PRICE 25 CENTS

Beginning

Recollections of a Police Magistrate

By Col. George T. Denison

P

A New Monthly Department

of Current Events

By Sir John Wi llison

S TR

Mist of Morning
A New Serial Novel

By Isabel Ecclestone Mackay

THE ON
TARIO PUBLISHING COMPANY, LIMITED, TORONTO
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Soft White Hands

Washing dishes or cut glass with Ivory
Soap will not roughen or redden your
hands as when ordinary soaps are
used. Ivory contains no free alkali
or harsh materials to injure the

tender skin. When you consider the
money housekeepers spend for lotions
and creams to keei; their hands pre-
sentable, the use of Ivory Soap in the
kitchen can be recommended as an

economy.

IVORY SOAP [k

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada
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THE STANDARD SILVER CO.

OF TORONTO, LIMITED
ARE THE EXCLUSIVE MANUFACTURERS IN CANADA OF

Holmes & Edwards Wear-Proof Spoons and Forks

Your Jeweller will be pleased fto show you the De Sancy Paltern

The DE SANCY pat-

tern is made in the ; HOLMES &.EDWARDS

Silverware

following pieces :

Tea Spoons - doz. $6.00
Dessert Spoons “ 10.00

Table Spoons ‘ 12.00 .. ‘ WEAR-PROOF

Dessert Forks 10.00

Medium Forks * 12.00 - | % SPOONS

Berry Spoons each 2.50

Bouillon SDoonadoz‘ Rad ; : AND FORKS

Coffee Spoons e N
Orange Spoons *“ 9.00 5
Sugar Spoons each 1.10
Butter Knives “ 1.10
Butter Spreaders
doz. 11.00

Cake Forks each 1.75
C. M. Forks = 1.76
Individual Salad

Forks - - doz. 12.00
Oyster Forks o 8.00
Individual Fish

Forks - - “ 12.00
Individual Fish

Knives - - *“ 12.00
Cream Ladles each 1.50
Gravy Ladles 1 1.75
Tomato Server *“ 2.50

Sugar Tongs palr 175

Hollow Handle
Dessert Knives doz. 17.50

Hoilow Handle
M :dium Knives “ 20.00

Hollow Handle
Carving Set set 14.50

Modelled Handle
Dessert Knives doz. 8.00

Modelled Handle
Medium Knives “  9.00

da o
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The Emergency Brake in Business

Practically every business firm carries fire,
burglar and accident insurance.

What about Financial Insurance —a protection
fund to provide ready cash when sales fall off
or collections are slow? Start one. Put part of
the yearly profits in a Savings account in The
Merchants Bank. Then, this Reserve Fund of
undivided profits will be instantly available to
carry the business safely through any financial
stringency.

THE MERCHANTS BANK

Head Orfice: Montreal,. OF CANADA Established 1864,

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

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

ed upon request. Income return

54 to 53%

DomiNION SECURITIES
CORPORATION LIMITED

HEAD ofFfFice:. TORONTO 26 king sT. E.
MONTREAL ESTABLISHED 1901 LONDON, ENG.
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B ondon Glove Company

at our lowest City

The ‘““Meissonier’’

“® Ladies’ 3 Button Su-
perior Quality Real French
Kid Gloves, Gold Medal
Quality, Plain Points, in

Navy, Grey s, Bottle, Browns,
Black or White,
Per pair 6/6

The “Stanhope”

Ladies' Best
811- lity Real
ape loves,
Pique Sewan,
Imperial points,
in useful Tan
shade, with 2
Press Buttons

-
Per pr, 10/8

No. 320, Lad-
ies’ Superior
gnllh Strong

oeskin Gloves
Pigque Sewn,
English make.
In Dark Grey
or Tan shades,
2 Press Buttons,

Per pr. 1/'1

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

Per Pair, 1‘/6_1

Ladies’

Thread.

200-206 Adelaide St. West, Toronto.

Offices; and should be made payab

Address
all Orders

Tans, Beavers, Pastel, Putty, |

Hand-sewn Stout Fabric Gauntlet
Gloves, in White or Chamois, sewn Black
Thread; in Tan or Grey, sewn Self-colored

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENCLAND.

An Unrivalled Variety of Gloves

Warehouse Prices.

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

Per Pair, 6/"“
Extra Quality
Ladies’ Pure White Wash-

able Doeskin, tull Pique Sewn,
English made, 2 Pear! Buttons.

Per pair, 6/11

No. 3186.
Ladies’ Best
Quality
Chamois
Leather,
medium weight
Natural shade.
Pique Sewn,
English make,
2 Buttons.

Per pr. 6/3

r
|
|
|
|

The

sewn

Per pair 5/11

upplementary Departments:— Ladies’ Men’s and Children's Hosiery and Underwear
Me':x"’s and BO;{’ Wear; Ladies and Children’s Boots and Shoes. 5
Price Lists may be obtained free on application to the Ontario Publishing Co., Limited,

Mail Orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.

g der, (including postage) should be made by Money Order, which can be obtained
R:'\“th].\?]c\?ol: {-“\” ;‘na,l;;ecl:‘::re(f;r i)oll\;:rs and Cents at the Express Company’s Offices or the Dominion Post
Ol s » o) gleisiil® Do fe to The London Glove Co., Limited, London, England.

The LONDON GLOVE CO., Ltd., Cheapside, LONDON, England.

Ltd,.

WASHABLE

SN Cr— | Sv—— a— —

“Canadian”’
Buck Finish

| No 604. A Splendid
Wearing Men’s Glove

mn useful Grey shade,
] Prixseam Sewn, Self.
|

Points (British

made), 1 Press Button,

Per pair, 10/6
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JEWELLERS TO
HIS MAJESTY
THE KING.

SILVER PRESENTS

HE Goldsmiths and Silversmiths Company have

a world-wide reputation for supplying articles

which are of highest quality and finest workman-
ship at moderate prices. The comprehensive stocks
of Solid Silver available afford an excellent oppor-
tunity for the selection of presents, and represent the
best value obtainable.

Orders by mail from Canada and elsewhere receive
careful and prompt attention while the prices charged
are those prevailing at the London Showrooms with |
the addition of Freight, Duty and Insurance charges. {1
A Catalogue of Silver posted free on request.
WARNING il
The Goldsmiths an Silversmiths Company have no b anch

i establishments. Only one »ddress, 112 Regent Street, |
H Lon.on, W, 1 H

I THE GOLDSMITHS & SILVERSMITHS COMPANY [TP

willy whiich is incorporated The Goldsmiths Alliance I Fst* [

| 112 Regent Street London W1
‘ England




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Great Canadian Orators

A speaker at a recent meeting ot the Canadian Club in New York
made the statement that Canadian Parliaments fall below the standard set

by the United States Congress in Oratorical accomplishments. That
may be true just now, but if we go back even as far only as Confederation
we doubt whether the United States can produce a tradition of high ora-
torical achievement equal to that of Canada. Few more compelling
public speakers could be ranged alongside Thomas D'Arcy Magee, Joseph
Howe, Nicholas Flood Davin, Edward Blake, Charles Tupper, Wilfrid
Laurier, and George W. Ross, not to mention others before and since,
inside and outside Parliament. In proof of this Mr. A. R, Hassard has
written a series of articles, the first of which will treat of the life and
oratorical achievements of Thomas D’Arcy Magee and will appear in the

August number.
Colonel Denison will continue his ‘‘Recollections”.

Sir John Willison will discuss public affairs in “From Month to
Month",

Then there will be the second chapter of Mrs. Mackay’s delig htful

novel, ““Mist of Morning".

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

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

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

"MELANYL" THE
MAERKUNJ@ |

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 or One Shilling (25¢.) from the Inventors.

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN LTp. 7#5358RPEST- ENGLAND
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DEPENDABLE
INVESTMENTS

AEAMes & Co.

ESTABLISHED 1889

Uhviow Bavk Burwonve, Torowro

MoNTREAL New Yorx

SUGGESTIONS
ON REQUEST

ﬁ A number of the most noted Lﬁ

Beauties of Society have obtained
their pure, soft, pearly-white
appearance thru the use of

Gouraud’s A

Oriental Cream

Send 10c for the trial size. Purifies,
beautifies and preserves your skin
and complexion,
FERD T. HOPKINS & SON A
344 St. Paul Street West . Montreal

Manufacturers of Goursud's Medicated Soap

e e )

Oakey’s
SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP
Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON’ KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s
“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, ete

OAKEY’'S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED
Wellington Mills, Londen, Frg., S. E

g He Intended to Insure

1908000004

39000004

2

£0204000 004

.......

His widow goes to’work. What
will yours' do?

An Excelsior $5,000Policy will
provide independence and com-
fort for your loved ones.

$£000 PROTECTION AND SAVINGS POLICY

Age 20 $108.00 Age 30 $130.20
Age 25 $118.50 Age 35 $144.70

Cash guaranteed exceeds total premiums paid.
Write to-day for pamphlet.

EXCELSIOR
msurance L | F E comrany

Head Office—EXCELSIOR LIFE BLDG., TORONTO
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“WHO’S WHO” in THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

THIS MONTH

James Maris—one of three brothers, all distinguished
Dutch painters

Col. George T. Denison has been Police Magistrate of
Toronto for more than forty years. He is the author
of “A History of Cavalry”, ** The Struggle for Imperial
Unity", “Soldiering in Canada”, etc.

Mrs. Isabel Ecclestone Mackay is a resident of Vancouver,
the mother of several charming girls and an active
figure in literary circles in British Columbia. She
has published one volume of verse and two other
novels besides “Mist of Morning"—“The House of
Windows" and “Up the Hill and Over".

David Williams is Editor of The Collingwood (Ontario) Bullet n.
He has had extraordinary opportunities, apart from his
connection with the Ontario Historical Society, to study
the early history of the Indians of the northern portion
of old Ontario. He takes a keen interest in the welfare
of Canadian Journalism, and has been President of the
Canadian Press Association.

J. M. Swan is a well-known British painter.
J. M. Barnsley is a Canadian painter of much distinc-
tion. Being an invalid, he has not painted for years,

but lives in seclusion near Montreal, where his work is
highly valued.

Lyman B. Jackes is a Torontonian, and formerly a
student at St. Andrew's College and at the University
of Toronto, where he studied chemistry and bacteri-
ology. He has been editor of an engineering journal
and for two years was on the staff of The Evening
lelegram, Toronto. For more than two years he was
with the British Army in Mesopotamia.

William .Hugo Pabke, of Quebec, is an American who
is making his home and centering his present interests
in Canada. His work appears in numerous magazines.
He writes mostly fiction.

Professor C. B. Sissons teaches ancient history at Vijec-
toria College, Toronto, and incidentally is Secretary
of the Ontario Housing Committee. He is an energetic
student of sociology and has written extengively on
questions such as bilingual schools in Capada, the
Manitoba School Question, Community life in the
West, and Mountaineering.

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

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE, 200-206 Adelaide St. West, TORONTO
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An Anchor for Your
Victory Bond

The purchase of a Victory
Bond may have been made un-
der the impulse of duty or patri-
otism. But the shrewd pur-
chasers also realized that it was
a wise investment. They are

holding their bonds.

As an Anchor to hold YOUR
Bond, to keep it from drifting
away from you under the pres-
sure of necessity, nothing can be
so efficacious as a Cash Reserve
in the form of a deposit account
with this old and strong Institu-
tion—of unexcelled position and
reputation. One dollar or more
may be deposited at any time.

Interest is compounded half-
year]y at
THREE AND ONE-HALF

PER CENT
per annum.

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street, Toronto
Established 1855

Paid-up Capital - $ 6,000,000.00
Reserve Fund (earned)  5,500,000.00

Unappropriated Profits 172,509.77

Capital and Surplus - Sll 672 509.77
Investments - $31,461,387.24

Sound Advice
For A Good Vacation

Don't leave your valuables
in your house, but store
them in our Safety Deposit
and Storage Vaults, where
they are protected from fire
and theft. You can have a
Compartment of your own
in the Safety H-.pusn Vault
in which to keep important
papers, for $3 p.r year,

and you can
jewelry, silverware, wed-
ding gifts, etc., in the Stor-

store your

age Vault at a nominal
cost.

Entrance to Safety Deposit Vault

B\ fo”O\\lng the above dd\uc
you can go off on your Vi acation b\
bo: at, by train, or by ae sroplane, if
you please, and enjoy it all the
better knowing that your secCurities
and valuables are safely stored dur-
ing your absence,

The
TORONTO GENERAL

TRUSTS CORPORATION

Established 1882
Head Office: 83 Bay Street, Toronte
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“SOLID AS THE CONTINENT™

The business for 1918 was the largest in the
Company's history.
the Company is stronger than ever.

North
American Life

Solvg_d
Continent

Evidence of this is found in the following out-
standing figures which are substantially in excess
of those for any previous year.

Policies Issued and Revived

Total Assurance in Force - .
Cash Income- - - . . . .
Assets
Net Surplus
Profits Paid Policyholders - -
Total Payments to Policyholders

A ‘“Solid as the Continent™ Policy is a good policy to

Today the financial positi~n of

$13,552,161.00
70,950,316.00
3,467,440.76
18,185,610.75
2,751,990.60
285,339.48 i
1,780,385 04

have and to hold.
to rates, or write directly to

North American Life Assurance Company

““Solid as the Continent"
Head Office: Toronto, Canada

See any representative for particulars as

The Great-West Life

s noted for the Dividends paid to Policyholders,
The following Is typical of Dividerds beinrg paid this
year,

TWENTY-PAYMENT LIFE POLICY FOR
$1,000.00

lssued 1889. Matures 1919

Age 30. Premium $30.06
Cash Value at Maturity.. .... ....$ 801.00
Total Premium paid.............. 601.20
Excess:Retusn. . coivivoceas s $ 199.80

The Policyholder was prolected by
81,000 [nsurance during 20 years and at
the end of that period the cash value con
stituted not only a return of all premiums
but in addition a splendid surplus.

Such remarkable results are worthy
of al enli n.

Ask for Rates at your own age, and examples of
other Maturities.

The Great-West Life
Assurance Company
HEAD OFFICE - WINNIPEG.

You May Be a Rich
Man Some Day

PPORTUNITIES formaking

money are many, but it

takes time for caeitnl to
accumulate, even under th e most
favorable conditions, Every man
of ability expects in the course of
y2ars to have suficient to en-
sare to his family the comforts
to which they have been accus~
tomed.

You may be rich “some day,”
you live, but an Insurance
licy will anticipate for your
amily the accumulations of
fature years and render suff-
cient means available, even
chould you not survive to realize
your ambition.

. Is your prospective income
insured ? There is a Mutual
policy to meet your special re-
sirements and means. Write
or particulars cf Mutual policies.

*Mutual Life

of Canada
Waterloo-Ontario
103
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DENNIS IRON FENCE

|.L- Hsseissirinvain l"_'_,Lr:r h.““ o5 HEN l'u|.lmg. up a
. 1 fence, it is good
\ “,MF > "\‘ 3 A = economy to erect the best
J 11 = ; kind of fence with a view
55 ) L4 ELERXES RAUARLL DL to permanency.

A Dennis Iron Fence will last as long as the building itself. We make many
styles at various prices, each strong, simple and dignified in design, and inexpensive
in ultimate cost or when considered as year-by-year protection,

Ideal for residences, churches, parks, cemeteries, playgrounds, institutions,
business premises, etc,

Write for illustrated folder.

Halifaz, THE DENNIS WIRE AND IRON Hamilton,
bot. WoRrks Co.LimiTED Winnipes,
Ottawa, LO NDON Calgary,
Toronto, CANADA Vancowver,

ESTABLISHED 1872

BANK OF HAMILTON

There are many opinions as to what

will happen after peace is established.

There is only one opinion as to the wisdom
of SAVING NOW. To be prepared is to
be safe. A Savings Account in the Bank
of Hamilton will protect your savings and
induce thrift.

Ma'n Toronto Office—65 Yonge Street,
M. C. HART, Manager
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20-Year Endowment
16 Payments
A 20-Year Endowment Policy at about the usuai rate but
with premiums payable for only 16 years—one of our
celebrated Reserve-Dividend Plans under which a portion

of the profits is used to reduce premium payments—
an especially ideal contract for Nurses and Teachers.

lssued only by the

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

A conservatively managed Company with an unblemished
record. Dividends to Policyholders this year are 659
in advance of orignal estimates. -ie -t- :

Full information upon request.

Policies “Good as Gold”

|

THE ROYAL BANK OF CANADA

HEAD OFFICE, MONTREAL
LONDON, Eng. NEW YORK

Princes St.,E.C. 68 William St.
PARIS, France.
28 Rue du Quatre — M
Septembre Plaza de Cataluna 6

With our chain of 576 Branches throughout Canada,
Newfoundland, the West Indies, Central and South
America, we offer a complete banking service to ex-
porters, importers, manufacturers and others wishing to
extend their business in these countries. Trade enquiries
are solicited. Consult our local Manager or write direct

to our FOREIGN DEPARTMENT, MONTREAL, QUE.

CAPITAL PAID UP & RESERVES - - $31,000,000
TOTAL ASSETS - - - - $430,000,000

n—— e

e
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SPRINGand SUMMER

Months Spent in Study and Practice of
Shorthand and Business Procedure
will qualify you for a responsible ap-
pointment in a Business Concern for
Autumn and Winter Months.

SHAW'S BUSINESS SCHOOL'S

Toronto, are open througout the whole
year producing high grade Graduates
for the higher salaried postions. Write
for free Catalog W. H. Shaw, President.
Head Offices, Yonge and Gerrard Sts, Toronto.

AGENTS WANTED

To take subscriptions for The Canadian
Magazine. Canvass your own town.

Write us for terms.

The Canadian Adagasine, Toronto

o DALLREALACE (0.

o h

Lace made by Deft Hands Across the Sea” o

EAL HAND MADE LACE

is irresistible in its appeal

to the woman of refined
and discriminating taste, More
beautiful than ever before, both
in design and workmanship, are
these dainty patterns, fashioned
with such infinite care and patience
by the deft-fingered needlewomen
in distant lands—France, Ireland,
The Netherlands, Cyprus, Italy, ete,

Free Catalogue

Would you like DALL'S CATA.
LOGUE showing these beautiful
HAND MADE LACES? It shows
you all these wonderfully intricate
and dainty patterns, The new
designs in Fillet Lace are truly
beautiful. Don't miss seeing them.
Send today for DALL'S FREE
CATALOGUE today.

Dart Real Lace Comrany,
802 Granville Street,
Vancouver, Canada.

Please send your free catalogue
showing REAL HAND MADE
LACE.

Name

Address

Made under sani

Infants and Children

251

Y milk, with extract of
The Food-Drink is prepared

Malted Milk

Used successfully e nearly

tary conditions from clean, rich
our specially malted grain,

by stirring the powder in water,

thrive onit. Agrees with the

:peakelt stomach of the Invalid and Aged,
favigorating as a Quick Lunch at office or table.

Ask for Hor IiCk’s ThAengrl‘:ier:al
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 Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickson
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work
Full Commercial Course, Music, Art, Vocational Domestic Science, Physical

Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball, Hockey, Swimming.

Write for Prospectus
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, President. MISS FLORENCE H. M. NEELA NDS, B.A., Principal

- —

Physical Training,
Manual Training,
Swimming, Rinks,

Head Master
C. S. Fosbery, M.A.

P
- ropautory,' Tennis Courts,
unior and Senior Riding, Drawi
Departments. MONTREAL Music ‘ Vi

DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL SERVICE.

ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA

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

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

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

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

Pending erection of buildings to replace those destroyed at the
time of the Halifax disaster the Royal Naval College is located at

Esquimalt, near Victoria, B.C.

G. J. DESBARATS, 4
: Deputy Minister of the Naval Service.
Unauthorized publication of this advertisement will not be paid for.

Ottawa, February 3, 1919.
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igghoy §teachan §chool

@ollege Heights + Boronfo

A Church Residential and Day School
for Birls.
Established over fifty years.

All Departments from Kindergarten to University
Matriculation.

For Calendar anply to the Bursar.

ranksomehall:=

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Hon. Principal, - Miss M. T. Scort
Principal, M1ss Eprta M, READ, M.A,

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

For Prospectus apply to the Principal

Glen adawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
Residential and Day School for Girls

Principal-MISS J. J. STUART

(Successor to Miss Veals)

Classical Tripos.Cnmbridgo University, England.
Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly situated,
Highly qualifed staff of Canadian und European
teachers.  The curriculum shows close teuch
with modern thought and education. Prepara-
tion for matriculation examinations. Special
attention given to individual needs.  Outdoor
games.
New Prospectus from Miss Stuart.

School Reopens Thursday, September 17th.

R
v

The Margarct Eaton School of Litcrature and Erpression

North Street, Toronto. - - Mrs. George Nasmith, Prin cipel

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

Send for Calendar

I 99 Private Residential School for Girls
OVEN Barrie, Ont.

4 Acres of Grounds. Lake View

Limited numbers, Scholarship Matriculation, Singing, Music, Art, Con-

versational French. Healthiest district in Canada. . Summer and winter s orts,

Special Course in Advanced Art under the direction of Mres. F. S, Wil iams,

Beaux Arts, Paris and London. Miss E. M. Elgood: Miss E. J. Ingram, Mlle

Shopoff. September Term is arcanged to begia Sept. 18th. Board: rs return Sept. [7¢h,

FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPALS
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School Art Teachers i

iri d li liabl aang
desiring a good quality reliable STUDY
PAINT BOX
i Arts Courses only
PUBLIC or COLLEGIATE SUMMER
WRITE FOR SAMPLE BOX SCHOOL

ARTISTS" SUPPLY CO. July and August

77 York St. Toronto Q UEEN’S
UNIVERSITY

I'HE KINGSTON, ONTARIO

3 IglG I:EATUI{ES ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE
Commencing in this issue will bring SCHOOL OF MINING

in orders for subscriptions,

: ; : MINING
You can represent us in your locality CHEMICAL MECHANICAL
and make money. Whrite us. CIVIL ELECTRICAL
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RECOLLECTIONS

PE A POLICE

MAGISTRATE"

BY COLONEL GEORGE T. DENISON

1.—APPOINTED POLICE MAGISTRATE

B N May, 1877, I was in
¥] London on my way home
from St. Petersburg,
and had just published
my “History of Cav-
alry”. I had been away
from home for eight months and had
taken passage to sail for Canada in a
few days, when I unexpectedly re-
ceived a cablegram from Mr. Oliver
Mowat, Premier of Ontario, asking
me if I would accept the appoint-
ment of Police Magistrate of Toronto.
This surprised me, as I had made no
request for any appointment, and had
no desire to take a public office. In
fact it was contrary to the tradition
of my family, no one of whom up to
that time had ever taken any ecivil
appointment. 3

I promptly decided to refuse, and
prepared a cablegram declining the
offer, but on second thoughts eonclud-
ed to wait until I reached home be.

fore finally deciding. I therefore re-
plied that I was returning at once and
would see Mr, Mowat on my arrival,

When I saw the Premier, he urged
me very strongly to accept the posi-
tion. He told me that there were a
number of applicants, but the Gov-
ernment desired particularly that I
should take it, and he put the matter
in such a kindly way, and gave such
strong reasons, that [ agreed to ac-
cept, with the idea that I should try
it for a year, and if I did not like the
work I could easily resign.

I arranged with my brother, the
late Lieutenant-Colonel Fred. C. Deni-
son, C.M.G., M.P., who was my part-
ner in my legal business, that in ac-
cepting the position it was to be on
the distinet understanding that nei-
ther he nor any partner of his was to
appear as a barrister in my court, and
I made over all my business to him
and gave up all practice, although at

* These reminiscences have been written from time to time during the last ten years,
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that time there was nothing to pre-
vent me from practising. 1 also de-
cided that I would take no fees of any
kind, nor act on commissions or arbi-
trations, or directorships of companies,
or accept anything that would put
me under obligations to anyone. I
was sworn in on the 2nd June, 1877,
and have continued in the office ever
since,

I found out at once how wise it was
that I had decided to accept no fav-
ours. It had been the custom with
my predecessors to continue their law
practice, and do any outside work
where they could get fees, and to ac-
cept passes from railways, steamboats,
theatres, ete. Very soon after my ap-
pointment I received season passes on
the Ontario railways and on steam-
boat lines, ete. I sent them all back
politely explaining that formerly I
would have been glad to receive them,
but that I had recently been appoint-
ed Police Magistrate and could not
now accept them.

This poliey has been a great satis-
faction to me ever since. I am inde-
pendent of everyone. I am constant-
ly trying cases between the great rail-
way companies, and citizens, thieves,
and trespassers, and I am just as in-
dependent of the great railway com-
panies, who can and do influence both
the Dominion and Provineial Govern-
ments, as I am of the poor tramp who
is found trespassing on their lines or
stealing a ride.

Not long before my appointment
the powers of police magistrates had
been very much enlarged, and shortly
after they were still more increased.
With the consent of the accused, I
have been able to try all the serious
offences, except murder, manslaugh-
ter, rape, high treason, and one or two
crimes connected with the misuse of
explosives, without a jury, and with
power in some cases to sentence to
imprisonment for life. This wide juris-
diction has made my Court for the
last forty years the principal criminal
court of Ontario, for up to two or
three years ago about ninety per cent.
of the indictable offences have, with
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the consent of the accused, been tried
by me. The last three years about
eighty-three per cent.

I soon felt that I might do a good
service to the community by giving
them honest, even-handed justice, for
there was a great opening for that
kind of work in the Police Court,
with the tremendous powers that had
been placed in the hands of police
magistrates. This feeling has led me
to retain my office for so many years.
More than twenty years ago the late
Sir John Thompson, who was then
Prime Minister of Canada, inquired
through my brother, the member for
West Toronto, whether I would accept
a position on the High Court of Jus-
tice. I was much pleased at the offer,
but declined it at once (although my
salary would have been much larger),
because I felt that my position was
more important in many ways, and
that I might be much more useful to
the community where I was.

The question of salary did not
weigh with me a particle. I have al-
ways felt that the pecuniary side of
any question should not be allowed
to have undue weight. I fully agree
with the saying of the great General
(Chinese) Gordon on the question of
money. He said:

“If a man cares for wealth, or fears
death, he is the slave of others. If
he is indifferent to them, he is free,
and their master.”

Solomon says, “How much better it
is to get wisdom than gold.”

I refused, as I have said, to act as
president or director of any company,
and I am pleased to see that of late
years provision has been made by
statute preventing judges from ac-
cepting such offices. Such legislation
should not have been necessary, but
the practice at one time was a com-
mon one. I also decided to take no
fees. I have a great aversion to the
fee system; in time it is sure to bring
the pendulum off the plumb. A
man acting in a judicial capacity
should have nothing to affect him,
pecuniarly or otherwise, in deciding
in either way.




RECOLLECTIONS OF A POLICE MAGISTRATE 179

I have acted on these principles ever
since I have been on the bench, and
it has been a great advantage and
satisfaction to me.

I have been continually urged to
write the reminiscences of my experi-
ences in the Police Court, and in con-
nection with it, and some of my recol-
leetions will be found in the follow-

ing pages. 2
o

I Commence Work

I had arranged, as I have said, with
my brother that he was not to appear
before me. We had never done any
business in the Police Court, but the
first day I held court, my brother’s
office was besieged by a crowd qf liti-
gants and defendants endeavouring to
retain him to take their cases. A few
days of curt refusals put a stop to
these attempts at influencing my
court.

For the first few days after my tak-
ing up the work the entrance to my
private office was blocked in the morn-
ing by a number of plaintlﬁs and de-
fendants, intending to continue a cus-
tom wnich had been long in existence
of interviewing the Police Magistrate
about their cases beforehand. They
were generally provided with letters
from aldermen telling the magistrate
what to do in their cases. I stood in
front of my door and as each letter
was handed to me I opened it in th_e
presence of the others, glanced at it
hurriedly, and told the bearer to tell
his alderman to come and give his
evidence in open court under oath,
and I would then tear the letter up in
the presence of them all. As the ald-
ermen at that time had the control
over my salary, I felt it necessary to
take a very firm stand at the outset.
It only took about a week to stop that
practice. :

At that time the amount of business
in the Police Court was not large,
about 5,000 cases per annum. It has
been increasing with marvellous
rapidity. In 1880 the cases all told
amounted to 5,939. In 1900 the num-
ber had increased to 9,929. Ten years

later the number was 24,826, and in
1913, 39,654 ; of these 3,849 were in-
dictable offences, of which 641 were
committed for trial, the remainder
dealt with by me, except when I was
occasionally absent, so that I must
have dealt with about 3,000 indiet-
able offences summarily, and in addi-
tion with probably 10,000 of other
cases, being my share of the remain-
der of the cases for the year,

I might state here that a few years
ago in reply to a request sent to him,
I received from Sir Albert de Rutzen,
the Chief Police Magistrate of Lon-
don, a full statement of the cases
dealt with by the police magistrates
of that city. From it I find that there
are fourteen police courts, with two
magistrates for each, and that 198,-
711 cases were tried or investigated
in the London courts in the Yyear end-
ing 13th December, 1913, This would
be an average of 14,193 for each court,
or 7,096 for each magistrate, In the
same year Mr, Kingsford and I had
39,654 cases, an average of about
twenty thousand each,

When these figures are compared
with the other criminal business of
the Provinee the contrast is amazing,
The High Court of Justice, twelve
Jjudges, for the year 1912, in all the
Assizes, for the forty-six counties of
Ontario, dealt with 152 indictable of-
fences. The County Court Judges in
the forty-six counties in the Quarter
Sessions, and the County Judges
Criminal Court without a jury, in the
same year, dealt with 1,247 indictable
cases, making for all the Judges in
Ontario 1,399 indictable offences,
while I had the same year 3849, of
which number 641 were committed for
trial.

I doubt if there is any judge or
magistrate, either in Canada or in
England, who has tried as many in-
dictable offences as I have in the last
forty years, or had so wide an experi-
ence in the administration of eriminal
justice. In England the powers of
the police magistrates are limited to
six months’ sentences. Mine in some
cases extend to life sentences,
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Methods of the Police Court

Before deseribing cases coming be
fore me, I will give an idea of the gen-
erai principles upon which I have car-
ried on my business. My main desire
has been above all things to adminis-
ter substantial justice in all the cases
coming before me. This I felt should
be done in preference to following
legal technicalities and rules, if close
adherence to them would result in in-
justice. I paid little or no attention
to any rules that are often followed
blindly, if in the particular instances
they would have interfered with fair
and impartial administration of jus-
tice between litigants. In the follow-
ing pages I will give a number of illus-
trations of my methods.

There is one rule against leading
questions. In some casés they should
not be allowed, in many cases they
are very useful. I never follow pre-
cedents unless they agree with my
views., The men practising in my
court havé known for years back that
there was no use quoting precedents to
me. It is very rare that cases are
exactly alike, and the decision in one
case might be right, while in another
apparently like it it would be unjust.

To save time I used to chaff law-
yers wanting to read them, saying,
“Why read me another judge’s opin-
ion. If it agrees with my view, what
is the cbject? If it takes a different
view, why should I follow another
man’s mistakes?”’ Sometimes I have
had a lawyer quote some very prom-
inent writer on some branch of law,
as, for example, Russell on Crimes.
After he had read the paragraph I
would say, “Is that Mr. Russell’s
opinion ?” “Yes,” would be the reply.
“Well, my opinion is different.” I
was once told that he was the greatest
authority on the subject. My reply
was, “Well, I am sure he has not half
as much authority in this court as I
have.” :

As a matter of fact, my experience
had been so great, and the cases so
numerous, that a new point could
hardly come up that I had not known
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all about long before, and I had not
time to spare for long arguments by
men trying to teach me what was al-
ready clear to me.

I am always quite satisfied to have
my cases appealed. At one time one
judge thought I ought to be regulated
a bit and overruled some of my cases.
On one occasion he had to uphold my
decision. The next day the late Mr.
Snelling, K.C., met me and congratu-
lated me. “What for?” said I. “Why,
your deeision in the case of
and was strongly upheld yes-
terday by the Superior court.” My
answer was, “Well, Snelling, I still
think I was right.”

On the question of precedents there
is something rather illogical about the
whole principle. In an argument one
lawyer may quote two or three prece-
dents all running in one direction,
and the judge may be inclined to fol-
low them, when the opposing counsel
will rise and say, “My Lord, those
cases have been overruled by a later
decision”, and he quotes it to uphold
the opposite view; the judge is sup-
posed to follow the later case, which
is held to be the best law. Therefore
the judge who overrules precedents
and go against them are supposed to
give better law than they who follow
them. Why, therefore, follow prece-
dents? The best plan is to go into the
whole facts and decide what is fair
and right between the parties.

When I have heard all the evidence
on both sides in trying a case, I come
at once to one of three conclusions :

1, the man is innocent;

2, the man is guilty;

3, T am not sure. The doubtful ones
are the difficult cases, and I will wait
and try to get further evidence, and
when I have exhausted everything, I
give the prisoner the benefit of the
doubt, if I am still doubtful.

I may also say that I depend upon
an intuitive feeling as to a man’s guilt
or innocence and not to weighing and
balancing the evidence. I depend up-
on this feeling in spite of evidence, and
will subsequently give illustrations of
the advantage of doing so.
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On several oceasions I have had dis-
putes about horse trades. A man not
knowing much about horses would buy
a horse from a trader who would say
the horse was sound and a good work-
er, and afterwards the purchaser
would find that the horse was un-
sound and not able to work. He would
complain that he had been defraud-
ed. He would get a summons, and
the case would come before me, charg-
ing the trader with defrauding him
by false pretences out of the price of
the horse, say $100. The facts would
come out before me and the evidence
of veterinary surgeons would prove
that the horse was worthless. I would
then say to the trader, “What have
you to say?”

He would reply, “The horse is all
right.” 1 would say, “You are sure
of that?”’ “Yes.”

“Is it worth $100?”

“Yes.”

“Are you sure?”

“Y“.”

“Then there is no difficulty, yon
take your horse back, and give the
complainant the $100.”

The man would object. I would
remand the case for a few days and
say, “If you don’t do that, then I will
know you intended to cheat him from
the beginning, and I will know what
to do.”

This scheme generally put things
right and no one was wronged.

From the beginning of my oceupa-
tion of the Bench, I was punctual in
my attendance, going on the Bench
every morning while the town clock
was striking ten. My regularity at-
tracted in time the attention of the
reporters, and about a year after my
appointment the following item ap-
peared in one of the morning papers:

‘‘The punectuality of Colonel G. T. Deni-
son, Police Magistrate for the city of To-
ronto, is something which passes the or-
dinary understanding. He goes by observa-
time, and occasionally corrects it. He
generally bolts in at the east door as the
third beat of ten is boomed out from St.
James’s, but if the bell should reach the
fifth , and no magistrate is yet a
parent, the faces of the officials and htbg:
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tues begin to grow long and look uneasy;
should it rencﬁ eight, a look of positive
alarm spreads over the countenances of
the deputy, his assistants and the waiting
reporters, What can be the matter? While
every ear is strained and the silence be-
comes oppressive, suddenly the east door
opens, his Worship bounds in, and before
nine, ten have been recorded by the re-
spectable bell in the tall steeple the first
drunk is being conveyed tenderly below,
wonderinf how he will pay that dollar and
costs which has just been imposed upon
him. What would happen if the eloek
should finish striking before he appeared?
The question makes us giddy.’’

This item shows how soon I had
gained a reputation for punctuality,
but the subsequent record is very re-
markable. During the forty years
and more that have since elapsed 1
have never been one second late in
going on the Beneh in the morning.

It is strange that no accident of any
kind, or stoppage of my watch, or any
other cause has ever broken this re-
cord. It necessitates an explanation.
I always entered the Court before the
last stroke of the town clock. Some-
times the clock has been out of order,
in which case I went by my own
wateh, but the seeret of my always be-
ing on time was due to two causes.
In the first place, I always made a
point of being in my office fifteen min-
utes ahead of time, and in the next
place, up to the last year or two I al-
ways walked the three miles to the
Court House, so that snow-storms cut-
ting off the power on the street cars,
or any other like difficulty never pre-
vented me from being on time, I have
often wondered that I have been able
to maintain for so many years such
absolute regularity.

£
Police Court Counsel

Among the lawyers practising in
the Toronto Palice Court in my time,
the wittiest and most humorous was
William G. Murdock. He was a genial
and kindly man, and a great favour-
ite with everybody. The finest thing
about his wit was its amiable genial-
ity. I never heard him make a joke
that the person at whose expense it
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was made did not enjoy as much as
anyone. Some so-called wits gain
their reputation by making sharp and
cutting remarks at someone else’s ex-
pense, which often will produce a
laugh. I do not call that type of
humour wit.

Murdock was constantly joking at
the expense of Henry Reburn, ser-
geant of the detectives. When he
would begin it was a pleasure to see
how Reburn’s face would lighten up
in anticipation. Murdock and I often
exchanged jokes. I will mention one
instance as an example. He was ap-
plying for bail for a man who had
committed a forgery of a cheque for
$2,000, and I objected, saying the case
was too serious.

Murdock based his argument on the
ground that the man could not be
quite right in his mind, from the man-
ner in which he committed the of-
fence. I replied: “You know my view
on that point, Mr. Murdock. I do not
believe that any man of really sound
mind will commit crime. I agree with
Josh Billings, who says, ‘When a man
makes up his mind to become a rascal
he had better first examine hisself
closely and see whether he ain’t bet-
ter constructed for a fool’.”

Murdock drawled out in his inimit-
able way: “Yes, I know that view is
held by your Worship, and (with a
pause) Josh Billings.”

“One more, Mr. Murdock,” I re-
plied, “King Solomon,” and, holding
up three of my fingers, I added, “there
are just three of us.”

Poor Murdock had a pathetic end-
ing. Playfully pretending to fence
with a friend, using an umbrella, the
friend’s umbrella accidentally entered
his eye and he died in a few hours.
He was deeply regretted by all who
knew him, and was a great loss to the
court officials and attendants, who
very much missed his kindly and gen-
ial presence.

N. G. Bigelow was a constant figure
in the Police Court, and did a ‘large
business in the defence of criml_ngls.
He was a man of considerable ability,

but died in middle age.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

Mr. Holmes was another very prom-
inent practitioner in my court. He
was a young man of remarkable abil-
ity and shrewdness, but was a little
too sharp in his methods. He could
steer off dangerous ground in cross-
examination with the most remark-
able skill. I never met a man who
could equal him. The only trouble
was that in his cases it kept me on the
clogsest watch to guard against miss-
ing important points. Poor fellow, he
was accustomed to take morphine, aud
once taking a little too much of it died
before he could be revived.

There was another barrister who
had a very hard struggle to make a
living, who defended the poorest class
of eriminals, and did not hold a very
good position in the profession. He
came to me one day to ask my advice,
The people at Sault Ste. Marie, then
a small village in a remote and rather
unsettled district, desired to induce
a lawyer to settle in the place, be-
cause the County Attorney was the
only lawyer in the district, and as the
plaintiffs always employed him, the
defendants could not get any legal as-
sistance or advice. A subseription of
$500 was raised, and an announce-
ment made that it would be paid to
a lawyer who would settle in Sault
Ste. Marie. The offer had been made
to this gentleman, and he asked me
what I would advise. We knew each
other very well, so I replied:

“I would take it and go up, and I
should not wonder if within a year
they would pay you $1,000 to send
you back again to Toronto.”

He took the joke good-naturedly,
but he went to Sault Ste. Marie, and,
strange to say, he was back practising
in my court within a year. He died
a young man, comparatively speak-
ing.

On one occasion the late Goldwin
Smith gave a legal dinner at The
Grange at which the late Dalton Me-
Carthy, Q.C., Chief Justice Sir John
Hagarty, myself, and others were
present. To start the conversation in
a legal direction, Goldwin Smith said
that he thought there was a differ-
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ence in the custom in the courts in
England, in the United States, and in
Canada, that in England the judges
ruled their courts, in the States the
lawyers ruled, but that in Canada it
was a sort of joint affair. After some
discussion I said, “Well, I don’t know
much about the other courts, but in
mine I am in command.”

“I should think you are,” said Mr.
MeCarthy. “Yours is a regular court-
martial. I have been there, some-
times, but I don’t like courts-martial,
so I don’t go any more.”

“That is where you show sound
judgment,” said I. “If you ecannot
obey orders, it is better to keep away.”

MeCarthy and I were great friends.
He was President of the Imperial
Federation League for some years
when I was chairman of the Organ-
izing Committee, and we often spoke
together on the same platform, en-
deavouring to stir up a feeling in
favour of Imperial unity, which is
now such a powerful influence in the
British Empire. He was one of the
ablest men in the Province,

Mr. Fenton was county attorney
for a few years and was an able and
conscientious representative of the
Crown. J. Walter Curry, K.C., was
Crown Attorney for a number of
vears, and a most energetic and ef-
ficient prosecutor. He worked with
indomitable perseverance and in many
important cases showed remarkable
ability. He was in charge of the
prosecution of the Hyams brothers
for murder, and with four exceeding-
ly able counsel against him handled
his ease most skilfully.

Nicholas Murphy, K.C., was an-
other counsel who did a considerable
amount of business in my court. His
strong point was his thorough truth-
fulness. I always felt that I could
take his word with confidence.

It is not necessary to say that there
have been some practitioners who have
not secured my confidence, and often
the truth of the old saying. “Hon-
esty is the best policy” is borne in
upon me.

In forty years I have seen a great

number of our ablest lawyers appear
occasionally in important cases. The
men I have named above are a few
who have been regular attendants in
my court.

The present Crown Attorney, J.
Seymour Corley, K.C., is a very cap-
able man, and it has been a great
satisfaction to have such men to work
with and to assist in the administra-
tion of justice. My relations with the
various county attorneys who have
held office during my time have al-
ways been of the most agreeable char-
acter, and I have the kindliest recol-
lections of them all.

3%

The Priestman Case

In the spring of 1899 I was in-
volved in a controversy with the High
Court of Justice in a curious way.
The law against keeping bucket-shops
or places for gambling included
among them disorderly houses, and
the procedure for enforcing the law
in such cases was different from that
in all other kinds of criminal prosecu-
tions, In every other type of offence
an information has to be sworn to and
a warrant or summons asked for, war-
rants being only issued in serious
cases where the defendant would not
be likely to appear on a summons.

In gambling houses the law lays
down clearly the course to be pur-
sued, and leaves no option. The Chief
of Police writes a letter to one of the
Police Commissioners, generally the
Police Magistrate, stating his suspic-
ion and belief that a certain place is
a gambling-house, and requesting an
order to permit him to enter by force
and take possession of the house and
all articles or papers used in the busi-
ness, and to arrest and bring before
the magistrate all persons found in
the place. There is no power to sum-
mon; the law is mandatory and says
all shall be arrested and brought be-
fore a magistrate.

I had received a letter in proper
form from the chief constable, asking
for a warrant to enter the premises
of one Priestman, and Inspector
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Archibald was assigned to execute it.
Archibald entered the office of the
bucket-shop keeper and finding evi-
dence showing the character of the
business being carried on, he arrested
the keeper and all the persons found
there, and as was his duty took them
to the police station, where they were
bailed to appear the next day.

The case was tried before me and
the evidence given, and upon the evi-
dence T convicted the defendant. It
was appealed to the High Court and
the convietion was quashed, and the
Judge commented very severely up-
on the conduct of Inspector Archi-
bald, on the ground that Priestman
being a respectable man he should
not have arrested him, but should
have summoned him. In this the
judge was absolutely wrong, as the
law on the point is very clear and
definite. This censure made in open
court, and published in the papers,
led the defendant Priestman to think
that he had a case against Inspector
Archibald, and he laid a charge
against him before the Board of Po-
liee Commissioners to have him dis-
missed from the force or punished in
some way. The Board of Commis-
sioners consisted of the County J udge,
the Mayor, and myself.

Priestman came before us and made
his complaint that he was arrested in-
stead of being summoned. I said that
the law was clear, that Archibald did
exactly as the law provided, and that
no fault could be found with him.
Priestman said that the judge had
condemned Archibald severely, and
said he had no right to act as he did.
I replied that “the judge did not
know what he was talking about”,
This also got into the newspapers, and
the judge, the late Judge Rqse,
brought the matter before the High
Court of Justice, and they requested
Sir John Boyd, the Chief Justice, to
complain to the Attorney-General
against me for speaking in that way
of one of their number.

Sir Oliver Mowat, Attorney-Gen-
eral, sent the letter to me for my re-
port, which I sent in, pointing out

the law and also pointing out the fact
that as a police commissioner I was
acting as a judge in a matter which
affected the livelihood of a worthy
officer who was only doing his duty.

Sir Oliver sent my reply to the
High Court of Justice, and they were
not satisfied, but wrote another letter
referring to “the impropriety of a
magistrate commenting disparaging-
ly in a meeting to which the publie
was admitted, upon observations made
by a judge of the High Court while
presiding at the assizes; that such a
course is not likely to suggest respeet
for the judicial office or to promote
the due administration of the law”.

I wrote a very decided reply, for I
was determined that, as far as I was
concerned, I would show everyone
fair play and not be influenced by
outside considerations. I said that I
had always maintained that it was the
duty of the police to enforce the law
as they found it, without respect to
persons, that if a policeman found
any man breaking the law, it was his
duty to put the law in force against
him without favouritism or considera-
tion for his social position”. I went
on to say that “we could not leave it
to any ordinary policeman to Judge
of the respectability of a man, and to
decide whether one man was to receive
greater consideration than another
because he was richer or better dress.
ed or better educated or moved in g
different social sphere. Mollie Matches,
one of the most notorious eriminals on
this continent, would pass anywhere
as an intelligent, well-bred and pros-
perous business man”,

I held that any other system would
bring the administration of law into
disrepute and the police management
into contempt.

I then went on to say that “such a
principle as Judge Rose laid down
does not exist in any country that I
know of—ecertainly not in England,
where one man in the eye of the law
has been the same as another from the
time that Chief Justice Gascoigne sent
Prince Henry to prison down to the
other day when the London police ar.

i
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rested some of the wealthiest noble-
men in England, on the same charge
as that on which Inspector Archibald
arrested Priestman and others”.

I concluded by saying that “if
Judge Rose had refrained from cen-
suring others in a matter for which
he was not responsible, it would have
increased the respeet which is enter-
tained for his high judicial office, and
would not have affected the due ad-
ministration of the law by the Police
Department”.

Sir Oliver Mowat, replying to this,
said: “Nothing further need be said.
I believe this is the first time any com-
plaint has been made to me as to any-
thing you have said or done as police
magistrate”,

This ended the matter.

3

Different Types of Offenders

The professional eriminal, as far as
my experience has gone, does not seem
to bear ill-will against a judge who
holds the scales of justice evenly and
decides fairly, no matter what reason-
able sentence may be given. I had a
curious indication of this feeling a
few years after I had been appointed
magistrate. I was visiting a friend
in Kingston and he suggested one day
that I should pay a visit to the King-
ston Penitentiary, which is the great
prison for serious offences in
Ontario. I demurred at first, be-
cause I had sent many prisoners
there, and they were sent for the
more serious offences and were sen-
tenced for the longest terms. I told
my friend that it would not be pleas-
ant for many of the prisoners to see
me going through the prison. I agreed,
however, reluctantly, to go, for I was
interested in seeing the building and
the general conditions of imprison-
ment.

The Warden of the penitentiary
told off one of the senior officials to
show me over the institution. In the
first work-shop I entered I saw that
some of the prisoners recognized me
and, to my astonishment, seemed
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pleased to see me and nodded to me
and smiled. I spoke to several of
them and said:

“Did I send you here?”

“Yes, sir.”

“For how long?”

Probably they would say, “For
three or four years.”

In one shop a number of the pri-
soners came around me and greeted
me with the utmost friendliness. I
asked them many questions ; how much
longer they had to serve, how they
were fed and cared for, and they
spoke quite favourably of the prison.
I recognized one prisoner whom I
ha'((ii sent down some years before, and
said :

“Why, Leslie, are you still here? [
did not think I had given you mora
than three years.”

“That is right, sir,” he replied, “but
[ was sent down again for a burglary
in London.”

He was a very sharp fellow and he
went on to say—speaking apparently
for the comrades around him: “We
all think well of you, Colonel, because
you always give a fair trial. The de-
tectives have got to prove their case
clearly or you will not conviet, but
some of the magistrates and judges
decide against a man with a record
because he has a record, whether the
case is proved clearly or not, and that
is not playing the game fairly. If the
detectives cannot prove their case they
should not get the decision, but if
they do prove it then we never com-
plain of the judge for sentencing us.
All we want is fair play.” It was the
exact point of view of the football
player who wanted an absoluately fair
referee. '

The contrast between this method
of looking upon the result of the
trials of the professional eriminal and
that of another class of customers who
are very respectable and often wealthy
is very remarkable. Of course, in
many cases people of this latter class
pay their fines willingly and blame
nobody but themselves. Some of them,
however, resent bitterly being prose-
cuted and blame everybody but them-
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selves. They find great fault with the
magistrate and the prosecutor and the
police. I noticed sometimes in years
past that people fined for not cleaning
snow from the sidewalks in front of
their property retained a strong feel-
ing against me personally for doing
my duty, sometimes a very bitter feel-
ing. I did not mind this, for people
who would take that view were not
worth bothering about,

A good many years ago a second
police magistrate was appointed, Mr.
Rupert E. Kingsford, and he was as-
signed to deal with all the minor
cases, while my business was mainly
confined to trying the serious indiet-
uble offences. The result has been
that my dealings have been with the
worst criminals, while Mr. Kings-
ford’s principal work has been with
the respectable and wealthy classes.

It has been a great relief to me to
have escaped dealing with the type
who now come before Mr. Kingsford,
and particularly of late years since
the motor-car has become an establish-
ed institution. There are a number
of rules for the guidance of drivers
of motor-cars which are often broken :
overspeeding, driving on the wrong
side of the street, not having lighted
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lamps in the dark, or not returning
to the scene of an accident. Over-
speeding is the commonest offence of
them all, and numbers of defendants
are constantly in court to meet such
charges. A man always feels he is
going very slowly if he is going only
five miles an hour over the rate per-
mitted by law, and there is constant
complaining by motor-car owners, if
brought before the court on those
charges. Those who complain the
most are generally so-called million-
aires. Sometimes in my club they
will eomplain to me about the motor
laws and the way in which they are
administered.

I always close the discussion by say-
ing: “Thanks to a kind Providence, I
have nothing whatever to do with
motor cases. I deal with the aristoe-
racy of erime, with murderers, high-
way robbers, forgers, embezzellers and
all the highest class of eriminals. [
have nothing to do with the petty of-
fenders who don’t remove their snow
or drive their motors too fast or com-
mit other frivolous little offences, and
I am very thankful, for my customers
are much more pleasant to deal with ;
they rarely complain or bear any ill-
will.”
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CHAPTER |

| EADS for the front door,
tails for the back!” David
el flipped a copper into the
'/-";”-,t«,vi' air and watched it fall
FRIGAB with pretended calm.

“Heads it is! Guess 1
would have gone to the front door
anyway.”

This was pure bluff, but it served
to stiffen his courage. He knew it
was no light thing for a small boy to
ring the front door bell at the house
of the Widow Ridley. Boys had tried
it before, but they had only pulled the
handle and then run away. It was
another thing to stand ome’s ground
and deliver a parcel, even when the
parcel came from the minister and
might be said to be under the pro-
tection of the church.

It was a breathlessly hot day. The
shadows of the cedar trees lay like
dark and pointing fingers over the
close cut lawn. The house of the
Widow Ridley slumbered in the heat,
its wide green shutters closed. But
behind those shutters ! David
banged the iron gate and marched
boldly up the gravelled walk. His
hand was already upon the bell to
pull it when the door flew open. It
opened so silently and so swiftly that
it seemed the very worst had hap-
pened and that the Widow Ridley
would appear in person. But she
didn’t. The door-opener was not a
terrible old woman with a hooked
nose and a very useful cane but a
little girl.
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“You boy!” said the little girl.
“What do you mean by coming to the
front door? Go round to the back
direetly !”

“Don’t have to!”

The antagonists
other warily.

What he saw was a thin, pale child,
fantastically  dressed, or rather
draped, in a Persian shawl. A bright
red handkerchief was wound, tur-
ban fashion, around her head. Her
eyes were long and narrow, her chin
delicately pointed and, at the present
moment, much uplifted. For all her
paleness she glowed against the dark
background vivid as a flame.

What she saw was a freckled-faced
little boy whose hair stood up in the
centre, and who dared to grin.

“Go at once!” ordered Rosme,
stamping her foot.

“Shan’t. The minister sent me.
Here’s a parcel. Say, “with a still
wider grin, “is this the whole circus
or just the big tent? Don’t you want
someone to water the elephants?”

Rosme closed the door. It was all
she could do, and she intended to do
it with quiet dignity. But the boy’s
grin was really maddening and doors
have an uncanny way of divining the
moods of humans. It banged.

“Now you've dome it!” A tall,
blonde girl who had started forward
too late to prevent the bang threw a
glance of reproachful wonder at the
author of it. “Aunt will never sleep
through that.”

observed

each
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“Truly, Frances, I didn’t mean to
bang it. It just banged.”

Three loud thumps sounded omin-
ously from overhead.

“There she is!” said the child, her
long eyes lighting with the lust of
battle. “I'll go. You pretend you're
out. Here, help me off with this old
shawl.”

Accentuated thumps, a perfect
salvo of them, hastened the undrap-
ing process. “The turban too,” whis-
pered Rosme. “Hurry, or she’ll smash
the chandelier!” Then, as a final
bang was followed by sudden silence,
“Oh, thank goodness, she’s dropped
her cane!”

“Perhaps—" began Frances, but
Rosme, always quicker in action than
her cousin was in thought, was al-
ready on her way upstairs. A second
later she presented herself a figure of
unhurried calm, at the door of Aunt’s
bedroom,

“Were you calling, Aunt?”

A groan came hollowly from the
bed just visible in the cool depths
of the shaded room. But Rosme knew
that this was not an answer. It was
hardly even the beginning of one.
Self-repression was not, at any time,
one of Aunt’s virtues and just now
her natural energy had been rein-
forced by sleep. When she had ex-
pressed herself at great length and
with much variety she groaned again
and reverted to first causes.

“What was that crash I heard?”
she demanded in a fainting voice.
“Don’t attempt to lie to me! I feel
it is the mirror in the front parlour.
It is broken—don’t deny it! Where
is Frances? Where is my cane? Oh,
what a terrible thing it is to be help-
less and alone!”

“It was only the door that banged,
Aunt.”

“Only! A door that bangs is noth-
ing! My sleep is nothing! Besides
it was not the door. My doors don’t
bang. If it did, it was done on pur-
pose—to waken me. That is your
gratitude. After all I have done for
you. Where is Frances? If you
didn’t break the mirror, she did. I

know it is broken.
hope!

“Frances is out,” fibbed Rosme
shamelessly.  “She’s been up here
twenty times to-day. I'm taking her
place.”

As she spoke the child came fur-
ther into the room, and pausing at
the foot of the old-fashioned bed,
looked over gravely at the old lady
who lay within.

“If you talk so loud, Aunt,” she
said in reasonable accents, “‘you’ll
begin to cough. And if you congh—"
The rest of the sentence was thought-
ful silence. Instantly, as if in res-
ponse to some malign suggestion, the
old lady began to cough. She coughed
violently and at length. But when
she had ceased coughing she took a
long breath and began to scold again,
The burden of her remarks seemed
to be the hardness of heart appar-
ent in Frances and still more notice-
able in Rosme, who had no heart at
all! Also the appalling lack of grati-
tude on the part of both to an Aunt
who had done so much for them.
References were made to the home
which had been provided, to board,
to clothés, to education, and it was
particularly noted that all that was
asked in return was a little consider-
ation, a little care. But this of course
was too much to expect. Only let
their benefactress be confined to her
bed for a day or two and what hap-
pened? Gallivanting—gross negleet
~—every mirror in the house broken,
especially the large one in the front
parlour bought in England by their
dead uncle——

Rosme did not try to interrupt this
flow of eloquence. Intent though her
attitude was, she was in act not listen-
ing. Having heard it all with varia-
tions every day and several times g
day for years she may have felt that
she did not need to pay strict atten-
tion. Instead, she let her mind wan-
der and fell to wondering if in the
course of nature it were possible that
some day she, Rosme, might come to
look like Aunt? If she lived to he
seventy-five years old? Perhaps all

I have ears, I
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old people of seventy-five looked like
that? If they did, Rosme thought it
fortunate that the psalmist had fixed
the orthodox age at three score years
and ten. The strength of Aunt’s
excess age was certainly labour and
sorrow—for other people.

Whether some of these musings
came through telepathically to Aunt
it is impossible to say, but the volume
of her lamentations lessened suddenly.

“What are you thinking of, stand-
ing there like a graven image?” she
snapped out.

“I was thinking,” said Rosme, po-
litely, “that you haven’t told me what
you want yet. Excuse me, Aunt, but
you have coughed your ecap all
crooked—over the left eye. I’ll fix
i

Fix it she did with grave face and
deft hand. Then, “What was it you
said you wanted, Aunt{”

The old lady was exhausted, if not
beaten. A tear of rage shone in her
still undimmed eye but her voice was
perceptibly weaker.

“You are a heartless child,” she
quavered, “a hard, bad child! I
want that shutter open. 1 want my
cane. I want my medicine. Nobody
cares whether I live or die. Np-
body—”

Rosme flew to open the shutter and
succeeded in making noise enough to
drown the remainder of the indict-
ment. She picked up the cane and
placed it beside the gaunt figure on
the bed.

“It isn’t medicine time for another
hour,” she announced dispassionately.
“You know Frances never forgets
your medicine. Is there anything
else ?”

Two more tears of rage gathered
in the old lady’s snapping eyes,

“Go away!” she waved feebly.
“You are bad. You are heartless.
The doctor shall know how disgrace-
fully I am neglected. GO AWAY!”

“Is she all right, Rosme{”

“Yes, all she wanted was a shutter
open. In five minutes she’ll want it
shut, at least she would only I told her
you had gone out and I don’t think
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she’ll want me again just now. Why
don’t you lie down, till medicine time,
Frances? You look tired out. Say,
Frances, do you think its worse when
she’s upstairs or when she’s down?”

Frances shook her head with a ner-
vous smile.

All the time Rosme had been up-
stairs she had been blaming herself
for allowing the child to go. But it
was true that she was very tired.
Even her buoyant youth was droop-
ing under the demands made upon it.
Frances Selwyn had both a heart and
a conscience. She did her best to
satisfy Aunt, but Aunt was insati.
able.

As she had rested in the window-
seat, trying not to hear the unceas-
ing rumble overhead, she wondered if
other people could do better, Only
yesterday a visitor had gently sug-
gested that worry belongs entirely to
mortal mind. All environment, she
had said, is thought created, and the
only reason why all persons are not
happy and comfortable and good-
tempered is because they cannot be
brought to think that they are.

“If T try to think that Aunt is
pleasant and kind, thought Frances,
“Will that make Aunt pleasant and
kind?” The instant and overwhelm-
ing negative was not encouraging.
“But of course,” she added conseien-
tiously, “that is not a fair test, be-
cause I couldn’t think that Aunt was
pleasant and kind no matter how I
tried.” There was also the undeniable
fact that the visitor’s remarks had
made Aunt even ruder than usnal
and her temper ever since had been
frightful. Frances and Rosme and
Matilda were all tired out with it.
Matilda, being a maid, could leave
but the other two, being nieces,
couldn’t.

“She is going to tell the doctor how
dreadfully she is neglected,” said
Rosme with an impish smile. “So I
think I’ll go out and play for awhile.
I'm tired of being Bluebeard’s wife
and the turban was too hot anyway.
Ill be in the back yard. Whistle
three times if you want me.”
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In the Widow Ridley’s philosophy
the back yard was to the front garden
what the inside of the platter is to
the outside. If one’s front garden
looked well, it was nobody’s business
what happened to one’s back yard.
Therefore it behooved her, as a rich
and very mean old lady, to spend
what money she felt compelled to
spend entirely upon the half-moon
lawn, the gravel drive, the formal
flower beds and the row of fringing
cedars.  The remainder of her do-
main, that part which lay behind the
green latticed fence and was sereened
from the street by a high stone wall,
she left largely to its own devices.
No one save nature had gardened
there for years, and the result was a
chaos dear to the hearts of ecater-
pillars and children.

It was Rosme’s particular paradise
and she disappeared into it to-day
with a sigh of care deferred. Aunt
never came here. Even when she was
able to walk around she came no far-
ther than the back steps. The long
grass soiled her silken skirts; ‘the
tangled bushes caught at her ankles
and the caterpillars—ugh! Rosme
loved the caterpillars on this account.
She watched one now with gratitude
as it perilously performed high wire
acts on a swaying stem beside her.
She welcomed the big, green grass-
hoppers that jumped into her lap and
the yellow bumble-bees that bumbled
almost in the meshes of her hair.
They were all free of her paradise.
Nor did she blame the bees for their
preference for her hair. She knew
that she had lovely hair. It was lux-
uriant, beautiful in texture and in
shade a warm and golden bronze. At
present it was her one unchallenged
beauty.

“I think it shall be Joan of Are
to-day,” mused Rosme throwing her-
self upon her favourite slope beneath
the high stone wall. Sinee she had
come to live with Aunt she had found
this sort of dual personality very
helpful. It was so nice to leave off
being Rosme Selwyn, a little girl
with problems too big for her, and

to become for the moment any one of
the enchanting and delightful people
of whom dream worlds are full.
Joan was one of her favourite alter
cgos—rfor Joan had been a fighter and
a dreamer too. Very probably she
had had an Aunt!

“Now,” said Rosme, speaking aloud
as she often did when playing by her-
self. “I am watching my cows (or
sheep, or something) in a field where
there are some trees. I am thinking
of what I am going to have for din-
ner. I don’t know that the Avrch-
angel Michael is watching me. But
suddenly I hear a voice and I look
up—-

Slowly she raised her widening eyes
and caught her breath with a little
click between her teeth. For there,
watching her, was not the Archangel
Michael exactly, but the little boy
who had brought the parcel!

“You told me to come round to the
back, so I came,” said the boy.

“Go away again!” said Rosme
promptly.

The boy smiled teasingly.

“Go away this minute!”

The boy did not move. Perhaps he
couldn’t. The wall was high and the
boy was short. How had he climbed
up, anyway? What was he standing
on? Perhaps he was suspended in
mid-air by magic? Rosme’s always
active curiosity got the better of her
natural annoyance.

“What are you standing on, boy ¢
she demanded haughtily.

The boy grinned.

“Youll get pricked if you try to
come over.”

“Won’t,” said the boy.

Rosme noticed with an impulse of
admiration that his outspread arms
were resting upon a smooth board
which he had placed across the broken
stone on the wall’s top.

“Come over then!” she told him
tauntingly.

The boy came over.

Rosme hadn’t expected that. Al
the neighbourhood children were pro.-
perly frightened of Aunt. Not one
of them wounld have dared to scale
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Aunt’s wall. This one did it so
quickly and so neatly that Rosme
hadn’t time to feel outraged. She was
without prejudices anyway, and it
was apparent that a boy who could
elimb a wall like that might be worth
knowing,

The two gave each other a long,
measuring glance. Then: “I’'m Joan
of Are,” said Rosme gravely.

She watched the boy carefully to
see if he would laugh. He didn’t.
This was the first great test. Rosme
went a little farther. “I can be any-
one I like,” she declared.

“So can 1,” said the boy stoutly.

“All right,” with a sigh of content,
“eome on and play.”

“You’re French yourself, aren’t
you?” he asked a little shyly. “Is
that why you're Joan of Arc?”

“No. But my name is French.
Aunt won’t let me spell it properly.
It ought to be spelled with two “e’s”
and a dear, cute little mark over one
of them. Aunt says I am English
because my father was. I know who
you are. You are the little boy of
Angus Greig the carpenter.” .

The little boy of Angus Greig t.he
carpenter admitted his identity with
a blush which brought his freckles
into painful prominence.

“Don’t you go to school?” asked
Rosme with a virtuous air.

“Don’t you?”

“No I don’t. Frances my cousin
teaches me. Frances has had an ex-
pensive education. Aunt gave it 1o
her and now she expects her to do
something for it. Aunt is really hor-
rid.”

“Oh, I say!” the boy looked a trifle
shocked at this. Should one, or should
one not, speak of aunts in this man-
ner?  Besides the little girl pro-
nounced the word aunt with a soft
a. The boy liked the sound of it
but felt it his duty not to.

“We don’t say ‘awnt’ in this conn-
try,” he admonished, “we say ‘ant’.”

Rosme’s steady gaze enveloped him.

“Well, you may if you like,’ she
declared unselfishly.

It took the boy a full minute to see

the import of this. When he did he
blushed again. It was an angry blush
this time.

Rosme did not seem to notice it.
She was engaged in taking the hand-
kerchief from her hair.

“I won’t be Joan any more to-day,”
she declared. “Do you know any
stories ?”

Her tone was so friendly that the
boy thought perhaps he had taken of-
fence unnecessarily.

“Lots,” he said. “But I can't tell
them.”

“Why ¢”

The boy evidently didn’t know why,

“Who tells them to you?”

“Cousin Mattie,”

“Have you got a mother?”

The boy shook his head.

“Neither have I. Have you got an
Aunt?”

The boy had no Aunt.

“I have,” said Rosme with a sigh.
“Couldn’t you tell just one story 1"

“I could,” cautiously. “But it
wouldn’t sound right.”

“Why not ¢”

“There’s one I like when Cousin
Mattie tells it. She makes it last a
long time. But when I tell it, it only
lasts a minute,

“Why ’”

The boy considered.

“I seem to leave out the insides,”
he admitted after a pause.

The meaning of this was quite
plain to Rosme, who was used to story-
telling.

“Never mind,” she encouraged, “I
can put the insides in for myself. Go
on.

The boy fidgeted. “It’s about a
Prince,” he admitted with the embar.
assed air of one who feels that he has
grown too big for Princes,

“I like Princes.”

“It’s about a Prince who lived on a
hill. One day when he was out on
his castle verandah—"

“Balcony,” corrected Rosme, who
had a feeling for words.

“——he saw a Princess far off on

another hill, playing ball. She had
golden hair——"

Sl
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“Why 1 demanded Rosme, causing
the boy to hesitate.

“Because Cousin Mattie said so0.”

“Perhaps her hair was kind of red.”

“No, it wasn’t.”

“Some Princesses have red hair,”
said Rosme coldly. “Go on.”

“The Prince wanted to go to the
Princess. So he took his hat——"

“Cap,” corrected Rosme softly.

o and started off. But between
the two hills there was a valley with
a wood in it. And there was mist in
the wood. It was nice there. So in-
stead of going straight through, the
Prince played around. Then when
he wanted to go on he found that the
mist had changed into millions of
gray threads. His feet were all tan-
gled up in them. And the gray
threads were—"

“Spells!” eried Rosme delighted.

“Yes, spells. And he ecouldn’t
break them no matter how he tried,
for it was a magic wood and not at
all nice when you got tired of it. The
Prince hated it, but he couldn’t get
out. He could go to the edge of the
wood and see the Princess up on the
hill, but he couldn’t get to her.”

“Not ever?”

The boy shook his head.

“Well, I think it’s a horrid story.
I could tell it much better than that.
I would make the Princess stop play-
ing ball and come down to get the
Prince out. And I would have her
hair kind of red, like mine, and so
long she could sit on it. And I would
tell exactly what she wore when they
got married, and what the bride’s
maids wore, and—"

“But you can’t! It isn’t your story.
Things that people wear are stupid
anyway. Can you play pirates?”

“No, 1 can’t.” 5

“I eould teach you if you’ll prom-
ise not to be silly. Are you scared of
blood 1"

“N—no.”

“Lots of blood ¢

“No,” firmly.

“Well, then, come on.

This is a
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dandy place to play. That log can
be our ship and this long grass makes
spiffing waves! Have you got a skull
anywhere

Rosme did not have a skull. But
she had an imagination which did not
need one. And David was a good
teacher. He was on his own ground
here. He expanded and glowed. The
old, gorgeous, gory names tasted
strong upon his tongue. Under his
vivid words the still, hot garden be.
came the blistering Spanish Main. The
log became a pirate barque. The black
flag drooped at the mast. For the
moment there was no prey in sight
and the pirates drowsed. But sud-
denly, out of the west, a sail appear-

ed! “Clear the decks! All hands to
the culverins! Tumble up, tumble
up!” (Rosme, unfortunately, had

tumbled down). “Stand by to board
and no quarter!”

Everyone who has ever played pir-
ates knows the rest! Some, but per-
haps not everyone, can cast their
memory back recapturing something
of the thrill, the shivering rapture
which was Rosme’s that day as, first
mate to the great Blackbeard, she fol-
lowed that hardy villain to deeds of
blood and victory. All afternoon they
played; many golden galleons they
sank; many more they set on fire.
Thousands of miserable Spanish walk-
ed the plank, amid the plaudits of
British sailormen rescued and restor.
ed to freedom. Nor were the pirates’
efforts unrewarded since treasure
ships were thick as blackberries,
Blackbeard and his trusty crew buried
many chests of gold in various desert
islands; and the sun was setting and
Frances had whistled many times
from the back door before Rosme
heard, and knew that the pirate’s
cruise was over,

“I’'ve got to go,” she said ruefully,
removing a black patch from her eye
and restoring a much-crumpled middy
to its original position. “Boy, I like
pirates. If you wish you may come
again.”

(To be continued).
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THE TRUE-WIPE

BY F. FRANKFORT MOORE

T had come at last. Her
three years of ill-treat-
ment by that husband
of hers had culminated
in a blow—an actual
blow—not an accidental
one which may be the result of an im-
patient push. There was nothing
unintentional in the manner of its
delivery. There was nothing hot-
blooded about it. He was quite sober
when he struck her. There was some-
thing of a smile on his face as his
right hand shot out and caught her
on the side of her head, sending her
reeling upon the arm of the sofa and
thence to the floor. And he had stood
over her in the attitude of the threat-
ening bully, with his hand still
clenched, as if he were waiting for her
to rise, when he would knock her
down again.

She felt sure that he would have
knocked her down again if she had
made an attempt to rise. She expect-
ed to receive a kick from him as she
lay half stunned before him; it would
have been like him to kick her as she
had seen him kick one of his dogs that
had failed to obey him. But she was
spared that, for the door opened and
the butler entered with a letter for
which an answer was needed, and he
pretended that she was looking for
something on the carpet.

He did it very adroitly.

“Pon’t come near, Simonds,” he
said before the man had time to de-
liver his message. “Don’t come near,
Mrs. Lacon has lost a diamond out of
one of her rings, and you may tread
on it. Fetech a hand-brush and I’ll
sweep for it.”
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“Yes, sir,” the butler said, laying
the letter that was in his hand on the
table. “Mr. Clayton’s compliments,
sir, and he would be much obliged by
a reply by his messenger.”

“All right, I’ll see what it’s about,”
said her husband. Then turning to
her, still on the floor, he asked her if
she was sure that she had looked un-
der the sofa.

This was before the butler had left
the room. But the moment the sound
of the door being closed was heard he
said in a very different tone of voice:

“Get up and go out by the other
door—quick, before he comes back.
I don’t want to tell any more lies
than can be helped. I hope I’ve taught
you a lesson that perhaps you’ll not
forget.”

He did not even help her to get
upon her feet. He tore open the cover
of the letter which he had just re-
ceived, and walked to the door
through which the butler had gone.
He opened it, and ecalled out :

“Never mind that brush, Simonds;
the thing is found.”

She had got upon her feet. She
was dazed for some moments and
found it necessdry to grasp very hard
the back of the nearest chair for sup-
port.

But in another minute she felt
strong.

She looked across the room at him
and said :

“Yes; you have taught me a lesson
that I shall not forget.”

He gave a little start and turned
half way round as she spoke.

“What do you mean by that?” he
cried.
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“My meaning is as plain as yours,”
she replied. “You said you hoped
that you had taught me a lesson that
I could not forget. Well, your hope
is realized. I shall not forget.”

She walked to the other door, open-
ed it and left the room without an-
other glance in the direction of her
husband,

When she reached her room up-
stairs she flung herself upon her bed
overwhelmed by a sense of the hu-
miliation of the moment. The thought
that she, the daughter of one of the
proudest families in the land, had
been subjected to an insult such as
none of her name had ever submitted
to without a drawing of swords, was
unendurable to her. She struck the
pillow wildly with her clenched
hands as she lay face downward upon
it. She could utter no word; she
could not ery out—the agony that
she suffered was beyond such relief.
She could only beat her pillow; and
the motion of her arms as she lay
there suggested the frantic efforts of
“some strong swimmer in his agony”.
Truly she felt that the water had gone
over her head. She felt herself
sunken down to the deepest depths
of humiliation and unable to do any-
thing to help herself—to do anything
that would give her back her self
respect.

For a full half hour the woman lay
there before her tears came—tears
that brought no relief to her; and
when they ceased her sobs shook the
bed on which she lay.

With curious suddenness her sobs
also ceased. There was a silence that
lasted more than a minute; and then
she sprang from the bed and stood in
the middle of the room as though
listening intently to a voice from out-
side. But it was not to such a voice
she was listening; it was to a voice
from within that whispered to her:

“You fool! think of all you have
submitted to at the hands of that
man—all without a word—without
a thought of being revenged upon
him! And you have it in your power
to gain happiness and to repay him
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for his treatment of you. You have it
in your power to humiliate him as
he has humiliated you and yet you
stand here under his roof awaiting
his next blow!”

That was what the voice said to her
and when she had thought upon its
words for some time, she laughed,
and flung the handkerchief with
which she had dried her tears into
a corner of the room.

“A fool—a fool indeed!” she eried.
“A fool to submit to an intolerable
bondage when I have it in my power
to free myself—to gain my freedom
and my revenge at once. He told
me that I should not forget the lesson
that he taught me. He was right—
I said so—I will show him that I
shall not forget it—never—never”

Again she laughed and this time
there was no bitterness in her laugh ;
it was as joyous as a girl’s in the

' presence of her lover.

The room was in twilight. She
switched on the lights at each side
of her dressing-table and put hep
face close to the mirror so that she
might examine the mark made by the
blow upon her temple. She saw that
it was an ugly bruise, for he had dealt
it not with his open hand but with his
fist—a brutal bruise; the skin was
discoloured but not broken. She was
able to examine it now in quite ap
impersonal spirit, just as she would
examine an accidental bruise. She
was able to go to her medicine chest
and find the bottle of the particular
ointment which she thought most
suitable to apply to her wound ang
when she had applied it she dusteq
it with the medicinal powder in the
right way, and without the least
show of emotion. When this wasg
done, she smoothed down the disord-
ered coverlet of the bed, and seated
herself in a snug chair by her
picking up the book which she had
been reading previously and finding
her place.

She felt happier than she had done
for more than a whole year.

But she had overestimated the
strength of her resolution. The book
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fell upon her lap and remained there,
open but unread for the next hour,
for it took her an hour reviewing the
events that had culminated in that
blow.

She had many questions to ask her-
self, the first was, had she ever really
loved that man whom she now loathed
more than the most odious things in
the world?

She could never have had any love
for him. She had accepted his woo-
ing of her because she had fancied
that she could not endure her father’s
second marriage. Her father was Sir
Hubert Percy, and since the death
of his wife, she had been the mistress
of the house, and had been very
proud of her position. Percy Place
was a big house, but no one could
say that it had fallen off in the scale
of its hospitalities while she had dis-
charged the duties of hostess. She
knew this, and when one day, three
vears after the death of her mother,
her father told her that he was about
to marry again she had felt very
indignant. It was in vain that Sir
Hubert had explained to her that she
would have as much more freedom
under the altered régime than she had
before, she felt that his intention to
marry again was equivalent to an
announcement that she had failed in
her duty. She had gone away to
live with her aunt in another county
and within a year she had accepted
the offer of marriage made to her by
Stephen Lacon.

Everyone—except such as knew
Stephen Lacon intimately—said that
the match would be a brilliant one for
her; for Lacod n I;:;‘l; was a noble

roperty, and a many people
&timate the brilliancy of a marriage
on a property basis. But in the
county there were some who were
ready to affirm that the girl who
hoped to make Stephen Lacon happy
must be optimistic indeed. There
were many rumours in regard to his
selfishness—his queer temper—his
vanity, and some of them reached the
ear of Stella Percy’s father. He
warned her—she remembered now as

she sat in front of the fire in her

room with an aching head, how her
father had warned her and had only
given his consent to her marriage
with reluctance. But she had been
self-willed ; she had refused to listen
to any counsel, and she had married
Stephen Lacon.

Before a month had passed she had
learned something of his nature, and
that knowledge was a revelation to
her. She had not thought it possible
that any man living could be of a
nature so opposed to all the ideas she
had formed of what a man might be.
A man! He possessed none of those
qualities which she had believed to
be common to all men—a sense of
honour, an instinet of reverence for
a woman simply because she was a
woman, a desire to protect the weak
against the strong. All these quali-
ties went with manhood, she had
always supposed, and she was shocked
to find that her husband was deficient
in all. From the first he had treated
her more as a servant than a wife;
this was when he was at his best.
No servant would have remained a
day in his house if treated as he
treated her when at his worst. He
made no pretence of having any affee-
tion for her, and when one day,
exasperated beyond endurance, she
had demanded of him to say why he
had ever asked her to marry him, he
had given that cynical laugh to which
she had become accustomed and said,

“I married you for this—this—
you were so high and mighty I
thought I should like to bring you
down to the level of the rest of us.”

That was three years ago. She had
suffered humiliation after humilia-
tion at his hands; but until this day
he had never aetually struck her.
He had command of the countless
ways in which a cruel man—an
unmanly man—ecan wound a woman
without raising his hand against her.
She did not believe it possible that
even he would ever be guilty of
brutality such as his; but she found
that she had been mistaken. He had
struck her, simply because she had
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promised the Rector’s wife, without
first consulting him, to take part in
a bazaar which she was getting up for
the Coal Fund for the poor. He
had struck her, and he had an-
nounced his object to teach her a
lesson that she should not forget.

Once again she laughed as she had
laughed before, recalling those words
that had a significance beyond what
he meant to attach to them.

No; she would not forget the lesson
that he had taught her—nor would
he.

She was startled out of her reverie
by the knock of her maid at the room
door. There was a dinner party at
Lord Altonhurst’s that night, and the
maid had come to dress her for it.

She recovered herself in a moment.

“I had mno idea it was so late,
Marie,” she said. “I was lying down
—one of my headaches. I don’t
think that I should venture out. I
shall write and explain—that—that
~no; I'll not. I shall go, I shall be
all right when I get there. What
shall T wear? Am I too pale this
evening for the cerise with the Mech-
lin lace, Marie ?”

“Madame is beyond doubt a little
pale,” replied the maid looking at her
critically. “But that’s no reason why
—but what is the matter with your
forehead, Madame? It is a wound—
a scar!”

“I had actually forgotten what it
was gave me the headache,” said Mrs.
Lacon. “I got it in the drawing-
room after tea. 1 was stooping—
you know that bit of leose ormolu on
the Sevres table—it should have been
fastened long ago. I meant to tell
Simmonds about it.”

“It is no more than a serateh,” said
the maid. “It is no disfigurement.
It will attract to Madame the sympa-
thy of the table of Mylord. Everyone
will say, ‘How brave of Mrs. Lacon
to come!” Isn't it so? But I shall
touch it with a camel’s brush to con-
ceal the blue of the bruise. These
little accidents lend themge’:lves to a
sympathetic word or two.

Mrs. Lacon said she had not
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thought of it in that light. (She
wondered how much Marie knew—
how much Marie guessed.)

She felt that she had never looked
better in all her life as she stood in
front of the big cheval glass. The
Mechlin lace which she inherited
from her mother was priceless, and
the old Du Barry rose silk that made
a foundation for the bodice gave an
artistic relief to the delicate cream of
the lace. Her fair hair had been
treated by the adroit fingers of
Marie in the simple way that suited
her style of beauty, and looking in
the glass she was satisfied with her
appearance. Even Marie, who was
much more difficult to please, was
satisfied.

He took his seat beside her in the
big Mercedes as if nothing partieular
had happened, and he made no allu-
sion to the incident of the afternoon,
though he did not refrain from
speech.

“Remind me to write to the motor
people to-morrow about the new mag-
neto,” he said. “I’ll be away the most
of the day at Heathercroft’s, TI’ye
promised to try that Irish huntep
that someone let him in for. The
fool thinks he knows something about
horses. This is the third erock he
has brought within the year. Remind
me in the morning, do you hear?”

“T’ll not forget,” she replied.

“Eh, what—what is that you say
he asked quickly.

“T’ll not forget,” she replied. “Yon
will write after breakfast, I suppose.”

“Immediately after breakfast—if
vou remind me,” he replied.

That was the extent of their con-
versation on their way to Lord Alton-
hurst’s place. It seemed as if he had
forgotten that a few hours earlier
he had struck her to the ground
with a blow of his fist.

As usual the dinner party was fol-
lowed by a dance. It took place not
in the big ballroom but in the hall,
but the hall was large enough to allow
sixty or seventy couples waltzing
without being overcrowded, and this
night there were only twenty on the
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parquet. At one end a high double
door led to the Trianon drawing-
room with its lovely panels painted
by Watteau. At the other end there
was the well-known orangery, dimly
lighted and full of the mingled scents
of sub-tropical fruits and flowers. On
one of the deep-cushioned settees in
this place Stella Lacon was seated
by the side of the man with whom
she had been dancing. His name was
Julian West—a very tall man with a
bronzed face and dark hair with a
suggestion of gray about it. Every-
one would have known him for a
soldier. A few years earlier the name
of Colonel West had been in the
mouths of a good many people, on
account of his splendid dash that had
relieved one of the beleagured garri-
sons in the Transvaal.

“I have only seen you once since
your return to England,” she was
saying when they had left the hall
and entered the orangery. “Yon left
very suddenly for that big game hunt
—how long ago?—eight months ago,
was it nott” !

“Yes; very suddenly,” he replied.
“Did you expect me to go to you to
say good-bye, Stella?  You know why
I went—no one else.” ;s

“Do you mean to talk about that?”
she asked. p o

“I will never refer to it again if
you only tell me now that you have
forgiven me,” he said.

“Forgiven you—for what?” she
inquired,

“For my—my—my madness. [
have not forgiven myself for it.”

“You told me that evening that you
loved me. Was that madness?”

“The madness was not in loving
you, Stella; the madness was in tell-
ing you that I loved you—in cherish-
ing the hope that you would leave
that man whom you could never have
loved, and link your life with mine.
That was the mad hope of a moment !
I should have known more of your
nature than to faney even in the
delirium of my love for you that you
would ever be otherwise than a true
woman.” .
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“A true woman, you say. But what
is a true woman? Is it one who is
true to herself—to her womanhood—
to the love which she bears a man, or
is it one who through fear of offend-
ing against the conventions of society
is ready to submit to daily insults
levelled against her—against  her
womanhood—against her sex——
against herself?”

He looked at her at first with a
puzzled expression on his face, then,
eagerly. The flush that came to his
face was plainly to be seen under
his bronze.

“For God’s sake, Stella, explain
yourself,” he whispered. “Do you
tempt me into my old madness; and
that is what you are doing, if you
refuse to speak plainly. Tell me
what you mean by asking me that
question—a true woman—a true—>

“Is a true wife always a true
woman? That is the question I have
been trying to solve for the past
three years—ever since I became a
wife” said she. I thought I had
solved it when I told you that you
had insulted me by begging me to go
away with you. I was mistaken. 1
have found that out only to-day. It
is a woman’s duty to be true to
herself, let the consequences be what
they may.

“Stella! My love! My love!” he
whispered,

. She did not allow him to interrupt
er.

“You see that mark on my fore-
head,” she said. “You heard how
they laughed about it at dinner?
Lord Altonhurst called it the mark
of the Beast. He was quite right;
that is the mark of the beast who is
my husband.”

Colonel West sprang to his feet.

“The infernal ruffian!” he eried.
“By heaven I will thrash him within
an_inch of his life. The cowardly
bully! I'n—»

“When he struck me he boasted
that he had taught me a lesson that
I should not forget. He was right. 1
made up my mind that T would never
forget that moment.”



200

“Oh, my love—Stella !”

“There is such an easy way out of
one’s trouble. Death, I sometimes
think, is a woman’s best friend. But I
soon came to see that that was not
the only way out of my trouble. I
thought of you. I knew that I loved
you. I knew that I had been untrue
to myself—to my love—in sending
you away from me eight months ago.
You asked me just now if I had for-
given you for—for telling me of your
love. Julian, I now ask you if you
think you can forgive me for having
sent you away 1”

“Oh, my beloved, do not put such
a question to me. I think you can
trust me—I know that I ecan trust
myself. You will come to me—to-
night, dearest, why not to-night.”

“It was because I knew you would
be here to-night that I came, Julian.
I felt sure that we would have a
chance of talking together, and I
hoped that you would forgive me.”

He made an impatient gesture.

“When—when—when—that is the
only question now,” he said. “Why
not to-night?! Why not this very
hour? My motor is here. We ecan
cross the Channel to France by the
morning boat.”

“No, no; not to-night,” she replied.
“I have been thinking it all out on
the way here. He is going away
to-morrow to Mr. Heathereroft’s place
—you know it?”

“T know it. It is not far from
Lufton station.”

I am due to pay a visit to my
father in London the day after to-mor-
row; but I can tell my maid that I
intend to go to-morrow instead and I
shall motor to Ellerton with my trunk
in time for the afternoon train to
London. We can travel by the same
train; we need not be in the same
compartment, but for that matter, it
is of no consequence even if anyone
should suspect the truth.

“No consequence whatever. The
truth will soon be made known, and
meantime—well, you can trust me,
Stella.”

“L know that I can trust to you,

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

Julian, to make me forget the night-
mare of the past three years.”

He made no answer. He knew that
none was needed. She was looking
straight into his face. His eyes met
hers.

The door into the hall opened and
the sound of an entrancing waltz
floated into the orangery to mix with
the langorous scents of the citrons
that filled the heated atmosphere.

“This is too bad, Mrs. Lacon,” eried
the man who had just entered, hurry-
ing toward her. “This is our dance
and the half of it’s gone already. I
had no idea that you were here.”

“I am so sorry,” said she smiling.
“Come along. We must make the
most of the remnant.”

The wine that Stephen Lacon had
drunk in the course of the evening
made him loquacious during his drive
home with his wife. He talked with-
out the least restraint. It was evident
to her that he had forgotten the scene
in which he had played a prominent
part in the afternoon.

She went up to her room, and
suffered the faithful Marie to disrobe
her and brush her hair. But when
she was alone she gave herself over, so
to speak, to her delightful thoughts
of the future that was in store for
her. She had loved Julian West long
before he had confessed his love for
her, eight months ago, but this had
not prevented her from being indig-
nant, and showing him that she was
so when he had made his declaration
to her. All the time that he had been
away she had been thinking of him,
though until she lay on her bed with
her bruised temple throbbing it had
not oceurred to her that there was
any other way to reply to his entreaty
that she should come to him. She
had resigned herself long before to
the burden that had been laid u
her. It was the brutality of the blow
that had aroused her to a sense of
what was due to herself—due to her
womanhood. It was her clear percep-
tion of how easily she might free
herself from the intolerable shame of
living with a man who had compelled
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her to loathe him that had caused her
to give that little joyous laugh before
gitting down to her fire.

And it was the consciousness of her
impending victory that now made her
feel happier than she had felt for a
long time. She had gone to that
dinner to meet Julian West and if he
had not referred to their separation
eight months before, she would have
done so. She had made up her mind
to confess to him that she had been
a fool to send him away. In her mind
there was not the least doubt that she
was justified in leaving her husband
who had treated her so brutally for
the lover who was devoted to her.
She knew that she was justified in
trusting Julian West, and she had
made her plans accordingly.

Her plans had not miscarried. She
took care to remind her husband in
the morning to write about the new
magneto; and his reply was to tell
her in his usual brutal way not to
bother herself about his affairs, _he
hoped that he was capable of doing
something without her interferences.
Then he had got into one of
their two motors and had driven
off to Mr. Heathercroft’s. It was
not a matter of many minutes to
explain to her maid that she had
altered her plans in regard to London
—that she wished to go by the after-
noon train this day instead of waiting
for another twenty-four hours. : Of
course Marie was somewhat flurried ;
she was in the midst of some vital
millinery work and could not possibly
get it finished before the next day, she
affirmed. This suited Mrs. Lacon’s
plans very well.

“Then you need only pack one
trunk,” she said. “I shall go down
this afternoon. You can finish your
work and bring the other things
to-morrow.”

Marie had her doubts about mad-
ame managing without her, but
madame had made up her mind, and
left her maid complaining but hoping
for the best. She had no mind to set
out on this expedition with the en-
cumbrance of a maid. She was
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pleased to find that her plans had
not been interfered with by

untoward incident, and she flattered
herself as she sat down in her travel-
ling dress to her lunch—the last she
would eat at that table—that there
was nothing in her bearing that
would suggest to the servants any-
thing unusual on her part. She found
herself with quite a good appetite.

The first check that she received
was in regard to the motor. She had
assumed that her husband had gone
away in the light Standard, but a
message came from the garage that
he had taken the Mercedes, and the
second chauffeur was uncertain
about the magneto of the light car.
She remembered that her last words
with her husband coneerned his writ-
ing to the works respecting this
magneto.

She went out to the garage on
receiving this report, and talked to
the chauffeur. The man admitted
that he had tried to start the car; he
had only made his report on the basis
of his last experience of it. She stood
by while he turned on the spark, and
flooded the carburettor. The engine
was certainly obstinate, but after
three or four attempts it started and
showed no signs of any defect.

“It will take us the seven miles to
Ellerton at any rate, madam,” the
chauffeur said, and she returned to
the house feeling that everything was
going well.

She left her home without a misgiv-
ing—without the least reproach of
her conscience. She had never known
a happy day sinee she had first enter-
ed that house. Whatever people might
say about her act, she would never
feel that she had done wrong.

For three miles the car went all
right but at cross roads it was com-
pelled to slacken down on account of
a large flock of sheep that completely
blocked the way. It slackened down
and then stopped. The chauffeur got
down and took off the engine hood.
There was nothing wrong with the en-
gine. It was clearly the defective
magneto that was causing the trouble.
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The man made many attempts to re-
start, but without success.

“T was afraid of it from the first,
madam,” he said. “But I did think
that it would carry us to Ellerton,
and so it would if it hadn’t been for
those sheep.”

Could anything be more provoking !
She felt inclined to burst into tears
at the thought of such a trifle upset-
ting all her plans.

“What on earth is to be done?” she
eried. “I must catech that train—it
i8 most important.”

The man suggested walking on to
a house known as Westout Grange,
where he might be able to borrow a
car. It was only half a mile away
and there would still be time enough
to eateh the train.

It was her only chance.

“Hurry on there,” she cried.
“Don’t lose a moment. Tell them it
is important—a matter of life and
death—so it is—so it is.”

Off went the man and she was left
alone on the road by the side of the
faithless car.

Good heavens! Were the destinies
of men and women really dependent
upon such trifles as the working of an
electric spark? She had read only a
few days before an article in a mag-
azine dealing with the universial ap-
plication of electricity to our daily
life, and the writer had laid emphasis
upon its reliability! What a fool
that writer was! If she had not re-
lied upon that magneto—

A car was coming down the road
at right angles to the road where hers
was standing. A sudden thought
struck her. Why not appeal to the
strangers to give her a lift to Eller-
ton? It would not matter about her
trunk; she would sacrifice that for
the sake of keeping her appointment
with—

She gave a ery of delight. The car
was beside her and in it was seated
Julian West. He was on his way to
the station at Ellerton.

He was out in a moment. But there
was his chauffeur, and she must play

her part.
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“Oh, Colonel West,” she cried, “yon
have come in good time. I was on my
way to Ellerton Station when the
magneto gave out. It is really im-
portant that I should be in town to-
day. I wonder if you would give me
a lift. Are you going in that diree-
tion 97

“It so happens that I am,” he re-
plied. “I shall be delighted to help
you. Do get into the car. Is that
yvour luggage? We can manage with
that, too.”

“How lucky I am!” she eried when
the chauffeur was transferring her
trunk. “How lucky! And only a few
minutes ago I thought that I was
hopelessly unfortunate !”

The transfer of the trunk was ae-
complished, and they were seated side
by side while the car sped on its way.

They looked at one another and
smiled. He put down his hand and
it met hers.

“At last—at last!” she whispered,
“I feared that that malignant fate
which so often puts out a cruel finger
between a woman and happiness was
about to upset our plans, but now all
is well. I am beside you and my hap-
piness is secure.”

“It is in my keeping,” he said, “and
I promise you that it is safe.”

His fingers tightened upon hers;
but they spoke no more. What was
the need of words.

For six miles the car went along
the main road. It overtook the floek
of sheep and slowed down just as the
other car had done.

“Turn into the lane and take the
bend on the Hillhurst road,” he com-
manded the chauffeur, for he was im-
patient at the slackening of the speed,
“We might have to erawl behind those
sheep for the next quarter of an
hour.”

They were almost abreast of the
lane when he spoke and the chauffenr
obeyed him. He turned aside and in-
creased his speed. The extra journey
would take an additional five minutes
to reach the station. On they sped,
but in making the bend in the narrow
lane they almost ran into a crowd of
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men and boys clustered there around
something. One of the crowd held
up a warning hand. The chauffenr
applied the brake.

“What on earth is the matter?”
eried Stella, leaning over the side of
the motor and looking forward.

“Heaven only knows,” said Julian.
“Can’t you get on, Smithson?”’ he
shouted to the chauffeur.

“Some sort of accident, sir,” said
the man. “The lane is blocked.”

And then came a ery from Stel-
la. She was standing up in the car
pointing to something that had been
placed in a sloping position against
the diteh. It was a hurdle, on which
some rugs had been laid, and on the
rugs Stephen Lacon was lying.

Julian thought that he was dead.
He tried to get between Stella and
that ghastly object—ghastly it was,
for the man’s face was deadly white
and his eyes were staring horribly—
but she was out of the car before he
could hold her back.

“Dead—is he dead—killed?” she
eried, as she knelt by the side of a
kneeling man who was bending over
her husband, and whom she recog-
nized as the local surgeon.

“No—not dead,” he replied. “Par-
alyzed. How did you get the news of
the accident, Mrs. Lacon ?”

“T heard nothing of it. I am here
by chance—the merest chance,” she
said. “How did it happen?”

“He was trying a young hunter of
Mr. Heathereroft’s and it bolted with
him, and fell on him. His spine is
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injured—that means paralysis. He
will need all your attention, Mrs. La-
can. I doubt if he will ever be able
to speak. I wonder if we can get the
hurdle on to your motor. These men
have been carrying him for more
than a mile. We hoped to find a con-
veyance on the high road.”

“I think we can manage it,” said
Colonel West. “Mrs. Lacon, you had
better not stay here,”

“I must stay with him,” she said.
“It is for me to be by his side; I will
never leave him. Tell me what I can
do, doctor.”

“I think that Colonel West is
right,” said the doctor. “It may be
too trying for you just now. You
do not realize his condition.”

“I can bear it,” she said. “Having
seen his face as it is—his eyes—I can
bear anything.”

With great difficulty and muech
contriving half-a-dozen of the men
managed to lift the hurdle with its
dreadful burden across the car. The
doetor had just room to seat himself
on the edge of one of the cushions.

“I shall find a place,” said Stella.
“You have only to remove my trunk.”

While the trunk was being taken
down she spoke to Julian,

“You see,” she said, “I cannot leave
him now.”

“Yes,” he replied. “I see it all.

You are a true wife—a true woman,
I never loved you as I do now. Good-
bye.”

She got into the car, and it drove
slowly away.




THE INDIANS
OF THE COUNTY OF SIMCOE

BY DAVID

EW peoples have given
rise to as much studious
interestamongstiethnolo-
gists and archologists
as the Indians of the
North American contin-
They were an object of won-
discoverers of the new

ent.,
der to the
world, and since then much time

and labour has been given over
to piecing together their history.
Their origin yet remains undetermin-
ed, indeed, at the present time it is
the subject of interminable econtro-
versy, with little or no prospect of
settlement. Writers of history have
given many pages to conclusions ar-
rived at by careful research, some of
these writers leaving their libraries to
spend years amongst the Indians in
order to familiarize themselves with
their manner of living, and to gain
an intimate acquaintance with the
legendary stories, which in Indian life
play an important part.

But it is to the Huron Indians that
attention is to be directed in this
paper, the tribe, or rather five tribes,
which occupied Huronia, the present
county of Simecoe, and particularly
that part of it bounded by Nottawa-
saga and Matchedash Bay, Lake Sim-
coe and the Blue Mountains. :

Before entering upon our s_peclal
subject, let us look at the location of
the Hurons as to other tribes. Park-
man tells us that the vast tract of
wilderness from the Mississippi to the
Atlantic and from the Carolinas to
Hudson Bay was divided between two
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great families, distinguished by a dis-
tinet difference of language. A part
of Virginia, and of Pennsylvania, New
Jersey, south-eastern New York, New
England, New Brunswick and Lower
Canada were occupied, so far as occu-
pied at all, by tribes speaking various
Algonquin languages and dialeets,
They also extended along the shore of
the upper lakes and into the dreary
northern wastes beyond. Further, they
held Wisconsin, Michigan, Illinois,
and Indiana, while detached bands
ranged the lonely hunting-grounds of
Kentucky.

Like an island in the midst of the
Algonquins, lay the country of the
tribes speaking the generic tongue of
the Iroquois. The true Iroquois, or
Five Nations, afterwards six, extend-
ed through central New York, from
the Hudson to the Genesee; south-
ward lay the Andastes, on and near
the Susquehanna ; westward the Eries,
along the south shore of Lake Erie,
with the Neutral Nation along its
northern shore from Niagara to De-
troit, while the Hurons were on the
south shore of the Georgian Bay, a
large body of water connected with
the lake to which the tribe have left
their name. From this it will be seen
the Hurons were hemmed in by tribes,
with many characteristics in marked
contrast to their own, all more or less
imbued with a spirit of war, and year
after year engaged in struggling one
with the other. On the contrary, the
Hurons, whose especial history may
be dated from the beginning of the
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seventeenth century—pactically noth-
ing having been known of them previ-
ously—were a pastoral people, their
time when not occupied in feasting,
dances and pleasure, being given to
rude agriculture, hunting and fishing.
In a word, they were more content
than their neighbours, preferring to
be reared and live peacefully in their
own country, and when the time came
to pass from it to the happy hunting-
grounds, the passage to be attended
by the forms and usages of their own
people. s
Whence came the Hurons? As in
the case of the red man in general,
their origin is a matter of conjecture.
When Cartier arrived in 1535, it was
not Hurons he met at Tadousac. It
was a very low type of Algonquins,
whose home was in the woods north
of the St. Lawrence, who lived by the
chase and when goaded by deadly
famine subsisted on roots, the bark
and buds of trees or the foulest offal,
and in the extremity even resorting
to cannibalism, a practice that was not
generally followed by the northern
tribes. At Three Rivers, a noted place
of trade, Algonquins of a more ad-
vanced type were encountered, and
again at Hochelaga, which became
years afterward a clearing-house for
the Indians and the traders, the same
tribe was met. It was not until nearly
seventy years later that the Hurons
came prominently before the white
man. They were traders, and in part
at least, it was the fur trade on which
they had a strong hold that brought
the French to their country, far in-
land from the settlements that had
been formed on the St. Lawrence by
the incomings.from old France. Sam-
nel de Champlain, the son of good and
gentle parentage in Brouage, on the
Bay of Biscay, led the way. In 1608
he founded the city of Quebee, and
having established permanent quar-
ters for his garrison and associates, be-
came more intimate with the Hurons,
who each summer, owing to their keen-
ness to barter, came from their dis-
tant homes to exchange furs for sup-
plies and trinkets, the latter being
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chiefly beads and other ornaments of
the cheapest variety, but which were
highly valued because of their useful-
ness as personal decorations.

Champlain joined with the Hurons
against the Iroquois, and while he
made inveterate enemies of the latter,
he warmed the hearts of the former
and cemented a friendship that con-
tinued throughout their remaining
years as a nation. His interest in the
Hurons was not altogether free from
selfishness, as he hoped by Joining
forces with them and the Algonquins
to secure control of the fur trade, to
open the way to greater discoveries
aud to establish in their midst the
power of France. Not only this, but
he hoped to be the means of carrying,
through the Roman Catholic Church,
the message of the Saviour of men to
those of the wilderness. He listened
to the tales of the Hurons and the Al-
gonquins, and in 1610 sent one of his
young men, Nicholas de Vignau, to
spend a season with the Algonquins
on the upper reaches of the Ottawa
River. This man’s marvellous tales
of finding a great lake with a river
leading out toward the north, prob-
ably to the then recently discovered
Hudson Bay, determined Champlain
to visit the country. In 1613 he did
so, but to find upon reaching the Al-
gonquins that he had been deceived
and that Vignau had been no farther
than their lodges during the winter.
His story had been a lie and his map
an imposture,

The next year Champlain spent in
France, but in 1615 he returned, this
time accompanied by four Recollet
priests of the Franciscan Order. Of
these, Father Le Caron was assigned
to establish a mission among the
Hurons, and shortly after his arrival
at Quebec set out for Montreal, then
thronged by Indians on their annual
visit for trading. It was in July that

Caron and twelve Frenchmen
started on the journey, and a few days
laterChamplainfollowed, accompanied
by two more Frenchmen and a party
of Hurons. Both parties travelled by
the Ottawa River for many miles, en-
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during many hardships and trials.
Day after day was spent in monoton-
ous paddling, or in making the in-
numerable difficult and unfamiliar
portages past rapids. From the Otta-
wa, the course lay across Lake Nipis-
gsing and through the country of the
tribe bearing that name, to the French
River, by which the parties descended
to the present Georgian Bay, which
Champlain named Mer Douce. Con-
tinuing down the east side of the
“fresh water sea” intertwining in and
out of the channels of the 30,000 is-
lands, to-day the summer camping-
ground of thousands of city folk, the
Huron country was at last reached,
Le Caron arriving late in July and
Champlain on August 1st.
Champlain and his party, and it is
supposed Le Caron and those accom-
panying him did the same, landed at
Outouacha Bay, now known as Col-
borne Basin, on the west shore of the
bay of “the place of rolling sands”,
now Penetanguishene. Situated near
the shores of the bay was the Huron
town of Outouacha, with a population
of several hundred, exclusive of dogs,
who hailed the advent of the strang-
ers with joyful acelaim and dispensed
savage hospitality with a liberal hand.
Two days later Champlain proceeded
to Carhagouha, a triple-palisaded
Huron town with a population of two
thousand people, situate in the town-
ship of Tiny, near the present village
of Lafontaine. Iere he joined Le
Caron, with his company, and to-
gether at an improvised altar cele-
brated, on August 12th, 1615, the first
Mass in the Huron country. Leaving
this village, Champlain visited several
others which lay in the path to Cahi-
agué at the Narrows, now the prosper-
ous town of Orillia, Here he complet-
ed arrangements for the promised ex-
pedition with the Hurons against the
Iroquois, the one outstanding instance
wherein the former deliberately plan-
ned to wage battle against these
enemies. The expedition proved a
failure and Champlain was obliged to
return to Cahiagué, a village of 200
cabins, to spend the winter. In Febru-
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ary of the following year, with Father
Caron, he visited the Petun, or To-
baceco, Nation, which lived west of the
Hurons proper, in the present town-
ship of Nottawasaga, southwest of the
town of Collingwood, and under the
shadow of the Blue Mountains. In
May Champlain returned to Quebee.

Champlain and Le Caron found the
Hurons in advance of the other north-
ern tribes in many respects. They
found them a nation of probably 10.-
000 souls distributed in eighteen vil-
lages, scattered chiefly through the
townships of Tiny, Tay, Flos, Me-
donte and Orillia.

The villages which were fixed were
composed of houses, not of wigwams,
as was the eustom with many Indians.
Those on the frontier next to their
enemies were strongly fortified by
walls or palisades, the sites of these
being selected with a view to protee-
tion, wood and water being also con-
sidered. Some of the houses were of
great extent, ranging from fifty to
two hundred and forty feet long, and
their construction was ingenious. Twao
rows of tall saplings were planted
in the ground, bent together at the
top until there was left an open space
of a foot or two in width along the
ridge, and then lashed together so as
to form a sort of arbour or booth
about thirty feet in width at the bot-
tom and about twenty feet in height.
Other poles were tied securely to these
upright poles and then the sides were
sheathed in bark overlapping to shed
the rain and snow. Another row of
horizontal poles kept these huge bark
shingles in place. Along either side
of the interior were scaffolds or bunks
about four feet from the ground,
which, covered with furs, furnished
sleeping compartments. The place be-
neath was the storehouse for fuel and
cooking utensils, while there was g
compartment at the end of the house
used as a storeroom for corn, fish, sun-
flowers and other articles of food.
Along the upper poles were hung their
bows and arrows, clothing, skins and
clusters of ear corn. Down the mid-
dle were the fires, each furnishing heat
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for two families, the smoke escaping
through the narrow opening left in
the top of the house. Picture such a
house, especially in the winter or fes-
tal season. “He who entered beheld
a strange spectacle, the vista of fire
lighting the smoky concave, the bronz-
ed groups encircling each other, eat-
ing, gambling or amusing themselves
with idle gossip; shrivelled squaws,
hideous with three-score years of hard-
ships, grisly old warriors scarred with
Iroquois war clubs, young aspirants
whose honours were yet to be won,
damsels gay with ochre and wampum,
restless children pellmell with restless
dogs, covered with fleas.” Such was
the fifty to one hundred houses and
homes that constituted the Huron vil-
lage. As mentioned, the principal
towns were fixed, but frequently the
smaller, those unprotected, were mov-
ed to a new site, this taking place
when wood became scarce, the soil ex-
hausted or the location insanitary.
Obviously this accounts for so many
village sites being found throughout
the county of Simcoe.

Champlain found the Hurons farm-
ers, fishermen, traders and hunters.
They did not rely upon hunting to
maintain themselves. They were upon
a higher level in this respect than the
Algonquins who roamed the northern
forests. They raised crops, corn,
beans, pumpkins, hemp and sunflower,
the latter being produced for the oil
with which the men and women smear-
ed themselves for sacrifleial purposes.
The Pctuns added tobacco to the
erops, hence the name, and just here
let it be interjected that though it
then grew luxuriantly, it is now rais-
ed only as an ornamental plant and
with the greatest care. Corn was the
chiefest ecrop and was the main article
of food. It was a hard, flinty corn,
with bluish kernel, and similar to that
grown to-day on the Grand River Re-
serve. 0Oil for food was seeured from
fish, and the hemp was grown for fish-
ing-nets and cords. For clothing,
what little was worn was obtained by
trapping the beaver, otter and other
fur-bearing animals. In the summer
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the men were nearly naked and the
women were also scantily clad, while
in the winter, despite the rigours of
the weather, they added but little
more. Being thoroughly acclimatized
by their continuous outdoor life, they
apparently failed to feel the need of
coverings to protect the body against
the blasts of winter.

The family life of the Hurons was
not ideal. The nation was dissolute
and licentious. The construction of
the houses did not tend to privacy or
modesty. The men were “lords of
creation”, and the women, as Cham-
plain expressed it, their mules. To the
men fell the task of building the
houses and making weapons, pipes
and canoes. The summer and au-
tumn were their seasons of serious
employment—the winter their season
of leisure and feasting, in neither of
which were they ever excelled by the
white man. To the women fell all the
other work, the gathering of the year's
supply of firewood, the sowing, till-
ing and harvesting of the crops, smok-
ing fish, dressing skins, making cord-
age and the scanty clothing and pre-
paring food. On the march she bore
the burden. Female life among the
Hurons had no bright side. It was a
youth of licence and an age of drudg-
ery.

The men, like other Indians, were
desperate gamblers, staking all orna-
ments, clothing, canoes, pipes, wea-
pons and wives. At times they gam-
bled individually, at others, one vil-
lage challenged another, and to such
a length is it recorded by one of the
Fathers, that once in mid-winter with
the snow nearly three feet deep, the
men of a village returned without leg-
gings and barefooted, yet, being good
losers, in the best of humour.

Dancing and feasts were also great
factors in the life of the Hurons. They
were of various characters, social,
medical and mystical, or religious.
Whol_e villages were invited on festal
occasions, the invitation being simply,
“come and eat”, and come and eat
they did. To refuse was a grave of-
fence. Invitations similarly whole-
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sale were issued to dance, a crier pass-
ing through the village or villages
summoning the erowds. Religious fes-
tivals, councils,- the entertainment of
an envoy, the inauguration of a chief
were all taken advantage of to bring
on a feast. Torture of a prisoner was
followed by hideous scenes of feasting,
and it was on an occasion of this kind
that the cannibalistic nature of the
Hurons was made manifest. If the
vietim had shown ecourage, the heart
was first roasted, cut into small parts
and given to the young men and boys,
who devoured it to inerease their own
courage. The body was then divided
and thrown into kettles, to be eaten
by the assembly, the head being the
portion for the chief of their feasts.
The most notable was the grand fes-
tival of Ononhara, or the Dream
Feast, which was deemed the most
powerful remedy in cases of sickness,
or when a village was infested with
evil spirits. This seene of madness be-
gan at night. Men, women and chil-
dren, all pretending to have lost their
senses, rushed shrieking and howling
from house to house, upsetting every-
thing on their way, throwing fire-
brands, beating those they met, or
drenching them with water and avail-
ing themselves of this time of licence
to take a safe revenge on anyone who
had offended them. This scene of
frenzy continued until daybreak, when
they ran from house to house demand-
ing the satisfaction of some imagined
want. The inmates tossed out any
article at hand and the applicant con-
tinued his rounds till the desired gift
was hit upon, then he gave an outery
of delight, echoed by all present. If
his round had failed in attaining the
objeet of his dream, he fell into a deep
dejection, being convinced that some
disaster was to follow.

The Indian believed in the immor-
tality of the soul, but did not always
believe in a state of future reward or
punishment. The belief respecting
the land of souls varied greatly in
different tribes. Among the Hurons,
departed spirits pursued their jour-
ney through the sky along the milky

way, while the souls of their dogs took
route by certain constellations known
as the “way of the dogs”.

The burial of their dead was one of
the interesting ceremonial funetions
of the Hurons. At intervals of ten or
twelve years they were accustomed to
gather the bones of their dead and de-
posit them with great ceremony in a
common place of burial. The whole
nation was sometimes gathered at this
solemnity, and hundreds of corpses
were brought from their temporary
resting-places and placed in one eca-
pacious pit. From that hour the im-
mortality of the soul began. One of
the centres of this ceremony was near
the village of Ossassnne, on the east
shore of Nottawasaga Bay, while an-
other has been located near the pres-
ent village of Waubaushene.

Pausing for a moment in our story
of the Hurons proper, we shall take
notice of one particular branch, the
Tionontates, or Tobacco Indians,
named by the French, Petuns. These
Indians occupied the eastern slope of
the Blue Mountains, their villages
ranging from the Georgian Bay at the
north, to the township of Mulmur, in
the county of Dufferin, on the south.
Of old they were enemies of the
Hurons, but in 1640 became their close
confederates. When visited in Febru-
ary,1616,by Champlain and Le Caron,
they were found in a number of vil.
lages, the most important of which
were Ekarenniondi, “the Standing
Rock”, which the Jesuits a score of
years later named St. Mathias, and
Etharita, which they renamed St.
Jean. The villages, the sites of ten of
which have been discovered by re-
search on the part of members of the
Huron Institute, were very similar tq
those of the Hurons in the eastern
part of the county. There were ng
wigwams. As the Hurons, the Petuns
lived in houses, if we aceept the term
as we have in referring to the lodges
of the Hurons. These were built in
groups, without any regularity as to
location, or convenience ome to an.
other. Some of the villages, probably
Ekarenniondi and Etharita, were for-
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tified by palisades, but the majority
were open and defenceless, the Petuns
in this respect being exceedingly im-
provident. They failed to realize their
danger until it was too late. The Pe-
tuns lived much in the same way as
did the Hurons. The men did little
or no work. The women, on the other
hand, maintained the household. The
nation were farmers, but, as noted,
added tobacco to the annual crop, this
being grown in sufficient quantities to
permit of it being used for barter and
trade with other Indian nations, an
economic intercourse which they car-
ried on with the Hurons and Algon-
quins on the east, and the Neutrals,
Eries and Andastes on the south.
Corn, like tobacco, flourished in their
country, the soil being well adapted
for it, while the Blue Mountains,
which rise 1,000 feet on the west of
the villages, afforded no small protec-
tion in the season of ripening and har-
vesting. Fishing was carried on for
food, while hunting was followed to
secure furs for clothing or venison
and bear meat for festal occasions.

The Petuns were governed largely
by superstition. They believed in
manitous, while the medicine man
played a prominent part in directing
them mentally, having a significant in-
fluence with them in their rites of wor-
ship and burial of the dead. They,
too, were given over to feasting and
dancing, to appease angry spirits,
drive away pestilence, or mark some
special event in their nation.

But to resume our narrative of the
Hurons proper, we turn to the advent
of the missionaries. Le Caron and his
associates zealously took up the work
of planting the Cross amongst the
natives, going from village to village
preaching, baptizing infants and
adults, ministering to the sick and
performing funeral rites when permit-
ted to do so by the dusky people. On
all sides they were confronted by diffi-
culties. The superstitions of the peo-
ple, the work of the sorcerers and the
opposition of the medicine men always
stood in the way. In his labour, Le
Caron was joined by Father Gabriel

Sagard, to whom we are indebted for
the first history of the Hurons, and
the dictionary of their language. The
Recollets remained in charge of the
missions with the Hurons until 1628,
when Le Caron was called to France,
hoping to take up his work again up-
on his anticipated return. Through
political turns in old France, the
Jesuits were given the place with the
Hurons and in 1634 Brébeuf, who had
spent some time with them in 1626-29,
again reached the wilderness. From
1634, therefore, the untiring labours
of the Jesuits may be dated. Upon
reaching the Huron country, Brébeuf
was received with acelaim, the Indians
welcoming him to their new village of
Thonatira, built a few miles from
Toanche, which had been deserted
through fear of results owing to the
Indians having murdered Brulé,
Champlain’s interpreter there. Bré-
beuf was joined shortly after by
Fathers Daniel, Ragueneau and Da-
vost, and in 1638, by the indefatig-
able co-labourer, Father Lalement, At
the outset, Brébeuf established him-
self at Thonatira, which he named St.
Joseph, and with the aid of the In-
dians, who generously assisted in the
hope of material reward, such as the
priests might bestow, constructed a
house, which was sub-divided into
three apartments, one a storehouse,
another for living, and the third for
a chapel. From this centre the mis-
sionaries gradually sought out the
twenty or thirty villages, comprising
in the aggregate, as Brébeuf estimat-
ed, a population of 25,000 to 30,000
souls. In 1639, with a view of per-
manency, the priests erected a head-
quarters of their own on the banks of
the River Wye, a few miles south-
east of the present town of Midland.
This was named St. Marie, and com-
prised a chapel, mission house and hos-
pital, and without the walls a hostel.
Missionaries were sent out from here
to distant villages, Charles Garnier
and Noel Chabanel entering upon the
work of “the mission of the apostles”
among the Tobacco nation. For fifteen
years the missionary labours were car.
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ried on. During that period, the mis-
sionaries had retained their position
amongst the Indians, and while ener-
getic work had been done for the con-
version of the multitude, the reward
was scarcely such as would warm the
* hearts of any less determined. The
teaching of weary months was oft de-
stroyed in a day by the medicine man,
by the outbreak of an epidemic or
even by something of the most trivial
character. Faith was not a strong
point with these denizens of the wil-
derness. Instead, it was superstition
that ruled. The missionaries, how-
ever, laboured on in the hope of great-
er results, but their reward was mar-
tyrdom. All the time the enmity of
the Iroquois had not been lessened. In
1647 a band of this nation, as part of
of a plan looking to the annihilation
of all tribes beyond the pale of their
confederacy, burst like a thunderbolt
tpon the unsuspecting and unproteet-
ed Hurons. Coming in by the Nar-
rows, now Orillia, they captured the
nearest village, Contarea, killing many
and taking the remainder back as pri-
soners for torture or to be adopted
into their nation. In 1648 the Iro-
quois returned, this time capturing
the village of St. Joseph II., and in the
fight killing Father Daniel, the first
of the five Jesuit martyrs who fell
vietims to their terrible work of de-
struction. In 1649 for the third time
the Iroquois came, this time in March,
before the snows of winter had disap-
peared. One village after another fell
before them, and at St. Louis and St.
Ignace they captured Fathers Brébeuf
and Lalement, who after suffering
most cruel torture, were finally kill-
ed, the former being burned and the
latter by a tomahawk in the hands of
an Indian. Again, in December, 1649,
the Iroquois came, this time by a new
route, and attacking the Petuns, the
village of St. Jean was destroyed, the
buildings burned and the inhabitants
killed or taken prisoners. Here Father
Garmier was killed, while Father Cha-
bamel escaped, but to be treacherously
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murdered by an Indian companion
near the crossing of the Nottawasaga
River while on his way to Fort Ste.
Marie II. The remnant of the nation
was in consternation. Some gathered
their belongings and hastily left the
country, making their way by the
French and Ottawa Rivers to the
Huron settlement at Lorette, near the
city of Quebee. Others, notably the
Petuns, made their way to the Mani-
toulin Island, while yet others who
were gathered together by the priests
after Ste. Marie I. had been given
over to the flames, took up quarters
on the Island of Ahoendoe, renamed
St. Joseph, and now known as Chris.
tian Island. A new mission, Ste.
Marie I1., was established, and around
it, throughout the winter of 1649-50,
this band dragged out a miserable ex-
istence, starvation and scurvy prov-
ing great enemies, while the lurki
Iroquois who haunted the woods ae-
counted for many more. In the spri
the greater number abandoned this
temporary abode, and the dispersion
of the Hurons was complete.

After the dispersion, the Hurons,
including the Tobacco nation, became
scattered far and wide. Of those who
did not go to Lorette, some were in.
corporated in the Six Nations, others
went to the shores of Lake Superior,
but to find a new enemy in the Sioux,
who came from the unknown west.
Ultimately the latter gathered at St.
Ignace, which was built by Father
Marquette on the mainland, opposite
the Island of Michilimackinae. Some
of the Petuns remained on the Mani-
toulin for a time, but their wander-
ings were renewed until they became
farther scattered along the Detroit
River, near the present town of Am-
herstburg, and as far distant as the
Indian Territory. To-day, three hun-
dred years after, the once strong for-
est nation is but a name. The Hurons
as a nation do not exist. The Wyan.
dotts are their descendants, but it is
not the Indian life of three centuries
ago that they are living now.

MR F
NOTE:—The valued assistance of the writings of Franeis Parkman and C. C. James,
M.A., C.M.G., is hereby acknowledged.—D. W.
A
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A Mesopotamian Brick Kiln

MESOPOTAMIA: THE
EMPIRE’S TREASURE CHEST

BY LYMAN

| Syrian Church in Bag-
dad saw Basrah in
January, 1918, after four
vears’ absence, he raised
his hands in astonishment, exclaim-
ing, “What marvellous people these
British are’’.

The Basrah he had left in 1914 was
a squalid little suburb known as
Ashar, a place which had struggled
up somehow through Turkish misman-
agement as the way of least resistance
in providing some kind of town to
meet the ever-increasing shipping and

3213

B. JACKES

to accommodate the few foreign con-
suls who played a weary part in a
weary drama there.

The old town of Basrah was two
miles inland from the river. a con-
dition brought about by the accumu-
lated yearly shifting of the river over
ten centuries. Dirt, filth, inactivity,
squalour, and all the other signposts
of Mussulman authority abounded.

The place the Bishop came to in
January, 1918, was a city, grown like
the magic of the Arabian carpet about
the Turkish abomination that was
gone for ever. Spacious and skilfully



The main street of a Mesopotamian City

constructed docks lined the river front
for many thousands of yards. Vast
ships floated on the majestic Shat-el-
Arab, the junction of the two rivers
of historic fame that give Mesopo-
tamia its name, for the word means
‘“the land between the two rivers’’.
Modern British gunboats were in evi-
dence, a dry dock capable of taking
and caring for ships of many tons was
to be seen inland a few rods. Metal
and woodworking shops, power houses,
military store buildings, motor trucks,
telephones, electric light, refrigerat-
ing plants and the commencement of
a palatial hotel were all in evidence.
Little wonder, then, that the Syrian
Bishop followed his first exclamation
with, ‘I am now convinced that the
British have come to stay’’. The
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vision of the transformed Basrah had
concluded the opinion which had been
forming during his six-hundred-mile
river journey from Bagdad. Without
a doubt the British had come to stay.

It is not my intention to make men-
tion of the military campaign which
transferred the possession of the land.
The memory of suffering, sickness,
reverses, heat and thirst have been
softened and mellowed by time ang
the glorious outstanding fact of the
great culminatory successes which
transferred the land to the British
Empire. Tt was a feat of the Imperial
forces. Alone by them it was won,
without the direct aid of the Allies.
The land is British now, and I pur-
pose to tell something about it, of its
past, its present, its peoples and its



A wealthy Arab and a native water-carrier N

prospective future, for it has been my
privilege to see up and down and
across Mesopotamia, and that is why
I chose the sub-heading, ‘‘The Em-
pire’s Treasure Chest’’.

It is difficult definitely to describe
the area of Mesopotamia, for its bor
ders on the west and north are some-
what obscure, and a British ‘‘sphere
of influence’’ in the adjoining country
of Persia adds to the difficulties of the
calculation. If I say it has an area
of about two hundred and fifty thou-
sand square miles, some idea of its
size is made possible. The Pushtiku
Mountains of Persia, a branch of the
Hymalyas of northern India, are
about the only natural landmark that
could be used as a geographical boun-
dary. On the west and north the
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country blends into Arabia and Ar-
menia amidst land that may be de-
seribed as desert only when that word
is used in all its potency. The shores
of the Persian Gulf, ever fluctuating
by the mud deposits of the Shat-el-
Arab, is the southern boundary. This
mud, accumulated throughout the cen-
turies, has formed a bar which blocks
the entrance of the river to steamships
exceeding eighty-five hundred tons
displacement; but the opening and
maintenance of a channel through it
is but a minor detail: of marine en-
gineering, and a scheme doubtless of
the early future. Once over the bar,
the extensive developments of the
Anglo-Persian Oil Company are seen
on the right bank of the river: and
the left bank is lined with well-laid-



Arab children at school, where the Koran is almost their only study

out date orchards, which stretch far
inland and set the observing new-
comer thinking regarding the agricul-
tural wealth of Mesopotamia. Toward
Basrah the shipping is impressive,
and I have seen as many as eighty
steamships here at one time. This
number includes ocean freighters and
the splendid passenger boats brought
up from the rivers of India. They
discharge into or load from the barges
or native craft alongside. The large
Arabian mahalas, with their pie-
turesquely pointed sails, float majes-
tically up and down the river and
serve to lend a touch of antiquity to
the resurrection that has come to this
land so long dead. A very ancient
canal breaks the waterfront and con-
neets with old Basrah. At high tide,
during the day, this canal is crowded
with small craft, chiefly balams and
motor-boats. Many large sailing eraft
are there also, unloading near the
market-place on the bank of the canal.
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The wares consist for the most part of
dates, reeds and reed mats used for
reinforeing mud walls in the native
dwellings and buildings. A trip
through the market-place at Ashar-
Basrah brings the newcomer in con-
tact with Arab life. Here are a group
standing intently about two central
figures, who sing fragments of the
Koran in dull, monotonous voices,
harsh and rasping to a Britisher’s
ears, but successful in bringing forth

a generous shower of copper coins

upon the mat from the onlookers.
Veiled women hurry by, often stooped
with heavy burdens. The keepers of
the stalls in the bazaar gesticulate and
shout to one another or to those who
pass by. The money changer marches
about slinging a bunch of coins from
one hand to another in a most skilful
manner, which is his mode of adver-
tising his profesison. The quick tap-
tap of the seal maker’s hammer draws
our attention ot a number of trades-



Arabs at

men whose business address is the
mud floor of the market-place, and
their callings are as diversified as
their number. Amulet and charm
sellers, makers of minute chains, lock
and key merchants, medicine men,
beggars, Koran sellers, ring makers,
dealers in copper and brass, and china
menders are but a few of the trades
and callings carried on upon the mud
floor and amidst the brightly-coloured
wares and stocks of their more fortun-
ate brother men who have been able
to secure a lease of stalls and carry on
business in a ‘‘big way’’.

A camel train arriving in this med-
ley of commerce picks its way through
without disturbance, and the great
beasts quietly lower their massive bur-
dens before the quarters of some mer-
chant who is laying in ‘‘stock’’. The
scene is completed by the loitering
coolies and the wandering barber, who
seeks his customers and performs his
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Breakfast

tonsorial arts at the site of discovery,
be it shop front or gutter side. At a
point, easy of access, the minaret of
the mosque rises above the commerce
of the market-place. The faithful fol
lowers of the Prophet in Mesopotamia
believe in the line of least resistance
theory when it
prayer,

A mosque is always found in the
market-place of every town or city of
Mesopotamia ; this rule holds without
exception from the humblest wayside
village to Kasimain or Samara, two
of the glories of Mohammedan mosque
architecture,

Somewhere within or closely at-
tached to the mosque the schoolmaster
holds forth. His class consists only
of boys. @Girls, in the Mussulman
opinion, are not worth educating, as
they have no possible chance of gain-
ing the portals of Paradise. The cur-
riculum does not contain a course in

comes to going to
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arithmetie, geography, history, ete., as
would apply to our schools or condi-
tions: the schoolmaster of Mesopo-
tamia has performed his duty if his
boys can repeat, parrot-like, a few
verses from the Koran and have been
thoroughly drilled in the native ideals
of ‘‘keeping women in their proper
place’’. The boys generally marry
about the age of twelve, so that an
early opportunity is afforded them to
apply the bullying and annoyances
they have learned upon the unfortun-
ate girlish bride. Until the time of
her marriage, usually about the age
of ten or twelve, she is free to loiter
in the streets or play on the wayside
amidst company which fills her mind
and life with much that is impure and
degrading and teaches her nothing
that is noble or elevating. We marvel
at this, It is strange to our ideals.
It is so written in the Koran, and we
are in Mesopotamia, the new British
treasure land.

There is no attempt to provide the
most primitive sanitary conveniences
or domestic comforts in an Arab city
or town. To the Oriental mind water
18 the symbol of purity. Its possible
biological content is nothing to the
Arab. The men and women who wade
waist-deep into the muddy waters of
the eanal to fill their copper jars or
goatskin bags are the only means of
municipal water distribution. The
water-seller goes his monotonous
rounds, stooping under the weight of
several gallons of water. The master
of the house or one of his wives, close-
ly veiled that no strange man may see
her face, purchases the needs of the
household for the day at the door.

The streets of a Mesopotamian vil-
lage are always narrow. They are

constructed so as to keep them filled -

with the maximum amount of shade.
The household waste which is thrown
upon the roadway keeps them moist,
even if uninviting, and also forms
abundant raw material for mud pie
manufacture by the children.

The houses are generally two
storeys; the upper windows are ex-
tended over the street and are some-
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times only a few inches from those of
the house across the way. A court-
yard is always in the centre, around
which the rooms are placed, and the
flat roof affords good outdoor sleeping
accommodation during the hot, dry
nights.

The outer borders of the town
merge away into date orchards, and
somewhere in the suburbs a kiln for
baking clay slabs into bricks is found.
The fuel is dried palm leaves, and this
mode of brick making has been in use
in Mesopotamia since the dawn of
history.

In essentials ‘all Mesopotamian
towns are alike, and our walk about
Ashar or Basrah has shown us what
we may expect to see in any other
settlement in the country. ‘

There are two general methods of
reaching the interior of the country :
the ancient rivers and the modern
railway. One branch of the railway
runs almost due west to Nazareah, on
the Euphrates; the other branch
parallels the Shat-el-Arab for about
forty miles to Querna. At a point
about halfway between Ashar and
Querna extensive docks have been con-
structed. The spot is called Tanooma,
and is on the western bank of the
river.

Querna is located on the peninsula
formed by the junction of the Eu-
phrates and Tigris with the Shat-el-
Arab. Some have attributed to the
locality “the site of the Garden of
Eden, but the visitor is at liberty to
come to his own conclusions in the
matter. For my part I think it would
be much farther north, probably in
Armenia. Large marshy tracts streteh
for several miles northwest of Querna
and provide splendid facilities for
sport if the sportsman is willing to
take the risk of contracting malaria.

From Querna the railway keeps
close to the Tigris on its northern run,
and leaving this place by boat or rail,
the country opens into one vast vista
of possibilities. The two rivers pouring
down a great stream of fresh water,
which never fails, and the gradual
slope of the country towards the
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Driving sheep to market in the early morning through a Mesopotamian City



A Nomadic Arab on the Desert

south, offers a tempting invitation to
the irrigationist. The desert of Meso-
potamia is not sand, it is an alluvial
sediment, rich in the constituents re-
quired by growing crops and requir-
ing only a proper supply of water to
break into a paradise of verdure. But
more of this anon.

A few hours across this country, or
through it by boat, brings the new-
comer to Ezra’s Tomb. The structure
rises sharply from the river bank and
in general architectural details is sim-
ilar to the type of Mohammedan re-
ligious edifice of the better class. This
implies that it consists of a central
dome, the exterior tiled in a delicate
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blue with a pattern of other tiles set
in. Outbuildings of brick surround
it, which are again enclosed by an
outer wall of brick.

There are some seventy Hebrews
residing within the tomb enclosure,
and many visitors are under the im-
pression that the structure shelters the
mortal remains of the Ezra of the
restoration. Such, however, is not the
case. The tomb was erected to the
memory of a Hebrew patriarch of the
same name, who laboured diligently
during his lifetime, in the thirteenth
century, to found a superior educa-
tional system for his kinsmen in that
country. To-day, amidst Islamice



The Traditional Site of the Garden of Eden

bigotry and Arabian superstition, the
Hebrews of Mesopotamia have an edu-
cational system for their children
which will compare favourably with
most in the outer world and is supe-
rior to many. The system is organ-
ized and maintained by a party of
wealthy Jewish gentlemen in Paris.
A chat with a Hebrew in Mesopo-
tamia clearly indicated that he has a
fair knowledge of the events of the
outer world. That is a marked con-
trast to most Arabs.

Several miles northward from
Ezra’s Tomb the city of Amara is
reached. The rail lines from the south
stop on the west bank of the river,
and a new line to Bagdad is com-
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menced across the Tigris. The river
here is wide, swift and deep, and a
large canal makes a junction with it
at this point.

All important centres in Mesopo-
tamia, now as in ancient days, have
grown around the point of contact be-
tween the river traffic and the over-
land caravan routes between Persia
and Palestine and Egypt. Amara is
no exeeption to this rule. The tall
minaret of the mosque again direets
us to the market-place, which is wall
constructed of brick, with some erude
idea of ornamentation. The market
stalls are much better than those of
Ashar, and one of the outstanding
places to be seen here is a branch of
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The Mesopotamian Canal which Sinbad the Sailor came down on his way to the Sea

the British and Foreign Bible Society.
The agent is an Arab who has been
converted to the Christian belief, and
he is conducting a wonderful cam-
paign with a view of breaking down
the bigotry and ignorance which char-
acterize many of his brethren.

The British have lavished consider-
able attention on Amara. They have
erected a floating swing bridge across
the river which will carry the heavi-
est of military traffic, and may be
opened without undue delay for the
commodious river boats which now
ply up and down these ancient water-
ways. An ‘‘agricultural direetor’’
has his office at Amara, and the exten-
sive grass farm, the successful vege-
table gardens, the splendid shade trees
and the plots of flowering plants are
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all fruits of his labours, and convinee
the most cautious of the fertility of
Mesopotamia when water is appliéd to
the thirsty soil.

Kut-el-Amara, the scene of General
Townsend’s last stand against the
enemy, is a considerable journey up
the river from Amara. The town is
encircled by hundreds of trenches and
barricades, and the débris of battle is
strewn about over large areas. Dan.
gerous explosives that were left thepre
from necessity make the inspection of
the battlefield an extremely dangerous
pastime. One of the few religious
edifices to be damaged by British
shell-fire during the war is seen pro-
Jecting from the market-place of Kut.
It is all that remains of the minaret
of the mosque. The British did not
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destroy it accidentally ; it was a delib-
erate act, and was ordered so when the
late General Maude discovered that
the German officers of the Turkish
army were using this structure as an
observation post.

The new British town of Kut is two
miles to the south-east. The bustling
activity here is a strange contrast to
the old town, which has assumed a
haunted look, and its almost deserted
streets suggest little of its former
traffic. It is not likely that any atten-
tion will be given to the old town, and
its name will join the long list of
ghostly cities that have been swal-
lowed in the past of Mesopotamia.
When the Turks re-captured Kut,
they erected a brick monument on the
river bank to celebrate the event. It
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was shrouded in sacking ready for the
unveiling when the British captured
Kut the second time, and it was left to
the merey of the elements. Bit by bit
the sacking was blown away and the
monument exposed. The British left
it undisturbed on its lonely site.
Once past Kut-el-Amara we enter a
strip of territory which has boasted
of large cities since the dawn of civil-
ization. Babylon is but a few miles
away, and the ruins of twelve other
vast cities may be picked out on the
horizon. Deserted by their inhabit-
ants, the buildings have tumbled in
and the winds of centuries have cov-
ered all with dust and mud to a depth
of many feet. Extensive Babylonian
burial grounds are found along the
river between Kut and Bagdad. They



A main street in Bagdad

are a grim piece of evidence of the
teeming population that onee dwelt in
the land. Conservative estimates show
that the population about the sixth
century prior to the present era could
not have been less than sixty millions.
[f the land would support that num-
ber then, there should be no obstacle
to the same conditions reappearing.
Skill and perseverance on the part of
British archsologists will unearth
marvellous treasures of the past from
these mighty mounds, and we shall
learn much about their peoples, for
there are wonderful libraries buried
amid the ruins. The books are all on
clay or stone, those of the latter
material having to do with ancient
royalty.

There are three or four items which
make Bagdad the outstanding city of
Mesopotamia. It was the seat of the
organization which lifted the faith of
Islam to its power. It was the seat of
an ancient university. There are a
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few fragments of this remaining.
chiefly as portions of the market-place,
and if history be true, this was the
first university in the world to have a
department of chemistry, for here, in
the year 805, an Arabian alchemist
disecovered sulphuric acid. Anoth; r
portion of the ancient seat of learniy g
has been incorporated in an old
mosque that stands by the bank of the
river near the bridge of boats.

Bagdad is divided into a number of
““quarters”’, the Christian quarter,
Jewish quarter, Syrian quarter, Per.
sian quarter, and so on. The streets
in the Christian quarter are narrow.
but decently paved and clean. There
is a very old church in this seetion
with a beautifully carved door of oak,
and this is a bit of a mystery, for oak
is about as plentiful in Mesopotamia
as the proverbial feathers on a frog’s
back. Once a speaking acquaintance
with these Christians is acquired, they
are seen to be & most interesting



A street scene in Bagdad

Iu-nlv:v, '”h'l'l' 18 much evidence Imill?-
ing to their claim of long visits from
Paul and John the Baptist; they also
claim that many of the apostles, in-
including Thomas, were with their
fathers in the early struggles of their
church. A tribe of skilled silver-
smiths, known as Sabeans, have an
ancient roll in their possession which
they claim was written by John the
japtist. Two points in favour of
their claim are the nature of the writ-
ing, which is in a phase of Greek,
which was prevalent during the first
three and a half centuries of this era.
and the nature of the text, which is
similar to his reported utterances in
the New Testament.

Jagdad is also a centre for the mar-
keting of Persian rugs, the hand
manufacture of fancy shoes and slip-
pers, and a great seat of Mussulman
faithful. It is stated that there are
more than ten thousand mosques or
prayer places in Bagdad; one is the
largest Suni mosque in the world.
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Bagdad is surrcunded for many
miles by orchards of dates and limes.
and this vegetation is responsible for
1 very considerable moderation in the
summer mean temperature over other
places in the country. Amid
gardens to the north the mosque of
Kasimain rears its four golden min
arets, It- W a

these

mosque amongst
India in all its glory can
boast HHTIIII]! like 1t. Its onlvy com

petitor, outside of San Sophia in Con

mosques,

stantinople, is the mosque at Samara,
eighty miles to the north. Samara
was the summer residence of the rulers
of the Arabian Empire when its
glories were at the meridian. Samara
is a walled eity that is fast on its way
to decay. The great i
striking contrast to its empty bazaars,
deserted streets and dilapidated build
ings. Nearby are the ruins of Ahwheen,
an ancient fortified city, with walls
many feet in diameter, and towering
from the piles of fallen brick is a eir
cular tower some two hundred feet in

mosque is in
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height. It is supposed to be a model
of the Tower of Babel. One of the
little backwashes of war took place
here in 1917. It was known that a
party of German scientists had been
interested, for some time prior to hos-
tilities, in the ruins of an ancient
treasure city near this tower. A little
scientific digging on the part of the
British military engineers discovered
the source of their interest, when
twenty-four boxes of gold coins of
great value were unearthed from the
hiding-place where the Germans had
stored them with a view of removal to
the Berlin Museum. They got to a
museum. in due course, but it was the
British Museum.

The deseription I have tried to give
will not be a strong factor in convine-
ing the reader that Mesopotamia is a
great land to-day, and such is the
case. It is a land of to-morrow, and
nothing great will come from the
country until the British open up the
aneient irrigation canals of Babylon.
The ancients formed storage reser-
voirs at intervals down the rivers and
ran out canals east and west. These
were cross-connected by smaller ones
running north and south, and from
an aeroplane at a few thousand feet
the entire scheme can be seen like a
gigantic draught-board. Modern en-
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gineers are satisfied that no improve-
ment of the general scheme can be
made. Once the water is assured,
marvellous crops will come, and there
is no fear of the soil becoming ex.-
hausted, for abundant supplies of
potash are known to be there. This
development will naturally be fol.
lowed by a railway through to the
Mediterranean, and this will also suf-
fice to tap the fabulous beds of iron
and copper ore in eastern Mesopo-
tamia and the wonderful timber of
western Persia. It could also connect
with the railways of India and unite
them with the lines of the Cape to
Cairo in Africa, or to the lines of the
central European railways. 0il of
fine quality is found throughout the
country.

The great gravel beds northward
from Bagdad are inviting to the miner
and prospector, and it is known that
precious stones are to be had in the
north-eastern portions, where fur.
bearing animals may be trapped at
certain times of the year. Given an

intelligent government, such as the
British, there is no reason why Meso.-
potamia should not again sit amongst
the great countries of the world, and
we probably shall see this come about
well within twenty years from the
signing of peace.
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THE FARMER AND THE INTER-
ESTS, A STUDY IN PARA.-
SITISM.

By Crarus AGER. Toronto: The
Maemillan Company of Canada.

OWADAYS, of a sunny,
| sleepy Sunday afternoon.
| fifteen or twenty motor
cars may be seen parked
about the little country
church where once bug-
gies clustered. If a night meeting is
held in the township hall ecars will line
the roadway up and down for rods.
This may be taken for a sign. What-
ever may be said of the town and city,
in the country gasoline and ideas are
related. The farmer is driving a car
and he is thinking about carburetors
and roads and other things. The car
has become a symbol in the country—
the symbol of many a man’s social az.ld
mental and spiritual metaphorphosis,
of many a community’s obvious
transformation. It is not to be im-
agined that the farmer, by disobey-
ing a seriptural injunction and tak-
ing thought, has added a car unto
himself. Rather it is that the war
and Mr. Henry Ford (but they are
not all Fords) have conspired to wish
cars upon farmers even while they
stood blinking and wondering. For
this is the fact, that even while many
a farmer is in the very heat and
eloquence of the old time bewailing
his son, in a spring suit and yellow
gloves, backs a “Special Six” out of
the garage. The farmer has come
into money in the last four years.
The car is the symbol of the whole
happening. Any attempt to prove
the farmer has not come into money
27

is confronted with — the car, self-
started and purring by the porch,
But the farmer has come into more
than money ; he has come into ideas.
He has run into them in his ear, as
he runs into may flies when the wind
shield is down. Many of these ideas
have become bees in his bonnet. One
of them is the idea, that, having lived
once in the joy of a good return for
his labour, he will' not any more live
after any other fashion. In other
words, he begins to understand it
more thoroughly; in other words, he
studies a symbol and begins to realize
its full significance. The farmer is
beginning to awaken to the fact that
the last four years have not been
years of grinding penury; he is be-
ginning even to admit that he has
been “making good money” during
the last four years. And further, he
is beginning to realize that he doesn’t
want to go back to the old pinch ;
further still, he is beginning to say
that he will not go back. Speecial war
conditions have given him only what
normal conditions should always have
given him and what the normal con-
ditions of the future will have to give

~him. He is going to keep his car,

and reconstituted political and econo-
mic conditions are going to provide
him logically and directly with what
the war flung to him as a by produet.
The farmer has tasted the blood of
luxury. The experience of that tast-
ing was accidental and inadvertent.
But it has bred an appetite that is
bound to go out and create the condi-
tions of its satisfaction. The farmer
s going to see to it that from this
time onward the organization or re-
organization of society in Canada
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guarantees him, out of the normal
operations of the nation’s life, a return
in terms of the amenities of civiliza-
tion commensurate with what he now
awakens to believe he always deserved.
Why is it that a friend of the “inter-
ests” fearfully states that more than a
third of the next elected Provincial
and Federal Houses will be farmers
straight from the farm industry of
the country?  Why the fever for
Farmers” Clubs? Why the nervous-
ness in the agricultural departments
over defining the duties and jurisdie-
tions of women’s institutes and dis-
triet representatives? Why the mar-
shalling of the United Farmers and
the obduracy of the Grain Growers?
It is quite largely and fundamentally
because the farmer has got his car
and is going to keep it.

This little book of Clarus Ager’s,
published in 1916 and somewhat out
of date now, is, in terms of the meta-
phor of this review, an appeal to the
farmer to recognize his chance to keep
his car. It is, as the author says in
the preface, “an attempt to hold up
the economic mirror to the farmer”.
The contention of the book is that the
farmer has been exploited, that, tak-
ing into consideration his investment,
the risk he runs and the work he does,
with his' wife’s and children’s help,
he has not been getting an adequate
return.

The book is a bright and eager
appeal for class consciousness, for
an awakening. It is a book for the
farmer himself, for the ecapitalist
and manufacturer and for the labour
man. It raises inevitably the question
" as to the future of the' farm move-
ment. Will the farmer, once organ-
ized as a funetioning class in the
nation, shrink, as The Sun would in-
dicate will be the ecase, from any al-
liance with Socialism or Labour, be-
ing fearful of the implications of pub-
lic ownership? And if so, what, on
the other hand, would be the nature
of any alliance with the manufactur-
ers and protection, or what the effect
or possibility of a class neutrality and
independence? These are questions.

SIR WILFRID LAURIER

By PereEr McArTHUR. Toronto: J. M.
Dent and Sons.

T HE mental and spiritual content

of this book is not so cheap as
Dent’s physical embodiment of that
content. Stripped of the rather unat-
tractive jacket, the book gives one the
impression that, as far as format goes
at least, it was planned with vulgar-
ity and produced in haste. The name

- Dent, even as a printer and not as a

publisher, is worth more than a look

at the get-up of this book would lead

one to infer.

Having skimmed through the book
one puts it down with the feeling that
both as regards form and content it
is inadequate to the challenge of the
name it bears upon its cover. Sir Wil.
frid Laurier, by virtue of his human
and Imperial and national services, is
worthy the best the publisher’s art
can afford and worthy a great bio-
grapher. Anyone who has sat by the
fire with Peter McArthur knows him
well enough to know that he himself
would not designate his little essay
in timely journalism as great bio-
graphy. The book will serve an in-
terim purpose, however. Peter Me-
Arthur has gathered interesting ma-
terial and illuminated it at points with
diseriminating con%lgment.

THE BLIND

By Hagrry Best, Ph.D. Toronto: The
Maemillan Company of Canada,

A PART from its technical value as
a more or less authoritative trea-
tise, this book is interesting because
it deals with what is possibly the most
tragic human disability, and the dis-
ability that, strangely, nearly always
has a touch of romance about it—the
imagination is kindled in seeing per-
sons by a contemplation of the blind.
Our blind authors and musicians and
speakers have so often by some inner
light of soul given a sort of pathetie
glamour and tragic beauty to their
darkness. Even to run through the

chapter headings of this large hook

f
!
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and to read here and there is to feel
something of this beauty and tragedy.
The book is divided into seven parts
dealing with “General Condition of
the Blind”, “Blindness and the Possi-
bilities of its Prevention”, “Provision
for the Education of Blind Children”,
“Intellectual Provision for the Adult
Blind”, “Material Provision for the
Blind”, “Organizations Interested in
the Blind”, “Conc}*usions”.

BACKGROUNDS FOR SOCIAL
WORKERS

By Epwarp J. Menae, M.A., Ph.D.,
M.Se. Boston: Badger.

W HATEVER else may be said
about Dr. Menge, this may be
said: He cannot write the English
language, as witness his first para-
graph, and he patronizes the Century
Dictionary, as witness page sixty-four,
where he says: “By which is meant,
as the Century Dictionary well ex-
presses it. . . .” In his book there
are chapters on “Training”, “What
Ought We to do?” “Birth Control”,
ete., and three historical sketches on
the family in Primitive, Medieval,
and Renaissance and Reformation
times. The historical sketches are
superficial. The standpoint of the
book throughout is that of platitudin-
ous orthodoxy. Nevertheless, certain
of its chapters are readable even if
they do not live up to the promise im-
plied in the book’s title. The chapter
on “Birth Control” is an interesting,
unexeiting study of a subject that is
coming increasingly to public atten-
tion.
%
NELSON’S HISTORY OF THE
WAR

By Joax BucaaN. Toronto: Thomas
Nelson and Sons.

VOLUME XXI of this great work
treats of the fourth winter of the
war. It begins with an account of
the struggle along the Italian-Aus-
trian frontier and gives a good de-
seription of Italy’s stand on the
Piave. The scene then shifts to the

e
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Tigris, and records the fall of Jeru-
salem. Then the reader is taken back
to the Western Front and made famil-
iar with the battle of Cambrai. East
Africa is treated next, and this is fol-
lowed by a discussion of political re-
actions. Special chapters consider
single subjects such as the British
force in Italy, events in Mesopotamia
after the capture of Bagdad, the occu-
pation of Jerusalem, the cavalry at
Cambrai, the conquest of Kilimanjaro,
and the advance of the Rufigi. Vol-
ume XXIT begins with a deseription
of the second battle of the Somme and
follows with an account of the battle
of the Lys. Zeebrugge and Ostend
are considered, and then comes the
third battle of the Aisne. The Aus-
trian attack on Italy is reviewed, as
well as the second battle of the Marne.
There are several important appen-
dices. These two books make import-
ant additions to this voluminous his-
tory.
3%
IN FLANDERS FIELDS

By Jou~ McCrae. Toronto: William

Briggs.
lT will gratify thousands of readers

the world over to know that “In
Flanders Fields”, the poem that has
thrilled them, and other poems from
the same pen, as well as a character
study, biographical sketch and ar-
rangement of personal letters, have
been put together in a book by Me-
Crae’s friend Sir Andrew Macphail.
Sometimes it takes but one poem or
even one couplet to make a poet fam-
ous, and yet everyone will want to
read some other work by this poet who
gave his life for the cause so dear to
his heart. Sir Andrew is on safe
ground when he writes that “to say
that ‘In Flanders Fields’ is not the
best would be to invite controversy.
It did give expression to a mood which
at the time was universal, and will re-
main as a permanent record when the
mood is passed away”. John MeCrae
has been writing verse for years. As
far back as 1895 we find verses of his
in The Canadian Magazine. One might
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‘infer, therefore, that “In Flanders
Fields” was not an accident, it was
the direct result of hard drilling in
acquiring a form that when the time
came suited the mood ‘and the ocea-
sion.

We should like to quote at length
from the book, but we shall stop with
“The Night Cometh”, which Sir An-
drew Macphail in his appreciation
says is in the same form as “In Flan-
ders Fields”:

Cometh the night. The wind falls low,
The trees swing slowly to and fro;
Around the church the headstones gray
Cluster, like children strayed away,
But found again, and folded so.
No chiding look doth she bestow:
If she is glad, they cannot know;
If ill or well they spend their day,
Cometh the night.

Singing or sad, intent they go;

They do not see the shadows grow;
‘‘There yet is time,”’ they lightly say,
‘‘Before our work aside we lay’’;

There talk is but half-done, and lo!

Cometh the night.
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FLORIDA: THE LAND OF EN-
CHANTMENT

By Nevin O. WinTer. Boston: The

Page Company.

LORIDA always has been for the

white man a land of enchantment,
Ponce de Leon, one of its earliest ex-
plorers, believed that he would find
there the fountain of youth, and there
is a romance surrounding his quest
that fascinates even in our enlighten-
ed age. This book reviews the history
of Florida, which, indeed, is not lack-
ing of glamour, tells the story of its
native Indians, gives a survey of its
lakes and Yivers and general topo-
graphy, estimates its climate, de-
seribes its scenic wonders, appraises
its abundant animal and bird life, and
shows how the Florida of to-day is a
State important because of its indus-
tries, its agricultural and eduecational
advantages, with exceptional attrae-
tions for travellers, seekers for health,
nature lovers and sportsmen.
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BY WILLIAM

o AN BURBANK descend-
N ed the broad stone steps
\ decorously enough. Even
Jj during the walk down
the long drive-way his
carriage,although jaunty,
still showed some degree of repression.
But as soon as he had turned out of
the gate into the wide residential
street he blithely threw dignity to the
winds. His step became a prance,
his melodious whistle a veritable pman
of exuberant happiness.

He walked on for three or four
bloeks, his spirits mounting with each
step. On both sides were broad
lawns with spacious, dignified houses
set far back from the street. The
sidewalk was dappled with moonlight
that filtered through the huge elms
bordering the roadway. All about
him lay the silent beauty of the per-
fect summer night.

3

He stopped for a moment to light:

a cigarette, With hat in one hand,
light stick and gloves in the other, he
continued his triumphal march. It
was the happiest night of the boy’s
life. A few moments ago, back there
in one of those stately houses, a girl—
a woman rather—had given him his
answer. How he had trembled as he
asked the question! And when she
told him in her sweet, low voice what
he longed to hear, he offered up a
little silent prayer of thanks. Youth
was glorious! Life was so well worth
while; and the world was a fairy
place in which to live it!

He came to a hedge behind which
lay a sweep of lawn bathed in moon-

light. Near an opening in the hedge
231
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was a little clump of sturdy beeches
that shone like fairy trees in the
radiance. The boy stood stockstill
in admiration of the beauty round
about him. Taking the half-consumed
cigarette from his lips he tossed it
into the air and struck at it with his
walking-stick. It went up like a
miniature sky-rocket and disappeared
in a splutter of sparks behind the

hedge.

If the burning cigarette-end had
landed in a barrel of gun-powder the
effect could not have been more start-
ling. A girl’s fair head and gleam-
ing shoulders appeared above the
dark green border so suddenly that
the boy stood agape. The girl turned
beautiful, blazing eyes at the culprit
l;\vho cowered a scant two feet from

er.

“Oh!” she eried furiously. “You
rude, horrid, detestable——"

“Oh, please, please!” protested Dan
in anguished tones.

“Please what?” she snapped.

“Don’t spoil the happiest night of
my life!”

“That’s just what makes me so
furious!” she blazed. “I hate to have
people obtrude their disgusting hap-
piness on me when I'm miserable! I
heard you afar off whistling ‘The
End of a Perfeet Day.” 1 wanted to

slap you! And then when you de-
lxberate’ly threw your cigarette at me
L]

_ “As I didn’t know you were there
it eould hardly have been deliberate,”
explained Dan patiently. “Now, if
you would only let me come in for a
moment to apologize I could convince
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you.” He edged along toward the
opening in the hedge.

“I suppose I owe it to you after my
outburst,” said the girl penitently.
“Haven’t I got just a fiend of a tem-
per!” she laughed. “No wonder
everyone calls me what they do!”

Dan rounded the end of the hedge
as she spoke and stood revealed in the
bright moonlight.

“Why,” eried the girl in well-
feigned surprise; “you look quite
nice |

“That’s because I am,” remarked
Dan complacently. “Were you going
to tell me what everyone calls you?”

“Brat,” she replied succinetly.
“Father started it nineteen years ago
with ‘“That brat’; usage changed it to
‘The Brat’ when I had developed per-
sonality ; and finally all superfluities
were sloughed off and I became Brat,

ure and simple. Mother held out
or eighteen years, calling me ‘dar-
ling’ mostly; but recent episodes in
my brief career convinced even her,
and she succumbed. So now it’s Brat
universally.”

“Charming name,” commented Dan

ere am I to sit?” he asked insinu-
atingly.

“I am going to sit in the hammock,
80 you may bring up that uncomfort-
able rustic chair for yourself.”

Dan turned to lug the heavy chair
across the lawn while the girl curled
up in the hammock swung beneath
the beeches. When he had placed
the chair at a strategic distance, not
so far as to seem remote and yet not
near enough to evoke a protest, he
seated himself gravely.

“All right, Miss Brat,” he said;
“we’ll commence the apology.”

“That won’t do at all!” she eried.
“I am either Brat or Miss Selwyn.”

“Are you offering me my choice ?”

Miss Selwyn did not deign to an-
swer. Instead, her beautiful brows
became two supercilious semi-circles.
Dan retreated in good order.

“I am either Dan or Mr. Burbank,”
he said with admirable sang froid.

“Offering me my choice?’ laughed

Brat.
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“Naturally, Miss Selwyn,” he said
with a little bow.

“You are nice, Mr., Burbank,” con-
ceded Brat graciously. “We’ll get on
splendidly. But please don’t sit
there with that owlish expression on
your face wondering if I know whe-
ther or not this whole proceeding is
improper and unladylike. If it
weren’t I wouldn’t be participating !
It’s hell to be a lady—that is, all the
time,” she added with the air of a
child who has done something par-
ticularly naughty and glories in the
fact.

“It’s not necessary to be a lady if
you know how to be one,” said Dan
sententiously ; “but if you don’t know
how to act like one it automatically
becomes imperative for you to be one,
Involved but indubitably true.”

Brat clapped her hands with de-
light. “My sentiments exactly I” she
applauded. “I never heard any ex-
planation more beautifully lucid in
my life!”

“Which all tends to make it easier
for me to apologize for my awkward.-
ness,” continued Dan. “You see, I
know very well that in polite cireles
it is considered not—well—not quite
gentlemanly to hit a lady in the eye
with a cigarette stub. Can you find
it in your heart to forgive me?”

“It didn’t come anywhere near me,”
admitted Brat contritely. “It was
just my horrid temper! I couldn’t
very well dash out and reprimand
you for being idiotically happy and
whistling while I was in the dumps.
The cigarette gave me a wonderful
excuse! Now, am I not frank? I
think my frankness offsets my rotten
temper. Don’t you?”

“More than offsets it,” declared
Dan stoutly. “Moreover, I don’t dis-
like a bit of temper. It’s far better
than sulks or surly unreasonableness
—I'm positive that you’re not addie-
ted to either!”

“Thanks !
you!”

Dan hitched his chair a little closer
and smiled engagingly. Brat was
such a fairylike little creature that it

That’s really decent of
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was difficult to associate her with be-
ing miserable. Just at the moment
she looked quite the reverse. She sat
with one tiny foot curled up under
her and one slender white arm pil-
lowing her fair head. Her large,
dark eyes were amazingly wide-awake
for all the indclence of her graceful
pose. To the boy she seemed a very
part of the glorious night—a creature
of moonlight and summer-scented
breezes. .

“And why were you in the
dumps?” he asked a trifle huskily.

“Just lonely—that’s all! You see,
I'm not used to it. I'm a very spoiled
young person. Dad and mother
went motoring, and I thought I’d
stay at home and read. But the
night turned out—well—like this!”
She waved her hand slowly toward
the moonlight and the whispering
trees. “Of course, reading was out
of the question, so I just came out
here by myself and became achingly
lonely. And nobody happened to call
to-night.” She broke off with a laugh.
“Don’t you think I’m a perfect baby 1”

“I’d better not tell you just what I
think about you—yet,” murmured
Dan. it

“If you think it would be indis-
ereet, don’t,” said Brat, smiling up at
him. “And now tell me what made
you so happy to-night. Did someone
leave you a fortunet”

“You mercenary-minded young
person!” laughed Dan. “To speak of
fortunes on a night like this! No, it
wasn’t that. Money wouldn’t have
made me happy because I don’t hap-
pen to be in need of any more.”

“Then what was it?” teased Brat.

“A woman!”

. A frown ecrossed Brat’uh facgﬁz
uickly, it was gone in such a
‘tlwinkl{ng that it might easily have
been mistaken for a trick of the
moonlight and shadows. The bright-
est of bright smiles appeared in it’s
stead. : 3

“How very nice and interesting!”
she exclaimed with just a shade too
much enthusiasm. “A woman,” she
mused. “I wonder that you can find
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time to dally with me—a mere girl.
A woman is so much more interest-
ing 1” :

Dan merely smiled.

“I'd like to know how to make
people so happy that they leave me
whistling The End of a Perfect Day,”
said Brat with an expression that
held as much mischievousness as wist-
fulness. “Just what did she do?”

“It wasn’t what she did; it was
what she said.”

“How did she happen to strike Jjust
the right note 1”

“That didn’t take any great degree
of perspicacity,” laughed Dan. “You
see, I asked her a question and she
merely answered it.”

“Just as you wanted her to?” asked
Brat with a slight edge to her voice.

“Just exactly! Her answer lifted
me to the seventh heaven—or so I
thought until I met you. Then I rea-
lized that it was only the sixth—the
seventh is still to be attained. I’'m
on my way, however!”

This time the puzzled frown re-
mained on Brat’s face. She looked at
the boy with troubled eyes.

“That’s very ecryptic,” she said
slowly. “I don’t understand—and I
hate things that I don’t understand.”

Dan was on the part of assaying a
partial explanation when the sound of
hurried footsteps caught his ear.
Looking up he saw an elderly man-
servant scuttling down the gravel
guth from the house. The man shuf-

ed across the lawn and stopped
breathlessly before his young mis-
tress. .
“Miss Dorothy,” he panted ; “there’s
something wrong in the house! Oh,
Miss, I wish the marster was home!

So I do! There’s something wrong,
Miss—and Henry’s a younger man
than me, Miss; but he’s out in the

car just now with the marster and
missus !

Bm,‘. sat suddenly erect, her eyes
snapping.

“For goodness’ sake, Barker,” she
cried; “you talk like a baby! Get

yourself together and tell me what’s
the trouble ”
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“The—the door from the hall into
the dining-room is locked, Miss!”

“Terrible ecatastrophe!” scoffed
Brat. “Try the door through the
butler’s pantry.”

“I] darn’t, Miss! There’s some one
moving apout in the dining-room !”

“Pshaw !”

“And what’s more, Miss Dorothy, I
tried to telephone but the wire’s cut!”

Dan sprang to his feet.

“Here, come with me, Barker,” he
said, starting for the house. After a
couple of hurried paces he stopped
and said sharply over his shoulder:
“Miss Selwyn, please go as quickly as
you can to the house across the street
and stay there until I call for you.
Probably there’s nothing wrong; but
it is just possible that there might be
some unpleasantness.”

Then, without looking behind him
again, Dan ran up the path and took
the front steps two at a time, the
elderly Barker lagging far behind.
The lower part of the house was
brightly lighted. The boy cast a
hurried glance through the open door
at his right and found that it led to
the huge drawing-room. On his left
was a closed door, evidently the one
in question. Very -cautiously he
turned the heavy bronze knob. The
door was locked from the inside as
Barker had asserted. Listening at
the heavy panel he thought he could
detect a slight scraping sound. It
was so faint, however, that he could
not be certain.

He hurried down to the end of the
hall, his footsteps absolutely soundless
on the thick carpet. A narrow pass-
ageway led off to the left, evidently
in the rear of the dining-room. He
opened a door at the end of the pas-
sage and found himself in the butler’s
pantry, which was in semi-darkness,

the only light being the radiance-

which shone through the high window
from the brightness out of doors.

There was only a swing door between |

him and the dining-room. This was
swaying slightly to and fro in the
draft that came through an open
window in the room beyond.
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Dan’s heart beat furiously with ex-
citement as he placed his ear to the
chink of the swing door. This time
there was no uncertainty. He plainly
heard some one moving about with a
slow, careful step. There was some-
thing sinister, ominous in the stealthy
movement., Very gently he pressed
his knee against the door, widening
the crack bit by bit. When it was
open a bare half-inch he was able to
see the open window which gave on a
verandah on the side of the house
opposite the spot where he and Brat
had been sitting.

Suddenly the lower part of the
window was eclipsed by the bulk of a
man’s thick body. Dan held his
breath. He saw the thief strain at a
large canvas sack to raise it clear of
the sill. Throwing open the swing
door he launched himself at the in-
truder, his strong young arms wrap-
ping themselves tightly about his
captive’s neck. The surprise forced a
hoarse cry from the burglar. With
an oath he tore at the strangling
arms about his throat. Dan freeq
his right arm and struck savagely be-
neath the ear once, twice—and again.
The thug collapsed like a broken
thing and lay sprawled out, his huge
bulk partly covering his loot.

Dan leaned over to search the fall-
en man’s pockets for a weapon. He
was struggling to turn over the hea
body when suddenly he felt a be-
wildering, numbing pain above his
temple for an infinitesimal fraction
of a second—then a void, black, un-
fathomable.

When Dan regained consciousness
he was sitting almost upright, his
head pillowed on something delicious-
ly soft and yielding. The room was
flooded with light. There on the floor
before him lay two men neatly corded
up with clothesline. Beside them
stood Barker on guard, a heavy auto-
matic in his hand and an ecstatie
smile on his inane old face.

“Goo’ job, Barker!” said Dan
groggily. “Guess save’ m’ life,
Many thanks!” He closed his eyes
again wearily.
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“It wasn’t me, sir!” disclaimed
Barker quickly. “It was Miss Doro-
thy. 1 tell you, our young lady done
herself proud! She followed you
right in. When you were in the
pantry she got the marster’s gun from
his room. She held up this feller here
just as he was going to crack you the
second time. Then I came in and
tied ’em up!”

Dan’s eyes popped open.

“Brat!” he exclaimed.
that? Where is she?”

“Here,” said a soft voice close to his
ear.

Dan turned his head slightly and
his cheek brushed hers. The deli-
ciously soft and yielding pillow
proved to be Brat’s shoulder.

“Oh, Mr. Burbank,” cried Brat;
“are you badly hurt?”

Dan closed his eyes again hurriedly.

“I’ve left the sixth heaven far be-
hind,” he murmured.

Quick anxiety filled Brat’s eyes.
She touched his forehead lightly.

“Oh, tell me! Are you badly
hurt?”’ she asked again.

Dan carefully felt his head, his
fingers encountering hers on the way.

“Aside from a decided lump on my
bean I seem to be all right,” he de-
clared.

Reluctantly he raised his head from
its resting-place and rose shakily to

“Brat did
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his feet. He held out both hands to
Brat and drew her up beside him.

“You wonder!” he exclaimed in
hushed tones. “You wonder! 1
didn’t know they made girls as brave
as you!”

“It was nothing,” said Brat simply.
“I was armed.” Then she gave him
his reward with a glance of her eyes,
admiring, trusting. “But you were-
n’t! It’s you who were brave!”

Dan blushed and gripped her hands
still more tightly.

“Brat,” he said huskily—“Brat, we
can’t go back after—after this. We
must go on. Are you willing to go
on wherever our fate may lead us?”

She nodded. Then her eyes clonded
suddenly.

“I forgot,” she whispered.
woman 1"

Dan laughed.

“Don’t let that worry you,” he said.

“But—but you asked her some-
thing 1”

“To marry me.”

“Oh!” breathed Brat. “And she
answered 2

‘lNo l"

“Oh!” said Brat. She dropped her
eyes, then raised them bravely to his.
The warm colour flowed up to her
white brow. “Oh!” she said again,

“The

this time with a wondering, happy
inflection.




THE GENIUS LOCI IN
CANADIAN VERSE

BY ELIZABETH ROBERTS MACDONALD

God gave all men all earth to love,

But since our hearts are small,
Ordained for each one spot should prove
Beloved over all, ;

—Kipling.

HATEVER muse, what-
ever Egeria, may be the
special inspiration of the
A Canadian poet, we may

= be sure that the genmdus
loci has its share in the kindling
and awakening influence. So vast
and so new a country as Canada
must for many a year have ador-
able regions still unsung, innumerable
valleys, heights, and rivers with no
place in literature, waiting peacefully
for the word that shall give them a
definite niche in the hearts of men.
Yet, though it may be long before our
Canadian place-names shall wield a
magic influence wherever the English
tongue is known—as do ‘‘Yarrow’’,
for instance, and ‘‘Killarney’’, ‘‘ Loeh
Katrine”’, “‘Sweet Afton’’, and others
far too numerous to name—yet they
are beginning to find their bards, and
in our hearts they wake a passionate
emotion that no other names can stir.

The great West of Canada, with its
immensities of mountain and valley,
its wild rivers, jewel-like lakes, apd
grain-rich prairie, offers an almost in-
exhaustible field for ‘‘songs of place’’.
But it is not, I think, size that is really
inspiring. Sjze is relative. The tini-
est land may awaken the deepest devo-
tion. Canada is so large that, al-
though we do truly think of it as a
whole and love it as a whole, it is for
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(comparatively) small regions of Can-
ada that the flame of most intense
affection burns. This does not inter-
fere in the least with the wider
patriotism. The Englishman does not
love his country less, but more, for his
idealization of individual counties,
So Kipling sings of Sussex:

So one shall Baltic pines content,
As one some Surrey glade,

Or one the palm-grove’s droned lament
Before Levuka’s trade;

Each to his choice, and I rejoice
The lot has fallen to me

In a fair ground—in a fair ground—
Yea, Sussex by the sea!

And the same is profoundly true of
Canadian writers. We each have our
best-loved country, in and part of
Canada, and no one need apologize
for his preferences. It is only through
this individual feeling that our prov-
inces, our rivers and our towns will
ever have their place on the map of
that inner world of ideas which is the
world that endures, defying ‘‘the
wrecked siege of battering days”.

Among our earlier poets, Charles
Mair wrote much thoughtful and dis-
tinguished nature verse. He was born
and educated in Ontario, but spent
much of his life in the West, and his
deseriptions of

‘‘The prairie realm—vast ocean’s para-
phrase—

Rich in wild grasses numberless, and
flowers

Unnamed save in mute nature’s inventory, ’*

are vivid and memorable.
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Helena Coleman—one of our truest
artists in language, as well as a genu-
ine student and thinker—gives us
something of the prairie atmosphere
in ““On the Trail’’:

Oh, there’s nothing like the prairie
When the wind is in your face

And a thunderstorm is brewing
And night comes down apace,—

"Tis then you feel the wonder
And immensity of space.

And in another poem she says:

I love all things that God has made
In earth or sea or heavens bright,

But most I love the prairie winds
That blow at night.

Arthur Stringer’s ‘‘Morning in the
Northwest’’ has the spirit of hope and
refreshment that is associated in our
minds with the great unexplored
lands:

O the splendour of this Autumn dawn—
This passes not away! This dew-drenched

This infinite t width of open s
This cool, kbo:-::vind that blows uﬂ“doa'-
own

bl
This b sea of sun-washed solitude,
This vast dome of opal air,—
These,

endure, and greater are than
1

But ‘‘the prairie’’ is perhaps too
vast a term to haunt the heart with a
definite affection, and the poets who
celebrate it sing not so much of any
part thereof as of the general sweep
and breadth, the gold gdmu:h and the
shimmering grasses, an e great
stretch r::;gakies above. The Great
West is certainly producing its share
of poets, but the wonders and beauties
of that part of our country have not
yet been brought very intimately
home to men’s minds. It is a land of
boundless possibilities for author and
artist,

Naturally, the more settled Prov-
inces provide us with more songs of
place. Historic Quebec is fortunate
in place-names which are almost

abundant material for literature. The
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“verbal magic’’ of a name is often
more suggestive of a poem than any
historic facts, however important and
full of significance, and the French
names are exceedingly musical, The
““Habitant’s’’ strong attachment to
the place of his birth is familiar to us
all through Drummond’s inimitable
dialect verse:

De_place I get born, me, is up on de river
s

Near foot of de rapide dat's call Oheval
Blane;
Beeg mountain behin’ it so high you ean’t
elimb it,
An’ whole place she’s maybe two hundred
arpent,

De fader of me, he was habitant farmer,
Me grandfader, too, and hees fader also;
Dey don’t mak’ no monee, but dat jsn’t
fonny,

For it's not easy get ev'ryt 'ing, you must
know.

All de ;:sade dere is somet’ing dey got ov'ry-
\
Dat’s plaintee good healt’, wat de moneo

can’t 3

So I'm wor:ﬁ;"lny dere, an’ happy for
stay dere,

Onftrmbydomnr,-olonglmlun.

Archibald Lampman’s name is un-
alterably associated with the scenery
of the Ottawa district and the country
around Rice Lake, But his deserip-
tions of meadow-land and wood are
essentially Canadian, and one need
not be familiar with Ontario to thrill
to such pictures as this:

Over the fields where the cool winds b
Blsc:: with the mould and brown with the
oam,
Where the thin
are appearing
And the high-ho shouts from the smoky
clearing,
Over the widths where the eloud-shadows
e
Over thmds and the fallows we come.
Or this:
In upland pastures, sown with gold, and
sweet
With the keen perfume of the ripening
grass,
Where wings of birds and filmy shadows
pass,
Spread thick as stars with shining mar-

guerite,—
To haunt old fences overgrown with brier,

spears of the wheat

.
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Muffled in vines and hawthorns and wild
cherries,
Rank poisonous ivies, red-bunched elder-
rries,

And vivid blossoms to the heart’s desire,
Grey mullein towering into yellow bloom,
Pink-tasseled milkweed breathing dense

perfume,

And swarthy vervain tipped with yellow

fire.

Lampman loved and wrote of almost
every phase of the country within
reach of his exploring feet. He tells
us how

‘A furnace over field and mead,
The rounding noon hangs hard and white;
Into the gathering heats recede
The hollows of the Chelsea height;
But under all to one quiet tune,
A spirit in cool depth withdrawn,
With logs and dust and wrack bestrewn,
The stately river journeys on’’,

and how he sees

‘¢, .. .the swinging currents go
Far down to where, enclosed and piled,
The logs crowd, and the Gatineau
Comes rushing from the Northern wild’’.

He gives us the atmosphere of ‘‘Morn-
ing on the Liévres’’:
‘¢, . . .the erystal deep

Of the silence of the morn,

Of the forest yet asleep,

And the river reaches borne

In a mirror purple-grey,

Sheer away

To a misty line of light,

Where the forest and the stream

In the shadow meet and plight

Like a dream’’.

Lampman made himself one with
nature; it became part of his mental
substance from long and loving ob-
servation. His ‘‘Winter-Store’’—a
wonderful poem both for its dream-
like beauty and its ery of passionate
sympathy for suffering humanity—is
full of vivid and enchanting pictures
of the country that he loved. Truly
the genius loct led him by the hand.

This part of Canada has set its
mark on the writings of many others
—among them Duncan Campbell
Scott (whose highly individual and
imaginative genius gives him a lead-
ing place among our poets) ; Ethelwyn
‘Wetherald, our nearest approach to a
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Dryad; and Isabella Valancy Craw-
ford, whose brilliantly-coloured and
vigorous work did not bring recogni-
tion in her life-time, though it was of
the kind which might have been ex-
pected to win speedy popularity.

‘With the Great Lake region of Can-
ada, and especially with Lake Huron,
William Wilfred Campbell’s name is
inseparably connected. (In my opin-
ion, his best work was in those early
poems of the lakes.) The Spirit of
the Place has surely inspired him,
here, with a genuine love, and the re-
sult is lyrie after lyric of rhythmical
beauty and lovely colour. With the
Prelude of his ‘‘Liake Liyrics’’ one en-
ters the magic region:

Domed with the azure of heaven,
Floored with a pavement of pearl,

Clothed all about with a brightness
Soft as the eyes of a girl,

Girt with a magical girdle,
Rimmed with a vapour of rest,

These are the inland waters,
These are the lakes of the West.

In another poem we see how

Red in the mists of the morning,
Angry, coloured with fire,

Beats the great lake in its beauty,
Rocks the wild lake in its ire,

Tossing from headland to headland,
Tipped with the glories of dawn,

With gleaming wide reaches of beaches
That stretch out far, wind-swept and wan.

Another vivid memory is in the poem
beginning :
A lurid flush of sunset sky,
An angry sketch of gleaming lake;
I will remember till I die :
The sound of pines that sob and sigh, : s
Of waves upon the beach that break. e

In ‘‘By Huron’s Shore’’ he sang:

Oh, to stand by Huron’s beaches,
By those glorious sun-bathed reaches,
In that dream of light and mist
Earth-embraced and heaven-kissed; DR
Just to stand by Huron’s shore,— 3

The note of sincere feeling is in these
lyries, the real longing for the country .
of his affection. 3

Charles G. D. Roberts has brought :
this poignancy and intensity of emo-

o
ERie
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tion to his treatment of many Cana-
dian themes, but particularly of the
Tantramar Marshes and the country
around Chignecto, New Brunswick.
“Tantramar Revisited’’ is full of ex-
quisite pictures; for anyone who has
once loved that fascinating region it
lives again, unique and heart-com-
pelling, as one reads:

Skirting the sunbright uplands stretches a
riband of meadow

Shorn of the labouring grass, bulwarked well
from the sea,

Fenced on its seaward border with long clay
dykes from the turbid

Surge and flow of the tides vexing the West-
moreland shore,

Yonder, toward the left, lie broad the West-
moreland marshes,—

Miles on miles they extend, level and grassy
and dim,

Clear from the long red sweep of flats to the
sky in the distance,

Save for the out-lying heights, green-ram-
pired Cumberland Point,

. Ll - - - -

Near about sunset the crane will journey
homeward above them,

Round them, under the moon, all the ealm
night long,

Winnowing soft grey wings of marsh-owls
wander and wander,

Now to the broad lit marsh, now to the dusk
of the dyke.

In “The Tide on Tantramar’’ we
feel the shadow of human sorrow over
the breadth of the bright wonderland :

I see thy cool green plaine afar,
Thy dykes where grey sea-grasses
eyes behold them yet,

\

But not the gladness breathed of old

Thy bordering blue hill-hollows hold; .

Thy wind-blown of green unrolled,
flats the red floods fret,

steady-streaming winds—no more
;:7.. the rapture wrought of yore
When all thy wide bright strength out-bore
My soul from fleshly bar.

In ‘“Ave’’ he gives expression to
the influence of the great marshes on
his poetic development:

....m;onrloagmehulnmdmon,
And ever o’er my feet your grasses foamed

And in my eyes your far horizons shone.
But sometimes would you (as a stillness fell
And on my pulses laid a soothing palm)
Instruet my ears in your most secret spell;
And sometimes in the calm
Initiate my young and wondering eyes
Until my spirit grew more still and wise,

Purged with high thoughts and infinite
desire,
I entered fearless the most holy place,
Received between my lips the sesret fire,
The breath of inspiration on my face.
But not for long these rare illumined hours,
The deep surprise and rapture not for

ong;
Again I saw the common, kindly flowers,
n I heard the song
Of glad bobolink, whose lyrie throat
Pealed like a tangle of small bells afloat.
And now once more, O marshes, back to you,
From whatsoever wanderings, near or far,
To you I turn with joy forever new,
To you, O sovereign vasts of Tantramar,

Bliss Carman’s muse has led him
far from Canadian woods and streams,
but his earlier inspiration came from
New Brunswick and Nova Scotian
sources. In ‘“The Ships of St. John"’
the inescapable tie of the native land
is plain, as he apostrophizes:

Canada, great nurse and mother
Of the young sea-roving clan,
Always your bright face above me
Through the dreams of boyhood shone;
Now far alien countries call me
With the ships of gray St. John.

Loﬂlhb, my fathe:., builded
is

y port of the sea,
When th‘:'duty to ideals g

Could not let well-being be.

When the breadth of scarlet bunting
Puts the wreath of maple on,

I must cheer, too,—slip my moorings
With the ships of gray St. John.

Peerless-hearted port of heroes,
Be a word to the world
Till the many see the signal
Of the few once more unfurled.

Past the thouse, the nunbuoy,
Past the leig‘:mon g sun, ;

There are dreams go down the harbour
With the tall ships of St. John.

In “The Wraith of The Red Swan’’
we have the atmosphere of the St.
John River (of which the Nashwaak
i'ix a lovely tributary) and of its magic

ores:
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The cherries were flowering white
And the Nashwaak Islands flooded

When the long Red Swan took flight.
On a wind she scudded

With her gunwale buried from sight,

Till her sail drew down out of sight,

The stream-bends hidden and shy
With their harvest of lilies are strewn;
The gravel bars are all dry
And warm in the noon
Where the rapids go swirling by,
Go singing and rippling by.
- - - L L *
Look! Burnished and blue, what a sweep
Of river outwinds in the sun;
What miles of shimmering deep
Where the hills grow one
With their shadow of Summer and Sleep.

The St. John River and its shores
and islands live in many a song—and
call for ‘““more poets yet”’. In ‘“‘A
Dream Fulfilled’’, Barry Straton has
given us some hint of their restful
loveliness :

A blue league to the verdant west
Sleep on the St. John’s Placid breast,
Like second Edens kindly lent,
The bosky Islands of Content.

. - L - L »
I saw the grape-vine spreading o’er
The tangled thickets by the shore,
Where ferns and milk-weed, cherry spray,
And fronded sumachs cooled the day.

I heard the buzzing sea-like hush
Of wild bees in the willow bush,
And through the honeysuckle stirred
The sleep-song of the humming-bird.

Nova Scotia is a land of apple-
orchards, of ideal seaside nooks and
fairylike sheltered harbours, where, as
M. J. Katzmann Lawson has deseribed
it,

““Blomidon’s blue crest looks down upon the
valley land

And the great waves of Fundy lap the grey

stones on the strand;
- - * * L3

Where sunny Gaspereau sweeps on amid
the apple-trees
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And the blue waves of Minas chant a
requiem to the breeze’’.

Nova Scotia is a name to conjure
with! The Maritime Provinces are
dear indeed to their children and
their children’s children, no matter
how far they roam or where they bide.
And to the genuine New Brunswicker
—well, of course, that Province re-
mains the spot ‘‘beloved of all’’.
Country of spruce-forests and shining
river-reaches, of elm-shaded interval
and island, wind-swept marsh, and
willow-bordered bay; to some of us
there is no place that rivals you for
charm and promise and possibility |

I have not dreamt, in this brief
sketch, of attempting any comprehen-
sive listing or mention of place poems.
Probably whoever reads it will reecall
some favourite quotation which shows
this spirit, or some author who is led
by it. If my deficiencies and omis-
sions in the matter—but, remember, I
am only trying to suggest, not to sum
up—should set even one or two read-
ers hunting through their stock of
Canadian poetry for instances of the
influence of the genius loci, so much
the better for them; they will find
many things worth finding, along that
and other lines.

But let us remember that place-
rhymes are not all poems of the spirit
of place. No mere guide-book work
comes under this heading. To write
the genuine place poem, one cannot
say, ‘‘I will sit down and make verse
about Niagara, or Lake Louise, or
Blomidon™. The poet must first
etsablish his kinship with the shy and
subtle genius of his chosen locality ;
then the remotest hillside or the loneli-
est pasture may take on a loveliness
as enduring for men’s minds as that
of the Parthenon or the Taj Mahal.




R HOUSING ! POLICY
FOR ONTARIO

BY PROFESSOR C. B. SISSONS

. with  housing?
@@ Why not leave houses to
il be provided through the
ordinary channels? In
the long run would it not be wiser to
trust the good old law of supply and
demand? Is the State so successful
in what it has undertaken to warrant
its interference in what is essentially
a matter of private enterprise?

Such questions are asked not only
by those whose business is intimately
affected by State intervention. They
are presented with convietion by sur-
viving adherents of the laissez-faire
doetrine and with incredulity by those
who have been rendered sceptical by
the wasteful ways of party and pat-
ronage. Over against these objectors
stand many thousands of citizens who
through no fault of their own find
themselves unable to provide decent
shelter for their families and who ask
the State whether a man who works
or fights does not deserve a home?

In Canada, under our federal Sys-
tem, we always have the difficulty of
determining who is the State, whether
the responsibility lies with the fed-
eral, the provincial or the municipal
authorities. In this case representa-
tions were made to Sir William
Hearst, the Prime Minister of On-
tario, by members of four organiza-
tions—the Great War Veterans’ Asso-
ciation, the Toronto Board of Trade,
the Canadian Manufacturers’ Asso-
ciation, and Organized Labour. The
Prime Minister did not seek to evade
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the issue. On June 7th, 1918, the On.-
tario Housing Committee was ap-
pointed “to inquire into and report
upon the housing situation and to
make such suggestions and recom.
mendations as the circumstances may
admit and the said committee may
deem proper”,

The Veterans had been the first to
move in the matter. While overseas
many of them had left their familjes
with relatives. On their return they
wished to find homes for themselves,
but were unable to do so. Venus and
Mars are traditionally friendly. In
Toronto in 1916 and 1917 the number
of marriages was 10,945, while only
1,551 new dwellings were erected.
Overseas marriages were being con-
tracted at the rate of a thousand a
month. The wastage in houses—those
becoming uninhabitable through old
age—was not being met by fresh
building. The Veterans, in difficul-
ties themselves, foresaw grave trou-
bles facing their comrades on demo-
bilization. Besides, they had all seen
something of the attractive develop-
ments built by State aid or company
or co-operative enterprise at Hamp-
stead, or Letchworth, or Bournville,
or some other of the scores of English
garden suburbs or villages, and they
were asking why Canada could not
show something of a similar nature,

Employers and employees were also
coming to realize the effect on indus-
try of lack of proper housing aceom-
modation situated conveniently to fac-
tory and shop. During the war econ-



242

omy of energy became a matter of
more general and serious concern.
France and Great Britain and the
United States were all engaged in war
housing. They had not considered it
sufficient to build factories or ship-
yards; they were acting on the prin-
ciple that it was equally important
that the workers should be supplied
with houses. Canada had done noth-
ing, at least through its Government,
to provide houses for war workers.
In Toronto, travelling northward on
a Yonge Street car of an evening, one
jostled strapholders, who had trans-
ferred from branch lines and who
were again to transfer to the train at
the North Toronto station, wearily
journeying to their night’s work at
Leaside. There was plenty of land
about Leaside, and good prospect of
after-war industry, but workmen were
compelled to find shelter in a city al-
ready overcrowded and to spend a
considerable part of their leisure time
in travelling to and from work. Some-
thing of the conditions under which
they were living may be inferred from
the results of an investigation con-
ducted during the summer of 1918.
The investigation disclosed the fact
that in war-time Toronto had ceased
to be a city of homes. A survey of
13,574 houses in fourteen representa-
tive districts revealed the fact that
only 4,835, or thirty-six per ecent.,
were occupied by single families with-
out lodgers; thirty-six per cent. con-
tained two or more families, with or
without lodgers, while twenty-six per
cent. contained lodgers in addition to
the family occupying the house. All
these houses had been built to accom-
modate single families. 1538 were
deseribed as dilapidated and unfit for
habitation. Quite apart from their
social bearing, such conditions clearly
stood in the way of industrial effici-
ency. : e,
On July 17th, the Prime Minister
made his first announcement of pol-
jcy. Without seeking to determine
whether the responsibility was federal,
provineial or municipal, but believing
that the difficulty was largely finan-
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cial, he offered to lend to the muniei-
palities $2,000,000 at five per cent. in-
terest, for approved houses of an in-
expensive type. The letter in which
the announcement was made will
stand as the first public document in
Canada in which a Government de-
finitely committed itself to construe-
tive measures in respect of housing as
distinet from merely restrictive legis-
lation.

On December 3rd the Federal Gov-
ernment took action. The generous
sum of $25,000,000 was made avail-
able for housing loans- to the Prov-
inces, and in turn through the Pro-
vincial Governments to the muniei-
palities. The interest charged was to
be five per cent. Certain require-
ments and recommendations were
framed to govern the expenditure of
the loan, The services of Mr. Thomas
Adams, of the Commission of Con-
servation, well-known as a housing
and town-planning expert in Europe
and America, were secured by the
Housing Committee of the Cabinet.

In Ontario, Mr. J. A. Ellis, of Ot-
tawa, formerly in turn city treasurer,
mayor and member in the Provineial
Parliament, was given the responsible
work of drafting and administering
the provincial housing legislation. The
bill was given its first reading on Feh-
ruary 26th, and, with some slight
amendments, passed its third reading
on March 17th, 1919. It is formally
known as an Act to provide for the
Erection of Dwelling Houses.

Certain features of this pioneer
legislation merit attention. The Aet
seeks to improve the character of
building in small houses. The plans
of the houses and the plotting of the
houses on the land must be approved.
The standards as to size of rooms, ma-
terials used in construction, light,
ventilation and sanitary convenien
which were worked out by the Ontario
Housing Committee, assisted by a
committee of architects and represen-
tative women, have been accepted as
setting the minimum requirements of
health, comfort and convenience. With
proper supervision it should be pos-
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sible thus to avoid the saddling of
workmen with houses whose mainten-
ance after a few years becomes a
source of continual expense and
whose appearance adds depressing
home surroundings to the monotony
of the factory.

Emphasis is laid on purchase rather
than rental. The houses are to be
sold on a monthly payment plan. The
limit for the return of the loan is
twenty years, and in that time a
$3,000 house is purchasable with a
payment for principal and interest of
about $20 a month, exclusive of taxes
and insurance. The low rate of in-
terest and the sale of the houses at
cost contribute to make the terms of
purchase bear hardly more heavily
on the occupant than does rental in
ordinary circumstances. The Aet in
this way implies that first considera-
tion should be given to those who are
prepared to assume the obligations of
ownership, who are ready to take
stock in the community.

The Act encourages large develop-
ments. While individual lot owners
may secure loans with which to build
approved houses on their property,
the provisions of the Act make it

robable that the greater part of the
gnilding will be carried on directly
by municipal commissions or by hous-
ing companies. Their policy natural-
ly would be to acquire a considerable
area and build a large number of
houses. In this way it is possible to
secure considerable economies in
building and the best results in the
planning and general attractiveness
of the development. There can be no
reason for denying to the humblest
city worker of the future the charms
of Rosedale, wit.h;mt its h‘hu.leon;eni-
ences. So many of our soldiers have
seen this sort of thing actually ac-
complished abroad that they will no
longer be satisfied with the old
methods of building which showed so
little regard for the amenities.

The housing problem is intimately
connected with the land problem. One
of the clauses of the Act presents
municipal commissions or housing
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companies with a barbed weapon for
use against holders of idle land. With
the approval of the provineial author-
ity they may expropriate land for
housing. A privilege hitherto grant-
ed to railway companies or to muni-.
cipalities for securing right-of-way is
thus made available for the building
of homes for the people. The applica-
tion of the power of expropriation is
summary enough. An arbitrator or
board of arbitrators appointed by the
Provincial Government determines
the compensation after a hearing, of
which seven days’ notice is given to
those interested in the land. The price
paid for the land is to be its fair mar-
ket value. No amount is to be added
by reason of the fact that the land is
needed for house construetion or that
the commission or company contem-
plates improving the means of trans-
portation to the property. This dras-
tie provision undoubtedly will prove
useful where a munieipality finds it
impossible to secure sufficient land at
reasonable prices. Its application will
probably be quite exeeptional ; in fact,
its presence in the statutes may serve
to make its application unnecessary.,
It may be interesting to note by way
of comparison the method adopted by
the United States Housing Corpora-
tion in securing land for houses need-
ed for war workers. An appraiser
went about to the various places where
houses were required for war indus-
tries, After inspection of available
land, the most desirable site was se-
lected. A fair price was offered, and
generally was acc‘:gted In case the
owner was dissatisfied and unwilling
to come to terms the property was
taken over, seventy-five per cent. of
the price offered was paid the owner,
and he was given the privilege of
suing for any amount in excess,
Fundamental to the Ontario Act is
the prineiple that municipalities have
a large or even a main interest and
responsibility in housing. The Gov-
ernment advances funds, in return for
which it exercises a certain supervis-
1on; but the municipality, through
the powers delegated by its council
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to the commission, selects the land,
builds the houses, sells them, collects
payments on account of prineipal and
interest and sanctions any transfer
of property. Even housing companies
with limited dividends, as constituted
under the Housing Accommodation
Act of 1913, must approach the Gov-
ernment for financial aid through the
municipal commissions. In England
loans may be made by the Local Gov-
ernment Board direet to public util-
ity societies, which correspond to
housing companies in Ontario; but so
firmly is the principle of municipal
control observed in the Ontario Act
that an exception is nmot made even
for these companies which have repre-
sentatives of the municipal council on
their management and whose books
are open to municipal inspection. All
urban housing is subject to the con-
trol of municipal ecommissions. The
sole exception to municipal control is
made in the case of houses for farm
help or for farmers’ sons. Here the
Government may lend direct to the
farmer, the explanation being that
township counecils would not care to
be bothered with appointing commis-
sions to supervise occasional loans and
that the Province can easily deter-
mine the necessity and security for
the loan.

The main features of the Dwelling
House Act have been described. It
is an advanced piece of legislation, an
attempt to apply principles which
have been worked out in other coun-
tries to the peculiar needs of a society
confronted with a severe shortage of
houses resulting from war conditions.
It does not pretend to deal with all
phases of the complicated problem of
housing. Much has been accomplish-
ed; not a little remains for further
legislation.

Take, for example, what may be
termed the pathological aspect of
housing. What is to be done with our
slums? What with the jerry-built
houses of boom days which, if allowed
free course, rapidly sink into slums
and become a menace to the health
and well-béing of the community ? At
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present the law permits the closing
of houses which the health officer may
condemn as insanitary or unfit for
habitation. When there is an acute
shortage of houses, when the choice is
is between a bad house and the street,
officers of health naturally hesitate to
close houses. Even when they do so
the houses stand an offence to the
eye at least. Meanwhile the owner
may be content to fold his arms and
await his reward in the appreciation
of land values, for slums frequently
oceur where property values are tend-
ing upwards. If our cities are to be
saved from breeding-grounds of dis-
ease and crime it is necessary to in-
sist that houses be properly construct-
ed to begin with ; that they be kept in
good repair; that when they are no
longer kept in good repair—for eve
house has its day—that they shall not
simply be closed, but shall be demol-
ished, and at the expense of the own-
er. Only thus can a city be a place fit
for the rearing of citizens. Recent sta-
tistics which show that in London,
England, only thirty-six per cent. of
the men examined were physically fit
for combatant service, and the infant
mortality figures for 1917 which show
the rate in Letchworth to have been
thirty-six to the thousand, while that
in ninety-six large urban centres was
104 to the thousand, serve to indi-
cate in a measure the preventable
waste attendant on bad housing,
(Clearly the State has a duty here.

In the case of slums, as of most
evils, prevention is easier and less ex-
pensive than remedial measures. But
in Canadian cities bad living condi-
tions are not always confined to con-
gested down-town districts. Evidences
of squalour are all too common on the
outskirts of our cities, and are usual-
ly to be traced to the fact that we
have been more concerned with the
profits than with the use of land. Land
has been withdrawn from cultivation
years before it is needed for building,
subdivided into the greatest possible
number of lots and provided with
streets of uniform direction angd
width, regardless of grade or require-



A six-family group and semi-detached house
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A British scheme of *“ War Housing "', Roe Green

British ‘‘ War Housing’’, near Bristol
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A semi-detached inexpensive house

ments of traffic. The occupant of the
house ultimately built is likely to pay
a price for the land greatly in excess
of the agricultural value of the land,
plus the cost of development, an ex-
cess consisting either of successive
profits to speculators or of interest
charges accumulated while the land
is being held out of use. As we are
able to reduce this excess to a mini-
mum the housing problem will be sim-
plified. Relatively heavier taxes on
land have been advocated, and un-
doubtedly a surtax on the unearned
increment of land could be used as a
means to check wasteful speculation ;
but whatever improvement is made
in methods of assessment or taxation,
an obvious remedy is offered in the
simple plan of refusing to register
land for subdivision into lots before
such provision of transportation and
247

public services has been made as will
Justify the subdivision and before it
can be demonstrated that there is need
of the land for actual building. Only
as applications for subdivision are
carefully reviewed by municipal and
provincial authorities, and as streets
are planned and public services in-
stalled with a view to future needs
rather than anticipated profits can
our cities be made attractive, con-
venient and inexpensive places for
homes.

One kind of housing which does not
come within the scope of the present
Act is that designed for unmarried
workers. In all large cities the need
for such accommodation, particularly
in the case of women, is at the present
time urgent. Various philanthropie
organizations are doing something to
meet the need. The Toronto Housing
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Company, operating under the Act of
1913, in its Bain Avenue development
conduects a successful elub for housing
better-paid women workers. In the
interests of the future home life of
the nation it is imperative that ade-
quate provision be made for the hous-
ing of girls employed in shops and
factories who are separated from their
families. There does not appear to
be any good reason why the financial
assistance provided by the present
Act should not be extended to include
enterprises which aim at proper ac-
commodation for unmarried workers.

In this case it would be necessary
to make rental less exceptional than
it is under the Act. And there is
some reason for doing so. As cities
increase in size the demand for rental
increases. In English cities and in
large American cities purchase is the
exception, rental the rule. In newer
countries, such as Australia, New Zea-
land and South Africa, where the
spirit of individualism is strong, many
workmen prefer to own their homes,
and housing legislation very properly
encourages this tendency. On the
other hand, houses for rental are
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necessary not only for those whose
residence in any locality is temporary,
but also for the considerable eclass
whose savings are not sufficient to en-
able them to purchase. In these last
the State has a peculiar interest. They
form the class which, in default of
community care, fills our hospitals and
penal institutions. A comprehensive
housing policy will avoid consigning
them to tenements, recognizing the
fact that family life and privacy are
inseparable. The Royal Commission
on Housing for Scotland in its recent
exhaustive report has declared its
preference for the cottage or the
duplex house, and this in a land de-
voted to economy and the tenement.

For good or ill, certainly with suf-
ficient precedent, Ontario has decided
to intervene on behalf of those for
whom private enterprise has failed
to provide proper shelter. The Dwell-
ings Act of 1919, following the Hous-
ing Accommodation Act of 1913 has
committed the Provinece to an ad-
vanced policy. Evidently it was need-
ed. Already some seventy municipali-
ties have availed themselves of its
terms.

«« The Lindens” (Toronto Housing Company), showing the community playground



A DEPARTMENT OF PEOPLE AND AFFAIRS

A LADY OF GRACE

N these days of turbul-
ence and social revolu-
tion, Canada has seen fit
to record her disap-
proval of titles—espec-
ially those of the heredi-
There is one order, how-

tary class.
ever, that of the Hospital of St. John
of Jerusalem, which has an interest-
ing appeal, since its foundation in the

eleventh century, inasmuch as its
members were devoted to deeds of
mercy and healing. There has been
bestowed on a number of Canadian
women, during the last decade, the
decoration of Lady of Grace of the
Order of St. John of Jerusalem—and
to none of them did it more fittingly
belong than to Marion Elizabeth
Crerar, whose death at her beautiful
home, “Dunedin”, Hamilton, on May
20th, closed a career in which remark-
able gifts had been used for highest
ends.

Mrs. P. D. Crerar, a daughter of
the late John Stinson and Emma
(Counsell) Stinson, was born in Ham-
ilton in 1859, and was educated in
her native ecity and in England. The
Stinson family was Irish, the Coun-
sells came from England, and Mrs.
Crerar’s paternal grandmother be-
longed to the well-known Zimmerman
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family of United Empire Loyalist
(Dutch) descent settled in the Grims-
by district. When she was only eigh-
teen years of age this young Canadian
girl became the wife of an English-
man, Mr. Cuthbert .J. Ottaway, of the
Inner Temple, London, who died in
1878, less than a year after the mar-
riage. Lilian, the child of this union.
is the wife of Sir Adam Beck, of
“Headleigh”, London, Ontario. In
1884, Marion Ottaway became the
wife of Mr, Peter Duncan Crerar, a
distinguished Hamilton barrister of
Scottish birth, whose tragically sud-
den death in June. 1912, brought to
an end a union of ideal comradeship.
In literature, music and art there was
the happiest eommunion of taste be-
tween these two, whose home was the
scene of many a well-remembered
gathering.

While she was yet a young matron,
Mrs. Crerar showed that realization
of the responsibilities of her gifts of
person and inherent capacity for lead-
ership which marked her in advance
of the day. She threw her untiring
energy into every undertaking for the
civic good—an Art Fair to aid in the
establishment of an Art School, a féte
for the Wentworth Women’s Histor-
ical Society, the Made-in-Canada Ex-
hixitions of 1903 and 1906, the many
activities which went to the establish-




Mrs. P. D. Crerar

ment of the Mountain Sanitarium for
tubercular patients—these all knew
the beneficent effect of her enthusiasm.
The local “causes” which Mrs. Crerar
had most at heart were the Hamilton
Health Association and the Imperial
Order, Daughters of the Empire, of
which she had been municipal regent
since 1902.

Mrs. Crerar had a strong and abid-
ing love for her city, her country and
the Empire. In the best sense of that
word, which has too frequently been
“soiled by all ignoble use”, she was an
Imperialist. When the war broke out
the three sons of the household de-
clared for military service. The eld-
est, Lieutenant-Colonel H. D. Crerar,
D.S.0., was with the “Fighting
Eleventh” Battery; Lieutenant Alas-
tan Crerar, M.C., was with the Royal
(Canadian Dragoons, and Flight-Lieu-
tenant Maleolm Crerar, at the age of
nineteen, was killed in aetion on the
Gaza front in August, 1917. Many
months before, Mrs. Crerar had trans-
formed part of her residence, “Dune-
din”, into a hospital for convalescent
soldiers, where she herself acted as
superintendent to the band of VOl‘llIi—
teer nurses. In November of 1917,
feeling that, in spite of former poli-
tical views, her way of duty was with
the Union Government, she gave her
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time and ability during the cam-
paign, delivering speeches which were
of eloquent appeal.

‘While Mrs. Crerar was progressive
in her many interests, she was not in
complete sympathy with the advanced
feminists, and believed profoundly
that the mother moulds the statesman
and the legislator. Loyalty and cour-
age, a sparkling wit, an unfailing
kindness, a tact which turned obstacles
into a way of triumph, were all hers.
But greater than her endowments of
intellect, finer than the grace which
makes her memory fragrant, was the
unfaltering belief in those great re-
ligious truths which are “the foun-
tain-light of all our day”.

an
“w

BRAVE DES BRAVES: A SON OF
OLD “NEW FRANCE”

WO or three weeks after the fight

forr Courcelette, when the 22nd
Battalion- of French Canadian troops
“played a distinguished part in win-
ning back some miles of French soil
for their ancient motherland”, a
young officer, Lieutenant John Bril-
lant, joined the unit. Born at Bie, in
the Province of Quebec, on Marech
19th, 1890, he belonged, both on his
father’s and on his mother’s side, to
old French Canadian families estab-



Un Brave des Braves
Lieutenant John Brillant, M.C., V.C.

lished in Canada when it was still
New France. Canon Raiche, who was
one of the clergy present at the fun-
eral of General Montcalm, was the
brother of an ancestor of Lieutenant
Brillant.

The boy began his education at
home with private tutors and later at-
tended the Holy Cross Fathers’ Col-
lege in New Brunswick, and Rimouski
College. Unlike many of his fellow-
Canadians, who have won the Vietoria
Cross, Brillant had “taken several
military courses” before the war and
had successfully passed the examina-
tions for the grade of lieutenant, spe-
cializing in connection with these
courses on the theory and practice of
electricity and telegraphy. He was,
indeed, still engaged with his military
studies when the outbreak of war gave
them a new value. He was one of the
Canadian officers who were chosen to
attend the coronation of King George.
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He enlisted at Quebee, in the 186th
Battalion, in February, 1916, and for
a few months did recruiting service
in the Rimouski and Matapedia dis-
triets, not going overseas till the fol-
lowing September. His stay in Eng-
land was short, for the 186th was soon
broken up and many of its members
were drafted to fill vacancies in the
22nd Battalion.

As an officer, Brillant was free at
this turn of affairs to go back home, if
so minded. Nothing, however, was
further from his desires., He crossed
to France early in October, 1916, to
Join Company “B” of the battalion
which had won its laurels at Cource-
lette, and there in the ancient home-
land of his race he spent the short
remainder of his life—one year and
ten months,

In July, 1918, he won the Military
Cross for very gallant work in assist-
ing to destroy an enemy observation
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post which had been established op-
posite the trenches of the 22nd. Men
were asked to dislodge the Germans.
Brillant was amongst those who volun-

teered, and in the hot hand-to-hand.

fichting, in which the position was
carried, he was wounded in the face.
He was awarded not only a decora-
tion, but promotion to the rank of
captain. Unfortunately the appoint-
ment did not come through till after
his death.

On August 8th and 9th, the first
days of the great battle of Amiens,
when the Canadian divisions went in-
to action with the French on their
right and the Australians on their
left, Lieutenant Brillant distinguished
himself not only “for valour”, but for
extraordinary endurance when severe-
ly wounded and for great ability in
leading his company.

On the first day of the advance he
“pushed and eaptured” a machine gun
which was holding up his company’s
left flank. He was wounded, but car-
ried on. A couple of hours later his
company was again held up by fire
from a machine gun nest, and the gal-
lant lieutenant, after having recon-

noitered the situation, “organized a
party and rushed straight for the
machine gun nest”. Brillant was again
wounded, but fifteen machine guns
and ten times as many Germans were
captured. Later he led an attack on
a field gun, which was “firing on his
men over open sights”, and then the
end came. After a dash of six hun-
dred yards he received a third wound,
this time in the body. Still he held
on his way for another two or three
hundred yards, then, through exhaus-
tion and loss of blood, fell uncon-
scious, to die in hospital two days
later.

Brillant’s example “inspired the
men with enthusiasm and dash and
contributed largely to the success of
the operations”, the more readily per-
haps because his masterful courage
and contempt of danger was brighten-
ed by the happy, everyday quality of
“econstant good humour”. He did not
live to know that, as one of his super-
ior officers put it, “la plus glorieuse
décoration anglaise—la Croix Vie-
toria”, had been awarded to him, but
his comrades rejoiced in this recogni-
tion of his gallantry.




FROM MONTH TO MONTH

BY SIR JOHN WILLISON

I

i HE country expects a reorganization of the Cabinet. There are
.,sﬁk‘,tii“' ?{i;;("ir“ﬁ Ministers in places where they do not belong. There are Minis-
K 'ﬁxi}g{{?ﬂ ters between whom there is a serious conflict of opinion on vital
Rt by ,/I(v,‘-"; g : y S P

E?%{\;;(‘{.If;‘; Dfﬁﬁfﬁ questions of public policy. This is not to suggest that all mem-
o bers of a constitutional government must agree on every detail
of legislation or upon all measures submitted to Parliament. But the cabinet
system requires substantial agreement upon broad principles and a common
conception of national policy and outlook. Otherwise there is uncertainty,
indecision and confusion in the public councils. It is not necessary that there
should be an equal number of Conservatives and Liberals in the Cabinet, even
if the Unionists should be organized into a permanent party. Such a require-
ment compels the Prime Minister to consider old party affiliations rather than
character and ability in choosing his colleagues. Nor is it necessary that each
Provinee should be represented according to population. We have too many
traditions and customs which exalt racial, religious and sectional considera-
tions. The broad division of the Canadian people into French and English
cannot be wisely ignored. It is peculiarly desirable that the French majority
of Quebee should have responsible Cabinet representation in the House of
Commons.

In the new era which peace has opened to Canada we can all afford to
forget old quarrels and prejudices. There is clear national disadvantage in
a situation which restricts the representation in Parliament of any of the chief
Provinces to one party or the other. The Unionists cannot desire any perman-
ent estrangement from Quebec, nor can Quebec wisely refuse representation in
a Cabinet whose head has never shown hostility to the French Province or ever
spoken a word in dispraise of its people. No government in which the French
people are not fairly represented can express Canada, but beyond representa-
tion of East and West and the two chief racial elements of the population, sec-
tional considerations should be less influential in the constitution of Canadian
cabinets.

II

It is peculiarly vital that able and energetic Ministers should direct the
Department of Trade and Commerce and the Department of Agriculture,
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These offices rank with that of Prime Minister and Minister of Finance. The
men who hold these places should have commanding influence in the Cabinet
and in the country. It is not important that they should be orators or poli-
ticians. It is of high importance that they should have organizing genius and
practical capacity. All the old conditions of trade have been revolutionized.
Old markets have been closed. New markets must be found and held. For a
time the ships which carry Canadian products across the seas may make
strange journeys. If we sell to new countries we must buy from new coun-
tries, and the ships which carry goods taken in exchange for those of Canada
may have to be marketed elsewhere than in the Dominion.

The weariness and exhaustion of the Old World makes opportunity for
the New. Rising wages in Great Britain have significance for manufacturers
and producers in Canada. Export trade requires scientific organization, stan-
dardization of produects, convenient and adequate shipping facilities and an
extension or adaptation of the banking system to new conditions.. The enormous
inerease of the publie obligations demands greater domestic production in field
and factory, increasing home markets and reliable markets abroad. Hence the
imperative necessity. for capable Ministers in the Departments of Agriculture
and Trade and Commerce, an effective organization for production and ship-
ping and wise co-operation between the Government and the industrial and
agricultural interests.

To a far greater degree than ever before the trade of Canada will have an
international character, and vision and courage in the public departments will
be necessary if the best results are to be attained. In short, in the reorganiza-
tion of the Cabinet it is primarily essential to consider the new obligations
and opportunities of Canada and to find Ministers with the training and
qualifications which the new situation demands. It is not suggested that the
Government should be more paternal. It needs to be more practical and less
political. There is urgent necessity for a closer co-operative partnership be-
tween the Government and the agrieultural and industrial interests, and the
partnership cannot be effective unless the Ministers who must maintain this
relation have the character, courage and capacity which inspire confidence
and have, too, the wisdom to counsel and the energy to direct and construet,

11T

Disraeli said that England did not love coalitions. There is not mueh in
the practice of free, constitutional government that Great Britain has not
tested. If the judgment of the British people is against coalitions it is be-
cause the fruits are faction, irresponsibility, instability, sectionalism and
parochialism. They know, because they have learned by experience. In Can-
ada experience is teaching the same lesson. It was perhaps wise and necessary
that in the desperate emergency of war all partisan considerations and inter-
ests should be set aside alike in the Mother Country and in Canada. This
was not done in the United States, where as great unity of sentiment in sup-
port of all military and patriotic objects was developed and maintained as in
other countries. But the constitution of the United States, designed to assure
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popular sovereignty and guard against military despotism, lends itself to
autocracy and concentration of effort in war. In war George the Third was
not so great an autoerat as was Woodrow the First. Nor do the experiences
of the United States in the Civil War and in the Great War necessarily eon-
demn the American constitution. g

If coalitions are valuable in emergencies they do not ensure orderly and
responsible government. At Ottawa we begin to have legislation by rhetorie
or, as has been said, government by explosion. A score of extremists to the
right of the Speaker, uniting with the Opposition, may impose any revolu-
tionary measure or any empirical project upon the country. The Cabinet
must submit, resign or order a dissolution of Parliament. The situation would
be even less satisfactory if Mr. MecKenzie, who leads the Opposition, did not
display a considerable degree of common-sense and steadiness. Under the
two-party system there is some assurance that the common sentiment of the
country will be expressed in legislation. Under a coalition, sectionalism
thrives and the national interest is subordinated to personal considerations
and passing political exigencies. Ministers lie upon a bed of torment and
a sense of insecurity pervades the country.

IV

It is not necessary that the old parties as constituted before the war
should be restored. It is necessary that the Unionists should frankly appear
as a national political organization, and adopt a platform which the country
can understand. In August there will be a national Liberal Convention, at
which a leader will be chosen and the attitude of the party towards social,
national and Imperial problems disclosed. Probably the action of the Lib-
erals will compel a definite organization and consolidation of the Unionist
forces.

There are, perhaps, many reasons why a general election should fol-
low, although there is no absolute obligation upon Ministers to appeal to the
country. On the other hand, a Parliament which was chosen upon a single
issue has no mandate to reverse traditional national policies without econ-
sulting the constituencies. For example, the Government could not fairly .
sanction any revolutionary increase of customs duties without injustice to that
section of the people which wants low tariff, and it would be not less unjust
to the industrial interests to effect any radical reduction of duties without
going to the country. Upon the new issues of reconstruction Parliament
may act freely, but there cannot be any radical reversal of settled publie
policy behind the backs of the people.

When Parliament is dissolved the country should know definitely the
programme of the two parties and who may be Prime Minister and who Leader
of the Opposition. We are all mouthing democracy with infinite ardour and
enthusiasm. But government by. democracy does not mean government by
235 members of Parliament bound by no pledges to the people, enacting vital
measures upon which the people have not been consulted and interpreting
national feeling as their individual interests and prejudices may dictate.

\
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Sir Robert Borden has returned to Ottawa. There has been harsh eriti-
cism over his long absence at London and Paris. There would have besn
harsher criticism if he had refused to attend the Peace Conference and com-
mitted the great task of representing Canada in the negotiations to subordin-
ates. It may be that it was not necessary that he should have been attendeq
by so many of his colleagues, but possibly when he makes his defence in Par-
liament, if he should think any defence necessary, much of what has been said
in eriticism and attack will seem feeble, pitiful and unjust.

It is the fashion to whisper that Borden is weak and indecisive. It is
said, and perhaps with truth, that he tolerates fools too gladly, and sometimes
permits personal friendships to override public considerations. It is said that
he submits to importunity and shows excessive regard for men who over-
estimate their qualifications for office. Gladstone said that it was one thing
to get a man into a cabinet but a very different matter to get him out. The
charge that is made against Borden was made as freely against_Sir John Mae-
donald and Sir Wilfrid Laurier, and possibly with as much reason and justice,
A common complaint is that the Prime Minister has “no magnetism”. But
“magnetism” may have great value for a party and absolutely no value for
the country.

From the first Borden has been the victim of depreciation and detraction.
But did ever a political leader in Canada have greater tasks to do and more
difficult situations to handle? Whatever his weaknesses, has he not done the
great things well? When he came into office he was flanked in Parliament by
a group of Nationalists whose servant he never became. He has never been
supported by Quebee, but he has uttered no reproach nor ever sought to
punish the French Province. His naval programme was obstructed in the
Commons and rejected in the Senate, but it cannot be suggested that he. was
unequal to the eritical situation in Parliament which the debate developed.
He committed Canada to the war with instant decision and courage. He bore
himself throughout the long struggle with fortitude and dignity. From month
to month and from year to year he sanctioned such measures as were necessary
to maintain and reinforce the Canadian army. Mistakes were made in Canada
as in every other country, for war creates so many and so diverse problems
that wise and effective dealing with every situation is beyond human capacity.
But in the ultimate judgment of history Canada will not be dishonoured, nor
wiil the Prime Minister be defamed. He stood resolutely to his task with
singular disregard of self and infinite patience and endurance.

VI

it may be that he should have dissolved Parliament and gone to the
couutry when he did not, but he acted in accordance with public opinion and
without consideration for personal or party interests. When a coalition seemed
to be necessary he sought to secure the co-operation of the Liberal leader, not
in any spirit of bargaining, but upon a b?,sis of equal representation and equal
justice to both political parties. Possibly there would have been earlier
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approaches for a coalition if he had believed that the proposal would be
accepted. If he had been less persistent and less single-minded no union
would have been effected. In the organization of the Union Government he
sought no advantage for himself or the Conservative party. It is believed
that he has had the complete respect and confidence of his Libera! colleagues.
There is no suggestion that at the Imperial Capital or at the Peace Conference
he has misrepresented Canada or failed to guard Canadian interests,

From the day that he became Prime Minister he has had to deal with
vexing situations and preplexing problems. There was a season of commercial
depression, a great war, with its suffering and sacrifice, a railway question
almost insoluble in its magnitude and complexity, and now an excess of sec-
tional feeling and the industrial turmoil from which no country jis exempt,
Few men have carried heavier burdens through so long a period. A democ-
racy has no pity and little gratitude. Danton said : “It is better to be a poor
fisherman than to meddle with the governing of men”, But whatever his mis-
takes or his shortcomings, surely Sir Robert Borden has a clear title to the
regard and good-will of his countrymen. It is no secret that he came into
publie life with reluctance. He did not aspire to be leader of the Conservative
party. He has never tricked the country with the pretensions and artifices of
a demagogue. But if we examine his career closely we will find that in the
great things he found to do he seldom failed to confound his erities or to get
a verdict from the people.

Borden has some of the quality of Lincoln, something of his intuition for
the deeps of public opinion, something of his patience under misunderstanding
and misrepresentation. Test after test he has met and survived when it was
thought that he would go under. He comes home to meet new conditions and
new problems as complex and disturbing as ever confronted any political
leader in Canada, and chiefly because they are so complex and so difficult he
will probably survive and triumph. For, as has been said, when there are
great things to do he reveals all his courage and all his resource and that
serene indifference to immediate personal or political consequences which dis-
tinguishes the statesman from the politician. It is the pretence of democracies
that they despise politicians and want statesmen, but save in the very crises
of a nation the people want politicians and find statesmen singularly uninter-
esting and unsatisfactory. It is true that the people like to be humbugged,
and if Sir Robert Borden were more of a humbug he would excite greater
popular enthusiasm.

VII

Someone said a year ago that possibly it was not s¢ far from Russia to
Canada. The revolt at Winnipeg suggests that the distance is less great than
any of us believed. However the strike leaders at Winnipeg may protest,
there was sheer Bolshevism in the methods which they adopted to give effect
to their objects. Indeed, the temper of revolution was as clearly manifested
in some of the literature issued by the Committee of Fifteen at Toronto. Sup-
pression of newspapers, cancellation of publie services, violation of contraects,
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and denial of the common conveniences of civilization constitute a usurpation
of civil authority and an attack upon free constitutional government.

The principle of the sympathetic strike as interpreted at Winnipeg cannot
be recognized by any community which values self-government. The citizens
of Winnipeg who have resisted the orders of a group of self-elected despots
have fought the battle of freedom for all Canada. Nothing less than revolu-
tion was attempted, and the very life of the State required that the conspiracy
should be defeated.

The organization of the One Big Union at Calgary was the first open
intimation of a design to challenge the validity of the industrial system and
the authority of government. There was a further manifestation of the Bol-
shevist spirit when certain Western leaders of Labour refused to appear be-
fore the Royal Commission, and frankly admitted that they were opposed to
co-operation between employers and workers, since their ultimate object was
seizure of the tools of industry. But probably not even in Winnipeg was
there any general suspicion that the conflict was so imminent.

There is reason to believe that English Socialists rather than “foreign®
agitators are greatly responsible for the disaffection in the Western Provinces.
The foreign elements have been more or less submissive to their demands, but
they have not been the chief fomentors of unrest. It may be suspected also,
if it has not been established, that outside influences and agencies have
had a very direct relation to the movement to paralyze industry and destroy
constitutional government in Canada. It is essential that there should be
thorough investigation into the genesis of the movement, the means by which

the agitation was supported, and the extent of the organization throughout the
Dominion.

It cannot be doubted that alien enemies in fear of deportation were easily
mobilized into the army of revolt. This possibly was one reason why the
struggle was precipitated by the revolutionists. The leaders believed that
they could command the general sympathy of the foreign elements and thus
had at hand the nucleus of a formidable body of support. Responsible Western
newspapers insist that seditious Socialists, sullen Pacifists and disloyal aliens
supplied alike the leadership and the mutinous battalions, and they should
know what they are talking about. It is almost inconceivable that the leaders
believed they could succeed. To strike at the press was malignant folly. To
disrupt the public services was to arouse all the courage and energy of g
spirited community. To undertake to determine by issue of licences what
individuals should be permitted to pursue their regular business was a chal-
lenge to the elementary rights of eitizenship.

VIII

1t is vain in these days to deny the right of labour to organize and bar-
gain with employers for wages and conditions of service. The right of bar.
gaining, not only within a factory, but throughout an industry, must be ad.
mitted. But if a builders’ union in contempt of agreements may throw down
its tools because of a dispute in a metal trades union, or if firemen or police-
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men may go out because differences in a factory cannot be adjusted, covenants
with organized labour have no meaning, and a group of self-elected labour
leaders may exercise sovereign authority over the community. No employer
could afford to recognize a union or enter into an agreement with his work-
men, because by the very fact of recognition he would weaken his own position
and the agreement, however faithfully observed, would be subject to cancella-
tion by outside agencies for causes over which neither he nor his employees
could exercise any control, In short, the sympathetic strike, as attempted at
Winnipeg and at Toronto, is a weapon of coercion by which a whole series of
agreements may be broken, all the factories of a community closed, and all the
publie sérvices interrupted by the contumacy of a single employer or the de-
mand of a single labour union.

This fact was recognized as clearly by the heads of the international labour
federations and the responsible leaders of labour in Canada as by the em-
ployers and the communities which were assailed. Honourable Gideon Robert-
son, Minister of Labour, took ground boldly and unequivocally against the
Red leaders, and for the supremacy of law and order, for sanctity of contracts
and the honour of organized labour. He was supported by the heads of the
international federations and by associates in the Canadian Labour movement
who have never submitted to the domination of Socialists and syndicalists.
Indeed, the responsible leaders of labour in Canada were driven into a difficult
position. They had to oppose strikers with many of whose demands they
probably were in sympathy and virtually to assist the employers who were
under attack. They faced disruption in order that contracts should be
observed and that an arrogant and irresponsible Socialism should not be
established as the creed of Labour in Canada.

IX

Employers are not relieved by the experiences of Toronto and Winnipeg
from co-operation with workmen. One doubts, however, if there is any single
sovereign remedy for industrial unrest. Many employers have problems only
less disturbing and difficult than those which perplex workmen. Only by
mutual confidence, conference and co-operation can the common interest be
established and maintained. In conflict there is common less, injury to the
individual and disaster to the State. Face to face employers and workers
consider all the conditions by which they are mutually affected. The family
relationship so essential to industrial peace and stability is established. The
employee discovers that his natural relation is with his employer. The em-
ployer learns that the fear of unemployment is the root of mueh human misery,
and the very source and centre of industrial unrest. In all conferences be-
~ tween employers and employed it has been revealed that the great object of
the workers is to secure guarantees of continuous employment. With this
assured the whole outlook of the workers would be altered and the stability of
the industrial fabric immensely strengthened.

It is, perhaps, a supreme problem, but can any civilization endure under
which multitudes are forever anxious for daily bread for their wives and
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children? Surely there must be a reorganization of industry which will pra-
vide subsistence for workers in times of depression and scarcity, not by the
favour of the rich or the charity of the State, but by a system of partnership
in which employers and employed will share fairly in the fruits of pros-
perity, and submit to common sacrifices in seasons of adversity. There is no
higher problem to which men could set themselves. There is nothing which
would bring so much of peace and rest to the world as a social system so
ordered that none need go idle and none go hungry. It is the goal towards
which we are moving, and one feels that there is enough divinity in man to
bring the great thing to pass. But labour must be efficient, capital must
have a legitimate return, and manual workers must unite with mental workers
to maintain production, improve organization and hold markets. This is a
practical world, and only by the sweat of brow or brain do individuals or
enterprises prosper.

X

In the United States there is singular bitterness in Republican criticism
of President Wilson. One rarely hears in hotels, clubs or trains a word of
praise for what he has done or an expression of confidence in his sincerity or
straightforwardness. Many causes explain the savagery of the attack to which
he is subjected. His self-confidence is extreme. He is arbitrary, or at least
he makes vital decisions without consultation with the interests affected. He
has dislocated “American business” without advantage to the nation. The
experiment in public operation of railways has been unhappy and unfortunate.
No better results have attended public dealings with the telegraph and cable
companies. There is a feeling that he interferes between labour and industry
with the confidence of a theorist and the motive of a politician. There is in-
deed a suspicion that he is always a politician, that every word he speaks has
a political object, and that every programme to which he commits himself has
a direct relation to his personal or political fortunes.

One is often startled at the malignity of the attack and the strange faith
of decent people in the complete political depravity of the President. It is
impossible to think that he will stand so unfavourably in history, that his
course in domestic or foreign affairs has brought any dishonour to his country,
or that any motive lower than concern for mankind explains his devotion to
the great conception of a League of Nations. But for the moment he seems to
be in general disfavour and disrepute unless, as is sometimes suggested, there
are millions of plain, common, silent people whose faith he holds and who are
his friends because he has expressed the temper of the organized masses in
legislation at Washington and their conscience in driving the country into a
war for freedom and in struggling to bind the nations in a solemn and endur-
ing League and Covenant of Peace for the future. An onlooker, however, is
bound to believe that as feeling is now running the Unit.ed States Senate will
reject the Lieague of Nations and that'm 1920 a Repub%mian president will be
elected. He will come back from Paris to a country divided and a Congress

beyond control.
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ASK YOUR GROCER.

[K'ARM and dairy’s choicest and most nutri-

tious ingredients, freshly and tastily pre-
pared, and packed in sanitary cartons, make
Ingersoll Cream Cheese wholesome and
appetizing and deservedly one of the most
popular food products in Canada.

(Canada Food Board Licensc

Schrader
Universal
Pump
Connection

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

connection from valve.

Price 65¢c

chradey

2
g
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Univerxisal.

Tire Pressure
Gauge

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

Price $1.75
AT YOUR DEALERS OR

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

Packages 15¢ and 25¢.

. 1347)

“SPREADS LIKE
BUTTER”

,
-
= .
o o

Schrader
Universal
Valve
Repair Tool

A Four-n-one Tool for
Quick Repair of Dam-
aged Cap threads of
Tire Valves; Removing
Valve Inside; Reaming
Damaged Valve Seat;
Retapping inside thread.
OF value to all Motorists
and Garages.
Price 45¢
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THE CECILIAN
CONCERTPHONE

“THE CHOIR INVISIBLE ™

stands supreme as the
aristocrat of the phono-
graph world in artistry
and tone.

The CONCERT-
PHONE possesses a
rich, clear quality of
tone, for which it 1is
justly famous. Plays all makes of disc
records correctly, without any attachments

or connections to change.

The cabinets, in design and finish, are
masterpieces of the craftsman’s handiwork.

PRICES: $75.00 to $325.00

Write for illustrated booklet and terms.

THE CECILIAN CO., LIMITED

247 YONGE STREET, TORONTO
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It's POSTUM!

Surprising in its rich delicious
flavor, but wonderfully superior
to tea or coffee for comfort
and health. POSTUM contains
no caffeine.

Children may drink it fieely.
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“ Goddess”’ Corsets that lace in Front—
meet the demands of the latest styles.

Their supple boning, makes them most comfortable,
whethersitting or standing, and the tongue under the lacing,
and the patented under-clasp feature, prevents pinching.
reen Artiste says:—'‘Without
he grace of the figure.”’

by the makers of the LA DIVA and
y in the Britith E mpite.
C-19-G

Anita Stewart, the charming sc
undue compression, they add to t

GODDESS Corsets are made in Canada,
D & A Corsets in the largest Corset Factor

Sold by the leading corsetiéres throughout Canada.

DOMINION CORSET COMPANY,— Montreal— Quebec—Toronto.
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OUBLE the number of your happy

vacation hours with a "Libcrly” Daylo

Avoid vacation accidents, increase comfort and pleasure

E announce the new ]']\‘vrn-;u]y

LIBERTY Daylo. It is named

the “Liberty” because it leaves both
hands free—can be clipped over your
belt, or slipped over a button. ~Get
one NOW for your vacation—two
handsome styles, gun metal and full

Ready to hang on button
or hook.

Ready to hang on your
h:ll 3 {he hinged belt clip

in posilion.

CANADIAN NATIONAL
CARBON CO.,, Limited

Toronto, Canada

Thé’ light that says
CThere it is!

nickel, filled with a long lived Eve-
read Tlln:_-sl«-n ]mlh‘r)‘l\().?()ﬁ{. The
i(lvu|y]i;_'hl for all out-door people.
Eveready dealers from coast to
coast are dvnum.«lruling this new

Daylo NOW, the best all-round ]iglnl
Eveready has ever produced!

21
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TRADE MARK

Kn.own 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

CLARK'S PREPARED FOODS

Some of our helps to Food
Conservation

CLARK’S Pork & Beans

Spaghetti with Tomato
Sauce & Cheese

Concentrated Soups
Peanut Butter

Stewed Kidneys

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

W. CLARK, LIMITED, -  MONTREAL

Canada Food Board License| No. 14-216~
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“See, Mr. Farmer
What I've Done With Your Wheat ”

Prof. A. P. Anderson took whole wheat and Then he shot the guns and the steam ex-
sealed it in huge guns. For sixty minutes he ploded. Every food cell was blasted for easy
revolved the guns in a fearful heat, and turn- digestion.  The wheat kernels were puffed to
ed all the wheat moisture to steam, thin, toasted bubbles, eight times normal size.

Created the Supreme Food

Thus he made whole wheat so completely ence — the easiest grain food to digest.
digestible that every atom feeds. He made It combines whole wheat and milk. It's a
it so flaky, so flavory, o enticing, that child- vast mistake in these summer days not to
ren revel in it. have this dish ever handy.

When you float it in milk Pufted Grains are not mere

ou have the greatest food . breakfast dainties. They
i);x the world. It tastes like Puffed Wheat Puffed Rice are all-hour foods. And few
a food confection. Itisthe Each 15¢, except in Far West things so delightful can be
best-cooked food in exist- | served without restriction.

Petarkeroug, The Quaker Qats (Om pany e,
Canada Canada

3149 Sole Makers
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To those who are really
particular about the Coffee
they drink, there is one
brand that always pleases
partlcularly well because it
is particularly good—
Chase & Sanborn’s “SEAL
BRAND” COFFEE.

In %, 1 and 2 pound tins. Whole—Ground—Pulverized—
also fine ground for Percolators. Never sold in bulk.

CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL. 08

HAMS &BACON

A | g
7 | FEARMANS
il“ ll’»’ gad( || Star Brand

There is nothing quite so nice for Lunch or
Supper as a bit of Cold Boiled Ham and
there is no ham quite as tasty as

Fearman’s “ STAR' Brand.

F. W. F EARMAN & CO., LTD.
Hamilton, Ont.
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If an Armor-Clad Knight were to Clank
down Broadway — We'd gasp and stare !

tant, a man hurrying
| thru mid-Summer in
a wool or worsted
suit will be a truly novel
sight.

And just between ourselves
isn’tit absurd?... Here's Gen-
uine PALM BEACH, with it's
millions of cool, comfortable
converts, acclaimed by the club-
man, the country gentleman
and the city worker. Wonder-
fully washable, shape-retaining
and lasting. Made in every
desirable shade and pattern.

Yet, there are those who prefer
discomfort, at a greater cash
cost, without even the solace
of being well-dressed.

Why not get acquainted with
the times, and dress as befits
them ?

Every reputable merchant can
show you a PALM BEACH SuIT
—in your size and favorite color.
There isn’t a better Summer
Suit at any price. The trade-
marked Label stamps the
Genuine.

(]
o

PALM BEACH SUITS

THE PALM BEACH MILLS

GOODALL WORSTED CO. SANFORD, ME
A ROHAUT. AGENT, 229 FOURTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

S,

FLOSTERCO U savenr orrce

THE GENUINE CLOTH
MFD. 8Y COODALL WORSTED CO.

Look for this Label-your
safeguard against imitations
Trade Mark Registered in the
U S. Pat Office and in Canada
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T 1s a far cry from this quaint
hittle stove, the finest pro-
duct of McClary's in 1847,
to the long array of -mag-
nificent ranges, stoves and
heaters bearing the McClary
name-plate to-day
That was a wood stove—the
strongest and best that John
McClary could make. It was
the foundation of the McClary
institution and the McClary
name.
To-day every practical form of
fuel has been mastered by
McClary's, electricity, gas, oil,
coal and wood. McClary's
serves every section of Canada;
makes stoves to meet the con-
ditions in every locality.
100,000 stoves, and many thcu-

Consult MClarys

m London, Toronto, Montreal, Winnipeg, Vancouver, St. John. N.B.,

sand furnaces will be produced
by McClary's in 1919 Every
single one, from the smallest
heater to the magnificent elec-
tric ranges or mammoth hotel or
institution range, will be a true
McClary’s product, well-made
from durable materials, and de-
signed to give the utmost effici-
ency from the fuel consumed.
Consult McClary’'s—the largest
makers of stoves and furnaces
in the British Empire.

Any of this list of Booklets on heating or cooking
will be sent, if you mention this paper.
“Service from the Kitchen'-—about the Kootenay Steel

Range. S
**Magic of the Pandora"—about the Pandora Cast-Iron

ange.

“Comfort in the Home'—on heating with the Sunshine
Furnace.

“Satisfaction”’—dealing with McClary's Gas Ranges.

“McClary's Electrical Appliances''—on cooking with
electricity.

**Household Helper”'—Canning Edition—describing
McClary's Florence Aatomatic Oil Cook Stove

“The Story of a Range"—McClary's Simplex Combina-
tion Coal and Gas Range.

Hamilton, Calgary, Saskatoon, Edmonton.

See your local paper for mame of McClary's dealer. 25
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Gillette

Safety Razor

The Shaving Service for Every Man
-~ Everywhere

The Pocket Edition
Gillette
Bound in
Seal-Grain Leather

The NEW
KIT SET
No. 20

“If 1 was buying another Gillette Safety Razor,” said one enthusiast
when he saw the new Kit Set, pictured above, “I would certainly want
that onel!”

“It not only preserves all the good points of my old morning friend,
but it is as compact as any razor set | have ever seen, and takes the least
room in the travelling bag.’

“And then the black, seal-grain case is so dignified—so appealing to

any man who is particular in his appointments. | suppose you are asking
a pretty price for that set?”
“No; 'merely— $5.00 the set
MADE IN CANADA

-i-l—l%tt-€—>
KNOWN THE WORLD OVER.

The Gillette Safety Razor Co. of Canada, Limited,
Montreal, Canada. 484
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My 10 years with a Corn

By a woman who {ypifies millions

I had, like most women, two or three pet corns, which
remained with me year after year,

I suppose that one was ten years old. It had spoiled
thousands of hours for me,

Of course I pared and padded them, but the corns
remai. ed.

Then Somebody Told Me

Then somebody told me of Blue-jay. I promised to
get it, and did.

I applied it to my oldest corn, and it never pained
again. In two days I removed it, and the whole corn
disappeared.

It was amazing—two days of utter comfort, then the
corn was gone,

That day I joined the millions wh » keep free from corns

in this way. If a corn appears, I apply Blue-jay promptly,
and it goes.

I've forgotten what corn aches were.

I have told these facts so often that not a woman [

know has corns. Now I gladly write them for this wider
publication,

Certainly corns are unnecessary. Paring and padding
are needless. Harsh, mussy treatments are folly.

When a corn can be ended by applying a Blue-jay,
surely everyone should end them.  And anyone who will
can prove the facts tonight.

739/73 Blue-jay

How Blue-jay Acts Stops Pain Instantly — Ends Corns Completely
A is a thin, soft protecting ring which stops the 25 Cent.-»At Druggi.t‘
pain by relieving the pressure.

B is the B & B wax, centered on the corn to e Makers of Sterile Surgical
gently undermine it. Bauer & Black, lelted Dressings and Allied Products
C is rubber adhesive. It wraps around the toe and

makes the plaster snug and comfortable. Chicag> Toronto New York
m’ﬂmmllﬂilmllmlimml"l"ﬂlllill[illllﬂﬂl1l’”!!l!llllﬂlllmlllliIIllmlllﬂillllllll:ﬂl!I)mll“:lﬂllmmmfmﬂm“mmﬂ"ﬂllm"mm?}?ﬂ"lu"llmﬂlﬂ"llm|1|m|mlf]ﬂi.!}!!w!3’Ii![“l”lHl"UIUmH|ﬂilmﬂﬂmm"m‘mlm'I'M

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

There_is nothing quite like either, for both are “ THE BEST”

CHARLES GURD & CO., Limited - .- MONTREAL

N\

weekly. We trust any honest person
Wrile for Catalogue to-day

ACOBS BROS., Diamend Importers |
15 me-to Arcade TORONTO, Can. |

cenue oiows Ty I
R

Terms 20°/, down and $1, $2, $3 j
|
|

And Granulated Eyelids ou‘luiu Co. Chicago
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Barber-~Ellis,

FRENcH ORGANDIE

Otationery

I &/ Your stationer is always delighted
=/ when you specify French Organdie Sta-
tionery because he is vitally interested

in"having you thoroughly pleased
Obtainable in papeterie, note paper

and tablets with en-
velopes to match.

Order a supply to-day.
{8.6-19

a2 S SRS e Nt

I

|  Iroquois Assortment

‘; Choice Nuts and delicately-flavored
N| Chocolates in a variety of combinations.

Another revelation of the high
standard of
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Ideal for Children

Junket is simply milk, but in an improved
form. All children “‘love” it, even those
who won’t drink plain milk,

Give it to them often, Let them enjoy all
they want of it, for it will help them to grow
and keep them well nourished,

Junket

MADE with MILK

is both a food and a aesert. 1t can be made either with Junket Tablets, adding sugar and flavor,
or with ‘““‘Prepared Junket” which is already sweeted and flavored with nothing to add but the
milk. Six pure flavors to choose from. Itisa complete and dainty dessert in itself, but with
fruit, berries, nuts, whipped cream, etc. added, you can make an

endless variety of tempting Junket dishes.

Please your family with dainty, tasty, wholesome Junket,

A Recipe Booklet and sample of either Prepared Junket or
Junket Tablets sent for 3c. stamp. A full package for 12¢.

Chr. Hansen’s Canadian Laboratory,
Toronto, Canada.

VICKERMAN’S
WEA

SERGES VAR, e

Black, Blue, Grey. Smooth or Rough Finish

All Colors Guaranteed
Absolutely the best Cloths sold in Canada

9.4 BVICKERMAN &SONS[™ €4

This name on every three yards

NISBET & AULD, LTD., TORONTO

Sole Wholesale Distributors in Canada
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Consistency- thou art ajewe 1

He Uses a
Foreign Made
Printing Paper
to Tell People
to Use His
Made in Canada
Goods.

- 39
A A ‘ l[l\
“ASSOCIATION
Look for this mark on the
wrapper of every package
of paper you buy,

You see the point? He was sending money out
of the country to tell people to keep their money
IN the country.

Other things being equal, Canadian business firms
should give preference to Canadian goods.

That is vital to Reconstruction—Reconstruction on a
really sound basis.

What kind of paper has been used for YOUR printed
matter? Hereafter, will you insist on Canadian made
paper and raise the standard of your printed matter?

The Better the Paper
the Better the Booklet

War covered a multitude of sins—among them, poor printed
matter. There is no excuse today. Paper is such a small item of
cost compared with artwork, cuts, printing, and distribution, that
you simply cannot afford to sacrifice selling value to save a few
dollars on your paper.

A e we all agreed then?>—the best paper the job warrants, and
absolute insistence on Canadian made paper where equal value s
obtainable—as it always is.

Insist on Canadian Printing Papers

Send for copy of ““Some Facts About the Pulp and
Paper Industry of Canada.”’ Sent free upon request.

CANADIAN

137 McGill Street,

PULP AND PAPER ASSOCIATION

- Montreal. 3
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IAN -MADE Pap

TS

‘R SHIELDwatermark
guarantees

‘Rolland Quali

In Bond, Writing and Ledger Papers, the “R Shield”
Watermark is your guarantee of Superior quality
Superfine Linen Record Empire Linen Bond
Earnscliffe Linen Bond Colonial Bond

Mount Royal Bond

Ask your printer
The ROLLAND PAPER COMPANY, LIMITED
High Grade Paper Makers sinco 1882
Montreal, Que. Mills at St. Jerome, P. Q., Mont Rolland, P. Q,

MoIRr’s Chocolates
With their smooth, thick

coating and centres of

Creams, Nutmeats and Jellies
Make the Holiday a real Joy.

MOIR’S LIMITED
HALIFAX




34 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

The purity and good- @

ness of SNOWFLAKE

SHORTENING in-

sures pies, cakes, pastries, etc.,-——ﬁrm

but light in texture, delicate in
flavor—delicious, to say the least. Use

SNOWFLAKE

SHORTENING

In all your bakings—results will prove
to you that there is none better.

Sold in convenient 1 b, cartons,
or 3, 5, 10 and 20 Ib. pails.

Matthews-Blackwell, Limited

Established 1852

Canada
Food Board
license 13-85.
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“At All Dealers”

 Ask any dealer and he will supply you with a
Dunlop Tire, or get one with the minimum of delay
Practically every dealer is a dunlop man. He will

take your order because we play no favorites—sell
the big and small store or garage.

* *

{ The tires with the good reputation that lasts,
the service that satisfies, and the dealer representa-
tion that settles the issue of emergency, as well as
regular calls, are branded: Dunlop Cord—*“Trac-
tion” and “Ribbed " Dunlop Regular—*“Trantion,”
“Special,” “Ribbed,” “Clipper,” “Plain."

DUNLOP TIRE & RUBBER
GOODS CO., LIMITED

Head Office and Factories . TORONTO

BRANCHES IN THE LEADING CITIES

Tires for all purposes. Mechanical Rubber Products
and General Rubber Specialists.
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A Fourteen Year Drive to

Build This Tire

Fourteen years ago scientists and engineers commenced the work
which provides a better tire for your car to-day.

A tire which, through sheer quality of design, material and work-
manship does four very important things for you.

1.—Renders such unusual mileage as to materially lower your
year's tire bill,

2.—Saves on gasoline and car depreciation greatly.

3.—Adds a new and almost unbelievable comfort to the riding of
any car,

4.—Is ultimate in appearance.

The Goodyear Cord Tire, strong with the strength of thousands
of rubber-cushioned cords, is a luxury tire in performance
which yet goes so far as to cost less in the end.

It is the logical outcome of the Goodyear policy of ever striding
towards lower motoring costs. No tire built with an eye to the
present price can ever compete with it in value.

The Goodyear Service Station near you can supply your needs and
can serve you too, by advising the Goodyear Heavy Tourist
Tube, a better, thicker, tube which justifies its price by longer
service and greater fire mileage.

The Goodyear Tire & Rubber Company
of Canada, Ltd.




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

38

9
o

. Built for Comfort
and Endurance

LALTESE

34

Maltese Cross Tires are so constructed that the
thick rubber tread absorbs much of the road shock and
the rest is telegraphed along for absorption by the rest
of the tire, giving equalized wear, long life and greater

mileage.

GUTTA PERCHA & RUBBER, Limited,

Head Offices and Factories: TORONTO

Halifax, Montreal, Ottawa, Toronto, Ft. William, Wianipeg,
Regina, Saskatoon, Edmonton, Calgary, Lethbridge,
Vancouver, Victoria.

BRrANCHES:

S T
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SPRING

The All Season Top Material

Some materials will answer for a * summer-top.” Some
materials will shed the the rain and sleet of winter. But
Rayntite resists all kinds of changes in weather and
temperature—and affords you constant protection the
year ‘round.

Rayntite is light, tough and durable. It is guaranteed
for a year—but often lasts as long as the car itself. It
is light and models perfectly to the outhne of the
frame. Don't have the whole appearance of your car
marred by shoddy wrinkled top.

Order now—while you can spare your car—a new top
of Rayntite. It will add dollars to the value of your
car—and 100 per cent. to its appearance.

Write for samples of Rayntite
and literature fully describing it

DUPONT FABRIKOID COMPANY

Sales Office, 63 Bay Street, TORONTO
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“Come One! Come All!”

THE housewife who has her pantry stocked with

Swift’s Premium Ham and Bacon has no fear
of the ravenous appetites that come with holiday
life. She is never taken unawares by the unex-

pected guest.

Swift’s Premium
Hams and Bacon

——good all the year round—are specially desirable in the days
when light meals are most attractive, and heavy cooking most
disagreeable.

Think how handy! For breakfast—Switt’s Premium Bacon, fried

in a jiffy. For luncheons, teas, late suppers—Swift’s Premium
Ham, quickly fried or ready-baked, sliced and
served cold, garnished as you see fit, but appe-
tizing in any form.

Both are particularly adapted to summer use
because they keep so well, under conditions
when fresh meat is impracticab’e.

Insist on the Brand — Your Dealer has
“Swift’s Premium,”’ or can easily get it for you.

Swift Canadian Co.
Limited
Toronto Winnipeg Edmonton

.( Canada Food Board License Nos. 13-170, 171, 172)
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PHOTO ALBUMS
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Bound in Walrus, Seal

and Morocco Grain

Leathers and Silk Finish
 Art Cloths, Flexible

Covers.

F;very Collector of Snap

Shots requires one.

PAUL E. WIRT

FOUNTAIN
PENS

Self-filling,
Safety and
Ordinary Styles.
" Gold Mounted or
Plain Holders.

MITED

Z Brown Bros.:

Simcoe and Pearl Streets
TORONTO

is attained when it is perfumed

with the genuine

RKAY&LANMAN'S

Florida Water

In use for a Century, this
matchless perfume has won

world-wide popularity, and

stands today unique among
perfumes of its class.

In the Bath its cooling, re-

freshing and reviving effects

are truly remarkable. For

general use on the Dressing.
table it has no equal.

PrePARED ONLY BY

LANMAN & KEMP,
NEW YORK and MONTREAL.

Ask Your Druggist for It.
Accept no Substitute !

aeger'

Protect the
Children

Children who
wear Jaeger
Pure Wool can
enjoy their

ames and yet
ﬁ, protected ¢
from colds, Wh
not adopt this
clothing and keep

our children

ealthy and com-
fortable?
ForSaleatJaegerStores
and Agencies through-
out the Dominion.

A fully illustrated
catalogue free on
application.

DR.JAEGERSwitsry Woalleacy 1 1y

Toronto Montreal Wi

innipe,
British “founded 1883,

onits merit a most enviable, FA|
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Dartridge
Tires

Sentenced to do 10.000 miles
They will long outlive their term

Made by ThoF E PartridgeRubber Company.Limited Guelph.Ong
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HOTELRESORT & TRAYEL'DEPARTMENT S
and The Canadian Magarzine. I3th YEA
Ask us for travel advice. Enclose postage

Atiantic Monthly Century Harpar's  Review of Reviews Scribner's World's Work
W.te our advertisers and refer to WHERE-TO-GO BUREAU, 8 Beacon St., Boston, Mass.

Where-to-go Bureau forms for August close July 1st.
~  CANADA P __ATLANTIC CITY N.J. __CANADA
4 "%

N of A

Mithwons of acres of pine and balsam with thousands

of Juhes and stisams.  The mecea for outdoor men
sl wos e “Algomaguin Park “Muskota Lakes'*
20,000 Isiands of Goorgian Bay Timazami"’ |
“Kawartha Lakos lake of Bays.'' Modern |
sitels. Good fshing snd delightful climate. Altitnde |
1,800 10 2,000 foot abose the sea. Write for illus- |
temtell literatn ¢

|
Loan and Trast
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294 Washington SL., Hoston, Mass,
9 Chamber of Commerce Ridg..

19 Pime Bank Midg., Detroit, Mich,
270 Broadway, New York Chiy, N, ¥,

Rest, Relaxation, and Recreation

Will Open July 1st IN QUAINT
TLANTIC CITY’S newest and most EVANCELINE LAND

distinctive hotel, located on the
% 3 Which shall it be? Live at a comfortable
Board Walk, yet in the quiet, ex- | hotel, st moderste price, & log oabim, &

fiive Suelses otne eutal” distriet. | bungalow, or enjoy tent life in the great out.
2 g e doors, while on a Wrip of exploration by canoe.
Under the direction of D. M. Linnard, | 3

Windermere House [ e Mo

oot et g Bt President of the Cali § Some You may fish, hunt, golf, play tennis, and
famomae l-;:.“::.'“‘;:‘ ‘:"‘:"'_"'f — \”"r‘l':’}:m”“ p::,:,' “,’;pﬂ._,,n‘;,c'“:f."’}'.‘,',,ﬁ,‘:“""ﬁ,}':.’,‘. | bathe in salt or frosh water. Play near old
s " Maryland, Green and Huntington Ocean, or rusticate on lovely inland farms.
In making plans for your summer at Pasadena, California, the Hotel ad | OVERNIGHT FROM BOSTON
vacation, consider e P reient uincs Tiotel at San **Yarmouth Line " stoauers connect with
HISTORIC QUEBEC S Senta Barbara. __ DOMINION ATLANTIC
and the famous e o RAILWAY
Lower St. Lawrence River Resorts s EATNE i 232 Washington Street, Roston
traveling via the The Checkley Prout’s Neck, Malne, Write for particulars on Tour No. 108
At ocean's edge on a g IR, Genera enger Agent
Q v EBE C CENTRAL high-jutting peninsula. Cool breezes always, R U r‘“;:;.:: .-‘Ia::::.

RAILWAY Pure spring. Buths have fresh and salt water. Our
own farm products. Country Club golf and tennis,

i it | | THE PINES, noli®ho,

h Pallman sars with divingearservice from

: Auto trips
FEW YORK, BOSTOX, PORTLAND, | Wit o

The White Mountaius and 11 New England points § | 'tk Bo Tl MITOULCIL on on Hoteland Log Cabins in besutiful grove over-
00t sation wrtke | eohiine HOTEL MITOHELL o.tvees | | dooking Dicks ‘hasa "Gt ks wesriy
G, b, Wadsworth, General Passenger Agent Combines Country & Seashore. Beach 200, T.""".IB"““I Bathing. Motor Launches.
Sher vooke Que ft. away. Fishing. Golf. Tennis. Booklet. ‘“'"‘:‘_';‘I'_“;:‘" Excellent accommodations
" THE MERR'OONEAQ So. Harpswell, Now nnder mmnrmfm of
“Take a Planned Vacation Me. Casco Bay on 8 sides. Short ride from Portlaund DOMINION ATLANTIC RAILWAY
Send ¢ eall 8t any of these oftices for | boat or auto. Fine table. Shore dinners. All cow forts Wiite for booklet
FRE Arthooklet “Nine Ideal Vacations,* | | Boating. Bathing. Booklet. Write Arthur Shubert Hotel Mngr., *'The Pines,"" Dighy, N. §
Tells where to go to Fish, Camp, | | PASSAC AWAY INN e ———————— v
Hant, JJ;,"".«"HH'.;-:EZ? L and Cottages. York Cliffs, Me. Open | LOUR LODGE md.,:‘f"fw_‘ 8
days away from “h’ﬂn_"" or keep within June 25th. On 200 foot promontory | Kree from flies mosquitoes, and hay fever,
”"h.."' g facing the ocean. Exclusive summer | Golf, Tenuis, Boatiug Bathing, Fishing.
s PR colony. Write for booklet t0 | Garage. Write for booklet. <
Canadian National Railways 1180 Broadway. New York City. = b SRS NS,
ot W Adums Strest Kew ovhecshin Gotana an warr MYRTLE HOUSE
v ams Street TN T s - U 3
527 Majestic Building NELHAMEQHIRE sports. Ideal Climate. No hay fever.

424 W. Superior Street | | OAK BIRCH INN AND BUNGALOWS Qulsine the best. Garage. For booklet
311 Nicollet Avenue | | On Lake Winnipesaukee, in White Mt | write tn‘lln-irrlrrk & .}vllmun. Managers,

Foolworth Building | | Foothills, Modern, first-class. Golf & all | : : e~
214 Park Building | | jand & water sports. %0 miles from Boston, f NATIONAL VICTORY

Ik Jackeon Staeers | | Write for booklet to Alton Bay, N. H. | CELEBRRATION EXHIBITION
Cor 4th & Jackson Streets -
— AS ‘ BOSTON MASS, ! TORONTO, ONTARIO, CANADA
PLYMOUTH MASS. B e T — The Annual World Fair

MAYFLOWER INN . HOTEL pURITAN’. August 23d to September 6th, inclusive.

AND COTTAGES — | L 390 Commonwealth AveBoston 5 E“ CHENEAUX ISLANDS. MICH.

= s > ¢ ¢ HE IS NGTO Just the place you

Ogenpisted 18i. -Ahe mos . SZ . The Distinctive Boston are looking for. Ideally located. Dustless, pine:

. ~ m(;d(;r:') rf-',‘,i’m"ﬁ’;‘.‘(’i':“x'n “\'?-"v: & 7777~ House. called by globe :;..1».. .lmf:pllmre. N“; h-dy hf“;ri !iplendi«ll'hthl

Yointe. " 2 trotters one of the most homelike oating.  Sailing. onderful forest trails. X

o B o bistoie Fiyma. | | § and attractive hotels in the world. § |Sctient tahle. Write R 8. Meichers for booklet
m"’ﬂz’&?ﬂ or Cape Cod motorists. | | & Modest rates. Our booklet has quide _ADIRONDACK MTS. N.Y.

Golf unexcelled. Write for Mfi,klf;g- 1o _historic Boston and vicinity. OHAWK +4th Lake. Capacity 125, Lat-

s e+ O[] Sendomeior i Ko comanange | | Ml o chtiiment ety

Flymouth, e — et et S A Garage. C. M. Longstaff, Oid ;’o:;i‘n,y:

i ihe famous Rangeley region. Elevation 2000 Yloof)l‘lf_l;f A M P Private cabins with open fireplace and bails

On high forest land facing 2 mile lake. MAINE Trout and salmon fishing. Golf near. Garage. Booklot
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A Water Trip

Through Canada’s Fairy Land

v

COME where the mighty rivers of Canada flow onward

to the Sea. Take a boat trip on those rivers—]et
your eye drink in the delights of a scenic panorama that
has no equal in America.

Let your mind become refreshed with a change of scene sqo
complete that all cares will be forgotten in the engrossment of a
journey that brings new interests with every mile—new wonder-
ments with every hour. Well-named ‘Niagara to the Sea,” this
trip begins with the beautiful Niagara River; traversing Lake
Ontario and some 250 miles of the mighty St. Lawrence.

NIAGARA TO THE SEA

A trip that takes you through the 1000 Islands
Scenery—it gladdens the eye with glimpses of green-clac}
river banks—it thrills you with the novel experience of
shooting mile after mile of Rapids.

The Water Link be-

tween East and West

Break the long jour-

“\‘,‘Irir‘ﬂ\(‘l‘h))' lm.nt"!‘rom I > o

Sarnia to the * Soo,’ t gives you stop-over privileges-at such point

t. Artl or - Dulutl . 9 P S of

'W'.mxe.mrrnlr,a:r:irull,'r‘l of | interest as Toronto, Montreal and Quebec—also at Murray

Upper Lake Cruises B e 5 25 2 . >

SUTess e Giraat Do Bay and Tadousac \whgre splepdld’ Summer Hotels are

salted Seas. operated under Canada Steamship Lines management,

- -

CANADA STEAMSHIP LINES, Limited
TORONTO OFFICE, 46 YONGE STREET




Quebec is St. Anne de Beaupre, where for 250 years the

townsfolk and the pilgrims have bowed together before wayside
altars—and in the great church of St. Anne itself—to do honor to the
Saint in whose name so many miraculous cures have been effected.

Would you view the greatest of all Capes ? They are Capes Trinity and
Eternity—higher and more awe-inspiring than Gibraltar—on the River Saguenay.
This is the final feature of the Niagara-to-the-Sea trip.

NIAGARA TO THE SEA

The climax of this 1000-mile journey is reached when the boat steams
lowly up the magnificent canyon of the River Saguenay—where the traveller's
S v : ~ . .
amazement is tinged with awe as he beholds Capes towering higher than the
Rock of Gibraltar.

A boat trip that commences on a glorious lake and S e

4 . (B — ickets and informa-

takes you over great and beautiful rivers. A trip of a (hm‘m_‘humind P
thousand miles, that sustains the lively interest of the Shy To';i?.:f ?’f_?wz_“:a;al
< its ire nificent length. Steamship Lines, Lim-
traveller throughout its entire mag g Steamship Lines, Lim

A tl'ip over Wate"ways Peopled with tradltlon—a Ask for illustrated
. ey of joy and contentment that you must take once ere Booklet, Map and
journ

3 RE you interested in Shrines and miracles? A few miles from ;i : ’.x

A Guide.
can say that you know the beauties of Canada.
you J

CANADA STEAMSHIP LINES, Limited

MONTREAL OFFICE, VICTORIA SQUARE
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The Trout are Biting at

Rainy Lakes, Nipigon, Ogoki river, Nagogami
river, Kenogami river, Minaki Lake and the *‘ Shekak.”

And the National Parks Allure

Laurentides National Park
Quebec

Algonquin, Nipigon and Quetico Parks
Ontario

Jasper Park, Alberta
Mount Robson Park, British Columbia

In waters as yet but little unrippled by line of white man
the real fisherman will find his paradise and a vacation filled
with the thrill of big catches lurking in every stream.

Gofishing this year, and to the right point—there is no
necessity for taking ‘‘ pot luck.’’

Write for Canadian National Railways series of * Out of Door '
booklets—the Anglers’ Guides to the best fishing waters in Canada.

H. H. MELANSON
Passenger Traffic Manager
Toronto, Ont.
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“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RITE-HITE’ WARDROBE
TRUNKS

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

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

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

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

$332 to $90°

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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Hot ? Not on Lake Superior!

WHEN the mercury is playing around in the upper eighties,
and you wish Henry Ford would invent a self-refrigerati
collar—do you ever stop to remember that the temperaturel;%
Lake Superior never rises above 40 degrees?

What if you don’t spare the time for a long holiday? The Canadian
Pacific Railway’s Clyde-built steamships make a five-day trip from
Port McNicoll to-Fort William and back, during which you can be
as cool as an Eskimo and as comfortable as a New York clubman

Roomy cabins, the best of chefs—oh, those broiled Lake Superiog

whitefish !—tea on deck under the lazy awnings—seagulls againsy
the long, northern sunset—and a breeze from a thousand mileg
of clean pine woods, on duty twenty-four hours in the day.

Then—if you find you've got more time than you counted
on—how about a week on the Nipigon River, forty miles from,
Fort William, with guides, canoes and campfires and whige
water under the moon—and more speckled trout than you
know what to do with? 2

FULL PARTICULARS FROM ANY
CANADIAN PACIFIC TICKET
AGENT OR W. B. HOWARD,
DISTRICT PASSENGER AGENT,
TORONTO.

!
ey
I\

]
K S
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The Pacific Northwest

DN _ OREGON, WASHINGTQN, AND BRITISH COLUMBIA

.

. Where the ozone from the mountains and sea gives a
4% - rapacious appetite; the cool, bright, sunny days
g enable you to enjoy the majestic scenery and life in
&> the open and the cool nights assure a sound and rest-

R ful sleep.

LR N Sl it “““' .
ean RECREATION, PLEASURE and a RENEWED
" HEALTH of body. and of mind. It is not satisfactory otherwise, and THE,
PACIFIC NORTHWEST is the one place in America where such a vacation

cgn.be had.

.f}blf on forty evergreen courses, motoring on fifteen thousand miles of scenic
highways, bathing, boating, TROUT AND SALMON FISHING, mountain
climbing, yachting, and every out-door recreation.

Write for free illustrated booklet to Herbert Cuthbert, Sécrctary. Pacific Northwest Tourist
Association, L. C. Smith Bujlding, Seattle.
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VACATION IN THE PINE SCENTED

LAKELANDS OF CANADA

In the ** Highlands of Ontario,” that wonderful region of scenic beauty you can
Fish, Swim, Golf, Canoe, Camp, Hunt — spend a vacation you will never regret
or forget, Mirror-like lakes set in the grandeur of forests of pine and balsam.
The purest of air, 1,000 to 2,000 teet above the sea, and hay fever is unknown,

FAMOUS PLAYGROUNDS FOR OUTDOOR
MEN AND WOMEN

““Algonquin. Park”—*30,000 Islands of Georgian Bay"—‘‘Kawartha Lakes"—‘‘Muskoka
Lakes'—Timagami’’ and the ‘‘Lake of Bays.” Modern Hotels—or “rough” it if you prefer,
Any Grand Trunk Agent will gladly plan your trip for you.

Write for illustrated descriptive literature giving full particulars, rates, etc., to C. E, H\‘rning‘
Union Station, Toronto or J. Quinlan, Bonaventure Station, Montreal.

For adults, boys or girls camp sites apply to H. R. Charlton, General F’assenger
Department, Montreal.

G T. BELL; W. S. COOKSON,
General Passenger Agent,

Passenger Traffic Manager,
Montreal, Que,

Montreal, Que.
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Thousand Island
HOUSE

Alexandria Bay, N.Y.

THE VENICE OF AMERICA

THE most delightful and convenient location
in the Thousand Islands.

Fine fishing, motor boating, and tennis.

The starting point of all principal water
sports.

Finest auto roads from all points East or

West.

WILLIAM H. WARBURTON,

Proprietor
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CANADIAN VICTORY CELEBRATION
Colossal—Spirited—Colorful
CANADIAN NATIONAL

EXHIBITION

TORONTO
Aug. 23rd.—Sept. 6th,, inclusive

The most notable and successful annual event of its kind in the world

264 acres of education and inspiration

Canada at a glance in war and at peace

The most pleasant and profitable holiday trip on the Continent

HOTEL ST. JAMES

TIMES SQUARE, NEW YORK CITY
Just off Broadway at 109-113 West 45th St.
134 Blocks from 45th Street Entrance
to Grand Central Station.

Women will find here a home
atmosphere and absence of
objectionable features of or-
dinary hotel life.

40 Theatres, all principal
shops, 3 to 5 minutes walk.

2 q}inutes of all subways,
“L" roads, surface cars, bus
lines.

An excellent
Restaurant, at

moderate prices.

Write for
“What's Going
On In New York’.

All Outside Rooms

With adjoining bath B e from $1.50
With private bath S s e :_:2: ;ﬁ%

Sitting room, bedroom, bath o o

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

RAYMOND L. CARROLL, Pres. and Mgr.

= ' '
May we send you this
of aﬁ’ 4

uffalo and Niagar

Any reader of the Canadian Magazine
may obtain an illustrated guide to points ot
interest in and around Buffalo and Niagars
Falls. Sent free with our compliments,

The Hotel Lenox, on North Street ag
Delaware Ave., Buffalo, has become a tavorite
stopping place for Canadians visiting Buffale
and Niagara Falls. The pleasant location of
the Lenox—quiet, yet convenient to theatre
shopping and business districts—adds muc):
to the comfort of tourists, as do the unusualiy
good cuisine, complete equipment and excel-
lent service.

European plan. Modern. Fireprooj.
Every room as outside roon, $2.00 up.

On Empire Tours. Road map
and running directions [ree.
C. A. MINER,

Managing Direclor
North St. at Delaware Ave.
Buffalo, N.Y.

Faile?




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

,

5. 1847 ROGERS BROS.
£35 ,‘;‘v ‘Silver Plate that Wears”

8 | } The beautiful Old Colony pattern is shown in
7 )/ this chest. Surprisingly low in cost are some |
N y of these chests, being priced according to the
= number of pieces contained, and can be i
{ had in almost any combination,
Always sold with an unqualified guarantee made possible
. by the actual test of over 65 years. At all leading
dealers.  Send for illustrated catalogue “ Z-47"

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Limited
HAMILTON, CANADA
Meripex, Coxx NEw Yorx Cricaco SAX Fraxcmsoo
The World's Largest M Stetling Silver and
i c v Maken f Siedips Sil te

A
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O’Keete’s

Satisties !

+

TI makes no difference
how parched and thirsty
you are, ask for O'Keefe's
Ginger Ale and get a
delicious sparkling bever-
age that immediately sat-

isfies.

o
B

O’K eefe’s
GINGER ALE

Made from pure Spring

water and selected ingted-
ients, under the cleanest
conditions imaginable,
stands unrivaled as an
ideal thirst quencher.
Your grocer sells
O’Keefe's.
Order a case from him.
He also stocks—
O‘Keefe’s
Belfast Ginger Ale
Ginger Beer

Cola

Lemon Sour, etc.

o+ +

O’KEEFE’'S — TORONTO

Minard’_s
Liniment

One of
the Best
All Round
Remedies
For
Colds,
Sore Throats,
Sprains,
Rheumatism

MINARD
LINIMENT
CO,, Ltd. =

YARMOUTH, N.§.

QOKCASE

}'.!'”"u'm‘liu‘n e

s Il

N
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For the consistent care
of your skin!

Fairy Soap is made to take
particular care of the skin.

It creams cleansingly into the
tiny pores. Then it soothingly
creams out—rinses off—casily—
completely—quickly.

With these soap-qualities in

mind, buy several cakes of
Fairy Soap: Then use “Fairy™
consistently.

If you are not familiar with
the gentle cleansing purity of
Fairy Soap, you have a de-
lightful surprise awaiting you.

For Toilet
and Bath

[CECEXFA IR BAN K S58y)

LimiTED
MONTREAL




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

THE genuine-original Kellogg’s Toasted Corn Flakes

have always been packed and sold in the

< % Red, White_and Green Package}no other desngn--an.d will

continue to be put up in the same colored package.

GREATLY INCREASING ANNUAL SALES

That distinctive flavor..those high qu'\l:!ux of nutriment--have always been maintained in Kellogg's Toasted
Corn Flakes-in the Re d White and Green Package--because the most modern methods that scientific research,
This is what makes them so

by our own chemist, can provide, are used

SATISFYING—STRENGTHENING-—SUSTAINING

u\\\\\‘\\ \l“ }W ih"; ulllwh
\Q\Y\\\\\\ \ \\ q,

Kellogg’s Toasted Corn Flakes

Only MADE IN CANADA By

THE BATTLE CREEK TOASTED CORN FLAKE COMPANY, LIMITED
Head Office and Plant: LONDON, ONT
This is an entirely Canadian Company, no connection whatever with any Company
in the United States or elsewhere.
ALL CANADIAN CAPITAL ALL CANADIAN EMPLOYEES ALL CANADIAN EATERS

Canadians all from East to West

Insist always upon the best:

The patriot when he knows and sees
No camouflage can him deceive.

Then firmly stand and proudly_sing,
The praises of the( Corn Flake King.”
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or_Jsthma, Hay Fever Etc. ;
HAS BEEN SOLD IN CANADA

For Forty Years

And is the standard prescription
f‘or the relief of this dread

disease.
”~

The marvellous success with
which it has been used has made

for it a most envied reputation.

A TRIAL WILL CONVINCE |

Northrop & Lyman Co., Limited

Sole Proprietors

Established 1854 TORONTO




Every golden granule of

Grape-Nuts

; nt
contains the sturdy nourlshﬁ‘fng
of wheat and barley — no

th
left out that could build streng
and health.

“Theres a Reason



