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Fragrance

The sweet, natural fragrance of
Ivory Soap shows that it is made
of high grade materials. When
you use it there is no question
about quality. You know that it is
exactly what it is claimed to be—
a mild, white, pure soap of the

highest grade.

i 9947 PURE

ISR ERREARITERLE T IITITITITITII Y
IR AR RER N
FERIRSERRTERITRRERARRRRIRTRDRINENOCLSERINTRS! ;.

e o e R S R rg  .

Al

Psow




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

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 fo show you the De Sancy Pattern

The DE SANCY pat-

o o e oo R BOLMES 3 EbWARDS

- Silverware

following pieces :

Tea Spoons - doz. $6.00
Dessert Spoons “ 10.00

Tabie Spooms * 1100 WEAR-PROOF

Dessert Forks \
Medium Forks *“ 12.00 o

Berry Spoons each 2.560 | SPOONS
Bouillon Spoons

il ~ AND FORKS

Coffee Spoons = 6.00
Orange Spoons “ 9.00
Sugar Spoons each 1.10
Butter Knives “ 1.10
Butter Spreaders
doz. 11.00
Cake Forks each 1.76
C. M. Forks - 1.76
Individual Salad
Forks - - doz. 12.00
Oyster Forks 5% 8.00
Individual Fish
Forks - - *“ 1200
Individual Fish
Knives - - “ 1200
Cream Ladles each 1.50
Gravy Ladles “ 1.76
Tomato Server * 2.60

Sugar Tongs pair 1.75

Hollow Handle
Dessert Knives doz. 17.50

Hollow Handle
Medium Knives “ 20.00

Hollow Handle
Carving Set set 14.50

Modelled Handle
Dessert Knives doz. 8.00

Modelled Handle
Medium Knives * 9.00

dd & &k
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What Cash You Need When Travelling

—and more particularly, when large sums are re-
quired—is best carried in the form of a Letter of

Credit, issued by The Merchants Bank.

This old established form of international banking, is
preferred by many experienced travellers because of its
absolute security.

Letters of Credit are cashed only by banks or banking
corporations, and after the identity of the holders is es-
tablished to the satisfaction of the bank officials. This
insures safety, and guards against loss and theft.

THE MERCHANTS BANK

Head Orfice: Montreal. OF CANADA Established 1864,

289 Branches in Canada of which 115 are in Ontario, 34 in Quebec, and 137 in Western Canada.

jﬂ]lﬂlﬂ!illﬂﬂlllllIIIIIIIHlﬂﬂﬂﬂllﬂillﬂllﬂlﬂlﬂﬂﬂlﬂllﬂﬂllﬂﬂﬂﬂlﬂﬂﬁﬂlﬂlﬂ!ﬂlﬂllﬂ|IlllllllllIlIIIIIllll|||llllll!lﬂllllIlI|l|IIIIlI||llIIllllﬂllllllﬂllﬂllllHIIJ|IIIllllllllllllll!lllﬂllllllllllﬂllllﬂﬂlllﬂﬂlﬂlﬁlllllllﬂllmﬂﬂllIﬂﬂﬁﬂ“ﬂﬂlﬁﬂlﬂlﬂlﬂﬂﬂlﬂg

Select a Responsible Investment House

For the average investor, one of the most important con-
siderations in selling or buying bonds is to be assured of
the character of the firm with which he is doing business,
its experience and the facilities which its various depart-
ments afford for selling, buying and investigating ;the
worth of any security.

As an investment house with eighteeq years’ expex:ien_ce
in buying and selling high-grade Can?dlan bonds we invite
you to consult us in regard to your investment problems.

Correspondence Invited

DominNioON SECURITIES
CORPORATION LIMITED

HEAD oFFice: TORONTO 26 kinG sT. E. s
MONTREAL ESTABLISHED 1901 LONDON, ENG.




4 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

The British Product
OR
The Enemy-made Article,

It is for you to decide .

With the steady removal of trading restricuuns the markets
of the Dominion will soon again be fully supplied with all the

manufactured articles required. ;
But it is for Canadians to say whether they will demand the

products of Great Britain and her chivalrous Allies, or whether
they will be content with articles produced by the Enemy and
) ] which will be launched on the market in numberless disguises
and through numerous channels.

L 1 Ocetion of Glaves

Quality Unsurpassed: Value Unquestionable: .

these are the attributes of the famous makes ' of Gloves supplied
by The London Glove Company. Their Price List gives first
place to the BRITISH-MADE Glove, and a deserving position to
the finer products of our French and Italian Alliés, in kid, Nappa,
Suede, etc. A copy may be had free on request from

W The Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd., 200 Adelaide St. West TORONTO.

The same Price List will also be found !to contain
comprehensive details and faithful illustrations of

5

: Ladies’, Men's and Children's Hosiery and “Underwear—Ladies’ Knitted
' " Wool and Silk ‘‘ Effect™ Coats—Ladies’ Underclothing, Blouses, Boots and

Shoes—Waterproofs and Umbrellas—Men'’s Dressing Gowns,’ Pyjamas,
Shirts, Collars, Ties, Half Hose, Umbrellas and Waterproofs.

fondon Glove Company

Cheapside, London, ENGLAND N
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Egerton Burnett, Ltd.,
in High Grade Clothing Fabrics,

and they cordially invite Ladies and Gentlemen who are centemplating the
purchase of New Summer Suits to inspect the excellent assortment of
samples which they have assembled and which represent in Quality, Style,
and Character, as choice and select a collection of Fabrics as it has ever
been their privilege to introduce.

SAMPLES MAILED TO ANY ADDRESS ON REQUEST:

Specialise

SUPERIOR
QUALITY
Tweed, Cashmere,
Worsted & Flannel
SUITINGS
For Men and Boys

|

ook s

INTRINSIC WORTH

THE HALL-MARK OF CHARMING
. - - —_ Cotton, Wool, and
Sgetton . )winetts Sulk Fabrics inRich

Colours and effec-
tive Designs for
Ladies & Children

0 14
b *Jl}p

fulness and adaptability.

%' Costumes as {llustration
-to-measure and taflored to
of perfection in fit
hip, in various gual-
Avy Serges as
m $19.20.

¢ aber Twill Cont
ing, in various colors for $32.10.

Address :(—

Prices from $1.20 to $7.80 per yard, double width.

PERMANENT DYE “ROYAL” NAVY BLUE SERGES and COATINGS
for Ladies, Gentlemen and Children.

These permanent dye *‘Royal’” Navy Blue Serges and Coatings are ideal Costume and Suit

Fabiics, manutactured from superior quality wools in a large variety of weights and textures

and noted for their endurance in wear, their lasting freshness of appeararice, their great use-

Also in Blacks, Greys, and Colors.

Men’s and Boys' Suits, Ladies’ and Children’s Costumes Dresses, Waists, Etec.

made-to-measure in a variety ot fashionable styles,

Samples, Style Plates, Measurement Blanks, etc., mailed on request

EGERTON BURNETT, LTD.,
R. W. WAREHOUSE, WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENGLAND.

The Great-West Life

is noted for the Dividends paid to Policyholders.
The following is typical of Dividends being paid this
year,

TWENTY-PAYMENT LIFE POLICY FOR
$1,000.00
Issued 1889, Matures 1919
Age 30. Premium $30.06

Cash Value at Maturity.. . «es.$ 801.00
Total Premium paid .. ... SR i s 601.20
Exchss Returs - v $ 199.80

The Policyholder was protected by
81,000 Insurance 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 1esults are worthy
of atenti n.

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

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

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP
For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON’’ KNIFE POLISH
Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON”’ BLACK LEAD

Best fer Stoves, ete

-

OAKEY’'S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED
Wellington Mills, London, Eng.,S. E
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WHAT OF AVIATION?

Do we realize that daring aerial navigators are about to cross the
Atlantic in a frail flying machine? Do we know that birdmen already are
establishing passenger, mail and express services, that flying machines
will revolutionize the work of forest ranging, sheep ranching, seal fishing,
coastal patrols and the realms of sport? These achievements and much
else are revealed in a comprehensive article for the June number. The
authority is George R. Lighthall, Honourary Secretary of the Aerial

League of the British Empire (Montreal Branch).

THE SLAVE IN UPPER CANADA

One hundred and thirty years ago the Imperial Parliament passed
legislation enabling the Governor to grant licences for the importation of
negro slaves into Canada. In 1793 a witness in court told of a negro
wench having been tied with a rope, forced into a boat, taken across the
Niagara River into Upper Canada and there sold. These interesting
events in our history will be retold and other valaable historical incidents
related by Honourable William Renwick Riddell in the June number.

WHAT WAS LEFT OVER

Sir John Willison’s notable series of Reminiscences will end with
the June number. The last chapter is entitled “What Was Left Over,” It
will prove to be one of the most interesting of the whole fourteen chapters,
a fitting conclusion to the revelations of one who has had the privilege of

studying men and affairs ‘‘ from the inside.”’

PLAGUE AND PESTILENCE
Now that the ravages of influenza have abated it will be interesting
to trace the history of epidemics that have fallen upon the human race
and to make a comparison of them with the present scourge. This has
been well done by Professor R. K. Gordon, of the University of Alberta,

Read the Article in the June number.

$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 ?

MARKING I

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
NEW METALLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE

NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25¢.) from the Inventors.

LONDON E.C.

“MELANYL" THE

D. 7 & 9 St. BRIDE ST. ENGLAND

g R T B ST g e
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DEPENDABLE
INVESTMENTS

A. E. AMES & CO.

Established 1889

UNION BANK BUILDING - TORONTO
MONTREAL - NEW YORK

SUGGESTIONS
ON REQUEST

Be Wise To-day

IFE Insuranceisthe one

thing which above all

others should be decided
upon To-day.

During the recent epidemic nu-
merous claims were paid by our
Company amounting to no less
than £650,000.00 in addition to
war losses and ordinary mortality,

Many of these claims were on
the lives of young men and
women who had been but a very
short time members of the Cora=
pany.

There were many others who,
delaying their applications for
only a few days, were overtaken
by the fatal pestilence and swept
away, their relatives thus forfeit-
ing the protection that was plan-
ned.

r*Mutual Life

of Canada

Waterloo- Ontqriz&

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street, Toronto
Established 1855

Capital (Paid-up) - $6,000,000.00
Reserve Fund(earned) 5,500,000.00
Unappropriated profits 172,509.77

Capital and Surplus $11,672,509.77
Investments - . $31,461,387.24

HIGH-GRADE
BONDS

The Bonds of this Corporation are
designed to meet the needs of all
classes of investors. They are issued
in sums of $100. and upwards for
terms of one or more years, They
are made payable on any date desired
and may be renewed at maturity.

You cannot invest your money more
safely than in these Bonds which bear
a specially attractive rate of interest,
for which coupons, payable half-yearly,
are attached. g

SECURITY. Every Dollar entrusted to the
Canada Permanent is secured by the entire
Assets of the Corporation amounting to
$31,461,387.24
Of these Assets, about eighty-four per cent,
or
$26,318,586.75
consists of carefully selected first mortgages
on improved and productive real estate. The
mortgages are chiefly for moderate sums,
and upon the security of cultivated farm
lands and homes. The experience of more
than sixty-four years has been brought to
bear upon the investment of all moneys and
the selection of the securities therefor.
“"Send us your‘ aaa\r:e»s's,fo;’a copy of our

Annual Report and a specimen bond.
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ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

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

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

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

Write for Prospectus

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

)

= Na)

Head Master: N\ ’ %) Physical Training,
C. S. Fosbery, M.A. Manual Training,

Pr " Swimming, Rinks,
.ePIM ory, Tennis Courts,
Junior and Senior Riding, Drawing

Departments. Nuais

o B

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-
gation, 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,
1 Deputy Minister of the Naval Service.
Unauthorized publication of this advertisement will not be paid for.

Ottawa, February 3, 1919.
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At ‘ig)tﬁpr {mnlmngnlwn
i N Gollege Heights + Boronto

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

All Departments from Kindergarten to University
Matriculation.

For Calendar apply to the Bursar,

ASHBURY COLLEGE Rockdliffe Park, Ottawa

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Beautiful situation. Modern Fireproof Buildings. Ten acres playing-fields,
Special preparation for R. M. C. and R. N. C,

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

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ONT, * RESIDENTIAL scrooL

- FOR GIRLS
Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto.

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

Young children also received.

Fine location. Outdoor games and physical training.

The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, who for
twelve years taught in the School with marked success,

Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress,

For terms and particulars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Majer St., TORONTO.

Dt. Elndrew’s College

Toronto A RSk “Boyy Sl Canada
Calendar UPPER SCHOOL LOWER SCHOOL
Sent on Boys prepared for Universities, Royal Military College and Business
Application. REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., LL.D. - - Headmaster.

Tbe Dargaret Eaton School of Literature and Erpression

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

Send for Calendar

m 1' a II k 5 n m P ﬁall, 10 Elm ]ég;gu;',rokosedale.

A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

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

66 99 Private Residential School for Girls
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 sports.

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

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

FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPALS
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“SOUD AS THE CONTINENT™

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

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- - - - - - - 3,467,440.76
Assets e AR IS, 610,05
Net Surplus - - =+ - - - - 2,751,990.60
Profits Paid Policyholders - - 285,339.48

Total Payments to Policyholders

A ““Solid as the Continent” Policy is a good policy to
have and to hold.
to rates, or write directly to

North American Life Assurance Company
“¢Solid as the Continent’

Head Office: Toronto, Canada

Today the financial position of

$13,552,161.00
70,950,316.00

1,780,385.04

See any representative for particulars as

e

HOME
STUDY

Arts Courses only

SUMMER
SCHOOL

, QUEEN )
UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON, ONTARIO

ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE
SCHOOL OF MINING
MINING
CHEMICAL MECHANICAL
CIVIL ELECTRICAL
ENGINEERING

GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar.

July and August .

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.

STOP FORGETTING!

1E Pelman Mind and Memory Course gives a

better memory, trains observation, strengthens
will power, gives gelf-confidence, develops initia-
tive, originality, builds up an all-round menta' and
physical efficiency, Requires ouly few minutes &
day. Write for free booklet. Z

PELMAN INSTITUTE Depz. X, Toronto, Can.

) KEATING'S
n. POWDER

Moth in Furs, Blankets, Car-
pets, Woollens, etc., means
ruination. Keating’s Powder
effectually prevents moths. It

does no harm to the most
delicate fabric.
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A GREAT AGENCY
MAKES INSURANCE MEN

A famous French cynic once said a
man'’s first step to success in life should
be the choice of a good father.

Common sense says that the first step
to success in life insurance is to work
amidst successful, vigorous associates.

The most successful and vigorous agency
staff in Canada is the Western Ontario
and Michigan Division of the Sun Life
—the greatest Canadian Life Insurance
Company. .

This territory will produce $/0,000,000
of business in 1919, ;

You cannot help being made success-
ful in a staff like this. Several agency
appointments are now open.

apply :

JOHN A. TORY
supervisor for
WESTERN ONTARIO AND MICHIGAN

Sun Life Building, Victoria and Adelaide Streets,
TORONTO
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Keep the Mud OUTSIDE your Car!

Ordinary mats are not efficient in keeping the interior of your auto free
from mud and dirt. :

Let us send you a pair of these all-metal, nonrusting

DENNISTEE|

Made in Canada
AUTO MATS

$3.00 per Pair. Delivered FREE

They come to you complete, all ready to slip on, and are the latest thing
in running-board improvements. Remit by express or postal order at our
risk. Money returned if not satisfied.

We manufacture flexible steel mats in all sizes and patterns for
institutions, hotels, theatres, schools, etc.

THE DENNIS WIRE AND IrON Hamilton, Winnipeg
WoRrkKs Co.LIMITED
Ottawa, Toronto, LoNnDON

cCANADA

Halifaz, Montreal,

Calgary, Vancowver

ESTABLISHED

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

1872

be safe. A Savings Account in the Bank
of Hamilton will protect your savings and

induce thrift.

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

e ———————————
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Every

Morning

The Greatest
energizer in the
world—a morning
glass of

ENO'S =

Eno’s starts you away with a clear mind and enables you to continue
at highest efficiency all through the day’s work.

Thousands of Canadian men and women rely on the morning glass of
Eno’s for their good digestion and their good health.

Eno’s is a natural aperient. It contains only the tonic elements of ripe
fruit juice and cannot cause the least discomfort to the most sensitive system.
It clears the intestines and keeps the liver healthy and active.

SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS
Prepared only by J. C. ENO Ltd., “Fruit Salt” Works,
London, England

HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., Limited
10-12-14 McCaul Street, Toronto
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“Service”

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

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

THE LONDON LIFE INSURANCE CO.
Head Office: - London, Canada

issues Endowments at Life Rates, pays profits
greater than Estimates and has a record of over 40
years square-dealing. Let us serve you.

Policies “ Good as Gold.”

| THE ROYAL BANK OF CANADA

HEAD OFFICE, MONTREAL’

LONDON, Eng. NEW YORK
Princes St. ,E.C. 68 William St.

BARCELONA
Plaza de Cataluna 6

With our chain of 560 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

e O EOREIGN DEPARTMENT, MONTREAL, QUE. ||

CAPITAL PAID UP & RESERVES - - $30,000,000
TOTAL ASSETS over - . g - $420,000,000
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Columbia Records

i Real fun in the
home—any itime

9TIS wholesome laughter that banishes the glooms and keeps us sane. 'Tis
snappy, crackling mirth in_the home that keeps the family circle united

and makes home a good place to stay in of a night. 'Tis the wonderful
range of Columbia humor that enables you to have endless nights of fun—as
good as, though far from, the big Broadway hows.

Some Columbia FUN RECORDS—Your Dealer will play them for you

Never Mo’ and Purpostus.
Bert Williams, 41853, 10-inch
90c

I Keep on Toddling Along
and I’ll Have to Ask My
Mother. Billy Williams.
A2035, 10-inch 90c.

Cohenon the Telephone,
Joe Hayman., and appy
Tho’ Married, Fred Duprez.
Al516, 10-inch 90c.

Mrs. Dugan’s Discovery,
and Casey as a Judge,
3‘lichae] Casey. A1940, 10-inch

Oe.

Nobody and My Landlady.
BertWilliams. 41289, 10-inch 90c.
My Barney Lies Over the
Ocean (Just the way he lied to

« me). (Grant) and Good Bye
France. (Berlin) Nora Bayes,
commedienne. 42678, [0.inch

90c.

I Want to be a Janitor’s
Child, and Don’t Never
Trust a Travelling Man,
191'5ne Franklin. A71105, 10-inch

C.

Frank Tinney’s First and

955cond Record. A1854. |0-inch
C.

Where did Robinson Cru-
soe go with Friday on
Saturday Night? Al Jolson,
and I'm Going Away Back
Home. Anna Chandler. 41976,
1 0-inch 90c. -~

All Aboard for the Coun-
try Fair, Harlan Porter and
Knight, and She_ Stopped
to Powder Her Nose,
Harry C. Browne. 42252, 10-
inch 90c.

I Certainly Was Going

ome, and ocodman
Spare That Tree, Bert
Williams. 41321 10-inch 90¢. 3

The Columbia Grafonola should be in the place of honor in your family circle. [ts many

exclusive advantages, including the wonderful Columbia Tone Leaves—its supreme ability to
re-create original tone for you, single it out as the one musical instrument you cannot do with-

out. Standard Models $30.00 to $325.00. New Columbia Records out the 20th of the month.

COLUMBIA GRAPHOPHONE COMPANY, iToronto, Ont.
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Your Last Chance
To Win $500.2% in The

LIUIUAD NEREER

Cow Contest - - Closes June 1st

If you haven't entered this in-
tensely interesting contest, send
the coupon at once for full par-
ticulars, including free copy of
an inspiring true story telling
about Segis Fayne Johanna, the
$150,000 Liquid Veneer Cow,
Champion of the World.

After reading this story send
us a list of not more than eight
suggestions, pointing out simi-
larities between this cow and
Liquid Veneer, such as ‘“Both
Are World Champions”, Both
Are Owned by the Same People,"”

etc.

CASH /PRIZES

Ist Prize . $500.00 4th Prize . $50.00 21stto35thPrize (each)$5.00
2nd : 300.00 5th ; 25.00 36thte4sth “ *° 2.50
3d . 100.00 6th to20th Prize (each) 10.00 46th to50th ““ 1.00

FREE, to every contestant, a beautiful colored art picture of Segis Fayne Johauna, repro-
duced from a magniticent painting.

Remember, Liquid Veneer is also a World Champion. Nothing can equal the beautiful
polish it imparts to furniture and woodwork; soap and water are inferior to it in cleaning
qualities and no other preparation is so evenly balanced that it preserves and renews the

finish as Liquid Veneer does. It is

__________.____—-—--—————————————I NOT an oil and leaves no film or

coating. Just moisten a piece of
cheese cloth and dust with it.

BUFFALO SPECIALTY CO.

340 Ellicott St., Buffalo, N Y. Remember also, this contest
closes June 1, 1919, so send the
coupon fo-day and get your sugges-
tions in before it is too late.

Gentlemen:

1 desire to enter the Liquid Veneer Cow Contest and request you to
send me, FREE, a copy of the story offered in your advertisement, and
a copy of the rules. 3

Buffalo Specialty Company
340 Ellicott St., Buffalo, N.Y.
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THE SPINNER

From the Painting by Paul Peel,
in the Art Association Gallery,

Montreal
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THE WAY TO SOCIAL
AND INDUSTRIAL PEACE

BY W. E. RANEY

CROIE\S it possible, Vietor
\ i) \'(/ Hugo inquires, for Na-
RN @ poleon to win Waterloo ¢
MOANUTNNAE He says that it was not ;

- and not because of Wel-
lington, not because of Bliicher, but
because of God.

It was time that Napoleon should
be eliminated. His excessive weight
in human destiny disturbed the bal-
ance. Probably, Hugo says, the prin-
ciples and the elements, upon which
the regular gravitations of the moral,
as of the material, world depend, had
complained. Smoking blood, overfilled
cemeteries, mothers in tears, these
were formidable pleaders. Napoleon
had embarrassed God.

But if God intervened at Waterloo
to eliminate Napoleon, why did he not
interfere at Marengo or Austerlitz?
Why all the intervening carnage and
welter of human misery when it might
have been prevented at an earlier
date?

Attila the Hun, in the fifth century;
Was called the Scourge of God. May
Wwe believe that the people of that time

1~3

who named him so were using words
having a very real meaning? And if
Attila was the Scourge of God, so per-
haps also were Genghis Khan and
Tamerlane, who reared their pyra-
mids of human skulls, and Napoleon
and every other predatory world con-
queror,

Jeshuran waxed fat and kicked.
And so it has been. Peace hath her
defeats no less renowned than war—
riches, idleness, luxury, intellectual
pride, and perhaps there is no cure for
the social carbuncles begotten of these
things but blood letting, and perhaps
William Hohenzollern has served as a
leech for the world of to-day, as Attila
did for the world of his day.

We tell ourselves that there was
spiritual decadence in Germany, and
that Germany deserves to suffer the
penalty. So be it. But it is as though
the prophets had dwelt not on the sins
of Israel, but on the abominations of
the Philistines. We ignore the f_act
that we also have paid and are paying
the penalty. The destroying angel
passed over the land, and only the
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door-posts of the Quakers and Men-
nonites and Doukhobours bore the
mystic sign of immunity. -

Unless this is a mad world, without
guidance or governance, there was
somewhere a cause for this penaliy,
this slaughter of both first-born and
the younger sons, beside which the last
of the plagues of Egypt was a local
circumstance.

Unquestionably the highest concep-
tions of the moral law are to be found
in the Bible: Resist not evil; if a man
takes your cloak, give him your coat
also; get wisdom; get understanding ;
love mercy; do justice. These are
some of the Christian precepts.

But what are the precepts of our
twentieth century social order? Our
laws, which are the expression of our
real social conscience, are based, not
so much upon Christian ethics as upon
the ancient Roman or Saxon systems,
both pagan. And what is our modern
civilization? Rather, perhaps, we
should ask, What was our modern
civilization four years ago or five? Be-
cause there has been some change. It
was churches, colleges and hospitals.
It was a great literature and widely-
diffused knowledge. It was wealth
and luxury. It was railroads and
steamships, telegraphs and telephones,
the printing press and the daily news-
paper, electricity and gasoline, the
seeder and the harvester, and all the
multitude of labour-saving devices.
And in its nether regions, it was ex-
pressed by the tango and the turkey-
trot; a legalized liquor traffic, and in
many cities police protected prostitu-
tion; feminine fashions dictated by
the demi-mondaine and lecherous
playhouses; legalized theft by manipu-
lation of joint stock company laws and
common gaming houses under the pro-
tection of the Criminal Code, when
conducted by governors and members
of Parliament, but not protected at all
when conducted in the back room of a
Chinese laundry.

The moral law says, Thou shalt not
steal. To steal in this commandment
means to take the property or earn-
ings of another without rendering an

equivalent. But our economic fabrie
was based largely upon the violation
of this commandment. All gambling
is theft, and all (or almost all) specu-
lation is gambling. There was recent-
ly a great hub-bub about war profits.
A citizen accused of over-kindness to
himself in this respect, explained that,
after all, his 80 per cent. profit meant
only an increase of two-fifths of a cent
a pound to the consumer of his bacon,
and he had no qualms of conscience.
There was no reason why he should
have had, if that kind of thing is not
against the moral law in peace times.
His excuse was precisely that of all the
other men—the oil men, the cement
men, the tin pot men—who, having
secured control of the supply of some
article of human consumption, pro-
ceed to levy tribute. They have no
qualms of conscience, because their
consciences are grounded not upon the
moral law within them, but upon the
Criminal Code, and the Criminal Code
is silent on the subject of profits.
And not only do our laws safeguard
and encourage the accumulation of
vast wealth in the hands of individ-
uals, but they permit the owner to
control its devolution, until in the
European countries the dead hand has
become too heavy to be borne, and
here in America, where society is still
in the making, we already count our
millionaires by the thousands, and our
near-paupers by the millions. The
evil is not so great whilst the men who
engrossed the millions still live, for,
after all, they remain human. But
when they have passed and are suec-

ceeded by parasitic sons and sons’

sons, who view the rest of mankind
from a pedestal and put into practice
the theory that they are a superior
breed of humanity, the social order
and the moral law are both outraged.
And this is so whether the parasites
call themselves dukes, or earls, or
barons, or knights, and whether they
live in the old world or in a country
that has respect to the forms of
democracy, but not to its spirit.

It is a moot point whether any man
can earn a million dollars, much less

|
Y
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ten, or twenty, or two hundred or a
thousand millions, in a lifetime. At
all events, if he gets such vast wealth
he does so with the assistance of the
existing social order, and if he is per-
mitted to control his gettings while he
lives, there will be no violation of the
moral law if society appropriates them
at his death, subject to a provision for
his dependents, but leaving his chil-
dren, when old enough to do so, to
work for their living like other self-
respecting members of society. In
other words, there is no natural testa-
mentary right and no inherent right
of inheritance.

Another moral law is, Thou shali
not kill. The heathen woman throws
her child to the crocodiles. Civilized
women have other means of prevent-
ing the demonstration of the Malthu-
sian theory, until race suicide has be-
come a by-word, though scarcely a re-
proach. 5

Primitive man was his own beast of
burden—in time his labours were
lightened by the domestication of the
camel, the ox and the horse. Then
after many centuries came steam and
machinery, and the fruits of his indus-
try were multiplied by ten; and then
came electrical and gasoline energy
and more machinery, and they were
again multiplied many fold. And still
in the twentieth century myriads of
the people of the highly civilized coun-
tries win a bare subsistence, and men
and women and little children live
huddled together in unsanitary sur-
roundings and die for lack of the
things which they could eommand
were they given their fair share of the
fruits of their toil. May this also be
murder according to the moral law ?

Before the war, there was a general
consensus of opinion among the stu-
dents of the subjeet in the United
States, that $15.00 a week was the
minimum cost of subsistence of a
labouring class family. But in one of
the great Chicago packing houses, the
average weekly income of more than
half of the men was $6.37. In the
steel industry of the United States,
according to a Government report,

twenty per cent. of the men worked
twelve hours a day and seven days a
week, and half the employees got lesz
than eighteen cents an hour. Not one o
the twelve basic industries of the coun-
try paid the head of a family, on an
average, within one hundred d_ollarsba
year of the minimum for fa_mxly sili
sistence, and nearly one-third of
the working class families of the ct())l(l)n-
try had incomes of less than $500. : a
vear. And as the scale of wages de-
scends, infant mortality mcreasis.
The rate was 84 per 1,000 where the
father earned $1,200 or more ary%ar-
When the father earned only $500 a
year, the rate was 255 per 1,0001, or
more than three times as great. qla
pitiable effort to eke out the f_amlh):
larder, more than 600,000 boys in the
United States between ten and twelve
years were workers for wages. An(!
conventional commercial morality saw
nothing in these figures but the law
of supply and demand. But all the
while the moral law was being violat-
ed and the penalties were piling up.

It would be strange if the millions
of men, who are the victims of these
conditions, endured their lot without
protest. Syndicalism, sabotage, bol-
shevism, anarchism, socialism, and the
Industrial Workers of the World are
the eruptive protests of those of them
who resent most keenly the injustice
of the present order. And however
much we may reprobate their excesses,
we cannot conceal from ourselves the
fact that their complaints are ground-
ed upon facts and figures taken from
Government blue books. : “Don’t you
know,’’ said President Wilson the year
hefore the war, ‘‘that this country
from one end to the other believes that
something is wrong. What an op}?olll'-
tunity it would be for some man with-
out conscience to spring up, and sa}"i,
‘This is the way, follow me,” and lea
in paths of destruction. ... We are In
a temper to reconstruet economic so e
ety as we were once in a temper
reconstruet political society. &

bare score of years ago, ﬂl;zd c‘;}y

science of the world was §h0:h S
the atrocities of Leopold in the
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gian Congo. The natives were en-
slaved and tortured and murdered
that the old King might have jewels
to lavish on his court favourites. But
had the conscience of the world been
better educated and less hypocritical,
it would have discovered similar con.
ditions nearer the heart of both the
European and American civilizations.

Service is the basis of the moral law.
Self is the tap root of the laws by
which we are actually governed, and
the vice of it is that the average man
accepts the law of the land as the
boundary of his responsibility, and
justifies himself by the laws society
has made to replace the moral law
within the individual.

Our self-made laws are in number
as the sands of the seashore. No man
knoweth them. They are contained in
volumes so numerous that they could
scarcely be read by a man in his life-
time, and their number grows steadily
greater year by year. If there is no
statute, what is the nearest precedent ?
It is only when there is no statute and
no precedent that the judge is free to
consult the moral law within him.
Now and then, indeed, he feels im-
pelled to remind litigants that his
court is not a court of morals. He
might also often truthfully say that it
is not a court of justice, though I have
never heard it put by the court itself
quite so frankly as that. In truth and
in fact, our courts are courts of law.
Sometimes the law is justice and some-
times it is not.

Greed is one of the master passions
of mankind. It was thought by the
Idealists of the French Revolution
that ignorance was the chief prop of
greed, and that if only men were edu-
cated, greed would lose its mastery.
What men meant then by education
was the getting of knowledge. Well,
in the century and a quarter since the
French Revolution, knowledge has
come beyond anything that Rousseau
dreamed, and greed is more strongly
entrenched than ever before. For
greed was crafty, and when educa-
tion became inevitable, greed said,
“Go to now, education also shall be

my bondservant”. And greed en-
grossed the fruits of knowledge, and
more and more our universities were
given over to the pursuit of science
and less and less to the distinetion be-
tween right and wrong.

Idealists of the last century per-
ceived that while knowledge had
come, wisdom still lingered, and that
while we were mastering the material
forces of the universe, we were losing
our moral sense, and they warned us
that the only true education, the only
education that would conquer greed,
was that which would help men to see
clearly the relation of cause and effect,
and the difference between right and
wrong. But the voices of the Idealists
were voices erying in the wilderness,
and greed paid no heed at all, except
to see to it that as little as possible of
these things was heard in college
halls.

The essence of democracy, as of
Christianity, is brotherhood. The es-
sence of autocracy is privilege, and
privilege is greed rampant. But a
democracy of millionaires and paupers
is a contradiction in terms. As well
speak of a democracy of autocrats
(or aristocrats) and slaves.

The figures for Canada are not
available, but from the Report of the
Commissioner of Internal Revenue of
the United States published in 1917,
it appears that at the end of 1916
there were 22,696 millionaires in that
country. In that year 396 persons in
the United States paid taxes on in-
comes of $1,000,000 or more, as against
120 in 1915, 60 in 1914 and 44 in 1913,
an increase of eight-fold in three war
years!

Ten of the 396 who had incomes of
$1,000,000 or more in 1916 paid in-
come taxes on $5,000,000 or more!

The defeat of the German armies
was a victory for international moral-
ity. To adapt the language of Hugo
to the events of 1918, it was not pos-
sible that the Kaiser should have won
the war—not because of Foch, not be-
cause of Haig, not because of Persh-
ing, but because of God.

After Lincoln’s proclamation of

i
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emancipation of the slaves in Septem-
ber, 1862, the question at issue be-
tween the North and the South became
a moral, instead of a political, one.
Before that time, the South had the
sympathy of Great Britain on the issue
of secession, and many people, even in
the North, were lukewarm. Washing-
ton was depressed by Bull Run and
Antietam, and the outlook was dark
indeed. It is said that during the first
two years of the war, no one ever
heard President Lincoln say that he
knew the country would be successful
in the war. But his emancipation pro-
clamation brought the moral opinion
of the world definitely to the side of
his Government, and, after that time,
no one ever heard Lincoln express a
doubt of success.

A house divided against itself can-
not stand. A civilization eannot en-
dure permanently, half barbarian and
half Christian, as was our civilization
prior to the war. I do not include in
this generalization the ecivilization of
Germany. We now know that that
civilization was essentially barbarian,
and as the war progressed, it changed
only for the worse. :

But no sooner was the war started,
than the Christian element in the civil-
ization of the rest of the world began
to assert itself over the pagan. With
an abandon of self, Belgium and Eng-
land, and Canada and Australia, and
even South Africa, threw their bodies
across the path of the beast, and, from
that moment, even as the blackness of
darkness descended upon the earth,
the morning light began to break, and
men began to say that after the war,
the world would never be the same
again. What they meant to say was
that the triumph of international mor-
ality would be followed by the tri-
umph of social morality. Of course,
it was not to have been expected that
the new order would be born full-
grown. That would not have been ac-
cording to the law of evolution. The
application of the moral law to com-
merce and industry, education and

legislation, will be a complicated pro-
cess and may perhaps not be accom-
plished without a painful struggle.

But the world has been thinking
these years in terms of the essentials.
People have been ‘‘seeing clear and
thinking straight’’. Having rid the
civilized world of autoeracy, they will
have scant patience with its blood re-
lations, aristocracy and plutocracy.
They may not at this moment see
clearly how the desired changes are
to be brought about, but they do see
clearly the false pretence that our
social order, as at present constituted,
is grounded on the teachings of the
Prince of Peace. The militant demo-
cracy of to-day, under the hard pres-
sure of laws that create social condi-
tions as far removed from each other
as the poles, is Christianity with the
graces—faith, hope and charity—sub-
tracted. In other words, the socialists,
and perhaps even the anarchists and
\bolsheviks, aceept the social teachings
of Christianity and reject the spirit-
ual. In this respect they are one step
in advance of the defenders of the
present social order, who rejeet both.

If the masses have the support of
the leaders of public opinion in their
struggle for social justice, the graces
will be added in due season. If not,
the solution will have to wait on
strikes and lock-outs and other social
disorders—for, by one means or an-
other, a Waterloo is as inevitable for
social immorality as it was for inter-
national immorality.

In his speech before the Peace Con-
ference proposing the formation of a
League of Nations, President Wilson
said : :

“‘Gentlemen, the select classes of
mankind are no longer the governors
of mankind. The fortunes of man-
kind are now in the hands of the plain
people of the whole world.”’

The ““select classes’’ will do well to
recognize the change socially and in-
dustrially, as they have already done
politically. It is the only way to social
and industrial peace.

1
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AND everywhere, of
course there was sand
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(Wi weatl| everywhere. Was this
7\, ﬁ'v};f;,?&gfg | not the desert and
N mmeset] Hoypt! And always

before until he had dis-
embarked at Port Said, Egypt, the
Desert and the Sand had been syn-
onymous to Halliday. Like many
another of us he had never expected
to get farther in the Nile country
than his imaginings carried him.
But now, having come, he had found
that Egypt was made up of many
things beyond his farthest fancyings,
seents and colours and sounds, un-
sensed in any of his thoughts and
dreamings, and over all and through
all, the beginning of all and the end
of all—mystery. He had loved it
too, with the very deep love of an
intensely romantic undemonstrative
middle-aged Englishman who would
rather be cut in little pieces than let
one suspect he regarded anything in
the world from any attitude except
a frivolous one.

When for the first time, standing
on the outskirts of the encampment
he had watched the sun go down into
a sea of golden sand, that had not
seemed so mueh to receive it quiescent-
ly as to mount in any ecstacy of glit-
tering joy to meet it, he had almost
awooned at the marvel and the mag-
nitude of it; but he had abruptly
turned from the sight with a curt
command to his orderly, an unneces-

sary command made simply to hide
the tremor of his lips and hands.
‘When, the first day of his arrival he
had seen the too slender khaki
column swing off and away until it
was lost to sight behind the hum-
mocks and the palms, he had had to
grind his teeth together to keep the
sobs from choking him, so swift his
imaginings carried him forward to
what was in store for the men, who
scorned to send an equal foree to
meet a forece in ambush; who would
be ashamed to fight an enemy which
did not outmatch them two or three
to one. He watched them go, and
the realization of what the British in
Egypt meant made his head throb
with the splendour of it. The Sand
itself, the Queen of Rivers, the
ancient Trees, the Monuments, and
millions of voices from the great
Tombs all had been calling, calling for
centuries to a deaf world, until Eng-
land had heard and English men had
come to restore through untold saec-
rifice the ancient glories of a civiliza-
tion more marvellous than our own.
That was what the little ¥haki
column marching over the Band
spelled to Halliday. Outnumbered
they! when all the hosts of the dead
Pharoahs and Ptolomys marched be-
side them to spur them on to vietory.
He had stood there long after they
had gone, visioning a rushing joyful
host in the heavens, hearing the clash
of eymbals and the song of those who

* The tears of the Egyptian gods and goddesses, pagticularly those of Isis, were
supposed upon falling to the eartt to be endowed with miraculous powers.
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will triumph, until a brother officer
called him laughingly from his re-
verie, and he had turned with a quick
jest on his lips which entirely belied
the tears on his cheek.

Yes, he had loved it all. He had
loved the narrow, old-world streets
of the ecities, where romance and in-
trigue lurked and beckoned round
every corner; he had loved the way
the sun embraced everything, the
tall leaning buildings, the dusty
mosques, the squat little shops, even
the warm worn cobblestones iunder
foot, which could they speak might
tell tales that would put Scheherazade
to envy. He had peered through
his monocle into the shadowy in-
cense laden, musky depths of the
bazaars and his heart had swelled to
the suggestive stimulus of them. He
had looked, not too intently, for he
would not spoil by reality the loveli-
ness of his ideals, at women with
veiled faces, and had brushed against
slim shoulders, and onece touched
furtively a pink-palmed slender olive
hand. But only as one reads a book,
feeling nothing but the impersonal
interest conjured up by the mind
alone. He had loved the little naked,
round - stomached, black - eyed chil-
dren, playful as puppies and colour-
ful as bubbles. He liked to think
that the blood of forefathers dead
four thousand years and more still
flowed in their veins, and that in-
stinetively their little feet and hands
kept time as they danced and played,
to rhythms and sougs born of poets
who were old when the pyramids
were in the making. But if you had
asked Halliday as he had been asked
again and again how he liked cam-
paigning in Egypt, he would have
answered as he had answered a score
of times. “Rather rotten, meastly hot,
and all that sort of thing you know.”

So, no one really knew Halliday.
Everybody liked him. He was a
favourite with his brother officers, a
capital story-teller and the lightest-
hearted man among them, in spite of
his fast-graying hairs and a bit of

seiatica. His men were a little afraid
of him but rendered him unswerving
obedience, and women found him
pleasant of manner and banteringly
flattering of speech, but entirely cold
and unmoved by the warmest co-
quetry. No one would have believed
that Halliday was the shyest man in
the regiment, and that his dreams
were made up of rosy and golden tis-
sues as beautiful and vagrant and
unsubstantial as the air-castles of a
little boy; that, having learned the
deepest lessons in life from a mother
who was love personified, and from
another woman whose love was no
less pure though an impassable bar-
rier separated her from him in life.
he had come to love so widely and
deeply and impersonally that his love
embraced the whole world and be-
yond, but was quite impractical from
a wholly material point of view.
And that was how he had loved
Egypt.

And it had brought him to this,
nothing but Sand.

It was very dark, darker than the
cellar in his father’s house in boy-
hood, and the feel of the Sand and
the smell of the Sand were every-
where. He had not minded it be-
fore because there had been the sun
before or else the stars; but just now
it was dark and it was wet, the rdin
was falling. It had been falling for
an eternity. Sheets of it, blankets
of it. He had never in all his mind’s
conjuring pictured the desert in the
rain. He could not see anything,
not even his hand before his eyes.
He could not visualize the desert in
the rain. By now you will under-
stand that that was Halliday’s life,
standing on a plane a little apart
from his fellows, seeing, hearing,
tasting, smelling, thinking compos-
itely. But just now he could not
seem to get away from the Dark
without and the Dark within. He
tried to. He tried to detach himself, to
think of the rain and the desert apart
from himself; of himself as looking
on while the dark clouds sent down
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. their overflow and the thirsty sand
reached up its billions of parched
mouths. He almost succeeded. He
almost began to rejoice in that cosmic
sense of rejoicing which had come to
be so much the greater of all his
senses; and then—the Rain and the
Sand came closer, closer, and pressed
against him and smothered him with
their smell and he had to fight hard
against an inclination to ery out.

But presently his trained mind be-
gan to exert something of its normal
control over his faculties, and he
tried to remember what had hap-
pened. The enemy had been retreat-
ing when night and the storm came,
and the army had kept following to
make sure of a complete rout. He had

‘no idea when he had dropped out of
the ranks. He had been wounded
just previously somewhere around
the shoulder and had dropped his re-
volver from his left hand. He was
carrying his sword in his right. He
recalled distinctly that he had shouted
to one of his lieutenants but that his
voice did not seem to carry and the
other had not answered. They had
all been running, madly exultantly
running, and he hated dreadfully to
fall back. He had tried to keep on,
but it was dark and the rain blinded
one still further, and besides he was
losing a lot of blood. @~ Where was
he? He tried to feel around him,
then he tried to stand. Something
wrong with one of his legs or back.
He essayed crawling mext but that
was quite as useless as frying to
stand. Furthermore it brought a
very terrible dull grinding pain down
one side of his body. Then he smiled.
That was it. That was why he could
not keep the press of the Rain and
the Sand away and lift himself to
the plane outside where he belonged.
He had not understood before. Now
that he did, what had frightened him
ceased to be a terror. It was only
his wound. e

But the pain was not to be minim-
ized and vanquished in a moment.
It was too real, and the cold and the

wet were too real. He tried to reach
his haversack. He had a first-aid
kit and such like in it. But he
could not reach it, he could not. He
ground his teeth and concentrated all
his strength of mind and body on
the effort, but his muscles at both
shoulders seemed paralyzed. With a
sigh he gave up for the time. Well
then, now to put his theories to the
test. If he were part of the Infinite,
a little thing like a broken leg, or a
broken shoulder or even a broken
body could not matter. He tried to
fix his mind on that one great
fact; to get his normal philosophical
mental poise. After a time his mind
let go of the pain as the predominant
thing and he began to reason more
clearly. Halliday believed he was
fatally wounded, but the idea of death
had no more terror to him than going
to sleep has to a child, so he dis-
missed that phase of the situation.
But if he were going to live even
until the morning he must make his
plans. Of course they would come
back for him, might be on their way
back now, and possibly others might
have fallen near him, though he
doubted that. The enemy had not
been firing as they ran except a few
fitful shots. However he would send
out a call. He did so and was sur-
prised at the faintness of it. It only
penetrated about two inches of the
dark and then returned to him.
Something wrong with his vocal
chords evidently. He gave up the
idea of trying to summon help. He
was sorry he had lost his revolver, he
might have sent out a shot or two.
Well, there seemed nothing left to
try unless it was to sleep. -There
would be several more hours of dark.
He was not sure how many but he
thought it must be close to midnight.
He closed his eyes and put the
thought of being cold and wet away.
Fortunately he was not thirsty, the
rain attended to that. Having by
this time grown surer o:i himself
mentally, he ventured to feel out
again with his uninjured arm and his
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hand came in contact with what was
either a large or a small sand mound.
He must reach that and get the pro-
tection of it. With infinite patience
and fortitude he worried the few
feet towards it. It took him a long
time, moving by inches, but it was
worth the effort, for he could lean
against it and it sheltered him a little
from the slanting rain. But he was
quite exhausted, and he thought he
must have fainted, for it suddenly
came to him that the left side of his
body was in a torture of pain. Un-
conscious of what he did he began to
pick up the sand in handfuls and
throw it from him mechanically, try-
ing with all his mental strength to
get a grip on his will. Presently his
fingers closed on something hard, a
round, flat object. He sifted the
sand from it and felt it with dull
curiosity. He put it on his wet knee,
and, holding it with the ball of his
hand, examined it more minutely
with his finger tips.

It seemed to have characters
seratched upon its smooth surface. A
little flutter of excitement moved
Halliday, though he smiled grimly
to himself for evincing any interest.
Even if he had found something,
something of tremendous archaeo-
logical value, of what earthly use
would it be to him when he was
going to die in a few hours. He
pictured others secking for him and
discovering the stone with its hiero-
glyphies, clasped in his hand, and
picking it up and examining it, and
the good old colonel getting out his
spectacles to try to decipher the
characters.

His pain suddenly began to grow
surprisingly less and a little drowsi
ness fell upon him. He clasped the
stone closely in his hand, and leaned
more comfortably against the sand
mound. He supposed he was dying
and smiled a little deprecatingly,
for to die so gently made him feel
humble for the great merey of it.
He was not sorry to die. Of
course there was his mother, but

she was as philosophical as he, and
he had no manner of doubt that it
was only a question of a short time
when they would be reunited. He
would have liked to live longer if he
had had his choice, just long enough to
see the end of the war, the Holy War,
as Halliday named it in his heart of
hearts. But he knew how it would
end ultimately and his being alive or
not would make no difference one way
or the other. There were a few
memories he wanted to carry away
with him, and these he recalled lov-
ingly, dwelling upon them as one
dwells upon the beautiful pictures of
some favourite story while one turns
the leaves of a book many times read.
And he had always thought he would
like to go out holding fast by a hope
that had been long deferred, but that
he felt guite sure would be realized
in some form or another after life
was done. So he reached down
through the years to a picture that
was the most beautiful of all, and,
as his mind held it, and his inner
vision dwelt upon it, the old wistful
longing which had been his through
all his youth returned. He was sur-
prised that it should be so, sur-
prised that he could feel an emotion
S0 poignant after so many years of
quiescent patience. But there it
was, the old ardent eagerness which
had belonged to those wonderful days
when the future was a rainbow-col-
oured, unknown quantity. Again he
smiled at the fantastic tricks his
drowsy mind was playing him, and,
leaning more heavily against the
sand, he opened his eyes slowly to re-
call the present.
‘What was this! The Dark and the
Rain were falling away from him!
He sat up straight, unconscious of
any pain, and looked about marvel-
ling. Every moment it was growing
lighter, brighter. Stay! there was

the sun, and low in the west. _And
hark! What was that! A 'bxrd’s
note. And that! The ecroaking of

frogs in some distant meadow. There
was a flutter of wind on his cheek
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and in it was the scent—the scent of
clover and sweet-briar and balm-of-
gilead and and—the sea.

There was the sea, there was the
white fringe of it only a few yards
from his feet, and beyond—the blue-
ness of it, and beyond again—the
rose and the gold of it where the
sun was sinking.  There were the
mountains rosy, too, with purple
shadows erowding the foothills, and
here close about him was still the
sand, but the sand of the seashore,
and behind him was a granite boul-
der with grasses and little white-
tipped flowers growing in the crev-
jces. A bee droned lazily by him,
heavy with its load of honey, and a
sea-gull cireled high above a little
white-sailed boat a mile from shore.

Tt was all dearly familiar. He
saw a dozen old landmarks that he
well knew. Presently he ventured
to stretch his body a bit. He felt no
discomfort. He tried to raise his
left hand, and he did so without ef-
fort. Then he opened very timidly
his right hand, and clesed it quickly.
He held the round flat stone there. It
was pearly white and seratched with
infinitesimal characters.  Curiously
enough, he was not greatly amazed or
perplexed. He felt a mild wonder
and an intense satisfaction, and his
body seemed te throb and glow as
the body of one who has taken his
first champagne, but with more vital,
forceful energy. His eyes seemed
guddenly clean-washed, and all his
senses quickened. He knew it was
a miracle, but he had no desire to
understand it.

Then he saw Her coming. His eye
eaught the flutter of her dress first,
then her little feet, her round white
chin and the brim of her wide hat.
He could not see her face until she
was before him and had tilted up her
head. By that time he had sprung
to his feet breathless, speechless. Her
cheeks held sprays of wild-rose
colour, she bit her red lower lip with
her little white teeth to hold back a

smile.

And so they stood and looked at
each other, and he was so tumultu-
ously happy and confounded that he
was afraid to speak.

At last she released her lip, and
an irrepressible dimple came in her
left cheek. She spoke very softly
with a delicious shyness, lowering her
head a little and lifting up her thick-
fringed lids to look at him.

« Perhaps,” she said, “you did not
expect me after all.”

Hesitatingly, stammeringly Halli-
day responded, “I did—did—di—
didn’t dare to expect you.”

«But I promised,” she said with
sudden gravity, “and 1 saw your
mother in the rose-garden and she
told me I would find you here.”

Then Halliday knew that it was a
dream or that it was magic. At first
he had thought he might have died
and gone to heaven. Now he knew
that instead he had gone back more
than twenty years, and that he was
dreaming what had happened then.
But he was very timid. He was liv-
ing his most sacred memory over
again, and he felt ashamed and al-
most afraid. His heart was beating
fast and he dared not move nearer
her lest he should wake up. He
clutched the talisman tightly in his
hand and spoke.

“You are Letty, aren’t you?’

She nodded. It was an odd ques-
tion, but she did not seem to find it
S0

the hour we are to have out of a life-
time, the hour we are to remember
until we go to heaven.” She smiled
swiftly and bravely, though her lips
drooped a bit when the smile was
done.

«T know you—you Letty. I have
never forgotten you,” Halliday said,
“bhut T am a bit confused. I can’t
think coherently and I don’t want to,
that’s the odd part. I want to put
out my hand and touch you too, but
I am afraid.”

The dimple came in her cheek
again and she bit her lip quickly to

« Of course I am Letty, and thig is
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stay the smile. She moved toward
him softly and laid her hand in the
one he held out. As the warm
little palm touched his own, all Halli-
day’s youth, all his old memories,
emotions, desires rushed upon him.
The past became vivid, alive, the only
reality. He held her hand tightly
and drew her closer to him. The
twenty odd years which had passed
since he had seen her vanished with
all that they meant of everything.
He was young again, and there was
no room in his throbbing heart or
brain for anything but the supreme
demands of that moment.

“Letty,” he said, as he had said

twenty odd years ago. “It’s all
nonsense and it’s all wrong. I
thought about it all night. For my-

self it does not matter so much. I
would not mind if T had to suffer
alone, but to know that you must
suffer too is unbearable.”

“1 am not suffering,” said she,
smiling again. “I am entirely con-
tent. Did we not promise one an-
other one happy hour with no regrets
and no vain complaining? To-mor-
row we will go separate ways. This
one hour is all our own. I do not
suffer.”

“One hour out of a lifetime,” said
he, with unsteady lips, “ and life is so
infernally long. I thought last night
would never end. It isn’t fair, Letty.
‘What did mother say to you?”

“Bhe said she knew we would do
what is right.”

He dropped her hand. Uncon-
sciously he thrust the talisman into
the breast pocket of his shirt.

“Let us walk down the beach a
little way,” he said, “ there is a tree
that overhangs the bank. It is very
pretty. I wish I could show you all
the beauties of this place, Letty. I
wish it was yours as well as mine.
We should build a boathouse near
that willow with a verandah on the
south side, where we could have tea;
and mother and I had planned a per-
gola from the rose garden to the bank.
I'm not going to build the pergola.”

“Life is very long,” she reminded
him softly. “You have such a beau-
tiful home here. I want to think that
by and bye after I have been gone
a while, you will marry and have
little boys and girls who can play
about and—”"

“ Letty,” he stopped abruptly, and
putting his hand on her shoulder
moved her about to face him.
“Letty,” he repeated, his face paling
a little, “ do you want to think that ¢”
His eyes sought hers. The rose
colour in her cheeks grew rosier, her
glance wavered and fell. “Do you
want to think that I will marry and
have children, Letty?” he insisted,
“do you, Letty?”

“I want to think it,” she said
slowly. “I really do want to think
it, but—but—I can’t.” :

“Very well,” he let her go, and
they walked on. “Don’t try, it’s not
worth while.”

When they reached the seat under
the willow and sat down beside one
another, he noticed that her lashes
were wet, and he was hot with self-
reproach in a moment. “Don’t
think T was vexed,” he pleaded. “I
was only hurt for a minute. It is all
over now,” and because he must not
do anything else he eclenched his
hands in his pockets and bit his lip
hard. She shook her head and
smiled faintly.

“This is the most beautiful honr
in the whole day, isn’t it?” she asked,
her eyes on the glowing west. “ We
could not have chosen a more lovely
one unless it had beén the sunrise
time, and that is far too early for a
lazy boy like you. Look, Philip, all
those wonderful clouds give promise
of a bright to-morrow, and that’s the
promise we are looking for, isn’t it$”

“Yes,” said Halliday, his eyes on
her face.

“It doesn’t matter,” she said
steadily “how long or how dark the
night is, if the sun shines in the
morning we forget all about the dark-
ness in a moment. It is as if it had
not been. And it must be the same
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way with life when we leave it and
wake up in some other Light than
the sun.” .

He did not answer, and she turned
to him. “It must be, mustn’t it,
Philip ¥’ she asked.

«1 suppose so,” he nodded, smil-
ing wistfully, and suddenly she put
her hand up and touched his cheek
with timid fingers.

“Don’t doubt it,” she said entreat-
ingly. “It’s so true. It will all be
made up to us by and bye.”

He held the hand that she would
have withdrawn. It was the left
hand, and he sought gently to take
off the wedding ring from her finger.
As he did so the knowledge thrust
itself upon him again that it was
only a dream, and he thought im-
patiently that he ought to have the
weaving of his own dreams. He
remembered that she had not let him
remove her wedding ring before, had
not let him even keep her hand in
his, and that at the end of the hour
which was torturingly happy, and
that spelt their final separation, she
would not discuss any other farewell
than a quick pressure of her hands.

~ Well then, this was a dream and he
would have it to suit him. That was
twenty odd years ago, and there
would be no manner of harm to any-
one to change things in a dream now.
So with her eyes rather fearfully fixed
upon his, he persisted in trying to
take off her wedding ring.

« You must not,” she said faintly.
She had said that before, and her
wild rose colour had faded before
just as it was fading now. He must
get beyond the dream. He felt if he
could get beyond one point in the
dream that an indescribable difficulty
might be overcome, that he could take
her in his arms and keep her there,
never to let her go again, because
holding her close the dream would
end and he would go out of life at
the same moment. He had no doubt
whatever that this enchantment that
was upon him was the semi-conselous-
ness that comes to many people just

before the end, and that he would
never waken to realization again.

All of these thoughts passed
through his mind in an instant, even
while he smiled into her frightened
eyes and drew her closer to him.

“J¢’s all right, dear,” he said,
“ quite all right. It’s only a dream
anyhow. You’re not afraid of me in
a dream now are you?”’ A

She smiled tremulously, keeping
her wide eyes on his in questioning
doubt. What would she say? He
turned a little cold with apprehen-
sion. What would she do? Would
the dream end abruptly and would
she vanish before his eyes, under his
touch? He had changed the dream
already, could she change it too? He
gripped her little hands and held her
eyes compellingly.

“You said before,” went on Halli-
day, “that it would all be made up
to us by and bye, and no doubt it
will, dear. But you know I mayn’t
want to kiss you in the by and bye
when you are only a vague little
spirit and I a tall gaunt-looking sha-
dow, and you may not want to let
me. And Letty, I do want to now.
I want to kiss you more than I ever
wanted anything in my real life. I
don’t care if it is only a dream. T
want to kiss you more than I wanted
to kiss you twenty years ago.”

This was a very long speech for
Halliday. He looked at her anxiously.
«“Tm so afraid of saying the wrong
thing,” he said. “But you know,
don’t you, dear, that it may be nearly
the end of things for me, and I want
what belongs to this life before I go.
Can’t you understand?”

He held her little hands against
his breast, her face was just beneath
his own, and it was very pale, only
her lips were scarlet, and her eyes
were dim with unshed tears. And
that was all, as it had been before,
all as he remembered it. She had
done nothing, said nothing outside of
the dream. After all he could not
change it unless she changed it too.
And she looked so frightened!
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“T'm a beast,” said Halliday wear-
ily. “It’s all right, dear. Don’t worry
about it. 'We’ll just sit here quietly
together, as we did twenty wears ago,
and watch the sun go down.”
He dropped her hands and turned
away from her. But he was sick
with disappointment. He suddenly
felt very old and tired, and then his
leg began to ache dully and his back
gave a twinge of pain. He turned to
look at her again and found she was
not there. The seat beside him was
empty. He stared up and down the
beach, there was not a soul in sight.
And the colour was fading from the
sky. It was growing dark, growing
dark rapidly. The air became damp
and the fragrance of sweet briar and
clover vanished. Strange scents
came to him. He felt the rain on his
face and behind his back the wet
sand. He was awake!

He closed his eyes. He tried to
sink into merciful sleep again. He
even whispered softly over and over
“Letty, Letty!” and endeavoured
to bring the pictures of his dreaming
back. But the pain of his wounds
was hot upon him, all drowsiness had
left him utterly. And he was very
cold in spite of the burning pain. He
had a flask in his haversack, he
thought of it longingly, and lifted his
right hand. Suddenly he realized
the talisman was gone. He felt cau-
tiously in the pocket of his shirt and
found it there. He tried to lift his
hand higher but he could not.

It was not so dark now, and he
knew that in a very few minutes day-
light would come as swift as the rush
of a bird’s wing. Presently he would
be able to get a view of those char-
acters on the dise, providing the last-
ing darkness did not come  before
daybreak; providing the increasing
pain in his side left him a desire
for anything save a surcease of suf-
fering. If only he could reach his
haversack. = What did people do
when they were tortured like this
and helpless and alone? Halliday
checked a groan. No use to give way.

He tried again to reach the strap on
his right shoulder, tried wuntil his
whole body steamed with perspira-
tion and his back throbbed as though
a furnace burnt inside it. Then he
realized that he was still instinctively
holding fast to the talisman. His
hand dropped to his knees, and a sud-
den thought came to him.

Supposing, just supposing there
were magic in the talisman! He had
read of such things, since coming to
Egypt he had heard of them. What
if there were some latent power in
this flat objeet he held in his hand
which a word of his could call into
life. It might be a wishing stone,
the sort of thing he used to love to
read about when he was a lad. If it
were a wishing stone what would he
ask for? It was not hard to answer
that question. He would ask for his
haversack, and then, and then—he
would ask to go to his last sleep with
the touch of those lips denied him in
life on his. Was it faney or did he
feel the talisman move slightly in his
hand. “I want,” said Halliday aloud,
his voice and his whole body trem-
bling very much. “I want my
haversack and I want Letty,” and
then a blackness came upon him just
as the sun reached the sand’s rim
and sent its glittering heralds far and
wide.

‘When he came to himself he was
conscious of no pain. He opened his
eyes. The light dazzled them at first
and anyway he thought he must still
be dreaming. Someone stood beside
him, a gray clad figure, and tender
hands were binding up the long gash
in his left shoulder. He kept his
eyes closed, unquestioningly accept-
ing the amazing change in his condi-
tion, too faint and too happy to
bother about the why and the where-
fore of anything. The whole of his
left side was numb, there was no pain
anywhere. But he was faint and a
little thirsty and he asked for water.

He felt his head lifted with hands
so tenderly soft that a sob came to
his throat for the compassion of them.
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He swallowed gratefully the liquid
held to his lips. Stronger in a few
moments, he opened his eyes again.
He was lying back on the sand, the
mound sheltering him from the direct
heat of the sun’s rays; his folded
coat was under his head and the sand
had heen scooped away that his
wounded arm might rest easily. He
felt warmly comfortable, and he re-
fused to puzzle where and how the
gray-garbed woman got there to min-
ister to him. She was bandaging the
calf of his leg now, putting a splint
on it, and he saw his haversack and
its contents spread out on the ground
beside him. Her head was turned
frg;n him, he could see only her white
coif.

“Ts there any use bothering about
me?” asked Halliday. “I supposed
I was all in.”

i She did not answer, she was work-
ing very swiftly and skilfully.

“Tts awfully good of you,” said
Halliday. Then because he knew
that nurses and doctors do not like
to be questioned he was silent until
she had quite finished. But he looked
about him. He could see miles and
miles of desert but not a human being
in sight save the nurse. Puzzled, he
glanced at her again, and a sudden
frightened expectancy seized him.
He lifted the talisman before his eyes.
It shone with a strange luminosity
and the characters upon it were viv-
idly gold. It felt warm in his palm
with a warmth of its own, and as he
looked it seemed to palpitate evenly
like a living breathing thing. He
thrust it in the bosom of his shirt.
Then he stretched his hand along his
body toward the white-coifed, gray-
garbed kneeling figure.

“Letty,” he questioned, timidly,

huskily.
" She raised her head and he looked
into a face beautiful, dearly familiar,
with a spray of wild rose colouring in
the cheeks, and the white teeth hold-
ing the red lower lip to check a smile.

“Ts it you, Letty?” he wh}spered.

“1t is 1,” she said, releasing her

.

lip and smiling frahkly, and her voice
was just as tender and soft, with a
lower note of poignant sweetness.

“But I’'m not dreaming now am I,
Letty? This is the desert, isn’t it?
And the morning after the battle?”

“You are not dreaming,” she an-
swered.

“How did you ecome here all
alone ?” he asked.

But she only smiled again.

“Did you hear me calling you?”
he asked. -

She nodded, still smiling.

“Put your hand on mine, Letty
dear. I can’t be quite sure of you,”
he entreated her.

She laid it where he asked, curving
her fingers about his.

“You have not grown any older,”
he said, an exultant contentment
upon him. “How is that, dear?”

“ Under my coif,” she said, “ my
hair is white.”

“But your face is so young, as
young as it used to be.”

%It is young to you, Philip.”

“ All through these years, Letty,”
he asked after a happy pause, “has
life been kind %’

“ As kind as it has been to you,
dear dreamer of happy dreams.”

She stooped and pressed her lips to
his other hand, the wounded one that
lay helpless on his breast.

His body glowed and trembled
under her touch, he heaved a great
sigh that shook him from head to
foot.

“Is the
Letty %’

“The hope is a certainty,” she
smiled. “It will be made up to us.”

“Tt will all be made up to us,” he
repeated, watching her face, drinking
in the tender loveliness of it, the
wonderful shining smile of her eyes,
the soft bright smile of her lips.

Suddenly from far, far off came
the faint notes of a bugle. He saw
her start a little away from him,
but his eyes held hers.

“ Letty,” he entreated, “are you
going 1’

hope just as strong,
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“For a little while,” she smiled
happily.

“Letty, am I going to live on

without you?”

Her smile was most beneficently
tender and ecompassionate in a mo-
ment.

“For a little while,” she said.

Again the bugle call came to them,
clearer, ®earer now.

“Dear,” he whispered, the hot
colour mounting to his pallid face, I
only want one thing more on earth.”

She leaned nearer to him, her face
above his face, her soft hands on his
cheeks. He held her slender body,
warm and trembling in his arm, and
then—all of his wish came true.

He knew nothing more until he
heard men’s voices around him, well-
known voices talking in low tones.
He opened his eyes. He recognized
Seaton, a young lieutenant in his own
company, and one of the doctors.

“ Helloa,” said the latter. “ He’s
coming round. How about it, cap-
tain

“I’'m all right,” said Halliday.
“ How long have I been here? What
day is this?”

“This is the 3rd of March, sir,”
Seaton answered. “You’ve bheen
here all night.”

“How did the fight end?”’ asked
Halliday.

“We drove ’em across the river,

and those that aren’t drowned in the -

mud, are still running.”

“By Jove,” said Halliday with
vast satisfaction.

He learned that his left shoulder
blade had been shattered by a bullet;
that it was weakness occasioned by
loss of blood that caused him to faint
and fall; and that in falling he had
broken his leg above the ankle,
wrenched his thigh and further com-
plicated the injury to his shoulder.
In the excitement of the chase, and
the rain and darkness, he had not
been missed until they reached the

stream, where some of the enemy in

ambush darted upon them and kept

them engaged until daylight. He
learned furthermore that owning to
the first aid that had been rendered
him, he would recover entirely in time.
But when his puzzled fellow officers
questioned him closely as to who could
have rendered him such assistance,
Halliday only shook his head. If
was as much a mystery to him, he
declared, as it was to them.

Through the weeks that he lay in
the hospital he kept the talisman near
him and looked at it now and then,
though he always took care that no
one else should see it. It had lost
its luminous appearance, and no
longer seemed a sensate thing, even
the hieroglyphics seemed gradually
to be growing fainter. There was a
badly wounded native soldier in the
bed next him who had won the
D.S.0., and who kept him entertained
by scores of stories about the coun-
try, its people and its history
past and present. When they were
both convalescent Halliday ventured
to show him his treasure. From his
bed he stretched out his hand to his
companion, holding the dise in his
palm. “ What do you make of this?”
he asked him.

The other was visibly excited and
agitated in a moment.  He muttered
something in his native tongue and
made a quick pass with his hands, all
the time keeping his eyes upon the
stone.  Then whisperingly he asked
Halliday where he had found it.
Halliday, watching the other’s face
eagerly, told him. Tt was some time
before the Egyptian spoke. But
first, he took the dise in his hand
reverently, examined it minutely,
muttering something in his own
language. Then he gave it back.

“It is the ‘Tear of Isis’,” he whis-
pered to Halliday, in so low a tone
that no one else could hear. * Thou
art beloved of the gods.”

And then he rambled on to explain.
He had heard of others who had
found such stones though not for a
generation or more. Their origin
was a great and sacred mystery which
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no mere decipherer of hieroglyphics
could translate. For himself he had
no need of translation. He had read
of it in the sacred books, and his
father and his grandfather had told
him of it. In the dawn of Egypt’s
history when, Osiris having been
killed, Isis sought for his body over
desert and hill and sea from the
mouth of the Nile to the confines of
Ethiopia, where ever her tears had
fallen in the sand, the sun god had
blessed them, and they had become
sleep-stones.  Over and over again
those lost or dying in the desert had
found them, and death had come to
them in happiest sleep or had held
them in its enchantment of dreams
until aid had arrived. @ More than
this, even as it is well-known that
long after his death Osiris used to
come to Isis by night to help her
in various ways and advise her as to
how she would bring up their infant
Horus, so, it is said, that those who
find these sleep-stones can call upon
one whom they have loved and who
has passed to the spirit land, and
that one will return from the place of
shadows to fulfil the desire of those
who ecall and to obey any proffered
request.

Halliday placed the talisman in
the pocket of his pajamas, and
thanked the other briefly. The latter
after a pause leaned nearer, saying:

“MThe Tear of Isis accomplishes its
purpose but once.”

Halliday nodded. “I understand,”
he said. “I have nothing more to
ask of it.”

3

It was three months later, Halli-
day was at home on furlough. He
was sitting in the bay window of the
drawing-room with his mother. They
had been talking since breakfast, and
it was nearly lunch time. Halliday
had only arrived the night before,
and there had been a thousand things
to discuss. Presently his mother rose
and going to an escritoire near the
fireplace unlocked a drawer and took
out a newspaper clipping.

“ My dear,” she said, as she came
to his side, “I have something here
to show you. I would have sent it to
you, but thought I had better wait
and give it to you when you came
home.” She handed him the paper,
and then moved away to the open
window to busy herself among the
rambler roses that hung in clusters
around the casement.

Halliday read the clipping. It was
from a paper three months old and
ran as follows:

“Died at Saloniki on the 3rd day
of March, 1916, nursing sister Letitia
Eleanor, beloved wife of Colonel Har-
oreaves Hamilton, B.E.F.”




A BAZAAR IN TUNIS

From the Painting by Villegas V. Cordero,
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HORATIO WALKER:
PAINTER OF THE HABITANT

BY M. 0. HAMMOND

1 ATE in the summer of
1870, an impressionable
boy from Ontario was
making his first visit to
the old city of Quebec.
His father had brought
a shipment of timber to Wolfe’s Cove,
now marked by rotting docks, but then
a lumber mart for two continents. As
the lad drew into Quebec he was aston-
ished to see a flotilla of fur-laden
canoes manned by Montagnais Indians
from the Lower St. Lawrence. The
spectacle seemed like a page from
Parkman himself, >

“How I would like to live here,’’
said the boy.

It was Horatio Walker’s first
glimpse of the land he was to perpetu-
ate in paint for future generations.
The Canada of yesterday had gripped
him; it has held him ever since and
made him its supreme artist-inter-
preter. Others have come and gone,
on visits or vacations; he has set up
his home and spent his life in the very
midst of the habitants. He came while
rural life was yet primitive and un-
spoiled ; he sighs now as the old order
changes and gives place to the new.
Horses may replace oxen, shoes may
drive out the sabots, store clothes may
oust the homespun, but the habitant
life of the past will linger in the poetic
canvases of Horatio Walker.

As a boy of twelve left these roman-
tic scenes to return to the more prosaic
backwoods of Perth County, his deci-
sion to make his home in Quebec was
completed, but it was vears before this
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hope was realized. Already in Lis-
towel, where his father was a consid-
erable citizen, his native ability in art
was evident. A curious incident, a
landmark in his career, had oceurred
a few months before. Observing the
lad’s facility with pencil and brush as
evidenced even in cartoons of his
teacher, the local Orange lodge, need-
ing a banner for their coming Twelfth
of July procession, had asked the
Walker boy to paint one for them.
The opportunity was as great as the
compliment, and soon there was a
dashing silk banner, with “King
Billy’* on the white horse, crossing
the Boyne, on one side, and the open
Bible and the immortal names of
Ulster towns on the other side. The
banner was an instant success, and for
his first public commission the boy
artist received the tremendous sum of'
$20. In the Listowel of those days
that spelled fortune to a youngster.
and soon the swelling artist was treat-
ing his chums to such luxuries as the
town afforded. A hair cut with a
shampoo was about the height of
metropolitan imitation to which their
tastes led them.

A kind father indulged a yearning
boy’s love for Quebec with two or
three more annual visits, with fresh
glimpses of timber rafts, steep-roofed
cottages, and dominating church
spires, the memory of which remained
and beckoned as other tasks came to
hand. At fifteen, young Walker went
to Toronto and secured employment in
the photograph studio of Notman &
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Fraser. We think of photography
nowadays as a recently developed art.
We do not realize the artistiec product
of the Notman studios of that day in
Montreal, Toronto, Halifax and Bos-
ton, recording the leading men and
women of two nations and rendering
pictures in natural colour through the
skilled brushes of real artists. It was
a studio in which a young artist might
well seek a place. The ‘‘atmosphere’’
was there, trained men mingled with
cager youths, and the celebrities of the
day passed steadily through the por-
tals. Among living Canadian artists
who worked and learned in this home
of the strangely assorted paint brush
and wet plate were R. F. Gagen and
}. MeGillivray Knowles, as well as
Horatio Walker. Mr. Gagen, as an
older man, then gave Walker most of
the practical instruction he ever re-
ceived, though its volume was natural-
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ly slight considering the -circum-
stances.

It is evident that Walker was an
apt pupil, for at twenty he had left
photographs behind and crossed the
border to attain his first success in
paint. He lived for a short time in
Rochester, wandering afield sketching
in the rolling and wooded valleys of
northern New York, as well as doing
several commissions. His first picture
shown in New York, to which height
he had now reached, was called ‘A
Sty’’. Tt depicted with much realism,
a number of pigs lying down, and was
a worthy precursor of many later
rural studies. The sketches for it were
made in Quebee, where the young art-
ist had strayed from Toronto when
chance offered. A larger picture fol-
lowed, the next year, bringing election
to the Society of American Artists,
then to the American Watercolour
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Ave Maria

Painting by Horatio Walker
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Society, where he won a $300 prize
with a picture called ‘‘Swineherd and
Pigs’’. This fine bit of French Cana-
dian life was bought at once for the
Riker Art Gallery at Northampton,
Mass., and the young artist had made
his first seore in the world at large.
Now began the thorough study of
Quebee rural life, which is the basis
of Walker’s individuality and his
achievement. He possessed remark-

able natural gifts in draftsmanship,

for the lack of which no splashing
colour can compensate. F'rom a modest
studio in Quebec City, he radiated
through the riverside parishes, pack
on back, sketchbook in hand, and
learned his country and his people
thoroughly. Only a deep enthusiasm
would carry a young man for years
through this drilling and grilling. He
walked forth and back through the
shore settlements from Portneuf to
Charlevoix, seventy-five miles, sketch-
ing the habitant as he worked, as he
played, and as he lived. No peddler
or insurance agent could be more de-
voted to his ‘‘beat’’ and his calling.
He talked with the people in their own
patois, he lived in their primitive
homes, he attended their festivities
and joined in their hours of sorraw.
Moreover, he was their link with the
outside world. In his pack were the
late French-Canadian newspapers,
and from these he read the news to
the habitants, hungry for variety in
their drab life. Murder trials and
stories of great crimes and disasters
interested them most, and they erowd-
ed round the dim light in their cottage
as the visitor, joining in the smoking
of tabac Canadien, unfolded these
thrilling tales of a faraway cruel, but
interesting, world. For this suave and
talkative stranger the habitants con-
ceived a real liking, and for the cour-
teous and kindly old men who headed
the north shore families of that gen-
eration the artist had a fondness and
respect which has never left him.
(lose contact for years brought an
exhaustive collection of .sketches' in
pencil, watercolour, and oil, recording
the whole life of a people with sym-

pathy and exactness. With his power
with the pencil,aswell as his luminous
colour, the artist made spot sketches
which have been a solid basis for the
more ambitious interpretations of
later years. Those early impressions
of the habitant have been constantly
freshened and reinforced as the artist
yearly takes to the field on the Isle of
Orleans, and makes new sketches of
the quaint life now fast passing away.
‘We still think of rural Quebec as pie-
turesque and backward, but to an art-
ist like Horatio Walker there are
many changes in a generation, and he
sighs for art’s sake as the old imple-
ments and the old garments give place

modern and exotic things. He has
ived on the Island since the eighties,
and has ever made his environment his
work and his interest. There have
been annual visits to New York, and
several sojourns’in Europe, but they
have been for observation and recrea-
tion, rather than study. The artist
has made his way in his own method,
dowered by nature with a colour sense
and supreme ability to draw.

And what kind of man is the habit-

ant as seen by Walker, his artistic *

interpreter? There is a natural tend-
ency to compare the work of Walker
with that of Millet, who has perpetu-
ated on canvas the peasant life of
France. The resemblance, however,

‘stops when the type of subject has

been mentioned. Millet gives the
world a discouraged, downtrodden
race, as symbolized in ‘‘The Man with
the Hoe’’. Walker’s men are hard-
working, but they are not gloomy nor
despairing. There is ignorance and
lack of animation in Millet’s figures,
but in Walker’s there is sunlight and
the glory of accomplishment. Faces
in Millet’s works tell of the hopeless
struggle to raise rent for a non-pro-
ducing owner ; Walker’s farmers know
that the reward of their industry is
their own. :
As has been so well said, ‘‘Art is
life seen through a temperament’’.
Millet, dealing with down-trodden
peasant life, carried that side perhaps
to an exaggeration. Walker, possess




Horses atjthe Trough

Painting by Horatio Walker
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ing a sanguine temperament, living in
a new country, perhaps idealizes his
people. At any rate, no ‘Walker pic-
ture fails to cheer and inspire the spec-
tator. The colours alone would do this
were one to disregard the epic theme
or the superb drawing. There is ever
a warmth that carries its seductive
tones to the fibre of one’s body. Is
there a cloud in the sky? There will
be a rosy glow, as in ‘‘Plowing—The
First Gleam’’, as the sun breaks over
the south shore of the St. Lawrence;
or in ‘“Oxen Drinking’’, where the
day ends with a glorious burst of
colour, suffusing the tired figures at
the trough. Is there a woodsman in
the forest? Against the snow and the
dark trees there will be a touch of red,
perhaps the axeman’s trousers, per-
haps his shirt. Always there is lumin-
ous' eolour which reaches the specta-
tor’s faculty for appreciation.

Some say Walker’s pictures are
theatrical, that his figures do unusual
things to heighten the effect. It is
quite true that this artist is daring,
but if his farmers are represented at
times in striking attitudes, they are
not impossible, though rather, per-
haps, uncommon attitudes. The up-
raised hand with the goad in ‘‘Plow-
ing—The First Gleam’’ is arrestedand
demonstrative, but it gives at once a
fine feeling of effort and movement,
which promises that the day will see
something accomplished. In ‘‘Oxen
Drinking’’ there is a spacious sky, full
of colour and interest, all giving a
Homeric scale and epie grandeur to
the scene. Even the woman and tur-
keys in ‘‘At Feeding Time’’ and the
figures in ‘A Sty—Boy Feeding
Pigs’’ uplift and glorify the routine
of these commonplace tasks. One can-
not study them without a new sense
of the dignity of labour and an en-
hanced respect for such workers. His
men in the fields are absorbed in their
tasks and almost unconseious of ‘their
own personalities. They fall naturally
into their environment, and their work
and their land seem to form part of
the great scheme of a nation’s enter-
prise and development. Arched by a

kindly sky, living on a goodly earth,
their place in the world is worthy, and
men’s reward will correspond with
their effort.

Absorbed in their daily tasks, they
yet do not neglect their religion, and
in the hour of trouble or unrest they
kneel at the wayside shrine. This
symbol for the devout habitant is
plentifully distributed along the high-
ways of Quebee, but the more elabor-
ate shrines with a large figure of
Christ on the cross are fewer than
formerly. In ‘‘A Rural Shrine’’ Mr.
Walker shows a figure bowing in
prayer before a figure of the Christ.

‘He is returning from toil, and as he

prays his oxen stand, seemingly with
understanding. The shrine lifts high

.on the canvas and is dark against a

bright sky beyond. Clouds and a warm
glow fill a large space, and one feels,
no matter what one’s creed, that here
is comfort for the weary and hope for
the habitant’s future life.

Many artists of to-day would say
Horatio Walker is conservative and
old-fashioned. Compared with the
radicals, he is both. He has not ex-
perimented in the new methods of the
Impressionists and Futurists, and
doubtless has little sympathy with
them. He is a realist and a ecareful,
honest painter, but withal a colourist.
He paints life as he sees it, even
though his spectacles may be a trifle
rosy. He knows the life he interprets,
and he pictures it with sympathy. His
home at'St. Petronille, Isle of Orleans,
faces Quebec, six miles up river, and
from his garden the Falls of Mont-
morency, like 4 bridal veil, and the
ever-changing Laurentians, are always
in view. The site is eminently his-
toric, for on the point now forming
Walker’s spacious country house style
of home, Jacques Cartier camped
when in 1535 he spent the first winter
ever endured by a white man in Can-
ada.

The river road winds through the
village ‘and far down the Island to-
wards St. Francois. The massive vil-
lage church almost casts its shadow
from the hill to the Walker studio, and




Looking towards Quebec City from Horatio Walker's garden on the Island of Orleans

Horatio Walker chatting with friends in his garden on the Island of Orleans
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Girl Feeding Turkeys$
Painting by Horatio Walker

Milking, Evening
Painting by Horatio Walker
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De Profundis
Painting by Horatio Walker

down the road the shrines are freely
sprinkled. An old-fashioned wind-
mill with sails for farm power is but
one remnant of primitive methods.
The habitants are laying aside their

home:pun, and old cottages as they
fall are replaced with hard, tinny-
looking structures ; but while Walker s
art remains the world will never for-
get its happy, simple-living habitant.



FROM THE TOMB OF VIRGIL

BY EDWIN SMITH

= N the road from Naples
\ to Pozzuoli and PBaia,
high above the famous
Grotto of Posilipo, and
in the midst of a pretty
orchard, stands the
ruined columbarium known as The
Tomb of Virgil.

Virgil died at Brundusium (Brin-
disi) B.C. 19, and at his own request
his body was brought to Naples and
buried at this spot. The tomb was
originally shaded by a gigantic bay,
which is said to have died on the death
of Dante. Petrarch, who was brought
hither by King Robert, planted an-
other, which existed in the time of
Sannazaro, but was destroyed by the
relic-collectors in the last century.

The tomb itself is a small square
vaulted chamber with three windows.
Early in the sixteenth century a
funeral urn, containing the ashes of
the poet, stood in the centre,supported
by nine little marble pillars. Some say
that Robert of Anjou removed it, in
1326, for security to the Castle Nuovo,
others that it was given by the Gov-
ernment to a cardinal from Mantua,
who died at Genoa on his way home.
In either event the urn is now lost.
~ Not one out of a thousand visitors
to this enchanted land makes a pil-
grimage to this tomb, but it is worth
the climb if, for no other reason than
the view which one gets of the famous
bay—the most beautiful and romantic
sheet of water which the earth con-
tains. Indeed, it would be difficult to
choose a more favourable spot for
viewing not only the famous bay, but
the historic and interesting cities,
towns and villages which stretch like
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a string of rarest jewels around these
romantic shores.

The bay is of a circular figure, in
most places upwards of twenty miles
in diameter; so that, including all its
breaks and inequalities, the circum-
ference is considerably more than
sixty miles. This whole space is so
wonderfully diversified by all the
riches, both of art and nature, that
there is scarce an object wanting to
render the scene complete; and it is
hard to say whether the view is more
pleasing from the singularity of many
of these objects, or from the incred-
ible variety of the whole. You see an
amazing mixture of the ancient and
modern; some rising to fame, and
some sinking to ruin. Palaces reared
over the tops of other palaces, and
ancient magnificence trampled under
foot by modern folly. Mountains and
islands that were celebrated for their
fertility changed into barren wastes,
and barren wastes into fertile fields
and rich vineyards. Mountains sunk
into plains, and planes swelled into
mountains. Lakes drank up by vol-
canoes and extinguished voleanoes
turned into lakes. The earth still
smoking in many places, and in others
throwing out flame. In short, nature
seems to have formed this coast in her
most capricious mood, for every object
is a lusus naturae. She never seems
to have gone seriously to work, but to
have devoted this spot to the unlimit-
ed indulgence of caprice and frolie.

The bay is shut out from the Medi-
terranean by the island of Capri, so
famous for the abode of Augustus,
and afterwards so infamous for that
of Tiberius. A little to the west lie




Naples as seen from the Tomb of Virgil.

those of Ischia, Prosida, and Nisida;
the celebrated promontory of Micae-
um, where Aeneas landed; the classic
fields of Baia, Cama and Pozzuoli,
with all the variety of scenery that
formed both the Tartarus and Ely-
sinm of the ancients; the Camphi
Phlegrei, or burning plains, where
Jupiter overcame the giants; the
Monte Novo, formed of late by sub-
terranean fires; the picturesque ecity
of Pozzuoli with the Solfatara smok-
ing above it ; the beautiful promontory
of Posillipo, exhibiting the finest scen.
ery that can be imagined, with its
beautiful villas peeping out of mag-
nificent parks and lovely vineyards;
the great and opulent city of Naples
with its three castles, its harbour full
of ships from every nation, its pal-
aces, churches and convents innumer-
able; the rich country from thence to
Portici, covered with poble houses and
gardens and appearing only a con-
tinuation of the ecity; all built over
the roofs of those of Herculaneum,
buried near one hundred feet by the
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Mount Vesnoins in the distance

eruptions of Vesuvius; the black
fields of lava that have run from that
mountain, intermixed with gardens,
vineyards and orchards; Vesuvius it-
self, in the background of the scene,
discharging volumes of fire and
smoke, extending, without being
broken or dissipated; often to the ut-
most verge of the horizon; a variety
of beautiful towns and villages round
the base of the mountain, thoughtless
of the impending ruin that daily
threatens them. Some of these are
reared over the very roofs of Pompeii
and Stabia, where Pliny perished ; and
with their foundations have pierced
through the sacred abodes .of ancient
Romans, thousands of whom lie buried
here, the victims of this inexorable
mountain. Next follows the extensive
and romantic coast of Castellamare,
with its ruined castle now inhabited
by fishermen, standing in the sea upon
a heap of rocks; on, by an unbroken
succession of enchanting bays and
beautiful scenery, to Sorrento, where
the poet Tasso drew his inspiration



House of Diomede, Pompeii

Capri, visible from the Tomb of Virgil
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The Temple of Isis, Pompeii

Caligula’s Arch, Pompeii



The Harbour Front, Naples, visible from the Tomb of Virgil

from the beauty surrounding him.
The fairest country in the world is
here spread about us. No matter
which way you look, it is one succes-
sion of delights. Everywhere one be-
holds traces of antique beauty and
joyousness, diversified with every pic-
turesque object in nature.

It was the study of this mild and
beautiful country that formed some of
the greatest of the world’s landscape
painters. This was the school of
Poussin and Salvator Rosa, but more
particularly of the last, who com-
posed many of his most celebrated
pieces from the bold, craggy rocks that
surround this coast; and no doubt it
was from the daily contemplation of
these romantic objects that they stored
their minds with the variety of ideas
they have communicated to the world
with such elegance in their works.
Says Hippolyte Adolphe Taine:
«“YVeritably, to paint such nature as
this, this violet continent extending
around this broad, luminous water,
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one must employ the terms of the
ancient poets, and represent the great
fertile goddess embraced and beset by

the eternal ocean, and above them the .

serene effulgence of the dazzling Jupi-
ter.”’

Now shall I occasion some surprise
when I state here that this extensive
coast, this prodigious variety of moun-
tains, wvalleys, promontories and
islands covered with an everlasting
verdure, and loaded with the richest
fruits, is all the product of subter:
ranean fire? Yet the fact is certain,
and can be only doubted by those who
have wanted time or curiosity to ex-
amine it. It is strange, indeed, that
nature should make use of the sameé
agent to create as to destroy; and that

what has only been looked upon as the

consumer of countries, is in fact the
very power that produces them. In-
deed, this part of our earth seems al-
ready to have undergone the sentence
pronounced upon the whole; but, like

the Pheenix, has arisen again from its.



Vesuvius in Eruption. Telescopic photograph from the Tomb of Virgil

own ashes, in much greater beauty
and splendour than before it was con-
sumed. The traces of these dreadful
conflagrations are still conspicuous in
every corncr; they have been violent
in their operations, but in the end
have proved salutary in their effects.
The fire in many places is not extin-
guished, but Vesuvius is now the cnly
spot where it rages with any degree of
activity.

KN

Besides the discoveries of Hercu-
laneum and Pompeii, which of them-
selves afford a great source of in-
formation and entertainment, the
whole coast that surrounds this
beautiful bay, particularly that near
Pozzuoli, Camae, Micena and Baia, is
covered with innumerable monuments
of Roman magnificence. But, alas!
how are the mighty fallen! This de-
lightful coast, once the garden of all
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Italy, and inhabited only by the rich,
the gay and luxurious, is now aban-
doned to the poorest and most miser-
able of mortals. Perhaps there is no
spot on earth that has undergone so
thorough a change, or that can exhibit
so striking a picture of the vanity of
human grandeur. Those very walls
that once lodged a Caesar, a Lucullus,
an Anthony, the richest and most
voluptuous of mankind, are now oceu-
pied by the very meanest and most
indigent wretches on earth, who are
actually starving for want in those
very apartments that were the scenes
of the greatest luxury. There, we are
told, suppers were frequently given
that cost $250,000, and some that even
amounted to double that sum.

The luxury, indeed, of Baia was so
great that it became a proverb, even
amongst the luxurious Romans them-
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selves; and at Rome, we often find
them upbraiding with effeminacy and
epicurism those who spent much of
their time in this scene of delights;
Claudius throws it in Cicero’s teeth
more than once; and that orator’s
having purchased a villa here, hurt
him not a little in the opinion of the
graver and more austere part of the
senate. The walls of these palaces
still remain, and the poor peasants, in
some places, have built up their miser-
able huts within them ; but at present
there is not one gentleman or man of
fashion residing in any part of this
country ; the former state of which,
compared with the present, makes the
most striking contrast imaginable.

Ichabod is written large over all the
coast from Micena and Baia to Pozzu-
oli, where St. Paul landed on his last
voyage to Rome.

THE “riu

By ARTHUR L. PHELPS

TOPPED in the road at the cross-roads—
He was going to the store,
For sugar and wheat-flakes and candies,

and a keg of coal oil.
Head of a family ;

A merry man,

We liked him.

We chatted while his bright horses fretted
And the sleigh-bells jingled,
And he said, ““Whoa, Nell!”’

““Well, come up!’’
““Come up yourself

",

And now he is dead!

we said.
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From the Painting by T. Faed,

in the Art Association Gallery,

Montreal






UKRAINIANS IN CANADA

AN ESTIMATE OF THE PRESENCE, IDEALS, RELIGION, TENDENCIES, AND CITI-
ZENSHIP OF PERHAPS THREE HUNDRED THOUSAND UKRAINIANS IN CANADA

BY F

AST fall a party of Win-
nipeg duck-hunters on
their 'way to St. An-
drew’s Marsh lost a mili-
tary kit-bag that had
Erae been fastened to the out-

side of their automobile. As the bag

contained socks, underwear and other
clothing worth about fifty dollars, the
road was retraced for a number of
miles in the dark in an unsuccessful
search for it. Next morning while the
wet shooters were around their break-
fast camp-fire on the prairie, a Gali-
cian boy passed by, herding cattle, but
no words were exchanged. About half
an hour later, a GQGalician farmer
walked up and restored the lost bag.

He explained in broken English that

his boy had passed the camp half an

hour previously and had observed a

soldier amongst the party, which had

given a clue to the ownership of the
article he had found, and he added
that in the days of his military service

(in Austria) a soldier was fined or

““docked’” heavily for losing any

article of his kit, and that he supposed

the rule would be the same in the

Canadian army. The stranger de-

clined all offers of money, cigars,

cigarettes, apples, ete., and, without
any suggestion from the campers
or expression of intention on his
part, returned half an hour later with

a present of a big jar of cream.

A few nights afterwards, the same
party was returning home from
Devil’s Creek when they unexpectedly
found themselves out of oil and water
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for the automobile. They went into
a Galician farm-house on the chance
of getting these necessaries. The wo-
man of the house at once went out into
the cold and darkness to a shed about
a hundred yards away and brought in
a can of oil, and then went a similar
distance and showed them the well.
Then the party learned that her baby
was dying, or at least very danger-
ously sick, with the ‘‘flu’’ and that her
husband was off to the nearest town
for a doctor. The woman, though half
frantic over her baby, nevertheless
had, without saying a word, quit rock-
ing the cradle to attend to the
strangers’ wants.

These two little incidents (aceord-
ing to the writer’s experience of these
people, which has been considerably
beyond the average), are by no means
exceptional, but on the contrary are
fairly typieal of them.

The term ‘‘Ukrainians’’ means in
Europe a certain distinet race, which
is now, and from long before the
Christian era, has been, inhabiting the
south portion of Russia (chiefly
around the Black Sea and Dneiper
River), and the eastern portion of
Austria (chiefly the provinees of Gali-
cia and Bukowina). In Russia they
include the Cossacks, and are often
called ‘‘Little Russians’’, and number
about thirty millions, and their chief
cities are Kiev and Odessa. In Aus-
tria they are commonly called ‘“Ruth-
enians’’ and ‘‘Galicians’’, and their
chief city is Lemburg (or Liwiw), and
they number about four millions. It
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will thus be seen that ‘‘Ruthenians’’
and ‘‘Galicians’’, who are commonly
here in Canada spoken of as being and
constituting the Ukrainian race, form
in reality (or in Europe at all events)
only a small portion thereof.
Ukrainia, or the Ukraine, being the
name used for many centuries pre-
vious to the eighteenth century to de-
seribe the above-mentioned land occu-
pied by the Ukrainian race, and lying
as a buffer-state for Europe against
the aggressions of the Mongolians on
the east, and the Turks on the south,
was from very early pre-Christian
times, an independent country, gov-
erned by princes (one of whom, it may
be mentioned in passing, married a
daughter of King Harold of England,
the last of the Saxon Kings). In the
sixteenth and seventeenth centuries
the form of government changed to
a republic, the ruler called ‘‘ Hetman”’
(headman) being elected by the
people. Toward the end of the seven-
teenth century, the Muskovite race
occupying central Russia joined with
Austria-Hungary, and overran the ex-
tremely rich and fertile Ukrainian ter-
ritory, and succeeded, by means of
treaties, cunningly made, and treach-
erously broken, and afterwards by
open force of arms, in dismembering
and subjugating the Ukraine ; the east-
ern and larger portion falling into the
hands of Russia, and the western or
smaller portion into the hands of Aus-
tria-Hungary. From that time on,
the history of Ukrainians in both
countries, but especially in Russia, has
been that of oppression and suppres-
sion on one hand, and intermittent and
inereasing, but ineffectual, struggles
for liberty, which were almost, if not
quite, as gallant as any recorded in
history. This especially attracted and
aroused the sympathy and admiration
of the British poet Lord Byron,
who wrote the well-known poem,
‘“Mazeppa’’, on one of their leading
““Hetmen’’. The Ukrainians were not
without their own patriotic poets; the
one who was most influential amongst
and revered by his countrymen being
Taras Shevehenko, who died in 1861.

Commenecing about the year 1900,
large numbers of this liberty-loving
race sought relief from their political
troubles in emigration to Western
Canada (at the invitation of the Cana-
dian Government) and to the United
States of America. In the latter coun-
try they now number about 800,000;
and in Manitoba, Saskatchewan, and
Alberta they number about 300,000,
constituting (let it be marked) almost
one-third of the entire population of
these three Provinces.

In the spring of 1918, the old nation
of Ukrainia re-established itself as an
independent republie, and it has been
recognized already by some of the
European powers. The question of
its recognition will be settled at the
present Peace Conference. The Cana-
dian Government has, broad-minded-
ly, at the request of the Ukrainians of
Western Canada, issued passports to
Paris to two delegates appointed by
these people, to enable them to be pres-
ent (quite unofficially) in Paris dur-
ing the discussion of this question. In
connection with these passports, the
British Premier, Lloyd George, has
just cabled from Paris to the Ukrain-
jan Canadian Citizens League at Win-
nipeg, expressing assurance that ‘‘ His
Majesty’s Government are anxious
that the question of the Ukraine
should receive full consideration at the
Peace Conference’’.

The race being almost entirely one
of peasant farmers, farm labourers,
and gardeners in the ‘“‘old ecountry”’,
the majority of its emigrants to West-
ern Canada are such here; most of
them are owmers, in many cases, of
free homesteads, but perhaps more fre-

. quently of purchased farms or garden

plots of from, say, ten to one hundred
acres, generally acquiring these in the
rougher and more outlying distriets,
These they have steadily improved, un-
til now they are beginning to be fairly
prosperous. These farmers are to be
found in nearly all parts of the three
provinees, but are specially concen-
trated in a few places, such as in the
Stuartburn, Selkirk, and Dauphin dis-
tricts in Manitoba, and the Yorkton,
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Canora, and Radison distriets in Sask-
atchewan, and the Vegreville distriet
in Alberta. Of those who have mot
gone on the soil, a great majority,
though they were agriculturists in
Burope and came to Canada with the
intention of continuing as such, have
nevertheless stayed in Winnipeg and
a few other cities, where they first
‘‘landed”’, being attracted by the high
wages prevailing for unskilled labour,
and becoming day-labourers in the
construetion of railroads, sewers and
building of all kinds, and in mining
and lumbering camps, and in many
other manual occupations. The women
and girls, of both farm and city
classes, furnish the great bulk of the
rough ‘‘help’’ in hotels, restaurants,
laundries, factories, stores and private
houses. Thus being physically big,
strong and healthy, these people, both
male and female, have been found
little short of indispensable as produc-
tive labourers. They are also estab-
lishing general stores, grain elevators
and other mercantile businesses to a
rapidly increasing extent.

In the days of its independence, the
standard of education and culture in
Ukrainia was by no means low; but,
during the last century or more their
oppressors, especially the Russian
Government, have systematically and
increasingly discouraged and sup-
pressed education amongst them in all
vforms, and has latterly even forbidden
the use of the Ukrainian language.
Consequently, at least fifty per cent.
of their emigrants to Western Canada
were illiterate. The hardships of
pioneer life here, especially in outly-
ing districts, were by no means fav-
ourable to any rapid improvement in
education. But their traditions have
been a strong incentive in this respect,

. and the rising generation have availed
themselves to a rapidly increasing/de-
gree of our publie schools, and even
of our collegiates and universities. A
considerable and growing number
have been entering the teaching, legal
and medical professions and journal-
ism. The abolition of bilingualism in
the Manitoba schools aroused a certain
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amount of dissatisfaction and resent-
ment on the part of these settlers
(which was not unnatural, in as much
as it would seem, in a superficial way,
to remind them of the Russian aboli-
tion of their language) ; but, with wise
administration of the new law, there
seems little doubt but that such feel-
ings will soon disappear. It is safe
to predict that in, say, ten years, prac-
tically none, except the very old and
very young, will be unable to read,
write and speak the English language.
They have formed and maintained
colleges or boarding-schools at Saska-
toon and several other points, and in |
many places libraries and reading-
clubs, and also dramatic and musical
societies. Conventions, annual and
otherwise, are held by them at Saska-
toon and elsewhere for the purpose
of promoting their educational ad-
vancement, which are attended by
their leading men from all parts, even
from the United States (the delegates
generally paying their own travelling
and other expenses).

Prior to Russian and Austrian dom-
ination, the form of Christianity pre-
vailing in Ukrainia was that of the
Greek or Eastern Church or Confes-
sion. Russia forced its Ukrainians
into submission to its state-appointed
Orthodox Synod. Austria, Roman
Catholic, induced the Ukrainians to
unite with Rome by promising to ar-
range that the Papal rule of clerical
celibacy would not be extended or en-
forced amongst them, but she made no
attempt, or at all events failed to im-
plement the promise. The Ukrainian
immigrants to Western Canada, thus
divided into two classes as regards
church, have continued so here to a
considerable extent, some maintaining
connection with the Pope and some
with the Russian Synod, erecting a
chureh-building in nearly every small
community, and there being often one
congregation and building of each of
the two kinds in the same locality,
considerable quarrelling and even
litigation has resulted between the two
classes. A new church, called the In-
dependent Greek Church, has grown
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up, which recognized neither the Pope
nor the Russian Synod, and which was
fostered, and to some extent initiated,
by the Presbyterian Chureh, and
which in some respects has adopted the
forms and doctrines of that last-men-
tioned church. The Independent
Church has spread considerably, but
it has not been gaining much ground
of late owing to a prevailing inclina-
tion not to give up the ‘‘old country’’
ritual and liturgy, but to return or ad-
here to the traditional ritual and
liturgy of Ukrainia. This inclination
has resulted in a strong movement for
a second new church with the ritual
and liturgy of the old and pure Greek
or Eastern Church or Confession, free
from the Russian Synod and the
Roman Pontiff, and the Presbyterian
Church, and with a constitution
framed after a careful study of, and
somhewhat along the lines of, the pro-
posed basis of union between the
Presbyterian, Methodist, and Congre-
gational Churches in Canada. This
new church is being incorporated and
seems not unlikely to supersede the
other churches amongst these people,
and terminate their dissensions in a
strong union. Speaking generally,
these people are devout in religion and
devoted to church.

It is sometimes said that this class
is guilty of more crimes than any
other class in our ecommunity, and fig-
ures more frequently in the police
courts and assizes in proportion to its
numbers. No exact statistics are avail-
able on the question. When such a
charge is made, the term ‘‘Galician’’
is generally used very loosely to in-
clude nearly all of foreign birth (at
all events all Austrians). Galicia is
only about one-tenth of Austria, and
the Ukrainian portion of Russia is
only about one-quarter of the whole.
In Winnipeg, the ‘‘North End” is
sometimes spoken of as if all the for-
eigners there were Galicians, whereas
German Jews, Bohemians and other
such people form a very copsi.derz_zble
proportion. When proper distinetions
of this sort are made, it 18 believed
that the charge will be found to be un-

true. And it should be borne in mind
that the very prevalence of this opin-
ion or prejudice may itself be respon-
sible for a good many convictions,
which otherwise would have never
taken place. Lawyers have often ob-
served that the rule of English law,
as to giving the accused the benefit of
all reasonable doubt, does not seem by
any means always to be applied in our
courts in favour of ‘‘foreigners’’, in
actual practice. Then again’it should
not be forgotten that ‘‘ignorance of
the law’’, while not to be accepted as

. a defence in the courts, nevertheless

to some extent accounts for not a few
of the convictions against this class,
more especially for minor offences.
‘What has been the attitude of these
people in Canada in regard to the war,
now just closing? They naturally
have had no love for their old oppres-
sors, Austria and Russia; but as the
Ukrainians in Austria were being
forced to fight by that country, most
of the Ukrainians in Canada naturally
disliked the thought of running the
risk of personally fighting on the .
battle-front against persons who might °
turn out to be their own brothers,
fathers, sons or near kinsmen. There
was the further fact, too, that their
Canadian naturalization was of no
legal effect outside the borders of Can-
ada, and if they should be captured
they would be treated, not as ordinary
prisoners of war, but as traitors to
their former country, which never
recognized their Canadian citizenship.
However, notwithstanding these con-
siderations, their sympathies with the
British Empire, which they have
learned to associate with the blessings
of freedom and liberty, were so strong
that more than 10,000 of them volun-.
tarily enlisted from Western Canada,
and actually served ‘‘Somewhere in
France’”’. Two Alberta battaliong
there were composed almost exclusive-
ly of these settlers. More than one
newspaper in England has praised
specifically the work of our Galician
Forestry units. When conseription
(the Military Service Act) came, these
people acquiesced and went into ser~
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viee in very large numbers in the vari-
ous barracks and training camps
throughout Canada. The Canadian
Government recognized the force of
the two considerations mentioned
above and put them into non-combat-
ant, 1.e., forestry or engineering units.
Of those at home here, many lost the
exemption based on the grounds open
to all citizens, 1.e., special domestic
hardship, special farm need, ete.,
owing to a prevalent misunderstand-
ing: they not unnaturally got the im-
pression that, under the terms of the
Act, they as an entire class, having
been disfranchised, were exempted,
and accordingly they saw no occasion
to claim exemption on the special
grounds open to all citizens. A con-
siderable number ‘‘defaulted’’ in re-
porting as required by the Aect, owing
to this and other misunderstandings,
and incorrect information, non-receipt
of notification through the mails, er-
roneous advice by local justices of the
peace, ete., but on the whole, especially
when viewed in connection with the
entire absence of anything like open
or concerted opposition or sedition
amongst these people, their conduct
has displayed a substantial and eredit-
able degree of loyalty, and certainly
more than that displayed by certain
other elements in our community that
might be named, who have resided in
our country much longer and from
whom, therefore, much more might be
expected. Their contributions to the
Vietory Loans and to the Red Cross
Funds have been decidedly substan-
tial.

‘What is the general attitude of this
class towards Canada, now at the close
of the war? About seventy-five per
cent. of them have become naturalized,
which indicates general desire and in-
tention to become a permanent part
of our community. Unlike the Men-
nonites and Doukhobours, they have
shown themselves good ‘‘mixers’’, tak-
ing part fully, as far as allowed, on
school boards, municipal councils and
even legislatures, as well as in all elec-
tions and public affairs generally.
‘Their nationalism, in so far as they

can be said to display any, is unlike
the French or Quebec nationalism, in
that it has no ulterior designs of sep-
arate government or political supre-
macy, and is confined practically to
protection, co-operation and mutual
helpfulness, and ambition to ‘‘do
well”’ as a class, and cannot be said
to amount to even excessive clannish-
ness. Following closely after the
abolition of bilingualism in the Mani-
toba schools, the sudden disfranchise-
ment of all persons of such alien birth
(which, however justifiable, was not
based on any such ground as past mis-
conduct here), the sudden and indis-
criminate suppression of all news-
papers published in their native lan-
guage (modified, after strenuous pro-
tests, by an onerous condition requir-
ing English translation in parallel
columns), the alterations in the natu-
ralization law (which practically pre-
vent many of them from getting pat-
ents for homesteads, for which they
lawfully procured ‘‘entries’’, and on
which they have lawfully completed
their ‘“duties’’)—these and other such
drastic measures on the part of the
governments (to say nothing of the
more recent demonstrations and riot-
ings against employers of ‘‘foreign’’
labour) hdve produced a certain
amount of restlessness and misgiving
on their part, and have led some of the
more ignorant and less balanced ones
to fear a general confiscation in some
form or other of their lands and prop-
erty here (as was, in fact, more than
once proposed by ““veteran’’ associa-
tions, or at least by individual mem-
bers thereof). The time is ripe and
calls decidedly for a more friendly
attitude on the part of our govern-
ments and other public bodies and
public men. Our Canadian clubs can
and should do much in this direction.

Individual employers, too, can do
much along this line. The Canadian
Reading Camp Association has been
doing splendid work of this sort in
lumber, mining and other camps, and
is deserving of strong support. Some
of our individual church congrega-
tions and their Ladies’ Aid Societies
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have begun good labours to this end,
but very much indeed remains to be
done, and that without a moment’s
delay. In particular, the unfair and
offensive practice of calling natural-
ized citizens ‘‘alien enemies’’ should
be discouraged and stopped. Mis-
tresses can do much with their domes-
tiec ‘“‘help’”’. The following will illus-
trate the capacity for improvement
which is latent in many of them.
Sophie, a Galician from a Saskatch-
ewan farm, aged fifteen, was employed
last summer at the cottage of a Winni-
pegger on the Lake of the Woods. For
the first fortnight, Sophie could not
be coaxed, scolded or alarm-clocked
into getting up before 9.30 a.m. She
would break dishes, spill the morn-
ing’s milk, drop the fish-cleaner over
the dock, ete., and in general dis-
played an astonishing capacity for not
learning or improving or taking an
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interest. Then her mistress gave her
an English-Galician dictionary, and
from that time on Sophie was up with
the lark—and almost as bright. Im.
her zeal for learning, she pursued the
entire family with incessant questions,
and in a few weeks was reading simple
English story-books. Her pots and
pans were also brighter, and all her
house work was several hundred per
cent. better, and her interest in it, and
her zest in every feature of camp-life,
was permanently quickened (and was
constantly finding vent in her commen
exclamation: ‘‘Oh! say, Missus!’’).
Alas! when Sophie returned to Win-
nipeg in September, she became em-
ployed in a cigar factory, with hours
from 8 to 6, at $6.00 a week, and
when next seen by her former mis-
tress, two months later, she had lost
all her brightness and ruddiness and
looked indolent and lifeless.

DUSK

By L. M. MONTGOMERY

P ALRE saffron clouds lie loose along the sky,

Like blossoms dropped from the day-angel’s hand,
And o’er the purple hills, hung white and high,
One virgin star watches the harvest land,
‘Where, amid tasselled sheaves, the low wind stirs
With a sweet sound, as of far duleimers.

Saving for this, in all the glimmering reach

Of sundown interval and fallow fair,

There is no song, no sigh, no sound of speech,

But only a great silence everywhere,

With dream and peace and beauty peopled through,
And in my heart a starry thought of you.




A POEM FOR JENNIFER

BY C. W. SHEPHERD

\~‘ had scurried away Mr.
“ Septimus Blew slowly

“ through his large, horn-
rimmed spectacles, surveyed the room
to see that all was well. With the ex-
ception of the usual litter of paper
pellets and a broken branch on a win-
dow geranium everything was in or-
der. There were no books left open,
no spilt ink, and, something more to
his satisfaction, no crude caricatures
of himself on the back of the black-
board.

Yet the schoolmaster was graver
than his wont. He did not, as usual,
hurry out into his garden to tend to-
matoes or tie up some erring mass of
glory in the herbaceous border. The
blue delphiniums, for which he was
famous, had been displaced in his
mind by soft eyes of the same colour
and the thought of auburn marigolds
had vanished before the picture of a
girl’s brown hair.

Mr. Blew’s old-fashioned ways and
his dried-leaf complexion might have
led one to guess his age as fifty, but
the cider orchards about the village
would mellow at least thirty times be-
fore Septimus reached his allotted
years. He was a happy man and his
pale blue eyes beamed with equal
kindliness on all around.

To-day his happiness was question-
able, for he W3S becoming consciously
aware that forty is a late age for fall-
ing in Jove. The prospect of propos-
ing—Septimus always called it “pro-
posing”—at that age to a girl of two-
and-twenty filled him with forebod-
ing. Yet to-morrow night he was go-
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ing to put his fortune to the test and

he had this present evening in which
to decide what to say and how he
should say it. Nor was it easy to de-
cide, for Jennifer Hunt, despite her
simple life, was unlike other girls in
the village.

Looking back eight years, Septimus
saw Jennifer, a year past “leaving
age”, by far the most forward of his
children and, like most schoolmasters,
while disappointed with his own call-
ing, he had urged Jennifer to sit for
examinations and become a teaeher.

“And a rare teacher you’ll make
with your learning and bossy ways,”
he had said to the freckled Jennifer
of fifteen.

“And what about grandad?”’ she
had asked. Her grandmother had re-
cently died, and her question was per-
tinent. “It comes terrible hard on
him even now to get about the kitchen.
He broke a lustre jug only this morn-
ing. What’s the good of me going off
teaching when he’s left here”

“You could get somebody to do for /
him,” Septimus had suggested. “And,
anyhow, you’d be here for a bit yet.
Mrs. Goodman could manage for him,
if it came to that.”

Jennifer gave a eynical little langh.

“And who do you think would man-
age for his dahlias?’ she asked.
“Grandad would die if they weren’t
looked after, and Mrs. Goodman
knows as much about dahlias as—as
you know atout me. Good morning,
Mr. Blew.”

And Jennifer had fled down the
petal-strewn lane, leaving Septimus
staring after her, bewitched and be-
wildered by her precocity.
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Each of the succeeding years had
laid a mantle of beauty on Jennifer,
and she became a girl of rare charm.
Although she had ignored Septimus
Blew’s suggestion that she should be-
come a teacher, she had continued to
read all she could, with a result that
she was tolerably well educated.

Her days had been happily spent
in tending her grandparent, but quite
recently the old man had passed peace-
fully away at a window from which
his failing eyes could see the coloured
wealth of the ecountryside. It was the
old man’s passing which had brought
Sieptimus to the point of “proposing”.
‘While she was tethered to the ancient
life his feelings were restrained, but
now Jennifer was free he considered
himself free also.

This afternoon Septimus walked,
unheeding of his flowers, along the
red brick fold which led from the
school door to his little house. He
paused for a moment before entering
and looked across the green, where,
through the dancing heat-haze, he
he could see Jennifer’s thatched cot-
tage with its black and white walls
half hidden by elimbing rose and
honeysuckle. Jennifer, in her blue
print frock, was on a ladder, nailing
up an unsupported bloom.

“Just like her,” Septimus muttered
as he went indoors. “Always helping
somebody or something.”

He took a walk later that evening,
missing Jennifer’s cottage and going
by way of the river, where the fields
sloping down to the stream were dot-
ted with plum trees and fringed by
battalions of foxgloves. An owl was
hooting behind the Manor, and bats
fluttered and squeaked above the
reeds. Except for a blackbird’s late
song in an orchard far away, the only
other sound was the splash of rising
trout.

Septimus had made up his mind
what to say to Jennifer and, like one
of his own school-children, had com-
mitted to memory his chosen words.
With this part of his adventure ac-
complished he looked on the scene
around him and found it good. The

thought of Jennifer refusing him had
scarcely entered his mind, for of late
she had been for many walks with
him and listened rapturously as he de-
seribed the beauties of nature and the
value of wayside plants.

“I’ll be able to ecure my hushand’s
ills without a doetor,” she said, laugh-
ing, to Septimus one evening.

“Yes,” Septimus had replied in like
vein, “especially if he knows more
about it than yourself, Jennifer$”
And he thought he saw a blush on her
cheek as she diverted the eonversation
to the virtues of agrimony and fennel,

Septimus was thinking of these
things this evening by the river when
the sound of a step broke the silence
and sent a cock-pheasant screeching
into the woods.

“Good evening, Mr. Blew.”

Septimus turned to see young Dan-
iel Evans. Daniel, although not claim-
ing more than twenty-seven years, was
one of the biggest farmers of the coun-
tryside. The care of his six hundred
acres, left to him by his father, hag
held him to the village when the great

war began, and his presence had

grown more valuable from that tima,
He worked as hard as his own men

and was, in consequence, thought of

highly in the village.

“How come you to be wandering in
these sentimental hours in such love-
scented parts?”’ asked Septimus with
a touch of oratory. He was always
conscious of the schoolmaster Wwithin

him and persuaded himself that he

had a reputation to maintain. ;

. “Liord, I wish I could talk like you
Mr. Blew,” said Daniel with envy,
Then he added: “It’s odd I shouid

eome across you, for I have been

thinking of you this many a day.”
“Oh,” said Septimus, “and how

come you to have been thinking of the

humble pedagogue ?”’
“It’s not a long story,” replied Dan-

iel. “I want you to do me a favoupr

and I was coming round to see you
to-morrow night.”

“Better tell me about it now,” said
“I—I may not be in to-

Septimus.
morrow.”

z
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“Very well, and thank you,” said
Daniel. “Now, would you call me an
ignorant chap, so to speak?”

It was an old question, and the
schoolmaster said so. Then he added :

“Ignorant? Why, we're all ignor-
ant, I’'m ignorant. Even the vicar;
he’s ignorant. But if you ask me if
you’re more ignorant than most lads
like yourself I willingly say that you
are far from it. Indeed, you are bet-
ter educated than most lads in these
parts. You've read something more
than auction-sale bills, I’ll lay a
groat.”

“It’s very kind of you to say so, and
perhaps I have, but I want to read
more. I want to read the right things
—poetry and such as that. Now, do
you think I’m too old to learn$”

Septimus looked at the handsome
young farmer and langhed.

“I can see you don’t,” continued
Daniel, “so I’ll ask you another. Do
you think I could learn a good bit in
three months—become what you’d
call a well-read chap, able perhaps to
make up a bit of poetry ahd so on?”

“Why, certainly,” said Septimus,
“if you went the right way about it.”
Mr. Blew never went further than the
village for his eriterions of learning.

“Then, to come to the point, will
you give me lessons?”’ asked Daniel.
“I’ll pay you, of course, and I'll work
hard and be a credit to you. I want
to be able to talk like you and use
words like pedagogue and so on. Will
you teach me, Mr. Blew ?”

Septimus held out his hand to the
other.

“My lad,” he said.  “You’ve spoken
words which have brought me an
abundant pleasure. Would that there
were more like you. Yes, of course,
T’ll teach you, but not for payment,
It’s far too grand a thing to take
money for. T’ll do my best to give you
the right things to read and we’ll read
together at nights in my little room.
The rest will be in your hands. When
would you like to start?”’

Daniel was overjoyed.

“I can never thank you enough,”
he said fervently, “and I'd like to

start to-morrow night if it’s all the
same to you.”

“—I'm afraid I'm oceupied to-
morrow night,” said Septimus, “but
the night after would do. By the
way, I haven’t asked you why you
have suddenly got this hunger for
learning. What’s come over you,
Dan$”

Their leisured steps had brought
them to the little wicket-gate of the
schoolmaster’s garden. Septimus’s
eyes strayed to Jennifer’s cottage
which the dim light had almost made
one with the many fruit trees around
it.

“You'll not tell anyone, if I tell
you,” Daniel asked cautiously.

“Not a soul,” said Septimus.

Daniel drew a little nearer.

“It’s because of Jennifer Hunt,” he
said. “I’'m as gone on that girl as a
man could be. We've had a stroll or
two together, and she seems to like
me, but somehow I can’t talk up her
level. She reads poetry and all that,
and I want to read it as well, aye, and
talk it. I've told her I'll send her a
poem within three months, and with
God’s help and yours, Mr. Blew, I’ll
do it. Now, I mustn’t keep you any
longer. Good-night, and again thank
you—a thousand times over.”

Septimus stepped back a few paces.
It was too dark for Daniel to see his
face grow white, and the young farm-
er was striding down the lane before
Septimus recovered himself. Then
Daniel heard the schoolmaster’s voice
calling after him.

“Daniel—Daniel, T find 'm not oe-
cupied to-morrow night after all, so
I’ll expect you about six. We'll have
a good long evening.

The sound of Daniel’s steps had
long merged into the enveloping sil-
ence before Septimus Blew turned
from his wicket-gate, The surprising
news had transfixed him. One thing
only had been clear in his mind; he
must give to Daniel the learning he
has asked. He had put away in a
moment, as unworthy of him, the
thought of speaking to Jennifer, not-
withstanding Dan’s request.
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Yet Septimus knew, and this was
the subject of his thoughts at the gate,
- than when Daniel was equipped with
a little learning he would, with his
youth and his means, be a fine man for
Jennifer. A light shone from Jenni-
fer’s bedroom window. To the little
schoolmaster it might have been one
of Jennifer’s bright eyes watching his
thoughts.

“Yes,” he murmured, “I’ll teach
him all I can, and I won’t say a word
of love to her till the three months
are up.”

Septimus rather enjoyed the next
three months. If every hour spent
with Daniel had not been undermin-
ing his chance of winning Jennifer
the whole period would have  been
wonderful. Night after night he and
Daniel would sit and read until the
warm dusk fell. Then Septimus would
light the little paraffin lamp, and put
a jug of perry on the table; then the
pair would read and talk of books
until long after the village was abed.

Daniel was an apt pupil. He read
everything that Septimus recommend-
ed, and the schoolmaster’s bookshelves
grew rich with volumes which Daniel
had been glad to buy when farming
business took him to Ludlow or
Shrewsbury.

All this time Daniel was unaware
of the sacrifice which his tutor was
making. Septimus intended to tell
Daniel in due eourse, but the time was
not yet.

Meanwhile Daniel had been hewing
his poem from the solid rock. At first
Septimus had been amused at the
thought of Daniel writing a poem, but,
as time went on, Daniel so grew in
learning that secret fears began to
steal into the schoolmaster’s heart.
The poem was to be done by Daniel
alone and read to Septimus for eriti-
cism on the last night of the three
months.

The three months had passed and
September had stolen into the village,
dappling the orchards with mellow-
ness and turning red the creeper on

\
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Jennifer’s cottage. Daniel came round
on the appointed night. Septimus
had prepared for him by killing his
best chicken and obtaining a stone
jarful of Farmer Broadhurst’s won-
derful perry. The meal over, Septi-
mus took his favourite chair and meo-
tioned Daniel to a position on the
hand-made hearthrug.

“I suppose the poem’s about Jenni-
fer?” said Septimus.

“No,” said Daniel. “I didn’t dare
to do it. If she didn’t like it my
chances might be gone. No, Mr. Blew,
it’s about our village of Melton Dip.
I hope youw’ll like it. It’s due to you
that I've done it. Lord, to think, Pve
written a poem. Well, anyhow, here
o R

Daniel cleared his throat and be-
gan:

The ground rolls down in folds of green,
With little rivulets between. y |00 14

“Very fair, Dan,” said the school-
master, “but all rivulets are little, and
there’s no need to say it. Go on.”

.
That flow to meet the trouty Rea,
Which laughs its way towards the sea.

“Quite good, Dan,” said Septimus.
“Let’s have some more.”

A blaze of gorse lights every side,
And in the hollow houses hide,
Houses quaint with roofs of thateh,
And quaint inhabitants to mateh.

“Oh, Daniel, Daniel I” broke in Sep-
timus. “This bit of learning’s done
you a power of harm. Who told you
that our inhabitants are quaint ? Folks
stop being quaint when they know it,
and’ if you 'go about calling folks
quaint the village is going to wraek
and ruin. Go on.”

Shaded by the fruiting trees,
Playgrounds of a million bees,
Little gardens rich with flowers
Smile throughout the dewy hours,

Septimus sprang to his feet.

“Splendid !” he shouted. “You’re a
marvel. Let’s have the next bit.
Phew! The girl’s yours!”

A hundred homes, a churck, an inn,
A little school with sleepy din.
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Septimus was up again instantly,
and he spoke with evident feeling.

“No, no! We can’t have that! O,
a thousand times no! I've nurtured a
viper. Oh, Dan, you mustn’t jerk the
poor old pedagogue’s elbow! Any
more §”

A kindly word on every lip,
There’s little else in Melton Dip.

Septimus stood up and shook Dan-
iel by the hand.

“You’ve written a right good poem,
Dan,” he said, “though the last line
loses sight of Jennifer. You can’t say
anything about the charms of the vil-
lage and Miss Jennifer out.”

Dan looked at Septimus in an odd
way.

“Anybody would think you were in
love with the girl yourself,” he said.

“I love her better than anything
else in the world,” said Septimus.
“No, don’t interrupt me for a minute.
Listen to the whole story and you
won’t jump at eonclusions.”

Septimus then told Daniel the his-
tory of that evening by the river.
Daniel sat mute, regarding the school-
master as though he were some un-
canny being. When Septimus had
finished the two men sat silent for
' some moments. Then Daniel spoke.

“Mr. Blew,” he said, “if I told yon
what I thought of you it would be
more wonderful than my poem, and
if I did as I ought I’d clear out of
- the village forever and leave Jennifer
to you. But I'm not built like you.
I couldn’t leave Jennifer without try-
ing my fate. So I’ll agree with what
you suggest, that neither of us will
speak to Jennifer till a week’s gone
by. Then each of us can do his best.
Mr. Blew, you—you’re a sportsman.”

The week had passed and Septimus
was in his garden collecting dead
reliecs of herbaceous wealth from his
border, where chrysanthemums now
showed like a sea of bronze. He was
going to see Jennifer that night. The

words he had learnt three months ago

were fresh in his mind and he had
thought of none better.

Presently Daniel came hastily into
the garden, slamming the gate behind
him.

“We've made a nice pair of fools of
ourselves,” he eried.

“Whatever’s the matter?”’ asked
Septimus, peeping from behind a bar-
ricade of withered sunflower stalks.

“Why,” said Dan, “I’ve just been
up to ask Jennifer, only to find her
sitting in her privet arbour with—
who do you think?” f

“I’'m blessed if T know. Not young
John Potter, is it? I heard he had
arrived here this morning. Got the
D.C.M., I'm told. Is John with her?”’

“John it is!” said Daniel angrily.
“In the arbour like a couple of lovers,
they are. The D.C.M. has done it.”

Septimus’s eyes strayed in the di-
rection of Jennifer’s cottage and ac-
quired a suspicion of moistness. He
was beset on every side by Youth—-
first Dan, then John.

“Let’s go inside and have a glass of
perry,” he said quietly.

Four years ago Jennifer had had a
lover in the harum-scarum son of
Farmer Potter, but her happiness had
been diluted by the variegated nature
of young John Potter’s life. His visits
to Ludlow on Saturday nights were
badly spoken of, and he was said to
be known to girls whose friendship
had been the wreck of better man than
himself. Jennifer overlooked his short-
comings as long as she could, but final-
ly cast him off for good and all.

Not unnaturally the loss of Jennifer
had its effect on the quite good-heart-
ed John, who mended his ways from
that time on, but to no purpose. The
village saw the pair together no more,
and in due time the episode was for-
gotten. That was two years before
the war. When the struggle broke out
John joined up in a horse regiment
and had not been seen again. That
had been Jennifer’s only affaire—a
limitation which raised her mightily
in the eyes of Septimus Blew.

“Dan,” said the schoolmaster when
they were indoors. “I’ll tell you what
it is. We’ve got to leave Jennifer to
John. He’ll be here on leave only and
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I want you to join me in not speaking
to her about ourselves till he comes
back for good. He’s done more for
his country than ever you or me will
do. He’s the lad who deserves the
girl. Now, what do you say? Is it
a bargain?”

Septimus stood with outstretched
hand. Dan hesitated a moment, then
grasped the hand firmly.

“Mr. Blew—" he said, “Mr. Blew—
oh! TIt’s no use talking to you. You’re
worth the lot of us put together.”

Before Septimus realized it Dan
was gone.

Septimus stood at his gate again
that evening and watched the little
gleam of light from Jennifer’s win-
dow. The breeze which, as he had
worked In his garden, had been warm
suddenly rose to a small gale and a
chill entered the schoolmaster’s bones,
but he stayed on until the light dis-
appeared.

“Seems as if my soul had gone out
just like that,” he muttered as he turn-
ed to go in. He paused by the door
and listened to the sound of a heavy
step. Someone was coming up the
road and Septimus would bid him a
good-night whoever he was.

’

A soldier’s figure came into sight a
few yards away. ;
“T shouldn’t like to go back without
a word with you,” It was John Pot-
ter who spoke.. “I’ve got to walk to
Ludlow to get a train. No, my leave
isn’t up, but I’ve got a wife in Lon-
don, Mr. Blew, and just pinched a

day off to see the old place—"

“And old flames,” put in Septimus.

“And old flames,” repeated John.
“I suppose you mean Jennifer. Well,
she’s a good girl is Jennifer, and—but
I’ve no time to spare if I’'m to catch
that train, and, Mr. Blew, Jennifer
knows all about the lessons you gave
young Daniel Evans. He’s told her
himself this evening, and she’s told
me. I don’t know that I’'m right in
letting it out, but I’'m leaving the vil-
lage and I don’t much care.”

“What a mistake!” said Septimus.
“He should never have t(?lld her. What-
ever did she say?”’

“That’s just the point, Mr. Blew. I
ought not to let it out to you, but she
told me, as an old friend, that if
there’s any man in this village she’d
like to marry it’s Mr. Blew.”

Septimus tried to make some reply,
but before he could frame the words
John Potter had gone.




TREES AND R POET

BY ELIZABETH ROBERTS MacDONALD

II. ETHELWYN WETHERALD

Yo MONG the many memory-
Yol pictures which I can

visualize clearly, there
is one of a room in a
little New Brunswick
city—a study, with walls
of faded blue; with windows where
the spirea blossoms look in with news
of summer, and past which fall softly
petals from the delicate blooms of an
old gnarled acacia tree; with a fire-
place ample and alluring, the centre
of family gatherings when winter
frosts those windows and drifts thick
clouds of snow against them.

Tacked on the side of a tall book-
case in that study, just where it can
be seen nicely from the chair by the
writing-table, is a poster; a poster
with a white background, and a lady
in green flowing robes sitting under
a tree. The name of the book which
the poster advertises is printed there,
and it is ““The House of the Trees’’,
by Ethelwyn Wetherald. And on one
of the shelves is the little green book
itself.

‘When you open that little green
book, you do really enter a house of
the trees. Green branches sway about
you, tiny feet rustle in the under-
brush, delicate wings drift above,
mosses and fairy-like ground-vines
make a carpet of intricate design. But

ou are made aware of far more than
a close observation and love of nature.
One of Miss Wetherald’s reviewers
says of her verse: ‘‘Its charm in the
main lies in the sense it conveys of the
mystic relation between the world
without us and the world within’’;

5

and this seems to me profoundly true.
The power of conveying this sense is
exemplified in poem -after poem. I
think one gets the perfection of it in
““The Fields of Dark’’, beginning:

‘‘The wreathing vine within the porch

Is in the heart of me,

The roses that the noondays scorch
Burn on in memory;

Alone at night I quench the light,
And without star or spark,

The grass and trees press to my knees
And flowers throng the dark.’’

““The Visitors’’ shows the same qual-
ity ; ‘‘the soul of the wind and the
rain’’ are made as real and living to
us in this poem as the elemental forces
in their outward manifestations could
be: 3

““In the room where I was sleeping
The sun came to the floor,
Whose silent thought went leaping
To where in woods of yore
It felt the sun before.

At noon the rain was slanting
In grey lines from the west;
A hurried child all panting
It pattered to my nest,
And smiled when sun-carest.

At eve the wind was flying
Bird-like from bed to chair;
Of brown leaves sere and dying
It brought enough to spare
And dropped them here and there.

At night-time, without warning,
I felt almost to pain

The soul of the sun in the morning ;
And the soul of the wind and the rain
In my sleeping-room remain!’’

In ““Rest’’ we find the same note:

““To the depths of dreams I go
On the sounds of falling rain,
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That in the night-time gently flow
In a stream on my window-pane.
Stream-rest and dream-rest
And a cool, dark path between—
A cool, dark path from the rain’s breast
To the heart of the deep unseen.’’

Again and again one comes across
this mystic vision of our possession of
nature. All of good that we see and
love becomes an intrinsic part of our
inner being, an addition to that soul-
substance ‘‘that dreams are made of’’.
Many of us feel this; not many can
express their realization of it in haunt-
ing lyric words.

But though Miss Wetherald is pre-
eminently a poet of trees and flowers,
of sun and wind and rain, she does
not sing only of these. Her interests
and sympathies embrace a wide range
of subjects, and, with all her dryad-
like affiliations, she is warmly human
in emotion. Love and life, death and
parting, childhood, and memories of
home—these all come within the scope
of her song. The web of life which
she weaves for us is never drab or
sombre in hue; it is rich with shim-
mering and delicate colour, and one
feels that there is no such thing for
her as a day without beauty and
savour. She expresses her rejoicing
in ‘‘the daily round’’ delightfully in
“Every Common Day’’:

Bvery common day that we live is elasped
and jewelled with love;

The stars of night are beneath it, the morn-
ing stars above;

The peace of God broods on it, as on her
nest the bird,

And over its wearied moments the music
of hope is heard.

80, when my life-work is finished, and I
go to God for my wage,

I wonder if He can give me a heavenlier
heritage

Than to feel that each day that I live is
clasped and jewelled with love,

With the stars of night beneath it and the
morning stars above.’’

It is seldom, indeed, that Miss
‘Wetherald’s verse becomes prosaic;
her thought and its form are, in most
cases, sheer poetry. 'When she does,
oceasionally, verge on the common-
place, she gives us the impression that
she has endeavoured so to do; that

someone has suggested that she write
in a more ‘‘robust’’ or didactic man-
ner, for instance—and she produces
““My Orders’’, ‘‘Pluck’’, and one or
two others more popular than poetic!
It is seldom, however, that she wan-
ders from the domain of wonder and
enchantment that is her own.
Ethelwyn Wetherald’s love-poems
bave a distinctive and delicate charm.

Many, perhaps most, of them, deal

with love in its beginning—an elusive,
Ariel-like love, a sprite half-fearing
lest it become a mortal, or at least in-
volved and tangled in mortal petti-
ness. Her lovers wander in dream-
paths, and the wanderjng allures them
rather than any goal, however fair.
This ethereal quality manifests itself
in ‘‘Enchantment’’, with its :

‘“‘Dearest, give your soul t¢ me,
Let it in your glances shine;
Let a path of ecstasy
Stretch between your eyes and mine.
Should you press me to your heart,
That enchanted,
That enchanted little pathway must
depart’’;
m
““If you love me, tell me so
As the dawn may hint of noon,
As a glance the deep heart’s glow,
As hepaticas of June,”’

and in many another poem dealing
with young love, with emotions half-
distrustful of their own strength. In
her sonnets, however, a deeper note is
struck. The distrust of life has been
cast aside, and love has proved itself
not a fragile bloom, losing its beauty
and mystery at the first breath of
storm, but a thing stronger than the
storm itself, more wonderful, more
enduring, than its first dear promise
hinted. :

“Youth and Age’’ holds this
stronger note; ‘‘Telepathy’’ has it,
and ‘“‘Good-bye’’; ‘‘At Parting’’ is
vibrant with it, and ‘‘Love’s Phases’’
is worthy to stand among the most
perfect love-sonnets in the English
language. I quote ‘‘At Parting’’ as
a good example of the lyric fervour
and intensity shown in her use of this
form of verse:
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"Goolcllbyel Goodbye! My soul goes after

thee,

Quick as a bird that quickens on ‘the wing,

Softly as winter softens into spring;

And as the moon sways to the swaying sea,

8o is my spirit drawn resistlessly.

Goodbye! Yet closer round my life shall
eling

Thy tenderness, the priceless offering

That drifts through distance daily unto
me.

Oh, eager soul of mine, fly fast, fly fast!

Take with thee hope and courage, thoughts
that thrill

The heart with gladness under sombre
skies,

Oh, living tenderness, that no sharp blast

Of bitter fate or circumstance can chiil,

My life with thine grows strong, or fails,
or dies.”’

Miss Wetherald evidently finds the
sonnet a natural form of expression.
Its technique has become part of her
artistic equipment, and one never
feels that thought or emotion has been
sacrificed to the exigencies of the
form. Her nature-sonnets are full of
colour and richness. ‘‘In August’’
breathes the joy of retrospect:

‘‘Just as in rich and dusty-leaved age

The soul goes back to brood on swelling
buds

Of hope, desire, and dream, in childhood’s
clime,

8o I turn backward to the Spring-lit page

And hear with freshening heart the deep-
voiced floods

That to the winds give their melodious
rhyme.’? ;

The octave of ‘‘October’’ glows with
antumn splendour:

‘‘Against the winter’s heav’n of white,

the blood

Of earth runs very quick and hot to-day;

A storm of fiery leaves are out at play.

Around the lingering sunset of the wood

Where rows of blackberries, unnoticed,
stood,

Run streams of ruddy colour wildly gay;

The golden lane half-dreaming picks its
wa

Througly): ’whelming vines as through a
gleaming flood.”’

““To February’’ is sonorous in its
vowel harmonies, and magical in its
picture of the winter world.

Miss Wetherald’s work is of a dis-
tinetly original type; it is not easy
to deduce from her poems what

authors have most interested her.
There is a hint of Browning in ‘‘The
White Moth”’, with its vivid, passion-
ate, yet colloquial, style; and there is
an Emersonian outlook in ‘‘Limitless-
ness’’, which I quote:

‘“‘Beyond the far horizon’s farthest bound
A farther boundary lies;
No spirit wing can reach the utmost
round,
No spirit eyes.
The soul has limitations such as space,
Such as eternity;
The farthest star to which thou set’st thy
face
Belongs to thee.”’

In some of the poems, especialiy in
the sonnets, there is an Elizabethan
fullness of vowel-music and richness
of diction which suggests that Miss
Wetherald’s reading has led her
largely among the writers of ‘‘those
spacious times of great Elizabeth’’.
One gets this quality in poem after
poem, in lines such as

“‘For me the hoarded honey of the past
Outlives the wintry interval of pain,’’

and in all of ‘‘To February’’:

‘“Oh, master-builder, blustering as you go
About your giant work, transforming all
The empty woods into a glittering hall,
And making lilac lanes and foot-paths

grow
As hard as iron under stubborn snow,
Thoughnevery fence stand forth a marble
wa
And windy hollows drift to arches tall,
There comes a might that shall your
might o’erthrow.

Build high your white and dazzling
palaces,

Strengthen your bridges, fortify your
towers,

Storm with a loud and portentous lip;

And April with a fragmentary breeze

And half a score of gentle golden hours,

Shall leave no trace of your stern work-
manship,’’

and in many and many a memorable
phrase.

But it is her intimacy with and her
attitude toward nature which mark
her work with a haunting quality, dis-
tinctive, individual. She is of the
trees; she interprets them; she seems
half-dryad, knowing and helping us
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to know the very spirit of the woods.
One is not surprised to hear that Miss
Wetherald has a material ‘‘House of
the Trees”’, built in a huge willow
near a stream, where she sleeps on
sultry summer nights. She sings of
the joy of her outdoor retreat in ‘‘A
Summer Sleeping Room’’, and we feel
with her that it is
‘“‘Sweet to waken with the flowers,

A morni.ng spirit steeped in calm.”’

In one of her letters—and she is a
delightful letter-writer — Ethelwyn
Wetherald says:

‘‘For me there is no such thing as mon-
otony. Tameness and sameness are non-
existent. Every day overflows with a
wealth of impressions, hopes, and desires.’”

This radiance of spirit glows
through all Miss Wetherald’s, work—
this, and a closeness as of kinship to
the world of tree and moss and flower.
We feel like addressing to herself the
words of her own poem:

‘“Ope your doors and take me in,
Spirit of the wood;
Take me—make me next of kin
To your leafy brood.’’

In the June number the subject of Mrs. Roberts’s essay will be ‘‘The Sonnet in .

Canadian Literature’’.
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BY SIR JOHN WILLISON

XIIl.—-LAURIER AND THE EMPIRE

gm YSTERY surrounds the
decision of the Laurier
i Government to establish

——— favour of imports from
Great Britain. It is certain that no
such action was contemplated by the
Liberal leaders before they took office.
In 1892 Mr. L. H. Davies, of Prince
Edward Island, had offered an amend-
ment to a motion by Mr. MeNeill, of
North Bruce, in favour of reciprocal
preference, in effect that, as Great
Britain admitted the products of Can-
ada free of duty, the scale of Canadian
duties levied on goods mainly import-
ed from Great Britain should be re-
duced. But, while this proposal prob-
ably expressed the sincere convietion
of Mr. Davies, many of his parlia-
mentary associates were chiefly con-
cerned to embarrass the Government
and the Conservative Imperialists who
were as rigid protectionists for Can-
ada as any other element in Parlia-
ment. When Mr. Davies submitted
his motion, the Liberal parliamentary
party was still committed to unre-
stricted reciprocity with the United
States, and there was a disposition to
declare more definitely for direet dis-
crimination against Great Britain.
As editor of The Globe, I represented
to Mr. Laurier that any such course
would be fatal to Liberal candidates
in the constituencies and that it was
necessary to recede from the position
which the party had taken rather than
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to persist in flagrant defiance of the
British sentiment of the country. I
had knowledge that this was a com-
mon feeling among Liberals. I knew
that there would be a formidable re-
volt against any proposal for open
and deliberate discrimination against
British imports. The true feeling of
the party was soon revealed and, as
has been said, was expressed in the
resolution subsequently adopted by
the National Liberal Convention.
The leaders also became convinced
long before the general election of
1896 that it would be impossible to
“eliminate the principle of protection
from the tariff”. Whether the country
understood or not, there was deliber-
ate adjustment of the party to a mod-
erate and practical fiscal policy in
many of the speeches and much of the
literature of the campaign. One re-
calls the letters exchanged between
Mr. Laurier and Mr. George H. Ber-
tram, of Toronto, and many private
and public assurances that there would
be no revolutionary fiscal changes.
This was so clearly the attitude of
The Globe that it was doubted by Con-
servative candidates if the paper ex-
pressed the actual spirit and intention
of the Liberal leaders. Nor was the
chief object to conciliate protection-
ists. It was recognized by the official
leaders of the party that any radiecal
* reduction of duties was impracticable
and impossible, and that it was desir-
able to prepare the country for the
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position which would have to be taken
should they happen to succeed in the
election. :

A curious story attaches to a speech
which Mr. Laurier delivered at Win-
nipeg. In the report as published
there was a declaration in favour of
“free trade as it is in England”. He
told me later that he had refused,
despite great pressure, to use the
phrase which was beloved of Western
Liberal candidates and that an eager
and importunate colleague, distressed
at his eaution, had incorporated the
sentence in the report of his address.
He could not challenge the accuracy
of the report without a practical re-
pudiation of the position of the free
trade extremists in the party, nor
could he expose the associate who had
revised the address without authority.
But he would sometimes recall the
incident when he was denounced for
apostasy to his platform pledges. Mr.
Borden once said that Laurier had
promised prohibition as it was in
Maine, and free trade as it was in
England, but had maintained protec-
tion as it was in Maine and prohibi-
tion as it was in England. The truth
is that Laurier did not declare him-
self in favour of prohibition nor did
he believe that complete free trade
was practicable in Canada. The whole
argument of the Liberal party in
1896, however, was for lower tariff,
although in the speeches of the lead-
ers there is no definite forecast of the
British preference. But when the
leaders attained office and redemption
of the fiscal pledges became the im-
mediate concern, it was recognized
that substantial duties against Ameri-
can imports must be maintained and
that even upon goods from Great Bri-
tain the tariff could not be greatly re-
duced without depleting the revenue
and endangering the position of Cana-
dian industries. In these circum-
stances the suggestion of lower duties
upon British imports was the happy
solution of a perplexing problem.

It will be remembered that in the
campaign the Patrons of Industry-

and the Third Party, under Mr. D’Al-

ton McCarthy, had candidates in vari-
ous constituencies. Between the Pat-
rons and the Liberal party there was
organized co-operation. So Mr. MeCar-
thy was concerned to damage the Gov-
ernment and assist the Opposition. But
in consideration of Mr. McCarthy’s
attitude towards Quebec the true rela-
tion between Mr. Laurier and himself
was not diselosed. At a meeting at
Owen Sound, Mr. McCarthy was ask-
ed to say what he thought of Laurier.
He smiled and suggested softly that
he doubted if a frank answer to the
question weuld be of advantage to the
Liberal leader. What he had in mind
was that praise from MecCarthy in
Ontario would not help Laurier in
Quebeec. Mr. MeCarthy was an advo-
cate of Imperial fiscal preferences,
while the Patrons of Industry de-
manded a revenue tariff and transfer
of taxation from necessaries to Iux-
uries. All three groups supported the
British preference when the proposal
was submitted to Parliament. Pos-
sibly Mr. McCarthy suggested the
cardinal principle of the Fielding
Tariff, but as to that I cannot speak
with knowledge. I never sought to
discover the origin of the preference,
although I was consuited before the
proposal was considered by the Cab-
inet.

Through Mr. George H. Bertram,
who came to me with a message from
Laurier, I had the first intimation that
the economie practicability and the
political advantages of diserimination
in favour of countries which admitted
Canadian products free of duty was a
subject of consideration at Ottawa.
Naturally, T gave instant support to
the proposal as politically advantage-
ous, as agreeable to Canadian and
British feeling, and as a method of
escape from the position in which
advocacy of free trade with the Unit-
ed States had involved the Liberal
party. It was clear that the country
would approve preferential treatment
of British manufactures and that no
general feeling in favour of equal
treatment of American manufactures
could be developed. Thus the British
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preference was an Act of Extrication,
of Emancipation, and of Indemnifica-
tion for pledges which could not be
fulfilled. Liberal Ministers, however,
in establishing the preference, were
not implementing any wunholy com-
pact with manufacturers, but were
governed by industrial and national
considerations ‘which in the actunal
situation of the eountry could not be
disregarded by practical and respons-
ible statesmen.

There was singular boldness in the
determination of the Canadian Cab-
inet to offer the preference to Great
Britain and compel the Imperial Gov-
ernment to reject the concession or
denounce the German and Belgian
treaties which prevented discrimina-
tion by the Dominions in favour of
the Mother Country. Indeed, the pre-
ference was imposed upon Great Bri-
tain, and there were British states-
men who denounced the old treaties
with reluctance and in slumberous
wonder over the serene audacity of
an inconsiderate colony. Laurier was
attacked for not exacting a reciprocal
preference from Great Britain. But
he was convinced that no such prefer-
ence could be obtained except upon
conditions which Canada could not
accept. As it was, the Canadian offer
was regarded with suspicion by rigid
British free traders. Mr. Chamberlain
had not yet adopted “tariff reform”,
and among Unionists and Liberals
alike there was uncompromising ad-
hesion to the teaching of the Man-
chester economists. While Laurier
was in London, in 1897, Mr. Chamber-
lain declared that, except on the basis
of free trade within the Empire, he
would not touch preference “with a
pair of tongs”. This, however, was
said in a conversation between Laur-
ier and himself and was not available
as a defence for the Canadian Gov-
ernment against the attacks of oppon-
ents. In the autumn of 1897 there
was a bye-election in Centre Toronto.
Mr. George H. Bertram, the Liberal
candidate, was opposed by Mr. O. A.
Howland. At every Conservative
meetine there was eriticism of Laurier

for “the free gift” of preference to
the Mother Country, when preferen-
tial treatment of Canadian produects
could have been obtained if the Lib-
eral leader had not been more anxious
to secure the “Cobden medal” than to
initiate a system of Imperial protee-
tion. During the contest Laurier came
to Toronto and was at pains to give
me an exact statement of Mr. Cham-
berlain’s position. He did not author-
ize me to make any publie use of the
statement, nor did he suggest that
there was any obligation of disere-
tion or silence. For a day or two 1
hesitated, but the Conservative attack
persisted and I persuaded myself that
Mr. Chamberlain’s position should be
stated. The Globe’s explanation was
cabled to England and became the
subject of a question in the Imperial
Parliament. In reply, Mr. Chamber-
lain frankly admitted its aceuracy
and thus gave the confirmation which
was required. Shortly afterward I
suggested to Laurier that I was prob-
ably in disfavour for using Mr. Cham-
berlain’s statement without authority.
His answer was, “My dear fellow, that
is why I told you”. 1 thought I had
read his mind, but one cannot always
be certain that a statement communi-
cated in private is intended for pub-
lication.

Once I asked Laurier how the fam-
ous letter from Father Lacombe, inti-
mating that the Roman Catholie bis-
hops were united in support of the
Manitoba Remedial Bill and would be
as united against any public man who
opposed the measure, came to be pub-
lished. He said, “I do not know, but
it was wise to have the letter appear
in The Montreal Daily Star instead
of in a Liberal newspaper”. It was
necessary that his political associates
should have knowledge of the letter,
and one doubts if he emphasized its
confidential character. He held that
there was moral and public justifica-
tion for its publication, and clearly
there are circumstances in which a
political leader has the right to call
the people to his defence against
groups or interests which present pri-
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vate ultimatums. In this instance,
nothing but the letter itself eould
have disclosed the actual situation.
But, ordinarily, Laurier was very
serupulous and no one could more
resolutely retain -what he did not
choose to reveal.

It is doubtful if there ever was
exact accord between Laurier and
Chamberlain. The one was as reso-
lute as the other and each had a vital
1y different conception of the Imperial
relation. Laurier regarded free trade
within the Empire as impracticable
and impossible. Nor was there com-
plete agreement between the two when
Chamberlain became an advocate of
tariff reform and Imperial prefer-
ences. It is true that when Laurier
desired to have the food duties im-
posed during the war in South Africa
retained against foreign countries and
remitted in favour of the Dominions,
he would have had Chamberlain’s sup-
port; but they were repealed during
Chamberlain’s absence in South Af-
rica. When the Imperial statesman
in his early speeches for tariff reform
suggested that certain branches of
manufacture should be reserved for
Great Britain, the Canadian Prime
Minister would have resisted if Cham-
berlain’s withdrawal from the position
had not rendered resistance unneces-
sary. Thereafter Laurier would not
entertain any suggestion that Canada
should demand British taxes on food-
stuffs from foreign countries and free
admission of such products from the
Dominions. As has been said, he did
ask to have the duties on foodstuffs
imposed for revenue during the war
with the Boers retained against for-
eign countries, but when this was re-
fused he finally abandoned effort to
obtain preferential treatment of Cana-
dian produets in British markets. But
there was irritation over the refusal
and even serious thought of actual
withdrawal or substantial modifica-
tion of the Canadian preference in
favour of British manufactures.

Mr. Chamberlain’s proposal to
establish a consultative Imperial
Council, Laurier opposed and defeat-

ed. He was reluctant to send con-
tingents to South Africa and submit-
ted at last only to a manifestation of
public feeling which he could not
wisely resist: He was embarrassed by
the attitude of Mr. Tarte and disturb-
ed by the vehement counsel of Mr.
Bourassa. As editor of The Globe, 1
was in a difficult position. I told
Laurier that he would either send
troops or go out of office, but gave a
rash pledge that The Globe would not
suggest the despateh of contingents in
advance of the decision of the Cabinet.
A few days before war was declared
Laurier had to go to Chicago and he
insisted that I should go along. In
the party also were Mr. L. O. David
and Mr. Raymond Prefontaine, of
Montreal. For three days we discuss-
ed the Imperial obligation of Canada
and the possible political consequences -
of a decision against sending conting-
ents in all its phases, if not with

- unanimity, at least with good temper

and complete candour. I shall not
forget the wise discretion of Mr.
David and his grave concern that
nothing should develop to affect Laur-
ier’s position or disturb the relations
between Canada and Great Britain.
It is fair to explain that Sir Wilfrid
contended the war in South ‘Africa, if
war there should be, would be a petty
tribal eonflict in which the aid of the
Dominions would not be required, and
that over and over again he declared
he would put all the resources of Can-
ada at the service of the Mother Coun-
try in any great war for the security
and integrity of the Empire. When
we reached Liondon on the homeward
journey we learned that the South
African Republics had precipitated
the confliet. Laurier had not believ-
ed that war was inevitable and he was
greatly comforted by assurances re-
ceived at Chicago, through British
sources, that the Republies would sub-
mit to the demands of Great Britain
or the conditions would be so modified
as to avert hostilities and ensure a
settlement by negotiation. During
the journey between London and To-
ronto he was very sober and silent.
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He recognized that the Canadian Gov-
ernment must reach an immediate de-
cision, but he would not admit that

the fact of war necessarily involved

Canada in the conflict. When we part-
ed at Toronto, I urged that as soon as
he reached Ottawa he should announce
that the Government would send
troops to South Africa. But he was
still reluctant, unconvinced, and re-
bellious. Next day, however, I re-
ceived this despatch: “Am sending
contingents. Will be in Toronto in
the morning. — Wilfrid Laurier.”
‘When we met next morning he frank-
ly admitted that public feeling in the
English Provinces was too strong to
be opposed and that under all the cir-
eumstances the Government could not
afford to challenge the sentiment of
the country and withhold Canada
from a struggle in which the other
Dominions would be engaged. He ex-
plained that there would be no seri-
ous division in the Cabinet, but he
doubted if the Liberal representatives
from Quebec could be united in sup-
port of the action of the Government.
Unfortunately there was no such
unanimity of feeling in Quebec as ex-
isted in Ontario, and probably his in-
fluence among the French people
would be sorely tested. Over the de-
cision of the Government Mr. Bour-
assa resigned his seat in Parliament
and was re-elected. But the intimate
personal and political relation which
had existed between Laurier and
Bourassa never was restored. The
war in South Africa produced the
Nationalist movement. The seeds of
Nationalism lay long in the ground,
the growth was reluctant, the harvest
ripened slowly. But at last Bourassa
gathered many sheaves in Quebec
from the sowing which began when his
counsel was rejected and Laurier
sanctioned the organization of econ-
tingents for South Africa. I think I
never doubted that Laurier’s ultimate
decision would be in favour of con-
tingents. For that among other rea-
sons The Qlobe said nothing to em-
barrass the Government or to excite
public feeling.

The Globe’s first deliverance in sup-
port of contingents was not written
in the office. One day Mr, Justice
Street offered a letter for publication.
He explained with much courtesy and
equal hesitation that The Globe’s posi-
tion was detached and indefinite and
that doubtless there were legitimate
political considerations behind its dis-
cretion and reticence. As a judge he
was not clear that he should speak
in his own name, but he had written a
letter which would not compromise
the paper and which he would like to
have published without his signature.
When I had read the letter I inti-
mated that if he did not object I
would make a few minor changes and
print it as an editorial. He was agree-
able and grateful. There was judicial
caution in the statement which The
(flobe required at the moment and it
is doubtful if Mr. Justice Street would
have been censured even if he had
written over his signature. ;

In the general election of 1900, rash
utterances by Mr. Tarte were exploit-
ed with deadly effect by the Conserva-
tive Opposition. There is no doubt
that Tarte was opposed to the organ-
ization of contingents for South Af-
rica and believed that his position
would be sustained by the Cabinet. In
this confidence he made statements
which were singularly inconvenient
and embarrassing in the English Pro-
vinces. He explained that he had gone
no farther than to insist that troops
should not be sent out of the country
without the direct authority of Par-
liament. But in a political contest
there is no reverence for a qualifica-
tion. Tarte was gibbeted in every
Conservative journal and from every
Conservative platform. For the time
he displaced Mr. Sifton as “the mas-
ter of the Administration”, and a very
fervour of passion was excited in the
country against the contumacious and
aggressive French Minister. There was
much sheet lightning in the display,
but even sheet lichtning is dangerous
when it is associated with racial feel-
ing and Imperial patriotism. Tarte
was the issue, and the jawbone which
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he wielded too freely slaughtered
many Liberal candidates. Eight or
ten days before polling Laurier was
in Toronto, and naturally there was
anxious consideration of the political
outlook. At a conference which I at-
‘tended, the leader was assured that
Ontario would give a majority of at
least twenty for the Government. I
alone insisted, against the angry pro-
tests of the optimists, that the major-
ity against the Government would be
twenty. I gave my reasons, of which
Tarte was the chief, and Laurier
agreed that my forecast would prob-
ably be justified by the result. The
returns gave the Opposition a major-
ity of twenty-two in Ontario.

The defeat of Laurier in Ontario in
1900 had long consequences. No doubt
he had hesitated to involve Canada in
the war in South Afriea, but he had
vielded to public feeling, had imposed
his decision upon Quebec, had alien-
ated cherished associates, had frankly
confessed his reluctance to involve
Canada in a British quarrel, and had
defended the British position and the
final intervention of Canada with
vigour and eloquence But despite the
British fiscal preference and the action
of the Government in relation to South
Africa, despite recognition of Im-
perial sentiment and despite disre-
gard of the protests of elements in
Quebec, he sustained a decisive defeat
in the chief English Provinee of the
Confederation. He coveted the good-
will and the eonfidence of Ontario. He
had doubted if a French Roman
Catholic could lead a national party.
In any evidence that this was a mis-
interpretation of the Protestant ma-
jority, he rejoiced. He believed in
1900 that he deserved a greater mea-
sure of support from Ontario than he
received. Thenceforth he turned to
his own Province and his own people.
He never wooed Ontario again. It
may be that he never was willing to
lose Quebec. He would often insist
that at any cost he must have the
confidence of his own Province. There
is reason to think that Bourassa be-
came a spectre in his pathway. He

often said that if Bourassa had not
separated himself from the Liberal
party and had cultivated a national
otitlook he would have been his na-
tural and inevitable successor. But
from 1900 he saw Bourassa as an
ever-present menace, against which he
believed he could not rely upon On-
tario.

No one who knew Laurier could
ever believe that he was an Imperial-
ist. Economically he was a continen-
talist and politically he was an au-
tonomist. At Imperial Conferences
he resisted all proposals leading to-
wards federation of the Empire or
even involving any rigid machinery
of co-operation between Great Britain
and the Dominions. It is not surpris-
ing to learn from letters published by
Mr. J. S. Ewart, K.C., that he was in
sympathy with the movement to estal-
lish Canada as an independent king-
dom under the British monarchy.
‘What the position would be of a com-
mon sovereign over five equal and in-
dependent nations if a domestic quar-
rel should develop, taxes the imagina-
tion. We talk of the Sovereign as the
bond of Fmpire, but an Empire unit-
ed by a sovereign who would be bound
by the advice of his Ministers at five
separate capitals would be feeble and
fantastic enough. Laurier thought of
Canada as a nation. He made Can-
ada a nation according to the pane-
gyrists. Indeed with every change
of Government, Canada is made
a nation over again. But the new
pattern much resembles the old,
however the artificers may labour to
remould and rebuild. Tt is not easy
to see how we can be an Empire for
commercial purposes and five separ-
ate nations for diplomatic purposes.
If we think of separate nations instead
of Empire, the ultimate result may he
separation. Equal citizenship in the
Empire cannot be achieved by exten-
sion of autonomy so long as an Im-
perial Parliament at London exercises
authority over war and peace which
is not possessed in equal degree by the
Parliaments of the Dominions. Wap
Cabinets and Overseas Ministers and
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Imperial Conferences are perhaps con-
venient agencies of co-operation, but
they ednnot give the Dominions co-
ordinate authority in emergencies, or
even in the regular adjustment of re-
lations with other nations. Where
the parliamentary power reposes the
real authority rests. A fractional ma-
jority in the Parliament at London
will have greater power than the Gov-
ernments and Parliaments of the four
Dominions to commit the Empire to
war which may involve the Dominions
in great sacrifices of blood and trea-
sure. What actual responsibility had
Canada for the Great War which cost
60,000 lives and a billion of money ?
No one doubts what our decision
would have been if we had possessed
co-ordinate authority, but an issue
may arise in the future over which
vital differences may produce disrup-
tion. It is idle to pretend that under
the existing organization of the Em-
pire the people of the Dominions can
have equal eitizenship. Autonomy is
consistent with the ideal of ultimate
separation, but not with the fact of
Empire. On the other hand, it is
inconceivable that Canadians will be
forever content with an inferior citi-
zenship or with a divided loyalty.
They must have an equal voice in the
Empire with the people of England
or Scotland, or ultimately they will
establish a separate and independent
nation. This voice ean be obtained
only through a sovereign Imperial
Parliament exercising authority over
the foreign relations of the Empire
and in which the Dominions will have
actual, direct and equal representa-
tion.

‘Who believes that the American
colonies, if they had not separated
from Great Britain, would now be
tolerant of war cabinets and period-
ical imperial conferences ? Would they
regard representation in an Imperial
Parliament as a sacrifice of autonomy ?
In the near future the Dominions
which now have a population of 17,-
000,000 or 18,000,000 will have thirty,
forty or fifty millions of people. Even
to-day they would have a third of

the representation in an Imperial Par-
liament. The autonomy of Prince Ed-
ward Island is not impaired by repre-
sentation in the Canadian Parliament,
nor that of Montana or Oregon by
representation in the American Con-
gress. There is an answer to the anx-
ious autonomists in the cry of the
world for a League of Nations. If
the United States and the British Em-
pire can agree to the assumption of
common international obligations,
Great Britain and the Overseas Do-
minions can safely establish a com-
mon Parliament for the protection of
interests and the adjustment of af-
fairs common to all portions of the
Empire. The world has had a new
revelation of the vital need for under-
standing and organization and the
lesson has its significance for the Bri-
tish communities. For either organ-
ization or disruption is the fiat of des-
tiny. By one method or the other,
equality of citizenship must finally
be established. One believes that the
Empire will not dissolve and that the
genius of British statesmen will find
and the British peoples in their sanity
and wisdom acecept the inevitable solu-
tion.

Nor is 1t true, as is so often con-
tended, that free trade within the Em-
pire is an essential condition of or-
ganic federation. There is no vital
reason why Canada should not main-
tain protection for national and in-
dustrial reasons or that Great Britain
should not do likewise. It is not even
necessary to establish preferences
within the Empire, so long as there is
not diserimination in favour of for-
eign countries. Control over fiscal
policy, as over immigration, would na-
turally and wisely be vested in the
domestic Parliaments. Each portion
of the Empire would be concerned to
develop its own resources and deter-
mine its own methods of production
and standards of living. There need
be neither friction nor conflict under
a system of Imperial organization
which would clearly separate domes-
tic from Imperial interests and re-
serve alike for Great Britain and the
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Dominions unchallengeable control
over domestic concerns. It is not
essential either that any absolute pow-
er to levy taxation should be reposed
in an Imperial Parliament. There is
reason to think that effective organiza-
tion for defence would be less costly
through the operation of common
machinery, and since by the very evo-
lution of the Empire to which we have
consented the Dominions have become
partners in defence, they would pro-
vide the econtributions required to
maintain and stabilize the partner-
ship. Undoubtedly the whole pro-
blem is complex and difficult in many
of its phases, but at least the chances
of misunderstanding and econfusion
are greater under an unorganized than
they would be under an organized
Empire in the new relation which has
involved the Dominions in common
obligations for the support of the Im-
perial structure. The details of feder-
ation could only be settled by the
statesmen of the Empire in conference
around a common table, as any pro-
ject of Imperial union would require
the free and decisive assent of the
Parliaments and peoples of all the
British Commonwealths.

Sir Wilfrid Laurier was not a fed-
erationist. As he grew older he be-
came inflexible in his attitude to-
wards the Empire. He often seem-
ed willing to extend autonomy to
the verge of separatioh. For his day
he could acquiesee in the existing re-
lation. He was not anxious for the
future. But he thought he could see
the ripe fruit falling from the parent
tree. He was not hostile to Great Bri-
tain and he had reverence for British
traditions and British institutions.
But he believed that there was no ad-
vantage to Canada in closer connection
with the Mother Country. He regard-
ed projects of federation not only as
visionary and impracticable, but as
inimical to colonial freedom and self-
government. He could see the vision
of a League of Nations. He could not
see the vision of a League of Empire.
Looking into the future he probably
saw an independent Canada, not sep-

arated from Great Britain in interest
and sentiment, but politically dissoci-
ated from problems which were the
necessary condition and inheritance
of an Empire. He was indeed a Can-
adian nationalist, and grew ever more
convineced that between nationalism
and Imperialism there was a neces-
sary conflict. He was deeply impress-
ed by his first visit to Great Britain.
But he grew weary of London Con-
ferences and the insurgent Imperial-
ism and diplomatic precipitancy of
Australia. He was closer to Botha
than to any other representative of
the Overseas Dominions, convinced
perhaps, that Botha was his natural
ally in resisting doubtful Imperial en-
terprises. But there is no reason to
think that he ever had to resist pres-
sure from any British statesmen ex-
cept Chamberlain, or that the auton-
omy of Canada that he so dearly cher-
ished was ever menaced by any see-
ret design, covert manceuvre, social
attack, or political cabal. British
statesmen have long recognized that
any impulse towards Imperial organ-
ization must proceed from the Do-
minions and that any suspicion of
British coercion would excite only ir-
ritation and resistance. The future
of the Empire lies with the Domin-
ions. Downing Street is a legend. No
system of Imperial organization in-
compatible with national sentiment in
the Dominions could endure. It is in-
conceivable that British statesmen
would imperil the whole structure
even by consent to any unequal cen.
tralization of authority in London.
But Laurier was doubtful and appre-
hensive. Possibly his apprehension
only expressed his attitude in domes-
tic affairs. There were phrases and
catchwords that were useful in Can-
ada, and he was careful not to reduce
their value on the political exchange.
Possibly he resented the pressure of
Imperial officials in Canada when an
offer of troops for South Africa was
desired, and over certain proposals
for the organization of the Canadian
forces. But he never could have doubt-
ed the position of responsible British

A
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statesmen, misrepresented sometimes
perhaps by functionaries and officials,
who could not understand place with-
out power and were reluctant to ac-
knowledge that they had no actual
responsibility for the decisions of the
Canadian Cabinet and the Canadian
Parliament. And there was Bourassa.

From all the fretful agitation of
Australian statesmen in England for
preference in British market, Laurier
held coldly aloof. He conceded to the
United Kingdom all the freedom
which he demanded for Canada. He
did not believe that colonial states-
men could wisely intervene in the
movement for tariff reform in Great
Britain or appear on British plat-
forms as advocates of preferential
treatment of colonial products. In
that he was upon ground which could
not be challenged. The strength and
sanity of his position would be con-
vineingly eéstablished if British states-
men should appear on platforms in
Canada as advocates of free trade for
the Dominion. Changes in British
fiseal policy imposed upon the British
people at the demand of the Domin-
ions would subject the Dominions to
angry political attack in Great Bri-
tain, produce a situation not unlike
that which led to the revolt of the
American colonies, and endanger the
unity and stability of the Empire.
The doctrine of colonial autonomy
cannot be wisely carried to the extent
of direct interference with the free
judgment of the British people.

The naval controversy in Canada
had many strange and ugly manifes-
tations. It may be that Sir Wilfrid
Laurier was as reluctant to establish
a navy or commit Canada to any di-
rect obligation for sea defence as he
was to send troops to South Afriea.
But public opinion demanded and he
submitted. In 1909 the Canadian
Parliament adopted a unanimous reso-
lution in favour of a Canadian navy
or other speedy and adequate contri-
bution to the defence of the Empire.
Laurier opposed any direct contribu-
tion to the Admiralty, but after con-

. sultation with the Imperial authori-
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ties it was resolved to create a naval
college and to organize a fleet of eruis-
ers.

This progremme was opposed by
Mr. Bourassa, as imperiling Canadian
autonomy and exposing the Dominion
to compulsory participation in the
wars of the Empire all over the world.
Mr. Bourassa ultimately was joined
by Mr. Monk, the French Conserva-
tive leader for Quebec, and an inflam-
matory appeal was made to the French
constituencies against the naval policy
of the Government. On the other hand,
the Conservative Opposition, under the
leadership of Mr. Borden, contended
for an emergency contribution of
Dreadnoughts and urged a further
consultation with the Admiralty in
order to frame a measure which
would be of greater immediate sérvice
to the Empire and of greater ultimate
value in the defence of Canada, and
which should be submitted to the
Canadian people for ratification.
Against his French assailants, Laurier
argued that the proposals of the Gov-
ernment were a just and necessary
assumption of responsibility to aid in’
the defence of the Empire, but in-
sisted that the fleet should be under
the control of Canada and should en-
gage only in such wars as the Cana-
dian Parliament might approve. As
against his Conservative opponents,
he contended that a contribution of
Dreadnoughts would infringe upon
the autonomy of the Dominion and
that the demand for a referendum
was a manceuvre to delay action and
to exploit feeling in Quebec to the ad-
vantage of the Conservative party.
At stages of the controversy the fear
or the lure of Bourassa was behind
the action of both parties. There was
no danger to the Empire in a Cana-
dian navy. There was no menace to
the autonomy of Canada in a contri-
bution of Dreadnoughts or in the
naval proposals subsequently plac-
ed before Parliament by the Borden
Government. There was reason, per-

‘haps, to enlarge the Laurier pro-

gramme. There was no sound reason
that it should be opposed. When all is
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said, Laurier committed Canada to
naval defence, and in consequence sus-
tained heavy political losses in Que-
bes. It is understood that Mr. Borden
himself was anxious to maintain the
unanimity secured in support of the
original naval resolution. But he could
not hold Mr. Monk, and there were
forcer within the Conservative party
which could not be withheld from as-
sault upon the Laurier programme.
For this there was a time of visi-
tation and vengeance when parlia-
mentary ratification of the Borden
proposals was required. There
was burning anger among Liberals
over the substantial alliance between
Conservatives and Nationalists in the
general election of 1911, and the char-
acter of the attack upon Liberal can-
didates in the French Province. The
truth is that Monk and Bourassa con-
trolled Quebee. For the time the of-
ficial Conservative party did not exist.
Conservatives adhering to the tradi-
tions of Cartier and Maedonald ecould
not be nominated, and not a few
would not have aecepted nomination
under the conditions prescribed by
the Nationalists. The old Bleus, un-
der Bourassa, were in even worse for-
tune than the old Rouges under Mer-
cier. Whatever responsibility lies up-
on Sir Robert Borden, it is certain
that he regretted Monk’s desertion and
never submitted to Nationalist dom-
ination. Exclusion of Nationalists
from the Borden Cabinet would have
been equivalent to denial of French
representation. In a country with Can-
ada’s history and with 2,500,000
French people in a total population of
8,000,000 or 9,000,000, counsels of pat-
riotism and prudence forbid such a
decision, as any deliberate resolve by
Quebee upon self-exclusion would be
singularly unfortunate and undesir-
able.

There are few less attractive chap-
ters in Canadian history than that
which covers the parliamentary de-
bate on the Borden naval programme.
One feels as he reads through Han-
sard that there was an insensate and
incurable determination to misjudge

and misunderstand. It is hard to think -

that anyone believed the purchase and
transfer of three Dreadnoughts to the
Royal Navy, subject to recall if the
country should determine to create
a home navy, was reconcilable with
any jingo conspiracy to destroy self-
government and restore the ascend-
ency of Downing Street in Canada.
But there was much passionate rhe-
toric to that effect and danger of aet-
ual physical violence in the crises of
the debate. One feels that the action
of the Nationalists in Quebec in 1911
affords the explanation. At least they
could not complain of the ardour with
which their doctrine was proclaimed
to the detriment of Conservatives who
had temporarily profited by their in-
flammatory agitation in the French
constituencies. Nothing was more
startling than the metamorphosis of
the leader of the Senate. From urg-
ent advocacy of closure to foree the
Naval Aid Bill through the House of
Commons to spokesman for the ma-
jority of the Upper Chamber, who re-
jeeted the measure, or at least de-
manded a referendum, which was
practieally equivalent to rejection,
was a remarkable demonstration of
political devolution. But in a few
weeks Sir George Ross passed through
all these phases and was still fresh for
new achievements. It was a triumph
in transformation of which perhaps
there are few like illustrations in
practical politics. But Sir Wilfrid
prevailed, and when the Great War
came, no Canadian Dreadnoughts
rode the seas under the ensign of Can-
ada. One reads the story from the
original unanimous resolution of Par-
liament, through the controversy over
the Laurier proposals and down to
the rejection of the Borden pro-
gramme, and feels that a great issue
was enmeshed in party strategy and
that neither party is to.be congratu-
lated upon the result to which they
mutually eontributed.

It is said that Laurier, at a dinner
at Windsor Castle, found a card at
his plate inseribed, “Right Honour-
able Sir Wilfrid Laurier”, and that in
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this fashion he was subjected to the
honour or indignity of Knighthood. It
is a pretty story. It may or may not
be true. One can hardly conceive of
a Laurier manceuvred or coerced into
acceptance of a title if his will was
not to accept. If ever there was a man
who was master of himself, it was
Laurier, although the country was
slow to understand how vitally reso-
lute he was. There is no doubt that
before he left Canada for the Dia-
mond Jubilee, he had considered ac-
ceptance of a title and was chiefly
concerned over the faet that he
had proclaimed himself “a democrat
to the hilt”, and by acceptance of any
Imperial recognition would expose
himself to eriticism and misunder-
standing. We talked together in Lon-
don shortly after he had aceepted the
title, and he explained frankly that
refusal would have been ungracious
and that he could not think there was
any valid objection to the decoration.
It is inconceivable that he would seek
a title. Nor had he then any feeling
that he should not have accepted. It
is certain that he was not less a demo-
crat, but not even the bonfire which
he suggested, when titles were under
attack in Parliament, could have purg-
ed him of the high social fastidiousness
which was a vital element in his char-
acter. He was most indifferent to
wealth or social position. Socially,
Laurier belonged to the old Whig
group of England, or to the old
Court circle of France, gracious,
restrained, of serene spirit and sim-
ple tastes, hating noise and swag-
ger and loving culture and the
surroundings of beauty and plenty.
But, titled or untitled, he was him-
self, as is every other man who has
native quality, to whom a decoration
can give no distinetion, nor invest
with virtue or authority which are
not his by character and achievement.
Titles give no social precedence in
Canada. Precedence belongs only to
members of the Senate, members of the
Parliaments, the Church, the Bench,
and the Army and Navy. From
recognition of faithful civil service to

the State no evil ean proceed. It is
doubtful if wealth alone should mould
and dominate society. For there will
be society, however legislators level
up or level down. Hereditary distine-
tions belong to the past, and titles, too,
may be banished. Whatever the de-
cision is of no vital consequence to
those who have or to those who have
not. It is vain to think that honours
will always be worthily bestowed or
the fact universally admitted when
they are so bestowed. This is a hu-
man world and often envy is as power-
ful to destroy as ambition is to build.
One cannot desire that all the dis
tinetive badges of British ecivilization
should disappear, nor can one admit
that the State will be endangered by
recognition of civil service according
to the traditions and customs of an
Empire which through centuries has
been the cradle of free institutions.
Very rarely have Canadians delib-
erately sought Imperial honours.
There is no evidence that they have
been awarded in recognition of ser-
vice to the Empire as distinguished
from service to Canada. For half a
century there has been continuous ex-
tension of freedom and authority to
the Dominions, and Imperial honours
have fallen chiefly upon colonial
statesmen who have organized and di-
rected the forces by which this result
was accomplished. Besides, however
we may regard the King’s honours, is
it a reproach to a colonial statesman
that he concerns himself with the af-
fairs of Empire? Is Imperial patriot-
ism repugnant to domestic patriotism ?
Is devotion to the common interest
treason to Canada? Laurier was not
affected in his attitude towards Great
Britain by Imperial recognition, nor
has any Canadian statesman since
Confederation succumbed to the mys-
terious social influences in London
which we are so often told seduce
representatives of the Dominions from
their natural allegiance, and forever
prey upon weak and complacent col-
onials for evil purposes which never
take the form of action.

‘When Great Britain declared war
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against Germany, Laurier gave un-
grudging and unequivocal support to
the decision of the Government to
equip and despateh contingents for
service in Europe, and the Opposition
voted as a unit for the appropriations
necessary to make the participation of
Canada in the confliet influential and
effective. In Parliament and on the
platform he denounced, German ag-
gression, extolled the heroism of
France and Belgium, and maintained
with convineing argument and lumin-
ous eloquence the justice and right-
eousness of the cause of Great Britain
and the allied nations. It may be that
at vital moments he was governed by
political considerations, but again
there was Bourassa.

From his youth Laurier was a poli-

Like some old miser, Rugtum hoards his
fame,
And shuns to peril it with younger men.
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tician. He became more utterly and
incurably a politician as he grew old-
er. He could take defeat, but he loved
power, and meant to regain power be-
fore he died. No one who knew the
man could believe that he would re-
gsign the office of leader while his
strength lasted, and no one who knew
the Liberal party as it was fashioned
under his hand could believe that he
would ever be displaced except by his
own decision. Whether an Imperial-
ist or not, he made no quarrel between
Great Britain and Canada, he estab-
lished the British fiscal preference,
he first sanctioned the organization of
Canadian regiments for Imperial ser-
vice abroad, and he first committed
Canada to a definite obligation for
naval defence. It may be that he
answered to public opinion, but
he did answer, and that was some-
thing.

The next and final chapter of these Reminiscences is entitled ‘‘ What was Left Over’’,

REHABILITATION

By LAURA A. RIDLEY

I SCARCELY dare to think of you all day,
For peace of mind, I value you more than all

Imaginings that used to so enthrall,
Before I knew that you were common clay.
But, when night comes, and I am far away
From worldly traffie, I can hear you call:
Your voice—as David’s music solaced Saul—
All bitterness of spirit doth allay.

And once again I see you as of old,

‘With all those attributes I thought you had,
Quixotie, noble, free from petty strife;
Once more you seem to come into my life:

‘We hold each other close, and we are glad

That memory lives and love has not grown cold.




TRIUMPH

BY A. CLARE GRIFFIN

v /:_‘\\‘*\,5' AR back in the great
) [‘ﬂ‘;::"'%f‘::i‘ss\' mountains there is a
(WlCampet§ deep valley; a river

K "?,‘(‘;’1 ;&; ‘;5;)» roars through its
ki ﬁ}&f}gbl depths, and the peaks

rise on either side of it
—up, up, up, into the blue heaven;
the sunset and the sunrise outline the
crests of the great hills in gold, and
noontide fills the whole valley with a
glory of pure light. On summer
nights of storm the lightnings flash
from crest to crest, and in winter the
wild winds sweep through the length
of the valley and the snow-wraiths—
the white women who weave spells in
the northern forest—go with them on
strange errands. But when neither
lightnings nor winds are awake, the
valley is full of the wonderful sil-
ence of the great hills—the silence
that is made up of a thousand blend-
ed sounds and is deeper than even the
silence of the sea.

In such silence, at noon of an Au-
gust day, when the wonderful light
made the peaks across the valley seem
scarce more than a stone’s throw dis-
tant, the man who lay stretched at
full length beneath the vanguard of
the pine woods felt the last trace of
the strain and fever of eight years’
grind go from him. He looked up
through the branch tracery into the
transparent blue and drew long
breaths of content. Three weeks more
of this silence—this air and sun—and
he could go back to the career that
awaited him. He fingered absently the
open letter bearing the name of a
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famous law firm, and smiled at him-
self for his childish pleasure in this
chance of chances. Well, even if he
had had the letter for two weeks he
had scarce had time to realize all that
this start might mean. Why, it might
even mean Elizabeth !

He closed his eyes and pictured her
as he had seen her last. A tall girl,
very reserved, very proud; not beau-
tiful, perhaps, but with .a fine clear-
cut face, and calm eyes; he had never
seen her moved in all the years he had
known her, had wondered at times if
she felt love or hate, or joy or grief
at all, had wondered at himself when
he found himself loving her, and won-
~dered now what reply she would make
to the letter he had written her the
moment his future seemed assured.

A shout, faint, indistinet, roused
him from his day-dream, and he rais-
ed himself on one elbow and looked
down the trail. A man was running
up it—a man in breathless haste, wav-
ing something above his head. He
lifted the glasses lying beside him,
and saw it was Harding, his friend,
the engineer of the great highway
that was pushing forward into the
heart of the silences. He started down
the trail, wondering what could be
amiss—some accident to a workman,
perhaps. Perhaps Harding wanted
him to bring help; he was half un-
willing to leave his world of day-
dreams, the world that had been so
still but a moment before and that
was now troubled with a vague ter-
ror.
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Then at a turn of the trail he met
Harding—Aflushed, inarticulate with
haste; and Harding thrust into his
hand a erumpled newspaper with star-
ing headlines: a newspaper dated Au-
gust fourth. Seaforth read the head-
lines—read the searcely less frag-
mentary matter below—and turned to
Harding, who was seated on a stone
mopping his forehead.

“It’s what you’ve been saying all
along was bound to come,” he said
weakly.

“Yes,” said Harding, “but who
the deuce would have known it would
come like this—out of a clear sky.
Why, two weeks ago when you came
up here there wasn’t a word of it.”

“1 mever thought it would come
myself.” Seaforth looked moodily at
the paper, and then slowly folded it.
Neither spoke, and the eternal silence,
that had been broken for a moment
by an echo of guns half the world
distant, settled back upon the valley.
In the erowd and roar of a great city
the thing might have seemed less fan-
tastic in its terror; here, in the frag-
rant peace and silence, it gripped
both men with a horror they. only
half understood. Silently they rose
and walked back into camp together;
the mail carrier who had brought the
paper was there, and he had reports
of later intelligence telegraphed to
the station an hour before he left,

“They wait up nights to get the
news,” he said as he finished, “ Some
things they get before the papers
come. And some things that come
by wire ain’t so.” Then he told of
the report of a great victory by sea
that had drawn an eager crowd about
the little railway telegraph station;
a report that had been contradicted
next day. Even in listening you
felt the strain of waiting that had
been on the men who had heard that
report and its denial tapped out.

Then the carrier rode out of camp,
and the round of work went on as be-
fore; the great silent hills guarded
the night and morning as they had
done so many yesterdays; outwardly

there was no change, but every man
in camp feit, according to the mea-
sure of his power of feeling, the
weight of this new knowledge. To
Seaforth and Harding it was the
background of all their thought and
speech; on whatever topie they be-
gan, they drifted inevitably to that
one in the end. For a day they
agreed to bar it from their talk and
did so, yet felt the strain of the con-
stant unspoken thought of it more
irksome than free speech. Thence-
forth they talked and waited—waited
for the next coming of the carrier;
dreading and hoping for his news.

He came into camp in driving rain
and threw to Harding a bundle of
papers and then passed Seaforth a
letter. It was the noon hour and
he hurried into the great kitchen
where the men ate to give his news;
Harding followed him almost at once,
but Seaforth sat still, his letter un-
opened in his hands. Then when he
was alone, he opened it and knew that
good fortune had followed him;
when he went home it would be to
Elizabeth as well as to a career. So
with a feeling that his world at least
was a happy one, he went out inte the
long kitechen.

Harding was standing at one end
of the table; the paper was spread on
the table before him and Seaforth
got an impression that he had been
reading something aloud. Half a
dozen men were standing grouped
near him, and Harding was writing
something in his memorandum book;
another man walked slowly over to
the group, and asked some question
in a low voice. Harding’s answer
was likewise low, but he went on
writing, and presently another joined
him. Harding finished his writing,
passed the memorandum to the ear-
rier and turned to Seaforth as the
men went back to their places.

“What’s been going on?” asked
Seaforth.

“Just getting down the names of
the ones who want to go in the first
eontingent,” Harding told him.

'
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“The company will have to get some
new men for the job, too.”

“ All those chaps going?”

“Yes, and probably some more. I
advised them to take plenty of time
to think it over. It isn’t the kind of
thing you want to go into without
knowing what you're doing. At the
same time we’ve had this business
forced on us and we might just as
well see it through.”

“Any of them had any drill$”
asked Seaforth.

“Three or four; Buckle was
through the South African War.
They’re about as good men as there
are in camp. Well, there’ll be plenty
of time for the rest of them to make
up their minds; more than one con-
tingent will go before the thing’s
over. Accounts in the papers look
pretty black for us. But, he looked
at Seaforth with a little smile, “ you
look cheerful enough old chap. Had
a fortune left youn?”

“ About that,” Seaforth reddened
a little under his tan; “you know
Miss Westbury don’t you ?”

“ Miss Elizabeth ¢”

Seaforth nodded.

“Oh, T see!” Harding’s voice had
an undernote of surprise in it. “I
should say you were a pretty lucky
man, Seaforth. But isn’t it some-
thing rather recent; I don’t seem to
remember—"

“No, it’s been working up to this
pretty much ever since I first met
her—only I hadn’t the cheek to ask
her till T had something definite in
view; now, of course—"~’

“That’s true; well, best wishes old
man.”  Harding hurried off to the
cut and Seaforth settled down to
read the week-old papers with their
mangled, padded, half-guess-work ac-
counts of skirmishes along a battle
front that stretched across a king-
dom; accounts that came into this
place of still peace, half-told their
horrible story, and then ceased, leav-
ing the silence with horror in them
that must needs be far keener than
that of the anguished waiting before

the bulletin boards of a great ecity.
Seaforth thought of them almost as
a relief: the white glare of the great
arc-lights; the still heat of the ecity
at night; the press of people, white-
faced, eager, many-tongued, mourn-
ing and rejoicing at the same news
as each claimed a different father-
land; the boards themselves with
their few words summing up a whole
chapter of horror; and all over the
city the newshoys with their “ war-r
extra”. Horrible all, but far less
horrible than this waiting here in the
sweet wholesome wilderness for news
of a world gone mad. For so it
seemed to Seaforth; he could not feel
with Harding that it was something
that must be met, bravely as might be.
To him it was simply horrible insane
waste; a plague, an obsession of
slaughter, a terrible thing to be
avoided by all sane men; those whe
were soldiers must go—but let all
who could keep free from it do so,
since no idea, no empty mname of
honour could justify this waste of
life.

But he could say none of this to
Harding when, on the day that he
was to go away, his friends shook
hands and then said quietly :

“ May possibly see you pretty soon,
old man; I’'m coming East as soon as
they can send me someone to take
my place here. TI'm afraid my drill
has got a bit rusty.”

“Your drill?

“Yes, I'm going to Valeartier if
they’ll let me. And besides, I want
to see some people before I go.””

“All ready, Mister,” called the
mail-carrier, who was to be guide,
and there was no time for more than
a brief word from Seaforth. He said
what he felt he must and then hur-
ried away, with a horrible picture be-
fore him of Harding lying dead—
disfigured, ghastly.

Through the August beauty and
abundance of the land Seaforth came
East and felt with every mile of his
journey a new love for his wonderful
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heritage. =~ Fair—from the heaven-
seeking impulse of great mountains
that he left to the tender homelike
beauty, the sober peace, that lay
across the rounded hills and green in-
tervals that he came home to; pine
or elm, rock crest, or grim reef worn
jagged by the Atlantie, every inch of
the land had its own grip on his heart
—a grip that he had never felt, it
seemed, till now.

But with this new-wakened love
came too the sense of horror at the
cloud that lay across this beauty’;
from every town of any size on his

route—even from the little stations,

sometimes—men were going HBast—
turning steadfast faces to the great
struggle. Many of them he knew;
schoolmates at “ prep ” school, senior
classmen of his freshman days, men
of other colleges whom he had met in
sport or council; from office or pro-
fessor’s chair or ranch they gathered
—facing Eastward all, toward the
sacrament of terror, their hearts lifted
up. Quiet men all, with sly dry hu-
mour in touches, slow of action, high
of thought, gentle and steadfast. Sea-
forth talked with them, watched
them; talked with many others and
saw how his people turned to face
the thing that had come upon them;
some (like himself) with bewilderment
and horror and a sick sense of hor-
rible waste; others with a sense of its
inevitableness (it was bound to come,
they said); a few with a certain
primitive joy of battle; but, for the
most part, in these men who were to
go he saw neither horror nor submis-
sion mor joy—only a strange quiet-
ness of spirit. And Seaforth won-
dered at them and raged inly at the
thought of the waste of it all—for
he pictured each one dead—torn,
mouldering—and of how they must
be lost to this beautiful country that
needed their life and not their death.

Then at a certain city he stopped
off a night to visit a friend—one of
those fortunate ones who deserve and
win all good things; one who had
health and success and love given him

richly. There was much to talk of,
much to hear, much to tell; and if
Seaforth felt any shadow in the
happy gossip he thought of it only
as a part of that great shadow that
lay on all the land; but at evening,
coming down early to dinner, he
found his friend’s wife alone in the
little garden, looking into the dim
East, and as she turned towards him
he saw in her face a strange grief
and a strange exaltation.

“We may as well wait for Arthur
here,” she said serenely. “He will
be a little late.”

Through all the joyous evening
that followed, Seaforth was haunted
with the memory of that look, and
could think of no cause for it in this
happy, ordered life. But next morn-
ing, after he bade his friend good-
bye his eye was caught by a news
item that he read and reread and
knew for the cause of that strange
look. His friend had enlisted and
equipped a company and would lead
them himself.

So Seaforth came home, to a city
of red brick and gray stone set on a
hill, looking seaward. There, too, he
felt the stirring of the tides sucking
in towards that vortex of death that
he had come to hate and fear almost
as a personal enemy; he had seen in
this journey so much of high faith
and strength drawn into it to be
wasted and flung aside. But now he
was at least near Elizabeth—could see
her daily—and could hope and strive
to forget these things, hard as it
seemed.

There was his new life to be en-
tered on, too; as fair a prospect as he
could ask; work and love; a chance
for the good things of life; the donr
to happiness wide open. He thought
of these things as he sat one day in
a quiet walled garden waiting for
Elizabeth, and when she eame a mo-
ment later he spoke—tried to tell her
something of his thoughts.

“It is more than I deserve,” he
finished; “success waiting for me—
and you to share it with.”
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She looked at him with wide grave
eyes, but did not speak. They were
both silent, for a long moment, then
Seaforth began:

“Harding will be here next; he’s
going with the contingent; but he
told me he had some people here to
say good-bye to; and Arthur Har-
rington is going. Elizabeth the waste
of it all sickens me. Think of those
chaps! Harding is good all through
—and he’s given up the hope of ever
doing much with his profession, even
if he should come back: the chances
are he’ll be shot; buried forgotten,
Jjust so much cannon fodder. Arthur
Harrington has everything in the
world that a man wants, yet he Joes
with the rest, and—youn should have
seen the look in his wife’s face! She
is breaking her heart. Elizabeth
even if all the war-madness came over
me so that I forgot everything else,
I think the memory of that woman’s
face would keep me from going, if T
thought you would care so0.”

“You will not go mad, Guy; you
will stay here and we shall be very
successful and very happy. Have
you heard any more about that house
the Cunningham’s were telling vou
about?”  She turned the conversa-
tion on their happy interests of every-
day, and he went away soothed ; glad
of her wisdom and sanity, amid all
these clouds and horrors of war.

Yet almost at the gates there came
to him another reminder. He ran
into, almost, a very old friend in-
deed ; one who like himself had fallen
into pleasant places professionally;
brilliant, with the clear road to suc-
cess before him. Seaforth with the
glow of his late happiness still on him
would have Kempton home to dinner
with him, but Kempton smiled easily.
“You are coming to dine with me,
Seaforth; I’ve promised mother . I
won’t go out; going away, you see,
she wants me round as long as she
can have me?”’

“But you're all settled with Eaton
and Wray, aren’t you? And aren’t
you going to lecture as usual #”’

5—

Kempton smiled and shook his
head. “ That was the scheme; but
I’ve pretty well decided to go with
the contingent. Come on home with
me and have a talk; I want to hear
ahout Harding.”

Seaforth went—in a maze of new
indignant horror. More waste, more
senseless sacrifice; yet he could not
say so, for he knew that no words
could bridge the gulf that lay be-
tween his feeling and that of these
men who went away. And not only
they but those who stood nearest
them. For he saw to-night in Kemp-
ton’s mother’s face that light and
that agony that had been on Mpys.
Harrington’s, The talk at dinner was
light and cheerful enough; the little
white-haired woman had been a wit
and a beauty in her day; but after,
when they came to her in the dim
drawing-room with its staid old black-
walnut furnishings, Seaforth was
quick enough to catch the look on her
face as her son entered; and again,
when Kempton started out to walk
home with his guest, and ran up-
stairs for a cap, Seaforth saw her
look follow the light supple figure, and
then turned away, as from something
too high and sacred for other eyes to
see. Yet there was something more
than grief in her look; and dimly
Seaforth wondered what these two
women had found that raised them
thus above fear and pain, so that they
seemed to find some strange glory in
what was to him only shameful, eruel
waste.

Then a busy week followed; there
were plans to be made, business to
be done, a host of pleasant tasks; he
saw Elizabeth daily, and daily held
in higher value her wisdom, her
pride, her firmness; he saw what his
life would be with her—ordered,
wholesome, made easy by the thou-
sand appliances of money and intelli-
gence combined. The one cloud was
the thought of the others who were
leaving all for an idea—no more, he
told himself, at the farewell dinner
that was given them; all very well for -
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men to.talk of patriotism and.the
like—of- sacred, duty—namnies all iand
empty names—the real things of life
were those that he had chosen, work
and ' love; then real service to: give
what he gave, his life. for good cit-
izenship ;. his children perhaps some
day. to,take .his place worthily;: he
could have no part in this madness
that gave up certain good for a vague
dream; as E117abeth had said, he
would he sane. So he thought, then
raised his eyes and saw-Kempton and
Harding standing -together and must
needs:ithink: that here .seemed to be
1o madnees—rather a.great peace;

and he thought of Angela Harring-
ton. and of Kempton’s mother, and
fell into a maze of wonder that stayed
with him till he slept.

- So.it happened that the next day
he went to the Westbury’s about mid-
afternoon, meaning: to .see Elizabeth,
and to-tell her all that troubled him
for: he doubted not the eclearness of
her wvision. =~ Waiting for her, he
passed. through the long open win-
dows into the little garden, all glow-
ing now with the gorgeous fall flow-
ers; late roses and dahlias and lilies
a rlot of colour and light in the warm
sun. ., Life seemed more than' ever
preclous here. .in . the .colour and
warmth and brightness that were all
the . fuller because -death was near.
Then when he had gone ‘but a few
steps he - stood' very still and would
have .turned and gone away, yet for
a_moment could not.

For, at the end of a little sidewalk,
bondered with old lilaes stood Hard-
ing and Ruth Westbury, Elizabeth’s
younger sister ; Seaforth had thought

of her as.a chlld a slender. girl, dark-.

h,alred bhue- eyed silent, shy perhaps;
]ov,ed and shielded. by parents and
sister. - Now ‘he, knew. her a_worhan
and felt strangely that she had some
wwdom «denied hlm,sﬁe stood - before
X Harding, slender and erect,  her
hands  lightly on his shoulders her
face, upturned ; ‘and. on. her face -and
Harding’s alike:was.that strange look
of - tpgmgh of pain of love unutter-
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able~—all three, but’ most of - alL*-of
triumph.

They spoke, a Tew sentences very
softly, for Seaforth heard,no wonrds,
only @ murmur deep and sweet; it
was their farewell, foriHarding was
to go-.that. night, but it was taken
less. in-words that in that long loak;
then -as Harding ~with a. little ery.
drew her ‘closer and stooped to kiss
her Seaforth turned. and went back
inte the eool; shaded drawing-room.

There "Elizabeth found him when, -
she came in a half-hour later. 3

“ T’m so sorry you have had to- \V&lt— :
so long,” she began; “and it’s too
bad there was nobody here; mother

was at ‘that meeting, and Ruth—"> . -

. “T saw Ruth, Elizabeth; oh, my
dear, my. dear,I have been all wrong.
Liet me tell you what I must and¥try :
to make you see it as I do.” ‘
He drew her over to the wide win-
dow-seat where they could watch the
first and the last of the sunset, and
stood beside her, her hand in his.
Her clear eyes never left his face.
“You weren’t here, and I went into
the garden,” he told her; “ and Ruth
and Harding were there; I saw them
just for a moment. Ehzabeth I must
go with the rest—with Hardmg and‘
Kempton and Harrington.” v
She turned white, very whlte 'S0
that even her lips were pale and the
hand in his trembled; but he went
on. :
“You are hurt, dear, hurt and I
don’t know what to say to help you;
a week ago, perhaps-even yesterday,
I thought just so; that it was better
to- be happy and at. peace here at
home; that we were more use than
they, that their going was waste: it
hurt to see my freinds—the men T’ve
played -and worked with — wasting
their lives for an idea. It seemed
just madness. But things they said
—or seemed to think—and the,look
on the faces of women. that lovegl
them—made me wondere——sometlmas,
last night at the dinner - I wondered
if I were perhaps wrong; and T, came
to you to-day to help me, and instead
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of you—oh, my dearest, they have
found the best thing in the world—-
somehow; I ean’t rest till I find it
for myself and you.”

“You must go?’ her voice was
quivering, but her face was turned
away now and he could not see her
eyes.

“Yes, dearest.” He felt her hand
clasp his as he spoke.

“But the—the things you planned
to do—”

“They must wait; nothing matters
but you.”

She turned to face him as he spoke
and stood upright before him: then
she spoke softly and with a little sok
running through the joy in her voice.
“Dear, dear, blind one,” she said,
“you were half afraid to tell me this
bécause you thought I loved the
world so much—you thought I wonld

care about the things you would
leave—the things that don’t matter
to us now. You know now how it will
hurt me to have you go, but it has
hurt me more to have you blind—to
have you miss so much. T have seen
Ruth go in and out, and have known
how much you and I missed. Oh, I
have hoped and prayed you would
know too, arid then have thought that
it must mean parting from yoi—”

“But you never spoke, dear? T
thought you—”

“Wanted ‘things’ I didn’t, but I
wanted you to find out all this for
yourself. For me to send vyou
wouldn’t have been the same thing!'
But now-—"" her voice broke and she
turned away to hide the tears thut
blinded her. But in that one lock
Seaforth saw love and grief. and
triumph—Dbut, most of all, triumph.




JOHN READE

AN APPRECIATION§OF THE “DEAN OF CANADIAN LETTERS"

BY JOHN BOYD*

John Reade is dead—the sad words tell
A nation’s loss; whilst bowed the head
Ring softly bells a requiem knell,
A poet’s soul has fled.

With length of days, with honour erowned,
‘With love his lot was blest,

At death no darkling shadow frowned,
He gently passed to rest.

e Y the death of John
Q| Reade,which took place
at his home in Montreal
on March 26th, the
Dean of Canadian let-

; ters has been removed.
Born at Ballyshannon, County Done-
gal, Ireland, in 1837, and educated
at Portoro Royal School, Enniskil-
len, and Queen’s College, Belfast, he
came to Canada in 1856, a youth of
nineteen. His first venture, it is
worthy of note, as showing his early
interest in literature, was to estab-
lish The Literary Magazine, an enter-
prise which, while it was received
with much favour by those who de-
sired the development of a Canadian
literature, failed for lack of adequate
publie support.

After completing a theological
course, John Reade was ordained in
1864 as a clergyman of the Anglican
church, and for some years he lab-
oured in the Eastern Townships. But
literature, as it was his first love,
was to be his life work, and in 1870

ding  time’’

he relinquished the active work of
the ministry and joined the staff of
The Gazette (Montreal), with which
he was to be associated for the long
period of nearly fifty years. He was
still writing for The Gazette when
the last summons came.

As was to be expected from one
who was Irish by birth, John Reade
possessed all the genius of the Celt—
his largeness of heart, his breadth of
vision and his brilliancy of expres-
sion. He was essentially a poet, and
it is upon his poems that his fame
eventually will rest. His prose work,
although voluminous and important,
was largely of an ephemeral charac-
ter; his poems, bearing as they do,
the lasting impress of his genius,
will bear his name to future genera-
tions as one of Canada’s truest poets.
No anthology of Canadian poetry
will ever be complete without a wide
selection from John Reade’s work,
rich as it is in its content and fault-
less in its technique.

It was in his youth—that ‘‘bud-
of poets—that John
Reade did his best poetical work, but
while in latter years prose work, and
notably his invaluable ‘“Old and
New’’ contributions to The Gazette,
occupied most of his time and atten-.
tion, it was always to poetry that he
turned for solace and recreation. A

John Boyd, historian, author of ¢‘The Life And Times of Sir George Etienne Car-

tier”’ and other important historical works, v .
John Reade, whose memory will ever be lovingly cherished by

vilege of knowing him.—The Editor.
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was closely associated for many years with

those who had the pri-




John Reade

fine poem, as a ‘‘thing of beauty ",
always appealed to him — to use
Keats’s famous expression as “a Jjoy
forever’’. Whilst still a comparative
youth he began contributing poems
to the leading Canadian newspapers
and periodiecals, and it was not long
before his fame as a poet was estab-
lished. A collection of his poems un-
der the title of ‘““The Prophecy of
Merlin And Other Poems’’, publish-
ed in 1870, further enhanced his repu-
tation and gained for him the encom-
iums of leading English and Ameri-
can poets. ‘“The Prophecy Of Mer-
lin’’) the chief poem of the collec-
tion, naturally shows the influence of
Tennyson, several instalments of
whose ‘‘Idylls of the King’’ had been
published only one year earlier.
But though the influence of the great
English poet is apparent, there are
passages in ‘‘The Propheey Of Mer-
lin’’ that are unsurpassed by Tenny-
son himself. Of blank verse John

s

Reade was, indeed, a master and, like
Tennyson’s Idylls, ‘““The Prophecy
Of Merlin’’ is striking for the me-
lodious cadence of the verse and the
artistic beauty of the word-painting,
The poem, the central figure of which
is one of the most notable figures of
the Arthurian legend, the Sage Mer-
lin, one of the goodly company of
the famous Round Table, was writ-
ten to commemorate the coming of
Prince Arthur, who in 1870 was on
his first visit to Canada and who in
after years as the Duke of Con-
naught, Governor-General of Cana-
da, in one of the most momentous
periods of the Dominion’s history,
was by his unaffected manners and
democratic spirit to gain the esteem
and regard of the whole Canadian
people.

Merlin’s prophecy, as he unfolded
to his comrade, Sir Bedivere, which
foretold all that was to befall in future
yvears, was:
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Of the Good Queen- and  the Blameless
Prince i

One son shall be named Arthur, like the
King .

For whom thy heart is sad, Sir Bedivere,

He shall be true and brave and generous

In speech and act to all of all degrees,

And win the unsought guerdon of men’s
love.

* * * »*

In a far land beneath the setting sun,

Now and long hence undreamed of (save
by me

Who, in my soul’s eye, see the great round
world

Whirled by the lightning touches of the
sun

Through time and space)—a land of state-
ly woods,

Of swift broad rivers, and of ocean lakes,—

The name of Arthur,—him that is to be,—

(Son of the Good Queen and the Blame-
less Prince),

Shall shed new glories upon him we love.

Merlin’s prophecy; or rather John

Reade’s prophecy, was to be amply
fulfilled, for surely the Duke of Con-
naught won °

““The unsought guerdon of men’s love’’.

Whilst ‘“The Prophecy of Merlin”’
was the author’s longest and most
ambitious poem, there were many
gems in the collection.

John Reade’s genius was essential-
ly lyrical and it is in some of his
short lyries that the choicest aroma
of his spirit is to be found. In his
tribute to Shakespeare, written in
1864, for the tercentenary of the
Bard of Avon, in ‘“Spring’’, ‘‘Tha-
latta’’, ‘“Dew’’, ‘‘Natalie’’, ‘‘Sing
Me The Songs I Love’’, ‘“Killynoo-
gan”’, “To A Dead Field Flower’’,
“In My Heart”’, ‘““The Clouds Are
Blushing’’, and in many another of
his shorter poems the exquisite lyri-
cal note is in evidence. Take Killy-
" noogan for instance:

Dear old Killynoogan, thee, .
Onece so full of life and glee,
Lifeless, desolate, I see,

But, beloved and sacred spot,

Nought of thee shall be forgot,’
Till what I am now—is not, ="

In the sonnet—one of the most dif-

ficult forms of poetical composition—
John Reade also excelled, many of
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‘his sonnets being of rare beauty. In

.patriotic poems he showed his ferv-
“ent love for Canada, the land of his

adoption, in which he passed the
greater part of his life. His was the
voice that sang the birth of the Do-
minion, his fine Dominion Day ode
appearing on the first Dominion Day,
July 1st, 1867, in The Gazette. The
ode, which was worthy of the poet
and of the occasion, struck a high
note of mnational jubilation and
breathed the spirit of abiding faith
in the future greatness of the new-
born nation. The note of jubilation
was sounded in the lyrical refrain:

Canada, Canada, land of the maple,
Queen of the forest and river and lake,
Open thy soul to the voice of thy people,
Close not. thy heart to the musie they
make. 5
Bells chime out merrily,
Trumpets call cheerily,
Silence is vocal and sleep is awake.

And the poet’s faith in the future
greatness of the Dominion was shown
in the closing stanza:

And long, long ages hence, when the land
that we love so well,
Has clasped us all (as a mother clasps
her babe) to her motherly bosom,
Those who shall walk on the dust of us,
with pride in their land shall tell,
Holding the fruit in their grateful
hands, of the birth of to-day, the
blossom.

Deeply versed in the classies, in
French and in many other languages,
John Reade was not only a master
in original poetical composition but
also excelled in adaptation, and his
translations from the Latin, Greek,
and French poets bear the mark of
distinetion. It was his good fortune
to have his poetry appreciated, in
his lifetime, if not by a numerous,

certainly by a select, audience by - 5

whom he was recognized as a mas-
ter. Many of his poems were given
prominence in Dewart’s Collection,
one of the earliest of Canadian an-
thologies, published more than fifty
years ago, and every anthology of
any pretension that has appeared
since then has done justice to 'his

o
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merits. During the years that fol-
lowed the publication of ‘“The Pro-
pheey of Merlin’’ he wrote many
other poems, and it is to be hoped
that a complete collection of his
poetical works will some day be pub-
lished. Long recognized as the dean
of Canadian poets, his fellow-poets
all over the Dominion united, on the
occasion of his 75th birthday, in pay-
ing him a well-merited tribute of
their high esteem and affectionate re-
gard. Since then in the quiet of his
home (for in latter years he rarely
went out), he continued his literary
activities to the last.

Of John Reade’s prose work it
may be said that he put into all his
contributions, and notably into ‘“0Old
and New’’ articles, which were such
a striking feature of The Gazette’s
Saturday issue for many years, his
vast store of erudition, his unrivalled
powers of lucid narrative and his
unsurpassed knowledge of men,
events and literature. In this field
he was indeed facile princeps. For
John Reade was not only a poet and
a writer, but he was a scholar of rare
distinetion, and that distinetion was
in ‘evidence in all his work, whether
prose or verse. His literary labours
won for him many distinetions, all
of which he wore with that modesty
which was so characteristic of the
man. His greatest reward was in
the consciousness of work well done,
of duty nobly performed. Finer
than all his work, greater than all
his achievements — notable though
those were—were the character and
personality of the man. John Reade
was indeed one of God’s elect. No
kinder, truer, nobler, more generous
gentleman ever lived. He was the
very soul of honour and goodness.
Of him it ecould be truly said that
throughout a long eareer he nothing
““mean or common did”’. His whole
life was a benediction. To how many
a young .and struggling writer did
he not extend his aid and sympathy!
One at least—he who writes these

lines—can never think of his kindness

without the deepest emotion and
shall ever cherish his memory as
countless others will. For his pen,
unlike that of too many critics, was
never dipped in wormwood; never
an unkindly word, either written or
spoken, came from that noble heart;
never did a criticism of his leave a
sting behind. He was, in fact, the
type of the very perfect knight—the
Sir Galahad of Canadian literature,
and his life should furnish a lasting
example to Canadian men of letters.

Canadian literary effort ever found
in John Reade a firm friend. For
The Canadian Magazine, as the lead-
mg literary exponent of the Domin-
ion, he had an especially warm re-
gard. Ie recognized the invaluable
service it was rendering in the en-
eouragement and development of
Canadian literature, and his reviews
of each issue’s contents were always
sympathetic and appreciative. His
eye was quick to notice special merit,
and he did not stint his praise where
he thought it deserved.

John Reade’s end was a fitting
close to his career. Long past the
Psalmist’s allotted span of life-—for
he was in his 82nd year—working
almost to the last, amidst his beloved
books and surrounded by those
whom he loved and by whom he was
loved and reverenced, as few men
have the privilege of being, he passed
from this life to life more abundant,
his passing being as his life had been,
serene and tranquil. By loving
friends and associates his remains
were borne to their last resting
place. In beautiful Mount Royal,
overlooking the city he loved so well,
his ashes now repose, and above his
grave waves the maple, the emblem
of the Dominion whose birth he sang.
His memory enshrined in his poems
will be held in honour as long as
(Canadian literature lasts.

Hie gentle spirit and his soul serene

Cast over all a lasting spell; «
Now, free from turmoil of this mortal scene
His spirit lives where God’s beloved
dwell. R ey

ax



A DEPARTMENT OF PEOPLE AND AFFAIRS

WEST'S “DEATH OF WOLFE”

i MONGST the new battle
pieces shown recently at
the Canadian War Me-
morials Exhibition at
Burlington House, Lon-
don, there hung an old
picture of special interest to Cana-
dians, both on account of its subject—
‘‘The Death of Wolfe’’—and because
it has been presented to the Dominion,
through the Committee of the Cana-
dian War Memorials Fund, by the
Duke of Westminster in token of his
‘‘great appreciation for the magnifi-
cent part’’ Canada has played in the
war.

The Duke himself, by the way,
has seen actual war service, both in
his very early manhood during the
Boer War, and in the tremendous con-
flict just ended.

The picture was painted by Benja-
min West, nearly 150 years ago, and
was exhibited at the Royal Academy
in 1771. Three or four years later it
was purchased by Richard, Lord Gros-
venor, great-great-grandfather of the
present Duke of Westminster, for the
decoration of his mansion at Eaton,
near Chester.

Since that time, Eaton Hall has
been remodelled and enlarged and
pulled down and bult up till it is now
one of the most imposing of ‘‘show-
places’’, but the old picture (with or-
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ders by the same ambitious and indus-
trious artist) has survived not only
these architectural upheavals, but
even more dangerous changes in taste
and fashion. For many years it hung
above the book-shelves in the great
Library at Eaton.

The story of the painter of this
famous picture contains all the ma-

terials for a romance. Born in a°

Pennsylvanian farmhouse, West was
the youngest of the ten children of a
Quaker family. As an artist, he was
largely self-taught. At eighteen he
set up as a portrait painter in Phila-
delphia, and succeeded so well that
friends thought it worth while to help
him to go to Italy to study. After
spending three years there, he went
to London with a reputation already
made, and in a year or two was able
to send for the girl to whom he had
been engaged before leaving his na-
tive land. Soon afterwards West was
introduced to George III, and hence-
forth enjoyed the sunshine of the
royal favour until the king’s mind be-
came unhinged. The monarch gave
him numerous commissions, and dur-
ing West’s lifetime his pictures sold
for large sums. He was one of four
pointers to whom the king entrusted
the task of drawing up the plan for
the establishment of the Royal Aead
emy of Arts, and was its second pre-
sident, succeeding Sir Joshua Rey-
nolds.




Eaton Hail, the Seat of the Duke of Westminster
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pictures, sacred, classical and histori-
cal. Of these ‘‘The Death of Wolfe’’
is said to be the best and most success-
ful. This was the first important his-
torical picture, in which the artist
ventured to break with the tradition

requiring the characters to be attired
in the old classical costumes. Rey-
noids protested earnestly against the
daring innovation, believing it to he
destructive of grace and elegance. But
West answered, ‘“ What I lose in grace
I shall gain in simplicity,”’ and per

The Death of Wolfe
From the Painting by Benjamin West



Mrs. George A. Brodie

President of the United Farm Women of Ontarig

sisted in representing Wolfe and his
officers in the uniforms of their day.
Thus he killed an absurd old tradi-
tion, for, from that time, ‘‘the Eng-
lish historical school took a new and
sensible departure”, and British not-
abilities were no longer ‘‘camouflag-
ed’’, to the confusion of the unlearned,
as Greeks and Romans.

THE U. F. W. D. AND ITS PRESI-
DENT

H ARD workers as they are, the wo-
men on the farms are finding time
in these stremuous days to think as
well as work; and their thoughts are
taking a practical turn. They are
occupied with some of the root pro-
blems of Canadian life. Rural  de-
populatibn is to them no academic

question, but an evil and a mlsfn‘r—‘
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tune which presses on their very lives
and is seen as’a menace to the whole
Dominion. The best, most enterpris-
ing farmers, it is said, are leaving the
land for the city, where the chances
of ample reward for brain-power and
industry are many times greater than
in. the country, though after the ex-
periences of the war years all concede
that the production of food is the
underlying essential of every other
industry and pursuit.

‘What is to be done to keep the
farmer on his farm at his absolutely
necessary business? The thinkers on
the farms, men and women, believe
they have the answer to this question,
and they are getting together in
mighty organizations ‘to press their
solution on the attention of the legis-
lators«6f our country.
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The great, suceessful organizations
of the Grain Growers of Saskatche-
wan and Manitoba and of the United
Farmers of Alberta and Ontario are
making themselves felt in the national
life. In the West farm women band-
ed themselves together several years
ago to work for the same objects as
the farm men (with, in addition, some
specific objects of their own), but the
association, called the United Farm
Women of Ontario, will not be a yvear
old till June 17th next. It also means
to make itself felt, and that in no long
time, for the farm women of Ontario
are many and when they come into
line must have weight.

The President of the new organ-
ization is Mrs. George A. Brodie, of
Newmarket. She is a Canadian of
the fourth generation, for it was her
great-grandfather who first settled in
North-York, where she was born. Her
husband was also born in this coun-
try, but his immediate forebears were
Secottish. )

Mrs. Brodie should prove a suecess-
ful organizer, for though direet and
foreeful in her arraignment of the ills
she knows, she has the fearless air of
one who can see the way to victory.
She puts the cause of rural depopula-
tion and the attendant social disad-
vantages of the country, in a nut-
shell. The whole question is economice,
she says. The farmer does not get his
fair share of either capital or labour,
and cannot compete with protected
industries for the labour he so urg-
ently requires. It must be remem-
bered that, while the prices for his
produce are undoubtedly high, the
farmer is a large consumer, and if he

gains from the high prices of the
foodstuffs he takes to market, he suf-
fers from heavy taxation, from the
excessive cost of machinery and im-
plements, of clothing and other neces-
saries, That, at least, is one view of
the situation, from the inside.

Mrs. Brodie says that the farmers
and farm women want cheap food,
and desire that every worker should
receive the due reward of his labour.
As a means to this end, the organiza-
tion of farmers demands a tariff for
revenue only and direct taxation on
land values.

It is of interest that membership
in the U. F. W. 0. is open to farmers
and their sons as well as to their wives
and daughters, while the men’s organ-
ization also admits women. Farm men
and women are accustomed to working
together, as Mrs. Brodie says; “want
to co-operate in the same way on
municipal, Provincial and Federal
matters. One of the special objects
for such co-operation is the building
up of community life in the coun-
try”. The women are bent on hav-
ing consolidated sehools, technical
training and edueation planned with
a definite view to the needs of the
country man and woman, and they
wish to have at least one woman on
every rural school board to attend to
the small details that “are heneath
the notice of men”.

The spirit of organization and co-
operation is spreading from province
to provinee, and at the time of writ-
ing, Mrs. Brodie is on her way to re-
present the young association of On-
tario in the grst inter-provineial con-
vention of “United Farm Women”.
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MODERNISM

By M. D. PETRE.
Nelson & Sons.

HIS is one of the books
that helps to clarify the
vague notions of some
of us on this side of the
Atlantic concerning the
pre-war religious trou-

bles of France and Italy. To under-

stand what was happening prior to

1914 may aid in understanding what
may happen subsequent to 1918. The
war for all countries is beginning to
constitute itself in the general regard
as a sort of interim in which only the
war happened. It is only now since
the armistice that in matters social,
political and religious men and wo-
men are contemplating changes as pos-

sibly permanent that, during war,

could always, if unpleasant or unac-
customed, be dismissed as temporary.

It is only now that we are really fac-
ing a new era. Looking at one an-

other in a maze, men and women are

beginning to accept the necessities in-
volved in readjustment. What those
necessities will be for the Church is
anybody’s problem. Some say the
Church, Protestant and Catholic alike,
must inevitably disappear. Others say
her dignity and authority and place
will be re-established. The considera-
tion of modernism as it appeared in
the Church of Rome in pre-war days
and as it was dealt with by that

Church makes an interesting point of

departure for this discussion.

The author of the book at hand
quotes this from Abbé Loisy :

What distresses the mind of the faithful
in regard to the Seripture is the impossi-
bility in which a man, using ordinary com-
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mon sense, finds himself of reconciling
what he sces the Bible to be, as a book, .
with what theologians seem to affirm of its
absolute, universal truth. What distresses
the mind of the faithful in regard to tra-
dition is the impossibility of recomnciling
the historical evolution of Christian doe-
trine with what our theologians seem to
affirm as its unchangeableness. What dis-
tresses the mind of the faithful in regard
to the Divinity of Christ and His ‘‘infal-
lible knowledge’’ is the impossibility of
reconciling the natural sense of the most
certain Gospel texts with what our theo-
logians teach, or seem to teach, regarding
the consciousness and knowledge of Jesus.
What distresses the mind or the faithful
in regard to the redemption operated by
the death of Christ is the impossibility of
accepting as an adequate theory of the
economy of salvation one that is foundel
on ignorance of the history of mankind
and of the religion of mankind. What
distresses the mind of the faithful in re-
gard to the resurrection of Christ is the
simple reading of the Gospels as contrasted
with the assurance of our apologists, who
declare them to contain an absolute agree-
ment among the witnesses and historical
certainty both in character and fact . . .

She herself adds this paragraph :

Then, too, if Biblical criticism has raised
difficulties in the believing mind, let us
not forget that it has also solved a few.
Have we not all of us, who were brought
up in Christian homes, suffered in our time
from that whitewashing of Old Testament
immorality which was regarded as a ne-
cessary part of our religious education?
Deeds of murder and cruelty were justified,
not as the inevitable product of their day,
but as carried out by the command of God

. . And if the God of the ancient pat-
riarchs seemed, to the mind of the Chris-
tian child, far less honest and pure and
merciful than the least worthy of his liv-
ing acquaintances, he had still to believe
that this was the same God whom he wor-
shipped . . . What many minds have suf-
fered during this process will perhaps
never be fully realized, nor the relief with
which they grasped at a conception of the
Bible which made it reflect the moral and
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intellectual shortcomings of its writers
and their people, as well as the action and
guidance of God in their history.

Something of the nature of the mod-
ernist position and contention may be
gathered from the above extracts. The
first thing that will strike an orthodox
Protestant is that the Church of Rome
could produce such utterances. Then
there dawns the comprehension that
here is a movement that is too radi-
cal ; it savours of higher criticism and
looks to the destruction of the Faith
once delivered to the Saints. The or-
thodox Protestant will not likely real-
ize the logical third stage in this pro-
cess of commentary. The third stage,
should he be resolute and consistent,
would ally him with the Church of
Rome.

So it comes about that the consid-
eration of the modernist position
draws to it controversy like water
draws ducks. The question at once
and inevitably takes form, not as the
question as to whether the Church of
Rome and Italy can excommunicate
with thoroughness a few radicals, but
rather as to whether the Church idea,
be it Romanist or Protestant, can sur-
vive in modern life. For it has to be
admitted that the distinectively
““Church’’ elements of Protestantism
are being gradually shrivelled while
the other elements are expanding.
Protestantism in socializing her Gos-
pel is destroying her churches. Any-
one who sees this process going for-
ward and deplores it has only one
eventual alternative; he must go over
to Rome, where churches are built and
the socialism of the Gospel repudiat-
ed. It is a real problem for serious
minds. The Church stands for sac-
raments, for public worship, for the
Sabbath, for a certain theology. Pared
to the barest last essentials these
things are the same for Protestant
Churchism and for Roman Catholie-
ism. Modernism, viewed broadly, and
not quite so precisely as the author of
this book views it, stands for science,
for whatever may be meant by evolu-

tion. for democracy, for general en-

vightenment and progress. Developed
in all their implications, these things
bring about a condition of affairs when
the Church and the things and cus-
toms she has maintained are unneces-
sary. It is possibly significant that
certain of the modernists excommuni-
cated from Rome were able to pre-
serve their souls independent of the
Church. That is the inevitable logic
of the modernist position.

““Modernism’’ by M. D. Petre is
written with an entrancing clarity. It
should be in every Protestant clergy-
man’s library. Even an Orangeman
might find it interesting, because it
presents a side of life within the
Church of Rome utterly different from
that side so exclusively and usually
serutinized. It is the kind of book
that hints at a strange happening as
a possibility in future time. It may
be that a great body of people will go
out of the Church of Rome into life
and that a body of people will go out
of life into the Church of Rome. We
should have, then, the Church as an
institution making her last stand in
her churches amid the hardly achieved
quiet of her isolated Sabbaths, while
the great world throbbed on, its ban-
ners of art and science flying, the
wheels of progress roaring in the
grooves of change.

Because, be it again noted: The
Church has to preserve her Sabbath,
her sacraments, her worship, her theo-
logy, and so herself, or, turning her
pulpits into lecture platforms, her
buildings into community centres or
art relics, her sacraments into daily
life, and her theology into science, has
to merge indissolubly with the flux of
the generations.

To some the first alternative will
seem the necessary and only possible
one for the good of the world.

To others the second alternative will
seem the re-discovery of Christ’s
meaning for the Church, that inevit-
able body of worshipping believers at
the shrine of holy life. - :

Modernism raises these questions
for discussion. .
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THE ESSETIALS OF AN ENDUR-,
i v o ING VIETORY s 1. izt 1si

- By AnpreE CHERADAME. New York:
Charles Scribners” Sons. " . .
T\HERE are those who accuse Ché-

! radame of being a monamoniae,
being a man obsessed with a particu-
lar; theory concerning world events.
When faced up with the inecisiveness
and clarity of his writing, the preci-
sion of attack of his ideas, and the
sense of finality he ecan attach to his
Judgments, the only defense some of
these critics offer is to say that Ché-
radame manifests in these things the
characteristics of the insane. A fine
kettle of controversy surely. Because
Chéradame has, on the other hand,
called Lloyd George ‘‘an incorrigible
lunatie’’! TRt

Long before the armistice was sign-
ed, the controversy went merrily and
tragically forward as to the, relative
Importance of the Eastern and West-
ern theatres of war. The controversy
n some form or -other involved prac-
tically every military and diplomatic
conversation in Europe and America.
At its extremes it was the controversy
between those who vieweéd man power
as wasted when' expended in the East
and those who regarded the Western
front as one on which  no decision
could ever be expeeted. Chéradame,

though not extreme enough to mini-

mize the importanse of the Western
front beyond the point’ of. safety to
the allied armies, bent his main ener-
gies to awakening public opinion to
what he considered the real strategic
area of the war. Germany, he con-
tended, could be overwhelmingly de-
feated on the Western front and yet
win her war. s )
‘Now, while yet the sense of victory
remainsin the minds of practically all
the allied peoples following upon an
enemy capitulation and a vigorously
imposed armistice, and while the de-
votees of the Western front strategy
are being tempted to say I told you
80, Chéradame is busy with a very in-
cisive needle deflating all such naive
enthusiasms. He is claiming that un-
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less Germany is occupied by allied
armies for an indefinite period and
Berlin marched on, unless a series of
independent States is created about a
truncated Germany, putting her into
a complete isolation, in a word, unless
everything and anything that ‘‘Ber-
lin to Bagdad’’ symbolized be forever
broken up, Germany has won her war.
This is strong meat for the innocent
babes who have been shouting victory.
That Chéradame believes what he
talks about is beyond question. -As to
whether the passion of his arguments
and utterance is in reality nourished
more by nationalistic ardour of a
chauvinistic type or more by a resolu-
tion to assist in achieving a new world
wherein dwelleth righteousness is a
matter in doubt. The thing that makes
the typical chauvinist in these days
so tragic and reputable is' his utter
sincerity and his so ardently enter-
tained belief that it is verily the wel-
fare of the world that is at stake when
the interests of his own nation are at
stake. The essence of the chauvinist’s
conviction lies in the fact that in the.
diluted nationalism of any .confréres.
who are not completely with him in
his aims and contentions he sees a pol-
icy that is a world calamsty ; he can-
not ever see that national safety may
lie away from an emphasized nation-
alism rather than towards it. He. is
thus, except in rare and blatant in-
stances, by protestation an interna-.
tionalist just as much as the so-called
pacifist. Those who see in the extrem-.
ity of the chauvinist’s views a menace
to any real international security must
nevertheless give him credit for his
intention if not for his execution. We'
must, on the basis of his protestations,
then, give M. Chéradame the credit
due his intention. His intention is’
manifestly to build a new and safe
world order. It is from this viewpoint'
that he should welcome discussion and
criticism. But the tone of the book
does not suggest that its author is-
ready for comment from this view-:
point. - If Lloyd George suggests the
remote -contingency of including "a:
democratic Germany ina League:of
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Nations he is called “‘an incorrigable
lunatic”’. If Lord Robert Cecil, who
is rather in the way of being an Eng-
lish authority on the League of Na-
tions idea, lays it down as one of the
necessities of any League that will
keep the peace of the world that Ger-
many be included, Chéradame dis-
misses him with complete contempt.
So it comes about that while one
must read such a book as ‘‘ The Essen-
tials of Enduring Vietory,”” and can
gather from it much that is contribu-
tary to any adequate view of the
world situation, nevertheless, one can-
not be wholly at ease with such a book.
It is clear without being comprehen-
sive. It is passionate with the lack
that passion manifests at its apex of
intensity—the lack of restraint.

5

THE BRITISH NAVY IN BATTLE

By Arraur H. PorLen.
_McClelland & Stewart.

A LL should read this book who have
any lurking suspicion that
throughout the war the British Navy
played generally a passive part. That
it was anything but passive is here
clearly revealed, and, apart from any
mere glorification of the Navy, the
book is a valuable and serious contri-
bution to this period of the history of
the war as it affects the Navy. It is
confessed that after the war started
doubt began to appear as to Britain’s
supremacy at sea. The Emden and
the Karlsruhe were raiding the trad-
ing routes in the Indian Ocean, and
between the Atlantic and the:Carib-
bean Von Spree, with his armoured
cruisers, was at large. The Goeben
and the Breslau had slipped. through
the blockade in the Mediterranean,
and German battle cruisers had cross-
ed the North Sea and battered a de-
fenceless town on the east coast of
Scotland. Then someone discovered
that the First Sea Lord of the Admir-
alty was a German. On his retire-
ment things seemed to change. Then
came Lord Fisher. What was the re-
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sult? Von Spree had but a month of

triumph. The Emden was captured

by the Sydney, the Karlsruhe van-
ished from the sea, and Von Hippen's
battle cruisers were driven in igno-
minious flight across the North Sea
and made to pay with the loss of the
Bliicher: The submarine menace is
considered in all its phases, and in-
deed nothing in which the Navy figur-
ed is neglected. This book in a won-
derfully concise and understandable
manner gives the reader full kiow-
edge of what the British Navy ac-
complished during the war and what
its great place was as a preventative,
2

WILD YOUTH AND ANOTHER

By GiLBerT PARKER. Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company.

N this novel Sir Gilbert Parker has

attempted the task, which frequent-
ly has been attempted without suc-
cess, of writing a romance of the
Canadian West.  The setting namdoubt-
ly is Saskatchewan, and “Askatoon”
one might suspect casually as the
university city of that Province. To
a ranch nearby came “the prophet-
bearded Joel Mazarine”, a despicable
landowner of about sixty years, and
his wife of but twenty. ' Everybody
in Askatoon, from the young doctor
and the mayor to the humblest citi-
zen, wondered how it came about that
so young and attractive a girl should
marry so old and unattractive a man.
The -author explains this unnatural
situation hy giving the time-worn rea-
son that the girl’s mother arranged
the marriage in order to induce Maz-
arine to remove a mortgage which he
held against her property. Thrown
thus ruthlessly into an uninteresting
environment, this -beautiful ‘young
wife was attracted by a somewhat
dashing bachelor of a nearby ranch,
and he in turn was attracted by her.
Their affair, of course, was discover-
ed, but the young: doctor, who was
ever in demand when trouble arose,
was a common friend of all. The
characters are well drawn, even if one
or two of them are rather common-
place, but the story as a whole is not
convineing. ;




TWICE-TOLD TALES

QUALIFIED

““My husband,’’ remarked a Phila-
delphia matron to a group of friends,
““was a confirmed smoker with a to-
bacco heart when 1 married him a
vear ago, but to-day he never touches
the weed.”’

‘“Good,”” said one of the group.
“‘To break off a lifetime habit requires
a strong will.”’

““Well, that’s what I’ve got,”’ said
the wife.

e

A visitor to a Scottish village went
out on the links to play golf. After
trying in vain to hit the ball, he be-
came enraged because the -caddy
laughed at his awkwardness.

“If you laugh again,” he exclaim-
ed, “T’ll hit you over the head—so
there !’

“Ah, weel,” said the caddie, back-

ing to a safe distance, “I’ll bet ye
wouldnt ken the richt club tae dae it
wi’t"—London An;wers.
Dr. X. hired O’Brien to clean off
the walk from his house to the front
gate. At the close of the day, when
he examined Pat’s work, he was dis-
satisfied with it.

“0’Brien,” he said, “the whole walk
is covered with gravel and dirt. In
my estimation, it’s a bad job.”

Pat looked at him in surprise for a
moment and replied: “Shure, doctor.
there’s many a bad job of yours cov-
ered with gravel and dirt.”—Boston
Transcript.

o
Just THE DIFFERENCE

“If I can go into the town and
come back again without getting
drunk, why eannot you?’’

‘ Aye, meenister, but I'm sae popu-
lar.”’—London Mail.
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TaiIs Was AN Easy ONE

“Tickets!’’ said the conductor as he
stood in front of a passenger the other
day on a train leaving town.

The passenger began fumbling nerv-
ously through his pockets, and final-
ly turned them inside out.

‘““Where’s your ticket’’ asked the
conductor, ‘““You can’t have lost it.”’

“Can’t have lost it!’’ repeated the
nervous one sarcastically. ‘“My
friend, I lost a bass drum once,’’—
Harper’s Monthly.v

STicKING PLASTER

The late Frank T. Bullen was the
raciest of story-tellers. One of his
best yarns was of an old woman in a
country church ‘‘praying at’’ a
wealthy miser. The man was obvious
until a large piece of plaster fell from
the ceiling plump on his head.

“Lord, Lord’’, he roared, jump-
ing up. ‘I’ll give five pounds!’’ The
old woman, in tones of disgust lifted
up her voice in appeal once more:
““Hit him again Lord ; 'tain’t enough :
hit him again !"——f]xchange.

Too MucH REFORM

Mr. Curran and Mr. MeManus
spent their Saturday.half holiday in
artistic pursuits. Among the objects
examined was a fine new publie build-
ing. The feature of this building that
appealed most strongly to Mr. Cur-
ran was an inseription cut into a huge
stone.

“MDCCCXCVIIL” he read aloud.
“What does them letter mane, Tim?"”

“That,” replied cultured Mr. Me-
Manus, “stands for 1898.”

“Oh,” replied Mr. Curran. Then,
after a thoughtful pause, he added:

“Don’t yez think, Tim, that they’re
overdoin’ this spelling reform a bit?”
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Ah! Wonderful Dish

Mild—yet with enough
of the tangy flavor to
make it so delicious,

INGERSOLL CREAM
CHEESE is unexcelled
for table use.

Spread it on biscuits
and serve it for lunch.
Spread a thin layer of
it over a dish of spaghetti
and tomatoes and put it in
the oven to bake. Serve it
hot for the evening meal—
it is so nourishing. It is a
wonderful dish.

THERE IS SOMETHING

about this Cheese which

makes you want to eat and

eat until the last little bit

is gone—and then you look
for more.

Get a package todoy
at your grocers

THE INGERSOLL PACKING
CO. LIMITED :: INGERSOLL, ONT.

Schrader
Universal
Pump
Connection

Facilitates Pump-

ing and Testing of
Tires. Aur pressure
can be ascertaned
without detaching
connection from valve.

Price B5¢

Tire Pressure
Gauge

Measures the air in your
tires.  Tires maintamed
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.

chrader

Universal.

Schrader
Universal
Valve
Repair Tool

A Four-m-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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WALTHAM

THE WORLD'S WATCH OVER TIME

[T 0=

Select a WALTHAM
for Presentation

IT is impossible to conceive of a
watch more completely depend-
able than a high-grade Waltham.

Select it not only for its rich beauty,
but also for its intrinsic merit as
the best buyable device for time-
measurement,

The perfect mechanism of the high-
grade Waltham Watch is the
world’s standard of accuracy.

In it you have a really wonderful
combination of delicacy with

strength.
Colonial “A” The Waltham “Colonial A” — a
Ex".‘%m;‘!;f'hi" at no model which is thin without sacrifice
s i of accuracy—is an ideal watch for :

presentation to gentlemen.

For ladies the selection should be the Waltham Convertible
Bracelet Watch, the case of which has a disappearing eye that
enables the watch to be worn in any way that changing fashion
may suggest.

Both are gifts certain to be prized as beautiful personal ornaments
and as time-pieces that will give a life-time of reliable service.
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Waltham Watch Company, Limited, Montreal
Makers and Distributors of Waltham Products in Canada
Factories : Montreal, Canada; W altham, U.S.A.
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supplies the growing child’s dieta-
ry with the vital mineral elements
and all the nourishing goodness of
wheat and barley. Children are very
fond of this delicately sweet, crisp

food.
Its a Builder

Canada Food Board License No.2-026
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“They add to the grace of the figure”

This is what Anita Stewart wrote about the Goddess lace-in-
front Corsets, whose strong and supple boning wraps the form
without compression, giving the latest lines, while the exquisite
fabrics used make the Goddess stand out from all others.

Sold by leading corsetieres and bought
by women who seek the very best corset.

Made in Canada by the Dominion Corset Co,,
makers oy the celebrated D & A and LA DIVA.
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Always keep a Daylo under your pillow!

So handy and convenient;
—a household necessny'

Is the rain coming in?
What was that?
What time is it ?

Is the baby all right?

I mportant

For your protec-

tionthe registered

name Eveready
DAYLO

is stamped on the

end cap.

; Accept
Did I lock the cellar door? | _sucﬁcselifutzo
Where are my slippers? = wow: o

The Light that says:
—*“There it is!”’

Canadian National Carbon
CO. l.imited TORONTO. ? 604

Weth tﬁqi long-lived
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Known the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

Currers 10 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

o Stewed Kidneys

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

W. CLARK, LIMITED, -  MONTREAL

H‘ Canada Food Board License No. 14-216
.
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Eat 30 Ibs. Daily

If You Live On Vegetables

Vegetables are good foods and necessary. But the kinds we picture average about 100
calories per pound in energy value. And the average person needs 3,000 calories per day.

Fish is good food, but fresh fish averages 300 calories per pound, You would need 10
pounds per day.

Quaker Oats yields 1,810 calories per pound. You would need 124 pounds of that.

This is what 3,000 calories cost at this writing in some necessary foods :

Cost of 3,000 Calories

In Quaker Oats - - $0.16 In Blue Points - - - $7.50
In Round Steak - - 1.23 In Salt Codfish - - 2.34
In Veal Cutlets - - 1.72 In Squash - - - . . 2.25

In Canned Peas - - 1.62

Eat a mixed diet, but consider what Quaker Oats means in your breakfast. It costs one-
half cent per dish. It costs one-tenth what meat or fish costs for the same energy value.
Each 35-cent package served in place of meats saves about $3. In the oat you get supreme
food —the greatest food that grows. You get almost a complete food—the nearly ideal food,
You get a food with age-old fame as a builder of body and brain. And you get the most delight-
ful flavor which Nature confers on grain. One reason for high cost of living is too little use of oats.

Quaker Oats

The Flavory Flakes

Get Quaker Oats because of its flavor. It is flaked from queen grains only—just the
plump, rich, flavory oats. We get but ten pounds from a bushel, ;
It makes the oat dish doubly delightful without any extra price.

Two Sizes: 35c and 15c¢ (Except in Far West) 3108
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We have never heard of
anyone who regretted
changing from some other
Coffee to Chase & Sanborn’s
“SEAL BRAND” COFFEE
But we have heard of a great
many who were sorry they
did not change sooner.

In %, 1'and 2 pound tins. Whole—Ground—Pulverized—
also fine ground for Percolators. Neversold in bulk.

CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL.
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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. FEARMAN & CO., LTD.
Hamilton, Ont.
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THE WORLD FAMOUS _

CECILIAN

All Metal Action

PLAYER-PIANO

MADE AND GUARANTEED BY THE CECILIAN L0 ETD.

HE Cecilian Player is
an instrument which

will really provide music
with all its greatest charm
and beauty — A Superb
Player at a Popular Price.

The Cecilian-Player is Perfect in tone—Beautiful in
Design—It can be operated as though one were

actually playing by hand possessing that human
sympathetic quality of tone.

Write for Illustrated Booklet
With Prices and Terms

THE CECIETAN CO.. LD
247 Yonge Street
Toronto
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YeS, But ~ = What are pancakes worth without

syrup? It is the syrup that gives the
flavour; and there is no other syrup that tastes just as good as

CROWN BRAND

CORN SYRUP

For hot pancakes, hot biscuits and muffins and a dozen other
Table and Kitchen uses, housewives with the widest experience
use Crown Brand every time_the golden syrup with the
cane flavor.

For Marmalade and other preserves, we

recommend our LILY WHITE Corn Syrup

HOT PANCAKES! ”

-

Sold by Grocers
everywhere, in 2, 5,
10 and 20 pound tins. l

The Canada Starch Co.
Limited ~ Montreal

T ‘«‘
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Prune Jelly

14 Lb. Prunes

1 Cupful Water

Rind of Half a Lemon
Grated

I Inch of Cinnamon
Stick Chopped Nut-meats

ASH the prunes, cover them with
water and allow to soak for thirty
minutes; then put them both into a sauce-
pan, add the grated lemon rind, the cinna-
mon stick, and the sugar. Cook until
tender, strain off the liquid, and rub the
prunes through a sieve. Crack a few of the
stones, blanch the kernels, and add them
the pulp. Put the liquid from the prupes
into a pan, add the gelatin, and the ATuit
juice and dissolve over the fire, i
this into the pulp and stir occasign
nearly cold. Rinse out a jg#%" mold with
cold water and decor, with shredded
almonds; fill up y#f the prune jelly, and
set aside in gee®l place until firm. Decorate
g chopped nut-meats,

Pictorial Review

Whenever a recipe
calls for Gelatine'-
1t means

KNOX

SPARKLING

GELATINE

HOUSEWIVES everywhere use
Knox Sparkling Gelatine because
of its 4-to-1 economy, each package
making four pints of jelly or four times
that of flavored packages.

Every woman should read the Knox
Knowledge Books-‘‘Dainty Desserts”
and “Food Economy.” They are an
education. Sent free if you give your
grocer’'s name and address.

KNOX GELATINE
Mrs. Charles B. Knox
Dept. A 180 St. Paul St.,W. Montreal, Que.
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Canadian Candy
and Chocolate

N recent years, it has been demonstrated to the
world that in most lines of manufacture the Can-
adian product is equal to, and in many, superior

to foreign-made goods.

In the manufacture of candy and chocolate, Canada
is at the top. The Pure Food Laws guarantee a
wholesome product, while skill in manufacture has
produced a quality and deliciousness unequalled in
any country.

Within the last few months a tremendous demand
for Canadian candy and chocolate has grown up in
England and Europe. The large supplies sent to our
men overseas during the war gave to many Europeans
their first opportunity of appreciating the high
qualities which the Canadian product possesses.

European merchants and candy lovers are clamor-
ing for Canadian candies.

There may be some Canadians who do not realize
that the most wholesome and delicious candy and
chocolate are made here at home—but this is true.

You can eat Canadian-made candy and chocolate
with assurance of their high quality and whole-
someness.

Candy and Chocolate Made in Canada.
The Best.
__ They are Splendid Food

THE CONFECTIONERY AND CHOCOLATE INDUSTRIES OF CANADA
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A ham in the house is worth ten in the

store.” for its uses are mamfolcl
With it You can prepare tasty meals on
short notice.

For breakfast, dinner or supper, serve

ROSE, 5rano HAM
e _

The Ham Delicious.

Its flavor makes it a
delicacy that no one ever
tires of.

Sold Almost Everywhere.

- { Matthews-Blackwell

Limited
Established 1852
Canada Food Board License 13-85.

RS U s A
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Why Do We Advertise?

consumer out of several million, we

Oxfords for women will be very
popular for Spring and Summer,
1919. Many stylishly dressed
women prefer the graceful lines
of this model with Louis heel and
spray tip, in black leather or

j 7 OU may think that because we are big manufacturers, and you are only one

have no real interest in us. Nothing

Our future as manufacturers depends, in the
end, upon just one thing: the satisfaction which
our product gives to you, the consumer. And
your satisfaction depends to a large extent
upon the attention which you yourself give
to the buying of shoes.

For, bear in mind this fact: no matter with
what care we select the materials which go in-
to a shoe—no matter how perfect the work-
manship may be—it will not give you the full
measure of satisfaction unless it is correctly
fitted to your foot. And that is something
which we cannot control.

We do insist that the materials which go into
our shoes shall be the best quality possible at
the price: we do make sure-that the workman-
ship is as nearly perfect as our human organ-
ization can make it—but we must stop there.
We cannot insure ourselves that you will buy
the type of shoe which will give you the best

have no special interest in you, and you
could be farther from the truth than that

se.rvice, or the size and width which alone can
give you comfort and satisfactory wear.

And so we speak to you through this adver. :

tising—the only method by which we
to reach you all. Our object is not merely ¢

sell more of our shoes. We seldom ask you to
buy A.H.M. shoes. Our purpose is rather to‘
tell you how you may obtain better b
and better service from the shoes you buy.
Of course, we hope that you will buy A, H,

can hope

shoes, and we are confident that sooner or 8

later you will do so. But we want to make
sure that when you do buy you will get all the

comfort and satisfaction which we try to build;f

into them.
Our booklet, “How to Buy Shoes”, goes in
the subject more fully than is possible in newtso
paper space. It is sent on request to anig
address in Canada. May we send
with our compliments?

AMES HOLDEN McCREADY

LIMITED

““ Shoemakers to the Nation.”’

ST. JOHN MONTREAL TORONTO

\

When you buy Shoes look for— \

SN

W

—this Trade-mark on every sole

you a copy,

WINNIPEG  EDMONTON  VANCOUVE g

comfott :




B e

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 31

The only way
you can discharge an
lver Johnson is to pull
- the trigger all the way back

You often read of tragedies caused by
the accidental discharge of revolvers. Pems
haps this is why you haven’t a revolver
in your home.

Do you know that an accident is im-
possible with an Iver Johnson? The only
way you can discharge it is to pull the

trigger all the way back.
Three Booklets

IVER JOHNSON FREE
iﬁ;gn’nnc REVO LVER We have three booklets which

are well worth reading by anyone
interested in firearms, bicycles, or

—the only safe revolver for the home. There is motorcycles. Indicate which books
nothing to fear from an Iver Johnson for the man you want: A--‘‘Firearms,” B-—
or woman who owns it. Its safety is automatic and “‘Bicycles,” C —** Motorcycles.””

sure. There are no levers to adjust or forget to
adjust. It simply can’t go off unless you want it to.
You can even “Hammer the Hammer’’ without dis-
charging an Iver Johnson Revolver. ;

Iver Johnson Revolvers embody the simplest,
safest principles of mechanism and construction.
No flat springs in an Iver Johnson—all springs are
made of the finest piano wire, drawn tempered—
they will last a lifetime. And the perfect rifling of
the barrel means straight shooting.

The Iver Johnson shown here has the ‘“Western”’
Walnut Grip. Other models have “Perfect”” Rubber
and Regular Grips.

IVER JOHNSON'S ARMS & CYCLE WORKS
145 River Street, Fitchburg, Massachusetts
99 Chambers St., New York 717 Market St., San Francisco

‘“Hammer the
Hammer”
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“THE STANDARD
Of EXCELLENCE""

s
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ESTROYERS of Stockings! Truly.

The rules of wear and tear they
know from A to Z. Yet, try as they
will, it takes them longer to go through
the knees of Penmans stockings.

There’s something more than strong re-inforcing to
defy the wear and tear. The yam is of special long-
fibre, spun carefully to insure strength.

To make sure of extra wear as well as neatness
and warmth, mothers need only remember the
name Penmans.

- Hosiery

A

Penmans Limited
Pacs
63
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For Canada’s Soldiers
Coming Home

Help the Y.M.C.A. make a happy home-

coming for our boys from
verseas

OT for Y.M.C.A. work in Europe, which will continue at its maximum
N until August 31st, financially provided for—but for the Y.M.C.A.’s
service to the soldiers coming home—on the transports, at the Canadian
ports of arrival, on the troop trains, at the dispersal centres, in the Red Tri-
angle Clubs, and in all military hospitals, camps and barracks—you are asked
to contribute to the Y.M.C.A.’s Red Triangle Campaign this year. And for
300,000 'teen age boys growing up to replace the war wastage of Canada’s man
power, your generosity is also bespoken. =~ What work of reconstruction is so

vital to the nation as the reconstruction of her manhood ? ‘

Canadian

Red Triangle /Can\]aaig'l\
51,100,000 May5% 9"
Gorada- {Il’/’]y’aﬁ]

SERVICE TO SOLDIERS

The **Y" provides music, entertainment
lectures, information re pensions, Patriotic
Fund, Repatriation, etc,, reading matter,
writing materials, religious services, and
parsonal help to soldiers on the transports
and at all military hospitals, camps and
barracks; free distribution of eatables,
drinkables, and cigarettes at ports of
arrival, on troop trains and at Dispersal
Centres; and six months full membership
privileges in any local Y.M.C.A. In
eleven chief Canadian cities the Y.M.
C.A. maintains Red Triangle Clubs for
S Idiers, with bed and board below cost.

SERVICE TO CANADA

The reconstruction programme of the
National Y.M.C.A. Council includes ex-
tension of Y.M.C.A. work among Can-
adian boys; extension of Y.M.C.A. work
to country districts; establishment of Red
Triangle huts in industrial plants and
manufacturing centres, and in lumbering
and mining districts; development of Y.
M.C.A. activities among College Students
and railway workers; the promotion of
physical and sex education; and the stim-
ulation of the Y.M.C.A.'s religious act-
ivities throughout the Dominion. Help us
construct Canada’s men.

National Council

Young Men’s Christian Associations

Headquarters: 120 Bay Street, TORONTO
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For Soldiers’ Wives and

CANADIAN

L= Little Ones

Help the Young Women’s Christian Association

brighten the home journey for our
Soldiers’ Dependants

CANADIAN

FTYHOUSANDS of Canada’s soldiers overseas are sending wives and children
home to Canada. It is a weary journey for women folk and the child-
ren, though Y.W.C.A. workers accompany them and help to make their
worries lighter. From the Red Triangle Fund of the Y.M.C A. a sum of
$175,000 will be set apart for the work of the Dominion Council of the Young
Women'’s Christian Association, including this work for soldiers’ dependents
coming to Canada. Remember the Y.W.C.A. when you make your con-
tribution to the Red Triangle Fund, and be generous for sake of the soldiers’
families and the womanhood of Canada.

A

Canadian

Y.W.C.A. service to soldiers’ depend-
ants begins overseas. On the ocean voy-
age the Y.W.C.A. workers look after
needy cases for the Patriotic and Red
Cross Funds, help wives and mothers,
amuse children, care for the sick, supply
information, comforts and conveniences.
At Canadian seaports the Y.W.C.A. pro-
vides rest rooms and nurseries, serves free
refreshments, explains about trains and
traveling arrangements, At the railway
stations, the Y.W.C.A. helps soldiers’
families make transfers or find hotel ac-
commodation, and in needy cases supplies
necessary traveling funds.

Canadian women and girls are helped
by the Y.W.C.A. as the Y.M C.A. helps
men and boys. The Dominion Council of
the Y.W.C. A. promotes, superintends and
extends this work for women and girls.
For these purposes part of the amount
subscribed will be devoted, including ex-
tension of girls’ summer camps, establish-
ment of social, recreation centresin the
cities for girls away from home, extension
of Y.W.C.A. work into country districts,
and the promotion of health education and
sex hygiene, and the physical, intellectual,
religious and social development of Can-
ada’s girlhood.

Remember the Y. W.C.A. when you make your con-
tribution to the Red Triangle Fund
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Satented

treamb ne
Pendant

CANADIAN ELGIN WATCH COMPANY LTD.

AWar Lesson

OW SIR—you’ve heard the President’s

criticism—here’s the secret of how you

can increase the output of your depart-

ment—r2his schedule. 'The war has taught

4 us one lesson which absolutely must be followed

in this business—the necessity of timing all our
operations by the Elgin.” ¢

In the Allied advance to victory we have seen mighty

energies combined, and stupendous undertakings accom-

plished, by this simple expedient of working to schedule.

To the tick of the Elgin the efforts of Allied forces on
land, sea and in the air were synchronized and united in
one tremendous power—the power that brought success.
To-day our production problems demand that every energy
be properly directed—that every tick of the Elgin shall
register accomplishment—that we work fo schedule.

Make the Elgin your guide. It will as accurately direct
your efforts as it did the Allied forces.

There is a jeweler in your vicinily who is equipped to help
you safeguard your Time,

Toronto

§] Ore ofthe fomous
ﬁeam/ine models
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. Moir’s .
Chocolates

ATISFY the child's hun-

ger for sweets with
Moir’s Chocolates. Moir’s
name i1s a guarantee of
the pure, wholesome qual-
ity of the ingredients as
well as perfection in the
making.

.Iul(I Il fiwymn:
\

\AS

MOIR’S
LIMITED
HALIFAX

Canadian Food Con-

trol License
Nos. 5-776, 11-687,

FREE RUNNING

Table Salt

Made in
Canada

CENUINE DIAMOND

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

ACOBS BROS., Di IOI‘ |-lulcn
15 '!l'oruto Arcade’ < RONTO, Can. For Red, Weak, Weary, Watery w'fﬂf Book of Eye writs
And Granulated Eyelids 013 'Murine Co. Chicago
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MOVING TIME

IS MADE EASIER WITH

GlobeWernicke

Sectional Bookcases
A Globe - Wernicke Sectional Book-

case is readily portable. It can be
easily moved section by section, with
contents intact, from room to room or
from house to house.

Write to-day for handsomely bound 54 page book No. 116 illustrated
in colors. You will receive the booklet by return mail along with name
of your nearest dealer where you may see these bookcases on display.

Jghe GlobeWernieke Co.L19.

STRATFORD » - - " - ONTARIO

2 s
-\/(\z'/@ncﬁ Oé?no’ze /)
Qs'faz‘zonej piils

1s so high-class that it is

the choice of the woman

who appreciates exclus-
ive things

Ask your stationer for it.

45-4-19

i\ Gre r’
e ,.ammlh' u| l@

il
A _........!.’!.""ln'!?““g. @lhﬁ Ih

2 | Barber-Ellis,
=2 FRENCH ORGANDIE’.

Stationery




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER : 39

HOW TO
SAVE FOOD

American women have
worked wonders by their

whole-hearted co-operation with
the Food Admistration,

Taplor
Oven Thermometers

will enable every family to do just a
little *bit” more by doing away with
spoiling any food in the baking.

This ‘‘Zgor >’ enables you to

control and maintain just the proper baking
heat for each different article.
For sale by all dealers. Ask or the

Zptor Oven Book, full of pointers on scientific
baking.

laylor Instrument Companies

ROCHESTER, N.Y.

A Dessert With
High Food Value

When you serve Junket you are serving a dainty,
tempting dessert that has all the nourishing value

of milk.

Everybody, from baby to adult, likes Junket bet-
ter than milk; and it is better for them because it
is more readily digested.

Junket

can be made with fruit, berries, macaroons, whip-
ped cream, etc., according to a wide variety of
recipes.

It can be bought as ““Pre-
pared Junket” ( Nesnah)
with sugar, flavor, etc., already added (in 6 Aavors)
or as Junket Tablets. Delight your family—with Junket.

A Recipe Bootlel and Sample of either Prepared Junket or Junket Tablets sent for 3¢
stamp. A full package for 12e¢.

Chr. Hansen’s Canadian Laboratory, Toronto, Ont.
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EVERY WOMAN NEEDS
THIS LIGHT

Scores of times a Reliable Tubular Flashlight is needed night and
day. No more useful article exists for any home. Handy, instant

- light that can’t blow out, explode or set fires. Does away with the

danger of lighting matches.

Reliable Tubular Flashlights and Searchlights are made of metal
handsomely enamelled in colors. The Reliable line also includes
all standard types of fibre and metal flashlights.

Use Reliable Ignition Batteries for your motor car, for your door
bell or telephone.

They are ‘‘Lively and Lasting.”

All Reliable Products are made in Canada. For sale by dealers
everywhere.

DOMINION BATTERY COMPANY LIMITED
Toronto, Canada

Canadian Boducts

“Lively and Lasting
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Not by paring. That's a risky make-
shift, and results are brief.

Not by harsh, haphazard methods

made by non-scientific men.

Not by padding. Pads are unsightly,
and they simply coddle corns.

Expert Methods

Blue-jay was invented by a scientific ex-
pert. It is made by a house famed for its
surgical dressings.

It embodies the up-to-date method, the
right method of corn treatment.

Apply it and the pain stops instantly.
Forget it for two days. Remove it, and the
corn is gone for good.

One corn in ten may need a second appli-
cation, but that's all.

Millions of corns have been ended in this
way. Aching corns are unknown to'its users.

These are facts known to your own friends
and neighbours. It is time that you knew
them. Try Blue-jay tonight.

Stops Pain Instantly
Ends Corns Completely
25 Cents— At Druggisis

* Blue-jay

% The Scientific Corn Ender

BAUER & BLACK, LIMITED Chicago Toronto

Makers of Sterile Surgical Dressings and Allied Products

f%i!i:‘l!llHHHEH.‘IHMIHI‘\HH!HH\Hil!”li!HliIIi}IHHMIHI]ldlilll!l!||I1li“llll!illlmllﬂlmEf:I|l4m!ﬁ!i!iiﬂlillllllllillliIHIUI!HHmllii.‘HilillHIiIIIIHHH!IIHlllIIHINI||iIHIIIIIMHIHHHHIHHHHIIHHIi!HHIHH!IHH!llIINIIHIIIH!IIIIHIHI!IIHIIi!iIIHiﬂlﬁll!l”lllllllllﬂEi!ilﬂi

New York

; FOR BIGGER .
AND BETTER CROPS

' STEELE BRIGGS |

|

\M

| Safe

SEEDS

WRITE FOR NEW CATALOC

& STEELE,BRIGGS SEED CO

“CANADA'S GREATEST SEED HOUSE “MI™®®
TORONTO \

HAMILTON

2\

WINNIPEG

SOLD EVERYWHERE IN CANADA j

ForlInfants
3.\ & Invalids

N
SNt

A Nutritious Diet for All Ages.
Keep Horlick’s Always on Hand
Quick Lunch ; Home or Office,

Canada Food Board License No. 14-385,

IR MR A
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/| Genuine S2rd Parls||

For Sale Here

/

J

THE parts of a Ford car—every part
—canbeboughtanywherein Canada.

They need not be “ordered from the
factory.”

—nor from a Ford Branch.

—nor even from one of the750 Ford
dealers.

They can be delivered ““on the spot" by
over 2000 garage and repair men.

Although highly specialized pieces of
engineering and machining, Ford parts
have become staple articles of merchan-
dise. They are as easy to obtain asa
hatchet or a saw.

This is a most unusual service to the
owner of a car.

Its value is incaleulable.

The Ford car need never be “tied up”
while repair parts are being “brought
on from the factory.”

of Trade

There need be no annoying
delays while touring because
Ford Service Stations are
located everywhere.

The owner of a Ford (barring
serious breakdown through acci-
dent) may enjoy uninterrupted use
of his car.

Caution to Ford Owners

Never allow “spurious’ or imita=
tion parts to be used in repairing
your Ford. Your repair man—if he
is earnest in his desire to serve you
well—can get genuine Ford parts
and sell them to you at a reason-
able profit.

You need never accept “spurious’”
repair parts. In any locality, in any
emergency, there is sure to be close
at hand, a Ford Service Station.

Demand genuine Ford parts,
Be firm.

Keep your Ford running at full
Ford efficiency.

FORD MOTOR COMPANY OF CANADA, LIMITED, FORD, ONT.
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Maltese Cross Tires are the indi-
vidual handiwork of expert crafts-
men, as proud of their workman-
ship as were the Craftsmen of the
Guilds of the middle ages.

Ask vour dealer to show you
The New Non-Skid
Tread

S
oS

TRADE MARK

GUTTA PERCHA & RUBBER, Limited,
Head Offices and Factories: TORONTO

Brancues: Halifax, Montreal, Ottawa,; Toronto, Ft. William, Winnipeg,
R gina, Saskatoon, Lethbridge, Calgary, Edmonton,
Vancouver, Victoria.
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Master Sle[\e Nation's Choice 1]

Leadership is ever accorded the
victor. Popularity is the reward

of merit in all walks of life.

‘The reason for Master Six pop-
ularity lies in the fact that these
models absolutely satisfy the
discriminating motorist. The
motor-wise man will tell you to

“Buy a McLaughlin.”
ﬂ} Send for Catalogue.
47, The McLaughlin Motor Car Co,

OSHAWA, ONT.

R P

opj 000
ﬂ ,IJl' aﬁE |
4'%11 M

gapajens i
foamit

<
—

MCLAUGHLIN MASTER SIX H-6-45 SPECIAL
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AVING founded the tire industry
in Canada; in other words, hav-
ing made the first Canadian Quick-

Detachable tire twenty-five years ago,
it seems but suitable that we should be
making the first tire to-day :—first in
breadth of acceptance, first in uniform-
ity of service, and first in rock-bottom
value.—Dunlop Traction Tread. '

Summed up, the facts concerning “ Trac
tion's "’ record are just these:—

We have been under rather than over in our
claims, and “Traction ” has been over rather
. . . e oy
than under in its service.

Other excellent Dunlop Tires are *“ Special
“ Clipper,” “ Ribbed " and * Plain.”

Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods Co., Limited

Head Office and Factories: TORONTO

Branches in Leading Cities




46

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

wooooes ,;‘g\‘ ,’ S S350 RS
sun AP N
""? R’ Rn O LR R I

Made by TheF. E PartridgeRubber Company.Limited Guelph.Ont.




Every Blemish
Removed In
Ten Days

IWIll Tell Every Reader of This
Paper How FREE

YOUR COMPLEXION MAKES OR MARS
YOUR APPEARANCE

Pearl La Sage, former actress Nl;:ho ofhr;
women her remarkable plexicn treat ¢

This great beauty marvel has instantly produced a sen-
sation, Stubborn cases have been cured that baffled physi-
cians for years. You have never in all your life uses any-
thing like it. Makes muddy complexion, red spots, pim-
ples, blackheads, eruptions vanish almost like magie, No
cream, lotion, salve, pl , band: mask, mas-
sage, diet or apparatus, nothing to swallow. It doesn’t
matter whether.or not your complexion is a *‘fright,”
whether your face s full of muddy spots, peppery black-
heads, embarrassing slmples and eruptions, or whethez
your skin is rough and ‘‘porey,’” and you’ve tried almost
everything under the sun to get rid of the blemishes. This
wonderful treatment in just ten days, positively removes
every blemish and beautifies yourskin in a marvelous way.
You look years younger, It gives the skin the bloom and
tint of purity of a freshly-blown rose. In10days youcan be
the subject of wild admiration by all your friends, nomat-
ter what your age or condition of health, All methods
now known are cast aside. Your face, even arms,
hands, shoulders are beautified bey.~d your fondest
dreams All this I will absolutely provet. you before your
own eyes in your mirror in ten days. This treatment is
very pleasant to use, A fewminutes every day does it,

Let me tell you about this really astounding treatment
free. You take no risk—send no money—just your name
and address on coupon belowand I give you full par-
ticulars by next mail—Free,

IPEARL LA SAGE, Dept. B-420
59 St. Poter St., MONTREAL, .Q., Can.

Please tell me how to clear my complexion in ten
days; alsoscnd me Pearl La Sage Beauty Book, | FREE.

Name
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For Over a Century

URRAY&LANMAN

Florida Water 8

‘““THE UNIVERSAL PERFUME "’

has been used by persons of
taste the world over.
This unfailing popularity is
due solely to its grateful, en-
during fragrance and unique
refreshing quality.
It is delightful in the Bath,
the best thing after Shaving,
and beyond question the
most reliable and satisfac-
tory Toilet Perfume in use.

NI I S T

>
<
4
>
>

PREPARED ONLY BY

LANMAN & KEMP,
NEW YORK and MONTREAL.

Ask Your Druggist for It.
Accept no Substitute!

VIOV AN/ N NN BN/ NI/ BV

NEGLIGEE
SHIRTS

Have a Distinctive Style

Made of fine pure wool
Zephyr and Wool Taffeta,
in exclusive dainty patterns,
Jaeger Shirts have all the
‘‘appearance’’ which superi-
or material and cskilled
workmanshipj give to

Jaeger Goods.

Far superior to cotton or
linen, not only for exercise
and outdoor sports, but also
for year round wear in
Men’s Negligé Shirts office, or when travelling.
Made in all sizes, with single or double cuffs,
shirt or coat style.

A fully Wiustrated satalogue free on application.

DR. JAEGER %™ Co. Limited

Toronto Montreal Winnipeg
British, ‘““founded 1883’
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Delecto Assortment

The rich chocolate coating is delicately flavored

to harmonize with the flavor of the center.

An unusually delightful

assortment.
G;anongs @
Chowlates

TR R H G HEIGI
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Canada Food Board Licenea No. 11-264
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HE WAS EARNING

a good salary—and spending it
too. Never thought of old age.
Now he is kept by a relative
What about you?

[ 3

SECTIONAL
BOOKCASES

ARE THE BEST

For sale by All Leading Furniture
Dealers.

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

[avaon forimee Mpomcuees

WOODSTOCK. ONTARIO.

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

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

EXCELSIOR
msurance L. | F EE company

Head Office— EXCELSIOR LIFE BLDG., TORONTO

......

B 50006080800 80000000000990600000000000800080088000000000008000000840080800000000000000009000049
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HOTECRESORT & TRAVEL-DEPARTMENT

ATLANTIC CITY N. J.

“Highlands of Ontario”

Millions of acres of pine and balsam with thousands
of lakes and streams. The mecca for outdoor men
and women. "‘Algonquin Park''—'‘Muskoka Lakes’’
—''80,000 Islands of Georgian Bay''—''Timazami’’
~'‘Kawartha Lakes''—'‘'Lake of Bays.”" Modern
hotels. Good fishing and delightful climate. Altitude
1.000 to 2,000 feet above the sea. Write for illus-
trated literature:
C. G. Orttenburger, 907 Merchants Loan and Trust
Bldg., Chieago, 111,
W. R. Eastman, 294 Washington St., Boston, Mass,
JHL M. Morgan, 1019 Chamber of Commerce Bldg.,
Buffalo, N. Y.
J. H. Burgls, 819 Dime Bank Bldg., Detroit, Mich,
A. B, Chown, 1270 Broadway, New York City, N. Y.

THE WAWA, CANADA
In Lak e of Bays, Muskoka
COME THIS SUMMER
150 outside rooms. Magnificent scenery,
No flies, mosquitoes, or hay fever. Fishing,
Golf, Tennis, Lawn Bowling, Dancing,
Boating. Finest bathingz beach. Write
to the Canada Railway News Company,
Proprietors, Toronto, for detailsand rates.

. Windermere, Mus-
Windermere House Y. Mo
famous Muskoka Lakes. Modern imp’s. Tennis on
concrete. Dancing. All water sports. No hay fever.

MASSACHUSETTS

_HOTEL PURITAN

390 Commonwealth Ave Boston
\ The Distinctive Boston
#=t'% * House. called by globe
trotters one of the most homelike
and attractive hotels in the world.
Modest rates. Our booklet has quide
to historic Boston and vicinity.
' Send to me for it. A.P.Costello.Mgr:

MAYFLOWER INN
AND COTTAGES

Completed 1917. The most

D -« modern and beautifully ap-

ointed resort hotel in New

. n land.tLoc%tie(tl oin l\}/}lano-

oint, adjacent to historic m-

:)l}let}:).l’ Ideal fg)r Cape Cod motorists,

Golf unexcelled. Write for boo‘klet.

George R. Sanford, Manager, I’. O.
Plymouth, Mass.

ADIRONDACK MTS. N. Y.
4th Lake. Capacity125. Lat-
OHAW_K_ est equipment, electricity,
& Cottages running water every room.
Garage. C. M. Longstaff, Old Forge, N. Y.

GRAND VIEW HOTEL

LAKE PLACID NEW Y'ORK
Park 400 acres, Select. Golf. All Adirondack
attractions. No Hay Fever. No mosquitoes. Ele-

vator. Garden. Fine hometable. Booklet.

MOUNTAIN VIEW COTTAGES

s s i s W o o

O,

! (j/}e i
Ambassador

Altlantic Titys Newest=
and Most Distinctive
Hotel

Will Open July 1

N the Board Walk,
O yet located in the
quiet, exclusive
Chelsea residential district.

Spacious solarium, breeze-
swept loundinp porches,
invitind terraces, dinind
rooms overlookin® the
ocean, bip, restful sleepind
rooms, every bath with
both fresh and salt water.
The Ambassador, costing
$2,000,000, is a complete
expression of all that’s best
in a residential resort hotel.
The Ambassador will ap-
peal to a select clientele.
Reservations are now
bein® made.

An all-year hotel lo-
cated in the choicest
spot of America’s most
famous seaside resort.

Under the direction of
D.M. Linnard, President of
the California Hotel Com-

ny, operatin® the famous

otels Maryland, Green
and Huntington at Pasa-
dena, California, the Hotel
Fairmont and Palace Hotel
at San Francisco, the Belve-

dere at Santa Barbara.

“* Adirondacks.”” On the shore of the
F"‘A’f;;‘n{n‘:ﬂc vnvhere nature és supreme. H‘omelike.
Established reputati uperior of
table. "Bmklet. C. 0. PETRIE_Old Forge. N. Y.
Write Where-to-go Bureau,8 Beacon Street,
Boston, for travel advice. Enclose postage.

NANTUCKET MASS.
SEA CLIFF INN AND COTTAG
Nantucket Island, Mass. Every breeze Eg
ocean breeze. June 20 to Sept. 20. Send for
illustrated booklet, ¢ Quaint Nantucket.”’

For Rest, Relaxation

and Recreation

Unsurpassed in hospitality, historic
interest, scenic beauty — enjoyable
pastime.

Canoelng,
° ng. ﬂ:lsl’l.nc, Fishing, Golf, Tennls,

Comfortable hotels; clubhouse life; log
cabins; tents. All moderateo prices.

Only a day’s Journey from New York. Anm
overnight’s sall from Boston o “‘Yarmouth
Line " steamers connecting with

Dominion Atlantic
Railway

Write for particu-
larson Tour No.104
R. U. PARKER,
Gen’l Passenger
gent,

Halifax, Nova Seotia

LOUR LODGE i, &t
x Digby, N. 8.
Free from flies, mosquitoes, and hay fe ver.
Q(>lf, Tennis, imatlng. Bathing, Fishing,
Garage. Write for booklet.

_MAINE-
PASSACONAWAY INN
and Cottages. York Cliffs, Mo, Open
June 25th. On 200 foot promontory
facing the ocean. Exclusive summer
colony. Write for booklet to
1180 Broadway, New York City,
New ownership.

NEW HAMPSHIRE

A good GOLF course

A good BATHING BDEACH and a
good HOTEL — this combination can
be found at RYE BEACH, N, H.
The Golf Course of the ABENAQUI CLUB is one
of the finest 18 hole courses on the NORTH SHORE

The Bathing is superb, and so near that a bath is
the natural finish to a round of golf, while both
are near the

FARRAGUT HOUSE
RYE BEACH, N. H. “:zcvis i

Furnished Cottages for rent.

UPLAND TERRACE
Bethlehem (White Mountains), N. F.

18-hole golf. 4 tennis courts. Motoring,
riding, ete. Particularl high—gmde hotel,
Magnificent ballroom. Splendid orchestra.
Reasonable rates. Booklet. Frank .
Abbott and Son, Managing Proprietors.

Where-to-go Bureau June forms close at
noon, M y Ist. Writeusfor space and rates.
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'Canadian

Gonadian IRNLA U Dominion's  Provinces  INEIEREL

RENCELEN - « 7% Line of the Nine”

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.

Go'fishing 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 Trafic Manager

Toronto, Ont.

Railways

CHARLOTTE rowM
()

oueeEc




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

51

“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 Wi
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.)

$33Z to $90°

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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A METROPOLITAN HOTEL

in the Most Distinctive City on the Continent.

Quebec, birthplace of Canada, retains most of its
quaint mediaeval picturesqueness and old French
atmosphere. At the crest of its steep streets, near the
Heights of Abraham, stands the Chateau Frontenac,
commanding the magnificent views over the the broad
St. Lawrence.

The centre of a gay social life, its service is nation-
known. Operated by the °

CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY

which has fourteen other famous hotels across Canada.

Particulars from Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents.
W.B. HOWARD,
District Passenger Agent Toronto




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 feet 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. Horning,
Union Station, Toronto or J. Quinlan, Bonaventure Station, Montreal.

For adults, boys or girls camp sites apply to H. R. Charlton, General Passenger
Department, Montreal.

G, T. BELL, W. S. COOKSON,
Passenger Traffic Manager, General Passenger Agent,
Montreal, Que. Montreal, Que.
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J %,ng se goﬁ‘this glél;ge The
o and Niagara U B g mit
;b o Original

Any reader of the Canadian Magazine

may obtain an illustrated guide to points ot

interest in and around Buffalo and Niagarz d
Falls. Sent free with our compliments. a n

The Hotel Lenox, on North Street at
I'elaware Ave., Buffalo, has become a tavorite On y
stopping place for Canadians visiting Buffalo
and Niagara Falls The pleasant location of P
the Lenox—quiet, yet convenient to theatre, G
shopping and business districts—adds much e nu I n e
to the comfort of tourists, as do the unusualy
good cuisine, complete equipment and excel-
lent service,

i Beware of

' Imitations  Sold

'on the Merits
of

MINARD'S
LINIMENT

European plan. Modern. Fireprooj.
Every room as outside room, $2.00 up.

On Empire Tours. Road map
and running directions [free.

C. A. MINER,
Managing Direclor
North St. at Delaware Ave.
Buffalo, N.Y.

Canada Food Board License No. 13-442




MOST BEAUTIFUL
OF ALL BOAT TRIPS ¥

)

This Summer choose for your vacation the
trip we call “ Niagara to the Sea.” y

Board one of our Steamers at Toronto for [
the glorious trip through the Thousands Islands.

-

Next comes the Shooting of the Rapids— 2
an experience in itself worth the price of the
whole trip. At the close of another day, Mont- /,

/

-

real is reached.

On to Quebec City, and to the famous
Shrine of St. Anne at St. Anne de Beaupré.

At Murray Bay there is a beautiful Summer

Hotel, conducted under the same management
as the Boats ; and another fine hotel at Tadousac, \
at the juncture of the St. Lawrence and Saguenay \
)

Rivers.

Finally there is the trip up the glorious
Saguenay River—a glorious panorama of river
scenery, overshadowing in grandeur anything \\

you ever saw in America or Europe.

Tickets and information
at any Ticket Office or any
office of Canada Steamship
Lines, Limited.

'(\ Toronto Office, 46 Yonge St.
Montreal Office; Victoria Sgq.

A beautitul trip,
on beautiful boats
—and therates are

reasonable.

L

/\".\ i 2
P

W

X

ARE YOU GOING WEST ?

Break the longjourney;travel
by boat from Sarnia to the

“Soo,” Pt. Arthur or Duluth. CANADA
Write for particularsof Upper STEAMSHIP
Lake Cruises throughthe Great LINES

Unsalted Seas. LIMITED
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Another
Triumph
of O’'Keefe’s

Fot more than 60 years,the
name O’KEEFE has stood
for all that’s purest and best
in wholesome beverages.
Now,we have scored again
with

Cjtecscs

SPECIAL PALE DRY

GINGER
ALE

The flavour is unique—try it.
Other beverages bearing

O. K. BRAND

Belfast Style Ginger Ale, Ginger
Beer, Cola, Sarsaparilla, Lemon
Sour, Cream Soda, Lemonade,
Orangeade, Special Soda.

Order a case

from your dealer.

0'Keefe’s - Toronto

¢ Canada Food Board L-15-102.”

|

2 Brown Bros.

SIMCOE

Bound in Walrus, Seal
and Morocco Grain
Leathers and Silk Finish
Art Cloths, Flexible
Covers.

Every Collector of Snap

Shots requires one.

PAUL E. WIRT

FOUNTAIN
PENS

Self-filling,
Safety and

Ordinary Styles.
Gold Mounted or
Plain Holders.

MITED

o
Simcoe and Pearl Streets

TORONTO
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“Thats the make of silver- Y
plate that we received || r:
when we were married,
and we still have some
that was mothers”

(ontinental
Pattern

\ |t the best stores you will be offered
today as the leading brand of silver-
plate the same make that merchants
of fifty years and more ago recommended
to their customers.

; It is quite the proper thing to start housekeeping
with 1847 ROGERS BROS.“Silver Plate that Wears”

Sold with an unqualified guarantee made possible by
the actual test o(} over 65 years.

At leading dealers. Send for illustrated Catalogue “ F-23"

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Limited

HAMILTON, CANADA
MERIDEN, CONN. NEW YORK . CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO

The World’s Lardest Makers of Sterling Silver and Plate

[
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GCowan's

MaPLE Buos |
IRRESISTIBLE!

A DAINTY
SOLID
CHOCOLATE.

Refuse imitation shapes. They lack the
quality and flavor of MAPLE BUDS.
The name COWAN is on every Maple
Bud. Be sure they are Maple Buds.

THE COWAN CO., Limited

MANUFACTURERS OF COCOA AND CHOCOLATE
TORONTO
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What does your mirror say?

‘Does your mirror show that
you are keeping your skin soft,
smooth and clear?

A pure, freelathering soap
— like Fairy — cleansecs
perfectly and rinses off thor-
oughly.

Choice, balmy oils are “mel-
lowed together” in Fairy Soap
— blended, in every pure

For toilet

and bath 1‘\

T

X

[N FAIRBAN K oRFARYY

LIMITED
MONTREAL

process of its making, for the
particular care of the skin.

Perhaps you don't realize
how helpfully Fairy Soap deals
with tender complexions.

Make friends with Fairy
Soap. Buy several cakes. Use
“Fairy™ regularly, thoroughly.
Make your mirror reflect a
soft, clear, glowing skin.

I
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| You Protect Yourself
i
b
5
i

R
it

| TOASTED |||
| wcorNa I When You Demand

{{ FLAKES

NONE GINUINE WITHOUT THIS SIGNATURE

: BATTLE CREEK K
b TOASTED CORN FLAKE CO. | bt V
[\~ LONDON; CANADA. | §u

This package has been on the

market over 12 years and 7s TOASTED

in greater demand to-day
CORN FLAKES

IN THE ORIGINAL RED, WHITE AND GREEN PACKAGE

Imitation is the sincerest form of flattery. Our product is

imitated but not equalled Refuse all substituted imitations.

Kellogg’s Toasted Corn Flakes are only

made in Canada by

THE BATTLE CREEK TOASTED
CORN FLAKE CO., LIMITED

Head Office and Plant - LONDON, ONT.




" They Wanted
Jell-0

Do you remember the dreadful disappointment
it used to be in the old days at home when mother
brought on for dessert some baked apples or pieplant
pie, or something else that was too common, and
you had expected ice cream or shortcake at least ?

Now the little folks want Jell-O, and it is so deli-
cious, refreshing, pure and wholesome, so “eco-
nomical” and so easily prepared, that there is no
reason why the little tots or anybody else should
be disappointed in their dessert.

Creamy Desserts

that do not require any cream at all for making
them, nor eggs or sugar, are made in perfection of
Jell-O—and of course they do not have to be cooked.

To give you the best possible idea of “the Jell-O
way” we will send you, free, a copy of the latest
Jell-O Book, which gives full information on the
subject, if you will send us your name and address.

Jell-O is made in seven pure fruit flavors: Straw-
berry, Raspberry, Lemon, Orange, Cherry, Vanilla,
Chocolate.

THE GENESEE PURE FOOD COMPANY, Limited,
Bridgeburg, Ont.-



Patented

The ‘‘Modish.’
orated.

The new Lowuis XIV slyle.
Solid Gold, $roo ts §250. Gold
filled (ultra’ quality) $65
and up

Plain or
Solid gold, $50 to

The ‘‘Paris Square.'
Decorated.
$200.

Plain or Dec-
Solid gold, $65 and up

How Gruen Watchmakers
standardized fine watch service

The Gruen Watchmakers Guild—an American or-
ganization—was built on a unique plan for making
fine watches.

Iristead of bringing, asis frequently done, a few
Swiss watchmakers to America to train American
workmen in that part of watchmaking which
machines can’t do, they took American machines
to_the Swiss craftsmen.

At Madre-Biel, Switzerland, Gruen gathered a
group of the sons of the sons of world famous
watchmakers. Equipped with the most modern
machinery, operating on America's principle of
standardization, these master craftsmen make the
Gruen movements, and then do what no machine
can do—skillfully finish by hand and adjust each
movement to that Precision accuracy which really
makes a fine watch.

The Guild Workshop on Time Hill, Cincinnati, is
not an ordinary Trade Repair Shep where regular

repairs are sent—that is a function yourJocal jew-
eler can perform. Itis a real Service Woikshop
where very badly damaged watches can be resmred'
and what is more important, where slandardizec}
duplicate repair parts are always on hand for
prompt delivery to jewelers everywhere.

Thus does the Gruen Guild give you finest mod-

ern examples of American and Swiss watchmaking :

skill with complete standarized seivice behind it.
Remember, however—not every Swiss watch is
a Gruen.
Write for the Gruen Guild Exhibit

A book of Etchings and Photographic Plates show-
ing Gruen Watches for men and women will be

sent if you are sincerely interested. o
Gruen Verithins...... $40.00 to $250.00 , A
Very-Verithins . ...%. 45.00 to 250.00 N
Ultrathins. v+ -.e.. 200,00 to 400,00

Dietrich Gruens. .... 275.00 to 785.00

GRUEN WATCHMAKERS GUILD, Time Hill, Iowa and Morgan Sts., Cincinnati, Ohio.

Malkers of the famous Gruen Watches since 1574.

Vi WATCHE

GRUE

Canadian Branch, Toronto, Canada

—

T. H. BEST PRINTING C®. LIMITED, TORONTO




