edrth beneath.

More often than not, in those cages,
upon the narrow perch that lies
across, there sits a lark. Seldom it
moves; seldom, often never, does it
ging. Yet sometimes, as though a sud-
den riot were racing through its blood,
it beats its wings in tragic fury

inst the unyielding bars, return-
ing at last upon its perch and cling-
ing there in motionless captivity. Its
es stare out with a glittering lustre
at that patch of sky; its wings hang
limply at its sides. It is in prison.

Nevertheless there are days when
even the curtains of smoke cannot shut
out the sun, and on those mornings
when the path of gold falls for an
hour across the patch of sky, the lark
will sing with thrilling notes, with
swelling feathers at its breast and
rustling wings, all trembling as it
feels the half-forgotten impetus of up-

- ward flight.

Then—and this well might be my
story—the owners of that captive in
its little cage gather about the win-

dow as it sings. With a spirit of won-
der—and none of them know the
meaning of that wonder or whence it
comes—they listen to the tumult and
the volume of its song.

“I gave half a dollar for that little
beggar,” says the man of the house,
and somewhere in him there is a feel-
ing that he bought something beyond
the computation of price.

“I wouldn’t sell that bird,” says the
woman of the house. “I wouldn’t sell
that bird for five bob.” And some-
where in her is a feeling that three
shillings is the extreme profit she
would be able to resist so long as the
grist were coming to their mill.

Both reckon it their dearest posses-
sion. Both at various times have said
its singing is as good as a day in the
country. Yet when opportunity arises
and they might have a real day in the
green fields, he stays late in bed, and
together they go to a public house in
the evening, counting out their min-
utes of freedom in an atmosphere of
smoke, of liquor and of human breath,
until the night time ecalls them home.

Yet something there is in the song
of that lark that stirs in answer a hid-
den song in them. But so far off is
it and so incoherent are its notes, that
never do they know the song it is. A
vague emotion, an intangible eager-
ness and desire just moves in them,
like a sleeper turning in his dreams.
Before they ean dwell upon it, it is
gone. Even the fading throb of emo-
tion that it leaves behind comes no
nearer to their conscious thoughts
than to make the man remark how
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much he paid for the little beggar,
or the woman to exclaim she would
not sell it for a profit that might well
be to her the ransom of a king. That
is as much as they know of the magie,
alchemical mystery which for an in-
stant in the wonder of the sun has
turned the very dross in them to gold.
Yet that song of the lark in its nar-
row cage on the window-sill of those
tenement buildings is only an echo of
its song those days when it rose above
the open fields to meet the dazzling
glory of the day break in the morning
sky. A travesty it is—a mockery—a
thing of tinsel that was once of gold.
Up in those dizzy heights of heaven
never had it heard its song. In the
spaces of that abundant blue, freedom
of flight, the mad ecstasy of beatnig
wings, drowned all the consciousness
of song. Notes trilled on its trembling
tongue and fell like the drops of water
In a tumbling stream; not because
they could, but because they must.
And then one day, the trap of the
snarer; a sudden door shut upon the
sky; the beating wings, the fierce re-
fusal to believe, the wondering know-
ledge of an unbreakable restraint.
For many weeks after the snaring
they were silent, those captive larks,
until one day the sun falls slantwise
into the tenement square. Then you
will hear a twittering of faint, grop-

ing notes as they feel in all the con- .

sciousness of prison for their song.
Well they know they are singing then
and what is left of memory makes the
effort vain indeed. Yet once having
uttered it, whenever the sun returns,
they will sing again. In time they do
not even stop in the presence of a
human being. In time again, they
will even sing because a human being
has come into the room.

Every human soul is in prison and
we all of us have our songs.

That is the story I have to tell.

He was deformed—a dwarf—gro-
tesque. As with all those suffering
from such deformity, his head was
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too large for his body. It not only
gave the impression”of a lack of bal-
ance to his diminutive figure, it was
actually unbalanced in effect. When
he was a child, he fell about easily, like
those little toy figures with weights
in their, feet which, with violent oseil-
lation will straighten themselves
again, This was what happened with
him. In some inconceivable fashion,
he could draw his legs together from
under him whenever he fell, so that
without seeing him get up, you sud-
denly realized he was standing on his
feet.

From a standing posture he conld
fall rigid and without effort to save
himself on the hardest floor, or slowly
he could sink down, stretching his
legs, one before him and one behind
him, until he seemed he must tear
himself in two. It was as simple mat-
ter to him to turn a somersault as to
seat himself in a chair. Indeed, it
seemed, if God had made him, it were
in an impish mood. In any other age
he would have been destined for
king’s jester at the court.

For with all his physieal contop-
tions he had a grotesque countenance
as well. There was a twitch rather
than a twinkle in his eye. It asked
for laughter and not from any wish
of his own, but inevitably, having no
relation to the soul of humour with
him. A spirit of humour there was
in that strange composition God had
given him, but abstract, rather than
conerete, subjective rather than ob-
Jjective. He seemed to know and even
appreciate in a sense, the comiegl
aspects in himself.

In the midst of those for whom he
did his tricks, his face would remain
as solemn as a judge, while the tears
of laughter would be rolling down
their cheeks. And the more they
laughed, the more something Wwithip
him urged him on to intensify theip
merriment. It grew into hig mind to
be a duty to make people langh, but g
duty in which there was no sense of
pleasure, but rather of imposition. In-
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deed, the more he did it, the more
conscious he became of his own gro-
tesqueness.

There was but one career for him—
the stage. When still a child, his par-
ents found him his first engagement
in a knockabout scene in a pantomime
and made such money out of it as re-
paid—so they told him—for the edu-
ecation his father had given him.

The performance itself had been a
straight-forward knockabout show. ITe
had turned his somersaults and jump-
ed through his trap-doors, earning ap-
plause, but no laughter. It was only
when he appeared to make his bow
before that vast boxing-night audi-
ence, that they suddenly appreciated
the quaintness of the figure that he
cut. And when he bowed, almost
touching his forehead on his toes—a
gimple enough matter for him, seeing
how little they were apart—suddenly
the whole house broke into a shout of
laughter. The sound of it urged in
him the sense of duty he had often
felt. He tripped over his own fect as
he walked off the stage and fell prone
upon the ground. Before the laugh-
ter at that had subsided, he had pick-
ed himself up again by that contor-
tioned straightening of his legs. Then
of a sudden he was upon his feet, and
for that last display of jointless de-
formity they called him back again
and yet again. There was a future
made for him.

“My boy,” said his father after-
wards, when they were alone. “There’s
no doubt about it. You’ve got your
gense of humour from me.”

Looking his father up and down,
his straight five-foot-ten, his placid
and expressionless face, he had re-
plied: “They have offered me a con-
tract for next year’s pantomime,” at
which his father raised his voice and
langhed aloud.

“What are you laughing at?” he
asked.

“Well, we used to worry about you,
your mother and I, when you stopped
growing so soon. It only shows you

how blessings come mostly in dis-
guise.”

He was silent the rest of the way
home, thinking—“That’s what I am—
a disguise.”

Disguise or not, it became evident
there was a career before him. By the
time he was of age, engagements were
to be had at every turn. Before he
was thirty he was making his fortune
and keeping his father and mother in
comfort with no strain upon his in-
come.

And he had learned by this the
secret of his success. All of it lay in
that contorted body, those deformed
limbs, that unnatural twitech in the
eye which only served to exaggerate
those abnormal proportions of the
head that sat upon his diminutive
shoulders. He had only to draw at-
tention to these eccentricities, to fall
flat upon the floor, to hit his face, as
he bowed, against his feet, to place a
foolish little bowler hat upon his head,
and enthusiasm was assured for him.

Many times he had tried to stim.u-
late applause by the agility he dis-
played in his tumbling acts alone, but
the true measure of success was never
accorded him then.

His calling in life was the display
of his own deformity. As such alone
it seemed he had reason of being. Yet
in the more sacred conscionsness of hig
mind he was as sensitive of these
physical abnormalities, as the tired
eyes are of light. Whenever he was
not at work he chose the quiet coun-
try in which to wander; shunned like
a neighbourhood where disease is
spread, the crowded city where he
worked. For if ever he took a meal
in a restaurant, and wherever he
walked in the streets, there were those
to recognize him, boys to ery out his
name, waiters to treat him with
humorous familiarity, to which, for
his reputation’s sake and that eternal-
ly urging sense of duty, he must re-
ply with humour in return.

But In country lanes and still mea-
dows, if there were a farm hand or a
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stray pedestrian to regard him with
amazement, it was tempered with re-
straint, softened with pity. In the
broad country there was nothing
funny in that dwarfish figure. It was
pathetic; it was crude; it was even
ugly. But not one he had met in
those surroundings had ever laughed.

And here it was in his wanderings,
hours of contemplation, of medita-
tion, of searching for meaning in a
world where there seemed nothing but
chaos and confusion, he found the
first faint notes of that song, the pos-
session of every soul in the prison of
that body which holds them in cap-
tivity.

The song was incoherent, vague, a
mere murmuring as when birds are
st.irring at daybreak; the faint recur-
ring memory of the nupward rush of
flight as comes to the lark in its ecap-
tivity. He heard it in wonder, fear-
ing to believe it was in himself, ap-
prehensive of losing it before ever he
knew it was his.

It was a day in spring. He had
taken his motor car in the early morn-
ing out of London into Kent; had
stopped his driver at the foot of the
hilly downs above the valley of the
Medway. It was before mid-day when
he set foot alone up the mil

The grass was erisp and short on
the chalky soil. Where the rabbits
had nibbled it, it was springy and
close like grass that grows by the
edges of the sea, and the rabbits had
nibbled it everywhere.

Over the erest of the hill the sky
was blue; the chalk pits were cliffs
of alabaster, more than hinting of the
sea. The green of the grass was wash-
ed to gray in that sunlight and
stretehed for miles and miles, broken
with blots of furze bushes whose green
was so dark it became a soft and edge-
less smudge of black.

There were little birds of whose
species he was utterly ignorant hop-
ping noiselessly and ceaselessly in the
stunted hawthorn bushes. There were
rabbits everywhere, pricking ears at
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his approach. Their fear and won-
der, their sudden flights and disap-
pearances into the earth were just the
same as if he had been as normal as
the most mortal of men. It may have
been this that first gave him con-
fidence ; this that first slipped the bolts
of that prison his soul dwelt in, and
brought the hint of freedom which is
the keynote of all song.

For there the sense of freedom was
all about him. Overhead in that
widthless dome of blue, a whole choir
of larks, invisible in the mist of light,
were pouring forth a thrilling musie
in the air.

He remained there all day, roam-
ing across the downs till evening and
it was time to return to his work. And
there in those hours he forgot his im-
prisonment; forgot the misshapen
thing he was; had, indeed, that vision
of himself as one day he devoutly ex-
pected to stand before God.

Everything was so beautiful about
him in the new freshness of that day
in spring, that he came at last, as he
wandered there on the silent hillside,
to feel there must be somewhere a
sense of beauty in him. To feel it
was to find it, touch it, and with its
realization he sat there in that hend
of the downs humming to himself in
an odd, cracked voice.

From that day a new need arose in
him; the need to express the beauty
he had found. Some there are ful.
filling it in their daily work. He could
not fulfil it in his. If this body is
the prison our souls dwell in, then
surely his work was forever hammer.
ing down secure the bars that bound
him in. Down that road there wag
no escape.

But he took a small cottage on the
Detling Hills, and furnished it aftep
a quaint fashion of his own, spending
his week-ends there and beginning to
make a collection of wild flowers. Aq]
of them he pressed in a large albh
learning one by one their character.-
istics, and in the beginning of the
book he wrote:
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“¢Wild flowers are the ladies of nature.
It is an honour to know them.’’

He did not regard this as senti-
ment, but as a truthful expression of
this sense of beauty he had discov-
ered. Some man better equipped than
he could have written a little poem
around that idea. He believed that
and spent many hours and countless
gheets of paper himself, but without
result.

It was soon after this he fell in love,
beside which the beauty of his wild
flowers and the stretch of the downs
from the cottage windows became as
distant as the farthest hills in the
midst of the horizon.

She had been one of those who had
laughed without restraint at the
quaintness of his drolleries on the
stage. She had met him with no sense
of repugnance; had liked the unas-
suming quietness of his manner; had
found something, not unaccountably
pathetic, in the dwarfish figure of his
and later confirmed that finding when
ghe visited his cottage in the Weald
of Kent, saw that album of wild flow-
~ ers and read his inscription within,

“The ladies of nature,” she had re-

ted. Looking at the page and look-
ing at her he had added, “It is an
honour to know them.”

Though his story is no way con-
cerned with her, it must be supposed
there was some sense of pity in the
matter. The advantage of the for-
tune he was making was never con-
seiously put in the balance. As a mat-
ter of fact, she never weighed her
motives at all. Possibty she dared not.
Whatever motives there were, she mar-
ried him, doing her best to make him
happy, and affording him such free-
‘dom from that prison he dwelt in as
brought him to the deepest and the
fullest of his song. ;

It is with no intended sense of
eruelty that sometimes those people
in tenement buildings take out their
captive larks into the country. 'I:o
give them an outing, they say.. It is
then they sing indeed. This it was

289

that love and marriage were to him.

The lark is brought back to the
tenement building again. That day
on the hillside becomes a memory in
the stimulus of which it sings until
the day of great deliverance,

So he was brought back. But this
it must be said, which it cannot be
said of all, he had learned his song.
There are some in their prisons who
never learn the song they have.

With time there arose in her a
sensitive consciousness of his deform-
ity. When she had ceased to laugh at
his drolleries she came to see only
what it was that had made him droll.
It became that she dared not go to
the theatre where he was performing.
The laughter of those who laughed as
once she had was vitriol thrown in
her face. It burned and inflamed her
skin.

At every turn in the streets de-
formities of the body seemed to meet
her eyes. The world seemed full of
hunchbacks, of eripples who dragged
themselves through life on ecrutches
and on wheels, of men with distorted
faces.

She turned and clung with relief
to the secret company of one whom
nature had neither disfigured nor
made a sport. Knowing the inevitable
issue, she could not make an end in
time, and one night, when her hus-
band was at his work, went with him
to the theatre, where, in the darkness,
their hands touched and she dared
not speak.

The curtain rang up on a substitute
for one of the turns. It had been a
friend of her husband’s whom she
knew well, and this no doubt was ae-
countable for what oceurred. It was
her husband who had taken his place.

She moved as though she would go
out, yet some impulse kept her to her
seat. The audience was in a tiresome
mood. They gave him little apprecia-
tion f.or all his tumbling tricks. Even
at this distance she could see he felt
the strain of his task. And then there
came to him the urging sense of his
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duty. Every trick he knew he em-
ployed to make them laugh. Out of
that deformity of his body he sought
the payment of their applause, and
won it in the end. But had he known
it he was distilling vitriol for them
to throw back in her eyes. She walked
out into the darkness of the streets,
blind to all sense of honour, justice,
pity of restraint, and when he return-
ed to his home that night there lay a
little letter she had written him on
the table in the hall.
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Almost he had forgot that prison
his soul had dwelt in, and then that
night, the trap of the snarer, the sud-
den door shut fast upon the sky—the
beating wings, the fierce, first, angry
refusal to believe, the slowly, won-
dering knowledge of unbreakable re-
straint.

He caught sight of himself in the
reflection of a mirror as he stood in
the hal. He took the letter and put
it away in the breast pocket of his
coat.

SEA WAR

By ARTHUR L. PHELPS

l AM ocean,

And when commotion
Stirs on my breast,

I smile;

They cruise and fight,

And then all the night

They seek their rest,

Sinking down mile after mile.

In my blue deeps
This Admiral sleeps;

He never hears
Ship’s bells;

These captains young
Have become sea-dung;
Through my cold years

I cast them amid my shells.




“Peole” Brown: Town Cricr

AN INCIDENT OF 1843

BY LAURA

N the early years of the
last century the fame of
Canada as a land of
freedom was widely
though secretly rumour-
ed among the planta-

tions of the Southern States.

Even before the beginning of the
eentury secret pathways for fugitive
glaves had been laid out through the
Northern States to the Canadian hor-
ders, and as the years passed and the
gentiment for abolition. deepened
among enlightened Amenc_ans these
eryptic roads became organized as an
underground railway.

Along these routes thousands of
negroes travelled into Ontario and
became industrious and loyal settlers
under the benign encouragement of
the Government of Upper Canada.
The friendly attitude of the Canadian
authorities towards fugitive slaves
was a matter of wonder and indigna-
tion to Mr. Clay, who in 1826 endea-
voured to make the fugitives extra-
ditable. In a despatch to London
that year he said: “They (the run-
away slaves) are generally the most
worthless of their class and far, there-
fore, from being an acquisition whlc.h
the British Government can be anxi-
ous to make.” y

Canadians, however, did not at any
time adopt this view, and the settle-
ment and welfare of the refugees was
made the business of seyer_al chari-
table and economic associations.

The town of Hamilton harboured
a large colony of Africans in the
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’forties, who lent a picturesque ele-
ment to colonial life by their char-
acteristic traits, their extravagance
of attire, their festivals and super-
stitions. Great Britain’s abolition of
slavery in August, 1833, was made
the occasion of an annual celebration.
They marched in procession, bril-
liantly and variously arrayed, and
held a pienie with all the attendant
features of feasting and gaiety.

My grandmother’s reminiscences of
this element in Canadian life begin
with the year 1842, when she took up
her residence in Hamilton. Tremen-
dous problems were agitating the
world. William Miller, an American
religious fanatie, had contributed to
the unrest of the times by predicting
the approaching end of the world.
By a laborious argument and Serip-
tural interpretation of such phrases as
“time, times and a half”, he ecalen.
lated that the “second coming™ would
take place some “time between the
equinoxes of the year 1843”, allowing
himself a good margin and the unre-
pentant prolonged anxiety by the un.
certainty as to the date. The period
at first assigned was between Marech
and September. Ignorance of the
cause of the equinoxes has from re-
mote ages attracted an oceult sig-
nificance to this semi-annual stunt of
the sun among benighted peoples.
Miller became an importunate voice
CTyIng in the ears of young optimistie
communities such as Hamilton, anq
the converts to the impending dissoln-
tion were numerous. Inevitably the



292

ready emotional nature of the Af-
ricans was captured by the prospect
of more freedom, more glory and
more noise. Coloured Methodists and
Baptists alike were swept by the
hopes excited by Miller of a material
and spectacular dénouement to earth-
ly life near at hand, and their
churches on Rebecea Street and Bay
Street became the nightly scenes of
ageravated religious revival.

One day a tall, stout, very pomp-
ous and very black negro called at
my grandmother’s house and in the
courtliest manner begged to leave
some Millerite literature for the la-
dies.

This was the beginning of her ac-
quaintance with Paola Brown, pro-
nounced by himself and popularly
known as “Pe-o-le”, with the accent
on the “o”—town ecrier and pretend-
er to scholarship. Finding in the
witty New England school ma’am a
kindly adviser and patroness, he made
a practice of calling at the house
thereafter and doing the chores.

“Peole” Brown was an endless talk-
er and childlike in his capacity for
fabrication and make-believe. Bred,
perhaps, by some planter possessed
of a library in the South, and given
a name of classical beauty in deris-
ion of his grotesqueness, he had been
trained as a house-servant and had
aped his master’s manners and ped-
antry. Absolutely uneducated, and
never attempting to acquire the ele-
ments of education, he adopted the
pose of a devout student. Knowing
only that knowledge and culture were
desirable things, he feigned their pos-
session. Destitute of most of the
things he perceived were valued by
others, he challenged attention by
ceaseless petty publicity. The post
of town crier and assistant to an auc-
tioneer suited his talents exactly. He
was always on exhibition, always in
the limelight. His vanity and affecta-
tion were as typical of his race as his
good nature and his volubility. It was

his supreme boast that he slept with

Cowper under his pillow! In his mo-
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ments of greatest verbosity on the
iniquity of the times, he was wont to
declare, “It’s wuss than the days of
Nero, it’s wuss than the days of
Cicero!” He made his home in the
cellar of the house on Hughson Street,
the upper floors of which were ocen-
pied by Hugh B. Wilson, a barrister,
Here he lived with a very black wo-
man, reputed to be his wife, and to
whom he invariably referred respect-
fully as an “English lady”. History
does not record whether or not she
took in washing, but she was not be-
hind Peole in assuming what she
deemed superiority, although her so-
cial ideal was different from his. Her
customary boast was that she liked
to wear all her “joolry” when she
went shopping, ‘““cause the eclerks
all’'us took more notice of you!”

Peole was employed as ecrier for
Oliver, the auctioneer, as well as town
crier. He had the characteristic Af-
rican voice, deep and sonorous, and
he loved to exercise it on every key
to the accompaniment of the big hand-
bell, which he rang loudly and un-
ceasingly as he paced before the low
wooden structure at the ecorner of
King and Hughson Streets on aune-
tion days, or when he ranged the
streets of the little town proclaiming
public notices. The art of the hill-
board was a later development in
civie life.

Peole’s announcements were of g
varied nature. He combined the fune-
tions of bill-board, sandwich-man and
advertising medium. He began his
ery with the phrase, “Oh, hear! Ok
hear!” and visibly swelled if he haé
an audience. His voice carried well
over the town limits. Never was g
creature better adapted for such g
career! His enjoyment of publiei
was evident and keen. He wore white
trousers and a white top hat when
thus engaged in warm weather, ang
a large military cape in the wintep.
time.

The supreme occasion of Peole’s
year was Emancipation Day, on the
first of August. Then he was mount.



“PEOLE” BROWN: TOWN CRIER 203

ed on a white horse and marshalled
and led the procession of his people,
bending to erack a joke with acquaint-
ances as he passed, for he affected
popularity. By a few Hamiltonians
he was considered simply a nuisance,
but the majority tolerated his eccen-
tricities and enjoyed his vanities.

To give substance to his pretensions
to scholarship he took to carrying a
slate and an old reader under his arm,
and nothing pleased him better than
to be asked how he was getting on at
his mythical school. Of course, he
was the butt of the sporting youths
of Hamilton. One evening they en-
gaged him to “lecture” in the old
Town Hall on James Street, and when
his compatriots had assembled, by
concerted action they extinguished
the candles and precipitated a panic.
This was too practical a joke for the
powers of Hamilton and for a time
publie disapproval of fun with Peole
held the wags in check. Then came
the gospel of the Millerites and the
Day of Doom, and gave them a field
for their activities elsewhere.

The summer of 1843 was an anxious
one for the credulous sinners. The
Millerite tabernacle on Main Street
was crowded daily and nightly by
those who came to scoff, as well as
those who came to pray. As no day
had been appointed for being “caught
up”, the excitement rose to frenzy as
the weeks passed. The Africans
bought new clothes and kept in per-
petual preparation for a _surprise
journey by wearing all their finery.

eole maintained a fairly level pace
at his chores, delivering his papers
and giving an occasional hour to my

dmother’s garden. He lingered,
gowever, to talk at her back porch of
“the coming of the Lo’d” and to ex-
press fear at the prospect of meeting
Moses and all the Prophets. He de-
termined to carry his bell and to wear
his military cape, as well as his white
trousers, to judgment—to appear, in
fact, in full character costume, slate,
book, and all—to the end an innocent

impostor.

All through the luminous summer
nights the hymns and prayers and
fanatical cries of the Millerites of
both colours resounded in the vacant
streets. Many resorted to the fields,
wearing their “ascension robes” of
white muslin, the material for which
was freely distributed.

The heart of the Scorpion glimmer-
ed red, as of old, in the southern
heavens, Areturus climbed, a ball of
gold, to the zenith and declined at
dawn into the azure west; and amid
the opalescent wreaths of the east
the planets, Jupiter and Saturn,
shone, as to-day, like silver lamps at
the gates of the morning. When the
golden sun appeared the Millerites
quietly dispersed, of a surety witness-
ing the “coming of the Lord” in that
daily miracle.

March, April, May, June, July had
passed thus eventfully, and August
was passing. The prophet admitted
his disappointment, but had not lost
faith. Finally he proclaimed that on
October eighteenth “the Lord would
leave the merey seat”, and on the
twenty-second of that month would
positively “appear visibly in the
clouds of heaven, when believers
would be taken”.

Curiously, the rising of the Plei-
ades was associated with this date,
following another ancient astronom-
ical superstition.

Excitement became intense among
the sect, and the activities of the un-
godly inereased in disturbing their
meetings with crackers, toy torpedoes
and refuse.

Unbelieving Hamilton retired as
usual on the fateful evening, and
trembling expectation choked the ut-
terances even of those who merely
watched.

At the early breakfast hour Mr,
David Galbraith dropped in to taste
my grandmother’s melons and drink
a glass of milk fresh from the cow.
The talk immediately reverted to the
prophetic programme,

“Is anybody taken?” gshe agked
eagerly.
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Mr. Galbraith was jovial. He smil-
ed.

“I’ve made inquiries everywhere,”
he said, “and only one person, old
Rose, the tobacconist, is missing!”

“Oh, dear,” sighed my grand-
mother, “so Peole has been left. How
disappointed he will be!”

Several years ago, shortly before
his death as almost a centenarian, I
recalled to David Galbraith’s memory
the matters I have above related and
his commentary on the “morning
after”. He was greatly amused. His
recollection extended to the ’fifties
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when Peole was still town erier and
bell-ringer, but bent, like an old tree,
and twisted by years of exposure and
the damp of his cellar.

“Peole Brown! I have not thought
of him in two generations,” he ex-
claimed. “An odd character. I re-
member hearing of his death in the
poorhouse—what year, I do not re-
collect.”

“A less spectacular mode of trans-
lation,” T said, “but, oh! what a lost
opportunity, for surely never has one
of God’s creatures better loved a
show.”

"E, )

2
\}
3978



STROLLING PLAYERS

By Vincenzo Irolli
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A General View of Uppingham Town

7L adould of PBritish Steel

BY ARTHUR G.

HERE can be few people
who are not familiar
with the saying popu-
larly aseribed to the
Iron Duke of Welling-
ton that, “the battle of
Waterloo was won on the playing
fields of Eton,” and, while it would
certainly be wide of the mark to as-
sert that the present war will be won
on the playing fields of the public
schools of England, it is still true
that, in every theatre where British
arms are represented, these schools
have lived up to their splendid tra-
ditions in providing fearless and cap-
able leaders and have counted it but
a little thing that their best blood
2297

PENNY

should be spilled like water in the
defence of the Empire which their
now shadowy ancestors created and
for the sake of those high principles
of justice and liberty by which their
forbears lived and died.

Closely as the sudden shock of a
common danger has welded the
hitherto loose-hanging links of Em-
pire and vastly as mutual sympathy
has grown with increased understand-
ing, there will still be not a little pre-
Judice and misconception to remove
when peace is restored before that
Empire can assume its destined life
and symmetry. It is my intention,
therefore, in the present article to
attempt a rough, hasty sketech of an
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The Head Master s House, Uppingham

institution typical of those venerable
moulds which from generation to
generation have turned out the law-

makers, the Empire-builders, the
scribes, and the high-priests of
Britain. Those Canadians who have

formed their impressions of English
public school life from the pages of
“Tom Brown’s School Days?” or
similar fiction have doubtless a con-
fused mental picture of belaboured
fags and brutal bullies, of blue-
blooded snobs and athletic idlers
which leads them to thank heaven
that their sons at any rate can en-
joy a democratic education of some
practical use in after life. It will be
not uninteresting for this reason to
compare this picture with the follow-
ing notes on Uppingham School for
the accuracy of which I ean vouch
since I was a callow offspring of that
Alma Mater—yesterday, I was about
to say but, alas for departed time, it
is now nearly twenty years ago.

Uppingham, then, is situated in a
small market- town of the same name
in the Midland County of Rutland'
which is the smallest in England.’
Here is some of the best hunting
‘country and some of the coldest
winter weather that the Old Country
affords. The school was founded in
the reign of Elizabeth by a philan-
thropist of the period along with one
in the neighbouring centre of Oak-
ham, so that the original building
which still stands beside its contempo.
raneous church has well overshot the
mark of its third century. . Both
equally endowed as grammar schools
and alms houses—evidence of which
remains in the quaint school crest
that displays a legless schoolmastep
in Elizabethan attire seated at his
desk and armed with a formidable
S\_avitch of many twigs, while around
him are grouped scholars of both
sexes, book in hand—after many vyi-
cissitudes of fortune Uppingham
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The Market-place and Parish Church, Uppingham

School has completely overshadowed
Oakham in the same way that Up-
pingham is now a busy little town
while Oakham remains a village; in
fact a far-faring member of my house
once returned from an afternoon run
with the report that he had seen the
Oakham boys and they were a
“frousty-looking lot”.

Gradually growing in size and par-
ental esteem, the school dramaticall_y
stepped into the front rank, which it
occupies with Eton, Harrow, Marl-
borough, Rugby, and other household
names, at a moment when its fortunes
gseemed at their lowest ebb. During
the régime of Dr. Edward Thring,
Uppingham’s great headmaster, and
an educationist whose ability has
been recognized not only in England
but in the United States, a sgrions
epidemic of typhoid broke out in the
town on account of the absence of a
proper sanitary system. Thls} soon
extended to the school, where it rap-

idly spread; boy after boy was
stricken and parents began to with-
draw their sons until it seemed as
though there were nothing left but
to close the school, which meant dis-
aster if not extinction. Thring, how-
ever, was made of indomitable stuff
and set out in search of a temporary
home where the school could be car-
ried on; no easy task when you con-
sider that a suitable building had to
be found ecapable of housing up-
wards of three hundred boys and a
large staff of masters, many of whom
were married men with families, and
that only the promptest action conld
save the sitnation. Such a place was
found in an empty tourist hotel at
Borth, on the sea-coast of Wales, and
suddenly the country rang with the
news that a whole school had been
uprooted from its foundation of hun-
dreds of years and had been success-
fully transferred to a strange soil, as
1t were over-night. To-day this
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Chancel Window, Old School Gate and Entrances to Studies built in the Wall
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Statue of Thring, the great head master, by Brock,, with * Borth" flags
on the wall of the chapel

crisis of its history is kept green in
the school songs and by two old Brit-
ish flags, draped on the chapel walls,
that once were used to summon boys

to call-over from their rambles on the
Welsh hills,

O, flags ye wrap within your fold

A stranger tale than e’er was told

Of muses’ sons in days of old,

The homeless school of fortune brav ’d,
Will aye remember how ye waved
Above them in the hour that saved.
—<‘Borth Lyries’’, by Edward Thring.

‘When the epidemic had abated and
a sewer system had been installed
Uppingham returned to her own. with
renewed vigour and increased pres-
tige. Since that day, more than fifty
years ago, her career has ben one of
quiet usefulness and prosperity.

So much in brief, for the school’s
history. Turn we now to Uppingham
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as I saw it in comparatively recent
years. Standing in the market-
square we are confronted by the old
parish church and following a path
around its walls we come at the back
to a graveyard covered with moss.
grown memorials to forgotten folk
and pleasantly shaded by ancient
trees. Beyond, in architectural hap.
mony, is a stout stone building which
is the birthplace of the school, still
in service as a studio for classes in
art. Retracing our steps and as-
cending the High Street we ecome to
the heart of the present school. Here
is a large gravelled enclosure, Popu-
larly recognized as the “Quad”
which we approach through a massivé
gateway of modern design. Beforg
us are two other modern buildings,
the big school room, colonnade and
school chapel; to the right is also the
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modern headmaster’s house or school-
house, enclosing a broad expanse of
greensward; while to the left is an
old ivy-covered wall, with gates that
are only opened when the governors
are in solemn session, in the thick-
ness of which are small recesses each
with a door and window that were
formerly occupied as studies, hut
have long since fallen into disuse.
Widely scattered through the town
are fourteen other buildings known
according to location as Town or
County Houses, which are of varying
age and design but all following the
game general principle. In one part
is the housemaster’s residence, in an-
other that of the boys numbering
from thirty to thirty-five under his
immediate charge. This last is
divided into studies and dormitories
and is provided with one large room
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which is used alternately as dining-
room and class-room.

For educational purposes the
school is divided into Forms and
Classes as the Upper and Lower
Sixth, the Upper and Lower Fifth,
ete. From the Upper Fifth a boy -
may go into the Sixth on the Classical
Side or the Upper Remove on the
Modern Side, with the third option of
a special Military Course leading to
Sandhurst and Woolwich. There is
also another division of the school
handed down from the days of Dr.
Thring, who believed that no school
could properly train more than three
hundred boys. This was into hun-
dreds for certain examinational pur-
poses but, in my day, the school roll
had more than four hundred and
fifty names upon it, so that the first
hundred was considerably under and
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Original school building, 300 years old, now used as a studio

the third hundred considerably over
strength, :

The school year was divided into
the Christmas, Faster and Summer
Terms, with five, four, and seven
weeks holidays respectively interven-
ing between each. Boys were not ad-
mitted over thirteen years of age, as
it was considered that by that time
charactér was too much developed to
admit of moulding along Uppingham
lines. In spite of this there was
generally a considerable waiting list,
particularly for the most sought after
houses, since parents could enter
their sons under any master, subject
to the approval of the head.

Looking back, it seems to me that
those in authority in laying out the
school routine were largely governed
by two maxims, one having to do with
Satan and idle hands, and the other
with sound minds and sound bhodies.
So it was that from the rising bell at
six till lights out at ten there were
few moments indeed that did not have

their allotted duties: school prayers
and then classes, breakfast and fur-
ther classes, dinner and classes again,
supper and study, house prayers and
finally bed, with nothing to do till
to-morrow.  Every second day was
a half-holiday, on which ocecasions
all boys except those dubious souls
shirking behind medical certificates
were required to indulge in Rughy
football, field hockey, or ecricket. ac-
cording to season. Even on the other
days we would put in two hours after
dinner with cross country runs, fives,
or some other minor sport; the result
being that from the youngest fag to
the School Captain we were as hard
as nails, and a high standard of pro-
ficiency in all forms of athleties oh.
tained. On Sunday we had chapel
twice, with study and house prayers
in the evening, but the aftornoon.was
our own to be spent in reading, letter.
writing, or country walks.

Coming to Uppingham after g
brief preliminary education in Can-
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.&a, I found myself in a curious po-
gition as compared with boys of my
own age. At mathematies 1 could
hold my own, and in English T was
eonsiderably advanced, but in classics
I was woefully backward. Boys who
ecould construe comparatively difficult
authors and thought nothing of turn-
ing “The Walrus and the Carpen-
ter” into faultless elegiacs could not
pen a piece of English composition
without errors in spelling, nor could
these same boys who declaimed Virgil
and Horace with gusto be persuaded
to put a semblance of fecling into a
from Tennyson or Macauley.
Ech publie school is noted for some
one feature of its training and Up-
pingham claimed to be the most
musical in England. The chapel ser-
vices were taken by a large and, I
believe, splendidly trained choir of
, and periodic concerts were
marked by the rendition of oratorios
this choir in conjunction with a
eapable orchestra of nearly forty
pieces. :

As to fagging, the custom was ex-
tremely moderate ; all members of the
Third Hundred were fags and were
obliged to prepare their lessons under
the eye of a master. A certain
number of the Upper Sixth were ap-
pointed School Praeposters, and there
were three or four House Praeposters
in every House; these were the only
ones with official right to fag, al-
though naturally a certain amount of
unofficial fagging took place, and no
fags were specifically assigned to any
older boy. Fagging duties were very
light and consisted mainly in keeping
the house tidy or running occasional
errands. In the summer, after rain,
drafts of fags would be levied to roll
the first cricket crease under the
watehful and expert eye of a member
of the School Eleven. As might be

d there was a good deal of
rough horse-play at the expense of
unpopular boys and even occasional
bullying, although I saw hardly any
of it. As this was prior to the South
African War I had to eontend at first
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with a certain air of condescension
towards a “Colonial”, but otherwise
the only distinctions recognized were
those of athletic prowess, cleanliness
and ability to give and take, nor was
I long in finding friends among them.

Of course we had our own particu-
lar argot or slang; a smart person—
sometimes too smart—was “wassy ”;
an unpleasant person was “ frousty ”
or a “froust”; dirt of all kinds was
“fug”; paper was “bumph”; a cer-
tain set of athletic champions were
“bloods” and a boy who aped their
manners was guilty of “roll”. Equ-
ally, of course, the masters were sur-
reptitiously known by nicknames, not
all of which are calculated for polite
ears. If a small boy put on roll he
was merely chastised and suppressed,
but should an older one assume the
privileges of a blood without due war-
rant, the real sanguinaries would lay
in wait for him, the whole school ex-
pectantly near-by and would sol-
emnly heave him over a certain set
of palings, than which act of justice
humiliation could go no further. Our
costume of solemn black was enforeed
by regulation, which also demanded
that trouser pockets should be sewn
up in order to prevent their use as a
receptacle for idle hands. Unfor-
tunately this also prevented their use
as a storeroom for other objeets, and
the more daring of us would rip these
ignominious seams, restoring them
with fearful and wonderful stitches
on whisper of a pocket inspeetion.
Winter and summer we wore straw
hats of speckled black and white,
adorned with broad black bands with
thin red edging. As long as crown
and brim held together the hat was
technically fit to wear and many were
the battered relics in active service.
School Praeposters or “ Pollies
wore white straws with the school
crest in gold on the front of the band,
and were known as “ White Hats”
In consequence,

At football, hockey and cricket the
entire school was divided into games,
the boys wearing white knickerbock.
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The Crest of Uppingham School

ers or ““ shorts ” and red or white jer-
seys, according to which side they
were placed on by the captain of the
game. At the end of the term two
teams would be chosen from every
game who would be eligible for pro-
motion the following year. This was
known as getting your “land”, and in
football entitled you to wear a gaily
coloured object known as a “star” but
remarkably like an Iron Cross, upon
your jersey. If you were successful,
after several years your jersey would
look like a German Field Marshal’s
uniform. In ericket you got an equ-
ally noisy belt with the school ecrest
for a clasp and a white flannel cap
graced with a band to matech the belt.
The second Rugby team was known
as the “Twenty”, it being considered
that this number of players was

necessary to cope with the first Fif.
teen. Both wore navy blue shorts
and white jerseys, but in the first case
they were trimmed with red and in
the second blue; in addition members
of the team wore blue silk sashes and
blue velvet skull caps with silver em-
broidery and tassels, also carrying
hunting ecrops which during actual
play were handed over to School Pol-
lies to lash the boys back from the
touch lines in moments of excitement,
After each game the school would
form a line from the goal-post to the
dressing-room while the old “colours”
conferred as to whether any player
deserved admission to the team. Pres-
ently the School Captain would take
his stand beneath the posts and eall
out a name whose owner would
emerge from the dressing-room and
pass down the worshipping lane with
hanging head but uplifted heart to
the captain who would tie his torn
and faded sash around him and shake
him by the hand.

Would space permit there are many
frivolous incidents and not a few dra-
matic character sketches with whieh
I might interest or amuse the reader
but this side of English school life
has been emphasized from Tom
Brown to Stalky & Co., while E. W.
Hornung, himself an 0.U., has paid
faithful tribute to Uppingham in his
novel “Fathers of Men”, so that I
have preferred, as it were, to give you
a snapshot rather than a moving pie-
ture. In it you should see a hard.
working, hard-playing collection of
average boys trained not so muech to
engage in the rough and tumble of
life’s battle themselves as to control
its strategy; always rememberin
that this picture was taken in the
dying moments of the last century by
a very inexperienced photographer
so that it has probably no more to d(;
with Uppingham of to-day, about
which I cannot speak, than hag that
gray old building which was its home
when Shakespeare lived and Raleigh
sailed the seas.

o



Haslemere

AN OLD WORLD TOWN AND THE NEW WORLD INVASION

BY CARLTON MCNAUGHT

g PRAWLED upon a hill-
| side and reaching down
into pleasant valleys at
| the junction of three
{ beautiful English coun-
ties, the little town of
Haslemere, with its attendant vil-
lages of Shottermill and Hammer,
doses sleepily in the winter sunshine
of this year of Armageddon, 1918,
_with one eye on the present and the
other gazing dreamily into the past.
It is a quaint old town—not so old
and not so quaint as many of its size
in this age-mellowed land, yet pos-
sessing respectable marks of antiquity
and not a few picturesque features.
The broad High Street with its
ancient Town Hall, the winding
streets that climb the hill with their
elevated sidewalks and old houses red-
tiled and many-chimneyed, the bits
of garden gay with old-fashioned
flowers that nestle in front of vine-
covered porches, the ancient church
and still more ancient trees, carry one
back to a peaceful and leisurely age.
But over the face of this slumberous
nesting place of man has surged of
late a flood of aggressive modernity
—a khaki flood, whose tide is as rest-
less and insatiable as the spirit of the
New World whence it flows.
Haslemere came into the path of
this flood when fate established a
Canadian military training camp
within walking distance of its bor-
ders. The old town on the hill with
Shottermill and Hammer crowding
about its feet is the only settlement
307

of any size that can be reached on
foot of an evening by the tired war-
rior from the camp seeking distrae-
tion, and without obtaining “leave”
—for the town is actually within the
limits of the generous camp area.
The shops of Haslemere and Shotter-
mill are open till 8 o’clock each even-
ing—except Wednesdays, which is
the half-holiday for tradesmen. There
are two halls where band concerts
and occasional dances take place.
And most important of all, there is
a “cinema ”—which is English for
“movie” — where the Canadian
Tommy may worship at the shrine of
his film heroes and heroines (because
the New World still leads the way in
the silent drama, and the majority of
film productions exhibited in Eng-
land come from “the States”). So
each evening and on Saturday and
Sunday afternoons the Canadian
Tommy drifts into Haslemere in his
hundreds and sometimes his thou-
sands, investing the sleepy old Eng-
lish town with a high-spirited New
World life. It is a strange meeting
of the old and the new. One hears
the breezy, unsoftened speech of
Canada everywhere contrasting
sharply with the broader and less ur.
gent diction of the Englander, whose
accents are of Haslemere. In the
shops the Canadian Tommy buys
writing paper and tobacco and shay-
Ing soap and—yes!—chewing gum,
and slakes his thirst for sensational
literature. And the shopkeepers,
With unprecedented enterprise, have
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rapidly learned his wants, and have
thriven thereon. True, one wonders
sometimes that the .invasion has not
worked more of a change. Were this
a Canadian town, now, as close to a
big camp, there would be a dozen
movie shows and a host of other
places of amusement to cater to the
obvious demand. There would be
ice-cream parlours, and ring-the-cane
emporiums, and refreshment booths
galore. « But this is Haslemere—a
slepy old town with one foot in the
past, and characteristically it is con-
tent to stand by its traditions and
offer the same entertainment to
Tommy as it has been accustomed to
itfsqlf. And Tommy makes the most
of it.

In the pleasant shaded streets that
wander up and down through Hasle-
mere and Shottermill and Hammer,
meandering past placid ponds where
whx@e swans float regally, and nar-
rowing into hedge-bordered, tree-
arched lanes as they leave the town,
sundry Canadian officers whose wives
have come to England to be near
their husbands have taken up tem-
porary abode. After a day of hot
and dusty training work in camp,
these fortunate ones find a pleasant
sanctuary from the trials and worries
of military life in this soothing old
world atmosphere where even the
dull report of the “practice” bomb
does not penetrate, and war fades to
a dream. So that Haslemere, sleepy,
plodding town that it is, will have
pleasant memories for many a Can-
adian heart after this war has faded
for good.

It has become so much a part of
camp life, in fact, that those whose
fate it has been to tramp the unex-
citing round of training routine re-
gard it almost jealously, as a West-
erner regards the town of his adop-
tion. It is true we do not quarrel
about its population, which has re-
mained to all intents and purposes
stationary for two centuries; nor
about the extent of its building per-
mits, or its bank clearings, which are

negligible; nor about the height of
its commerecial structures (there are
none over two storeys). We are
jealous merely of its beauty and its
antiquity. And this not because we
hope for any gain therefrom. We
have no real estate to sell “ within
ten minutes of the post-office” —there
are no subdivisions on the market;
nor do we hope to tempt industrial
concerns to locate within its borders
(its chief industries at present are
a weaving concern, employing at
most ten “hands” and using only
hand looms, a small wood-working in-
dustry which produces “ antiques,”
and a trout hatchery). No: there
are no ulterior motives. We are
simply jealous of its claims on the
newcomer because it is “our” town.
Other camps may have their adjacent
towns with certain interesting fea-
tures; but this is “our” town, and
is different.

Not that it lacks intrinsie claims to
attention. Its beauty none would
dispute. Perhaps it is, after all, the
country in which it is set that lends
the charm to Haslemere. On all
sides it is surrounded by the most
beautiful of English landscape, from
lofty gorse-clad hill to smiling
chequer-board valley. On one hand
is Hindhead, the second highest point
in Surrey, and within view in an-
other direetion is Blackdown, the
largest eminence in the adjoining
county of Sussex. From Haslemere
itself, as it climbs the hill, one looks
down into a valley, threaded by the
meandering Wey, which has that pe-
culiar blending of rusticity and ap-
parent cultivation that is the stamp
of English scenery. And on the
ridges or climbing the steep hillsides
are copses and groves whose sombre
pines and luxuriant beeches, oaks,
hazles and chestnuts are a constant
invitation in the brilliant summer
sunshine. The little woodland paths,
with their stiles where they emerge
into field or meadow, the winding

shaded lanes, hedged with holly, thorn

or laurel, and the wonderful old trees,

i



HASLEMERE

309

A View of Haslemere from Wooliver Hill

all gnarled with age and ivy-mantled,
that grimace at one from the mys-
terions woods, are surely not to be
rivalled in any other part of Eng-
Jand. Haslemere must needs partake
of the charm of this rapturous coun-
trvside. .

Tn the quiet seclusion of the wooded
slopes that rise towards the erowning
eminence of Hindhead, wealthy Eng-
landers have built palatial homes,
for the air in this neighborhood is re-
puted to be the finest in England.
One gets glimpses of their moulded
chimneys above the massive walls
with which the Englishman likes to
sarround his home, or a peep at
their ivy-grown fronts and park-like
grounds through an open driveway
gate. The Canadian Tommy, stroll-
ing along the winding road to or from
Haslemere, looks and admires and
wonders—admires the stateliness and
beauty and wonders at the loneliness
of these English homes. Every one
of those homes, without doubt, has
gsent forth a son or a father to the
war: some of them will never wel-
come their crusader back, alas, or
will welecome him back maimed or a
eripple. And yet they stand there

proudly aloof, solitary and self-con-
tained, as it were scorning to show
signs of perturbation or suffering,
One cannot avoid the faney that they
typify, somehow, that fine Horatian
gentility that makes for some of the
best as well as some of the least ad-
mirable traits in the English genius.
“Odi profanum vulgus” is what they
seem to say, as they withdraw them-
selves behind their gray-lichened
walls.

It is all very beautiful, with a
beauty strangely novel to Canadian
eyes. But in England the Canadian
is not satisfied with mere beauty. He
must have age. He is apt to measure
the relative merits of two places by
the length of their lineage. It is for-
tunate, therefore, that Haslemere has
nothing to cause us shame in this re-
gard. Its roots go back for many
centuries, and it is said to have been
once destroyed by the Danes, But it
does not seem to have made much of
a stir in history, Tt is not mentioned
in the Domesday survey. In fact, as
the writer of a local handhook puts it,
1t possessed, like Alice’s dormouse, a
commendable faculty for going off to
sleep. It was chiefly distinguished in
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Bunch Lane, Haslemere

the 16th century for sending two
members to parliament, having been
used thus by one of the Tudor sove-
reigns, apparently, to fortify the
royal influence in the Commons. Bal-
!ot manipulating and crooked return-
ing officers were not unknown in
'thosc days, and in 1679 a bailiff got
into trouble for facilitating the
fraudulent election of one James
Giresham over one Denzil Onslow. A
Jacobite with the delicious name of
Sir Theophilus Oglethorpe (what a
chance for a novelist!) also played an
important part in the parliamentary
history of Haslemere. Although he
had fought with distinetion at Both-
well Brig and Sedgmoor, his Jacobite
feeling seems to have made him a
rather unmannerly gentleman, for
after the Revolution, in 1691, he
“joined with others in behaving
themselves indecently as .Her Ma-
jesty (Queen Mary) passed by, look-
ing her in the face and cocking their
hats ”—a gesture of disrespect ap-
parnetly parallel to that of “biting
one’s thumb,” after the manner of the
Montagues and Capulets. Sir Theo-
philus eventually fled the country on
a charge of high treason, and although

he subsequently returned and was
elected to parliament for Haslemere
his epitaph leaves some doubt as tc;
whether he was really ever anything
but a Jacobite at heart. His son
General Oglethorpe, became a greai
philanthropist, however, and was the
forerunner of Howard in prison re-
forming. In the middle of the 18th
century Haslemere was famous for
its contested elections, but its repre-
sentation in parliament ended at
last in 1832.

Perhaps few of the Canadian Tom.
mies \\'ho‘are so jealous of Hasgle-
mere’s antiquity are familiar with the
above lore, however—for all have not
read the little handbook by My, J
E. Morris from which I have culleci
these facts. There is a more vivid
and tangible evidence of hoariness in
the churchyard of the old Parish
Church of St. Bartholomew. which
nestles among its yews up in the older
part of the town. " It is true that the
body of the church was rebuilt iﬁ
1871 around the old tower, whose base
dates back to the 16th century. Byt
the building, with its ivy and moul-
der:ing stones, has the air of antj.
quity about it, and the little church-
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Station Road, Haslemere

yard with the stained and Iichen’-
bloteched slabs gives one a Gray’s
Elegy feeling that is quite authentic.
One of the stones that has been let
into the wall of thq church com-
memorates Robert Phll'ps, w!30 died
in 1769. Here also is buried the
famous Professor Tyndall, one of the
“great names” of Haslemere. The
church has a Tennyson memorial
window, also, designed by Burne-
Jones, though Tennyson.hlm_self, who
lived but a short walk in his stately
home on the edge of Blackdown, is
buried in the Abbey. Almost any
sunny Saturday or Sunday afternoon
you will find Canadian Tommies wan-
dering among the gravestones of this
pledge of antiquity deciphering the
fading letters of some 18th century
epitaph with an awe which only the
children of the New World ecan
evinee for age. a7t
Of course, Haslemere has its inn.
What pretentions could an English
town make to ancientness thhout.an
inn? The White Horse, on the High
Street fronting the old Towx_l Hall,
boasts above the doorway of ltg nn-
parlour a stained and faded notice in
old-style type which states that the

property known as the White Horse
Inn, with the farm attached thereto,
will be sold by auction on a certain
date in September, 1765. The White
Horse has been very largely remod-
elled since it figured as a coaching
inn in the old days, but it retains
certain of its picturesque attributes
with its modern facings and cuisine.
It is much patronized on Saturday
and Sunday afternoons by Canadian
officers tired of mess fare or exeus-
ably thirsty after a country ramble:
and on the large-leaf register in its
little parlour you will find the names
of over a thousand Canadian officers
hailing from all parts of the Do-
minion. , Another token of antiquity
is to be found on the High Street in
the shape of a grand old monarch of
a chestnut tree, which is said to have
been planted in 1792, And as a
proof that the town is introspective
as well as retrospective, there is a
museum of local and general interest
that is said to be unique of its kind,

As I have said, Haslemere made
no very great stir in history, but its
somnolent temperament did not pre-
vent it from associating with itself
some of the great names of literature.
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Its neighborhood has been likened to
the Lake Country, and the loeal his-
torian with pardonable hyperbole,
calls it the “Surrey Parnassus”.
Some three miles away, on the brow
of Blackdown, Lord Tennyson built
his stately home in 1868, and here he
died in 1892. The country lanes and
fields about Haslemere were hallowed
by the poet’s tread, and it was from
Haslemere station that-his body was
borne to the metropolis for interment
in the Abbey. In a small cottage in
Shottermill, George Eliot lived for
some months in 1871, while engaged
in  writing “Middlemareh?”. The
house of Dr. George Macdonald, au-
thor of that childhood classic, “ At
the Back of the North Wind,” is just
on the border of the old town. And
in the country tributary to Hasle-
mere a long list of writers, artists
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and men of science have lived from
time to time.

To-day, were it not for this b
invasion from the New World which
has quickened its pulse a bit, Hasle-
mere would still be dreaming on in
undisturbed quietness its age - old
dream. But it, too, like every town
and hamlet throughout this pleasant
land, has sent its sons to battle, and
has had its drowsy eyelids wrenched
sharply open to follow them vearn-
ingly into scenes more stirring than
ever troubled its even past. And so
it has a ready welcome for these other
khaki-clad sons of liberty who
are here to-day and gone to-morrow
on the same great crusade, and who
find time in the brief intermissions
of training to peer with Western im-
pressionability into the mellow pie-
turesqueness of an old world town.
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Leander: Volunteer

BY HARRIS MERTON LYON

| N fourteen decillion B.C.,
according to nobody in
particular, this stub-
born planet upon which
to-day we so carelessly
shuffle our feet began a
geries of experiments toward an end.
Billions of bits of magnetic dust were
driven from the planet’s bowels,
churned around, fermented, and
worked over. At first she tried for
trees, and got trees. Then snails,
elams, jellyfish. Then brooding over
her intent, she made the jellyfish elimb
up out of the sea and prostrate itself
upon the sand. Then she watched
yearningly through morose years the
light and the air beat down upon the
jellyfish and irritate it; and she saw
the irritation grow into sores, and the
sores grow into lungs to breathe with
and eyes to see with. After three
hundred million jellyfish had died
in the process, she slumbered and con-
gidered the process complete. After
fourteen decillion, one thousand eight
hundred and seventy-six years had

d, she rested, a pregnant planet,
from her constant, vast and multitud-
inous stew and turmoil; for the end
of her experiments had come. The
numberless millions of jellyfishes and
the superb march of countless years
had produced Leander Percy John-
son.

Leander enters here, bowing path-
etically among men, acting the idiot
among girls. You have Leander in
his name, as if it had been wrapped
around him like a label—Leander
Percy Johnson. He was book-fed to

3-315

the point of mental numbness, flat-
chested, and common clay. Leander,
eighteen, hadn’t a thought in the long,
bony box of his skull. He had been
stuffed with schooling, but had come
out unscathed. He was pasty and
superficial and hopeless and he was
going to a big Eastern university.
The reason he was going to a univers-
ity was because Hiram Jesse Johnson
was a man who had been starved all
his life of all the finer things—or
rather, of what he considered the finer
things. For instance, he had never
had more than a common school edu-
cation. He had never been able to
travel. He had never had a chance
to do big work among big men at the
big tasks of existence.

He was now fifty-five years old, pre-
maturely bent and gray, a broken
man, working on a stubborn, poor lit-
tle farm outside the small town of
Happydale. To the man who really
saw into Happydale, its name sound-
ed like harsh laughter. To the man
who really saw into Happydale, its
people seemed all to be, somehow, sick
people. To the man who really saw
into these people, it seemed as if they
took sixtéenths of an inch to be miles.

Hiram Jesse Johnson, on the other
hand, thought miles were sixteenths
of an inch, or even millionths of an
inch. So you see at once he had no
business being in Happydale. He was
too vague, too mystical. When he
should have been bargaining in a flat,
metallic voice with Henry Binns, the
grocer, over the price of the lettuce
and radishes he had brought in to
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market, he was instead plucking his
old gray beard and roaring childishly
about the deep damnation of sending
corrupt George H. Price back to Par-
liament.

IMe loved to trace mysticism in the
flight of bees; he had grand, shape-
less ideas about the influence of stars
upon our earthly births and doings;
he believed in spiritualism, signs,
witcheraft. He contemplated the
hordes of men as so many blades of
grass, perishing or flourishing under
the sun and the rain. He believed
in honour, in all men being honest
and kind. Like some babbling child
he spoke of the liquid wash of Time,
the inconsequential panks of Evolu-
tion, the unimportance of the Minute,
the Insignificant Mile. A sort of an
old Walt Whitman, dreaming of the
cosmos, was Iiram Jesse Johnson.

His day was filled with sweet
thoughts, and his night with shadowy
visions. His neighbours called him
impractical. Tle saw no sense in a
bank account because it was almost
a psychological impossibility for him
to admit the presence of a bank. In
fact, he doubted the reality of the
world itself, to say nothing of the
banks in that world. e could mot
save a dollar, because he though¢ in
terms of millions of dollars. He was
intellectual, not brainy. He was loose
and magnanimous, with a dread of
business. He was the only failure in
Happydale, a town full of people
called successful. He lived alone on
his wretched farm with his only son
Leander.,

“I mean for my boy to have what
I couldn’t get, gentlemen,” said Hiram
to the town circle in Barker’s drug-
store. “He’s going to go through uni-
versity—yes, sir, university!—if it
takes every last cent his pa can dig
u .”
p“Doc” Sniffen looked at Jim Burck-

hardt, the real estate man, significant-
/ly. “Goin’ into the mining business,
Johnson ?” he asked.
“Education!” went on the old man
hastily. “Education is what we all
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need. It broadens our minds, gives
us culture, makes us appreciate more
about the world we live in. Instead
of just having five senses, then we’ve
got five hundred senses, five thousand
senses, five million senses!”

“Ie, he! Most too many for Lean.
der to carry around without stum.
blin’, ain’t it?” asked Sniffen. “Seems
weakly to me, Leander does.”

“You could carry some of it around
with you, Doe Sniffen, without any
inconvenience,” snapped Johnson,
Then he softened : “And so could I. I
wish I'd had it. I wouldn’t be here
now, grubbing away at a dinky, mis-
erable farm in a little hidebound
county like Maxwell. 1°d be out help-
ing do the big things, the new think-
ing o’ the world. Maybe I’d be mak-
ing new inventions to increase human
comfort; or be an honest judge, giv-
ing the poor folks a square deal; op
something like that. But I didn’t get
the chance, gentlemen. T didn’t get
the chance. And so 'm doing the
next best thing. T’m sending my boy
out into the ranks of the world’s
fighters, equipped the very hest T can
afford to. I don’t want him to hang
around Happydale and be the source
o’ misery to his father that some ape*
Here several faces in the circle set
vindictively ; but the old man, gazi
into his dream, saw nothing. ?‘%
don’t want Leander to stay a town
boy all his life, jumping counters and
living out a marrow-minded, hard-
hearted existence here, grabhing
every penny in sight and missing the
magnificent spectacle of this great
human fight set in between our two
eternities. I want him to live in the
fire and hot heat o’ things. T wang
him to be a man among men.”

“Yeh, I suppose you do,” said
Hicks Lawson, knocking the ashes
from his pipe and stalking out of the
door. Lawson’s boy, Johnny, had
been arrested twice in Happydale for
drunkenness. The rest of the cirele
said nothing for a while.

“It’Il take him four years to
through university, won’t it, Fj»
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“Yep. Four years of ideal train-
ing. Four years. II’'m.” Te combed
his hand through his gray beard.
“Four.years.” For the first time his
brain had turned to the actual cost
of the enterprise and he was comput-
ing details.

Sixteenths of an inch are miles in
Happydale. Hi Johnson had, in his
unthinking way, called the town boys
narrow-minded counter-jumpers. Tle
had cursed them as penny-grabbers,
He had said they were sources of mis-

to their fathers. Hicks Lawson,
shiftless, lazy and unhappy, told his
wife that night:

“That old fool Johnson was around
to-day bragging about that milksop
boy o’ his and castin’ slurs on Johnny.
I got up and left the place.”

“What’d Hi Johnson say?’ snap-
ped his wife angrily.

“Well—somehow—he sneered at
Johnny’s—Johnny’s bein’ bad, mo-
ther. I give him a piece 0o’ my mind,
and come away. I can’t stand such
things. Just simply can’t stand it.”

“Stuck up about that Leander, is
he? He’s got lots to be stuck up
about—a footless, no-count dummy
like that.”

Barker, the druggist, had a son who
worked in the shoe-store. Barker
vengefully included his boy in the
Johnson epithet “counter-jumpers”.
Mrs. Barker eut Leander’s name off
the list of a party she was giving
that week. Mrs. “Doc” Sniffen cir-
eulated reports that, according to
medical authority, Leander Johnson
was “a little light-headed” already,
and that a college education would
“literally cause his brain to bust with
egotism”. A nephew of hers, owing
to the proud intermarriage of Happy-
dale’s “oldest families”, suffered from
ineipient lunacy.

“] don’t think you’d better Ilet
Leander call here any more,” said
Mrs. Beemis to her daughter Luey.
“] hear his father is going around
town telling how Leander is too good
for us. Lord knows! That spindle-
shanked numskull! If it comes to be-
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ing proud, I’ve a right to be as proud
as forty Johnsons.”

In less than a week the already
lonely 1.eander found himself cut off
from even a speaking acquaintance
with the people among whom he had
lived all his life. He had neither the
ingenuity nor the bravery to find out
why. However, as he was leaving the
first of the month for the great eity,
he paid no attention to what was tak-
ing place in Happydale. As soon as
his father could give him the hundred
dollars he would leave.

They had made up their mind on
this sum: it would be so much cash
above railroad expenses, entrance fee,
and other incidentals. Where they
were to get it from was a problem
for his father. Leander knew his
father would take care of him. Ilis
father always had taken care of him.

In the quiet of his own room. the
old man met for days a hideous real-
ity ; he had to have one hundred dol-
lars by the first of the month. e
went through the tortures of helpless-
ness. It was the first time since he
had mortgaged his meager farm that
he had had occasion to think of big
sums of money, and it made him sick
now to have to sit devising plans, go-
ing over petty schemes, haggling with
himself about impossible bargains,
hour by hour, only to come back to
the shame of acknowledging he had
no way of getting the money. He had
bragged a dozen times to all the town
that Leander would leave for the East
on the first! He hadn’t exactly meant
to brag. But he had talked too much.
In Happydale, sixteenths of an inch!

The last evening before Leander
was to leave, Johnson went around to
old Jim Burckhardt. Burckhardt
was “in real estate”; judging from
his ears, he was in it up to his ears.
He was eighty years old; for sixty
years he had been in Happydale. In
fact, rumour said he had grabbed t1e
town when it was first laid out, hud
Jockeyed claims, stolen lots, sold new
streets to the town at exorbitant
prices, and finally managed to screw
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and gouge a mint of money out of
Happydale. He was blear-eyed, al-
most stone deaf, and dragged himself
along the streets like a wounded rat.
He was a gray man; his head was
gray, his skin gray, his eyes gray. He
wore unfashionable gray eclothes, a
gray necktie, an old gray hat. His

face wus scratched with deep lines-

of greed, miserliness, and eiuelty;
and when he spoke his croaking voice
made children shudder. He was the
richest man in Happydale. He stood
for Happydale; he was interested
financially in its growth ; he was presi-
dent of its Commercial Club; he was
president of one of the banks and the
rolling-mill as well.

Old man Johnson trembled a bit
and cleared his thi»at, as Burckhardt
waved him to a chair on the porch.
“I—TI came to see yon, Jim, apout—
about — about a little matter of
money.”

Burckhardt made a quick, ratlike
motion of his head. He could hear
excellently whenever money was men-
tioned. “Don’t think I can do it,”
he said. “Money’s scarce.”

“Scarce with me, too,” answered
Johnson with an attempted smile.
“You know that, o’ course, from the
way I haven’t met my interest on the
mortgage. But this I want now is to
send Leander away to college on. He
can get work to do there to work his
way through, waitin’ on table—”

“What?” yelled Burckhardt, with
his hand behind his ear.

Johnson’s humiliation was sharp.
They were sitting on the front po: ch,
where all the street might hear. “He
is going to wait on table to pay his
way through,” he shouted.

“Glad he ain’t so stuck up but what
he can work for a living,” grunted
Burckhardt.

“I want to give the boy a little
money just to ease things down for
him while he’s breaking in, Jim. I’ve
set my heart on this, as you know. I
ain’t going to tell you how much I’ve
worried the last few days trying to
find some way to get this money for
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him. Jim, there ain’t any way. I
haven’t got a thing—”

“What !”

“I’ve got absolutely nothing to offer
you as security !” shouted Johnson.

“No security! And want money I
shrieked the other.

“It’s like begging it, I know, Jim.
But be friends with me this time, and
let me have it. Be kind to me, Jim,
and T’ll make it up to you. I’ll pay
you any interest you want. I hate
to have to talk this way, and ask yon
favours. I hate to humble myself 3
and I wouldn’t do it for myself, I
wouldn’t do it, Jim, but I want my
boy to have his chance in life. You’ve
been—well, in a way, you’ve heen kind
to me and a—sort of generous in the
past, and I—”

“How much %’ barked the old real
estate agent.

“One hundred dollars, Jim.”

The other man sat and looked
grimly at him through the dusk, with
blankness in his gray eyes. “One hun-
dred dollars,” he coughed, and fell to
thinking. Johnson sat twisting hig
moist hands between his knees in an
agony of shame—and of hope. Then
Burckhardt said: “You are an old
fool, Hi. You’ll never amount to any-
thing, and neither will that blameg
boy of yours. You’ve got your head
full of stars, and he’s got his head
full of fog. You're sending him off
to college to get more fog. Now, I'ni
lend you a hundred dollars more on
that hog lot you call a farm but if
I could prevent it, Leander wouldn’t
get a cent of it.”

Johnson, with a rush of ha in
signed a note and said: “If itp I\)va:ns?'t
for Leander I wouldn’t want it, Jim»

When he was a block away fl‘o;n
the house, his shame overtook him
again, and he burst out erying to him.
self, as a lonely old man will cry.
unhappy, emotional, vague. e Wa;
all feeling. In the depth of hig w
his heart was his whole world. Hig
brain worked numbly, and heeded not
the practical affairs of life. Ha haq
no sagacious curiosity as to why
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Burckhardt voluntarily lent him the
money. He did not know that
Burckhardt was dickering with an
electric line to come into Happy-'
dale, and that the plan was to have
it come in along the line of this use-
less Johnson farm.

And so Leander went away to the
university and worked out his year,
gending home dutiful reports to his
father. And so the old man lived
through all that education as if he
himself were getting the things he
had been deprived of in his youth.
In his innocent way he went around
the town telling every one he met
about Leander’s feats in Greek, and
chemistry, and trigonometry, and
French. At the drug store he boasted
to the town circle about these things
and “Doc” Sniffen asked: “What’s
he going to do with French in Hap-
pydale?”

“He ain’t coming back to Happy-
dale,” boasted the old man. “He’s
going to work in the city when he’s
through college. He’ll need a brqad
field, gentlemen. There’s opportunity
in the city. That place’s full o’ big
men.”

“What?” yelled

levolently.
mf]ohnson,ysuddenly silent, did not
answer. All Happydale knew that
Leander had gone to college on
Burckhardt’s money. They did not
know how much it was. They specu-
lated that it must have begn five hun-
dred dollars. Lucy Beemis had over-
heard the two men yelling at each
other that night on the porch. Tattle,
erackle, tattle, crackle, went in scorn
the tongues of Happydale whene:ver
old man Johnson, mildly exultm_g,
spread fresh news of Leander’s dis-
tant prowess. And all through the
four years Leander was gone, the
fires were building under him with
the fuel of his father’s boasts.

Through his freshman summer
Leander stayed in the Eas!: and
drudged somewhere. Then in the
fall, came a pitiful demand for more
money. “It’s very hard for me to

old Burckhardt
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keep this up,” wrote Leander. “Any
money you can get, any moment at
all, please send me.”

So the old man, who had been so
proud of his son, humbled himself
once more to the nearly deaf ears of
Burckhardt; and the miser, with the
electric line coming closer, squeezed
him out another hundred dollars,
adding a wise saw and a sarcasm or
two to the gift. Some months later,
when Leander wrote a mawkish poem
which was printed in the college
paper, and when Johnson was show-
ing it gleefully in the drug store, old
Burckhardt, in a sudden burst of
nasty temper croaked:

“So he’s a poet, hey? A poet!
That’s what I’m paying out my good
money for!”

And the gossips silently nodded the
message to each other, and it went
winking over the town, chilling the
glory of Leander’s verses. Old
Burckhardt was putting up for
Leander’s education. It had already
cost him two thousand dollars!

A third year came. A third hu-
miliation. A third loan of a hun-
dred dollars from the little gray man
with his gray eyes fixed on the trol-
ley line. Leander had changed his
course and had gone in for languages.
This was an immense feat to be
heralded through Happydale. Lean-
der was studying Latin, Greek,
French and German. In an enthu-
siastic letter the boy had written: “I
can already talk better German than
Haubeil, the butcher.” And uproar-
iously his father had told Haubeil
what Leander said. The butcher
glowered and added his mite of hate.
Item by item the town was building
its verdiet. In the eity, the spirit-
less, spineless Leander was nothing ;
in Happydale he was despised.

In the city, Leander had uncon-
sciously drudged himself to doom. He
had waited on table until he had be-
come, in his soul, a waiter. The out-
ward display of servility had crept
under his skin. He was a mild, char-
acterless, vapid and sometimes silly
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piece of human machinery. In ap-
pearance he was soapy, sloppy and
stale, with now and then a gaudy
burst of hosiery and neckwear to
damn him all the more, and make
his Sunday best his very worst. e
went to his classes with a sense of
oafish duty; and with the same sense
he wrote his faithful letters home.

At the beginning of his senior year
came again the same furtive, startled
ery for money. It made him sick to
think how close he came to actual
po erty. It made his father sick to
think of the fight his son was making
for an education. It made his father
sick, too, to have to go to Burckhardt
for money, but he went, and put him-
self into debt so deep there was no
chance of his ever paying out. Ile
owed Burckhardt four hundred dol-
lars, up to the time of his boy’s gradu-
ation. Then, by figuring down to the
last cent, Leander wrote that he “be-
lieved he eould make it on forty eight
dollars”. So Burckhardt advanced
forty-eight dollars more, with the
electric line only ten miles away, and
Leander was graduated.

Old Johnson framed that diploma
and announced that Leander had
stayed in the city to begin his career.
The town, at last abashed by the facts,
sat back in vindictive silence and
waited.

It did not have to wait long. In
September, heartbroken, spirit-broken
and penniless, Leander came home.
His father met him with tears of joy
and pangs of dismay at the depot,
and all alone, of a shiftless, quizzical
crowd, weleomed him back to Happy-
dale.

“Ive come back, dad,” was all
Leander said. “I couldn’t make a go
of it in the city. I tried and tried.
I walked the streets hunting for some-
thing to do; but there wasn’t a job.”

“What did you want to go to work
at, Leander?”’ asked the old man.

“Well, I thought if I could get a
job—waiting at table just to tide me
over, you know—but 1 couldn’t.”

“Couldn’t you—couldn’t you do
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anything with all that French and
German? Teaching, or translating
or something, I mean?” :

“No. I didn’t really know enough
to do any good. T just simply wasn’t
thorough enough at anything I
studied, dad.”

The old man patted the boy’s shoul-
der half-heartedly and said, with a
catch in his throat : “Well, well, Lean-
der. Cheer up. We’ll find plenty of
chances for you here. The town’s
proud of you, if I do say it myself.
I’ve been_telling ’em all right along
just what you were doing; and they’ve
all been real interested.”

“Dad, about all that money—four
hundred and forty-eight dollarg—2
began Leander with a whisper,

“Now, don’t worry. I arranged all
that easy enough. Jim Burckhardt
let me have it on the old farm. Ie’s
been right kind, and I’'m going to see
him about giving you a job in the
bank to-morrow.”

Leander, in a daze, accepted the
decision silently.

“What? A job in my bank ¢ bark-
ed Burckhardt the next day. “Ain’t
any places open. No, sir. That whole
Leander deal is closed, Mr, Johnson
and good riddance. You wouldn’t’
take my advice. You wouldn’t let
him stay here and ‘jump counters’
Hey? Remember that? I told vou
the boy’s head was full of fog. Now
it’s even worse. It’s full of professop
fog. No, sir! I'm a business man
pure and simple. 1 want no Leamler;
around my bank.”

Johnson’s hands trembled ag he
took his hat. “I’m awfully so
Jim,” he said, with difficulty, “to hegg
you speak this way. My bhoy is as
good as anybody’s boy. It’s me that’y
unpractical and careless and slipshoq .
not him. I admit I don’t know any:
thing about business. But Leandep
I want you to remember, worked his’
way through four long years at the
university—

“Yes, with my four hundreq angd
forty-eight dollars,” sneered the lit
tle man in gray.
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“Good-day, Jim Burckhardt,” said
Johnson.

No. The town was not proud of
Leander.

Everywhere the town’s little enmi-
ties prickled and stung, as only a lit-
tle town’s can when it has got its hate
up against you. Girls tittered as they

assed Leander in the streets; the

ys were too busy to talk to him;
the elders quoted at his unconscious
head the foolish boastings of his
father in the years gone by. For a
long time he could get nothing to do,
and the heart of his father sank day
by day before the incomprehensible
fact. Winter came on, and in the
long desultory months Leander spent
his time shamefacedly around the
house. Among other things, he took
to writing—vague incoherent pieces
of description, meaningless verses in
different meters and stanza-forms,
imaginary editorials, riddles, puzzles,
limericks.

This gave his father an idea. He
would get Leander a job on the little
daily newspaper, the IHappydale Pal-
ladium—Independent. Ile consulted
with the editor and proprietor, Mr.
William Wallack Ilenderson, a fat,
gracious, lazy man with a kind heart
and an abysmal ignorance of how to
run a newspaper. Therefore, in the
spring Leander went to work on the
daily. Iis duties were to gather local
news—police, court-house, real estate
and train arrivals—collect and solicit
advertising in the afternoon, see the
paper off the press in the evening, re-
pair the donkey-engine which ran the
press, give the papers out to the news-
boys to be delivered, and at night to
read and eclip from the exchanges and
write the editorials for the succeeding
day. For this work Leander received
five dollars a week.

e went to work in April. But he
eould not get any local news and that
duty had to be taken away from him.
The reason he could not get any local
news was because the town jeered at
his pretensions as a reporter and went
out of its way to conceal things from
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his knowledge. His father, however,
was happy, and so Leander worked
on, stupidly, in a bewildered, faithlul
fashion.

In his first flush of earned money
he bought some lavender socks, bright
tan shoes, and a purple beribboned
straw hat. These became the laugh-
ing-stock of the town, a steady joke
among the young bloods. But Lean-
der, with his yellow mop of hair jut-
ting out from beneath the strav con-
fection, perspired on, chasing his thin
legs and flat lungs out on innumerable
errands, his shabby coat buttoned
tight about him even in the warmest
weather. He despised a reporter’s
work ; he was even afraid of it. Away
down in his sensitiveness there was a
distinct dread of asking people ques-
tions. If he pried into affairs it was
timidly, with his heart in his mouth.

“It’s none of my business, dad, and
they all hate me so,” he argued with
his father.

But he kept at it. His years as a
waiter had taught him a sort of un-
thinking obedience, and, in truth, his
work was not really diffienlt. 1f only
the ample Mr. William Wallack Hen-
derson had known it, his paper was a
joke. It had no news; it had no ad-
vertising; it had no influence. But
Mr. Henderson took his paper very
seriously at least, he took it
seriously once a month, when he had
to pay its bills. And so—

Old man Johnson was hoeing in his
tiny garden when the boy came home.
He looked up and saw the comical
straw hat and the pathetic face of his
son beneath it. Leander leaned over
the fence and stared for a long, long
time at his father. In his throat a
lump kept rising and falling, keeping
time with the rise and fall of his
shoulders. The boy was sobbing, in
long, dry sobs. Then the tears stream-
ed from his staring eyes, streamed
blindly for a long aching minute,
without him seeing his father, with-
out him seeing anything, and he bow-
ed and hid his face in his arm along
the fence.  °
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The old man’s imagination went
trembling out over vast and hideous
possibilities. He dropped his hoe,
stared, wiped his hands aimlessly
against his legs, and licked his dry
lips. What had happened to his boy?
He tried twice to ask, but could not
get the words into his mouth.

“Dad—oh, dad!” the boy wailed.
“Oh, daddy, daddy, my own old dad-
dy !”

Old man Johnson came over to the
fence, lifted off the foolish straw hat
and stroked his boy’s head with stiff,
uncertain hands. “There, there now,
Leander! What is it, son? Don’t
ery. What is it? Tell your daddy
what’s happened, won’t you? Just
tell your daddy what they’ve done to
you. It’s all right, Leander. Tell
me.”

The boy broke out into fresh sobs
and blurted through his trembling
lips: “Mr. Henderson—he—he told
me he wouldn’t need me any more.
He—he said T was a luxury around
his office! He don’t want me, and—I
—don’t—know—what—to—do.  No-
body wants me. I want to work and
do—my—best, but nobody wants me.
Nobody’ll give me a chance. Every-
body in this—this dirty old town hates
me and laughs at me. I tried to pay
no attention to it, daddy, and be
brave. B—b—but I ain’t brave.
I—Ive known for ever so long
what you tried to do for me, the
sacrifices you’ve made for me; and I
tried to make it up to you. But it
seems like I can’t. It seems like
there’s no way in the world for me to
get a start. It seems like everybody
and everything is bound to make me
fail. T hated to come back here, but
I thought we’d be so happy together,
you and I, even if I was a failure.
Then when everybody began picking
on me, I didn’t say anything; I just
stuck to it, because I saw I was pleas-
ing you. But I knew it wouldn’t last.
I know I’'m not a newspaper man—or
—any—other—kind—of—a—man. B
—but I love you, daddy; and I want-
ed to be near you, and I wanted to

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

make you proud of me.” He crump-
led against the fence and sobbed pain-
fully for a while, then blurted furi-
ously: “Now the whole world’s a
blank, and you’ve spent four hundred
and forty-eight dollars on me that
vou’ll have to work yourself to death
paying back. And I can’t help you.
Oh, daddy, I—can’t—-help—you]
That’s what hurts me.” He lifted his
sodden, tear-stained face to his father,

Hiram Johnson licked his dry lips
and tried to keep the dismay out of
his voice. In his breast his heart sank
heavily. “Leander,” he said, and hig
voice broke. He waited a moment,
staring beyond the boy’s yellow head
at the old house. Hig eyes saw the
back poreh with the pails and the
broom above it, the trash underneath.
But he paid no attention; his mind
was dumbly working at this new
catastrophe. Finally, he gave it up.

“Leander, boy, I'm sorry, I reckon
that ’s all T ean say, Leander; I’'m
sorry. This ain’t what eithep of us
had a right to expect. Ts it, Lean-
der? Somehow I feel ag if we don’t
jibe with the town, or even with the
world. There, now, don’t cry, Lean-
der. You’re a good boy, as good a
boy as anybody’s ever had. Don’t
worry about the money, if that’s what
is worrying you. I’ll take care ¢’
that.”

“But what are we going to do, dad ?
‘What are we going to do?”

The old man looked off again, sil.
ently, at the porch. “I don’t know »
he said at last. “I really anq tmfy
don’t know. O’ course, I can 20 on
this way, just as T am. T ean take
care o’ myself without any trouble
until T die. T don’t matter, You see.
It’s you, Leander. What about you 9

The boy hung his head.

“T’ve tried my best, Leander, Now
don’t go and be htirt at what I'm say:
ing. I wouldn’t hurt you, son, fop
all the world. But I’ve tried, éve
way I know how, to help you—it’s
been my failure as well as yours, I
don’t know anything more to do.”
sob came into the old man’s throat,
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“Can’t you do anything for yourself,
Leander? Ain’t there anything you
ean do? You're a grown man now.
I know this town’s been hard on you.
But there’s other towns; maybe they
are not all like Happydale. If you
ecould just get out and do something
for yourself now! If you only could!
That would change their opinion of
us. I ask you honestly, Leander, ain’t
there anything you could do, by your-
self 7’ :

Leander looked at him grimly for
a moment. “Just one thing, dad. I
ean’t tell you to-night. But I’ve been
thinking it over.” He wiped his eyes,
straightened up, and took his hat from
his father’s hand. “I want you to re-
member this—sometime—when you’re
thinking of me. I want you to re-
member that, somehow—it ain’t my
fault or yours, dad—but—I ain’t
brave. Every man ought to be that,
if he’s going to get on in the world.”

And so, at midnight, without tell-
ing his father, Leander §tole away apd
eaught a train up to a junction point
of the main line. There lpy a car of
volunteers who were whisked away
in the morning toward the big camp.
Leander was with them, trembling at
what he had done. All the volunteers
who went into that camp went full of
a spiritual fire, a divinity, an exalta-
tion. Strong, fiery lads; determined
men. And they kissed good-bye to
their fathers and mothers and sang
their valiant songs as they went into
that civilian’s camp.

Leander was in that camp. Lean-
der was stricken with the fever and
it ate greedily through his flat chest
and his skinny legs. Then he was put
in a big tent, where there were other
gsick men. And one night a storm,
hurrying up, pelted at this tent with
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sheets of rain and blew it down with
shrieks of wind. In the morning some
energetic medical men lifted the can-
vas off the sick. Eight of them were
dead. Leander was one of the cight.

That next antumn a travelling man
said to a group of townsmen in the
Commercial Hotel at Happydale:
“I’'m a Columbia man, class of ’97.
Seems to me I remember Aa classmate
of mine—named Johnson—who was
from this town. Wasn’t he?”

“Yeh. Didn’t amount to much.
You mean Leander Johnson,” said
Doc Sniffen.

“What about Johnson?” yelled old
Burckhardt.

“This gentleman’s talking about
Leander!” shouted Sniffen in reply.
“I said he didn’t amount to much!”

Old Burckhardt coughed. “No. He
didn’t. I always said he wouldn’t.
He was a costly experiment, Leander
was. I reckon that’s about the last
experiment in Columbia education
this town’ll have.”

The travelling man laughed con-
tentedly at the thought.

Doe Sniffen misunderstood him,
leaned over, and spoke in a whisper:
“You can laugh but”—jerking his
thumb at the blinking, gray figure of
Burckhardt—“it ain’t no laughing
matter with him. That experiment
cost him a pretty penny. Nobody
else cares. Course, nobody else put up
anything. Even Leander’s old man
didn’t put up anything! For four
long years it was always Burckhardt,
Burckhardt. He was the one that
was hit hard.”

And the old earth groaned and be-
gan it all over again. For Leander

had returned to the jellyfish whence
he came. He had gone back to four-
teen decillion, B.c.




ENGLIAND INI ARMMS
Sy Laces Amy

X.—WELFARE WORK

HE student of industrial
conditions in England
during the war might
well wonder if Lloyd
George has accomplish-
ed anything more prom-

ising for vietory, more beneficial to his
country in such a period of stress,
than the institution of a new theory
in industrial life based on the human-
izing of toil. It was away back in
the early days of his acceptance by
the Empire as the essential cog in the
machine of war. At a time when the
German was threatening Paris and no
obstacle to his victorious march loom-
ed above the horizon, the little Welsh-
man was called by his Premier—but
more insistently by his country—to
undertake the revolutionizing of war-
fare in a country whose short-sighted
lack of preparation bade fair to be its
death sentence.

Guns were needed—more guns—
and thousands more. The victorious
enemy was not only shattering his
way to the eapital city of one of the
Allies, but he was exacting a toll of
the best fighters in the world that
threatened quickly to prove his in-
vineibility. The British Tommy, faint-
ing from the fatigue of continued bat-
tle, but fighting on without a thought
of submission, ground his teeth at his
impotence. Man to man he knew his
superiority. But man to gun was but
fodder. Behind a barrage of mur-
derous shells the German soldier
laughed at the puny opposition of a
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gunless army. The strongest

known to military science Ead fg‘l)ll;t:
without a struggle. The direction of
the mvadmg army was ever forward
Only when its ammunition failed tem-
porarily was it driven to retreat be-
hind the hills of the Aisne. Ang then
England clamoured for the guns to
give the men a chance. Lloyd George,
the most aggressive politician in sight,
was given the mission to get them,

Immediately he recognized that the
tas}{ was not so0 much a matter of ma-
terial as of workpeople and factories.
And, with his own peculiar foresight-
9dness, he knew that success depended
in the final issue on a workpeople con-
tented and able to undertake without
more than the minimum of rest the
great task of production. To make
the munition-makers contented and
physically fit for their work more
than suitable wages was required
Hours of work must be, for the tinie;
subject only to the limits of human
endurance. The driving back of the
enemy, therefore, hung on the minds
and bodies of the workers. And tq
ensure co-operation of these two allieg
something in the way of innovation
was necessary.

The solution of the problem, ag jt
affected the million women who have
thrown themselves into the production
of munitions of war, was the creation
of a new department in connection
with the Ministry of Munitions, As
Lloya George puts it himself: «f had
the privilege of setting up Something
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that was known as a welfare depart-
ment, which was an attempt to take
advantage of the present mallability
of industry in order to impress upon
it more humanitarian conditions, to
make labour less squalid and less re-
pellant, more attractive and more
healthy.” And the results have so
far excelled even his hopes that the
department is not recognizable to-day
by its ambitious ereator.

The Welfare Department in Great
Britain is assuredly an innovation in
industrial life. There has been, and
is, a prevailing idea that it is but an
English application of a phase of
working life already developed in the
United States. A Government official
modestly deprecated to me any idea
of novelty. “You,” he said, “know all
about it already, of course. For it is
not new in America.” And he spoke
of a certain great factory in the Cen-
tral States that has for years secured
much valuable advertising through its
eare of its employees. But the differ-
ence between any so-called welfare
work in America and that developed
in Great Britain is sufﬁcient_ to mark
the latter as a distinet creation. Not
only is the work differently controlle:d,
but its duties and the direction of its
efforts are essentially new.

“Welfare” has been applied in Eng-
land loosely to everything that intro-
duces a new office dealing directly
with the employee of a factory. Jeal-
ous and selfish employers have at-
tempted to forestal Government inter-
ference by appointing officials whom
they dignify with the title of “wel-
fare workers”, but whose only duty
is to secure larger dividends for the
directors. But, strictly speaking,
“welfare” in England applies only to
the appointees of the Ministry of
Munitions; and it is only with these
this article will deal. The most dan-
gerous obstacle to the ultimate bene-
fits of real welfare work is the dis-

and distrust aroused in the work-
ers by officials who are responsible
only to their employers; and there
has been more than a suggestion that
the Government protect the idea by
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copyrighting the term it has selected
for its appointees.

The welfare worker is a Govern-
ment employee. The Welfare Depart-
ment, through a permanent commit-
tee, passes on every worker, by inter-
view, by examination of character, re-
cord and references. The aim is high,
as it necessarily must be to secure a
woman whose influence on the muni-
tioneers will be good. Apart from the
ordinary qualifications of official
position of such authority, she must
be educated, dignified, sympathetic,
independent, resourceful, diplomatie,
physically strong, competent to com-
mand, and capable of winning affec-
tion as well as respect. It is a large
order—so large that the calibre can-
not be maintained with any hope of
filling the demand. The fact that al-
most all munition factories are either
Government-owned or controlled ren-
ders them amenable to the regulation
that, with more than a certain num-
ber of female employees, one or more
welfare workers must be engaged.
And the supply is greviously inade-
quate. It is a feature of English life
that caste is another requirement in
the welfare workers. Unless the muni-
tion workers are sensible of the super-
ior station in life of at least the head
of the welfare staff they are reluctant
to lend themselves to the relationship
imposed by the new idea. Many wo-
men, seemingly otherwise fitted to do
effective work, have failed to gain the
respect so necessary for results. And
as the work, if honestly performed, is
hard and often diseouraging, with
long hours and innumerable worries,
and with a strain that increases to pro-
portions beyond the reputed strength
and competence of woman, even those
few who might fill the position with
success hesitate before assuming the
tremendous responsibilities,

The true welfare official is selected
by the Welfare Department of the
Ministry of Munitions, accordingly,
and approved of by the management
of the factory where her work is to
be. As a Government employee she
is independent, save in employment
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and discharge, of the management.
Her position might appear anomalous
and impossible, but in reality, owing
to the wonderful results that have ap-
peared, the munition firms have ac-
cepted the relationship with a grace
that grows to appreciation. As a
Government official it is her duty in
general to see that the working condi-
tions are reasonable and fair, that the
factory equipment is sanitary and
gafe, that dismissals are only for good
cause, that the moral atmosphere is
satisfactory, that the girls are paid
according to established rates; in
short, that every surrounding of the
female worker is suitable to her sex,
her physical and moral requirements,
and to her protection. The value of
the welfare worker to the management
appears in her ability to settle dis-
putes, maintain discipline, raise the
morale of the girls, secure from them
a full co-operation in production and
in factory interest, and protect the
firm from the expense and loss of
time arising from a wrong mental at-
titude and from accident.

The technical titles applied to the
workers are somewhat descriptive.
The head may be a “supervisor” or a
“quperintendent”. The former works
without assistants in the smaller fac-
tories. The superintendent has di-
ectly under her a staff of welfare as-
sistants and auxiliary forces. Pro-
perly speaking, only her assistants
who have been approved of by the De-
partment are “welfare workers”, but
a superintendent is usually considered
competent to select assistants who
would satisfy the Deparement.

The duties of the superintendent
are too multifarious to be described
save under the general term “wel-
fare”. Obviously there is little she
can do which has not some connection
with the interests of her women muni-
tion-workers. Outside the general au-
thority secured to her by her official
appointment, her powers rest with the
factory management. If the latter is
sympathetic and satisfied with her,
she is sometimes given almost unlimit-
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ed authority over the women i
shops. The one Canadian w:lftahr:
superintendent in Great Britain, with
the fullest recognition by both’ Gov-
ernment and factory officials, hag
practlca}ly supreme control over every
woman in the factory area, munition.
workers and office staff. In her rests
authority to select and dismiss em-
ployees, to pass on the dismissals by
~t}1e foreman, to promulgate regula-
tions of any kind affecting female la-
bour. As head of the Labour Burean
every new employee must conform to
the ideals she has established. The
requirements in this department
alone, (_Jf 3,000 women workers with
the ordinary changes of industri’al life
and the extraordinary and unexpect.
ed demands of war conditions, is dif-
ficult to imagine. Lavatory, hospital
and rest-room accommodation is dj.
rectly subject to her. She is one of a
committee of three to manage a can-
teen for 5,000 employees. She has
charge of the cleaning staffs. Her op
ders in the business office are obeved
as the manager’s. Female employees
obtain from her leave to pass from the
bmld}ng during working hours and to
remain from work for special reasons,
But these are the mere outlines of
her genera'l work, the listed duties,
They are, in reality, the least of her
real welfare work. Her main care is
to secure the confidence of her girls,
to convince them that in her the
have a friend. She protects them
from the momentary exasperation of
woryied foremen. Every possible con-
venience and comfort she obtaing for
them. Rest-rooms and canteen ang
lavatories, floors and windows of
shops are kept under her eye for
cleanliness and fittings. A girl on
work too strenuous for her stren
is transferred by her to easier duties,
Petty thieving is controlled by the
firm’s police under her direction. Com-
plaints of every kind are brought to
her for settlement, from a badly cook.
ed meal at the canteen to the partig].
ity of a charge hand. She orders im.
provements to ventilation, heating ang
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lighting, and sees that the girls who
have leisure to sit are provided with
seats. She inquires into mistakes in
pay envelopes and advises the man-
agement on inadequate rates.

And still the list is incomplete. She
arbitrates disagreements, not only be-
tween the foremen and the girls, but
between the girls themselves. She
moves, when conditions warrant it,
girls into more congenial shops. She
directs them to the firm’s hospitals in
case of sickness. She takes the chil-
dren of mothers who must work for
a living and finds them good homes.
She firmly dismisses girls physiecally
unfitted for their duties, but offers
them re-employment when their health
warrants it. She keeps in touch with
every sick employee, sending her as-
gistants to their homes to inquire their
wants. She supervises the boarding-
houses of the workers and to some ex-
tent their homes. She encourages them
to come to her in all the petty trou-
bles of life, whether in connection
with their work or not.

‘While her office doors are frequent-
ly closed, by stress of work, to the
factory officials, they are always open
to the girls. To be a mother to them
is the highest aim and the most pro-
ductive of the right kind of welfare
superintendent. X

This intimate and authoratitive con-
taet with her girls is not maintained
at the cost of discipline. Indeed, the
welfare superintindent is the source
of discipline as well as of protection
and comfort. In every move she con-
siders the rights and wishes of the
foremen. Leave is given—except for
ecompulsory reasons—only as the de-
mands of the shop permit. The fore-
man’s authority is sustained in every
reasonable instance. His work is
lightened by the application of dis-
cipline by one who understands con-
ditions and sympathizes with his dif-
fieulties in applying his authority to
a new class of worker whom he does
not quite understand and is too busy
to study. :

The course of an ordinary fore-
noon’s work is revealing.
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1. Arriving at 8.30, she examines
the reports left by her night assist-
ants, nurses, women police and fore-
women of the cleaners.

2. Letters opened and answered.

3. Twenty new girls engaged.

4. Special committee meeting on air
raid protection.

5. Trouble at the canteen made the
dismissal of the night ecook necessary,
after which application for a new one
had to be made to the Government
Labour Exchange.

6. Discharge granted to woman
physically unfit—a case to be follow-
ed up. Explanation made to foreman
and superintendent of the branch of
the factory in which she worked.

7. Girl released from one shop
through lack of work is found a place
in another,

8. Girl ordered off night work by
her doctor is exchanged to day work
with another girl.

9. Foreman came to explain absence
of one of his girls. Arrangements
made to get her pay to her.

10. Girl came to complain of her
discharge by foreman. Latter spoken
to over telephone and found to be at
fault, and girl found work in another
shop.

lxi. Made out orders for several
pairs of overalls for girls.

12. Two girls came to complain of
treatment of another girl in same
shop. Note made to inquire into it.

13. Underforeman inquired how to
enforce discipline among his workers.
As many complaints of his severity
had come in, a friendly and satisfae-
tory talk resulted.

14. Injured girl reported no insur-
ance received. Gave orders to have
it looked into.

15. Girl absent the day before with-
out leave or excuse was warned.

16. Sergeant at gate came for in-
structions about passes out,

17. Put through order for ambul-
ance-room supplies.

18. Assistant reports.

19. Two women discharged on the
previous day came to express their
thanks for her kindness in paving the
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way to other work. One brought her
baby for inspection.

20. Five minutes’
manager.

21. In a hasty run through one of
the shops discovered girl with sore
throat. Sent her immediately to the
nurse.

22. Girl injured a few days before
came to say her doctor said she might
return to work in a week,

23. Glanced over time sheets and
sent assistant to inquire reasons of
absentees; also to get report on mis-
take in a girl’s pay.

In addition there were hasty tele-
phone conversations with a dozen
foremen. Every afternoon much of
the time is spent in the shops with
the girls, watching them work, study-
ing conditions, inspecting the ef-
ficiency of the charge hands, ete.
Government officials must be seen and
visitors entertained, purchases made
and plans developed.

For the welfare work which is out-
side the strict limits of business the
firm provides her with a fund. It is
perhaps the best proof of the growth
of the welfare idea. Old employees
who cannot afford the expense of ill-
ness are assisted. Others with unex-
pected temporary strains on their re-
sources may borrow and repay at their
leisure. Even those necessarily dis-
missed by the fluctuations of produc-
tion are assisted until they obtain new
situations. And the welfare superin-
tendent with her heart in her work
is too apt to forget her own pocket
and expend a great part of her salary
in this kind of help. Now the idea
has spread to the male employees,
whose wives and families profit from
the fund.

To assist her in these never-ending
duties this welfare superintendent has
a staff of sufficient proportions to re-
lieve her of what portion may be left
to other shoulders; but the intimate
relationship with the girls eannot be
dismissed by any amount of assist-
ance. Her private secretary is her
immediate representative. Three as-

talk with the
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sistant welfare workers see that hep
instructions are carried out, represent
her at night, and visit the sick and
absent. A Labour Bureau assistant
first culls out the applicants for work.
Three trained nurses are on constant
duty for accident or sudden sickness,
making their reports to her and sub-
ject to her instructions. Three police-
women see to the direct enforcement
of her regulations, reporting to her
and recognizing her authority, al
though appointed (subjeet to her ap-
proval) by the Government organiza-
tion of policewomen. There are, in
addition, clerks and office boys whe
do not properly enter into the welfare
work. tler supreme authority is re.
cognize. by the title of “lady superin.
tendent”, every detail of the manage-
ment of female labour being handeq
over to her by the manager.

The factory equipment coming spe-
cially within her sphere is the last
word in welfare work. Through g
sympathetic management every pro-
vision has been made for the comfort
of the women. Two large rest-rooms
are always open to those temporarily
idle through accident to the machines
or illness. The rooms are bright angd
airy, fitted with easy-chairs, sofas,
tables and reading material. There are
two_hospitals or “ambulance rooms”
equipped with every modern require.
ment, with beds and other necessities,
and presided over by trained nurses
whose services are at the disposal of
the patients until recovery. A pri-
vate ambulance is kept for rushing
serious cases to the hospital or home,

The canteen is one of the provisiong
of war which will continue into Peace
if it is found to pay. During the way
most firms are content to lose—some.
times as much as a thousand dollars g
week—for the immediate profit in
in other respects: from this feature of
welfare work. Long hours, fewer holi-
days and the unusual strains conse-
quent upon the war make it doub]
necessary that special provision be
made to fit the munition-maker fop
the unending needs of the armies; ang



ENGLAND IN ARMS

the woman worker, unaccustomed to
the demands upon her strength, is
more susceptible to the lir.itations of
her methods of life. Under the wel-
fare worker these girls have been in-
duced to govern their meals by the re-
guirements of their bodies, not by the
eustom of their class or the momen-
tary taste of their palates. Pudding
and eake have given place to meat,
and the canteen meal is the main one
of the day. Never in their lives have
the working classes of England been
offered such meals as are served them
so cheaply in the canteens. Never
again will they be willing to return
to the former comfortless, insufficient
fare of pre-war days. It is a welfare
work that in itself justifies the new
industrial department.

In explosive factories the duties of
the welfare worker are directed more
towards the health and protection of
the girls, one great difficulty in the
employment of female labour on ex-
plosives being their slowness to realize
the danger of disobeying regulations.
The welfare worker impresses the
necessisty upon them and protects
them from their own carelessness.

There are features of welfare work
which have received much greater
fame than those outlined above, but
only beiause they are more unusual
and spectacular. Organized dances,
dramatic clubs, swimming and other
elasses, entertainment of various
kinds—these are the novelties of wel-
fare work which have been pictured
in the papers. But they are really
only the frills. The welfare worker
with time and strength to throw her-
gelf into such extraneous luxuries
must be neglecting the more intimate
and effective side of her work. Pro-
vide a girl with healthy surroundings,
a clean moral atmosphere, sustaining
food, sufficient rest, protection from
tyranny and injustice, and a human
heart to seek for advice, and her re-
laxation is not apt to go far astray.
The original idea of welfare work, as
practised, was amusement. It has
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altered to personal care and sym-
pathy. The earlier form of welfare
worker is finding a more congenial
sphere in organizing bazaars and en-
tertaining the soldiers. The new work-
er does not neglect entertainment, but
she has discovered how little it serves
to secure the hold she desires.

In the search for judicious welfare
workers England is handicapped by
the prevalence of easte. While it is
for the present necessary, owing to the
peculiarities of English life, that the
welfare superintendent be obvionsly
of a higher social standing, the granite
walls between the classes in England
are too high to permit of the fratern-
ity and unsullied sympathy that must
exist between munition worker and
welfare worker, except in cases all too
few. And the fault is as much of the
working people as of the women who
have offered themselves for this grand
work of industrial improvement.

The welfare idea would be abortive,
especially in time of war, did it not
express itself in terms of efficiency
and production. It is in increased
output, as well as in its moral effect,
that it faces the opposition of labour
agitators who see in it the lessening
of their influence for evil. It requires
little insight into psychology to ap-
preciate that the contended, healthy
worker, whose moral sense is enlti-
vated, is the most productive. The
aim of the welfare worker is best test-
ed by the results of the improvements
she has introduced; and concerning
that there is no question. So em-
phatic is the average employer in his
praise of the new idea that hundreds
of them have expressed their deter-
mination to continue it after the war.
Strikes among the girls are almost un-
known. Discipline is simple. Idling
is infinitely less than among the men
—especially than among the young
men who have found in munition
factories their exemption from the
trenches, The discipline of the wel-
fare worker is an appeal to the girls
moral sense rather than to force.
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And the girls are proving the rich-
ness of the soil in which the new idea
is spreading seed. The old frivolous
conception of munition-making as the
means to a gay, extravagant life of
pleasure is passing. The girl who
once put her money in a new hat every
fortnight and a pair of boots a month
now probably lends it to her country
for the winning of the war. Her
nights, that used to be oeccupied in
cinema or dance halls or street loaf-
ing, are spent in sewing and profitable
entertainment. “We never knew there
were women in the world like you” is
the ery of their souls to the new sort
of woman who has come into their

Tives.

Less sentimental and appealing,

perhaps, may be the revolution the
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successful welfare worker is introdue.
ing i'nto industrial relationship. Hep
consideration for the foremen is en-
gendering a new spirit in the work-
shops.  Co-operation is taking the
place of petty jealousies. What was
once a medley of shops is now one
combined factory. The foeus of the
female labour of the factory in the
one head is encouraging a similar de-
sire among the men. And when shop
works with shop the result to Great
Britain in the rivalry of peace times
cannot be overestimated. With this
new spirit of co-operation must arise
a new relationship between ecapital
and labour. Tt is in this rests the
future of the industrial and commer.
cial life of Great Britain.

OF AN IRISH LEGEND

By J. E. MIDDLETON

DEFIANT, unashamed, she passed,

The carmine on her pouted lips,
‘While village maids, contemptuous, cast

Side-glances hot as scorpion whips.

Her feet, like Aphrodite’s own,

She laved beside the Holy Well—
That dried old parapet of stone,

That thirsty grass, the tale can tell.

Profaned by her who came unshriven
The blesséd water fled away,

Into the mountain caverns driven,
Into the purifying clay.

If you, dear treasure of mine eyes,
Stood by the place in sun or snow,

The stream, miraculously wise,
‘Would fill the well and overflow.
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UWlhere s Canadian
Witerature?

BY ]. M.

GIBBON

AUTHOR OF ““HEARTS AND FACES," ETC.

g QUESTION  naturally
ol suggests an answer, and
the answer which ocecur-
red to me in connection
with the subject “Where

% is Canadian Litera-
ture?” was at first “On the road to
New York”. Such an answer would
be not unnatural when one reviews
the number of prominent Canadian
writers who have migrated to the
United States—Bliss Carman, C. G.
D. Roberts, Ernest Thompson Seton,
Basil King, Arthur Stringer, Harvey
O’Higgins, George Patullo, being only
a few of many names that might un-
der more favourable circumstances
have still been identified with Cana-
dian instead of American life. Some
of these may still stir a Canadian
flavour into their literary soup, but
by residence in the United States and
cultivation of American taste they
write now primarily for another clien-
téle than ours.

Then, again, such as Gilbert Parker
and Sarah Jeannette Duncan belong
now rather to England than to Can-
ada, stars of a constellation of Anglo-
Canadians, in which the lesser lights
are less familiar to their native coun-
try. Of those who remain in Canada
many do so as it were by force majeure
—not because the rewards of litera-
ture in this country encourage them
to stay here, but because they have
other occupations and resources of a
less precarious character than those
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resulting from the pursuit of the
muses.

With such conditions prevailing, is
there any possibility of a distinetive
Canadian literature arising and per-
sisting, and could such possibility be
fostered by higher rewards and more
generous recognition in this country
just as Canadian industry has been
fostered by bounties and high tariffs
and intensive advertising such as the
“Made-in-Canada” campaign. Can
one find a way of stopping this emi-
gration of creative talent from Cana-
dian soil, and is it desirable to stop
this emigration by placing better
terms of settlement at the disposal of
the Canadian poet, writer of fiction,
or other such imaginative creator of
word pictures?

Should, for instance, the Govern-
ment be asked to subsidize Canadian
literature as, for instance, it subsi-
dizes Canadian art, by purchasing and
publishing manuseripts just as it pur-
chases and provides a museum for
works of art? Should a campaign be
launched urging Canadian editors and
publishers to give preference to fie-
tion and poetry by Canadian authors,
Canadian booksellers to push Cana-
dian publications, Canadian readers
to read and purchase by preference
Canadian books, and Canadian re-
viewers to be particularly kind to
Canadian novelists and po~is?

So far as reviewers are concerned,
I am going to risk immediate annihila.
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tion by quoting from a letter written
by the reader of a well-known Cana-
dian publisher in this connection :

In the first place, Canadian literature
has been hopelessly hindered by the usual
systematic habit of log-rolling, whereby
every Canadian goose that makes its first
flight is hailed as a swan, probably being
compared to those on the Serpentine or in
Central Park. Of course, there is a certain
similarity in that they are both included
in an ornithological classification, but very
often the comparison ends there. A cer-
tain myopic minister once wrote a very
good book, which established him as a sue-
cessful Canadian writer. His very fre-
quent later contributions to our literature
have by no means attained the merit of
his first attempt, but all his successive ef-
forts are sold on the reputation gained on
the original book. There are various writ-
ers of the other sex who have a following
based on original productions, and here
again their successive efforts are sold on
the reputation of the original production.
A lady in the West, whose style is exe-
crable, depends largely on the ecstatic
praise circulated by people of her par-
ticular religious denomination. A lady in
the East has given us so many episodes
in the life of her heroine that before long
it will not be possible for any Canadian to
answer the ageless conundrum, ‘‘How
old is Annef?’’

It is my opinion that there should be
no geographical distinction made in North
America as to authors. If the literary
effort of a Canadian writer is not acecept-
ed by the people south of the boundary
as being worthy of a permanent place in
literature, it is surely a sign that any
ecstatic reception by the people living
above the boundary must necessarily be
more or less forced, and the result of, as
I have said, judicious log-rolling.

One of the most unfortunate books
which has been allowed to appear in years,
in my opinion, is a recent ‘‘ Hall of Fame’’,
alleged to contain the portraits, lives, and
representative selections of fifty Canadian
poets. It eannot be many years before
many of this wonderful fifty would be
willing to purchase their discharge from
this ‘“Hall of Fame’’, but in the mean-
time it puts before young or uneducated
people a wholly false perspective and
valuation of what is poetry and what is
not.

Then take the bookselling and the
bookreading public, and let me give
a little personal experience. The
search for material in connection with

this question sent me to one of the -
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leading booksellers in Toronto, that
great centre of light and patriotism
and learning. T asked the very charm-
ing lady in charge if there was any
demand for fiction by Canadian writ-
ers.

“ Oh, no,” she said, “if we have a
good book by a Canadian we have to
conceal the fact, otherwise we would
not sell it. If I were to say the book
was written by a Canadian, the buyer
would say, ‘Oh, give me something
English or American—I want some-
thing really good’.”

In discussing this incident with a
Toronto publisher, a publisher, I may
say, not of books, but of magazin
this publisher expressed himself as
strongly of the opinion that in On-
tario, at any rate, the indifference
shown to Canadian literature by the
Canadian public was due:

1. To the Canadian bookseller who
worked on the lines of least resistance
and pushed only the books that were
most advertised.

2. To the Canadian book publisher
whose advertising as compared to that
of the American book publisher was
infinitesimal. Even in Canada, he
maintained, the large sale, for in.
stance, of Ralph Connor’s books was
due not to Canadian but to Ameri-
can advertising. The average Cana-
dian publisher, he maintained, trusts
entirely to the free advertisement he
gets in reviews, and spends no mon,
except on catalogues, which do met
reach the general publie,

The publishers I shall deal with
later on, but in the meanwhile, what
about subsidies? What about Govepn.
ment purchases of manuscripts, ejyi]
list pensions, tariff against the pre.
ductions of American authors with a
preferential tariff in favour of RBpj.
tish authors. Does Canadian literg.
ture deserve as much consideration as
lead, or aromatic spirits of ammen;
or antiseptic gauzes—industries great
and small fostered by bounties op Pro-
tective tariffs, such protection Pre-
sumably leading to higher priceg in
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Canada for the products protected, as
well as to inecreased native produe-
tion?

One’s first instinet would be to say
“Yes”—in the belief that the greater
the rewards in Canada itself the het-
ter chance there would be for native
Canadian literature. Were such re-
wards higher than they are to-day,
the bright young writers might not
find such a magnet in the richer cen-
tres of London and New York. Such
a belief, however, is based on the idea
that the higher his price the greater
the author—an idea which is not
borne out by the facts. The better
payment of authors does not mean
greater authors and finer literature,
it only means more successful authors
and more popular literature.

It is a curious paradox that finan-
eial success is only too often the au-
thor’s worst enemy. In order to main-
tain that success he is dominated by
what he or his publisher thinks the
public wants, instead of using the
printed page as the means of express-
ing the energy, the soul, the emotion,
that is in him. The incentive which

uces fine literature is the psycho-
logical joy of creation, not the hun-
dreds or thousands of dollars which
a successful work may produce. To
illustrate this by a concrete instance,
I take a volume of poems recently
published—*“A Canadian Twilight”,

Bernard Freeman Trotter. A
parallel has been drawn, and I think
with justice, between Bernard Free-
man Trotter and Rupert Brooke and
Alan Seegar. The last three lines of
his poem, “The Poplars”:

And so I sing the poplars; and when I
come to die

I will not look for jasper walls, but cast
about my eye :

For a row of windblown poplars against an
English sky.

These lines are surely worthy to stand
alongside Rupert Brooke’s:

1f I should die, think only this of me:
That there’s some corner of a foreign field
That is forever England.

or, for further comparison, let me
quote Alan Seegar’s:

I have a rendezvous with death.

Take again the poem “Iei Repose”—
the last poem Bernard Freeman Trot-
ter wrote before his death:

A little eross of weather-silvered wood,

Hung with a garish wreath of tinselled
wire,

And on it earved a legend—thus it runs:

““Iei repose—’". Add what name you will,

And multiply by thousands; in the ficlds,

Along the roads, beneath the trees—one
here,

A dozen there, to each its simple tale

Of one more jewel-threaded star-like on

The sacrificial rosary of France.

And as I read and read again those words,

Those simple words, they took a mystie
sense;

And from the glamour of an alien tongue

They wove insistent musie in my brain,

Which, in a twilight bour, when all the

guns
Were silent, shaped itself to song.

““0 happy dead! who sleep embalmed in
glory

Safe fron’\ corruption, purified by fire—

Ask you our pityt—ours, mud-grimed and

gory, :
Who still must grimly strive, grimly de-
sire,

““You have outrun the reach of our en-
deavour,
Have flown beyond our most exalted
quest—
Who prate of faith and freedom, knowing
ever
That all we really fight for’s just—a
rest.

““The rest that only victory can bring us—
Or death, which throws us brother-like
by you— .
The ecivil commonplace in which ’twill
fling us
To neutralize our then too martial hue.

‘‘But you have rest from every tribulation
Even in the midst of war; you sleep
serene,
Pinnacled on the sorrow of a nation,
In cerements of sacrificial sheen.

““Oblivion cannot claim you: our heroic
War-lustred moment, as our youth, will

pass

To swell the dusty hoard of time the stoie,

That lgathers cobwebs in the nether
glass.

PSR TS—
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““We shall grow old, and tainted with the
rotten
Effluvia of the peace we fought to win,
The bright deeds of our youth will be for-
gotten,
Effaced by later failure, sloth, or sin;

‘‘But you have conquered time, and sleep
forever,
Like gods, with a white halo on your
brows—
Your souls our lode-stars, your death-crown-
ed endeavour
The spur that holds the nations to their
vows.’’

Can anyone truly say that this was
written for any monetary reward
that it would have been better writ-
ten for a higher price? Surely it was
written out of the depths of great
emotion, as all fine literature has been
written.

I take this as an instance because
it is a book of fine poetry and written
by a Canadian. That this is no ex-
ceptional case, let me mention that al-
though no branch of creative litera-
ture in Canada stands at a higher
level to-day than poetry, it is a rare
thing for any Canadian poet to receive
any remuneration at all from any
Canadian editor or publisher.

Ah! but you say—that is poetry—
and poets are a race apart-—hy th~
very nature of things, idealist and
impractical.

Take, then, the instance of George
Meredith—admitted by almost every
eritie, almost every author, as one of
the really great novelists. Evan Har-
rington is accepted without question
as a comedy of rich and superlative
humour—and yet when George Mere-
dith wrote it he was so poor that all
he had to keep body and soul together
while he wrote was water and a sack
of oatmeal.

Can you maintain that the incen-
tive George Meredith had in writing
that comedy was the prospect of be-
ing able to have a house in town and
a place in the country, a stable full of
horses, ten courses and four different
kinds of wine at every meal? Or did
he write it because he had a sense of
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humour, a delight in plot, a joy in
the creation of situations and the de-
velopment of character?

The case of the poet is essentially
the same as the creator of imagina-
tive prose. If there is any external
stimulus which may be acknowledged,
it is the stimulus of praise and recog-
nition, and, enly in so far as money
represents tangible evidence of such
appreciation does it play any vital
part in his production. So long as
he can make ends meet, he will con.
tinue to express himself out of the
sheer joy of creation.

Large royalties and high prices do
encourage the professional writer and
the writer of popular books. Out of
such there may occasionally emerge a
great writer, but history shows that
social claims, the idleness engendered
by wealth, the desire to please the
multitude instead of to express what
one’s own emotion and one’s own eri-
tical judgment knows to he right, are
hindrances rather than aids to fine
authorship, while on the othep hand
poverty is no bar to creative effort,

Putting aside, therefore, as Will-o*-
the-wisp the delusive light of the dol-
lar, let us consider whether there is
still prospect of a distinetive Cana-
dian literature, and if in any way the
progress of that literature may be
fostered. And here perhaps I o‘ught
to fill an omission and define what I
mean by Canadian literature.

Literature is not to be considered
merely as a commodity. Tt may he
fairly defined as “the printed expres-
sion of a state of mind”, and Cana-
dian literature as the “printed ex.
pression of a Canadian state of ming*»
As, however, the only literature WO!'tli
considering is creative or imaginative
literature, as apart from jom'nnlis;n
and mere bookmaking, I wonld fur-
ther limit the definition to “the Print.
ed expression of an imaginative Cana-
dian state of mind”.

The further question arises._
is a Canadian ?—does that meanvzg?t
Canadian-born? If it did, we shoulg
have to cut out Dr, Drummong, Isa-
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bella Valancy Crawford, Stephen Lea-
cock, Clive Phillips-Wolley, and a
dozen others who have surely stood
for Canadian. If only the writer has
lived long enough in the country to
catch the Canadian spirit and become
in sympathy a Canadian citizen—
surely his or her writings can count
as Canadian. “The naturalized alien,”
said Joseph Chamberlain, “becomes
your most ardent patriot,” and so the
most fervent Canadians are not of
necessity Canadian-born. I sho'uld
like to count as Canadian a writer
such as Frederick Niven, who in short
story and in verse has ca}lght the
spirit of the West and of British Col-
umbia as no other writer that I know
has ever done. Take, for instance,
this one from his Maple Leaf Songs,
entitled “B. C.”:

The yellow bench-lands gleam and glow
Under an azure sky;

Above the benches trees arow

. Mareh upward, very high;

And higher than the. trees again
The searped summit stands:

My heart is desolate because
T cannot see these lands.

The winding trails go up and down,
The tributary trails

That lead to roads that lead to town,
A town beside the rails.

But happy he who quits the train
And on the wagon-road

Rides watching for the old blazed tree;
He needs not any goad.

Dear if prayers of men avail
ForG::écialpthingl with Thee,

This would I pray—to hit the trail,
And smell the balsam tree;

To see the e:gles coasting heaven;
The sun-shafts striking geep -

In lonely lakes and laughing streams;
To hear the chipmunks cheep;

i he high-ball to old friends,
ToAf(; etl:trow t%e reins abroad,
As men there do when travel ends;
This would I ask, O God;
To see the pack-train glide and lope
A-patter through the woods,
All silent in the old cone-dust
Of these old solitudes.

Some eall the Indians dirty folk,

in would see
A‘Dant“ie:lg,ﬂ Great Spirit,’ wood-fire smoke

Of some red man’s tepee.

One sign that I was back again
In these tremendous lands,
Would be the sight of silver rings
On brown and lissome hands.

The bench’s yellow pales and fades,
The sun ebbs up the hill,

"Tis dark in the deep forest glades,
"Tis dark and very still;

The sunlight on the summit dies—
Was that a drop of rainf—

I knew it once from dawn to dusk
And would go home again.

Neither the popularity nor the pov-
erty of an author are to be taken as
evidence of his intrinsic merit, yet the
proportion of popular authors who
may be classed among the great is per-
haps one out of ten, while the propor-
tion of great authors who have just
been able to make ends meet is per-
haps nine out of ten.

While, therefore, the artificial
stimulous of wealth is not likely to
produce a greater or more distinctive
Canadian literature than we already
have, the tariff which affords the ma-
chinery of publication has produced a
situation highly favourable to the
growth of such literature. Previous
to 1898 there were only two general-
ly recognized Canadian publishers,
William Briggs, of the Methodist
Book and Publishing House, and the
Copp, Clark Company. Since 1898
no less than eight publishing houses
have been established and still sur-
vive in this country, not, it must be
remembered, with the object of fos-
tering Canadian literature, but in
order to deal more satisfactorily with
the importation and distribution
throughout Canada of books origin-
ating in England or the United
States. These firms are:

McLeod (afterwards MecLeod and
Allen), now Thomas Allen ...... 1898

The Musson Book Company ...... 1901

Oxford University Press—S., B.
Gundy (incorporating Bell and

DORRDEM Y o e 1903
The Maemillan Company of Canada 1906
Cassell and Company ............. 1907
MecCelland, Goodehild and Stewart.. 1907
J. M. Dent and Sons, Limited .... 1913

Thomas Nelson and Sons ......... 1913
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Although these houses were estab-
lished in the first place to facilitate
the importation of books, they have
served and are serving to an increas-
ing extent the interests of Canadian
authors by saving these authors the
expense and uncertainty of long dis-
tance or personal communication with
London and New York, cities which
owing to the circulations they com-
mand must overshadow any Canadian
publishing centre for books issued in
the English language.

To illustrate this point, I quote
from a letter received from a member
of the Methodist Book and Publish-
ing House:

‘“We expeet to import, for instance,
within the next few weeks, six hundred
copies of a new novel by a young man in
British Columbia, which will cost us ap-
proximately 60 cents per copy, in stan-
dard format, cloth binding. The manu-
seript of this was submitted to us here in
Toronto about a year ago and very care-
fully considered. We knew it was good
material, but since it had nothing dis-
tinetively Canadian we believed that we
could not count on a Canadian market
(the only one over which we have con-
trol) to warrant publishing it for that
market alone. If we had printed the six
hundred copies we now purpose importing
it would have cost us, to produce, at least
one dollar per copy (by reason of this
limited edition) and would necessarily
have been offered at a price of $1.50 or
$1.75. . At our suggestion the author sent
the manuseript to a Brivish publisher, who
ultimately accepted it and has prepared a
British edition, which is being sold at ap-
proximately $1.25. We can import this,
bound quite as well as we could make it,
for one dollar in the more limited quan-
tity, at the price mentioned above.’’

In actual practice the Canadian
pablisher or the Canadian representa-
tive of an English or American house
is acting as an unofficial literary
agent, drawing the attention of the
publisher in London or New York to
books written by Canadian authors
for which there would be a fair mar-
ket in Canada. In this connection a
member of the Musson Book Company

writes:
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‘‘It seems that Casadians are more ap-
preciative of books of their own writers
now than they were before. Possibly it
is accounted for by the fact that a good
many of our novelists’ works have been
big sellers in England and the United
States. The American publishers seem
quite eager to get Canadian manuseripts.
We always find them willing to co-operate
with us on anything that there is a
sibility of selling in their market.’?

I give this extract to show how the
Canadian publisher is assisting the
Canadian author to obtain a wider
market than Canada alone affords.

One publisher, Mr. McClelland of
MeClelland, Goodehild and Stewart,
goes further and says:

‘‘For ourselves, we might say that we
are specializing as far as possible on the
works of Canadian writers, and prefer to
give place to a Canadian book every time,
We are always on the lookout for good
Canadian material, and furthermore we
ggt og 0;1(1‘ yva% 1;;;)1 p}llace editions of Cana-

ian books in both the Ameri
lish markets. e Eng-

‘“We have yet to lose a doll
Canadian book that we have aerveornpal:;,.
lished, and we think that we ean safel
say that during the past two or three years =
we have published at least as many books
by Canadian writers as any other ub-
lishing house in Canada.’’ P

With this evidence of the im
machinery for the publication o? mi(:
by Canadian writers, is there any fur.
ther reason to expect a larger ang
more notable output of distinctively
Canadian books? Those who aceept
definition of imaginative literatn
not as a commodity but as the “print.
ed expression of an imaginative state
of mind”, will be the more ready
to agree with me that the outlook wag
never so good. The state of mind ¢
self is the symptom of the soul and
never in the history of the Cam’ldian
people has the Canadian soul been
deeply stirred as it is to-day. 0:)
out of twenty of the people of Cane
ada has offered his life, as g soldi S
for service overseas. Those who haer
been left behind have been stirreq ::
self-sacrifice that in the days of pea
they would never have dreameq oef
giving time and money, for instanea’
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to the Red Cross, to the Patriotic
Fund, to the Victory Loan campaign,
on a scale that four years ago wonld
have been thought impossible. Sor-
row has torn the heartstrings in many
a Canadian home, sorrow without
whose minor key there can be no
great music. The pride of race has
become a real and tangible emotion
instead of something vague, indefinite,
negligible, almost to be apologized
for.

‘When one remembers what a simi-
lar emotional wave did for English
literature in the days following the
QGreat Armada, is it unreasonable to
expect a new era of Canadian litera-
ture in the days following Lange-
marck and Ypres and Passchendaele?

Literary taste may change, literary
rewards may differ, but the human
soul is just the same to-day in Can-
ada as it was in England in the days
of Raleigh, and Drake, and Sidney,
and Shakespeare, and Marlowe—and
if that human soul is not stirred into
literary expression of a splendour be-
yond the normal, I shall be very
much mistaken. :

The signs of a new birth, of a new
desire for expression, are already no-
ticeable. In the autumn catalogue of
one Canadian publisher I find no less
than ten books written by Canadian
authors inspired by the war. Except
in two cases none of these ten would
probably either have been inspired to
write, have found a publisher or a
public—yet the publisher they found
is the one who says he never lost a
dollar on a Canadian author. The
two who might have written had there
never been a war are the Bernard
Freeman Trotter to whom I have al-
ready referred, keyed up by a great
experience to higher flights thap he
might ever otherwise have attained,
and Ralph Connor, whose last work,
“The Major”, however much one may
feel tempted to criticize it on the
grounds of artistic construction, dif-
fers very materially in character and
intensity from anything he has writ-
ten since “The Foreigners”.

The war seems to have uncovered a
new Canadian reading public just as
much as it has brought new writers
to birth, and with this improved ma-
chinery of publishing there never was
a more appropriate movement for a
new Canadian literature. At present
the Canadian book has a natural tend-
ency to have a war tinge. It would
not represent the Canadian state of
mind if it did not. No one at present
is in the mood to write fairy tales.
But when the shadow of war has pass-
ed, who can say that there is not a
field in this Dominion of Canada for
the imaginative writer—no types or
dictinetive characters, no scenery of
inspiring beauty, no human drama,
no social problems, no history, no ro-
mance, no opportunity for humour?

As for types, the lead has already
been given by E. W. Thompson in
“0Old Man Savarin”, by F. W. Wal-
lace in “The Shack Locker”, a won-
derful collection of short stories deal-
ing with the deep sea fishermen of
Nova Scotia; by Stephen Leacock in
“Sunshine Sketches of a Little Town”,
by Dr. Drummond in his habitant
poems,

Then as for natural beauty of scen-
ery, this country of a thousand rivers,
of ten thousand lakes, of a hundred
thousand islands, of millions of acres
of forest, peopled with innumerable
creatures of the wild, this domain of
vast prairies, of tremendous moun-
tains—does it lack source of inspira-
tion?

As for drama—is there no drama in
this tide of human souls surging over
from Europe into our vacant spaces
—Doukhobors, Galicians, Swedes, Bel-
gians, French, Greeks, Syrians, toy
say nothing of our English, Scotch,
Irish and Welsh—seexing a new life
in the New World, amid more ele-
mental conditions than tney xnew in
their own country—is there no drama
here ?

As for social problems—this coun-
try of. difficult divorce, of capital at
war with labour, of politieal intrigue,
of dope fiends, of red light distriets,
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of warring religious sects—is this not
an inexhaustible field for a Canadian
Balzae or Zola or Thomas Hardy?

Has Canada no history ?—were
there no pioneers of France, no High-
landers that stormed the Heights of
Abraham, no United Empire Loyal-
ists who left their homes in New Eng-
land to carve out mew homes in the
Canadian forest, no War of 1812, no
Fenian invaders, no Riel Rebellion?
Every inch of this Eastern Canada
is packed with history, and many an
acre in the West,

Romance—has that also disappear-
ed?

‘“‘Romance!’’ the season tickets mourn,
‘““Ile never ran to catch a train,

But passed with coach and guard and horn,
And left the local—late again!’’
Confound Romance! and all unseen
Romance brought up the nine-fifteen.

There never was a country so rich
in material for the imaginative writ-
er as this great northern Dominion,
half high romance and half high
finance—where the Chevaliers of
Louis the Magnificent join hands
across the centuries with the captains
of industry and the profiteers in pork
and bacon, where the fur-trader shares
the forest with the analytical chem-
ist, where the Ruthenian maid in
Winnipeg teaches her mistress Uk-
rainian folklore, where the Chinese
laundrymen erect a monument—the
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only monument ever erected in this
country to an author—to the writer
of their own fairy tales, where we
have the last stronghold of Rome and
the first stronghold of the Union
Church, where oxen plough the fields
alongside a Ford tractor, and hydro-
planes dash along the lakes, the shores
of which are skirted by the primeval
birchbark canoe. The harvest truly
is plenteous, but the labourers are
few. Why seek the bright lights of
Broadway for inspiration when you
have the blue skies of Canada?

The bright lights of Broadway—
that brings us back to New York.
Where is Canadian literature ? was the
first question, and the first answer
was—on the road to New York. Sure-
ly that answer ig wrong—surely the
answer should be that Canadian lit-
erature is on its own threshold.

Does not the truth lie in these
words written by a Canadian poet ?

Awake(,1 my! country, the hour of dreams is
one
Doubt not nor dread the greatness of
thy fate.
Tho’ faint souls fear the keen con i
ru o frontm‘
And fain would bid the morn of splen-
dour wait,
Tho’ dreamers, rapt in starry visions, o
‘‘Lo, yon thy future, yon thy faith, th"
fame!’?
And streteh vain hands to stars, thy fame
is nigh,
Here in Canadian hearth, and home, ang
name.




M Rejoinder

BY 1. C.

N the January number
the Honourable Charles
Langelier has an article
in which he attempts a
reply to my article
appeared in November.
To show his methods, I need only re-
fer to the way he has misquoted
clause 93 of the British North Am-
erica Act.

In his effort to make the point that
the French have the right to the use
of their language in the publie schools
of Ontario, he says that French was
used before the Union, and cites elause
93 thus:

In and for each Province, the Legisla-
ture may exclusively make laws in rela-
tion to education, subject and according
to the following provisions:

Nothing in any such law shall preju-
dieially affect any right or privilege with
respect to separate schools which any

341

HOCKEN

class of persons have by law in the Pro-
vinee at the Union.

To make his point, Mr. Langelier
resorts to the dishonesty of garbling
the clause. The British North Am-
erica Act which he must have had be-
fore him does not mention “separate”
schools. The word used is “denomina-
tional”. The word “denominational”
is the vital word in the clause. The
decision of the Privy Council in the
recent action turned upon that. So,
by changing the word “denomina-
tional”, an entirely different meaning
is given to the clause.

How can one argue with a man who
is guilty of changing the statute to
make it meet his contention? His
whole article must be read in the light
shed upon it by this deliberate altera-
tion of the plain words of the Aet to
which he appeals.




Donald Adackensie:
TRing of the Torthwest

BY ERNEST CAWCROFT

HE mind of the aging
man turns to the
scenes of his youth and
early prime. When he
meditates upon the
eternal  eventualities,
memory carries him back to his nat-
ive heath, and his reflections are
eased by the hope that his ashes
will mingle with the soil which gave
him birth.

But Donald MacKenzie does not
sleep the deep sleep at Inverness, the
capital of the MacKenzie eclan in
Scotland and where the future “King”
of the Northwest found his birth-
place on June 15, 1783.

He does not rest at Fort William,
now the leading grain port at the
head of Lake Superior, but one cen-
tury ago, the capital of the North-
west Fur Company, no less than the
centre of the commercial enterprise,
and the social and political intrigue
of the vast Hudson’s Bay territories.

And is there a tomb to mark for
him a resting place at thriving Win-
nipeg? No, the man who had his Seat
at the then Fort Garry, and who by
virtue of his Governorship ruled the
vast Provinces now known as Man-
itoba, Alberta, and Saskatchewan,
does not sleep under the soil over
which he reigned for eight years
as a Governor of the Hudson’s Bay
Company.

2

Donald MacKenzie sleeps the Cel-
estial Sleep in Evergreen Cemetery
just at the foot of Mayville Hill and
overlooking the waters of Lake
Chautauqua.

The Regents of New York State
once required the reading of Wash.
ington Irving’s ‘‘Astoria’’ for pur-
poses of high school study. There I
gleaned my first knowledge of
ponald MacKenzie. Later I became
interested in the development of
VV_estern Canada; my studies of and
trips through that region, brought
home to me the name ‘‘MacKenzie?
on many occasions. But one must go
a long way from home to get the
re_al imporance of new events. The
Times (London), publishes an obit-
uary column which is distinguisheg
_thro_ughout the world for its diserim.
inating freedom from funeral plati-
tudes, and its devoted effort to
chronicle the achievements of those
who have passed from the King’s
rervice by death. During the eap
part of 1912, 1 found at the bottom
of an article devoted to a deceaseq
Peer of the Realm, the followix:;
item: .

*‘Our Mayville, New York, ¢
pondent informs us that Henry(){{r::.
Kenzie one of the surviving song o;
Donald MacKenzie, the Canadian
Explorer, is dead at that place.?’

This item connected my travels in
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Canada with my previous high
sehool reading. Moreover, it impel-
led me to study the career and to
seek to visualize the personality of
a man cast in a large mould. I aec-
ecepted the invitation to prepare this
paper on “Donald MacKenzie: The
King of the Northwest’’ because I
felt that many students of Canadian
history have had but a vague concep-
tion of the deeds of this hero.

To be born in Scotland, to achieve
fame in Oregon and Manitoba, and
to live for eighteen years in Chau-
tauqua County, breaks the links of
personal history.

It has been my task to connect
gsome of the links in the histcrical
ehain of Donald MacKenzie’s life.
The MacKenzies have written their
pames in large letters over the map
of Canada. The habit of Dominion
historians and biographers of refer-
ring to their particular MacKenzie
by his last name only, has deepened
the confusion in proportion to the
books published. But in view of the
fact that the record of the MacKen-
zie elan is distinctive in the history
of Scotland and Canada, I shall trace
out the career of Donald MacKenzie
by a process of exclusion, just as I
have been compelled to do in the
verineation of certain biographical
data for the purposes of this paper.

Thus Donald MacKenzie must not
be confused with Sir Alexander Mac-
Kenzie, who hailed from the same
region of Scotland, and whose ex-
plorations placed the MacKenzie
River upon the map of Canada in
1789.

Nor with Kenneth MacKenzie,
who looms large in the ‘‘History of
the American Fur Trade,”” by Chit-
tenden, and who in his trading and
explorations traversed a large por-
tion of the same territory covered
by Donald in his American trip to
the Pacific Ocean.

James MacKenzie was a Governor
of the King’s Posts in Quebec Pro-
vinee. Henry MacKenzie served as
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Secretary of the Northwest Com-
pany at Montreal; and the premier
member of that competitor of the
Hudson’s Bay Company was Roder-
ick MacKenzie. These men were first,
second, and third cousins of each
other. They played a leading part
in the lives of each other, some as
friends and others as the executives
of rival fur and trading companies.
Between- their friendships and their
rivalries, they placed the name of
MacKenzie in the history of North
America, beyond erasure.

This Roderick MacKenzie was the
correspondent of Sir Alexander Mac-
Kenzie and the cousin of Donald.
The romantic explorations of Alex-
ander were being told by proud
Scotsmen about the time the youth
of Donald was getting under way.
Then Roderick MacKenzie was writ-
ing home to Glasgow and Edinburgh,
as well as to Donald, telling of the
opportunities for young Scotsmen
in seeking the vast fur wealth of
the Canadian Northwest.

Thus the wander Just of the young
man was stirred, and in 1801, Don-
ald MacKenzie, then seventeen years
of age, left Scotland for Canada,
where he entered and remained in
the employ of the North-west Fur
Company for eight years. During
these eight years he received his
collegiate training by clerking, trap-
ping, and trading, by exploration
and adventure, and by playing a
man’s part in defending the accum-
ulations of the fur season against
the plunder spirit of primitive out-
laws and angry Indians. He was a
fa;nous‘ man, even in his youth, in
this primitive ecountry, and this pres-
tige pf the wilderness soon brought
him into positions of great responsi-
bility.

The career of Donald MacKenzie,
as a factor in the making of North
American history, must be timed
frpm the day he conmected himself
with John Jacob Astor. The limits
of this paper compel me to spare
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you the details; but the New York
Legislature incorporated the Ameri-
can Fur Company on April 6, 1808.
The dashing and enterprising John
Jacob Astor longed to tap the wealth
of the wilderness to invest his pro-
fits in the lands of the Metropolis.
His broad mind conceived the idea
.of establishing a line of trading
posts, connecting the Missouri with
the mouth of the Columbia River
on the Pacific.’ He not only fore-
saw the commercial possibilities, but
he perceived, as his letters to the
President and Cabinet officers show,
the need of asserting American title
to the Ameriecan Northwest. Rival
fur and trading companies were
claiming ownership on behalf of
their respective governments and
withort thought of the present inter-
national boundary line. Mr. Astor
made overtures for peace, and pro-
posed to consolidate his venture with
first one and then the other of exist-
ing companies. Meeting with no sue-
cess, he decided to offer positions
to the best men of the Northwest
Fur Company. Alexander M’Kay,
who had accompanied Sir Alexander
MacKenzie in his 1789 and 1793 ex-
peditions; Duncan M’Dougal, Don-
ald MacKenzie and Wilson Price
Hunt, of New Jersey, were finally
associated with Mr. Astor under a
new named corporation: ‘‘The Pac-
ifle Fur Company”.

The Astor party outfitted at Mon-
treal, the emporium of the fur
trade. It erossed the Rocky Moun-
tains in 1810, exploring and estab-

lishing trading posts enroute, and-

finally arrived at the point to be
known as Astoria, at the mouth of
the Columbia River. Washington
Irving described Donald MacKenzie
at this period of his prime as ‘‘excel-
ling on those points in which the
others were deficient; for he had
been for ten years in the interior
and valued himself on his know-
ledge of wood-craft and the strat-
egy of Indian trade and Indian war-
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fare. He had a frame seasoned to
toil and hardships; a spirit not to be
intimidated, and was reputed to be
a remafrfl.(able shot, which of itself
was sufficient to give hi

up((;n the Frontier.’g’ B

nce the Pacific Fur Com

party had fixed its capital atp?i
toria, leading members were dele-
gated.to establish additional posts
at distant points. It was the
policy to pre-empt good trad-
ing gr_ounds, as well as to win
the ultimate support of the United
States Government by pushing the
boundary line far north, Domed es-
tablisl.led the most distant post from
{&storxa on the Shahaptan. His trad-
ing settlement was considered an
encz:oachment upon the territory of
earlier and rival companies. He was
burgiened too by constant fights with
Indlans. in that region. Supplies did
not arrive and the opposition of the
rival companies inecreased. Donald
went to Fhe nearest trading post of
%us associates for conference. While
In consultation with Messrs, Clare
and Stuart, a partner of the North-
west Cqmpany, John George M'Tay.
1sh_, ar.'rlved from the region of Lake
Winnipeg, bearing the news - that
war had been declared between the
United States and England. He add-
ed the true or false information
that an English ship had been sent
to seize Astoria. MacKenzie deter-
mined to break camp and return to
Astoria. There a conference between
the Astoria coterie ensued durin
the summer of 1812. It was decideg
to abandon Astoria. M’Dougal and
MacKenzie argued for abandonment
in view of all the circumstances
while less influential partners weré
against immediate departure. But
th(? will of the stronger men pre-
vailed, and the return was made over
the Rockies in several parties, While
Washington Irving speaks in terms
of personal praise of Donald Mae.
Kenzie, he reflects the attitude of his
patron, John Jacob Astor, in sey.



DONALD MACKENZIE: KING OF THE NORTHWEST

erely criticizing the position of
M’Dougal and MacKenzie in per-
suading the co-partners to abandon
Astoria. This eritical view of the
decision of MacKenzie and associates
finds favour in the “History of the
Lewis and Clarke Expedition,’’ pub-
lished by direction of the United
States Government in 1842. The His-
torian Ross takes a sounder view
of the decision of MacKenzie, and
he is inclined to look at the vexatious
question from the standpoint of the
whole issue, rather than to deter-
mine it from the viewpoint as to
whether Mr. Astor lost money and
suffered in prestige. There can be
no question but what the decision of
MacKenzie in relation to Astoria was
a source of long resentment; but
after the war of 1812, Mr. Mae-
Kenzie joined %with Mr. Astor in
geeking to impress upon the United
States Government the need of re-
newed efforts in the Oregon region.
The abandonment of Astoria did not
mean the downfall of the entire Pa-
cific Fur Company project. In fact
Hunt and MacKenzie laid the foun-
dation for the large Astor fortune
on that very trip over the Rockies.

But it must not be inferred that
MacKenzie and his friends accepted
in silence the Washington Irving
version of the betrayal of Astoria.
The Astoria money and portable
properties were delivered to Mr.
Astor in New York by MacKenzie,
and the home view of this debatable
question may be gleaned from an
obituary tribute ‘appearing in the
Mayville Sentinel the week of his
death. ‘“Washington Irving in his
Astoria,” writes the editor of The
"Mayville Sentinel on January 25,
1851, “‘has in his own happy style
narrated a few of these adventures,
which in one of the most important
transactions of his life, relative to
the betrayal of Astoria, he has done
him great but undoubtedly unde-
signed injustice. To him, and to him
alone, was Mr. Astor indebted for all
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that was saved from the ruin whieh
treason had wrought.””

But the days of personal vexation
are over for both men. The Astoria
episode adds to the fame of both
Astor and MacKenzie. The trip over
the Rockies {and the assertion of
American title to the mouth of the
Columbia laid the foundation for the
otherwise dubious 54 degrees 40 min-
utes fight in later years. It is true
that the contest well nigh precipi-
tated another war between the United
States and England.

The part that our Secottish hero,
and subject of the King of England,
played in laying this foundation was
recognized by Daniel Webster when
he visited MacKenzie at Mayville for
the purpose of securing data for the
diplomatic contest which eulminated
in the settlement of the boundary
dispute in a manner satisfactory to
the United States in what is known
as the Webster-Ashburton Treaty.

Beckles Willson, in writing the
‘‘History of the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany,”” in 1900, pays an unwitting
tribute to the services of Astor and
MacKenzie, when he says:

‘“This brings us to the whole point in-
volved in the American contention, which
deprived Great Britain of a vast territory
to which the United States possessed no
shadow of right. A year before the amal-
gamation of the rival companies, the
northwest coast for the first time engaged
the attention of the American Government,
anl what came to be known as the Oregon
question had its birth. The States pos-
sessed no title to the country, but a strong
party believed that they had a right to
found by occupation a legitimate title to
a large portion of the territory in ques.
tion. A bill was introduced in Congress
for the occupation of the Columbia River
region. It is curious to reflect that the
restoration of Fort George (Astoria) by
the British was one of the strong argu-
ments used at that time.’’

I departed from the consecutive
tracing of MacKenzie’s career for
the purpose of picturing such dis-
tant but dependent and related
events as the trip over the Rockies
in 1810, and the ‘Webster-Ashburton
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Treaty of 1842. It is evident that
MacKenzie realized that he had par-
ticipated in a history-making enter-
prise, despite the charges and count-
er charges of treason and bad faith.
This conclusion is attested by the
repeated efforts of MacKenzie to re-
new the interest of Astor after the
war of 1812, and the latter attempt
to induce the President of the United
States to afford proper diplomatic
and military support for this con-
tinental enterprise. But MacKenzie
re-entered the employ of the North-
west Fur Company as a confidential
agent. He was a leader in the fight
between that Company and the Hud-
son’s Bay Company for exclusive
trading privileges in the Canadian
Northwest. The ficht was just as
keen as the pre-war contest between
the trading companies of England
and Germany for the exploration of
Central Africa. The commercial
bgttle raged in various forms and at
distant points in the wilderness for
a decade. Then the usual thing hap-
pened. The rival companies con-
solidated. They signed a deed poll,
realizing that co-operation between
outsiders is better than competition,
in exploiting the natives of the wild-
erness. The development of West-
ern Canada dates from the day that
the rival companies perceived that
she untapped wealth of that region
was so enormous that competition
for an unquestioned surplus was
futile.

The amalgamation of the two com-
panies provided the high water mark
of opportunity for the career of Mac-
Kenzie in Canada, just as the found-
ing of Astoria marks the distinctive
feature of his American achieve-
ments. His experience and skill
were recognized ; his name was pow-
erful in the wilderness. He became a
Chjef Factor of the Hudson’s Bay
Company. He journeyed from the
Pacific Coast to York Factory in
1822, and the same year he was ap-
pointed Councillor of the Governors
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of the Company’s Territories. When
Governor Bulger departed, he was
sent to the Red River settlement to
supervise the Company’s affairs and
to seek an adjustment of the long
standing differences between the
Scotsmen and the natives. In June
1825, he was appointed Governor o}
the Hudson’s Bay Company, and at
42 years of age, he became the com-
mercial and semi-political ruler of a
region, now divided into three Can-
adian Provinces, and as large in ex-
tent as many of the mapor Europeon
states.

His Governor’s Seat was at Fort
Garry, now Winnipeg, and there dur.
ing eight years of rule, he approach-
ed the high tide of life. I cannot
enter into the many events in the
life of a man charged with businesg
responsibilities and the maintenance
of civil order in a wilderness. But
my researches have compelled me
to do what I have long planned to
do in connection with my studies of
Western Canada: to procure and ex-
amine the records of the Hudson’s
Bay Company in general and espec-
ially as bearing upon the Governor-
ship of Donald MacKenzie. It is one
thing to read a polished and com-
plete governmental code such ag
Macaulay wrote for India and Root
penned for the Phillipines; but it is
another, and equally interesting, to
read the records of men gr&ppiing
with order and disorder in a wilder-
ness, and making their government
as the occasion arose. This is the
revelation which has come to me jn
examining the legislative records of
the Red River Colony and the Hud-
son’s Bay Posts.

Thus in the legislative records,
we find Donald MacKenzie undep
date of August 1826, addressing a
memorandum to A. Colville, Esquire
Hudson’s Bay House, Fenchm-cﬁ
Street, London, dealing with his dif
ficulties in keeping order among cer:
tain Swiss colonists. On May 4ty
1832, the records indicate that he is
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sitting in Council for the considera-
tion and adoption of regulations, to
protect the woods from fire. In 1833
there are resolutions of the Hudson’s
Bay Council, assigning MacKenzie to
the Fort William District, which in-
dicates that he ‘was preparing to
wend his way down the Great Lakes
to Chautauqua County. The records
indicate an important meeting of the
Council of the Red River Settlement
in 1833, with Governor-in-Chief
George Simpson presiding, and the
following minute is entered:

A medieal certificate being received from
Dr. Hendry of Chief MacKenzie’s ill-
health, which renders it necessary for him
to visit the civilized world to obtain the
benefit of medical advice—

Resolved, that leave of absence be grant-
ed to Chief MacKenzie for the current

year.

And thus Donald MacKenzie fad-
ed from his triumphs in the North-
west. He had handled the distress-
ing situations which followed the
Red River flood in 1826 and the tra-
gedy of the flight of the Swiss Set-
tlers. ‘‘This benevolent gentleman,”’
says the Canadian historian Gunn,
in discussing MacKenzie’'s Gover-
norship, “not only made use of the
stores under his charge for the relief
of the sufferers, but aided by the in-
fluence of his high position and per-
sonal character to induce others to
join in the good work.”’

But now in the prime of life, he
headed for civilization. He never re-
turned to the region of his triumphs;
and the story of his last decade in
Chautauqua County is just as little
known in Western Canada, as the
record of his earlier achieve-
ments in the West is not appreciated
by the people of Chautauqua County.
Just why he went to Chautauqua
County is not known. It is believed
by many of the older settlers that
while stopping at Fort William, he
met a young geologist, Douglas
Houghton, who described to him the
splendours of Mayville Hill between
the lakes. Alexander MacKenzie of
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Toronto, who is now writing ‘‘Life
of Donald MacKenzie'” says that he
came to the United States because he
loved Republican institutions.

He spent the ebb tide of his life at
Mayville from 1833 until his death
on January 20, 1851. He became an
intimate friend of Judge Peacock,
the agent of the Holland Land Com-
pany, and he secreted that gentle-
man in his house on the high ground,
back of the Mayville Academy, when
the infuriated tenants from Hart-
field mobbed the land office. Wil-
liam H. Seward, then a young attor-
ney representing the Holland Land
Company, and later Lincoln’s See-
retary of State was sent to May-
ville, remaining there for more than
a year in adjusting the disputes be-
tween landlords and tenants. Pea-
cock, Seward and MacKenzie be-
came cronies; one wonders whether
Donald in describing the contests be-
tween the English and Russian Com-
panies for the fur trade of Alaska
during the period of his Pacifiec Coast
activities, turned Seward’s thought
to the possibilities of annexing that
territory in later years.

Donald was the character of the
Northern Chautauqua region, and he
was the subject of numberless myths
and gossip as to his deeds. But he
came to Mayville to escape the ex-
citement of his early career. It cannot
be said that he invited the intimacy
of a large number of his fellow eiti-
zens: the records of the Peacock
Lodge of Masons do not indicate that
he joined the Craft, but doubtless,
in common with other leading spirits
of the Hudson’s Bay Company, he
had become a member of the ancient
Brotherhood earlier in life. He
Journeyed to Buffalo where his ju-
dicious mind made investments in
that promising eanal town; he work-
ed on his memoirs, but his wife found
that writing did not add to the ami-
ability of a man of deeds. She burn-
ed the half-finisheq manuseript. He
conducted a large correspondence,
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and leading men from the East to the
West visited him. The venerable
Obed Edson credits the story of the
Civil War days that John Jacob As-
tor visited his former partner at
Mayville. This gives colour to the con-
clusion that after the dispute about
Astoria, and a law suit, in which
Donald secured judgment against
Jacob, the men were friends in
the last decade of life. Donald Mac-
Kenzie lived the conventional life of
the wilderness. The inter-marriage
of Hudson’s Bay Company agents
with Indian women was a common
event., While this domestic system
had the elements of individual ro-
mance, it was in part the basis of that
eollective tragedy which-ensued when
many half-bred children joined the
Riel rebellion in the false hope that
a successful revolt would establish
their title to the lands of their fath-
ers. One surviving Indian -child
came to Mayville with Donald Maec-
Kenzie, and his Swiss wife and white
family. I speak with no words of
disparagement because in the Angli-
can churches of the (Canadian North-
west, I have seen these Indian child-
ren of Scots fathers leading in the
choir service. Indecd, a situation
which the Northwest accepted as one
of the necessities of a primitive coun-
try was given some recognition on
that eventful day in Buckingham Pal-
ace when Sir Donald Smith played
the man, banker, railroad builder,
Hudson’s Bay Governor, Canadian
High Commissioner. Sir Donald Smith
had married an Indian girl while in
the Northwest. The English Cabinet
desired to give him recognition and
siggeested to Queen Victoria that she
elevate him under the title of Lord
Stratheona. Then the gossips of
London whispered to the Queen that
Sir Donald had married the Indian
girl according to the rites of the wil-
derness. The Queen proposed their
remarriace in the Anglican Church,
but Sir Donald declined to taint the’
first rite by admitting the need of a

second ; Vietoria countered with the
suggestion that the patent of nobility
be granted to Sir Donald alone, but
the latter insisted that it be issued to
Lord and Lady Strathcona, and to the
heirs of their body. These were the
days when Canada was being made to

feel her place in the Empire. The -

necessities of imperial polities impel-
led the Queen to grant Letters Patent
to Lord and Lady Strathcona.

The unsettled conditions in Contin-
ental Europe, following the French
Revolution, caused the parents of
Adelgonde Droze to bring her from
Switzerland by way of Hudson’s Bay
to Fort Garry. She married Donald
MacKenzie in 1825 and she shared
with him the social responsibilities
of his Governorship of the wilder-
ness. It is believed that her taste
for European life and studies was
one of the motives which started the
Governor toward civilization. The
probate proceedings in the Chau-
tauqua County Court on May 6, 1857,
indicate that thirteen children were
born of this union. Mrs. Jemima
MacKenzie MacDonald, of Buffalo,
Noel, Roderick, and Catherine, now
dead, were born in Manitoba, and
accompanied the family to Mayville.
The other children were born at May-
villee. William P. MacKenzie now
lives mnear Hartfield overlooking
Chautauqua Lake. Donald MacKenzie
was thrown from his horse at Silver
Creek, returning from Buffalo. He
lingered for six months but he did
not recover his clarity of mind, nor
that physical power, which with his
more than six feet, and 300 pounds in
weight, made him feared in the hand
to hand encounters in the Northwest.
He was buried on the high ground of
his yard from which one looks down
the Lake to the Chautauqua Assem-
bly grounds. Later his body was re-
moved to the Mayville Cemetery,
where the Scots father, the Swiss

wife, and the deceased members of |

the family sleep in peace together,
I contributed to the Canada Maga-
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zine in 1912 an article on ‘““The Last
Days of Donald MacKenzie.”” As in
timated in an earlier portion of this
paper, the <l<‘[l.’ll‘llll'l' of Donald for
Fort Garry on a year's vacation, and
his failure to revisit the scene of his
achievements, left a blank in the re
ecord of his Northwestern career
The reprinting of portions of my
article in the Winnipeg
and other cities, is indicative of the
interest of the Northwest in the fina
chapter of this man’s career

This suggestion
whieh will give this paper an air of
practicality. The Scottish Society of
Winnipeg, is one of the strong racial
and cultural bodies of the North
west. The Hudson’s Bay Company
is still a power in that region, and it
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Under dhdessines Ridge

BY EDEN PHILLFOT1S

AUTHOR OF “THE SECRET WOMAN", “OLD DELABOLE", “THE NURSERY', ETC

E was a very modest
man, and though I hap-
pened to be full with
holiday folk at the time
and could find no pro-
per room for him, yet,
seeing he was a soldier and foot-
weary, I made shift to take him in.
Because you can’t do too much for
soldiers, in my opinion, seeing what
they’ve done for us.

My little house, “The Fox and
Hounds”, stands up in mid Darty-
moor, on the road ’twixt Moretop-
hamstead and Tavistock, and Serg-
eant Westcott had started from the
first to reach the second ; but he found
the twenty miles between ’em more
than he could manage, owing to a
wounded leg, so he broke his journey
with me. And in the bar that even-
ing the man told us a tale of glory.

We were all middling old chaps
that heard it, and Joe Fern said after,
that he wished a few of the young
shirkers hid on their fathers’ farms
round about the Moor could have
heard what that quiet man had seen

and done at the Front, for surely’

such valiant acts must have spurred
’em into the war.,

Westcott was somewhere on the five-
and-thirty mark, with a brown face
and small gray eyes. He was clean
shaved and of a slight, wiry build,
and he spoke in a gentle voice and ap-
peared to be tired of things in gen-
eral, He was a nervous creature and
started still at a noise; but he ex-
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plained that, for he said that after
a week or two the roar of the guns
either deadens your mnerves and
drowns your hearing and makes you
deaf to anything less than thunder,
or else it works different and makes
you so terrible keen set and so much
on the rack that if a mouse seratches
yvou jump and tremble. And that’s
how it had taken him.

He was cured of his wound and
had got a week’s holiday and was go-
ing to see his wife at Tavistock. And
then he had to go with a batch up to
London on a little business before go- -
ing back to the Front.

“Why London, I wonder ¢’ ask_ed
Joe Fern, and the sergeant said, quite
simply, that he’d got to show up at
Buckingham Palace.

We smelt a rat then and thought
he was pulling our legs. ;

“The King have asked you to pick
a bone along with him and the fam-
ily, perhaps?”’ suggested Nat Blades,
the huntsman from Chagford. $

“No,” he answered, “but theres
what they call an investure, I believe,
and a few of us that’s been so lucky
as to win a medal get it from his Ma-
jesty’s own hand.”

“And what might you have woD,
sergeant?” Fern asked him. |

“The D.C.M.—that’s the Distin-
guished Conduet Medal,” he answer"
ed. “But there’s no call for you %0
believe it if you don’t want to.”

With that he yawned and asked m€

to show him to his bed; but the night
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was young and seeing we’d got a live

ero amongst us, we thought it a fair
chance to have a breath of the war
first-hand. Besides, most fellows who
have done anything above the com-
mon like to tell about it, and we
thought it would please the warrior to
fight his battles over again.

I gave the man a cigar, which cheer-
ed him up, and after we’d asked him
Once or twice to tell his tale, he did
So. -He proved no common soldier,
and once he got going we found he

ad a choice of language very much
out of the usual.
_ He thought a bit and smoked quiet-
ly before he launched out. Then he
told his story, and such was the won-
der of it not a mug lifted till the end,
and the only tobaceo alight when he’d
finished was his own.
4 “I must tell you,” he said wearily,
‘that they always want me to send the
hat round after this yarn; but T don’t
hold with - that, because, when all’s
said, I only did my duty, and though
Some thought it ought to have been
the V.C,, yet ’'m very well content,
for thousands and thousands of brave
men have earned the V.C.—aye, and
. @ dozen V.C’s. But too often neither
they nor their comrades lived to tell

e glorious tale.

“In my case it was after we’d took
Mpssines Ridge, and such was the
ilitary genius that prepared the at-
tack that we were on ike top before
We thought we’d started, Ani seeine
he flying Boches, a g0d few hmndred
of us, an plenty of our officers like-

Wise, dashed on to put an end to the

account of as many of the enemy as
We could get at. But their machine-
8un fire stopped a good few of the
Tavest, and I had a wipe on the edge
of my steel hat that shook me, but it
Was only a glaneing shot and I went
Orward with the rest. We charged
tl Tough the beggars and dropped ’em
ke nine-pins, and then, seeing red

€ a good few more, I went on ‘into
- 1€ blue’, as we say, and finally fell

Winded and dead to the world. Not
- & serateh, you understand, but just
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pumped ouf with my hard fighting.

“I rolled into a bit of a thicket and
waited for some more khaki to come
along, for I’d missed my comrades
by now.

“And ’twas well for me I got out
of sight, for I found after that I’d
pushed best part of two miles down
beyond the ridge, and I soon found I
was in a mighty unwholesome spot,
for the Germans were bringing up
reinforcements as fast as it could be
done and our guns, up on top, were
beginning to shell the waste ground
and drop a curtain of fire between
the Ridge and the enemy. I stopped
where I was and hoped the firing
would push forward over me, and
presently it did. Then dusk came
down; I had thought it never would
do so, and I found myself alone. I
couldn’t stop there, and had no hope
to get back just then, so I crept to a
shell-crater not a quarter of a mile
off, and once there I daren’t go down
for a bit, for it was a new crater made
by one of our big guns, and to go
down a new crater is death till the
fumes of the explosion have lifted out
of it. As it was, I could mark half
a dozen dead field-grays in the bot-
tom; but the place was torn up like
a quarry and plenty of cover offered
there.

“My thought was to hide till dark
and then chance it and try to creep
back through the enemy’s lines into
our own. The betting is generally
against a man doing so; but a good
few get back that way and I hoped
that I might be among the lucky ones.

“I waited for the crater to grow
sweet; and then came along more
Germans and I had to choose between
being taken prisoner or getting death
out of hand, which was more likely
in their mood that evening, or chane-
ing the pit. So I put on my gas mask,
for I’d carried my knapsack all day,
and slipped down out of danger.
There was none but corpses below
and I flung myself down by a dead
Boche and looked as dead as he did.
The troops went past and the night
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came down, and I had a dip into the
German wallets and found food and
a bottle of water, which was more to
me than diamonds, for my own had
been drunk ten hours ago. One chap
was an officer and I helped myself
to his cigarettes and went so far as
to smoke a dozen till the night was
advanced.

“Then a great thought struck me,
and seeing the dead man, I thought
how much better a chance I should
have to get back in field-gray than
khaki. ’Twas true that, if caught so,
I was doomed to be shot for a spy;
but T felt as certain as a man could
feel that once I got into German togs
I’d make good and come through.
And as it was a case of nothing ven-
ture nothing win, I stripped the dead
officer to the watch on his wrist and
the revolver at his waist. It was load-
ed in five chambers, and that, T rec-
koned, might make all the difference
between success or failure at the
finish. The clothes fitted pretty well,
too, and the man hadn’t been seratch-
ed, but killed stone dead and instan-
taneously by shock. So there was I
in full kit of a Hun subaltern; and
the next problem was to use my dis-
guise to the best advantage and get
through the German lines back into
our own,

“TI waited for the dark, but dark
there was none that early summer
night, and the first thing I saw on
creeping to the edge of the crater was
the moon rising red over Messines
Ridge to the east of me.” Soon she
was up silver-bright, and though I
cussed her, she helped me to pick my
way over that shell-torn ground.
There had been fighting there, and
after half a mile of it I was among
more dead men; but I noted that
there had fallen three field-grays to
every British Tommy. All was quiet
for a time about me, though to the
west big guns were thundering and
the air screamed sometimes with the
drone of metal overhead. But the
way I was going seemed deserted, and
the gathering light of the moon only
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served to show the battered country.
I was stiil a good bit behind the seene
of the morning charge, but now fig-
ures began to move ahead, and I
found myself nearing the German
trenches. I sat down for a time then
to figure out my best course. I didn’t
know a word of German, and if chal-
lenged T was lost. My nerve shook
a bit, and I own to it. The thing that
looked so smart two hours earlier
seemed no use now, for I saw that  §
had just as good a chance to get
through in khaki as in a field officer’s
uniform of the enemy. I got down
behind a broken gun carriage and my
wits seemed to desert me. Nature
had its way then, and though it wags
the last thing ever I thought to do, T
fell asleep. If there are religio’ug
men among you, you might say the
sleep was sent to refresh me for the
terrible ordeal ahead. At any rate
it did so, and doubtless I’d have slepé
on till found there next morning, hut
that happened to wake me short and
sharp.

“For there came a sudden rattle of
small arms, and T jumped to my feet,
to find the morn low in the west and
the dawn just breaking sulky red
above the Ridge. And below it wd
sprung a surprise and were march-
ing through the cock-light in some
force over three hundred yards of our
new front. Tt was a small affair as
I heard afterwards, and we meant, no
more than to take a little spur in the
valley, still held against us, ang S0
straighten our line at that point, But
it looked big enough to me, and it
showed me that now was the moment
to get through under the confusion
of the scrap. In the bustle of fight-
ing I might well do the trick, anq
then, if 1 was lucky, throw up m
arms, bellow ‘Kamerad’, and be takez
prisoner with a few Germans, before
an English bullet went through m
heart. But the things happened dif-
ferently. The enemy put up a stiff
fight for the pimple we wanted, ang
it seemed as though they knew what
to expeet, for they’d got machine.
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guns to enfilade the mole-holl. So,
by the time I was in it, the fighting
was hot and the result still doubtful.

“T soon saw that the real trouble

was centered at a point where one
gun, unmarked, was fairly mowing
swathes of us. I had been fixed up
behind the splinter of a wall west of
the serimmage, and as nobody paid
any attention to me, I could have
walked up to the men working there
if I’d chosen to do so. :
_ “Safety lay ahead now, and in the
rough and tumble I might have gone
on my belly and wriggled across as
invisible as a snake; but I hope I
don’t need to tell you men the thought
never struck me. My job was to knock
out that machine-gun, and I started
to do it.

“At the same moment our lot spot-
ted it, and a dozen came sprinting on
to it with their bayonets down at the
charge. And the sight must have
made them think they were in billets
dreaming, for they saw a German of-
ficer leap like a tiger at the men
gerving the gun, pistol three of ’em
and hurl the gun over. ’Twas my
action, under Providence, that saved
the situation. I killed yet a fourtp
German before they knew who’d hit
them, and a moment later our chaps
were alongside me. But the w_ork was
done, as 1 shouted to them in good
English, and we got on our own side
of the ruined wall in time to escape
a hail of bullets from the enraged
enemy. Freed of that gun, however,
our chaps did the rest, and the hil-
loek was ours five minutes afterwards.
We flung them out of it, took twenty-
four prisoners and an officer, bombed
a dug-out and killed two and thirty
of them. e

«“And that’s all there is to it, except
the additional wonder that it was my
own company I’d helped so valuably
at the pinch. I came out with noth-
ing worse than a bullet in the tigh;
and that sent be back to ‘bhghty’.for
a bit. Nobody was more surprised
than myself to hear that I was down
for a distinction, and it’s not too much

to say that I shall be properly glad
to go back and lay out a few more of
the misbegotten dogs when the time
comes.”

That was the sergeant’s fine tale,
and he’d not prophesied more than
happened after, for great deeds fire
the mind, and this bit of the real
thing, flashing in upon us, properly
fired the blood in our old veins.
Though he protested, we took up a
collection for the gallant chap, and
he was richer by ten shillings and
some odd coppers before he went to
his rest. And then came the end of
the tale, for there’s more yet, and ’tis
left for me to take up the story where
Sergeant Westcott broke off.

I didn’t sleep none too well that
night, for thinking of the war brought
home so close by the brave creature
under my roof, and it must have been
very near daylight afore I dropped
off. And scarcely had I gone to sleep,
as it seemed, before I was awake
again. I sat up in bed, conscious of
a loud sound that had come in upon
my slumber, but knew not what it
might be; and then it came again, and
I heard a small stone flung at my
window-pane. My chamber looked
out on the high road over the Moor,
and now I jumped up and went to
the window and threw it open.

Over the hills out Hameldon way
was the red glare of dawn—just such
a light as the sergeant had seen over
Messines Ridge—and under my win-
dow stood three men on horseback.
They were mounted police, and the
foremost of ’em made his meaning
clear in half a minute. But he rode
right under my window before he
spoke, and said why he was there in
a whisper.

“Have you got a chap in khaki here
by any chance—a slim, dark man in
a sergeant’s jacket$”

“I’ve got Sergeant Westeott, D. C.
M., here,” I told him.

“Then we’ll have a look at him,”
answered the chap on the horse, “for
he may be the same as Ben Collins—

better known of old as 371 B.”
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With that I let the officers into the
house as quick as possible, and we
very soon found that Ben Collins
wasn’t there—nor yet the sergeant.
He’d gone; and he’d took two bottles
of whiskey with him and a matter of
forty-five shillings out of my till.

I felt angry about it.

“Good struth!” I said, “the man
had just come from Messines Ridge,
wounded, and done deeds as valiant
as any you’d wish to hear.”

“Your grandmother!” remarked
the police inspector. “He’s never been
out of England in his life. He was
a convict at Princeton prison—in for
five years for forgery—and he got the
chance to join up and done so; and
he’s been a pest and a scourge ever
since. Now he’s a deserter from Exe-
ter. The last thing he did was to
steal his staff sergeant’s jacket and
purse. And as he’s a terror for the
drink and has took two bottles of
whiskey with him, he may be blind by
this time, so we’ll look around.”

They rode away on their horses
then, and scoured the King’s Oven
and other rocky places round about;
and sure enough the policeman’s
words came true, for they found the
rascal hid very snug in an old ruined
smelting-shed not half a mile away.
He was dead to the world when they
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took him, and they all turned up very
cheerful an hour later in time fopr
breakfast at “The Fox and Hounds”.

When he came round, the beggar
explained he had felt fed up with the
army and meant to get to Plymouth
and find work in the docks,

I’m sure ’tis a very ill-convenient
thing that such dishonest, untruthfyl
men should be about among us, be-
cause they make the people suspie-
ious; and Nat Blades, he said when
the story got to his ear next day, that
for his part he’ll never believe an-
other word no soldier told him., That’s
the worst of knaves; they be always
queering the pitches of honest men
and spoiling the sense of security and
order that us good people have a right
to expect in a Christian land.

But wrong-headed folks will still be
found to support them, for while Nat
Blades spoke as above, Joe Fern said
that for his part, true or untrue, the
tale of the jail-bird was well worth
the money, and he didn’t grudge hig
tapper.

“If he could tell about the war
so fine without going there, what
wouldn’t he say if he’d seen it ! said
Joe. -

But Joe Fern is like that; he’ll g).
ways take the doubtful side for con.
trariness.

—
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COOKING V. MODERN LAN-
GUAGES
IS,
) N\ g 0] ‘

ONE can deny the in-
W€l creasing vogue of the
{2lf] moderate-priced restaur-

4P ant and the home-cook-

| )
'r'gg;gﬁm p ing shops. Neither can

m it be denied that there
are thousands of women who regard
their kitechens as a combination of
closet for the family skeleton and
Bluebeard’s Chamber of Horrors—a
place to be shunned whenever possible
and if entered, to be left at the earli-
est moment. To those people who de-
liberately seek a kitchen in order that
public demand may be supplied we
may well turn with curiosity and in-

. terest. Consider the courage of the

woman who not only provides for her-
gelf but for hundreds of other fam-
ilies, to boot! Place your eye to the
crack of the door dividing the kit-
chens from the front of restaurant or
shop and discover what manner of
strange, white-aproned, flour-elbowed,
steam-enveloped person this is.

Mrs. Esmond is a Calgary resident.
A few years ago she took her degree
in arts, specializing in modern lan-
guages at an English university ; and,
not satisfied with that, she sojourned
for eighteen months at Paris, attend-
ing a special course of lectures. Then
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she came to Canada and started in
to make good.

Of course, there are plenty of mod-
ern languages in Canada, and pre-
sumably all of them are good, but
somehow they did not seem particu-
larly useful to Mrs. Esmond. So she

MRS. ESMOND

Who has found cooking to be a better business
than modern languages.
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laid them away between their green
cloth covers and looked about for
something more practical.

How this Varsity girl, the least
domesticated person imagination can
conjure, ever conceived the idea of
opening a home cooking shop, would
be, perhaps, the most interesting part
of this sketch if it could be written
down. The unvarnished truth is that
it is shrouded in mystery—the idea
just came and it was trapped immedi-
ately and put to use.

Training in modern languages does
not, of course, give one a very clear
knowledge of cooking, and it is best
not to dwell on the mistakes of the

MRS. MADGE MACBETH

With the bouquet presented to her after an amateur
Stheatrical performance in Muskoka.

first few months. Tn spite of these
however, the business showed a proﬁt,
due, Mrs. Esmond will tell you, t(;
the services of a woman baker she had
engaged and to the excellence of the
quality of food supplied. This baker
was the first of a staff numbering now
twenty-two whose loyalty and ef-
ficiency have helped to make “Es-
mond’s” a business of remarkable sue-
cess and stability.

A modest shop soon expanded into
a large_down-town store, from whosge
appetizing precincts cakes, pastry—
indeed, every sort of cooking food, is
delivered anywhere. :

The ambitious young student of
modern languages has succeeded be-

‘yond her wildest hopes, not from hep

ability to make the good thin

sells, 'bn‘t because of her abil%’:ysﬁz
organize a business and keep it run-
ning smoothly. She also has the fac-
ulty too rare in an employer, of pe.
cognizing and appreciating the ser-
vices of those who form her staff of
helpers. These men and women like
our revergd Senators, seldom die, and
never resign, and their most engross-
ing thought is the continued success
of the institution made famous }
their efforts, and whose proprietre;
followed Max O’Rell’s succinet advice
for keeping a man happy, when he
said: “Feed the brute!” She hag used
also a nom de commerce, and thus has
shrouded her personality in a veil of
mystery rather heavier than the va-
pours of a kitchen. Esmond is not

her name at all, but one she took for

convenience in the business

She prefers to be known by it,w ﬁl(;l‘s.
ever, and her shop to be known as
Esmond’s; and, after all, what stimy-
lus would we have for curiosity if we
never had anything to be curious
about ?

ES

A MODEST AUTHOR

MADGE MACBETH, whose name

for years has been before the
Canadian and American reading pub-
lic as a writer of short stories anq

4 410 C——————— 1 -
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MR. WILFRED CAMPBELL

“ Poet of the Lakes,” who died recently in Ottawa.

magazine articles, is not so widely
known as an amateur actress and or-
ganizer of amateur thez}tncak}. But
in Ottawa, where she lives }Vlth he_r
two boys, she has been an active spirit
in the various movements tha}t have
done much towards ‘ghe estabhshme_nt
of a national theatre in C_anada. ‘While
she is too modest to claim that @here
is as yet in Canada a National
Theatre, it is a fact nevertheless that
Mrs. Macbeth induced the Govern-
ment to provide at least a temporary
place in which the members of the
Ottawa Drama Leag:ue, of w}‘uch Mrs.
Macbeth was president, might per-
form. Mr. Granville Barker, at the
opening of the auditorium in the Vie-
toria Memorial Museum, remarked
that Canada had done what England
had never done: she had placed the
357

stamp of Government approval on
dramatic art. The venture was ap-
proved also by the Governor-General.

Mrs. Macbeth was born in the
Southern States, but part of her edu-
cation was received at Hellmuth Col-
lege, London, Ontario, and she has
lived in Canada most of her life. Ever
since she became a widow some years
ago she has reared her two boys from
babyhood to budding manhood and by
her talent and indefatigible energy
has placed her literary work regular-
ly in many Canadian and United
States publications. Her only novel
so far—“Kleath”—she herself rates
as a reasonable thriller, written for
the very purpose of thrilling. She
makes no other claim for it, a good

reason for describing her as a modest
author.
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WILFRED CAMPBELL

ILFRED CAMPBELL, who died

of pneumonia in Ottawa just at
the beginning of the New Year, was
one of the few Canadian poets who
havereceived much recognition abroad.
His poetry appealed more to scholars
than to the multitude, and with the
exception of “Mother”, his most wide-
ly known poem, his work generally
was not popular. He wrote, neverthe-
less, some appealing and humanly
sympathetic verse, and most review-
ers would place him with Carman,
Lampman, Roberts, and Scott. His
volume entitled “Lake Liyries” caused
him to be referred to frequently as
the “Poet of the Lakes” ; and it is quite
true that the great lakes of Canada
always had for him an extraordinary
fascination. Indeed, of Canada as a
whole country he was genuinely proud
and his pride never was overshadow-
ed by his intense imperialism or
penchant for things Scottish. He had
a profound respect for noble ancestry,
and with him good birth could mod-
ify many blemishes. This attitude
showed in his poetry and, indeed, in
his prose, and while he was a poet of
nature and a novelist who treated of
romantic as well as of pioneer times,
he strove to inspire lofty sentiments,
chivalry and high patriotism. He was
born in Berlin, Ontario, in 1861.
After being educated at the Univers-
ity of Toronto and abroad, in 1885
he undertook parish work in New Eng-
land, and in 1888 became rector of
the Anglican Church at St. Stephen,
New Brunswick. Retiring from the
ministry in 1891, he entered the civil
service, and for many years was en-
gaged in research work for the Arch-
ives at Ottawa, where he lived. He
was the author of a number of lit-
erary works embracing poetry, poet-
ric drama, history, and fiction:
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“Lake Lyrics”, “The Dread Voyage”
(poems), “Mordred and Hildebrand®
(tragedies), “Political Tragedies”,
“Collected Verse, Sagas of Vaster Bri.
tain”, “Beyond the Hills of Dream®
(poems), “Ian of the Oreades” (a
historical novel), “Canada” (a book
descriptive of the Dominion), “A
Beautiful Rebel” (a Canadian his-
torical novel), “The Canadian Lake
Region” (a descriptive consideration
of the Great Lakes and their environ-
ment), and as well a number of hro-
chures. Following is his poem “The
Sea Queen” :

e e —— e 51714511 v

Shall her great power go under,

Her ancient might decline?

This centuried Queen of the thunder
And surge of the billowy brine!

No! Back from the storms that rocked her,
From the line to the frozen floe, 3
Out of his great gray vastness,

Old Ocean thunders, No!

No! No! No! No!

Old Ocean thunders, No!

By her keels that lift

On his far-flung drift

Old Ocean thunders, No!

Shall she who bred great Alfred
Whose navies smote the Dane,
Whose valiant, bold sea-captains
Made mock of haughty Spain:—
Shall she of Nelson, Rodney,
Strike sail to any foe,

And out of its hero-splendours,
Her great past answers, No!

No! No! No! No!

Her great past answers, No!

By her valiant dead,

Her sons who bled,

Her great past answers, No!

]

Shall she whose might is world-wide:
Whose children dwell afar, 4
One with the wise old mother

By western, Orient star;

Whose fleets are freedom’s bulwarks:
To sloth and cowardice grow? ;
And out from its utmost confines,
The Empire answers, No!

No! No! No! No! .

The Empire answers, No!

O’er ocean’s sweep,

Her vast and deep

World-fealty thunders, No!

—
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RECOLLECTIONS

By JouN ViscountT MorLEY, O.M. To-
ronto: Macmillan Company of Can-
ada. :

in it led to my retire-
ment from publie office.”

This simple statement
gives John Marley’s an-
swer to a persistent
question of the past three years. An
understanding public will infer and
rejoice that he desired also to write
his “Recollections”. He was then an
old man whose life had been full,
active and many-sided, and he might
be pardoned for leaving the stress of
war-time administration to younger
men. That he has given the interven-
ing time to setting down hig own story
of his life, and his impressions of the
strong men he met and t}xe great
events he helped to shape, is one of
the fortunate inheritances of litera-
ture. ;

Morley has been peculiarly the scho-
lar in politics. His education was
thorough, and he has never ceased to
be a student and an associate of the
intellectuals. He had unusual oppor-
tunities for mingling with the great
men and women of his time, and some
of his intimate touches will be stan-
dard vignettes of his contemporaries.
By one of those odd paradoxes of
human life he became a close friend
of Joseph Chamberlain, and though
they parted ere long on the.H.om_e
Rule issue, they continued their inti-
mate personal relations. Even Glad-
stone was astonished at this friend-
ship and said to Morley:
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‘“You [and Chamberlain] are not only
different: man and wife are often differ-
ent, but you two are the very contradie-
tion.””’

Morley paints a sympathetie pic-
ture of Chamberlain and gives a high-
er idea of his friend’s eulture than
generally prevails. He was, however,
not blind to Chamberlain’s opportun-
ism, and deseribes it in this sym-
pathetic manner :

‘‘Chamberlain did not originate new
political ideas, nor launch political pro-
Jjects that nobody had ever heard of be-
fore. But then everybody knows how
constantly history has shown that a per-
sonality may be a force as powerful in the
world at projects and ideas. This proved
to be a case. His gift of speech was orig-
inal, and it impressed his character upon
the country—a character of vivid and reso-
lute energy, fearless tenacity of will,
vehement confidence both in the merits and
the triumph of any cause with whieh he
was induced to concern himself.’’

Prominent in the review of his life’s
political activities Morley naturally
gives many details of his administra-
tion of Ireland and India. Glimpses
of men and issues at close hand will
be cherished by all students, but do
not come readily in the limits of a
review. Of more general interest are
the thumb-nail portraits of contem-
poraries like Meredith, John Stuart
Mill, Carlyle, Hugo, George Sand,
Mazzini and others. Here is a glimpse
of Meredith :

‘“‘He came to the morning meal after a
long hour’s stride in the tonic air and
fresh loveliness of ecool woods and green
slopes, with the brightness of sunrise upon
his brow, responsive penetration in his
glance, the turn of radiant irony in his
lips and peaked beard, his fine poetic head
bright with erisp brown hair, Phoebus
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Appollo desecending upon us from Olym-
pus. His voice was strong, full, resonant,
harmonious, his laugh quick and loud. He
was born with much power, both of muscle
and nerve, but he abused muscle and nerve
alike by violent gymnastic after hours of
intense concentration in constricted pos-
ture over labours of brain and pen.’’

Carlyle appears now and again in
a word of description, such as “the
old Ram Dass with the fire in his
belly”, or in a quotation. For example,
Carlyle said of Mrs. Mill to Morley :

‘‘She was a woman full of unwise in-
tellect, always asking questions about all
sorts of puzzles—why, how, what for, what
makes the exact difference—and Will was
good at answers.’”’

Running through all the chapters,
and in subdued lines, we have the
portrait of Morley himself. He has,
as he says of Mill, “the magic halo of
accepted fame”. The reader feels the
presence of a man who is not boastful
or bumptious, but one who has no
apologies and is ever sure of himself.
He is an agnostic, and his differences
with the church and clerics of his time
are no small part of the picture. De-
spite his doubts, he frequently quotes
from clergymen, and his own Liberal-
ism has been guided by the compas-
sion he felt for his fellows.

“The world is travelling under
formidable omens into a new era,” he
says, “very unlike the times in which
my lot was cast.” ‘“The oracle of to-
day drops from his tripod on the mor-
row,” he goes on. “In common lines
of human thought and act, as in the
business of the elements, winds shift,
tides ebb and flow, the boat swings.
Only let the anchor hold.”

Thoughtfully the book begins, as
above, and thoughtfuly it closes:

““Some ages are marked as sentimental,
others stand conspicuous as rational. The
Victorian age was happier than most in
the flow of both these currents into a com-
mon stream of vigorous and effective tal-
ent. New truths were welcomed in free
minds, and free minds make brave men.
0ld prejudices were disarmed. Fresh prin-
ciples were set afloat, and supported by the
right reasons. The standards of ambition
rose higher and purer. Men learned to
care more for one another. Sense of pro-

portion among the claims of leading ques-
tions to the world’s attention became more
wisely tempered. The rational prevented
the sentimental from falling into pure
emotional.

‘‘Bacon was prince in intellect and 1
wisdom of the world, yet it was Bacon ::ﬁ:
penned that deep appeal from thought to
feeling, ‘The nobler a soul is, the more
objeets of compassion it hath’. This of
the great Elizabethan was one prevailin
note in our Vietorian age. The splendig
expansion and enrichment of toleration
and all the ideas and modes that belon
to toleration was another. In my varioug
parleying with the Catholic clergy in Ire-
land, I was sometimes asked in reproach-
ful jest what my friend Voltaire would
have said. As if Voltaire’s genius did not
inelude more than one man’s share of com-
mon-sense, and as if common-sense did not
{i}?d a _Libe;alis; advance, for instance, in

e principle of a free i
.qtateI!) P : church in a free

“‘Circumspice. Is mnot diplom
kindly called by Voltaire the field of Jios
as able as it ever was to dupe governments
and governed by grand abstract cateh
words veiling obseure and inexplieam;
purposes, and turning the whole world over
with blood and tears to a strange witches?
Sabbath? These were queries of pith ang
moment indeed, but for something bette
weighed and more deliberative than <
autumn reverie. -

‘“Now and then I paused as I
slow over the fading heather. ;;‘ylrml:ietrte]d
humble friend, squat on her haunches looko
ed wistfully up, eager to resume her end:
less hunt after she knows not what, just
like the chartered metaphysican. éoJ :o
my home in the falling dayiight.” \

3*

MILITARISM

By KArL LIEBRNECHT. Toronto: Wil
liam Briggs. 3

LI'EBK.«NECHT was sentenced to
imprisonment for a year and g
balf _for making public the lectures
in this book. The charge against hj
was that he aimed a blow at “an i:‘
tegral part of the national constitu‘
tion”, 4.e” he struck at the idea of ;
standing army. While in prison }
was nominated to Parliament ang
elected. His parliamentary eareex;
was vivid and intense. Nominateq in
1912 by the citizens of Potsdam-Stay
dau he fought a critical election. Th‘
Government attempted to preven:
citizens voting for him by disfran-

T—
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chising them on the ground that they
were enemies of the State and there-
fore should have no voice in its af-
fairs. But Liebknecht was elected by
an enormous vote. He is at present
in prison again for his too fluent lan-
gunage of protest in the Reichstag.

This book that comes to us through
an unidentified translator is a sum-
mary of faith. It is the faith of an
avowed Socialist with a clearly mam-
fested class patriotism: It is a book
against ‘militarism and the war that
militarism breeds, because militarism
and war do not forward the good of
the workers, do not belong to the
spirit and practice of the socialistie
state. Liebknecht’s viewpoint is a
particular one. His angle of attack
is that of the scientific and convinced
Socialist. Much of his contention will
strike with a slightly alien note on
(Clanadian ears. We have viewed war
as something brutal, inhuman and
nasty; as something that breaks up
homes, sunders dear ties, and is hor-
hibly necessary to acecomplish quickly
a certain end. Liebknecht would be
tempted to call us sentimentalists. He
might look askance at any alliance
we offered him for purposes of mu-
tnal combat. He miight even view
with contempt the eclergymen who
have so many words to use concerning
the iniquity of war—while they con-
tinue blindly to bless the society
which makes war possible.

‘We have been too sentimental about
war in Canada. We have dealt too
much in immediate causes and super-
ficial conditions. War is a social dis-
ease deep-rooted in the vital organs of
our life on this earth. The hot mus-
tard plaster of righteous emotion will
not affect a cure. It is a case for pur-
gatives wisely administered and sur-
gery scientifically applied. In Europe,
where the world has been long sick,
there has grown up a body of opinion
strongly aware of this. Previous to
1914 the Atlantic ocean provided for
us here in Canada a luxurious isola-
tion in which we did not worry much
about the world’s health. Discovering
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now that the worla 1s near to mor-
tally ill we are gloriously and admir-
ably busy flying about with our hot
mustard. But we have not learned
as yet the deepest need; we have as
yet to gain much knowledge painfully
and slowly. At present the preacher
among us will tell us all about war
and its causes in a few eloquent and
passionate moments. In Europe the
united brain of the Labour groups,
the Socialists, and the Economists is
often at a loss.

In other words, we have not as yet
in Canada really paid the .price in
thought which will admit us to that
chosen company who will one day
make the world safe for demoecracy.
A book like this of Karl Liebknecht’s
will set us thinking.

That we need to do a great deal of
thinking is patent to anyone who com-
pares our journalistic literature with
that of any European country. Our
newspapers and journals have come
out eloquently and strongly on the is-
sue that is joined in the world to-day.
But few if any of them have revealed
in their pages a grasp of what may
be called the intricate finesse of the
issue. If war is a cancer on the breast
of the world our press has not explor-
ed its roots. Indeed, in some respeects,
despite its frequent erudity and ten-
dency to crassness in class patriotism,
The Canadian Forward, whose editor,
a diseiple of Liebknecht, is at present
in prison, has been more fundamental
than The University Magazine. But
neither publication has offered us full
salvation. Salvation does not lie in
an abandoned Imperialism, nor in a
frantic antagonism to Capitalism.

The failure of our press may be
illustrated in the matter of the Lans.
downe letter. While practically every
Liberal journal in England supported
hqn, and one or two Tory ones, he re-
ceived no whisper of thoughtful con-
sideration here; we were too busy with
the mustard. Yet his implied panacea
for the world’s trouble received what
amounts almost to endorsation in
Lloyd George’s address to the trades
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union delegates held on January 5th.

Our treatment of the Russian crisis
is another instance of our emotion
minus consideration. There was no
studious and careful sympathy with
Russia expressed in our press. No
one seemed to think enough about it
to know that possibly the lives of tens
of thousands and the future of the
war hung upon knowledge. This may
seem extravagance in statement, but
it is not so extravagant as to be very
wide of the truth. Apparently no
trouble was taken by our Canadian
press to know that—

‘“On November 20th, Trotzky, who is
Commissary for Foreign Affairs, sent an
ultimatum to the Allies, asking them to
revise their war aims, with the warning
that if no reply was received by Novem-
ber 23rd, Russia would begin "armistice
negotiations. The Allies did not reply.
Russia then made the proposal to all the
belligerents for a general armistice and
proceeded to mnegotiate one with the Cen-
tral Powers. On December 5th, the nego-
tiations were suspended and seven days
given to the Allies to state their war aims
in case they refused to participate in the
armistice. The Allies made no answer.
On December 12th the negotiations with
the Germans were resumed and an armis-
tice concluded. Trotzky then issued a
third ultimatum, stating that Russia would
allow the Allies two months before con-
sumating peace with the Central Powers.
The Allies have so far shown so signs of
life with regard to Russia.’’

Our Canadian press apparently did
not know this, and therefore was un-
able to campaign for the kind of sym-
pathetic, hopeful and active publie
opinion such knowledge would create.
These things were known in England
through the English press, and it was
possibly due to a registration of the
demand of the public opinion pos-
sessed of knowledge that the British
Premier made the statement on Janu-
ary 5th which Russia wanted on No-
vember 20th; the statement which as
a political offensive for peace, because
of the tone in which it was delivered,
is worth dozens of battalions.

Before we in Canada can enter the
lists as champions of democracy we
must learn to be more careful of the

kind of public opinion we build up
and more solicitous concerning the be-
haviour of the sources of that publie
opinion. We have rushed emotionally
and gloriously into the doing of many
things. From the standpoint of the
strictest service to democracy and
peace it appears that we have yet to
add to zeal, knowledge, to learn the
effectiveness for the handling of many
matters of a resolute tentativeness.

Some of these ideas a perusal of
Liebknecht’s book brings to one. The
book is dispassionate, studied, adaman-
tine. His analysis of militarism and
its dangers will make salutary read-
ing for Canadians in these days. Fol.
lowing are two quotations:

‘‘Militarism thus appears in th
place in the army itself, then as a :ys‘li::;:
reaching beyond the army and embracin
all of soeiety in a net of militaristie and
semi-militaristic institutions—ecadet corps
veterans’ associations; further, as a sys.
tem of saturating the whole private and
public life of our people with the milita
spirit for which purpose the church the
schools—as well as the press——co-opérate

‘“To these must be added the groups that
feather their particular nests durin
war.”’ ’ o

S
s

FIGHTING FOR PEACRE

By Hexry VANDYKE. Toronto - The
Copp, Clark Company.

g A MAN who by speech or action

; endqavours to impede Ameriea’s
efficiency in this righteous war should
be judged by the law, and if conviet-
ed, promptly executed.”

This sounds, when one reads it over
as if it was originally delivered by ;:
man in a pepper and salt suit, with g
stacatto voice, and a snap of the Jaws.
Somehow it doesn’t sound like Dr
Henry VanDyke at all. Yet the wordg.
are his words (not in this his latest
book) made public the other dg
when he voiced his feelings on the Waz

‘We have associated the amiable Dy
Henry with “The Compleat Anglep»
and the gentle art, and modest nice
stories prettily told. If some,tim
they were told with a slight overph:

I —— . 1 G
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of language we forgave him because
he was once a preacher (wasn’t he?)
and the habit of language sticks. We
forgave him also, because he wrote
about “Under the Balsam Bough” and
“Gray Gown”, and because he knew
the turns of a good fish yarn.

But the war changes an. 1n this
latest book of his Henry VanDyke is
not gentle at all. He is sometimes, as
he reveals himself and the implica-
tions of his thinking, by a trick of
phrase or the indulgence in a bit of
apologue, so resolute and ardent one
doubts a bit if he really best serves
the cause he sets out with such good
conscience to advocate. When one
takes on that hard task of being
Peace’s champion one must remember
many things. The accoutrements for
that joust, so delicate, with so fine a
strength, are difficult to obtain and
very various. In the keenest stress
of the eonflict small wonder is it that
gome brave hearts do not always find
the aprpopriate weapon prepared and
at hand; and must needs blunder a
bit with momentary eries and panie.
- Dr. VanDyke’s book is brightly
written. It is a volume of experience.
The personal note is never absent. It
will interest the reader throughout. It
places one, on many of its pages, into
pleasing intimacy with a diplomat’s
life at a most critical time. Dr. Van-
Dyke, most readers will know, was the
United States representative to Hol-
Jand during the first three years of
the war. This book grows out of that
time.

o
"

SONGS FROM A YOUNG MAN’S
HAND

By Crive PrinLipps-WoLLEY. Toron-
to: Thomas Allen.

S IR CLIVE PHILLIPPS-WOL-
LEY belongs to the school of poets
who stand for vigour of expression
and certain fixed ideas rather than
verbal music. He is an Englishman
by birth who has been spending his
mature years in British Columbia, be-
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ing now a somewhat distinguished
citizen of Victoria. Iis knighthood
a year or so ago was doubtless a recog-
nition of his advocacy in prose and
verse on the platform of the cause of
Imperialism.

The poems now published fall na-
turally into two classes, those singing
the virtues of the British Empire, and
those expressing as no one else has
dene, the atmosphere of the southern
mainland and Vanecouver Island coast
of British Columbia. In the first class
we have such poems as “Is Canada
Loyal?”, “The Chain of Empire”,
“England’s Day”, “Seed Corn”, and
“Tu Quoque”. Pride of race rings
strong, with sometimes a suggestion
of the old Downing Street attitude
towards the lands and inhabitants of
a “colony”. Then there is a point ap-
peal to England to wake up and real-
ize her possibilities of dominion, as in
this verse from “Tu Quoque”:
England, awake!

ed ease;

There is no backward way. If you do
cower
Before a fate too mighty, seas
May murmur in the future of a power
Which ruled them once, but Britain’s
day is dome.
United we rule all, divided we rule none.

Carrying the atmosphere of his
adopted land, we have such poems as
“The Kootenay Prospector”, “The
Western Pioneer”, “Night on the
Frontier”, “Our Western Qirl® “A
Sou-West Storm”, “Dawn at Pier Is-
land”, “Autumn Salmon Run”, and
“Boatman’s Song”. This picture of
“Our Western Girl” will win many
admirers:

Stir from your money-

Blows wild in the prairie breeze;
Her eyes are French in their wayward fun,
But deep as the English seas;

Her little hands are as brown as a nut,

Her brown hair, kissed by the morning sun,

Not baby things merely for show,
But h%httton the bridle and firm on the
; & .

t
And tender—as sufferers know.
A girl she is when the skies are bright,
A woman when life goes wrong;

Sweetness in sunshine and darkness ligh
Saucy and straight "and strong. e
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Most moving of the deseriptions of
British Columbia life is “A Sou-West
Storm”, from which the following
verses are quoted :

From the brooding gloom of the wild Sou-
West

The scuttering black ducks come,

While the wheeling mallards drop in to rest
In the whispering sedge where they had
their nest,

And our loosened shingles hum.

There’s threat in the tops of the swaying
trees, ¢
And the sea’s skin seems to crawl,
The sheep and the cattle are ill at ease,
A blind swell travels before the breeze
And tosses my anchored yawl.

Then the wind that is wet with an old
world’s tears
That mourns for millions dead,
Grown mad with the woe of a thousand
years,
Burdened with prayers that no God hears,
Shrieks like a soul in its dread!

All life cowers dumb while the dead trees

oY)
The long dead kings who hdve stood
Through countless years with their erowns
in the sky, :
They totter and fall and the wind sweeps

by, :
And hell is loose in the wood.

There are several war poems with
special reference to Canada, and for
one of these, addresed “To the Papers
and Politicians”, there has been re-
cently full vindieation. Its closing
verse reads:

Can ye not pull together to lift your Can-
ada’s head,

Whose pride alone consoles her as she
kneels by her gallant dead?

She is hurt beyond hoping or healing, yet
she has not flinched nor cried;

She is proud of the boys her mother took,
will ye not spare her pride?

3%

THE LAST VOYAGE OF THE
KARLUK
By Rarpa T. Hare. Toronto: Me-
(Clelland, Goodchild and Stewart.

l T will be recalled that during the
Canadian Arctie expedition of 1913-
16 the Karluk and her company were
completely separated from Stefansson,
who was in charge of a division search-
for land northward from Beaufort
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Sea, and Dr. R. M. Anderson, who
was exploring eastward from the Maec-
kenzie River. The separation was the
cause of a series of perils and adven-
tures unique in Arctic explorations,
and in this book these experiences, as
related by Robert A. Bartlett, master
of the Karluk, are recorded. Captain
Bartlett had been with Peary in his
search for the North Pole, was master
of the Roosevelt, but his task as mas-
ter of the Karluk was destined to be
far more difficult even than his former
command, for the Karluk was frozen
in the ice north of Alaska and zi
ged for months until, when the lg
Aretic night was at its darkest, she
sank, hundreds of miles from lang.
Upon her commander then rested the
burden of providing for the immedj.
ate welfare of her company of seien
tists and sailors, getting them to ;
place of safety and bringing help to
them from the outside world. Lead-
ing his men to Wrangell Islanq he
started with a young Eskimg and
walked over the ice two hundred mil
to the Siberian coast, and then fe.
five hundred miles eastward to getor
ship: for Aleska. The journey too:
him over two months, a trip neyep be-
fﬁre accomplifshed by any man, ang
the rescue of the Karluk i
resulted. g
%

REGIMENT OF WOMEN
BY CLEMENCE DANE. Toronto:
Maemillan Company of Cana(iatrhe

HE action of this unusnal

T takes place in a school for !:i,rﬁ
w}}llere two teachers, one a man
other a woman, engage in an ahe

ing clash of wills. Thge man, A?bmrb.
Durand, loves Clare Hartill, who i
not only clever and beautiful, hy L
as well unserupulous and selfish.
influence of these two personalities

the school makes an interesting study ;

apart from themselves. A tp
towards the end is averted happily y

to cope with the situation.

t is
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the appearance of a man who is able




WHY ARE SO MANY PHYSICALLY
UNELIE?
'MOST CAUSES TRACED TO ONE SOURCE

By WiLLiam A. Grirritas, Puwm. B,

Did you ever stop to think why so few of our
men recently examined for military service have
peen able to qualify in Class A., which means
“In go:)d physical condition’’? The fact is,
mueh less than one-half of our young men are
placed in this class. : :

The large percentage of men physically dis-
ﬂuﬂﬂod by the examining boards does not re-

eet ereditable on the health and average
physieal eondition of our Canadian people.

;hh should engage the serious attention of
every man or woman and cause them to look in-
to the condition of their individual health, as
there never was a time when healthy, strong,
robust men and women could make themselves
s0 useful to their country and homes as at pres-

'%he Government demands efficient men and

nurses for its overseas service and in no less de-

should these same resul@s be looked for in

the men and women engaged in the regular home
and business pursuits of every-day life.

Health is undoubtedly our greatest natlon_al
asset and at this most trying time, in th? his-
tory of the world, should be our first considera-
m'z. Efficiency was never more needed in all
voeations than at the present time.

Your physician will tell you that practically
every form of physical deficiency can be original-
Iy traced to one source, and that is aceumulated
"”u in the colon, or large intestine. This ac-
eumulation acts as a gradual poison to the sys-

and is. known in medical practice as Auto-
“ut:;xieation, and results from imperfeet elimina-
tipation.
ﬁe;'.h:rge:e:st %isadvantage is that nature does
warn us that our system is gradually being
ned by this accumulated waste matter—un-
$il some physical trouble sets in. Constipation,
Biliousness, Intestinal Indigestion, Headaches,
Nervousness, Sleeplessness, Rheumatism, Skin
Eruptions, Impure Blood, Kidney ’I‘roubl.e, High
Blood Pressure, Hardening of the Arteries, Ap-
dieitis, and many other serious disorders are
ed to this one source, which could_ all have
peen avoided had the Colon been kept in a clean
and healthy condition.

This gradual poisoning of the system some-
times goes on for years without making itself
felt until all power of resistance is overthrown
and then some form of discase is readily eon-

resent mode of living is, I believe, largely
.ego-:n!t,lble for most ill-health. We "eat too
mueh, work sitting most of the time, do not take
u.c‘ent of the right kind of out-of-door exer-

g7
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cise, and in other ways do not heed the demands
of nature,

There is only one way to assist Nature and
keep the system at all times free from any pos-
sible accumulation of poisonous matter, and that
is not by the use of drugs of any kind, but in a
more pleasant and natural way. Bathing In-
ternally. By the means of purified warm water
the Colon (or large intestine) can be kept clean
and free from any accumulated waste, as Nature
demands it should be for perfect health.

I firmly believe not only from personal ex-
perience, but from that of thousands of others,
that if this practice of Internal Bathing by the
““J.B.L. Cascade’’ was resorted to by mostly
every person, the average life would not only be
prolonged many years, but on account of the re-
sulting healthy condition of our bodies, our lives
would be so much more enjoyable and nine-
tenths of the present suffering and doctors’ bills
would be avoided.

The ‘“J.B.L. Cascade’’ is an original and ef-
ficient appliance for Internal Bathing invented
and perfected by Dr. Chas. A. Tyrrell, of New
York. Hundreds of our best physicians use it in
their practice and for the benefit of their own
personal health. It is the most convenient and
cleanly appliance ever devised for this purpose
and the only one which when using leaves both
hands free to massage the abdomen, which is
most necessary in accomplishing the desired
results.

Dr. Tyrrell has not only restored his own health
some twenty years ago by Internal Bathing, but
has prolonged his life some fifteen years beyond
that predicted by his physicians and has since
devoted all his studies and energies in this diree-
tion. The doctor has published a wonderful and
interesting book on the subject, called ‘‘The
What, The Why, The Way of Internal Bathing,’’
which he will be glad to send you absolutely free
if you mention having read this article in the

Canadian Magazine. Address Dr. Chas. A. Tyr-

rell, Room 538, 163 College St., Toronto, Ont.,
and the book will come to you by return mail.
Internal Bathing during the past twenty years
has done more to restore health and lessen dis-
ease than all other means combined, and the
enormous demand for the ¢‘J.B.L. Caseade’’ has
been created mostly by those who use it, recom-
mending to their friends. If you want to be
heq.lthy always, bathe internally, or at least
write for the book mentioned above, and you
can learn much more on this subject that will
certainly be to your advantage. 2




 If Your Eyes Are Not Normal

There is a perfectly safe and natural
way of restoring perfect circulation of
blood, which is all that weak eyes require.

It is in the nature of a gentle massage
given over the closed lids for five minutes
at a time twice a day, and for twenty years
this method has been successfully used in
correcting eye troubles and bringing back
normal eyesight to young and old.

Many of those whom it has benefited had
very serious eye troubles, too, as is shown
by their voluntary letters on the subject.

Just note what leading authorities say
on the subject of eye massage—Doctor De
Schweinitz, of Philadelphia, Professor of
Ophthalmology at Jefferson College, has
stated that in treating even so serious a
condition as dreaded cataract of the eye,
massage of the eyeball “has been followed
by improvement in vision and deepening

of the interior chamber.” The Medical
Record, in treating the same subjeet says
that “the most feasible plan seems to he
properly applied massage.”

This system of massage to which we re-
fer is fully explained in a scientifie bhook
on “The Eyes—Their Care, Theip s,
Their Cure,” which may be obtained free
on request from the Ideal Masseup Com.-
pany, Room 537A, 163 College Street, T,
ronto, if you will mention The Canadian
Magazine.

The most effective helps for our weak-
nesses nowadays are often the most simple
and safe. Hosts of people have saved them-

selves from the nuisance of constant]y wear

ing eyeglasses by using this massage (op
exercise), so it will probably be well worth
your while to at least inform yourself fur.
ther by writing for the little book which
treats the subject so thoroughly.




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Universal

Pump
Connection

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

Price 50cC

When Serving Refreshments

—You will find that Ingersoll Cream Cheese will
enable you to make many delightful Delicacies,

!
e

is the purest and finest of Cream Cheese. Just
the thing for dainty sandwiches. Ask also for
Ingersoll Pimento and also Green hile Cheese
10c and 15c a package.

MANUFACTURED BY

THE INGERSOLL PACKING CO., LTD.
INGERSOL{, ONT.

19

Tlre P ressure Schrader

Universal
Valve
Repair Tool

Gauge

Measures the air in your
tires.  Tires maintaned
under the correct inflation
last twice as long as tires
run on haphazard pressure.
A * Schrader Universal " aged Cap lhrcads‘of
Gauge rueans Tire Insur- Tire Val\'.es; Rcmov.mg
ki Valve Inside; Reaming

" Price $1.50 Damaged Valve Seat:
AT YOUR DEALERS oOg Retapping mside thread.

Of value to all Motorists
A. SCHRADER’S SON INC.

and Garages.
334 King Street East, Toronto

IS EAChH

A AHSEOIVAR AR

A Four-n-one Tool for
Quick Repair of Dam-

Price 35¢
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SAVE FOOD

In a time needing food economy many people are
not getting all the nourishment they might from

their food. It is not how much you eat, but how
much you assimilate, that does you good.

The addition of a small teaspoonful of Bovril
to the diet as a peptogenic before meals leads
to more thorough digestion and assimilation
and thus saves food, for you need less.

5-18

TRADE MARK

Known the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

CurrLers T0 His' Majesty

SHEFFIELD - - - ENGLAND

..................................................
...............................................................................
. -
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“Contented and Healthy”

20 Oct. 1917. 46 Addison Road,
Portland Road,
S. Norwood, S E. 25.
Dear Sir:

Enclosed you will find photo of my little daughter Jenny,
age 8 months, weighs 18 lb. 2 oz, and is 2 ft. 4 in. long, and
has eight teeth. She is a contented, healthy baby and has had

our Gripe Water since she was four weeks old. | weaned

ier a fortnight ago and she eats and sleeps well and will not
be long before she walks. g

: I am, Sir, yours truly,

MRS. L. A. COPPARD.

WOODWARD'S
GRIPE WATER

[ 4

Canadian Agents:

Harold F. Ritchie & Co., Limited, Toronto, Ontario.

S2

O L v
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“Patent” Groats
Should Be Used

For Baby whén eight or nine months old. Made in
the form of a thin gruel combined with three parts milk
* and one part water if is a perfect food.

If the child had been reared on

Robinson’s ‘“‘Patent” Barley

until it has reached the above age, Groats and milk
should be given alternately with ‘ Patent” Barley, as it
tends to promote bone and muscle.
..For the Invalid and the Aged, in cases of influenza,
a:zbowl of hot gruel taken' in bed at night produces a
profuse perspiration helping to drive the cold out of
the system. Taken by the aged at night it promotes
warmth and sleep.

Our free booklet ‘“ Advice to Mothers” tells all about
how to feed, clothe and care for infants and children,

MAGOR, SON & CO., Limited

Sole Agents for Canada
191 St. Paul St. W., 30 Church Sg,

Montreal Toronto

JEE

0

((EEARORIHSONAC

MANUFACTURED BY

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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. There Are
6200

Calories

} of Food

At One-Tenth
the Cost of Eggs

The large-size package of Quaker Oats supplies 6200 calories of nutrition at a
cost of 30 cents.  Note what it takes, and what it costs, to'get as much nutrition
in these other common foods:

Cost of 6200 Calories Elsewhere

6 dozen eggs, $3.00 2 lbs. bacon, $2.12
10 quarts milk, 1.20 8 lbs. chicken, 2.80
7 lbs. steak, 2.10 7 lbs. salmon, 1.75

You can serve five dishes of Quaker Oats for the cost of one egg, or for the cost of two
slices of bacon, or for the cost of two ounces of meat. Think of that.

In Quaker Oats you setrve the supreme food. It excels all other grain foods, both in flavor
and nutrition. Pound for pound, it has twice the food value of beef,

The average mixed breakfast—for thé same nutrition'—costs four times a Quaker Oats
breakfast., Even toast costs twice as much.

Serve in large dishes—make it t.he entire meal. Then mix Quaker Oats with your flour foods,
It will save the wheat, add new delights, and save money.

Quaker Oats

The Extra-Flavory Vim-Food

In Quaker Oats you get a wealth of flavor. from a bushel, yet it costs you no extra price.
It s made of queen oats only—just the rich, Make your oat foods doubly welcome by
plump, flavory grains. We get but ten pounds  serving this premier brand, X

Oc and 12c per package in Canada and United States, except
2 in Far West where high freights may prohibir. 3

Pt - The Quaker Qals ®Ompany  Seae

1825
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The War Charities Act,
1917

DEPARTMENT OF THE SECRETARY OF STATE OF CANADA

HE War Charities Act, 1917, defines “war charities” as follows:

I any fund, institution or association, other than a church or thé

Salvation Army, whether established before or after the com-

mencement of this Act, having for its objects or among its objeets

the relief of suffering or distress, or the supplying of needs or comforts

to sufferers from the war, or to soldiers, returned soldiers or their

families or dependents, or any other charitable purpose connected with

the present European war. Any question whether a charity is a wap
charity shall be finally determined by the Minister.

The Act also provides:

(}) It shall not be lawful to make any appeal to the public fop
dona_tlons or subseriptions in money or in kind for any war charity ag
hereinbefore defined, or to raise or attempt to raise money for any syeh
war charity by promoting any bazaar, sale, entertainment or exhibition
or by any similar means, unless— :

(a) the war charity is either exempted from registration or is regis-
tered under this Act; and,

(b) the approval in writing of the executive committee or othep
governing body of the war charity has been obtained, either
directly or through some person duly authorized to give such
approval on behalf of such governing body;

and if any person contravenes any of the provisions of this section he
shall be guilty of an offence against this Aet.

(2) This section shall not apply to any collection at Divine Service
in a place of public worship.

The Act was assented to on the 20th of September, 1917, and the
above section so far as it relates to registration is applicable to War
Charities on the 20th of December,- 1917. After that date, collections

made otherwise than on behalf of a registered War Charity by sub-
seriptions, donations, bazaars, sales, entertainments, exhibitions or simi-

lar means of collecting money are illegal.
: Regulations and information respecting registration may be obtain-
ed from the undersigned.
THOMAS MULVEY,
Under-Secretary of State.
Ottawa, December 3, 1917.

i
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Your COI[CSpOndenCC Shou]d Convey
precisely the same impression as
everything else you do. .Therefore, your notes and letters should
be written on"dainty stationery.

EMPRESS LOUISE PAPETERIES

are of the daintiest.

Supplied in delicate tints of green and azure as well as white.

Ask your Stationer for a Box

11.7.17

Limited.
Toxronto. Cnngaea .

meree  Barber-Ellig ::r:::.v..‘l

When You Catch a Chill—

has struck

enever cold or dampness

‘:’:::uzh and through your system—t'ake ¥ |
. piece of THERMOGENE straight

.rotn the box and place it on

he aching spot.

3 (Vandenbroeck's Process)

This light, dry, fleecy, medicated wool — so different from
ponltice or plaster—generates a grateful, soothing

heat,
the instant it is applied, that goes straight to the source of
your trouble and
routs it utterly. C. at your Druggist's
) ]
<3 LUMBAGO, ;

RHEUMATISM,
NEURALGIA,
SORE THROATS,
CHEST COLDS—and a
hundred other similar aches
and pains yield to THERMO-
GENE. Let it help you to-dayi

Invented by the famous Belgian chem-
ist, Vandenbroeck. British made by The
Thermogene Co., Limited, Hayward's
Heath, Eng, Sales agents for Canada:

HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., LTD,

10 McCaul Street - Toronto

Look
for the
orange-colored box
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Fond of Good Coffee?

of course!

But why not make it BETTER
Coffee? Coffee at its BEST,

in fact—

e TEaL BRRES
Q""Un : SUL"‘L
L) R THAT COVER OF CAN BIARS 1§

ISEAL BRAND |
TS

1L Gr i
COFFEE!

\
B

13
Send for our booklet “Perfect |}

Coffee — Perfectly Made,” it

solves the problem. 192

I v
PORTeg ROAsTED 8 PACKED

HASE & SANBORN &

Nt
CHASE & SANBORN -  MONTREAL

The KELSEY
All Over Canada

—is used in the finest city and country homes; the homes of prominent and
wealthy folk ; the homes of well known people ; the homes of architects ; the
homes of heating and ventilating engineers and experts; the homes of
university professors and writers on scientific heating ; the homes of physicians
and health officers ; the homes of those who can afford the BEST and those
best calculated to KNOW about heating apparatus. With those who have
money, brains and scientific knowledge the evidence is overwhelming in favor

of the

Kelsey Warm Air Generator

Look into the Kelsey before you buy a Heater. Let us show you just why
Kelsey Fresh Air Heating is preferred to any other system by people who

investigale.
WRITE FOR KELSEY LITERATURE

CANADA FOUNDRIES AND FORGINGS, Lta.
JAMES SMART MFG. CO. BRANCH
BROCKVILLE, ONT. ° WINNIPEG, MAN_

—
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One of America’s Wonders
Bubbles of Wheat and Rice

At the Panama-Pacific Exposition we exhibited Puffed Wheat and Puffed Rice. :

There came Japanese, and saw their rice grains puffed to bubbles, eight times normf&l s:zF:

There came men from Russia and from India—homes of wheat. And they saw gigantic
wheat grains, steam-exploded, thin and airy, yet still shaped as they grew,

And those men by the thousands went back to their homes to tell of these American wonders.

To you they seem commonplace, perhaps. - i

But inside each grain our process creates a hundred million steam explosions. Every foo
cell is blasted for easy digestion. The grains are shot from guns. ' g

Prof. A. P. Anderson spent years on the process—to make whole grains wholly digestible.
The result is the greatest foods ever made from these grains. Also the most delishxful-

Don’t Treat Like Confections

These are ideal foods, in which every granule is fitted to feed. The Wheat and the Rice are

whole-grain foods, qfwhiCh children get too little. They are immeasurable better than whole-
ain foods cooked in usual ways. ; ‘ -3

They are enticing—thin, crisp flaky, with a taste like toasted nuts, They are widely use
% making.
2 ca,;l:'t),' despitgtheir attractions, they are wondrous foods, Make them your breakfast cereal.
Mix them with your fruits. Float them in bowls :
of milk. Salt like peanuts, or douse with mellted
butter, for children aft_er schoql. .Every serving
means clear nutrition in a fascinating form.

—

Puffed Puffed
Wheat Rice

Both 15c Except in Far West

The Quaker Qats ©@mpany

Peterborough, Canada Saskatoon, Canada

1823

o e
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Pathephone
should be in

every home

- .- . - .- - -e - -

Every home should have a Pathe-
phone. It is the most remarkable
musical instrument of the age. [t

; excels all others because it not only
Thestylehere  embraces the most desirable features possessed by
Quen anne  other instruments, but has points of superiority

—a verilable

objet d’art. exclusive to itself.

> - > > > > =

The outstanding feature of the Pathephone is its wonderful tone:
the fullness, the mellowness, the depth of the music as it pours
forth is rich, natural and indescribably sweet. It is due to a
combination of scientific principles in its construction.

Consider these big Pathe advantages:—

1st. The Permanent Sapphire Ball—no  6th. The exclusive period design cabinets

—

- - e > = " > > = > = =

digging, tearing needles to change. Exquisite furniture for every home
: 2nd. g'lecords that will wear thousands of 745 A name that stands for the public's

Ames. enjoyment the world over.
' 3rd. An all-wood tone chamber (on the ;
v principle of the violin). 8th. A complete line of instruments to
* 4th. Pathe Tone Control—regulates the meet every purse.
g volume of sound. 9th. A repertoire of do i

s X uble disc r

U 5th. Plays perfectly all makes of records, unique, comprehensive and ait;’:g:.
' as well as the Pathe. ally perfect. o7
)
[

If there is no Pathephone dealer in your town, write to us for our display Catalogue.

® Sdlephon

THE PATHE FRERES PHONOGRAPH COMPANY OF CANADA, LIMITED
4.6-8 Clifford Street - TORONTO, Ontario. :

7 erritory open for live Agents.
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Delicious
Nutritious

Give the little ones all the Junket they want,
because it is not only a light, dainty dessert that
they ‘““love”, but it is also most nourishing.

It is actually better for them than milk;
because it is milk in ideal form.

D

T

=
=
i
H
H

MADE with MILK
It is eaten with a spoon, more slowly than milk. But more im-

portant, the Junket Tablet coagulates the milk, preparing it for easy

and complete digestion exactly as it should be prepared inand by the
stomach.

Send 3 cents and your dealer's name, for Recipe Booklet and
Samples (enough for 12 dishes) or 12 cents for full package.

Hansen's Canadian Laboratory, Dept. D.

Toronto, Ontario

Delecto Assortment

The rich chocolate coating is delicately flavored

to barmonize with the flavor of the center.

(W36 Y G

3 An unusually delightful

assortment.

-1
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of stocks.
medicinal and family use without delay*

Reasonably Priced

SCOTCH WHISKIES

Cases of
12 Bots.

“8.0.S.”—-Speclal Old Selected
b SR G R R S e $18.00
Large Imperial Quarts...... . cccovovinivees 26.00

‘““Five Crowns” or Royal Sovereign—
Lovely whiskies, full strength,

MERDREL O ML T i ive s o vee s sleesunins 16 50

Large Imperial Quarts...............ico0ves 23.00
A. MacMurdo & Co. or Gleneil—Fully ma-

tured whiskies.

IRSORB RIS T v vy v 15.00

Large Imperial Quarts...................... 21,00
Loch Carron—A mild, soft Whiskey.

e AL A S R NI 14.00

Large Imperial Quarts ..........cc00uveees 20.00

Licensed by the Government Since 30 Years

BIG VALUES IN

WINES and LIQUORS

Owing to the Order-in-Council passed at Ottawa prohibiting the importation of Wines and
Liquors into Canada after 31st January, 1918, prices may advance rapidly on account of shortage
We therefore advise our friends and customers to order their requirements for

POPULAR BRANDS

Satisfactory Service

IRISH WHISKIES

Cases of
12 Bots,

Harp Brand-Green Seal—Very fine Quality
Reputed Quarts'.. ...\ .3 smvs sy on i
Large Imperial Quarts ....... . occiivisacs

‘“o’Briens Three Stars” — A beautiful
whiskey, full strength.

Reputed Quarts .. .i.isuoehinndessgionvemey
Large Imperial Quarts .

Three Horns or Pat Mayo—Fine old whiskies,
Reputed Quarts 15.00
Large Imperial Quarts ......c..covvviniinn. 21.00

Innishannon—A mild soft whiskey

Repaited Quarts. .. ../l aecs s 14
Large Imperial Quarts ..... iivevinsivans 20

$18.00
26.00

CANADIAN RYE WHISKIES

(Shipped direct from the Distilleries or our Warehouses).

HIRAM WALKEOR & SONS, LIMITED.

Botiles. 1d Rye. Imperial. Club.
12 (1 case) $10.256 $11.50 $13.76
6 bottles 6.00 6.76 8.00

_4 bottles ...... ° 450 . 5.00 5.75
GINS and RUMS
Case of
12 Bots,

Greenlees’ London Dry and Old Tom Gins $17.00

Devonshire Sloe Gim ........................ 17.00
Hollands Yellow Label—Large Imperial Qts.  23.00
Mordaunt & C€o0.—Jamaica Rum™............ 15.00
Mordaunt & Co.—Large Imperial Quarts .. 21.00
Old Black Joe —Pure Jamaica Rum .......... 18.00
Old Black Joe—Large Imperial Quarts...... 26.00
PURE BRANDIES
Lagrange & Cie, V.O....................... 18.00
wilson’s “20 Years Old’’—A Medicinal
T R e SR A AR P e g .00

Prices subject to change without notice

WE PREPAY EXPRESS CHARGES on orders of not less than 4 bottles of Canadian Rye Whiskey, and 6 bo,
of other brands to any point in Ontario, except stations West and North of North Bay to Sault Ste. Mari ttles
which add 50c., and to points West of Sault Ste. Marie, add $1.00 per case. tie, for
REMIT by Post Office, Express, Bank Money Order or Cheque.

registered to our address.

Complete Price List Mailed on Application.

Lawrence A. Wilson Co., Limited
Offices: 83, 85 and 87 St. James St. Montreal

The Largest Wine Merchants in Canada

GOODERHAM & WORTS, LIMITED.

Bottles. Ordinary.
12.(1 case) o.ns i $10.7g—y " 1'513}5
8- bottles - ZAnipods 6.25 7.76
- Bottlee e A 476 5.50
MPORTED WINES

Port Wines—

Direct from Oporto, Portugal.
Royal—Genuine Rich Port................... ...
Old Crusted—Suitable for Invalids......... ...
Rich Douro—Dry and Medium—Dark
Sherry Wines—

Shipped by Gonzalez & Byass, of Jerez, Spain
““The Premiere Sherry House of the World"
Red Label—Fruity ...........cc.coiiiiiinnnnn
Amontillado—Fine and Soft ..
Fino Brat—Very Dry .. ..... i oiiiiiiniininne,s
Tonic Wines—

Wilson’s Invalids’ Port—A Big Bracing
(A la Quina du Pérou) Tonic 10,00

Case
12 Bo\:f

When sending Cash, Letter should be

g ot

A,
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SPECIAL PALE DRY

GINGER
ALE

Other 0’Keofe beverages:

Belfast Style Ginger Ale,
Ginger Beer,
Cola,
Smaparﬂla'
Lemon Sour,
Cream Soda,
Lemonade,
Orangeade,

Order a
case from
your

dealer.

0'KEEFE'S
TORONTO
g 515
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(ESTABLISHED 1879

|
The Inhalation Treat-
ment for Whooping
| Cough, Spasmodic
| Croup, Colds, Catarrh,
| Asthma, Bronchitis,
Coughs

"' Used while you s eep
Simple, safe and effec tive, avoiding interral drugs
Vaporized Cresoline relieves the paroxysms of Whoop-

ing Cough and spasmodic Croup at once; it nips the

common cold before it has a chance of developing into
something worse, and experience shows that a neglected
eold is a dangerous cold

Mrs. Ballington Booth savs: *“No famil , where there
are young children, should be without this lamp."”

The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inhaled with
every breath, makes breathing casy and relieves the con
gestion, assuring restful nights.

It is called a boon by Asthma sufferers.

For the bronchial complications of Scarlet Fever and
Measles, and and as an aid in the treatment of Diphtheria,
Cresolene is valuable on account of its powerful germi.
cidal qualities

It is a protection to those exposed.

Cresoline’s best recommendation is its 38 years of suc+
cessful use, Sold by Druggist. Send for descriptive booklet
Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the irritatod throat
composed of slippery elm hark, leorice sugar and Cresolene. They

can’t harm you. Of your druggist or from us. 10c. in stamps

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

or Leeming-Miles Building Montreal, Canada

A safe and palatable laxative
for.children

Mrs. Winslow's
Soothing Syrup

Absolutely Non-narcotic

Does not contain opium, morphine,
nor any of their derivatives.

By checking wind colic and correcting in-

estinal troubles common with children during

the period of teething, helps to produce
natural and healihy sleep.

Soothes the Jretting baby and
thereby give relief to
the tired mother.

31
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HAVE

YOU

A BEAUTIFUL FACE

BUT YOUR NOSE?

e AIREBTY, BEFORE

N THIS DAY AND AGE ATTENTION TO YOUR APPEAR-
ANCE IS AN ABSOLUTR NECESSITY IF YOU EXPECT TO
MAKE THE MOST OUT OF LIFE. Not only should you
wish to appear as attractive as possible, for your own
self-satisfaction, which alone is well worth your efforts,
but you will find the world in general judging you great-
ly if not wholly, by your ‘‘LOOKs" therefore it pavs to
““LOOK YOUR BeST" at all times. Permit no one to

Miss C. R.— Alterusing my ** Trados
22" for only two weeks sees a wonder-
ful improvement in the shape of her
nose.

Mr. P. R.writes Your NoseShaper |
is doing the work and 1 am certainly |

my friends.

Write to-day for free booklet, which tells you how to correct ill-shaped noses without cost if not satisfactory 1

588 Ackerman Bldg., Binghamton, N. y,

M. TRILETY, Face Specialist

|

|
\
|
|

WHAT OTHERS HAVE TO SAY:
pleased with it; will recommend it to

Dr. F. D. G. writes and says thal
after he had used it for two weeks he
thinks that **Trados 22" is fine and
will recommend it to his patrons.

see you looking otherwise; it will injure your w l.
fare! Upon the impression you constantly make rests \;e.
failure or success of your life.  Which is to be e
ultimate destiny? My new NOsSeE-SHAPER, “'TRA[))o‘:!.
(Model 22) corrects now ill-shaped noses without ope
ation, QUICKLY, SA‘I-‘ICL\' and PERMANENTLY, ls plcaap:.:;
and does not interfere with one's daily oce Xy A
worn at night, ly occupation, btu\k

Mr. J. B. is very pleased with
Nose's ! the
5;;;;. haper and his nose looks much

Miss K. W. says that she ia i

/ Lin,
fine results and is vers ydq(ed,
over the Nose Shaper., Y Sen

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

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc,

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

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

Your Catarrh Can Be Cured
“INSTANT RELIEF

Prove It at My Expense

| Don’t send me one cent
§ —justlet me prove itto you
asl have done for
others in the last six
months. I claim to have the
most successful treatment for
Catarrh ever found and I wane
you to let me send youmy
P FREE, entirely at my expense. |
don’t care how many so-called cures, lotions,
sprays, atomizers, things to smoke or Ps
or electricity you ever tried without success—
Idon’tgare how disgusted you are with themal}
—you hav not tried my way and I have such
absolute confidence in it tgat 1 am to
send you this secret absolutely "E It
ishp l:vorigierful yetlsimglojszzome treatment
which relieves you almost instantly of catarrh
?ea\dnoisc;:s,“cattarx')lxlal1 tgeagiess. e e
ever and all catarrhal troubles; it oves
cause of Catarrh and thus the uzl;.e ‘.;m S
disappear—all this while you are at your work,
in companﬁ. at church or theatre, sleeping or
awake. I know it will do all this because it
cured me after everything else failed; it cureq
mf_friends and thousands have written to me
telling me how it cured them, and I want you

to send for this secret FREE, at my expenge,

because I know you will then" tell yo{u friends

about it just as those 56,322 others are doing
t

now.” Write iInow, as this announcemen! may
not appear in this paper again. Just send your
name and address and eve will be sent

you promptly in plain envelope.

Sam Katz, Suite D.S, 1269, 142 Nutuai St., Toronto. Uy
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BERTRAM

MACHINE TOOLS

Bridge and Structural Shops and
General Machine Shops.

PHOTOS, SPECIFICATIONS AND PRICES ON REQUEST.

The John Bertram & Sons Co., Limited

Dundas - - - Ontarno
MONTREAL TORONTO WINNIPEG VANCOUVER

3
O]
D '_' ‘5 e y - » ¥ : : g
MACHINE TOOL EQUIPMENT FOR
Ship Yards, Locomotive and Car Shops
(ﬂ
[e]
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Esterbrook's

STEEL PENS

THE MOST POPULAR PEN IN CANADA

e
Ne. 048. Falcon —The most popular pen in use

for General Business purposes.

'EAR £STERBROOKS.COS
&S EASY WRITER

No. 130. Easy Writer.—An excellent correspon-
dence pen.
RESTERBROOKACO'S

> g\
e e [ NDOUELEELASTIC

Ne. 135, Double Elastic.—Medium fine elastic
action. Very popular.

No. 182. Ladies Falcon.—Fine and easy action.

“+R ESTERBROOK& COS.
o BANK_PEN.cs

No. 14. Bank.—An excellent business pen, largely
used

9. Chancellor. —A medium stub pen much
sl lzﬁsd for back-hand writing.

No. 1170. Ladies.—A small, fine pointed pen.

No 313.—Probate.—A large engrossing pen; long
" pib, medium point.

B RESTERBROOKAGCO'S

&l 5. MANIFOLD PEN o

No. 460. Manifold. —For manifold copying:

s ines. For sale b,
These w of the most popular lines v
Ry all stationers.

THE BROWN BROTHERS

LIMITED
SOLE AGENTS FOR CANADA

SIMCOE AND PEARL STS, TORONTO

I I I R N0

For Over a Century

URRAYSLANN

Florida Water 8 |

‘“THE UNIVERSAL PERFUME "

has been used by persons of
taste the world over,
This unfailing popularity is
due solely to its grateful, en-
during fragrance and unique
refreshing quality.
It is delightful in the Bath,
the best thing after Shaving,
and beyond question the
most reliable and satisfac-
tory Toilet Perfume in use.

SO0 YU YO0 YOT YU YU YOk Nk Yh o o e

PREPARED ONLY BY

LANMAN & KEMP,
NEW YORK and MONTREAL.

Ask Your Druggist for It.
Accept no Substitute !

VBV NI/ BN/ NG/ N/ NIV N VY N Y M\

The Man Who Carries

No Life Insurance

is in no more danger personally than
the man who does—bout his wife and
children are.  Instances innumerable
go to show that a Life Policy offers the
surest way of providing for dependent
ones, and the only way within the reach
of the great majority.

Under the Limited Payment Policies
of the Great-West Life the insured not
only protects his family, but provides
for his own future as well. Rates are
low and within the reach of all.  Ask
for rates at your own age.

Ghe
Great-West Life Assurance Co.

Dapre, P
Head Office - WINNIPEG
Ask for a 1918 Desk Calendar—Free on request
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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 A.ﬁ‘e..
The farmers of Canada are today playing an all-important part in the European
conflict.

Hon. W. T. White, Canadian Minister of F inance, 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 ‘;
possible of what can be used or sold. For Canada at this juncture the watch-
word of the hour should be production, production, and again production

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

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

or

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

“ae

T, AT LN
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GHLOP TRACTIO!
D ST

_—oumoed

R ig bh t—at the Start

g These Dunlop Tires you found on your new
car were there for a purpose—to satisfy you.

g If you believe that a plain tire will always fill
the bill, then doubtless, you will see no reason to
change from Dunlop “Plains.”

g But if you want an anti-skid for your next
order, you have your choice of Dunlop “ Traction
Tread,” or Dunlop “Special.” You are bound to
be satisfied with Dunlop Tires.

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

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

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

—there must be no dilly-dallying
—waiting around while an assistant fumbles through the files

—and after a distressing wait reports that “she saw it on the
filing desk yesterday—must have been mislaid somewhere.”

And maybe a decisive talk pending—a customer waiting—an
important telephone conversation in progress. An *Office

Specialty

HALF SECTION STACK
gets you away from all this difficulty.
Close by your desk you keep this “always-on-the-job” assistant.
Into it “live” papers go—those little closely personal matters you
want at instant call in day-in-day-out work. 4
To the business man whe wants to fight shy of delays, conserve
time and energy, we’ll be glad to send a descriptive folder,
Write for it tozi};.

@) FFICE SPECIALTY MFG.(®.

Filing Equipment Stores at :

Toronto Montreal Ottawa Halifax Hamilton Winnipeg Regina Edmonton Vancouver
Home Office and Factories: NEWMARKET, CANADA

il

W“ IHHHHHHHHHIHHIIHIHIHIIHHHHHIHIIHHllHlHlllllHHHHHl!"”
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' ‘ﬂlGHLP\ND PINES-INN Weymouth Helghts Southern Plres N. C

Home of Winter Golf-Tennis - Turkey and Quail Shoot t. elevation. Just
right climate. No snow. Pure prmq water. Best of every.hmq Coltagea Bungalows
Orchestra. Write CREAMER & TURNER,Proprietors, for Booklet.

SUMMER HOTEL-THE INN AT CHARLEVOIX-THE- BEAUTIFUL-MICHIGAN.
FORT PIERCE & i CALVESTON TEXAS | SEATTLE WASH.

NEW FOST, EEECF.OTEL | [HoTEL= GAWVEZ vy HOTEL BUTLER &7

fo without peer. Centor of things. Taxi fare Sbc
On beautiful In(h'm e v .
Bvel "led vunink, cunmis S, o y Newsliooiod el | | oomt 8100w ol 2 M e et
Rooms E, P, 8150 and up Booklet. _0n Guif of Mexico-At- | | 2t2e ¥ B ) . g

MOUNTZ’CLEMENS MICH.

|

antic Ci o{theSouth __ MAINE NORTH_CAROLINA

- Boating fa;‘f\nr}q |shmq For Winter or Summer | OAK MALL
TISM n"" ..nt Tennis-Golf-Motoring~ vacations. Canoe trips. | Tryon, N. C. Golf. Horse
R RHEUMA [ ALY 5_“ =3 Wirite PLSanders AgrBooklet Beautiful camps leased | back. Tennis. Priv. baths
E R . | or solll,  Write Ospiats | 3 as Camp Wadsworth
Mount Clemens. Michigan Where-to-go for March closes Feb. 1st | mer Eaglo Lake, Meo. | Artillerv Range, Booklets

P —————————— S e Y TR

making. Needle-fine pivots of polished
of Westclox alarms. He steel greatly reduce friction. Like Big
Ben, all Hestclox keep good time.

B[G-BEN heads the family ented way—a better method of clock

won his success by getting

folks up in the world. And like him, theyall have many friends.
Before they let him call you, the West-  Look for the family name, #estclox, on

ern Clock Co. sees that he runs on time  the dial of the alarm you buy.

and rings on time. They give him good

looks outside: to match his good works Your jeweler has them. Big Ben is

inside. $4.00. Or, sent prepaid, the same price,

% if your jeweler doesn’t stock
All Westclox are made in the same pat- ! ock him.

Western Clock Co.-mal’er.v of Westclox

Big Ben—Baby Ben—Pocket Ben—As

La Salle, Illinois, U. S. A.

'
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WINTER
= TOURIST
~mz  FARES

Winter Tourist Fares are now in effect to resorts in

FLORIDA GEORGIA
NORTH CAROLINA
SOUTH CAROLINA

LOUISIANA

AND OTHER SOUTHERN STATES
: ALSO TO

BERMUDA THE WEST INDIES
CUBA PANAMA

AND

CENTRAL and SOUTH AMERICA

Round Trip Tickets to California and Pacific
Coast Points are on sale daily.

For VTickets, Reservations, Stop-over regulations and in-
formation, apply to any agent of the Grand Trunk System.

G.-T. BELL, . W. S. COOKSON,
Passenger Traffic Manager, General Passenger Agent,
MONTREAL MONTREAL
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“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RITE-HITE’ WARDROBE
TRUNKS B

Every appointment
in its construction—
every convenience
in the making—
every point in the
manufacture of the
¢ Rite-Hite’ Ward-
robe Trunk is one
more good reason
why it should be
the trunk of your
choice in contem-
plating a longer
or shorter trip,
summer oOr winter.
In a very real way
it is the most.'complete ot wardrobes, and apparel travels
in it with as little risk of crushing as it would right on
the “hangers” or in the ‘“Chest of Drawers” in the home.

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

- $332 to $9022

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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Canadian Pacific

FLORIDA

Via DETROIT and CINCINNATI

THROUGH

Sleeping Car Service from Detroit
On Specified Dates

CANADIAN PACIFIC to Detroit—
Choice of Routes Beyond

Winter Tourist Tickets Now on Sale

TWO NIGHTS ONLY TO FLORIDA

Via Canadian Pacific—Detroit and Cincinnati

Particulars from any Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents, or
W. B. HOWARD, District Passenger Agent, Toronto.
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Travel for Business—

and Make it a Pleasure

Ten thousand miles of splendidly equipped road,
traversing and openin
square miles of magnificent country—forest and
stream, prairie and mouutain.

CANADIAN NORTHERN

the road of a thousand wonders and

up a hundred thousand

Coast to Coast by

THE
RAILWAY

opportunities.

Let us make Your interest ours!

Direct service between Montreal and Quebee, Toronto and "

Ottawa, Port Arthur, Fort William, Winnipeg, Brandon,

Regina, Saskatoon, Calgary, Edmonton, Vancouver or Victoria,
and connections for all principal points in Canada or the United States.

R. CREELMAN, General Passenger Agent,
R, L. FAIRBAIRN, General Passenger Agent,

Full information on fares, routes, tickets and reservations,
on application to any agent of the Company, or write
celled.
table d'hote.
thing new and witl
You will like it

Winnipeg, or
Toronto.

BRUCE’S SEEDS

Business Established 1850

Your Duty—To grow all the foodstuff
possible and to get the best results,
high-grade seeds, such as BRUCE'S
are a necessity,

Our Duty—To provide sufficient seed and

of the highest grade possible,

OUR DUTY IS DONE

Our 1918 Catalogue

is ready—112 pages of Seeds, Plants, Bulbs,
Implements and Poultry Supplies.

Worth its weight in gold. Free—
Write for a copy to-day.
JOHN A. BRUCE & CO., Limited
Hamilton Canada

IN THE DINING CARS

Economy and Serv

Meals a la carte or
Always some-

they all do.

*

ice unex-

y
un reach,

weekly. We trust any honest person,
Write for Catalogue to-day

JACOBS BROS., Dismend Importers
15 Toronte Arcade TORONTO, Can.

GENUINE DIAMOND |AFTER Muri Is for Tired Eyes.
CASH OR CREDIT - urine R ey s Sore Eyes
Terms 20°/, down and $1, §2, §3 || =——— Res“—ﬂefreshes—kestores

Murine is a Favorite Treatm, y

smart. Give your Eyes as ;nJct;\OI;)l(z)es r Toviy o and

your Teeth and with the Same regularity. Care
YOU CANNOT BUY

Murine Sold at Drug, Toilet

Ask Murine Eye Remedy Co.,

your Ioving care as
or them,

N% EYES!

an ptical Stores

Chicago, for Free Book
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What Nova Scotia Offers

The Farmer

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

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

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

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

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

Strong Local Markets and excellent opportunities for EXPORTING,

For further information including booklet of sample farm properties available,
write,

ARTHUR S. BARNSTEAD,
Secretary Industries and Immigration,
197 Hollis Street,
Halifax

As
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FEARMANS

Stiair
HAMS ¢ BACON

o/
. _nwm

There is nothing quite so ap-
petizing for Breakfastas

Fearman’s Star Brand
Bacon

and at the present prices there
js nothing more economical.

Ask your Grocer for

Fearman’s Star Brand
Made by

F. W. Fearman Co., Limited
Hamilton

MINARD'S
LINIMENT

It’s the best yet!

Original
and

only
Genuine

Beware of
(mitations Sold
m the Merits

of
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l MADEIN CANADA| ———

|

Just See How Simple It Is

Top
Section
Complete
Made in
many styles ‘f"'_..‘;,.,. .
and 4 3 1 3 '
; B i {4 Book
P 181 ! Section
in £ 3 l : Complete
E ]
many -2 3 3
finishes
to suit
your home
Base
Section
Complete

What’s The Use

of buying more bookcase than you need just because you may need more book space
some time in the future, when your every need can be perfectly taken care of by the
famous “Macey” Sectional Cases? The illustration shows a perfect bookcase, consisting
of only one book section with top and base. When you need more space simply buy
another book section and put it between the book section and the top and the thtng's done,

Write to-day for our ‘‘Macey Style Book"—it is free.

For Sale by all Leading Furniture Dealers

|

LIMITED

CANADA FURNITURE MANUFACTURERS

WOODSTOCK. ONTARIO.
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The unsurpassed beauty of tone that is found in
the *‘ Cecilian ” piano has insured it a leading position )
amongst the few outstanding pianos in the world.

When to that wonderful tone is added perfect
workmanship and beautiful design, you feel that in
selecting a *‘ Cecilian’’ piano for your home you have
made no possible mistake.

The Cecilian All Metal Action Player Piano has
been for many years at the apex of player piano perfec-
tion. It is leakproof, climate proof and rust proof, and
the Cecilian Temponoid or time-controlling lever gives
you complete control of the instrument, elimating en-
tirely the mechanical effect common to the average
player piano.

All Cecilian Upright Pianos are convertible, that
is, the player action may be installed at any future time
convenient to the purchaser. This most important
feature is found only in the Cecilian piano.

IO

S

i Ry _\T(x \ ¥ '..Q‘

~

Write us for catalogue and particulars as to our selling plan.

THE CECILIAN COMPANY, LIMITED
247 YONGE STREET - TORONTO

- ESTARNSHENRRE 5 -

f

\h \
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)
—

]




48

CANADIAN M\(..-\'/l\l‘ \IP\'I')I{'I'ISER

WO, .. i i A “m

Preserves getting low?

Tide over the winter with

CROWN_BRAND

L)

CORN /SYRUP

Everybody likes this delicious Table Syrup—and it's much
less expensive than butter for the children to eat with bread.

At all Grocers—2, 5, 10 and 20 1b, tins—3 Ib. Glass Jars.
Write for free Cook Book. P

THE CANADA STARCH CO. LIMITED, MONTREAL

/ -~ SN ——— + - = \
[ 74 Living Canadian Models \\

Serve as standards for the various

i
‘ styles of D & A Corsets whose 1917
,. models embody the best features of
' leading Paris and New York designs.
For economy, as well as for comfort

M and style, ask your corsetiére to

show you the D & A Models.

' There is a style for every figure.

+ DOMINION CORSET CO.
Toronto——QUEBEC——Montreal
Makers also of the ‘‘La Diva'’ Corsets
and “‘D & A’' Good Shape Brassiéres.

9.17

*

CORSETS
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“Thats the make of silver-
plate that we received

when we were married,

and we still have some
that was mothers

t the best stores you will be offered
today as the leading brand of silver-
plale the same make that merchants

fty years and more ago recommended

to their customers.

[tis quite the proper thing 1o start housekeeping
with 1847 ROGERS BROs.‘Silver Plate that Wears"
Sold with an unC}ualiﬁcd guarantee made possible by

the actual test of over 65 years.
At leading dealers. Send for illustrated Catalogue ‘F-23"

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Limited

HAMILTON, CANADA
MERIDEN, CONN. NEW YORK CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO
The World’s Largest Makers of Sterling Silver and Plate
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The Young Man’s Element
—the Air

HE keen eye, the cool clear brain, the courage of youth, have won for the Allies
supremacy of the air. The world-famous aviators are young men.

In the profession of Military Aeronautics the rewards are all for the keen young man. No
calling offers greater scope for individual accomplishment and bravery.

The Imperial Royal Flying Corps conducts in Canada its most efficient and most completely
equipped training school. Young men of fair education, alert men 18 to 30 years old, are

instructed in the highly specialized work of aerial observation and warfare. While training
for their commissions, cadets receive $1.10 per day. Class 1 men under the M. 8. Act are

eligible.

An interesting Booklet, ‘‘ Air Heroes in the Making’’, describes fully
the R. F. C. course of training. A copy will be sent post-paid to anyone
who contemplates entering military life. Write to the following address:

ﬁﬁﬁ@ﬁﬂﬂmnq Corps

56 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO.




FAIRY SOAP

White, oval, floating—Fairy
Soap combines purity and
convenience with a fine
cleansing quality that is
most refreshing.

Its use adds real pleasure
to toilet and bath.
.THE N.X. FAIRBANK compiny]

LIMITED
MONTREAL

The oval, floating cake “@ “Have you a little Fairy
e fits the hand. ”43;“ in your home?”

‘ ?’ir




Four forms of
Williams’

Shaving Soaps

Wllllams

Holdér Top
- Shavin Stlck

wiriam Liquid
e

Williams
SHAVING
LIQuUID

ILLIAMS’ Shaving Soap is no slacker.
After the shave or the I“ Can]l) ancl “()\’Cr thch” as \‘.6“ as at
et Jst il sosed. the home it is doing its bit toward lending aid and

comforting touch of
Williams' Tale Powder. comfort and economy to the shave.

[ts rich, soothing, lasting lather is always on
“a tap for the boys at the front, getting into action

at the touch of the brush and making the shay-

Williams
“eer. ¢ ing rule the easiest one to obey.

Yiorer

[f you are going into service take Williams'’
Shaving Soap along. If you have a soldier at
the front, send him Williams’.

The J. B. WILLIAMS COMPANY, Canadian Depot, 6355 Drolet Street, Montreal




