


Your Skin

glow with health your skin should be kept clean not merely
in the ordinary sense but in the sense which doctors know as
“aseptic” cleanness.

The purer a soap is, the better able it is to produce this scrupulous
cleanness.

Ivory Soap is as pure as soap can be. It is free from dirt, free from
adulterants, free from harsh materials. It is s-0-a-p in the strictest sense.

Ivory Soap is so pure that it is used widely by hospitals and in gen-
eral medical practice. A simple illustration of its ability to clean
aseptically is its use for sterilizing hands and utensils in sickroom
and nursery.

Use Ivory Soap for your bath and toilet and you will have the sat-
isfaction of knowing that your skin is being kept in the cleanly
condition which leaves nature free to do her best.

.. 99w% PURE

IVORY SOAP . .

I proATS

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada
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Air is Cheap---Use Plenty of It

Nothing is as essential to the life of your tires as air.

New air is cheaper than new tires.

Give your tires all the air they need.

The only way to KNOW whether or not your tires have enough
air is to measure it"with a

Schrader Universal
Tire Pressure Gauge

If you have been riding on haphazard pressure, you have been
spending a great deal more money for tires than you need have spent.
PRICE S$1.25

FOR SALE BY TIRE MANUFACTURERS, JOBBERS, DEALERS. GARAGES OR

A. SCHRADER'S SON, Inc.

20«22 Haytor Street - - - TORONTO, Ontario

BROOKLYN, N.V LONDON CHICAGO
787-807 Atlant Avenue Dorset Place 1204 Michigan Avenu

Schrader products were awarded a Grand Prize and two Gold Medals at the Panama-Pacific Exposition
“There is a Reason"
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For a soap that insures
absolute cleanliness—
a soap with healing

qualities—a soap that
protects you from the
countless, germ-laden
things you must touch

USE

LIFEBUOY

The slight earbolic odor of Lifebuoy means
safety as well as cleanliness. Use it at the
end of the day’s work. Remember, ““the
odor vanishes quickly” after use.

All Grocers sell Lifebuoy.
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Midsummer Fiction

eeemme——)

Good fiction is fit reading for either midsummer or midwinter. So
that whether one might claim peculiar fitness for the season, it can be
said of the short stories arranged for the August number that they are
timely. At least three of them are based on the present war and are the
work of writers who actually have been at the front. Lieut. Ralph W.
Bell, the author of a striking war story entitled “Martha of Dranvoorde”,
expects to be in the trenches again by the time this story appears in
print. Patrick Macgill, whose extremely realistic sketches have been a
feature of the last couple of months, gives us in “The Lone Road” a fine
bit of suppressed drama, a vivid insight into the unexpected dangers
that beset the lone soldier going to and fro near the enemy lines. “A
ift of War”, by A. Gertrude ackson, displays the manificent heroism
and self-sacrifice of a French girl, who risks everything for the man she
loves, who happens to he an English soldier. “School Keeps”, by Jean
Campeau, deals with an incident to the uprising in South Africa, in
which a school-teacher figures rather dramatically. As a relief from
this war-time fiction there will be “Waking Up Badgerboro’,” by Paul A.
W. Wallace, “Jordan Day”, by Arthur B. Watt, and other features of
genuine merit.

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

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE
200-206 Adelaide Street West - - - TORONTO

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

o AMY“” m
MAERILKN@ It

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.

~99>33 DINNISON & WALKDEN Ltp. 7%5SLERIDEST ENGLAND

—



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 5

CANADA

Put Your Hand To The Plow!

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

Hon. W. T. White, Canadian Minister of Finance, says: “In order to
meet our interest payments abroad, sustain our share of the burden of the war
and promote to the greatest possible degree prosperity throughout the Dominion,
it is the duty of all Canadian citizens to co-operate in producing as much as
possible of what can be used or sold. For Canada at this juncture the watch- |
word of the hour should be production, production, and again production.”

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

1. 5COTT. E:sq., Superintendent of Immigration, Ottawa, Canada.
or

J. OBED SMITH, Esq., Assistant Superintendent of Emigration,
11-13 Charing Cross. London, S.W., England.
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[ LONDON GLOVE COMPANY

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND

Direct Attention to Their Unrivalled Variety of British Made
Gloves at Their Usual Moderate Prices

The “* CONNAUGHT ”*
Ladies® Superior
Quality Cape Gloves,
British made, in
Tan shades, Spear
Points, Prix seam
sewn, 2 Press But-
tons ..per pair 73C

Ladies’ Strong Doe-
skin Gioves, ‘‘Ante-
lope " Finish, Pique
sewn, British made,
Dark Grey and Tan,
2 Press Buttons,

per pair 71 cenls

The *“ CANADIAN’® Ladles’ Buckskin
Finish Gloves, excellentwearing, in Tan
or Grey, Prix seam, self sewn Points,
3 Buttons, per pair..$1.03
Ladlies®” Real Deerskin
Glovee, Dark Tan and Dark
Grey, Pique sewn, British
made, 2 Press Buttons,
per pair $1.20
Ditto, stouter quality, Prix
seam sewn, Dark Tan and
Dark Grey, British made, 2
Press Buttons, g
per pair $1.44
Ladies’ Strong Oape Gloves,
in Tan or Oak shade, 6 But-
ton Length, with Wide Arms,
Strap and Press Button as
illustration, Spear Points,
Prix seam sewn,
per pair $1.20
Ladies® “‘ CANADIAN’
Buck FInish in same
style as above, in Tan or
Dark Grey,
per pair $1.44
MEN’S CLOVES
8trong Doeskin, Buck Finish, in
Tan or Dark Grey, British made,

Prix seam sewn, 1 Press Button,
per pair €3 cents

The ‘‘CANADIAN" Buck
Finish Gloves, in Tan or
Grey,a splen-
did Glove for
wear, British
made, 1 Press
Button, per
pair $1.03

Men’s Real Deerskin Gloves, in
Tan or Dark Grey, British made,
Prix seam sewn, 1 Press But-
don R per pair $1.44
Real Reindeer. The L. G.
Company’s Best Quality, British
made, Prix seam, hand-sewn,
self-sewn Points. Very Special
Value. In Tan or Grey, 1 Button,
per pair $2.31

General Post Office, London, England.

Address
all Orders

SUPPLIMENTARY DEPARTMENTS—Ladies, Men's and_Childrens Hosiery
and Underwear, English manufacture, at equally moderate prices.

PRICE LISTS may be obtained free, on application to the Ontario Publishing Co , Ltd., 200-206 Adelaide St. West, Toronto
Remittances, including postage, by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COM
Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England.

Ladies* park Tan Cape
Gloves, Pique sewn, Wool
Lx.mn%, Brown Fur Tops,
with Strap and Press But-
BE a5 per pair, $1.09
Ladies® Best Quality
Doeskin Gloves, Sax
shape, Stra;x and Press
Button at Wrist, Lineq
with soft fine Wool,
Pigue sewn, in Tan
or Grey,

per pair $1.34

Doeskin, Buck Fin-
ish, Pique sewn,
Wool Lining, Fur
Tops, Wrist Lined
Fur,in Dark Tan or
Grey, Gusset Wrist, Strap,
and Press Button,

per pair $1.20

Ladies’ Best Quality Doe-
skin ‘“Buck Finish?®®
CGloves, Lined Wool, Wrist
Lined Whte Fur, Sax
shape, with Strap Press
Button, in Dark Tan or
Grey......per pair $1.69

Fur Lined Ladies’ Doeskin
** Buok Finish,”” in Tan or
Grey, Lined Fur. Pique
sewn, as illustration. 2
Press Buttons,

per pair $1.34

Ladies’ Superior Quality
Chevrette, Fur Lined
throughout, Elastic Gusset
Wrist, in Brown or Black,

per pair $1.83

Fur Lined Ladies’
‘‘Buckskin,?” in Tan or
Grey, Lined Fur
throughout, Pique sewn,
Gusset Wrist, Strap
and Press Button,
per pair $2.56

MEN’S CLOVES

Strong Cape, Prixseam
sewn, Double Palms,
Wool Lining, in Tan or
Black, Strap and Press
Button, as illustration,

per pair $1.20

Men’s Strong Coatskin
Cape Gloves, in Dar
Tan shade, Lined with
Best Quality Peerless
Wool. Hand sewn
with Strap and Press
Button, as illustra-
tion, per pair 1.69

PANY,
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Oakey’s
SlLVERSMlTHS’ SOAP

Oakey’s
EMERY CLOTH

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON’ BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, ete.

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERF

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED
Woellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E.

“Satisfaction Suits”’
for Gentlemen.

Made te Measure

You can ensure satisfaction in Qual-
ity of Fabric, in Styvle and Cut of
Garment, and in Workmanship
the important essentials, if you en
trust vour order to EGERTON
A BURNETT, Ltd., the firm with a
world-wide reputation for high-
class fabrics of sterling value and
reliability,
NOTE THIS VOLUNTARY
EVIDENCE OF OUR
ABILITY.
A. 1. Esq., wrote from Durham, 8. Africa
“Many thanks for Sult received: as
usual, it Aits splendidly and gives every
satisfaction

WRITE FOR PATTERNS

of B B's worldfamous ‘' Royal " Navy
Serges (the permanent colour ﬂum"'n
fashionable Twoods, Worstods, Cashimeres
Saxonys, Flannels, Trouserings, Breeches
Cloths, Overcoatings, Tm!»hul Buitings,
Cottons, eto., sentpost paid on request,
with Price Lists and Measure Forms

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

MADE IN CANADA

Account Books

Complete stock of every kind.
Special patterns made to order.

Loose Leaf Ledgers
Binders and Specialties

Memorandum
and Price Books

Brown Bros., Ltd.

Simcoe and Pearl Streets, TORONTO

SULPHOLINE

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

AT R

The slightest Rash, faintest Spot, irrit-
able Pimples, disfiguring Blotches, ob-
stinate Eczema disappear by applying
SULPHOLINE which renders the skin

spotless, soft, clear supple, comfortable.

FOR 42 YEARS

SULPHOLINE

HAS BEEN THE REMEDY FOR

Eruptions Roughness Acne
Pimples Rashes I Blotches
Redness Eczema | Spots
Psoriasis Scurf Rosea

Quickly removes the effects of Sunscorch.

Sulpholine is prepared by the great Skin Special-
ists, J. PerpEr & Co.. LTn., Bedford Laboratories,
London, S. E., and can be obtained from any
Chemists and Stores throughout the World.

Wholesale, Lyman Bros., Toronto.

) s
I——
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ST. MARGARET'S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO

A Residential and Day School for Girls

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

Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work,

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

Write for Prospectus
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,

President. Principal.

Lower School f der f —entirel . U Sch
RIDLEY = COLLEGE | {fre scholigy oo s fomon sty ome, | Uoger Schoot reome boysfouthe

%_J;ivernlitiel: and ‘!3' busmen.sch - i : ol
e~ wo iversit: olarshi t Matriculation in six out of the past : s
St. Catharines, Ont | 1913 and four in 1914, " YREV] O MILLER, MAw D CL,s Prineres in

SUCCESSES 1913
include :-—
2Entrances R, M.C.
4th and 6th places

M O NITREAL McGill Science

Matriculation.

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

R

ST*ALBANS A BOARDING SCHOOL
FOR BOYS
G emumssusnss || ] MAIL COURSES
M.A., Trin. College, Cambridge.
Housemaster — J. J. Stephens, A untin Bankin &
M. A., Dublin University. 'It:ati‘:‘czo, sttegagraphy,"sl::::t
Visitor— The Lord Bishop of Story Writin Journalism, and
Ontario. Iyi h £, i d ’
Separate houses for Senior and E"‘E S are given under the
Junior Boys. The School grounds best result producing condi-
cover twenty-four acres. tions by The Shaw Lorrespond-
BROCKVILLE; Recent R.M.C. R 3 b i ence School, Toronto. Free
, 6th, Tth, N ;
1914, 3rd, 6th, 7th, 8th places. R.N.C,, 1915, 1st place. E?lol:‘::“:?'ea"“oyn‘:‘:::‘.:stdex:ﬁ:
FOR PROSPECTUS, ETC.., APPLY TO THE to 395-7 Yonge Street, Toronto.
HEADMASTER H
SO
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lege Hleights & orontfo

FORTY-NINTH YEAR A Church Residential and Day School For Girls
New Buildings—Beautiful healthy situation with 7 acres of playing fields
Junior School to Matriculation Course
Household Science, Music, Painting
President, The Rmhl Revd. Thel ord Bnhopd Toronto. Principal, Miss Walsh M.A.

Viee-Principal, Miss Nation, M. A, (Trinity College) (Dublin)
Head Mistress, Junior School, Miss A, M. V Rouﬂﬂ (Higher Certificate National
Froebel Union), late of Cheltenham Ladies College. For Calendar apply to the Bursar.

DRAWING FOR MONEY

Are you fond of Drawing ? For
ness means talent lurn your
/J talent into mones«earning channels

by learning how toJustrate

A few months of your spare time
will fit you for this profitable work

A Christian college-home,
healthful situation.

OQur courses were prepared by 6 of
the alist Artists on the continent

We have sucoussiul grdusts x everywhery
One of our recent graduates in Fashion Drawing
was placed in an excellent position a a good
salary

We can do the same for yvor—f1l in name and address
out out this Ad. and mail today

For prospectus and terms, write the Principal

R. I. WARNER. MHA., D-D., Name
St. Thom.s, On aro

Address

SHAW CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL

| 393 YONGE ST., TORONTO.

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ONT. ARESK[;S:’I‘GI&LLSCHOOL

Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto
Preparation for the University and tor the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Young children also received.
Fine lacatio 1y, Outdoor games and physical training.
Ihe Musical Department (Piano, Cheory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, wh for
twelve years taug ht in the School with marked success.
Voice culture will be in charge ufcw qualified mistress.

OLLEGE RE-OPENS SEPTEMBER 14th.
For terms and o irticulars. aoply to the SISTER IN CHARGE. or to THE SISTERS OF S{. JOHN THE DIVINE, Majer St., TORONTO

Ihe Margarct Eaton S¢ hool of Litcrature and Erprcssion

North S reet, l'oronto. - Mrs. George Nasmith, Principal

English Literature, and French, Physical Culture. Voice Culture, Interpretation, Oratory and

Public Speaking, and Dramatic Art.
Send for Cale«dar

ASHBURY COLLEGE Rockcliff Park, Ottawa

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

.\‘Iod.-rn Fireproof Ruil:ling. Pure Water Supply. Small Classes. Gymnasium.
Chapel. R. M. C. Eutrance 1914, all candidates passed, one first place.

For Calenlur applv: —Rev. Geo P Woollcombe, M. A. (Oxon.) Headmaster

Ottawa Ladies College NEW BUILDING. ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF

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

residence in the Capital. For Calendar Apply to— Rev. J. W. H. Milne, B A. D. D., Presi
Jas. W. Robertson L L. D., C. M.G., Chairman of Board «» President.
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A Residential and Day School for Girls

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

Preparation for the University and for Examinations
in Music. Art and Domestic Science Departments.
Thoroughly efficient staff. Large playgrounds. Out-
door games—Tennis, Basket-ball. Rink. Healthful
locality.
PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS.
Autumn Term will begin September 14th.
For Prgspectus apply to the Principal.

Glen Adawr |

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
Residential and Day School for Girls

{ Principal-MISS J. J. STUART
(Successor to Miss Veals)

Classical Tripos, Cambridge University, England
Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly situated
Higﬁly qualified staff of Canadian and European
teachers. The curriculum shows close touch
with modern thought and education. Prepara-
tion for matriculation examinations, Special
attention_given to individual needs. OQutdoor
Games. \__

New Prospectus from Miss Stuarr,

SCHOOL RE-OPENS SEPTEMBER 14th.

Loyola College | TAMMERING

MONTREAL CANADA | or stuttering overcome positively. Our natural methods
| permanently restore natural speech. Graduate pupils
An English College under the [ I Svervwhiare. Wiite for fres avice and Btarature:

THE ARNOTT IN
BERLIN, C

direction of the Jesuit Fathers. STITUTE

Classical Course leading to the degree of B. A.

|
g;ab.égnryfi(){g?anyde;:. for Day Scho'ars, and ’ C U R LY H AI R

Classes will be resumcd September 7th in the ‘ WAVCURL ” imparts Beautiful PERMANENT

New College. Beautiful fireproof buildings—Splen- CURLS. One packet sufficient, however listless your hair,
did Equipment—Spacious playing fields One testimonial says: ‘‘My hair_soon became a mass of
quip pacious playing o wavy curls. Results certain. Price 2s.9d. Special re-

| ductions for few weeks. Send 18.6d only for large size—

well House.
Fulwood Place, Holborn, LONDON, W.C., Englang

St. Audrewr’s College

BOY
@oronto UPPER Alﬁgliowznsscuoou Canadg

Careful oversight. ‘Thorough instruction. Large playing
fields. Excellent situation.

REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., LL.D.

Calendar sent on application. Headmaster

ONTARIO LADIES’ COLLEGE |

AND CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC AND ART, WHITBY, ONTARIO

Send your daughter.here in order that she may take up the duties of life well equipped intellectually, physically, spiritually

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE. ' 2s. 9d. packet. THE NEW WAVCURL CO., 67 Crom

’?‘ILde ?g;?e:!gye is situated in 100 acres of grounds, in one of Canada's most hea]thful towns. only 30 miles from Toronto. Every
physical advantage is offered, notably by a large gymnasium and excellent swimming pool. o

College reopens September 12th. For Calendar, write to REV. F. L. FAREWELL, B.A., Principal

—

v
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HOME
STUDY

Arts Courses only

DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL SERVICE.

ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA.

SUMMER
Cadets into this College are held at the exam-

ination centres of the Civil Service Commis- s C H o o L
sion in May each year, successful candidates joining 'u'y and A

the College on or about the 1st August following the
examination.

-A-‘.yplicaliom for entry are received uE to the 15th -
April by the Secretary, Civil Service Commission, N S
Ottawa, from whom blank entry forms can be

ANNUAL examinations for entry of Naval

obtained.
Candidates for examination must have passed their l , N[ ‘} ERSI I Y
fourteenth bir‘t‘htl’ny.Jnrlldfnot reachc;‘d their sixteenth
birthday, on the 1st July following the examination. KI
Fi:rtll;:r:e(ails cé“;ﬁb(e; obrt)aincd n:{applicali?n lt‘c:: NGSTON' ONTARIO
o) sbarats, C.M.G., Deputy Minister of the
Naval Service, Department of the Naval Service, ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE

Ottawa.

G.J. DESBARATS, SCHOOL OF MINING

Deputy Minister of the Naval Service.

Department of the N];ival9 Service, MINING
BINEANS, Juiwe 19,0110 CHEMICAL MECHANICAL
CIVIL ELECTRICAL
Unauthorized publication of this advertisement | ENGINEERING

will not be paid for.
GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar.

HERE are few national institutions
T Royal Military College of Cansda. orb«'m‘:l.tlr:tla“:dﬁ: interest to the country than the

accomplishing are not sufficiently understood b this, its object and work it is
The College is a Government institution, deai:nyed‘h;ﬂ‘x’ne::ﬁ;l &‘:-bl;l;;
{nstruction in all branches of military science to cadets and officers purpose of giving

In fact it corresponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst. of the Canadian Militia.

The Commandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial

Army, lent for the purpose, and there i{s in addition a
eivil subjects which form such a complete staff of professors for the
is also provided. n important part of the College course. Medical attendance

Whilst the College is organized on a strictl Cad
tical and scientific training in subjects essenua{ t'('a“y t:;?fng’fzf?:h:pr duce‘tao;eceive gy
The course includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Endneerl. S
Physics, St;fgig:ryi lF;rench“and English, ; - e
e scipline maintained at the College is
the course, and, in addition, the constant practlce‘ot xyor::&fuged?ﬁl.ug '33?5' e
of ggmkgg:iogr;sllx;e:"h%:lth l:md efxcﬁllent physical condition. ol poment
anches {
oﬂeﬁd aax;n{mlly. : 0 es of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force are
e diploma of graduation is considered by the aut
for Dominion Land Surveyor to be equivalent to a unl‘:rrr:“t;ese;:::u::‘; i tl:; e,!‘{mimuon
of the Law Society of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A dy o
%}:: lt%l;ﬁhcg;ttgg %%l;!‘se is three years, in three terms of 9% months :a‘.cr:&
B 1o anoet ek course, including board., uniform, instructional material, and all

The annual competitive examination f
each year lat the headquarters of the sev:!raladmnl'l’lsgl?;' (;lostlr,l‘gtsc RS DT 14 May of
Fox}; ofuul‘; g:rgi\éga? regarding this examination and for any other information, appli
oo 0 the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa. Ont 8o Sote.
mandant. Roval Military College. Kingston. Ont. - TR e Yo
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Sixty miles north of Toronto. Exceptional advantages. lle:\lthics_l district and purest air andl
PP ’ water in Canada. l"hqruufhly modern education. Pupils prepa for the Universities. Npecial
®lanth attention to Conversational French. Music, Singing, Art, and Phys

ical Culture. Good substitute t..¢

Continental school. Interesting course for older pupils, consisting of advanced lessons in the
History of Art, Modern and Ancient History, Modern French and English Literature and Current
LADIES COLLEBGE Events.

BARRIE, ONTARIO Four acres .of grounds with magnigcent lake view. One of the most beautitul sites in Canada.

Every facility tor all summer and winter sports. The number of pupils is strictly limitect
ivate & & R MISS C. M. ELGOOD, G.H.L., First Class Diploma, Cambridge, Eng.
Private: Residential School MISS E. T. INGRAM, Diploma in Geography, Oxford, Eng.
for Girls. MDLLE. R. S. SHOPOFF, Graduate of Moutmirial, Switzerland.

FOR PARTICULARS apPLY TO THE PRINCIPALS, OVENDEN, BARRIE.

'Q'acstminster College
Toronto
|8 Reswential & Ray School for Girls

Situated opposite Queen's Park, Bloor St. W.

Every educational facility provided  Pupils prepared for
Honor Matriculation.

Music, Art and Physical Education.
The School, by an unfailing emphasis upon the moral as well as the
intellectual, aims at the development of a true womanhood.

SCHOOL RE-OTENS TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 12th, 1916

For CALENDAR APPLY—
| JOHN A. PATERSON, K.C. MRS. A. R GREGORY
Thesident. Principal.

AVERGAL LADIES COLLEGE

PRINCIPAL MISS KNOX
MAIN SCHOOL, 354 Jarvis Street

Honour Matriculation, Havergal Diploma

COVERLEY HOUSE, 370 Jarvis Street

Domestic Science School and Gymnastic Teachers’
Training Course

HAVERGAL-ON-THE-HILL, 51 St. Clair Ave. W.
Junior Boarding and Day School

PREPARATORY SCHOOL
AND KINDERGARTEN, 278 Bloor Street W.
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PORT HOPE, ONT.
For fifty yars the leading
Church Bowding Sohool
for buys in Cavada

l“
- CHAPEL

For prospectus apply to the Headmaster, REV. F. GRAHAM ORCHARD, M. A, CAME. Next term compiences Sept. 15th

Moulton Colle
For'Gi

An Academic Department of McMaster University, Matricu-
lation and English Courses. Senior and Junior Schools. Finely i
cquipped music and art d?pflr(m(‘nt&. Exceptional op{x\rluni(i(‘s, with
a delightful home life. Fees moderate. Reopen September 20th.
Write for Calendar.

MISS H. S. ELLIS, B.A, D Paed.,

Principal
34, BLOOR ST. E. -

- TORONTO

Woodstock Colle
For Bo

Teaches manly individuality in boys and young men. Prepa
commercial and professional life,

Reopens Sept. 12th. Special course for Farmers' sons
Nov. to March. Write for 59th Annual Calendar.
2 A. T. MACNEIL, B.A., Principal
Woodstock, Ont.

nm anc Intellectual, physical and manual
training facilities unexcelled. Large campus, beautitul high loc

res for

ation.

THE

lNDEPENDENT ORDER OF FORESTERS

Furnishes
a Complete
System of
Insurance

FRED J. DARCH, S.S. E. G. STEVENSON, S.C.R.

Policies issued by the Society are for the protect-
ion of your Family and cannot be bought, sold or
pledged.

Benefits are payable to the Beneficiary in case or
death, or to the member in case of his total disability,
or to the member on attaining seventy years of age.

Policies issued from $500 to $5000

For further intormation and literature apply to

Total
Benefits
Paid
42 Million
Dollars

TEMPLE BUILDING, TORONTO
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Opportunities

To the man with a little available
capital there are constantly being
presented opportunities for profitable
investment, for increasing, and some-

How

many such opportunities there have

times multiplying that capital.
been since this Corporation was
established more than Sixty Years
Ago? How many there have been
in the experience of every man,

And in this “ Cana-

da's century” there will be many

young or old!

more opportunities than there have
been in the past. Are you prepared
If not,

The saving of the

to avail yourself of them?
prepare yourself.
small sums is the creation of capi-
tal. We receive the small deposits
as readily as the large ones, and
allow compound interest on every
every dollar at three and one-half
per cent. One Dollar opens an

account. Begin to-day.

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

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

TORONTO STREET, TORONTO

ESTABLISHED 1855
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The “Mutual”
Idea

N what way does a
Mutual Life In-
surance Company

vy such as The

BABRS 1utual of Canada

differ from others ?

It differs from them in havin
no private czpital upon whic
shareholders are paid dividends.

A mutual company is an as-
sociation of policyholders carry-
ing on the business of oldline,
legal reserve insurance at the
lowest cost consistent with ab-
solute security.

The profits from all sources
arecredited solely tothe policy-
holders, and may be drawn in
cash or used to reduce future
premiums, so that the insur-
ance may be said to be sold
““at cost.”

There is only one such Com-
pany incorporated in Canada—

The Mutual Life

of Canada
WATERLOO, ONTARIO
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© WHEN YOUR ARE FIFTY

it will be more comfortable to spend

July and August up north ‘where the

summer breezes blow' than endure
the heat in town.

AN
EXCELSIOR
ENDOWMENT
_ WILL PROVIDE
COMFORT
AND EASE

IN OLD AGE.

N

To-day only is
yours to insure,

EXCELSIOR
msurance L | F E company

Head 0ffice—EXCELSIOR LIFE BLDG., TORONTQ

£
B
- |
g
g
g
2
:
g
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N. B.—Write Dept. L for special circular,
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BOND
OFFERINGS

Lists of bonds which we offer sent on
application.  Every Security poss-
esses the qualities essential in a sound
investment, combining SAFETY OF
PRINCIPAL AND INTEREST
with THE MOST FAVORABLE
INTEREST RETURN.

who loves her favorite sports and
takes interest in her social dutles P
must protect her complexion. Con«

Government — Municipal stant exposure means a ruined skin, ‘
Corporation and Proven Gouraud’s
Industrial Bonds. O - C
S riental Cream
Yield 47 to 67 affords the complexion perfect pro-
tection under the most trying cone
We shall be pleased to aid you in the e I e
selection of a desirable investment. N T e
Send 100, for trial size 1 ’

-4

Do“mlon SE(URITIE 344 wf.': 59 i‘Iﬁ gganﬁto‘nﬁg%uo.

CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO . MONTREAL . LONDON.ENG

Policies as “ Good as Gold”—Profit Scale Increased

PROBABLY no class of financial institutions is doing more for the people of Canada during this wa'

period than the Canadian Life | e Companies. Restrictions in all old policies as to service in

time of war have been waived, and many thousands of dollars have been paid in claims on the Soldiers
Lives through this voluntary act on the part of the Companies.

Notwithstanding this liberality, the financial position of the—

LONDON LIFE
INSURANCE COMPANY
HEAD OFFICE : : LONDON, CANADA

has attained such strength, and the Profit Eamings have been so favorable, that an INCREASED SCALE
OF PROFITS was authorized for 1916. The Company's record was already unique in that Profits
Exceeded Estimates by One-Third. The New Scale will greatly increase the already remarkably

favorable record.

R

Your Life Insurance Investments are absolutely safe with such a Company

. : Inquire for our “ Endowment at Life Rate”
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| ANY
| POLICYHOLDER

| of The Great-West Life what

| Ask
|

he thinks of his policy.

R o™

i |
k »u‘(n‘“'“‘l“ o Over 59,000 well-satisf
e L ver . JY, well-satisfied

poged 1111010 R Policyholders endorse The

‘ i Great-West Life.

[ 1 Over $119,000,000 of Insur-

ance is now held in force.

o e TR . :
u..m'; Fuzd and sohl \ | This must mean VALUE.

Undivided Profits - 7,250,984 ‘

206 Branches in Canada.
Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.

THE GREAT-WEST LIFE

Savings Department at all Branches. ‘ ASSURANCE CO.
Deposits received of $1.00 and upward. and i s ‘ . . .
e e i ok i S Head Office - Winnipeg.

General Banking Business. |

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

incorporated 1865

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 13,236,000
capital Paid Up - 11,750,000 Total Assets - 214,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL
DIREC FORS:
SIR HERBERTS. HOLT, Prosident E.L.PEASE, Viv-President . E. . B. JOHNS TON. K.C,. ¢nd Vice- President

Hon. David Mackeen G. R. Crowe James Redmond A.J. Brown, K. C. D. K. Elliott
Hon. W. H. Thorne Hugh Paton T. J. Drummond Wm. Robertson C. S. Wilcox
W. J. Sheppard A. E. Dyment C. E, Neill

Executive Officers.
E. L. Pease, Managing Director C. E. Neill, General Manager
W. B. Torrance, Superintendent of Branches F. J. Sherman, Assistant General Manager

325-8BRANCHES THROYUCHOUT CANADA—3256
Also Branches in Cuba, Porto Rico, D >miaican Reoublic, Costa Rica, Antigua, Barbados, Dominica,
Greaada, Jamatca St. Kitts, Triadad 1ad 3vime (slands, British Guiana and British Honduras

. 0¥DON, ENC., Bank Bldgs., Princes St.. E.C. NEW YORK, Corner William and Cedar Sts.
# ———————

SAVINCS DEPARTMENT BAANCHES
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Incorporated

1855

THE
BANK or TORONTO

HEAD OFFICE - TORONTO, CANADA

Capital Paid-up . . . . $5,000,000
Reserved Funds . . . . $6,439,382

Savmgs Department—Deposits for small and large amounts
may be made at any time. Interest is paid
on balances. Joint-Accounts opened when
required.

Current Accounts opened for business people on favourable
terms. Credits granted to responsible people:

Money Orders and Drafts issued for remittances to points in
Canada, United States or Great Britain.

General Banking business conducted and complete facilities

maintained for the needs of every description
of banking accounts.

DIRECTORS
W. G. Gooderham, President Joseph Henderson, Vice-President
William Stone, John Macdonald, Lt.-Col. A. E. Gooderham
Brig.-Gen. F. S. Meighen, J. L. Englehart, William I. Gear
Paul J. Myler

THOS. F. HOW, GENERAL MANAGER.
John R. Lamb, Supt. of Branches. T. A. Bird, Chief Inspector.
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North American Life

“*SOLID AS THE CONTINENT

PROGRESSIVE.

New Business issued during the year

1915 exceeded that of the previous year
Norih 4 by One and a Quarter Millions. Total

American Life

Business in Force at December 31st,

1915, amounted to over $56,200,000

PROSPEROUS.

Net Surplus held on Policyholders

account increased during the year by
$385,927, and now amounts to over $2,500,000, while Assets amount to over
$15,716,000. 94Itis a Policyholders Company. A ““Solid as the Continent" Policy

is a safe and profitable one to hold.
North American Life Assurance Company Tolomoe

L. GoLpmaN, 1st Vice-President and Managing-Director

Solid
Continent

EpwaArD GURNEY, President.

CAPITAL AUTHORIZED.. $5,000,000
CAPITAL PAID UP $3,000,000
SURPLUS '« vuiliis v $3,475,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
BRANCHES







From the painting by Bertha Des Clayes,

THE NORTHWEST ARM

Haligonians justly are proud of the North-
west Arm, a stretch of séa that embraces the
best residential section of Halifax and pro-
vides numerous opportunities for safe boat-
ing and bathing. It is a great sight on
Regatta Day, or for that matter, on any Sat-
urday afternoon in summer, to see the Arm,
with its myriads of devotees, sparkling in
the sun. Melville Tsland, close by, displays
an old military prison, and here and there
among the trees ome catches glimpses of
brightly-painted bungalows and. summer
homes. At times the water is so calm and clear
that one can look over the sides of a small
boat and see starfish lying on the bottom and
watch other curious inhabitants of the sea.
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QUEER THINGS
c%y LT T @reg‘é[ /

CANNOT even pose as an author-
ity on queerness. In the dic-
tionary it is described as odd,
whimsieal, and of course what seems
queer in that sense, at first sight, be-
comes commonplace with familiarity.
Twenty-eight years ago I went on
a winter Cruise in the North Sea as
surgeon to the fishing fleets. I arriv-
ed at Great Yarmouth and drove to
where my ship was said to be situ-
ated. It was dark, and snow was on

the ground. I deseended, at the cab-

man’s invitation, but saw no sign of
any ship.

“Where’s the vessel ¥’ T demanded.

“Why, there,” he answered, point-
ing out two poles, which, coming as I
did straight from work near the Lon-
don docks, seemed like two flag
poles.

Walking carefully to the edge of
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the bank I peered over the side, and
saw a small sailing-boat the size of a
canal barge. I not only saw “queer”
but felt “queer”. I descended by the
rigging—after which my London
clothes looked queer. A liberal coat-
ing of tar and oil had just been ap-
plied to the little ship, preparing her
for the severe tests she was about to
meet outside the harbour.

It appeared queer to a stray jour-
nalist who visited us during the voy-
age to see a professional person in
sea boots and a sweater, counting the
pulse of a pachydermatous giant in
the darkened bunk of a rolling fish-
ing-smack, with an eight-day clock
held under his disengaged arm. But
no device to replace losses was queer
to a member of the erew of a dogger-
bank fishing-boat in those old days be-
fore “steam came up”.
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It seemed queer to me to see men
get up in the middle of every night in
the foulest weather and depth of
darkness, clothe themselves like
knights of old in shining coats of mail
and march round and round and
round a capstan on the low dock of a
sixty-ton boat, while one hand stood at
the companion ready to shout “jump”
every time a bigger wave than usual
threatened to turn the boat complete-
ly upside down ; and it seemed queerer
still to know that they did it every
night, that sometimes the task took
three or four hours to accomplish, and
that, after all, nothing was gained
by it. It was rather queer, too, to see
them come below and lie down in
their bunks, pipes in their mouths,
and their legs hanging over the side
to let their streaming socks dry
while they slept, before they were at
it again—and yet be as happy under
the eircumstances, yes, and happier,
than I have known men to be in love-
ly homes, with everything that money
could give them. But that, too, be-
came commonplace.

It was an odd sight one night on
deck, as by the dim light of the hur-
ricane lantern, I examined the haul
of fish and other prizes out of our
big net, to see suddenly that we had
picked up a friend who had been lost
overboard from another vessel of our
fleet, two or three days before.

To me it was queer the first time I
sighted the coast of Labrador, and saw
a huge whale jump clear out of the
ocean as easily as does a small trout
in a pool, especially when it appear-
ed that he must fall on to our little
craft, which was no bigger than he.
It was queer to find that he was being
chased by an enemy a hundredth part
of his own size. But now that I have
been whale hunting, the trout is just
as whimsiecal.

In strictly professional work, od-
dities of the balance of mind and
matter have seemed to me the queer-
est. On one ocecasion I was called to
see a great burly fisherman, a married
man, who had done exceedingly well

and had a nice house and outfit. I
found him in bed in the middle of his
living-room. Examination showed
him to be perfectly sound. It was
impossible to persuade him of the fact,
however, and he remained in bed a
year more, convinced that “his time
had come”. After that, for no ap-
parent reason whatever, he suddenly
changed his mind, got up, and went
about his business just as usual. See-
ing that experience among these
world’s workers is usually all the
other way, and most of the men
neglect all warnings of nature, throw-
ing away their chances of recovery
by delaying to seek for help till too
late, this man’s action was queer,

On one occasion, passing the en-
trance of a large bay, the watch no-
ticed a smoke column, telling us that
help was needed. Steaming up the
inlet, we met a boat coming out, with
a man’s clothes suspended from a
wood cross in the bow.

“Simon has been out of his mind
for six weeks,” they informed us,
“and us can do nothing with him.
‘Will you take him to the hospital with
you ?”

“Tll come and see.”

On landing, I was led to an empty
outhouse near the man’s home; and
in there I found the luckless Simon,
spred out, his hands and feet tied
fast to the corners of one of the pie-
ture-frames in which the skins of
large seals are wont to be stretched for
drying. Besides his having tried to
set fire to the house, the mystery of
madness had raised a sort of super-
stitutious fear in the other men’s
minds.

The only way open was to carry
the poor fellow south with us and
put him under proper treatment.
Accordingly, I ordered him to be tak-
en aboard. Shortly after returning
to the ship, I was called on deck by
the horrified mate, who was thorough-

ly frightened, probably for the first

time in his life. For the boat was
along side, and the men, afraid appar-
ently to let the mad man
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loose, had hoisted him over the side
still stretched in the seal frame. That
night, having no one to watech him
specially, we put a feather mattress
on the iron casement of the engine-
room, in the little house allotted to
our oil tanks, and locked him in se-
cuarely. In the morning a huge com-
motion on deck called me hurriedly
aft. Simon was a half-bred Eskimo,
tawny and hairier and uglier than
any man I had ever seen. He had
got loose out of his house when the
engineer had come up for some oil
in the morning wateh. During the
night he had torn off and torn up
every rag of his clothing and stuffed
it down the ventilation pipe, so that
he could not recover it. He had torn
up the feather mattress, and, having
apparently liberally oiled himself,
had rolled in the feathers, and was
now sitting on a cask by the rail,
singing a hymn from a large red
hymn book—the only piece of per-
sonal property still remaining to him.
The eapture and re-committal of
Simon was a very queer sight. Like-
wise were the crew after the event,

After a year in the south, our
friend ecame back, elad in all the san-
ity of which he had ever been cap-
able. Having raised a collection and
fitted him out, we gave him a passage
back to his old home.

Next winter my colleague taking
care of the northern Labrador Coast
was on his lonely round when he turn-
ed his dogs up a long, narrow Bay,
to make, at our request, an examina-
tion of a schooner that had gone
ashore there in the fall of the year,
and about the fate of which suspi-
cion had been roused. It was thought
that she had been purposely cast away
so as to get the insurance for her.

That section of the coast was ab-
solutely uninhabited. We had heard
that Simon had been getting on well,
and through his first season had fish-
ed and hunted just as before. But
this fall he had made a failure, and
caught next to nothing, so that he
could not buy a winter “diet”. What
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he had caught he had taken aboard
a trading-vessel and exchanged for a
second-hand gramophone and some
records. Later he had disappeared,
going north with the gramophone,
an ancient, single-barrelled, muzzle-
loading gun, one old sea-gull which
he had shot before the bay froze up
—and nothing more.

As my colleague approached the
end of the Inlet, he saw the wreck
lying on her side, high up on an ice
barrier, having been heaved up by the
heavy ice which rafted and froze in
miniature mountains, growing with
every rise and fall of the tide. Sud-
denly, he admitted afterwards, a
creepy feeling went down his spine,
for he seemed to see in this forsaken
end of nowhere a tiny column of
smoke ascending from the vessel’s
side. There was no sign of a human
being anywhere, and had he been
alone without a driver, he says, he
thinks he would have left that examin-
ation for someone else to pursue. On
getting quite close to the hull, he was
still further surprised to hear the
sounds of martial music reverberat- -
ing from the old ship. Stopping his
dogs, he approached cautiously, and
before climbing the side he shouted
loudly to call the attention of any
possible earthly inmate. Meeting no
response, he threw a large ice chunk
up over the rail. It rolled down
the slanting deck with an uncanny
noise, redoubled by the hollow hull
and the absolute silence of the bay.

Then suddenly, from a hole in the
boat’s side, popped up the ugliest, un-
shaven, tawny head that the doctor
had ever seen. It was, of course,
Simon, who had converted the wreck
into his home, had installed himself
and his gramophone in it, and, like a
second Alexander Selkirk, was imitat-
ing Robinson Crusoe, only under
somewhat different circumstances.

Next summer, when I came along in
my hospital boat, Simon was still
there, but he was not alone, for he
wgfs now the proud possessor of a
wife.
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No. 3—=WOUNDED

that’s agoin’,” said Corporal

Flaherty. “There’s Murney,
and he has been at home two times
since he came out here. Three months
ago he was allowed to go home and
see his wife and to welcome a mnew
Murney into the wurl. Then in the
Loos, too, he got a bit of shrapnel in
his heel and now he’s home again. I
don’t seem to be able to get home at
all. T wish I had got Murney’s shrap-
nel in my heel P’m sick of
the trenches; I wish the war was
over.”

“What were you talking to the Cap-
tain about yesterday?”’ asked Rifle-
man Barty, and he winked know-
ingly.

“What the devil is it to you?” in
quired Flaherty.

“It’s nothin’ at all to me,” said
Barty. “I would just like to know.”

“Well, you’ll not know,” said the
Corporal.

“Then maybe I’ll be allowed to
make a guess,” said Barty. “You'll
not mind me guessin’, will yer i

“Hold yer ugly jaw!” said Fla-
herty, endeavouring to smile, but I
could see an uneasy look in the man’s
eyes. “Ye're always blatherin’.”

«“Am 197 asked Barty, and turned

to us.
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“SOMD min have all the luck

“Corp ril Flaherty,” he said, “is
goin’ home on leave to see his old
woman and welcome a new Flaherty
into the world, Just like Murney did
three months ago.”

Flaherty went red in the face, then
white. He fixed a killing look on
Barty and yelled at him: “Up you get
on the firestep and ‘keep on sentry
till T tell you ye’re free. That’ll be
a damned long time, me boy !”’

“You’re a gay old dog, Flaherty 2
said Barty, making no haste to obey
the order. “One wouldn’t think that
there was so much in you; isn’t that
so, my boys? Papa Flaherty wants
to get home !” :

Barty winked again and glanced at
the men who surrounded him. There
were nine of us altogether, sardined
in the bay of a trench that ran across
the fields between Lioos and Hulloch,
Nine! Flaherty, whom I knew very
well, a Dublin man, with a wife in
London Barty, a Cockney of Trish de-
scent ; the “cherub,” a stout youth
with a fresh eomplexmn soft red
lips and tender blue eyes; a sergeant,
a very good fellow, and kind to hig
men . . . The others I knew only
slightly. One of them a boy of nine-
teen or twenty had just come out
from England; this was his second
day in the trenches.




FROM THE TRENCHES

The Germans were shelling per-
sistently all the morning, but missing
the trench every time. They were
sending big stuff across, monster 9.2
shells which could not keep pace with
their own sound ; we could hear them
panting in from the unknown—three
seconds before they had crossed our
trench to burst in Bois Hugo, the
wood at the rear of our line. Big
shells can be seen in air and look to
us like beer bottles whirling in space;
some of the men vowed they got
thirsty when they saw them. Lighter
shells travel more quickly: we only
become aware of these when they
burst; the boys declare that these
messengers of destruction have either
got rubber heels or stockinged soles.

“] wish they would stop this shel-
ling,” said the Cherub in a low, pa-
tient voice. He was a good boy, he
loved everything noble, and he had a
generous sympathy for all his mates.
Yes, and even for the men across the
way who were enduring the same
hardships as himself in an alien
trench.

“You know, I get tired of these
trenches sometimes,” he said diffi-
dently. “I wish the war was over and
done with.”

I went round the traverse into an-
other bay less crowded, sat down on
the fire-step, and began to write a
letter.

I had barely written two words
when a shell in stockinged soles burst
with a vicious snarl, then another
came plonk! A shower of
splinters came whizzing through the
air. Round the corner appeared a
man walking hurriedly, unable to run
because of a wound in the leg; an-
other followed with a lacerated cheek,
a third came along crawling on hands
and knees and sat down opposite on
the floor of the trench.

How lucky to have left the bay
was my first thought, then I got to
my feet and looked to the man op-
posite. It was Barty. “Where did
you get hit?” I asked.

“There !” he answered, and pointed
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to his boot which was torn at the toe-
cap. “I was just going to look over
the top when the shell hit, and a piece
has gone right through my foot near
the big toe. I could hear it break-
ing through ; it was like a dog crunch-
ing a bone. Gawd! it doesn’t ’arf
give me gyp!”

I took the man’s boot off, and saw
that the splinter of shell had gone
right through, tearing tendons and
breaking bones. 1 dressed the wound.

“There are others round there,” an
officer, coming up, said to me.

I went back to the bay which I had
just left to write my letter. The bay
was littered with sandbags and earth,
the parapet had been blown in. In
the wreckage .I saw Flaherty,
dead; the Cherub, dead; and
five others were disfigured, bleeding
and lifeless. Two shells had burst on
the parapet, blown the structure in,
and killed seven men. Many others
had been wounded; those with slight
injuries hobbled away, glad to get
free from the place; boys who were
badly hurt lay in the clay and chalk,
bleeding and moaning.  Several
stretcher-bearers had arrived, and
were at work dressing the wounds.
High velocity shells were bursting
in the open field in front, and shells
of a higher calibre were hurling
bushes and branches sky high from
Bois Hugo.

1 placed Barty on my back, and
carried him down the narrow trench.
Progress was difficult, and in places
where the trench had been three parts
filled with earth from bursting shells
I had to erawl on all fours with a
wounded man on my back. I had to
move carefully round sharp angles on
the way; but, despite all precautions,
the wounded foot hit against the wall
several times. When this happened
the soldier uttered a yell, then fol-
lowed it up withh a meek apology.
“I’m sorry, old man; it did ’urt aw-
ful!”

Several times we sat down on the
fire-step and rested. Once when we
sat, the Brigadier-General came along
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and stopped in front of the wounded
man.

“How do you feel?”
Brigadier.

“Not so bad,” said the youth, and a
wan smile flitted across his face. “It’ll
get me ’ome to England, I think.”

“Of course it will,” said the offi-

asked the

cer. “You’ll be back in blighty in a
day or two. Have you had any mor-
phia ?”

“NO.”

“Well, take two of these tablets,”
said the Brigadier, taking a little box
from his pocket, and emptying a cou-
ple of morphia pills in his hand. “Just
put them under your tongue and al-
low them to dissolve Good
luck to you, my boy!” ‘

The Brigadier walked away ; Barty
placed the two tablets under his
tongue.

“Now spit them out again,” I said
to Barty.

“Why ?” he asked.

“I’ve got to carry you down,” I ex-
plained. “I use one arm to steady
myself and the other to keep your
wounded leg from touching the wall
of the trench. You've got to grip
my shoulders. Morphia will cause
you to lose consciousness, and when
that happens I can’t carry you any
farther through this alley. You’ll
have to lie here till it’s dark, when
you can be taken across the open.”

Barty spat out the morphia tablets
and crawled up on my back again.
Two stretcher-bearers followed me,
carrying a wounded man on a blanket,
a most harrowing business. The
wounded man was bumping against
the floor of the trench all the time,
the stretcher bearer in front had to
walk backwards, and the one at the
rear was constantly tripping on the
folds of the blanket. A mile of trench
had to be traversed before the dress-

ing-station was reached, and it took
R e
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the party two hours to cover that dis-
tance. An idea of this method of
bringing wounded away from the fir-
ing-line may be gathered if you place
a man in a blanket and, aided by a
friend, earry him across the floor of
your drawing-room. Then, consider
the drawing-room to be a trench, so
narrow in many places that the man
has to be turned on his side to get him
through, and in other places so shaky
that the slightest touch may cause
parados and parapet to fall in on top
of you.

For myself, I seldom, except when
a peculiar injury necessitates it, use
a blanket. I prefer to place the
wounded person prone on my back,
get a comrade stretcher-hearer to
hold his legs, and thus crawl out of
the trench with my burden. This,
though trying on the knees, is not
such a very difficult feat.

“How do you feel now, Barty?” I
asked my comrade, as we reached the
door of the dressing-station.

“Oh, not so bad, you know,” he
answered. “Will the M.O. give me
some morphy when we get in?”

“No doubt,” I said.

I carried him in and placed him on
a stretcher on the floor. At the mo-
ment the doector was busy with an-
other case.

“Chummy,” said Barty, as I was
moving away.

“Yes,” 1 said, coming back:

“Tt’s like this, Pat,” said the wound-
ed boy. “I owe Corporal Darvy a
arf-crown, Tubby Sinter two bob, and
Jimmy James fouripackets of fags—
Woodbines. Will you tell them when
you go back that I’ll send out the
money and fags when I go back to
blighty 2

“All right,” I replied.
them know.”

“And the morphy, too,” he whis-
perede. o o

“T'll let
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AFTER THE WAR WHAT?
By .S Hood

‘ x rHAT we should do after the
war is a matter so easy and
simple that voluble decisions
have already been rendered on
every hand. What we will do
is a question filled with in-
viting difficulties. It is safe to ven-
ture on the uncertain field with the
broad Apocalyptic paraphrase that
he that is unjust will be unjust still,
and he that is filthy will be filthy still,
and he that is righteous will be right-
eous still, and he that is holy will be
holy still. This may be questioned by
those who look for cataclasmie chang-
es in individual natures through viol-
ent social, military or religious up-
heavals, but as a rule racial heritage
is entailed.

Anxiety as to means of restoring
the material loss can be relieved by
the assurance that the waste of war is
but little greater than the waste of
peace. Destruction in one quarter
must be offset by proportionate econ-
omy in another. The world can
never indulge in or become addicted
to unusnally great waste, because the
world always lives “from hand to
mouth”. It never has anything im-
portant to waste. Great fortunes are
delusions, so far as they consist of
title deeds, franchises, special privi-
leges, advantages and the bonded
debts of the many to the few. These
could all be cancelled at any time
without leaving the world any poorer.
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The problem of restoring waste need
cause no uneasiness in a world of per-
petually narrow margins.

The real wealth in existence is
estimated, on an average, at about
four years’ production. In shelter or
housing we are more than four years
ahead, but in food and clothing we
are much less, in fact only a few
months away from want. In the im-
plements of trade, manufacture and
transportation we have about four
years’ supply. Accuracy in this esti-
mate is, of course, impossible, but the
duration of every form of wealth can
be approximated. If the war lasts
four years the world’s average wealth
will be reproduced during its continu-
ance. All the houses will not be re-
built, but the food and clothing will
be reproduced several times. Fear
for the destruction of vast stores of
wealth is evidently groundless, and
there is no cause for alarm over daily
waste.

Comparisons with the waste of
peace are reassuring. The reported
enlistment of six men-servants from
an aristocratic household may serve
as an illustration. The energy of
their lives would have been wasted
anyway. The waste is not increased
by taking them to the trenches, and
the burden of their maintenance is not
materially altered or shifted. If the
crew of a wealthy man’s yacht enlist
there is no addition to the burden.
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Their lives were being wasted and
the coal they would have shovelled
might have represented as much loss
or destruction as the shells they will
throw at the enemy. For the unem-
ployed, a formidable element at any
time, to enlist does not increase the
waste. The economic pressure that
keeps an element unemployed also
keeps . the majority less noticeably
half-employed. They are capable of
filling positions of greater productive-
ness and proportionate returns. This
great element of idleness, eluding the
most conscientious statistician, is tak-
en up by the removal of a large num-
ber to the ranks, and the filling of
their places by promotions, changes
and the extension of individual ser-
vices. To this extent there is no addi-
tional economic loss. Transferring
old losses and wastes, instead of creat-
ing new ones, is suggested by the cal-
culation of the British Chancellor of
the Exchequer that one duke costs as
much as three dreadnoughts. The
drain of wealth through a great in-
crease in the outlay on dreadnoughts
can be avoided by a proportionate
reduction of the outlay on dukes. This
can be effected by income or land tax-
ation. The products of a large farm
would be required to pay for the cos-
tumes of a social entertainment. If,
in the exigencies of war, these pro-
ducts are used to maintain the sol-
diers, and the private entertainers are
forced to do without the special cos-
tumes, the war is in that regard con-
ducted without any special outlay. It
is apparent that much of the loss
which goes to make up a formidable
array of statistics is really no loss
whatever.

In Canada the people have not un-
dertaken the creation of dukes, but
they have created several millionaires
who are quite as costly and burden-
some. If the production of them is sus-
pended or restricted during the war
the creation of new burdens will be
avoided. War will merely substitute
one kind of waste for another. An
important influence making good the
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great destruction of war is the mul-
titude of economies forced on the pro-
ducing classes. It is almost as import-
ant to cut down the multitudinous
wastes of the producers as the few
gigantic wastes of dukes and million-
aires. An inexpensive method of
housing and feeding the rich would
effect greater material economies
than all the housing and feeding pro-
Jects designed by earnest and wealthy
philanthropists, but economy will be
forced among all classes.

The real losses of war are the mas-
terpieces of architecture and other in-
herited treasures from an age of lof-
tier artistic impulse. But one of the
world’s greatest archmological treas-
ures was recently overwhelmed, in
time of peace and in spite of protests,
to carry out some irrigation projects
in the decrepit East, and the outrages
by western millionaires on the world’s
wsthetic sense outshame the worst
that has been charged, in that respeet,
against the war-mad Germans. Re-
garding war comparatively may soft-
en some lines of its grim visage. The
material and sesthetic losses are not as
much greater during war than during
peace as their spectacular aspect
would suggest.

The human sacrifice from which we
all recoil in horror is the momentous
feature of the problem. Wealth re-
storation is a matter of a few months,
but human restoration will require
twenty years or perhaps a quarter of
a century. This has ereated two op-
posite lines of uneasiness, the fear of
a great scarcity of workmen and the
fear of a great returning force of dis-
charged soldiers unable to find em-
ployment. These fears disturb re-
spectively employers and employees.
Both are relieved by a reminder that
every employee must also be an em-
ployer. The girl who works for pin
money rather than accept parental
generosity makes a demand for the
makers of pins and all other supplies.
She may seem to be displacing some
typist, but in the grand total of inter-
laced industry and commerce she is
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not making nearly so great a dis-
placement. If she and other produc-
tive workers were paid to the full ex-
tent of their service, they would be-
come consumers or indirect employ-
ers to the extent of their usefulness,
and such absurdities as over produc-
tion could not develop. That, how-
ever, pertains rather to the popular
field of what should be done than the
uncertain sphere of prophecy.

As the wastes of peace begin to re-
place the wastes of war, and the
transition will be rapid and almost
sudden, a multitude of hands will be
turned from the arts of destruction
to the arts of production. There will
be a spasmodic movement toward the
land, but the pre-empting speculator,
not being incommoded with farming
machinery and other impedimenta
will reach it first. That will soon
bring the movement to its ordinary
and abnormally diminutive propor-
tions, in spite of such timid and im-
practical remedies as legislators will
venture to attempt. In the perpetual
superabundance of the human ele-
ment in production, the ever-pressing
gearcity of opportunities for produe-
tive work, returned soldiers will have
the preference. Still the average
citizen will be quite as eager as now
to secure a job for his son, his de-
pendent relative or the relative of his
intimate friend. In Governmental af-
fairs the preference for the returned
soldier will be more marked. Yet the
outwardly friendly member who goes
in and pounds his Cabinet Minister’s
desk, vociferates that he spent his own
good money to carry a constituency
which no one else in the party could
carry and threatens that if Tom
doesn’t get the job “there’ll be doin’s”
will be likely to have his way.

Women will find usefulness in a
wider range of occupations. The home
has long emerged from the function
of the mother’s workhouse and the
daughter’s prison, and it will be still
further removed from any such re-
proach. The notion that every woman
worker displaces a man will be gra-
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dually discarded. Under aboriginal
conditions, still surviving with the
large majority of the human race, wo-
man is the worker and man the fight-
er—woman the sustainer and man the
defender. Man has never systemati-
cally saved woman from work when
doing so would entail physical work
on himself. He will employ one wo-
man to work for another, but as one
woman never will work for another
we have the servant problem, which,
as Kipling would say, is another
story. Almost every invention is aim-
ed to restore the primitive condition.
A fortune awaits the man who can
transfer any important line of work
from men to women, so minds are
continually active in that direction.

The tendency will be aided by
women’s newly-revealed capacities. It
will be an injurious change only to
the extent to which work is excessive,
and this may become formidable. It
is not as the worker, the ancient pesi-
tion, but as the excessive worker, the
modern position, that women are sub-
jected to physical deterioration.

Any squaw would abandon the tent
of her lord and master if compelled
to work at the nerve-racking health-
destroying speed of the race with ma-
chinery imposed on civilized women.
The backward tendency will be mark-
ed in other respects. Wages will be
crowded down nearer to the susten-
ance level. The many will emerge
deeply in debt to the few who have
been able to seize the opportunities.
Interest on the bonded debt will be
in consequence a greatly enlarged
burden. The enduring cleavage will
be between those who live by their
own labour and those who live by the
labour of others. The one class will
be too weak to resist governmental en-
croachment or condemn governmental
incompetence, and the other will have
too much at stake to do so.

There will be spasmodic efforts
toward removing the chief cause of
war by making the production of
naval and military equipment gov-
ernmental monopolies in the leading
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nations. National and international
trusts depending on war or the men-
ace of war for their dividends will
be subjected to ecriticism. But re-
formatory efforts in this regard will
not advance to any material extent
beyond the Trades and Labour Coun-
cils, Single Tax associations, Socialist
organizations and Women’s Enfran-
chisement societies. It will be among
the effective reforms that cannot ob-
tain influential support and will not
be adopted. It will be specially ob-
vious, after the war, that futile re-
forms which make a somewhat spec-
tacular appeal will be generously sup-
ported by work, wealth and influence,
while such reforms as would be real-
ly effective and would achieve funda-
mental improvement will, through ne-
glect and antagonism, be impossible
of achievement. After the war the
poor will be found giving largely to
charity, mot charities but -charity.
Sometimes a man or woman of wealth
will undertake the maintenance of a
poor family during a season of sick-
ness or economically enforced idle-
ness, but poor men, in incomparably
larger numbers, will be taking care of
next-door unfortunates. The futile
search for the deserving poor, per-
fectly respectable but absolutely void
of self respect, will be prosecuted with
avidity. Viectims of the system that
produces enforced idleness, with its
ramified baneful consequences, will
be carefully investigated, but there
will be no inquiry regarding its sus-
tainers, defenders or beneficiaries.
Scrupulous care will be taken to pre-
vent charities overlapping, and it will
be regarded as a reflection to live on
the public bounty when it is done on
a small scale.

L
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National taxation will be used to
hamper commerce and foster oppres-
sive monopolies and equally oppres-
sive individual and independant en-
terprises. There will be ineffectual
movements in the opposite direction
to restrict and harass those who levy
the permitted overcharges through
combined or monopolistic manage-
ment. Britain will have a very narrow
escape from a fatal lapse into protee-
tion. Employers will regard their
employees as ungrateful, especially
when the attributed ingratitude takes
the form of objecting to low wages or
long hours. Workmen will regard
employers as natural and hereditary
enemies who subject them to a pro-
cess of slow, systematic deprivation.

In politics the majority will vote
for the party into which they have
been born. Funds for every cam-
paign will be available from bene-
ficiaries of legislative favours and
from the direct recipients of bonuses
and other subventions. Men of wealth
will have no real political indepen-
dence, for every interest that goes to
make up their possessions will tie
them up with many chords. They
will generally be found, in conse-
quence, on the side of the party in
power. The lesser lights in politics
will seek election, even when success
involves sitting in a chamber where
the one thing impossible is the disens-
sion of legislation, and acting in un-
questioning obedience to the dictates
of a leader. Although the thirst for
war will be dormant for a generation
the old world will jog along much as
it is jogging now. ' This is not a pes-
simistic attitude, for it is not a bad
old world considering the obstacles it
puts in its own way.

| Tow—_—
| R——
@




THE CHEECHAS OF SERBLZZ\
TSl Fortier Jores

‘x IHEN the “Blue Order”, so
long expected, came in the
latter part of September,
1915, to us in Bosnia, it meant that
Serbia was stripping her war fron-
tiers of all reserves and most of her
first line troops. It meant that on
the Drina only a skeleton army was
left, while along the long frontiers
of the Save and the Danube perhaps
a hundred thousand men were spread
and all the others (Serbia’s whole
army numbered about three hundred
and fifty thousand) were to be mass-
ed along the Bulgarian border, to
guard the nation’s one hope—the
single line of the Orient Railway from
Saloniki to Belgrade. At about this
time the English Parliament was be-
ing regaled with “the cordial feeling

that always existed between England

the Bulgaria”.

The next morning I watched the
garrison at Vardishte file over the
Shargon Pass to Kremna, the chief
post of the Drina division, while the
fourth line men, the Cheechas, were
sent down to Vishégrad to take the
first line places.

Of all the fresh, unhackneyed things
that Serbia offered so abundantly to
the western visitor, perhaps none is
more indicitive of the nation’s real
spirit, certainly none is more pictur-
esque and appealing, than these
Cheechas of the army. The word
means “uncle”, and in Serbia where
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men age earlier than anywhere else on
earth, it is popularly applied to men
of more than thirty years. But the
Cheechas of the fourth line range
from forty-five to an indefinite limit.
The Serb seems never too old to fight.

They had no uniforms, these pat-
riarchs of the army, and, marching
by, presented a beggar’s array of
tattered homespuns at once ludicrous
and touching. To see their grand-
fathers in dirty rags, unwashed, half
starved, blue with cold, drenched with
rain, many of them suffering from
rheumatism, seurvy, neuralgia, and in
the last days of their nation’s life dy-
ing by hundreds of wounds, cold and
starvation, was one of the things the
Serbs had to bear.

It was the Cheechas who first wel-
comed me to Serbia. I shall never
forget my feelings when at Ghevg-
heli, the border town between Greece
and Serbia, I looked out of the train
window at my first Cheecha. Is this
the typical Serbian soldier, T wonder-
ed, for he looked not a day under
seventy, in spite of the broad grin on
his face when he saw the party of
American workers. Tt was midsum-
mer and hot as southern Italy, but
the old fellow was dressed about as
heavily as we wounld be for a blizzard.
On his shoulders he had a thick wool-
len cape of brown homespun, attached
to which was a peeked hood designed
to slip over the head in wet weather,
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and which when in place added a
bizarre, monk-like touch to the rest
of his outlandish costume. Under-
neath the cape he wore a sleeveless
jacket of sheepskin with the thick
wool turned inside—this in July. Be-
neath the jacket was a shirt of linen,
home manufactured, and he wore long
trousers that fitted skin tight about
his ealves and thighs, but bagged ful-
ly like bloomers in the back. He
had on thick woollen stockings, which
he wore pulled over the trousers up
to his knees like golf hose, and which
were resplendent with wide borders
of brilliant colours. On his feet were
the half-shoe, half-sandal covering
known as opanki. His queer get-up
made one forget how old and forlorn
he must be, for in spite of his cheer-
ful face he could not have been hap-
py, with nothing in life before him
except the guarding of that scorching
railway track, while his sons and
grandsons died on the frontiers.

As I saw him standing there in the
dust and heat, some dialect lines of
Lanier came to me:

‘“What use am dis ole cotton stalk
when Life done picked my cotton?’’

But that was because, like certain
lady journalists, I was ignorant of
Serbia. Not by a long way had “Life
done picked” these Cheechas’ “cot-
ton”. Nearly a million Germans,
Austrians and Bulgarians did it a
few months later, but the harvest,
thank God, was not all one-sided.

As the slow-moving train crept
north into Serbia, our acquaintance
with the Cheechas grew. At every
little bridge there were four of them,
two at each end, living in tiny tepee-
like shelters built of brush. At the
stations companies of them were
drawn up along the track, grotesque
groups, nondescript and filthy, rifles
of many makes slung over their stoop-
ing shoulders. They never failed to
salute us and cheer us, their enthusi-
asm being mingled with a charming,
naive gratitude when we scattered
American cigarettes among them.
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‘When camping just outside Nish
during the last weeks of July, there
were three ancient Cheechas who pass-
ed our camp each afternoon at sun-
set on their way to sentry duty, and
each morning just after sunrise they
returned. We could never say any-
thing to each other except “Dobra
vechie” (good evening) and “Dobra
utro” (good morning), but a friend-
ship sprang up nevertheless. Month
after month this was their occupa-
tion, oscillating from their filthy,
vermin-infested abodes in Nish to that
desolate hill top where, through the
starlit or stormy nights, they watch-
ed. They had beaten out a narrow,
dusty path through the upland pas-
tures, monotonously treading which,
munching hunks of black bread and
large green peppers, they symbolized
the Cheechas’ existence.

Their childlike natures might lead
one to suppose that as guards they
would not be worth much, but this is
wrong. Most guard duty is simple.
You stand up and watch a place and
when someone comes you challenge
him. If his answer is satisfactory,
good ; if not, you cover him with your
rifle and then march him in to your
superior. If he disobeys, you shoot.
Nothing is said about exemption. A
sentry is no respecter of persons, and
the simpler-minded he is the less of
a respecter is he inclined to be.

One evening a man of our camp
wandered to precinects sacred to our
three Cheechas. He heard a loud
“stoy”, to which, instead of halting,
he responded, “Americanski” and
kept on going. Another “stoy”
brought the same result and so a
third. Then out of the dimness loom-
ed a hooded figure, which, with an
obsolete rifle, blazed away, above the
trespasser’s head, of course, but not
greatly above it, a sort of William Tell
calculation. Swifter than the roe-
buck came our wanderer home, down
the dusty trail, hatless and breath-
less, wise in the ways of Cheechas.

Near Belgrade one night a gentle-
man of some military consequence de-
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cided to inspect certain trenches. De-
pending upon his uniform and well-
known name, he did not bother to get
the pass-word.

“And do you know,” he told me,
“two bally old chaps from Macedonia,
who spoke no known language, march-
ed me a mile and a half to their Cap-
tain, and it was all he could do to
convince the stern beggars that I had
a right to my uniform and was real-
ly the British military attaché.”

When fighting was going on with
the Bulgarians, not very far from
Nish last fall, one of the American
Sanitary Commission, a hopelessly
college-bred person, with strong la-
boratory instinets, wandered alone
and unaided about the environs of
the city, dreaming of hypothetical
water supplies; and, dreaming thus,
he wandered into realms he wot not
of and, what mattered more, into the
snug nest of two valiant Cheechas set
to gnard a road. Two days later in-
quiring government officials, set in
motion by still more inquisitive
friends, found him living the life and
eating the food of the Cheechas. They
had orders not to leave that post, and
they were determined he shouldn’t
until an officer should see him.

In spite of this so inconvenient, un-
flinching devotion to the letter of the
law, 1 found a softer side to the
Cheechas. One afternoon at Nish T
climbed a very steep and dusty trail
up one of the neighbouring hills which
overlooks for thirty miles or more the
broad sweep of the Morava. Accom-
panying me was a delightful but real-
ly distressingly proper English lady
whom I hdd recently met. A rich
Balkan sunset across that valley was
well worth the elimb, we thought, but
to the gay old Cheecha we found at
the top it seemed ineredible that any
one not touched with the divine mad-
ness should make that exertion just
to see the sun go down. With signs
ingenious and embarrassing he made
it known that duty held him there but
that we need not mind, and thereup-
on, with a wink as inconspicuous as
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the full moon, he turned his back up-
on us and so remained. We stood
that back as long as it was humanly
possible, and then arose to go, but he
motioned us to stop, and running to a
clump of bushes he pulled out a lus-
cious melon—all his supper, T am
sure—and with as obvious a “Bless
you my children” as I ever saw, pre-
sented it to us.

They are made of a fine timber,
these Cheechas, with amazing endur-
ance and wearing qualities. Nothing
seems to shake them. On one of my
trips with M. Todolich we stopped for
coffee in a little village near Zajechar.
Of course, the only men in the café
were very old specimens, too worn
out even for Serbian military ser-
vice. Several of these gathered round
our table to hear what news M. Todol-
ich ecould give, and one among them I
especially noticed. T am sure Job in
the last stages of his affliction ap-
proached this old fellow in appear-
ance. He had had six sons, all of
whom had been killed. His wife had
died shortly before, and just the pre-
vious week a great flood on the river
had completely destroyed his home
and livelihood and had drowned his
one daughter-in-law with her two lit-
tle sons. What would you say to a
man of seventy-five, who has watched
his life go by like that? M. Todolich
tried to say something, and I heard
the Cheecha reply in a few Serbian
words, the meaning of which I did not
understand, nor how he could reply
at all in that level, uncomplaining,
perfectly calm tone.

“What did he say ?” I asked the in-
terpreter.

“He says, ‘God’s will be done’,” and
that is all we heard him say.

At Dobrun four old cronies were
detailed to be “hewers of wood and
drawers of water” to our camp, and
tirelessly they hewed and drew.
When one considers the deep-rooted,
constitutional aversion to prosaic
work which is without doubt the
Serb’s worst drawback, this industry
on their part appears at its true
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value. A lady journalist measuring
with her profound gaze the length
and breadth and depth of Serbia, and
the hearts of its people, in a junket
of a couple of weeks or so, has in-
sinuated the ungratefulness and cu-
pidity of the Serbs. Nothing could
be further from the truth. For the
smallest acts their gratitude overflows
all bounds and, as for pride, no peas-
ants of Europe can approach these
lowly people in their dislike of de-
pendence. An appealing desire to
show us at least their sense of thank-
fulness actuated even these old codg-
ers to do things which by nature they
despised doing.

At first our Bosnian ménage rotat-
ed around a refugee cook from Vishé-
grad who, had she not been Serb,
would for certain have been Irigh.
She was a leisurely soul who refused
to let any exigency whatever make
her hasten. On the first pay day we
missed her, and, searching the camp,
finally found her in the potato cellar.
Alas! she was a disciple of Omar
and not to be awakened. So with the
perfect courtesy that we never failed
to encounter from Serbian officers, the
Major at Vardishte sent us down his
own cook, a Cheecha, and by far the
sleekest, best-fed, most fortunate look-
ing Cheecha I ever saw.

There was something undeniably
Falstaffian in his nature, and he af-
fected a certain elaborate mock dig-
nity which made me present him at
once with the respectful title of “Gus-
podin”. “Guspodin Cook” we called
him to his delight. e was soon re-
ferring to himself as “Guspodin
Couk”. ‘While unpacking a box of
old clothing sent out by well meaning
people from England or America, we
came across, amid filthy ball dresses
and stiff-bosomed shirts, a battered
top hat. It was a perfect example of
the hat always seen askew on the
swimming heads of stage inebriates,
but it took Guspodin Cook’s eye.
From then on he was never seen with-
out it whether peeling potatoes, car-
rying garbage, or spinning a yarn.

' body lives there.
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Only one thing on earth did he pre-
fer to cooking, and that was telling
stories. Sitting around the great fire
which we always made of pine logs
after supper, our American-Serb sol-
diers would get Guspodin Cook wound
up, and they would translate for us.
I could never rid myself of a sneak-
ing suspicion that our honourable
chef had never really seen a battle
line—he was too good a cook. But
I had no proof of this from his speech-
es. His chef d'ocuvre, the piéce de
résistance, of his narrative larder,
which he always got off while sitting
tailor fashion, his “Al Jolson” hat
cocked over one eye, went something
like this:

‘‘One day last winter after we had run
the Suabas out of Serbia, and I was sta-
tioned up here I asked my captain to
let me make a visit to my family at Val-
jevo. He told me I could so I started out
to walk home. I got to Ouchitze in two
days all right, and after resting there a
little while, started out on the way to Val-
jevo. The road runs over the tops of the
mountains, a wild country and hardly any-
Once in a while I found
traces of the fighting that had been done
the month before, but now the whole
country was quiet and I met no one at
2ll, not even any Serbian soldiers. About
the middle of the afternoon I heard a
cannon go off four or five kilometers
away and I heard something terrible tear
through the trees not far to my left. I
couldn’t imagine what a cannon was do-
ing there with no army within fifty kilo-
meters and no fighting going on at al.
While I was wondering a big shell tore
up the road a few hundred meters ahead
of me. Then I knew the Suabas had
slipped back into Serbia and I began to
run. I heard a lot more shots and I kept
on going. In an hour I came to a village
where there were some gendarmes. I told
them the Suabas were coming right be-
hind me, but they said that I was a liar.
Then T said for them to go back up the
road on their horses and see. But they
made me go back with them.

‘‘We went to where the shot had hit the
road, and while we were standing around
looking at it, heard the cannon again,
but the shell didn’t come our way this
time. We turned into a wood road that
led in the direction from which the sound
came. Soon we were nearly knocked off
our horses by another shot which went off
very near us, behind a lot of thick bushes
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on our left. We stopped short to listen,
but couldn’t hear anything. The gen-
darmes were scared to death now, but I
was all right. I eaid, ‘Come on, let’s go
there and see who is shooting up the coun-
try’. They said it was mighty strange.
Suabas wouldn’t be acting like that and
one of 'em, Mitrag, said a battle had
been fought about where we were and a
lot of good men killed and he didn’t know
—maybe some of ’em had come back to
life.

“But I led up to the bushes and we
crawled to where we could see a clear
space behind. There was a Suaba field
gun all right, and a lot of ammunition
piled up. A good many empty shells
were lying about too, but there wasn’t
anybody, no Guspodin, I swear it, not a
sign of any Suaba or anybody around that
place. The gendarmes lay there on their
bellies, but I jumped up and ran to the
gun crying ‘Long Live Serbia’. I put my
hand on the gun, but jerked it away
mighty quick. It was hot enough to boil
soup on almost. I picked up some of the
shells and they were hot too. Guspodin,
I began to shiver and jump about like a
restless horse. Here was a hot gun and
hot shells and no enemy in the countr,
at all and nobody around the gun, an
anyway the shots had been seattered all
over the country without any aim. It
seemed almost as if something or other had
come back to life and was shooting that
gun just beeause it was in the habit of

oing it. I was about ready to go back
to those gendarmes when they began to
yell and start out through the brush like
rabbits. ‘There they are, get ’em, get
’em’, they said and wouldn’t stop to
answer me. Then I decided the best thing
for me was to get back to the horses,
whieh I did.

““In a few minutes the gendarmes
came up leading four boys about fifteen
years old. They were clawing and biting
and putting up a good fight. At last the
gendarmes got them quiet and made ‘em
tell their story. They said they had
found the gpn and ammunition there, not
long after the Suabas went away. They
supposed they had gonme in such a hurry
that there wasn’t time to break up the
gun and our soldiers hadn’t found it. They
said they had been trying to make it go
off for two weeks but had just found out
how that day. They didn’t mean any
harm, it was fun and away out in the
woods where they wouldn’t hurt any-
body, they said. That was enough: each
one of us cut a long stick and took a boy
for a half hour. Then we went off and
reported the gun to the army.’”’

With this simple final statement,
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Guspodin Cook would always take off
the top hat, wipe the noble brow be-
neath, and place it tenderly on again
slanted at the opposite angle.

He also had a curious theory that
by some strange sense children always
foresee when war will come. He
could give numerous examples to
prove his statement, that whenever
the children all over the country were
seized with a desire to play at war,
real war was sure to come soon. He
said that in July of 1914 all over Ser-
bia he had never seen the children
playing soldier so much before, and
lowering his voice, he told us that now
he saw them at it again everywhere,
so that “Something was coming soon”.
Heaven knows this prophecy at least
was true!

Such were the Cheechas whom on
that fine autumn morning I watched
go down to Vishégrad. Our four or-
derlies were with them and also Gus-
podin Cook. His time had come at
last. Serbia was now facing a per-
iod when no man able to stand alone
could be spared from the battle line.
Cheecha always has been a term of
deep respect and love among the Serbs
and rightly so, but after this war they
will hold a ten times stronger lien on
the affections of their country. Young
troops, fresh and perfectly munition-
ed, were awaiting them in the enemy
trenches on the Drina, troops that
these old grandfathers could not hope
to stop.

They knew what they were going
into, they had no illusions. Distri-
buting some thousands of cigarettes,
with which I had become possessed,
among them I gathered from words of
their thanks how much hope they had
of ever coming back. “These will be
all T'll ever want—one gray-bearded
scarecrow remarked to our interpreter
when I gave him a hundred. He and
the others seemed neither sorry nor
glad. Somebody had to go. They
were chosen and there was an end to
it. They were as completely wiped
out as troops can be, dying almost to
a man. And during the nightmare
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of the next ten weeks everywhere
that the fourth line had to bear the
brunt they distinguished themselves.
Many episodes could be told, but the
defense of Chachak is perhaps one of
the most remarkable.

Chachak is on the narrow gauge
Ouchitze Branch of the Orient Rail-
way. Not far to the south is Kral-
jevo. When the first great onslaught
of the Bulgarians carried them by
sheer weight of numbers to the envir-
ons of Nish, the capital was moved to
Chachak, supposedly a temporarily
safe retreat. But the Germans, as
usual, did not fight according to their
enemies’ surmise. Risking most diffi-
cult roads, they suddenly threatened
the new capital from the northwest,
forcing the government southward,
first to Kraljevo, then to Rashka,
Mitrovitze, Prizrend, and Scutari. The
Cheechas defended Chachak. Three
times the Germans wrested the town
from them, and each time the Chee-
chas re-took it. Only wken four-
fifths of them had been put out of ac-
tion did the Germans finally succeed
in holding the place.

With rifles of every possible de-
seription, too old for real soldiers, re-
jected by the first three lines of de-
fence, the Cheechas of Chachak fac-
ed as fine troops as Germany could
muster, perfectly equipped, splendid-
ly provisioned, and feeling with in-
creasing assurance a whole nation
crumbling before them. For the
Cheecha knows not only how to thrive
on a half pound of dry bread a day,
and nothing else, he knows how to lie
against a tree or turn himself into a
stone, and with Serbia in her death
grip, he only wished to die.

I believe the Cheechas felt the loss
of their country more keenly than
any one else. Most of them had liv-
ed through nearly all of her free his-
tory. Unlike the educated Serb, they
could not see a bright political lining
behind the present pall of blackness.
But I have yet to hear a complaint
from one of them. There was Dan,
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one of the orderlies who retreated
with the English nurses. He had
been to America and he had numer-
ous failings, but no one could see him
at that time without forgetting every-
thing except his grief. The suffering
he underwent, the cold and hunger,
seemed to matter nothing to him, but
by the hour, at night, he would squat
beside his smouldering fire and mum-
ble, “Whata I care ’bout myself?
Whata I ’mount to? T’ree million
people lost, nuthin else don’t matter!
T’ree million people t'ree
million—Ilost !”

All Serbs love to sing, and most of
their songs have a mournful tinge.
The more uncomfortable the Serb be-
comes, the louder and longer he sings.
When, seven weeks after Chachak, I
passed a company of the fourth line
on top of the Montenegrin Mountains,
during those days when there was ab-
solutely no food for them, when they
saw their comrades drop by the hun-
dred, dead of starvation, cold, and
exhaustion, when not one foot of Ser-
bian soil was free, separated from
their families in all probability for-
ever, at the best for years, miserable
it seemed to me beyond all human en-
durance, the Cheechas were singing. I
cannot forget that song. The fine sleet
cut their faces and formed grotesque
icicles on their woolly beards. The
mountain wind blew their voices to
shreds, voices mechanical, dreary,
hopeless, unlike any Serbian’s T had
ever heard before. Not until I was
right among them, did I recognize the
song, a popular one that had sprung
up since the war, its content being
that “the Suabas are building houses,
the Serbians shall live in; the Suabas
are planting corn, the Serbians shall
eat ; the Suabas are pressing wine, the
Serbians shall drink !’

The irony was sharp, but when one
has lived in hell for ten weeks and is
freezing to death on a mountain top,
one hears no trivial sarcasms but only
the great irony of life or so
the Cheechas seemed to feel.
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71 SAVING SENSE« HUMQIR

ILLUSTRATED WITH REPRODUCTIONS OF WAR TIME CARTOONS

HEN the gloom of despond-
ency settles over a nation it

is lost indeed, but many a
cause has been won by a saving sense
of humour. The spirit of the French
aristocrats who laughed and jested as
they mounted the steps of the guillo-
tine is imperishable, and while we do
not want to fiddle while Rome is
burning, there is no reason why we
should not have our little joke. Punch
has never bheen so amusing as during
the last twenty months, and since the
fear of unpreparedness has laid hold
of the American people the humour
of the United States has taken a new
lease of life,

Neutrals cannot wax merry over the
war, but the Allies can jest because
they also fight and suffer. There is no
artist in any of the combatant nations
who equals the burning irony of the
great Duteh cartoonist Louis Rae-
maekers.

Brave old Punch is amazingly
cheerful and continually good-tem-
pered. Perhaps our sense of humour
is quickened by suffering—court jest-
ers were usually dwarfed and deform-
ed—and Punch who is so typically
English, who feels the cause so keenly,
is fighting with his shafts of wit in
open warfare, never stooping to be
gross or slanderous. Punch cheers
the heavy hearts in many an English
home. The credit for the title and
character of the cartoon seems to be-
long to Punch, who at the time of the
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great exhibition of cartoons held in
connection with a competition for
frescoes in the new houses of parlia-
ment in 1843, jocularly ranged itself
alongside the great artists of the day.
The weekly cartoon which became an
established favourite was a humour-
ous or sarcastic comment upon the
topic uppermost in the nations
thought, and came gradually to re-
place the less subtle caricature.

The most famous eartoonist of the
time is Louis Raemaekers of Amster-
dam, who has stirred all the world by
his vivid representation of the hor-
hors of the Belgian invasion, the
asphyxiating gases, the massacre of
non-combatants. His works can be
read without an interpreter in all
quarters of the globe and will live as
a perpetual denunciation of the Kais-
er and his methods. Gazing at them,
we experience the same horror we
would feel if the crime were done at
our very door. When we see the
small child whose mother has been
killed in the Zeppelin raids saying to
her father who mourns beside the
corpse, “But mother hasn’t done any-
thing wrong, has she, Daddy !’ We
are moved with savage disgust and
burning indignation. And his car-
toon that followed the exeeution of
Edith Cavell sent a thrill through all
Europe. Behind a parted curtain you
see the soldier who has just cut off
her head, and the Kaiser in the fore-
ground is saying, “All right, now,
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—Punch

AN ENGLISH CARTOON

“ImpERIAL DAcusHUND: ‘Here I ve been sitting
up and doing tricks for the best part of seven weeks,
and you take no more notice o?me than if- i

“UncLe Sam: ‘ Cut it out!"”

bring in the protest of the American
Minister”. The Christ frequently en-
ters into the cartoons of Raemaekers,
but never with sacrilege. There is the
Epiphany, with Germany, Austria and
Turkey represented as the magi, bear-
ing gifts of shells and bombs, from
which the Holy Child averts his face.
There is one where Christ, stern and
grave, appears by the side of the
Kaiser, on whose lips are the words,
“We wage war on divine principles
. . .” As he sees the Saviour the
words die on his lips, and he shrinks
shuddering away. The work of Rae-
maekers is too frankly pro-Ally to be
acceptable in a neutral nation, and
the editor who published his drawings
in Amsterdam was heavily fined. He
is now working for the London Daily
Mail, where his sentiments need not
be disguised.

The American papers may jeer at
President Wilson’s non-committal at-
titude, but it is not diplomatie for

British publications to do so, and
Punch has been severely criticized for
a recent cartoon where the president
is represented as being more patient
than Job, for though pierced by many
arrows labelled Lusitanmia, Arabie,
Persia, ete., he continues to write
notes with a resigned and forgiving
expression.

A Spanish cartoonist represents his
country as saying to President Wil-
son, “Have you forgotten the Maine 2
A Frenchman pictures Uncle Sam
slinging ink-pots at the Kaiser, an
Italian depicts the Pope, Spain and
‘Wilson (with a hat full of ammuni-
tion) praying to the Virgin of Mercy ;
Hunter, in The Toronto World, makes
Wilson say to Bernstorff, “You may
hit me again, sir, I'm too umble to
fight”. But most of the cartoons, such
as “Say, Uncle Sam, what did you do
in the great war?’ come from Amer-
icans themselves. In one of them
Franz Joseph, who has just knocked

Poulbot

A FRENCH CARTOON

“ CORPORAL OF RESERVISTS (reading): ‘Retusal

of obedience on the part of the reservist . . . six
years at bard labour . . . rebellion . . . revolt . . .
treason . . . death . . . military disgrace’.”

“ PRIvATE : 'sh all right. 1 should worry',”

v
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A GERMAN CARTOON

My name is Tommy Atkins, and I'm a husky chap,

My comrade is a Cossack and my partner is a Jap,

We're going with some Ghurkas and likewise with some Sikhs,
Some black Algerian Turcos and other coloured freaks,

And with all the bloomin’ virtues for which you know we shine,
We are carrying civilization to the people of the Rhine.

—Jugend




—I'Asino, Rome
AN ITALIAN CARTOON

** Against the weak."”

off Uncle Sam’s hat with a snowball
says, “Now go ahead and give me one
of those correspondence courses in
International Law”.

Even the most patriotic cartoonist
must be careful to supress his hum-
our on subjects that might be detri-
mental to recruiting. The proprietors
of The Bystander were fined £100 and
its former editor £50 and Lieutenant
Bernard, ecartoonist, £50 for publish-
ing a cartoon depicting a British sol-
dier lying intoxicated beneath a tree
and clasping a bottle of rum. Beneath
the cartoon were the words, “Reported
Missing”. An appeal has been enter-
ed against this decision.

Many years ago, at the time when
the present Kaiser retired Bismarck
from power, a cartoon appeared in
one of the London papers which show-
ed the latter leaving the ship of state,
with the line, “The pilot leaves”. In-
ternational complications resulted

which nearly caused a war, and the,
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diplomatists of the two countries
were kept busy for a long time trying
to straighten things out.

Perhaps the most celebrated British
cartoonist is Bernard Partridge whose
pen-drawings, sometimes humorous,
sometimes ironical and occasionally
very serious, are constantly seen in
Punch. His drawings will form a
complete history of the war, and each
one 1s a picture executed with careful
attention to detail, in contrast to the
foreign artists who express them-
selves with great economy of line.
With Partridge the drawing seems to
come first, the idea second.

Alfred Leete in the “Messages of
Schmidt the Spy” has discovered a
real vein of humour. When he sees a
nursery maid flirting with a soldier.
Schmidt records, “The terror of in-
vasion is so great that the children of
the rich are sent into the parks under
military escort”. Percy Fearson.

—Novi Satiri Kon, Petrograd
A RUSSIAN .CARTOON

** To each American note Germany replies with
a mine.”
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alias Poy, whose nightly efforts in
The London Evening News are never
eruel, seldom cynical, but full of real
humour and a keen sense of the ridi-
enlous, has a technique that easily
enables him to materialize his whim-
gicalities on paper, and he uses his
weapons with tact.

No one appreciates a joke on him-
self so much as the Scotsman. Remem-
ber how he flocked to hear “Bunty
Pulls the Strings”, a play in which
the Secotech “nearness” and all the
other faults that are supposed to be
exemplified in every Scot, were cari-
catured unmercifully. If the High-
lander were a sensitive soul, a perusal
of German periodicals would make
him forswear his national costume
forever. The German never tires of
poking fun at the little man in kilts
who when made a prisoner cries, “Ah
if T were only with my dear mamma!”
The Englishman he caricatures as a
sport who goes to war with a bed-
stead, an eiderdown quilt, tea-pot, tin

— The New York Sun
AN AMERICAN CARTOON
«Tue Karser: * My heart bleeds for Antwerp, too "."”
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—The London Duily Mail
A RAEMAEKERS CARTOON

“InpioNANT HUN (to Miss Holland): ‘Gott Strafe
England ! Now they even want to prevent my sending
goods by the Dutch mail "

of biscuits, jar of marmalade and
tennis racquet, so laden down that he
drops his gun saying, “I never ima-
gined how bothersome a weapon could
be in war”.

We have read much of the extreme
youth of the German soldiers, but our
enemies go us one better in a cartoon
labelled, “Britain is already calling
up her class of 19347, which repre-
sents a reeruiting station filled with
mothers bearing babes in arms who
register their names in a book.

The Germans, knowing the value of
the political cartoon, kept their best
black and white artists at home, and
it is noticed that such magazines as
Jugend and Simplicissimus preserve
their humour on other subjects, not
allowing their pages to be wholly ob-
sessed by the war. They represent
the Triple Entente in a very crippled
state, bound by bandages, and their
chief bitterness has been lately di-
rected against the Japanese, who are



—Punch
AN ENGLISH CARTOON

“ Design for a stained glass window in a
Neo-Gothic Cathedral.”

raricatured as monkeys. The Turcos
and East Indian troops who are fight-
ing with the allies are shown as nak-
ed barbarians and the procession of
these people bearing the banner “We
bring Culture to Berlin”, is really
amusing.

This is German
lighter side. It is frequently too
gross to contemplate. Not horrible
in the sense that Raemaekers reveals,
but representing people bashing in
each others heads, spattering blood
and gloating over it.

The French cartoonist seems to
share the opinion of the German that
the Englishman is a great sport, for
in a cartoon that recently appeared
in Le Rire a girl is made to say to
a British officer, “Saloniki? You’ll
like it there. There is an excellent
golf course”. No cartoonist of out-
standing merit appears in the French
publications just now, but an exhibi-
tion recently held in Paris of cartoons
done by the “poilu”, as the French
call their Tommy Atkins, shows that

humour on its
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many clever draughtsmen are sery-
ing in the trenches. The celebrated
Alsatian cartoonist Hansi (Johann
Waltz), whose children’s book “Mon
Village” caused him to be sentenced
to a year’s imprisonment in Germany,
during which time he escaped, is now
serving in a regiment on the frontier
as an interpreter. He has been de-
corated by the Legion of Honour.
Since the eensorship which discourag-
ed the cartoonists’ art during the days
of Italy’s neutrality has been with-
drawn, a great flood of humour has
been released.

Each war gives birth to some death-
less phrase such as Cromwell’s, “Fear
God and keep your powder dry”. The
present war has given at least one
permanent contribution to history,
“A scrap of Paper”. Another which
may prove immortal is “Too proud
to Fight”. Tt has endeared itself
through the music halls to all the
English-speaking  world. German
Kultur has become a byword, spelt
with a K as England is mistress of
the C’s. The difference between kul-
tur and culture is the difference be-

—Simplicissimus
A GERMAN CARTOON

“‘I never imagined how botherfome a weapon could
be in war'.
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tween taube of destruction and the
“Made in @Germany” kultur into
Europe is resisted more strongly than
any other article of German manu-
facture.

The most striking features in a per-
son’s physique or charaeter must be
seized upon by the cartoonist, for
only by caricature can a rapid like-
ness be obtained. By a certain type
of mustache we now recognize the
Kaiser. It has become a convention
and many a caricaturist does not pur-
sue the likeness much farther. A row
of eonspicuous teeth is synonomous
with Rooseveldt, and the nose of King
Ferdinand of Bulgaria threatens to
go thundering down history as the
most collossal nose of all time. An
ineh or two more or less in the length
of a nose is of no importance to the
eartoonist. A whole regiment may
march across its collossal bridge, and
though it may be extended to the
length of an elephant’s trunk, we still
recognize Ferdinand.

Just as “unpreparedness” is the
chief theme in the American jokes
just now, so the humours of recruit-
ting have monopolized a good deal

—The Monlreal Star
A CANADIAN CARTOON

* Joux Burr: ‘Eh, what's that? Only your lunches!
Why, what tremendous appetites you have!'"”

197

—The London Evening News

AN ENGLISH CARTOON

“ Movery HamLer : * The times are out of joint ;
O cursed spite !

of space in the British periodicals.
There is one by Hunter in The Tor-
onto World where Asquith is repre-
sented as a woman knitting a sock
labelled “consecription”. The Can-
adian shirker beside him remarks,
“Socks for the soldiers?” and Asquith
replies: “No. Socks for those who
ought to be soldiers but are kept at
home by “cold feet”.

Frank Reynolds in Punch jeers at
the happy blundering of the reeruit
and the speech of the fussy old lady
who beams on a recently enlisted
young parson and says, “Well, my
lad, isn’t this better than hanging
about street corners and spending
your time in public-houses?” is a
priceless gem of humour often re-
peated under a new guise, and those
of us who have spent our time knit-
ting appreciate the remark of the vil-
lage child who when asked where she
got her new mittens replied, “Daddy
sent them from the front”.

Britain’s blockade of neutral ports
was the subject of many excellent
cartoons. Raemaekers makes the In-
dignant Hun say to Miss Holland,
“Gott strafe England. They even



A FRENCH CARTOON

Based op a reported incident at Magny, Alsace. where
a German soldier shot a little boy who playfully pointed
a toy gun at him.

want to prevent my sending my goods
by the Duteh Mail”. In an English
paper a large John Bull in a sailor
suit is saying to two little boys called
Holland and Denmark, “Great Scott !
You little fellows must have mighty
big insides”. A. G. Racey in The
Montreal Star has a similar concep-
tion, with two little people carrying
enormous packs on their backs while
John Bull says: “Eh, what’s that?
Only your lunches! Why, what tre-
mendous appetites you have!”

Mr. Racey has not only helped re-
cruiting in Canada through his car

- —————————

—The Toronto World
A CANADIAN CARTOON

CANADIAN SHIRKER : ‘' Socks for soldiers ?
Asguith : “ No socks tor those who should be soldiers,
but are kept home by * cold feet".”

toons, " but has made considerable
money for patriotic purposes by giv-
ing lectures illustrated with lantern
slides of his drawings. Another Can.
adian cartoonist is Louis Keene, who
had his right hand smashed at Ypres,
but straightway learned to draw with
his left. He obtained a commission
and expects to return to the front
with one of the new battalions.

The pen is said to be mightier than
the sword, even in war time, and car-
toonists are battling for the ecause
with the force of generals.

““Shake !"

—La Campane de éram’u
A SPANISH CARTOON

“ Yes, like true German’s."”



THE HOUSE I LOVE

By MARGARET WATKINS

S’I‘RANGERS now dwell within the house I love,
And lonely is the heart of me.

The door is opened but I enter not;

Strange feet go up the stair,

To quiet chambers where I once found rest:

And when at dusk the hearth glews warm and intimate

Strange faces cirele round

And alien hands are stretched toward the blaze.

How can they love that twilight time as I

‘Who knew it from a child?

And do they know each tree?

The best-loved willow

Tossing slim strands against the sky,

A lyre where the wind plays airily o’ nights;

The broad-limbed maple, round whose foot

The valley lillies grow, green glossy leaves that hide

The fragile stems strung fragrantly with pearls;

A lime, bee-filled and fragrant ;

The chestnut, like a tall-branched candlestick.

Prim-set upon the lawn;

At the road a sentinel poplar

Searred where the lightning struck.

There on the last bare, heaven-piercing branch

A robin sings at sunset,

Sings and sways in ecstasy

Till gold and rose have fled, then drops

To homely nest-loves in the sheltering leaves.

Still with closed eyes I see them all.

Then open on close-crowding wall

And a sky gray and remote above the chimney-tops,

Spring comes.

O stranger feet, walk softly through the grass,
For violets are there,

Blue seraps of sky dropped where the sun
Sifts golden through the apple-boughs.

‘What rare delight to find each hud

Pushed up amid the green

As if to welcome me!

Ten years ago the gate swung to.
Ten years! The old, familiar elick!
I hear it yet. ;

And lilacs bloomed on either side.

Strangers now dwell within the house I love,
And lonely is the heart of me.



THE TRAIL TO ROBSON
1% Flliam. Temes

prominent railway president that

when the newly-conceived air-brake
was submitted for his approval he
ushered the idea and its originator
out of his office and thereby showed
his complete contempt for any scheme
which would pretend to stop the rush
of his trains with “air”. It is re-
corded also of another railway of-
ficial that at a construction confer-
ence, when the beautiful environment
of a certain route was urged as a rea-
son for his choosing it in preference
to one a little less costly but lacking
the scenic advantages of the other, he
brushed the suggestion aside with the
caustie observation that he had yet to
hear of a feasible plan to convert the
snow ecrowns of mountain-tops into
gold currency.

But, all over the world, at this min-
ute, trains are being stopped by air,
and railway managements are metho-
dically taking stock of their scenic
resources to attract a due proportion
of tourists to their territories. The
snow of the mountain-tops is passing
through the first stage of the annual
transformation into legal tender. So

l'l‘ is said of a ecertain one-time

are the waters of cool upland lakes

and of tumbling trout streams; and
<o also are the marshes, dismal to all
except the sportsman, and the beaches
on lakes and oceans. Still the appeal
of the mountain is strongest of all.
And the way to the mountains is the
railway.
Tourists
200

anticipating  delightful

scenic experiences tread in the wake
of railway construction gangs as na-
turally as commerce follows the flag.
With each successive conquest of the
great Rocky Mountain chain, new op-
portunities were presented to the rank
and file of the vast army of travel.
Because of the varieties in altitude
and topography, the environment of
one road usually differs from its near-
est mneighbour, and the distinetive
points of each have been compared
minutely wherever and whenever tra-
vellers congregate. The United States
has had its “innings”. Its transcon-
tinental lines have been through to the
coast quite long enough for all whe
cared to become familiar with the
heauties of the routes. Canadians,
and the people of the Republie, have
long known and loved the magnificent
panoramas of the mountains from the
Kicking Horse Pass to the Southern
Pacifie. But now the newest of Cana-
dian transcontinentals has opened up
fresh visions of delight to the people
of the North American continent,
Trails are being cut and camps estab-
lished, and tourists will ere long be
wending their ways in vacation times
to the unsurveyed regions in the
New Rockies, the centre of attraction
in which, for the present at least, is
the towering majesty of Mount Rob-
son, to the north of the Fraser River
in British Columbia. 3

The mightiness of Robson intrudes
upon the reveries of the transcontin-
ental traveller for several miles before

o7
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the westbound train halts at Mount
Robson station, the meeting-place of
the railway and the trail. There could
hardly be a nobler setting for the
wview. Far below, a silvery stropk
against the green, the Fraser cuts its
way out towards the Pacific. Aecross
the valley, imposing mountains come
into the picture, with here and there
snow-clad peaks glistening in the sun.
Dominating all. the massive propor-
tions of Robson rise, while the glories
of the erest are fleetingly revealed
through the restless, filmy clouds of
a peacefil mid-summer day. o

The trail is not long, neither is it
toilsome, and the worry and ecare of
a.work-a-day world are utterly for-
gotten as the natural beauties of the
surroundings are surveyed, step by
step, along the eighteen-mile ap-
proach. It is a delightful avenue to
one of the greatest of the natu_ral
gshowpieces in the world 0{:' mounta.ms.
The harmonidus combinations of river
and rivulet, sky and rugged rock,
the green of the forest, and the sheen
of waterfalls almost innumerable, pre-
pare the mind for the colossal spec-
tacle from Berg Lake.

Within a few hundred yards of
Mount Robson station the trail is car-
ried over the Fraser River by a bridge
built during railway construction
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days, and which spans the stream
close to the point where it is joined
by the Grand Forks. The glacial wa-
ters of this river spring from the
eternal snows on the shoulders of Rob-
son, and the trail follows the stream
inland. First, Lake Kinney is reach-
ed. That upland sheet perpetuates
the name of the Reverend Kinney,
who battled successfully to the peak
of Robson. And then “The Valley of
a Thousand Falls” is entered. To the
right, half a mile distant, the rugged
base of Mount Robson bounds the full
five miles of the “Vallev”. To the
left, at about an equal distance re-
moved, is an almost unbroken eliff,
rising sheer to a great height. From
off the upper “bench” at the valley
edge of this precipice, at frequent in-
tervals, waterfalls tumble into the
valley. The eye may trace their out-
lines against the rock background un-
til the green of the forest growth at
the base hides them from sight, but
the waters spread out again in count-
less rivulets over the gravelly floor of
the “Valley”. When the rays of a
summer sun play upon the spray the
effect is entrancing in its beauty. The
air is filled with the melodious hum of
the miniature torrents, while over it
all, growing in volume as the route
nears “The Flying Trestle”, rises the



MOUNT ROBSON, FROM THE SHORE OF BERG LAKE

Tumbling Glacier is in the centre of the picture

tumult from the “Emperor” and
“White Falls”, where the waters of
the Grand Forks, in successive leaps,
drop from the heights to the bottom
lands.

The “Flying Trestle,” constructed
by the park authorities to enable the
visitor to win out of the “Valley”, is
really a sharply-inclined way to the
higher tableland. At its upper portal
the higher cascades of Emperor and
White Falls come into the picture.
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A backward glance takes in the vista
of the “Valley of the Thousand Falls”
and reveals Mount Whitehorn, of an
altitude of 11,000 feet, and proud in
its possession of a gleaming white
mantle. The falls are accorded searce-
ly more than a passing glance; then
comes Berg Lake, and the camping-
place in the shadow of the mountain.

The view from the lake is sublime
for Robson rises almost sheer fron{
the edge of the water. The roar of
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falling icebergs from off “Tumbling
(Glacier” reverberates along the val-
leys, and the eye travels up and up
to the glistening peak crowned with
snow and ice, more than thirteen
thousand feet above the level of the
sen. It is the end of the trail.

From Mount Robson station, on
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fice to take him over the prominent
features, and he may return to the
depot the day following. If, how-
ever, as is more probable, he desires
to cultivate the mighty glaciers—
Tumbling Mist and Main—the foun-
tain-head of waters that eventually
find their way to the Pacific and to

THE “FLYING TRESTLE"”, ON THE TRAIL TO ROBSON

the Canadian Northern, it is but four
and one half miles to the base of
Robson, and the trail skirts the moun-
tain for the remaining fourteen miles.
With present arrangements, the de-
parture may be timed from the sta-
tion during the morning, or even as
late as noon, and camp on Berg Lake
may be made on the same day. Guides
and horses, and the necessary equip-
ment, are available at Mount Robson
station, so that no vexatious details
need annoy the tourist and prevent
full appreciation of the natural beau-
ties flanking the trail. If he be in a
great hurry, a day at Robson will suf-

the Aretic oceans—the mountain and
its environmment, two weeks, or months,
or more, would pass swiftly away.
The camp on Berg Lake is ideally
located as a base from which to cover
the best of the Mount Robson scen-
ery. Around it are ranged in a circle
Mounts Ptarmigan (10,000 feet),
Lynx (8,500 feet), Resplendent (11,-
000 feet), Rohson (13,067 feet),
‘Whitehorn (11,000 feet), and Mumm
(9,800 feet), and it is a tramp of but
half an hour to the three-mile-long
main glacier on Robson. From base to
crest the view of each mountain is
clear, and no hills or valleys intervene
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to render difficult a close inspection.

So easy is the ascent of Mount
Resplendent that a mountaineer of
reasonable experience may calculate
on making the climb easily and re-
turning to ecamp the same day. Mounts
Ptarmigan, Lynx and Mumm are
equally pleasant fields to investigate.
The latter is a favourite collecting
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ground for hunters of fossils, but
others will essay the eclimb to the
peak, if only for the magnificent view
down over the Alberta side of the
boundary. Mount Robson has been
climbed by a few people, and for thoge
whose ambition is fired by obstacles
the peak exercises a marvellous at:
traction. “Curley” Phillips, who ae-
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companied Mr. Kinney to the summit,
and the Brewsters, are available at
the camp, and the information they
have to give should be of inestimable
value to the elimber on conquest bent.

The base of Mount Robson covers
thirty-six square miles, and that, with
surrounding areas, has been set aside
by the Government as a mountain
park. In years to come, the wisdom
of this action will e completely mani-
fest. Already, although rail trans-
portation facilities have been avail-
able for but a short time, travellers
are experiencing the delights of the
trail journey from the railway, and
at no time during the summer months
will the tourist suffer from lack of
sympathetic company. Not many
mountain peaks of commanding im-
portance remain for the blasé tourist
to delight in, and Mount Robson Park,
because of the great natural beauties
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it offers to the sightseer, will wun-
doubtedly occupy a place in moun-
tain climbing equal to anything of
the kind in the world. :
The newest line, through the Yel-
lowhead Pass, went into transcontin-
ental operation only last November,
but the exeeutive are already consid-
ering with a great deal of care the
various plans which have been ad.
vanced with the object of making
easy the way of the tourist. So are the
Provincial Governments in Canada
which are concerned in the develop-
ment. The railway is working on
the plans for the chalets which are
to be erected to accommodate the
travelling public. Concerning these
nothing has been announced beyvond
the statement that they will be in
keeping with the importance of g
coast-to-coast line and with the sur.
roundings of their location.



INSTINCT
By ﬂg‘é&s‘orﬂ@'ﬁefé@ Stewart

on everyone’s lips. Bqt how

many of those who use it most
eould say just what they mean by it?
And how many could assign to it
such a sense as will bear a moment’s
eriticism, a sense, that is, which will
be definite, unambiguous, really ser-
viceable for clear thinking?

For example, one person might say
that instinet is that endowment of the
lower animals which takes the place
of reason in man. It is a sort of
divinely given sagacity which so

ides a ereature, unable to reflect
or caleulate, that it does the right
thing at the right time. This view is
often illustrated by the performance
of the bees in collecting honey and

it for the winter months, by

the architecture of the bird as it
chooses a site for its nest, lines it
warmly, and hides it skilfully, or by
the forethought of the dog as he bur-
jes his bone and comes to scratcl} for
it next day. But a critic full of ideas
about animal intelligence will at once
object. He will say that the_ bee, the
bird, and the dog are not acting upon
mere instinet, that they reason about
these things, and that they differ not
in kind but only in degree from the
most advanced of the human species.
A socialistie friend of the writer held
strongly to the opinion that ants sur-
mankind in their political ar-
rangements, that they set long ago
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"INSTINCT” is a word which is up-

the model which we have been so slow
to imitate in the co-operative store.
Thus not merely the sluggard but the
individualistic legislator might have
been bidden to “go to the ant, con-
sider her ways and be wise”. But
if you ask such a eritic whether he be-
lieves, then, that there is mo such
thing as instinet at all, whether he
regards the word as merely a name
for more or less erude and uncertain
reasoning, he will reply that some
actions done by animals are instine-
tive, that it is hard to draw the line,
that one might perhaps distinguish
upper from baser animals, that, for
example, dogs, horses and monkeys
give unmistakable proof of reasoning,
but that no very cogent claim could
be made out for cows, mules, or hens.
This sounds arbitrary and indefinite.
After all it hardly tells us more than
that instinet is a poor sort of thing,
good enough to explain our neigh-
bour’s stupid pet, but inadequate to
our own clever one.

Other persons, with a surer insight,
abandon altogether the attempt to
make instinets peculiar to beasts, and
declare that human beings have them
too. But when they try to say what it
is that we do instinetively, and with
what sort of action instinetive action
is to be contrasted, embarrassment
often shows itself. We hear of instine-
tice dislikes and instinetive dreads,
of an instinet of contradiction and an
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instinet of acquiescence, of a political
instinet and a religious instinet, of a
singular quality withheld from the
other sex and enshrined by novelists
as “a woman’s instinct”, of the in-
stinets of a eriminal and the instinects
of a gentleman.

‘When the editor of a party journal
sees no good way of refuting a speech
that has been made on the other side,
he remarks that he has no space to go
into it in detail, but that the healthy-
minded citizen instinctively feels it to
be wrong. A financier will at times
speak of his instinetive assurance that
a certain company is going to pros-
per; the publicists say that men of
British or American blood have an in-
stinetive passion for self-government;
and some theologians have claimed
that belief in a divine being is instine-
tive to the human race.

All this is very bewildering. One
and the same thing is made to ex-
plain a creed that we cherish, a feeling
by which we are affected, an impulse
that we obey. And the various uses
of the word seem to have nothing in
common except a certain negative
characteristic; where we find our-
selves believing that which we eannot
theoretically justify, or being swayed
by likes and dislikes which have no
objective ground, or aiming at a pro-
Jject whose value we cannot demon-
strate, we fall back on this invaluable
word—we say that we are influenced
not by reason but by instinet.

Can we not be a little more precise
upon this subject? Can we not define
this undoubted impulse positively
rather than negatively? Perhaps
nothing that psychologists have done
in recent years constitutes such de-
cided progress as that which they
have done here. Now, as George Eliot
has reminded us, the knowledge of the
“plain man” is the rock out of which
all other knowledge has been hewn.
Let us begin with him. Amid all his
confusions, when the plain man speaks
of instinct he has in mind two feat-
ures: (1) an action or tendeney which
is not the result of deliberate reason-
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ing, (2) one which, although not the
result of deliberate reasoning, is on
the whole, whether in animal or in
man, safe and healthy. It will he
best to approach the matter from the
side of the external act, and work
backwards to the mental process
which that act implies. We may thus
detect a separate class of movement
to which these two features belong,
and may examine this class for any
other features which specially charac-
terize it.

(a) The first type of movement is
the simplest. It is that purely phy-
sical adjustment which we make with.
out external stimulus, as when the
young infant stretches out its arm,
or “crows”, or when we draw air into
the lungs. No consciousness of acting
is required, and there is certainly no
purpose in view. Nature has so equip-
ped us that every living thing behaves
in certain determinate ways, as blind-
ly as the tides ebb and flow. This
sort of movement we share with the
whole animal world, right down to
those lowest forms of life in which
there is not even the beginning of &
nervous system.

(b) The second kind of action is
called “reflex”. If a burning coal is
brought into contact with my finger,
I snatch my finger away. If I stum.
ble in walking, I throw out my hands.
If a certain delicate membrane in the
nose is excited, I sneeze. Bach of
these movements is prompted by g
stimulus from outside; herein fhey
differ from the first class. And al.
though they serve useful purposes,
they are not carried out because sueh
utility is foreseen. Sneezing is a pe.
lief, but the reason why you sneeze is
Jjust that you can’t help it. Tt is not
planned; it is an immediate and an
inevitable response to stimulus.

(¢) The third class consists of “ay.
tomatic” movements. Though we
may execute these, after a time, un.
consciously, yet at first we had to be
very attentive indeed to what we wepe
doing; it is only through prolongeq
practice that such attention can ha



INSTINCT 209

dispensed with. As one learns to play

a piano, one must at first search pain-

fully for each successive note, just as
the child in learning to read spells
out the words letter by letter; but a
time comes when the eye takes in a
word or a whole line at a glance,
when the fingers somehow get the
.right positions without effort. So
long as you have to think of each turn
and bend you are but a sorry per-
former. An old stanza puts this well :

The ecentipede was happy quite
Until the toad, for fun,
Said, ‘‘Pray, which leg comes after
which?’’
It wrought his mind to such a piteh
He lay distracted in the ditch,
Wondering how to run.

(d) The fourth class, to which one
had to refer incidentally in speaking
of the third, may be soon dismissed.
It is the class of purposive move-
ments, where we set an aim before us,
and deliberately contrive how we are
going to reach it. This is, of all our
actions, the most clearly understood ;
indeed, the danger is that we may as-
gimilate quite different sorts of move-
ment to this familiar type.

Now is this enumeration complete—
the spontaneous act, the reflex act,
the automatic act, the reasoned act?
Are there any more? So far we have
not named instinet at all. But take
another case and try whether you can
include it under any of these. A

horse is driven along a coun-

try road, where a piece of white paper
is projecting from the hedge. His
ears turn forward, he gazes intently,
a shiver passes over him, and he bolts
to the op;)osite side. This is not spon-
taneous, for it requires a very speecial
stimulation; it is not reflex, for the
eo-operation of intense consciousness
must be there. Tt is not automatic,
for. on the contrary, a little practice
will remove all disposition to bolt; it
is not reasoned—no one supposes that
the horse has argued with himself
about the dangerous quality of white
. For this sort of action the term
“instinetive” is conveniently reserved.

The theory of the matter has been
best formulated by Mr. William Me-
Dougall, Wilde Reader in Psychology
at the University of Oxford. It
amounts to this, that both in the ani-
mal world and in the human world
there are certain dispositions, preor-
ganized at birth, dispositions such
that in the presence of a particular
class of objects attention is fixed, spe-
cific emotion is aroused, definite ac-
tion is prompted. Most of the ohjects
amongst which we move every day
awaken no great interest, stir no
strong passion, suggest no special be-
haviour. They ean hardly be said to
belong to our experience at all: for
our “experience”, as William James
said, is not all that happens to us: it
is that part of the happenings which
we agree to attend to. But there are
some which make strong appeal to
every aspect of our consciousness, to
our knowing, to our feeling, to our
willing. Mr. McDougall has got so
far as to draw up a list of these prim-
ary instinets; such a list must, of
course, be at first tentative:; but the
point of view may be illustrated by
considering a few of them in turn.

Take, for example, pugnacity, to
which the annexed emotion is anger.
Why dees the kitten, in presence of a
dog, demonstrate in just the same
way as a grown cat? She does this
long before experience could have
taught her that the two species are
mutually hostile. By saying that cat
and dog are “natural enemies” we
mean no more than this, that the dog
and cat belong each to that special
class towards which the other has pug-
nacious instinet. Neither will behave
in the same fashion towards a horse
or a cow. Plainly the thing which
makes the kitten raise her back and
spit must be some congenital endow-
ment. The old writers used a perfect-
ly absurd phrase about it; they spoke
of the “instinet of self-preservation”.
And this phrase ran riot; they used
it to explain such diverse acts as the
kitten’s bridling up when a dog comes
into the room, the horse’s tendenecy to
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swim for the shore when he is thrown
overboard, the undignified twist
which we all give to our bodies when
we step upon a sheet of ice, the fight
each one makes to get to the exit in a
burning theatre, or the effort which
some people put forth to collect their
own debts in full before an insolvent
firm compounds with its ereditors.
This is lumping together actions pro-
foundly different in origin. The
truth is that “instinet of self-preser-
vation” has no existence; there is de-
liberate self-preservation, and there
are instinetive acts which subserve
self-preservation; but to sum them
all together on the basis of their re-
sult is to look at them from the out-
gide, not from the inside, to import
into them, not that which passes in
the agent’s mind, but that which the
external observer can see that the
agent has effected.

“Imagine,” said William James, “a
kitten three weeks old reflecting about
self-preservation !”

Our reason for falling into this fal-
lacy is twofold. In the first place we
tend to conceive the life of every erea-
ture that we observe in terms of our
own. We see something done by a
dog which, if it were done by our-
selves, would, we think, spring from
a certain mental process. We forth-
with attribute that process to the dog.
This is the root of nine-tenths of the
nonsense that is talked about “animal
intelligence”. Again, we have an in-
veterate disposition to explain all
that we do ourselves in terms of rea-
soning, of ealeulation, of foresight.
Aristotle said that man is by nature
rational, and this account of ourselves
has so flattered our vanity that we
want to think of everything we do as
the outcome of our reason. But if
one considers even pugnacity among
human beings, is it not plain that we
have in some degree an impulse to
fight, not for any result that fighting
can achieve, but just “for its own dear
sake”? The writer of this article is
an Irishman, and he expects the scof-
fing comment that he must have in

mind his own compatriots. He re-
plies that the origin of this reproach
is simple, for ITrishmen fight so con-
spieuously well that it looks like na-
tive genius rather than acquired pro-
ficiency. But, in all seriousness, there
is a fighting instinet, which has been
made use of in many ways; especially
in times of peace it has been diverted
to the channel of emulation; yon get
here the competitive element in sport,
in business, in study; you get the riv-
alry without which, it has been well
said, three-fourths of the world’s work
would not be done. And is not every
war, good bad, and indifferent, popu-
lar for a time with the nation that is
waging it? How often has a war
sprung from no impulse more far.
sighted than that of the cockney who

says, “’Ere’s a stranger; let’s ’eave a -

’alf brick at ’im!”

Or take acquisitiveness, concretely
the impulse towards money-making,
A thoroughly rational thing, one
might say at first sight; you want
money as a means to an end. What
about the avaricious person, the mis-
er who accumulates far beyond any
use to which his accumulations could
be put? To use his wealth is the very
last thing he would consider doing.
So far is it from being true that avar.
ice is a perverted form of thrift that
we might better call thrift a slowly
effected rationalizing of primitive ae-
quisitiveness. Among the instinets
there is one which impels us to ae-
cumulate and store, not with any ob-
jeet, but just to have things. Look
at the young dog that carries aw
a bone and buries it out of sight. His
master calls this dog-reason, dog-fore-
?hought; the animal, he says, is lay-
ing up against the needs of to-morrow
Just as an economical workman putg’
his savings in the bank. But wateh
what the young dog collects; it is not
only eatables; he carries to his den
boots and brushes, pieces of matting
ppqholders, books, cord. Is he pro:
viding a canine furniture and a can.
ine toilet? It may be unfairness tq
the animal world which makes the

L
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writer feel so, but he cannot get it
out of his mind that the dog takes
brushes not because he means to brush
himself, and cord not because he
wants to tie either himself or his par-
cels, but because he has an ultimate
tendency to collect just for the sake
of collecting. N

One may here put in a kindly word
for the “kleptomaniac”. TIf this in-
stinet to acquire for acquiring’s sake
is primitive, then its excess may ex-
plain not only the miser, but the per-
son with an uncontrollable impulse to
annex all that he or she can lay hands
on. It is not fair to say that the poor
person who steals is called a thief,
while the rich person who does the
same is called a kleptomaniac. The
latter will often “steal” from him-
gelf, remove his own property, and
hide it where he cannot find it. It is
a genuine nervous disorder, just the
exaggeration of an instinet which is

resent in some degree in all of us.
Mr. McDougall’s list contains eight or
nine other instinets whose recognition
lets us into some veritable human se-
crets. There is the gregariousness
whieh not only makes birds fly in
gwarms, or buffaloes run in herds, but
which also swells a great city to more
and more unmanageable dimensions,
brings a crowd of thirty thousand
persons to a baseball match (though
not one per cent. would go alone to
see the players), makes us all choose
for our walk the most unpleasantly
erowded street, and congregates doc-
tors in one part of the town. There
is the curiosity through which a kit-
ten pries into every nook of a new
room, and through which Newton di-
rected his telescope upon the fixed
stars. If human pride is up in arms
at such a suggestion, protesting that
seience aims at subduing nature to
man’s needs, it is enough to point to
the sort of research with which our
seientific magazines are filled. “Tl_la_.nk
God,” said the Cambridge physicist,
“T have discovered something that is
true, and that can never be turned to
any practical purpose”. Indeed, the

superior order of scientist is rather
offended if you assume that he has a
material advantage in sight; he works
upon that which has ‘only theoretical
value’.

Thus the distinetion between in-
stinet and reason by which the former
has been confined to animals, wholly
breaks down. Man has all the in-
stinets of the animal world; possibly
he has some instinets of his own as
well. The question now arises “How
far is it good for us to be so con-
stituted? In what way are our in-
stinets serviceable, and in what way
are they dangerous?”’

It is clear that reason and instinet
may be made to co-operate. It is the
latter which largely decides our ends,
it is the former which supplies us
with the means. The impulse of gre-
gariousness makes men form ecom-
munities even as it makes the bhuffalo
run in herds; intelligence invents con-
stitutions and societies of ever-in-
creasing complexity, by which this
desire to be with one another, to share
one another’s joys and sorrows, may
be more and more fully satisfied. The
impulse of pugnacity makes of man
a warrior, even as it makes the lion
the terror of the forest; intelligence
serves this impulse by constructing
for the savage tribe more and more
effective tomahawks, or by equipping
a modern nation with siege guns and
submarines. The impulse of curios-
ity sets the seientist exploring the re-
cesses of Nature, just as it leads the
hyena to sniff round and round an
unfamiliar object in its path; intelli-
gence provides telescopes of longer
and longer range, laboratories better
and better furnished, state subsidies
of greater and greater amount. Thus
to a great extent in the activities of
life, while reason provides the tech-
nical apparatus, it is our instinets
that drive the machine; reason dis-
tributes, canalises—to use a word
coined by Professor Bergson—that
motive power which instinet creates.
_ Plainly there is a danger here. Our
instinets may not submit to be thus
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regulated, thus canalized ; the stream
which when directed in the proper
way will drive the mill-wheel may at
times overflow its banks; just in pro-
portion to the strength of the current
is its potency for mischief if it gets
out of control. Instinet in this re-
spect resembles habit. We speak of
habit as second nature; we get so ac-
customed to acting in certain ways
that we cannot without determined
effort act otherwise. And there is im-
mense advantage in this. For what
we do habitually we do easily; we
need only apply to it a low degree of
attention ; our energies are thus econ-
omized, for we can transfer to un-
familiar tasks that mental concentra-
tion which practice has rendered un-
necessary in the familiar. But the
drawback of habit is that we readily
become its creatures; we get into
grooves and ruts. Just in proportion
as we have made ourselves efficient in
one mode of work we may become in-
capacitated for making any improve-
ment upon that mode. You ecan’t
teach an old dog new tricks: he must
do the old tricks in the old way, and
if you are bent upon having new
tricks done you must get a new dog.
Similarly and for similar reasons, it
is of enormous advantage to us that
we possess instincts, for on the whole
they act in the right direction, and
they enable us to meet emergencies
for which slow moving reason would
be too late. But we have no guaran-
tee that an instinet will stop acting
just where it should. The difference
between. primitive and civilized life
appears especially in the degree to
which rational control has been estab-
lished over such instinctive prompt-
ings. If we had not an instinet of
curiosity we should never have ex-
plored our mysterious world ; but cur-
losity in an extreme degree has re-
ported itself in the corpses of many
daring travellers on the Alps, and it
is not long since it left its tragic tok-
ens at the South Pole. Gregarious-
ness makes the bees live together in
hives and serve their common inter-
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ests; it also makes families which
might have been healthy in rural life
erowd into the contagion of a city
slum.

But, while these dangers have to be
guarded against, it is a more pleasing
task to reflect upon how much our in-
stinets have done to help us. Take
two examples, at first sight unfavour-
able to the view we are maintaining,
What else but acquisitiveness made
possible the transition from the prim-
itive nomadic state of wandering
tribes to the settled tenure of land,
and the formation of stable communi-
ties? What else changed the preda-
tory savage who would burn his hed
in the morning, without a thought for
the coming night, into the citizen of
an industrial order, no longer depend-
ing upon the spoils of a raid, hut on
the gathered and protected stope
which his own enterprise had won
from the fertility of the soil? In the
absence of this instinet, how fearful
must have been the waste of nature’s
resources; where everyone lived sim-
ply from day to day, little effort
would have been made to make the
most out of the means of production,
and to economize the treasury of the
earth.  Or consider that other in-
stinet, a very curious but a quite zen-
uine one, the “instinet of self-dis-
play”. You see it in the prancing
horse, the strutting bantam, the erin-
ning monkey. Like vain children
these animals insist on calling atten-
tion to themselves; they show satis-
faction when they are watched.

It is surely, then, a mereiful ar-
rangement by which we, no less than
the animals, have these “blind” ten-
dencies, impulses that on the whole
guide us well, make us notice the
things which are important to our in-
terests, make us feel pleased or dis-
pleased with what is good or bad,
make us act in ways that work fop
life long before we know the reason
why. They are among the weapons
with which we fight our battle with
circumstance, and they are not the
least serviceable in our armoury.
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ﬁty Hg“esso}‘ D) Fraser Farris

O the student of the mind al-
I most nothing is surprising as
regards either the modes of its
working or the extraordinary charaec-
ter of its productions. Amongst the
more recondite of its workings are
ecoupled or dual sensations. The in-
variable linking together of two differ-
ent varieties of sensation is known to
the learned as syn®sthesia. ‘We have
instances of this sort of thing when
a sound, an odour, or a taste immedi-
ately calls up a colour. Thesé colour-
ed sensations are not by any means
so extremely rare as might be imagin-
ed. Thus certain persons when they
hear a particular tone on the organ
or on the violin, or listen to human
voices, seem to hear the notes colour-
ed—red or blue or violet, as the case
may be. The actual sound heard in-
variably arouses a mental picturing,
a peenliar but quite unmistakable sen-
sation of red, or blue, or violet. Vowel
sounds are particularly liable to call
up colour-sensations; a certain French
gentleman, for instance, always heard
the sound of the vowell i as green,
i.e., he saw green when the sound (not
the thought) of the vowel i was
present to his mind. Associations be-
tween sounds and colours seem com-
moner among the French than among
people of any other nation, to tl,xese
they have given the expression “L’au-
dition colorée”. :
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But coloured hearing is not at all
unknown to Britons, although the
more reticent and less introspective
British do not say so much about it.
The modern French poet J. A. Rim-
baud has a poem entirely devoted to
the colour associations of the vowels.
Two excellent instances of coloured
sensations are described in his “Pro-
blems of Life and Mind” by the late
Mr. George Henry Lewes, well known
as the first husband of “George Eliot”.
Two brothers of the name of Nuss-
baumer experienced invariable asso-
ciations between sounds and ecolours.
Voices and certain definite musieal
notes aroused particular colours, and
conversely certain colours always
called up the same sounds. Blue,
yellow, brown and violet were the
colours seen; black, white, red, green
were never experienced. Several more
recent cases are reported by Professor
Albertoni of Bologna. In those the
hearing of do (C) was always asso-
ciated with blue, mi (E) with yellow,
sol (G) with red.

The same writer reports the still
more extraordinary case of two per-
sons who, being read-blind, were un-
able to appreciate or correctly name
the note G. This is the converse
of synwmsthesit, the absence of an
auditory perception in consequence
of the absence of the perception of a
particular colour (red). Red-blindness
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is called Daltonism, because Dalton,
the pioneer English chemist, was the
first person to deseribe (1794) the in-
ability to distinguish red from its
complementary green. Hence this
very rare condition, which was dis-
covered by Albertoni, has been named
auditory Daltonism (Daltonismus
auditivus).

A few years ago Monsieur Peil-
laube, editor of The Revue Philoso-
phique, reported on four persons who
had well-marked coloured hearing for
vowel sounds and organ notes. He
called attention to cases among musi-
cians of definite associations between
not only certain notes and the sounds
of musical instruments and colours,
but also between whole pieces of
music and colours. Gounod, for in-
stance, endeavouring to express the
difference between the French and
the Italian tongues and giving his
preference for the former, used the
language of colours: “Elle est moins
riche de coloris, soit, mais elle est
plus variée et plus finé de teintes.”

So much for chromatic sensation.
Let us now notice the psychologically
more curious condition still, namely,
coloured thinking proper. Tt is a
matter of sober fact that there is a
small minority of people perfectly
healthy in body and mind who can-
not think of (visualise) anything
without its being present to them in
some sort of colour or other. They
think in colours. Chromatic menta-
tion this might be called. Coloured
concepts or psychochromes are what
are present in these persons’ minds.
It was the anthropologist Mr. Francis
Galton, F.R.S., in his “Inquiries into
Human Faculty and its Develop-
ment,” who first studied this condi-
tion in any way exhaustively. He
divided people who exteriorized their
thoughts into “poor visuals” and
“strong visuals,” and he called these
persons “seers” who tend to project
their thoughts outwards and to pic-
ture “things” (concepts, ideas) vivid-
ly to themselves. The mental picture
so exteriorized may or may not be col-
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oured : our present study is of “seers”
who have coloured concepts, who are
coloured thinkers. Thus, four persons
within the writer’s knowledge con-
ceive of “Monday” as yellow, gray,
blue, and green respectively. This is
true coloured thinking. Some per-
sons who think in colours refrain from
confessing the fact under the impres-
sion that it is something to be asham-
ed of, since it is possibly a childish
survival. Now, in all probability, if
an adequate study could be made of
so-called childish survivals, a vepry
great deal of interest and instruction
for empirical psychology would arise.

It must not be imagined that thoge
who are coloured thinkers are eon.
stantly plaguel with vivid day-dreams
of coloured phantasmagoria. Coloup.
ed thinking merely means that many
it may be all, of their mental image;
are normally coloured in some way or
other.

One man of science known to the
writer always thinks “one hundred”
as dark brown; to him “a hundredq®
could not be pink or white; the ve
idea of the word “hundred” is to him
essentially and unalterably a dark
brown one. Similarly, to this person
each hour of the day and night has g
colour of its own. The hours p.m
are as follows: One o’clock, brown:
two, yellow; three, white; fom-’
black; five, brown; six, white; seven'
magneta, red; eight, black; nine, ye].
low; ten, black: eleven, green ; ;!nd
twelve, yellow. To this “seer” 1 p-m.
is unthinkable as white, or 3 pP.m
black. To certain coloured thinkeps
all words, as regards colour, are either
light or dark. Thus Cairo and Con.
stantinople are light, Rome and Lon.
don dark.

As one might expect, those words
which themselves name colours, op
which name an object of a definite
colour, are in thought always appro-
priately coloured. Naturally the word
white is white, black black, brown
brown, and so on.

But such a word, e.g., as “crocus”
is white to a particular coloureq
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thinker. But crocuses are yellow as
well as white, yet this “seer” always
thinks of the word crocus as white,
for it is the word and not the image
of the flower that is visualized, and
any given word has always the same
chromatic association.

It is not surprising that some of
this eurious subject should have found
its way into modern fiction. In the
psychologically interesting novel “In
Subjection,” by the gifted writer
Ellen Thorneyeroft Fowler, there is
more than a passing allusion to the
psychochromes of the heroine, Isabel
Seaton. We are told that the vowels
a, e, i, 0, and u have in her mind the
eolours green, blue, white, orange, and
purple respectively. Even w and y
are not left out in the uncoloured
cold, for w is red and y yellow.
“Fver since she can remember,” the
days of the week have been associated
in Isabel Seaton’s mind with colours.
Thus, Monday is green; Tuesday,
pink; Wednesday, blue; Thursday,
brown ; F'riday, purple ; Saturday, yel-
low; and Sunday, white. Furthermore
to this percipient the odd numbers
have cold colours (gray, black, blue
and green), while the even numbers
have warm colours (red, yellow,
brown, pink, purple and orange). Nor
is this all, for in her thoughts persons
well known to this authoress are in-
variably associated with certain col-
ours which have nothing at all to do
with the colours most often worn by
those people. Isabel Seaton has, then,
coloured concepts, but she also has
coloured sensations, for in her case a
soprano voice calls up the ideas of
pale blue, green, yellow or white ; con-
traltos pink, red or violet ; tenors var-
jous shades of brown; basses black,
dark green or navy blue. :

Perhaps the earliest allusion in lit-
erature to this sort of thing is the
case of the blind man described by
John Locke, to whom the notion of
searlet was “like the sound of a trum-

. Here the notion of a colour
ealled up a sound, or rather the sound
took the place of a colour. The
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dreams of the congenitally blind fall
into this category; they dream in
terms of sound or smell or touch or
the muscular sense instead of the
visual.

As to the colours seen in coloured
thinking, both those in the speetrum
and those that are non-spectral occur.
The latter include white, black, gray
in all its varieties, scarlet, cream,
brown, erimson, pink and purple. The
present writer has examined the
psychochromes of two men, one
woman, and one child, with the result
that the relative order of frequence
of oceurrence of the colours begins
with white and follows with brown,
black, yellow, green, blue, red, pink,
cream, orange, purple.

‘We may now ask the question, What
manner of persons are they who think
in colours? The reply is a most con-
soling one, for has not Galton said
that coloured thinkers “are rather
above than below the intellectual
average”. What percentage of the
total population are coloured think-
ers we have yet insufficient data to
determine.

In concluding we might inquire in-
to the characteristic features of col-
oured thinking as made out by the one
or two who have studied this obscure
department of empirical psychology.
In the first place, these associations
have been formed at a very early
age. Mr. Galton’s correspondents
wrote: “Ever since childhood I have
always seen. As far back as
I can remember I have always seen,”
and so forth. In one case, associations
between colours and hours of the day
were fully formed before the perei-
pient was five years old; in another
case colours and days of the week
were associated before seven years of
age.

The second point which may be
said to be a distinguishing feature of
coloured thoughts is their well-mark-
ed individuality, their unsharedness,
to coin a word. For instance, the
vowel is yellow to one person, black
to a second, brown to a third, blue to
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a fourth, green to a fifth, and, finally,
“French gray” to a sixth.

One seer always thinks of Thurs-
day as white, another of it as black,
a third as brown. There is nothing
like any agreement between different
coloured thinkers as to the colours
they attach to the same word or
“thing”. Here, if anywhere in mat-
ters mental, we have an “infinite var-
iety”.

The third characteristic is the ex-
treme definiteness in the minds of
seers as to the precise tint, shade, or
tone of colour visualized. It might be
thought that colours linked to things
so intangible as concepts would be
vague, hazy, difficult of verbal de-
seription ; but as a matter of fact, it is
exactly the reverse. The coloured
thinker is not content with saying
that Sunday is yellow; he must call
it a “pale canary-yellow”. He says
September is steel-gray, not merely
gray. He distinguishes between dull
white, gray white, silvery white, and
80 on. A French seer thinks the vowel
e gray-blue; another thinks s lemon-
yellow, and not any other tint. The
degree of chromatic preecision which is
given by coloured thinkers to the de
seriptions of their visualizings is as
surprising as anything else in this
mysterious subject.

Although so definite and even in
some cases vivid, those coloured visual-
izings never become hallucinations;
the reason for this being, to put it
very briefly, that they are thoughts
and not subjective sensations. They
are rare mental occurrences but not
abnormal: they belong to the physio-
logy, not the pathology of mind.

The fourth distinguishing feature
is that the tendeney to coloured think-
ing is hereditary—“very hereditary”
Mr. Galton puts it. On this point all
who have studied this condition are
agreed. The ability to think in col-
ours is not produced by education, by
any external or environmental influ-
ences. Coloured thinkers on looking
backward can nearly always find that
a parent or more remote ancestor also
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possessed the faculty. But even when
they cannot prove the hereditary
source of the ability, they have ne
doubt in their own minds that the
ability or propensity was innate; and
not due to any outside influence what-
ever. “Nature, not nurture,” to use
Galton’s phrase, has been the cause
at work here.

The last feature of these coloured
concepts is their unchangingness
through life. It is the universal con-
fession that the particular colours at-
tached to certain thoughts appear to
the percipient at the present time
exactly as they have always appeared
to him: they have undergone no
change during a lifetime. It may be
otherwise full of changes. As Gal-
ton expresses it, “They are very little
altered by the accidents of eduea-
tion”. Just as apparently their origi-
nation is not due to the influence of
the environment so the environment
exercises no modifying influence over
them as life proceeds: in other words
they are unrelated to the environ..'
ment.

It may finally be asked if we have
any explanation to give of the causal
conditions of coloured thinking ; why
colours at all, and why particular
colours, have come to be associated
with thoughts in the minds of only a
few persons. The reply to this is
that we have not. The very arbitrari-
ness of the association defies theoreti.
cal explanation. It has been sug-
gested that some coloured picture
book in early life may have been the
agency at work in giving chromatie
character to certain words and ob-
jects. This will account for the
origin of only a very few coloured
concepts. In a very few cases some
environmental agency does seem to
have been operative, as in one ecase
known to the writer in which the no-
tion of February is white. Here the
earliest February remembered was a
Snowy one; now as snow is white,
February ever afterwards came to be
associated with whiteness. But this
kind of origin is found to have been
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the case in extremely few persons who
are colonred thinkers. No common
origin of external source can make
one person think of August as white,
another brown, another crimson. If
August is white to one person because
it is the month of white harvest, then
it ought to be white to all persons
capable of receiving impressions as to
harvest colours at all. But to the vast
majority of people it is the suprem-
est nonsense to talk of August as hav-
ing any colour, and to the few who
think it coloured it has not by any
means the same colour.

It might be thought that the col-
ours attached to the individual let-
ters of a word would, when mixed to-
gether, yield the colour attached to
the concept of the entire word. Only
in a few accidental cases is this so.
In the majority of words the colour of
the entire word has no relationship to
the colours of the component letters.
Thus the word Tuesday is white for
a certain coloured thinker for whom
t is blue-black; u, gray; e, brown; s,
yellow; d, brown; a, white; and y,
yellow—colours which when mixed to-
gether could not possibly yield white.
Nor do the physiological theories of
colour-vision throw any light on the
matter, although they have been ex-

haustively examined with this end in
view. To enter even on an outline of
these hypotheses would lead us too far
into biological technicalities.

The consensus of opinion seems to
be that the tendency to eoloured
thinking is an innate mental capacity
analagous to the artistic, the musical,
the mathematical, or other inherited
forms of genius or disposition. The
different kinds of genius are notor-
iously not conferred by training or
education; if not inherited they can-
not be acquired. Precisely the same
may be said of coloured thinking.
Chromatic conception is not an activ-
ity of the ordinary mind; neither is
genius. It is not in the ordinary type
of mind, but in the slightly aberrant,
that the more recondite problems of
mental physiology present themselves
to receive that adequate study which
can alone lead to a satisfactory ex-
planation of their causal antecedents.
Coloured thinking is as much a pheno-
menon of nature as is the rising of
the sun or the falling of the tide, and
we doubt not that in due time science
will be able to explain the mental
with as much precision and eonvie-
tion as she now interprets the physi-
cal, for all the cosmos, microcosm and
macroeosm in her parish,




ANOTHER PATRIOTGENERAL
By theFoonourable Fllizms ermvickTiddel].

ember, 1914, appeared an account

of Thomas Jefferson Sutherland, a
General in the “Patriot” army of
1838. The following article deals
with his comrade Edward Alexander
Theller, who hated and despised him
and was hated and despised by him
in equal measure.

Theller was born in Colerain,
County Kerry, Ireland, January 13th,
1804, of a good family; he received
a good education and distinguished
himself as a linguist; even as a youth
he became proficient in French and
Spanish, an accomplishment that was
to stand him in good stead in later
life. At a rather early age he came to
the United States, but retained to the
end his Iove for his native land and
(what he considered a necessary cor-
ollary) his hatred for England and
all things English.

When the time came for him to
elect his allegiance, he became an
American citizen, formally forswear-
ing all allegiance to the King in
whose dominions he had been born.
About 1824 he came to Montreal,
where he studied medicine;. A fellow
student was Dr. Chénier, who was to
become a prominent leader in the Re-
bellion in Lower Canada and to die
in battle at the Church at St. Eus-
tache. Some say that Theller was for
a time a member of a free love com-
munity in New York State.

Theller practised medicine for a
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time in Montreal and also carried on
a drug store in partnership with Dp.
Willson, after whose death he mar-
ried his widow, Ann Pratt, a lady of
some means, daughter of an English
gentleman. He seems to have been
convinced of his success .as a medieal
man, especially in healing cholera.

His residence in Lower Canada in.
creased rather than diminished his
hatred of Britain; and in 1832 he pe.
moved from under the flag, settling
in Detroit, which had been visited by
an epidemic of cholera. Both in that
year and in 1834, in another epidemie
of cholera, he did good service as g
physician.

A man of much energy, he pros-
pered financially and in a few years
he was the owner of a wholesale groe-
ery store and also of a drug store:
he was as well a physician in activg'
practice in partnership successively
with Dr. Lewis F. Starkey ang
Dr. Fay. He became one of the most
prominent supporters in Detroit of
the “Patriot” cause; and when an in.
vasion of Upper Canada was planned
in the winter of 1837-38 he was chos-
en as Brigadier-General to command
the first Brigade of French and Irish
troops to be raised in Canada. The
“Sympathizers” were firmly convine.
ed that it only required a force of
invaders to appear, to cause the Can-
adians to rise en masse against the
supposed tyranny of Britain. Thel-
ler, indeed, continued to believe that
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excepting the Orangemen, “the vile
Orazlx)gengfaction”, and the Family
Compact there were very few loyal
Canadians. He writes: “Nor did I
meet during all my stay in Canada
with but two Roman Catholic Irish-
men who were loyal or wished well
to the British Government”. He seems
never to have heard of the Irish
Roman Catholics of Peterborough,
who marched from that place to Tor-
onto in the depth of winter to offer
their services to the Governor.

Theller was determined not to vio-
late the laws of the United Sffates by
taking any part in levying a force or
joining on); I1)11 the United States. Tak-

advice from the United States
Distriet Attorney, he considered that
joining out of the United States, an
expedition which had come from
there, even though it might have been
previously and unlawfully set on foot
within the jurisdiction of the United
States, was perfectly legal and did
not violate the American statutes.
Accordingly, upon the day agreed up-
on for a rising opposite Detroit, he
erossed over to Canada in a ferry boat
and landed at Windsor.

The “rising” did not rise, and af-
ter a wordy encounter with the re-
dounbtable Colonel Prince, Theller re-
turned to Detroit. This was not the
first that these two met nor was it to
be the last time. Theller had

jously been the cause of Prince
ing arrested in Detroit for a debt
alleged to be owing to an Irish ser-
vant for wages; and the men were bit-
ter enemies. Prince he describes as
follows: “Dark and mysterious, cruel
and vindictive, plausible but to de-
eeive, he spared neither money, nor
time, nor art to crush the spirit of
reform and blight the hopes of the
friends of Canadian independence”.
Prinee in turn describes Theller as a
“d——d piratical scoundrel”.

An invasion was then planned from
@ibralter, about twenty miles below
Detroit, and Theller made his way
thither, still determined not to join
the force or do anything except be-
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yond the legal jurisdiction of the
United States; so far, however, as his
“advice was of service it was freely
tendered and accepted”; this he calls
being “nicely serupulous about the
law”, but many a man has been hang-
ed for less.

He crossed over from Gibralter in
a small boat into British waters and
took command of the stolen schooner
Ann. The following day, January 9th,
1838, when discharging the cannon
with which the Ann was armed, he
received a blow on the head from the
recoiling gun that felled him to the
deck and down the hatch-way into the
hold. Before he could recover him-
self, the Ann had been captured by
the gallant Canadian militia. Stunned
and senseless, Theller was dragged
out by the victors, and upon partial
recovery he found himself and his
comrades under the charge of Lieut-
enant Baby. He was taken to the
hospital, and when enjoying a re-
freshing and invigorating sleep was
awakened by a kick on the ribs from
his ancient enemy Colonel Prince,
who ordered him to be tied and taken
to Fort Malden.

Next day, tied two and two and
thrown into the bottom of a wagon,
Theller and his eaptive comrades were
sent off to Toronto, accompanied by
a strong guard of soldiers and a dozen
of the St. Thomas volunteer cavalry
riding alongside and going ahead as
scouts. The officer in charge of the
escort was found to be an old aec-
quaintance of Theller’s, Dr. Brenk-
enridge, who had studied his profes-
sion in Detroit in the office of Dr.
Fay, Theller’s former partner. But
Breakenridge was “the son of an old
revolutionary Tory” and “was well
worthy of his sire”; and “this most
ungrateful wretch”, although Theller
had “for months saved him from lit-
erally starving”, treated the prison-
ers even worse than his instructions
from Prince warranted.

After a tedious journey of five days
they reached London, an “apparently
flourishing village on the
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River Thames”. Ten days in the Lon-
don gaol passed before an order came
for Theller and some others to be
taken to Toronto. On this journey
the prisoners were not tied.

The cavalcade passed through
Brantford and Hamilton, and at
length arrived at Toronto. The last

words Theller heard before passing
through the prison doors came from a
“decent-looking man”: “Bad luck to
your impudent face, you bloody Yan-
kee! I hope I may never see you come
out of that place until the morning
you are to be hung”.

On March 24th, 1838, he was pre-
sented with a copy of an indictment
for treason and on April 6th was call-
ed to trial. Mr. Hagerman, the Attor-
ney General, and Mr. Sherwood prose-
cuted, and the sole defence was that
Theller was not a British subject but
an American citizen. The Crown ad-
mitted that he was a naturalized Am-
erican citizen, but claimed that “once
a subject always a subject” and that
he was still a British subject. The
facts were proved, and the jury speed-
ily gave their verdict: “If the prisoner
is a British subject, he is guilty of
Treason”. Theller and some Ameri-
can writers preposterously contended
that this was a verdict of acquittal;
but by the law of England (then and
until 1870) and by the law of Upper
Canada, the prisoner was a British
subject; and he was rightly conviet-
ed. Mr. J. E. Small, one of the
leaders of the Bar and some time
Treasurer of the Law Society, assisted
Theller in his defence and remained
his staunch friend. Theller describes
Hagerman—“Handsome Kit”—as “a
large man with an unmeaning, bloat-
ed countenance; his nose had been
broken but whether in a midnight
brawl or not I cannot say, but it gave
a hideous and disgusting look to his
face”; Sherwood was a “sprout of re-
volutionary Toryism”; Chief Justice

Robinson guilty of “strange perver-

sion”, and the jury “all a packed jury
of tories”; the law “unjust, tyranni-
cal and barbarous”.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

On April 10th he was called up for
sentence ; the sentence was, of course,
that he should be drawn to the place
of execution on a hurdle and han
a fortnight thence, and that his
should be given to the surgeons for
dissection.

The execution of Lount and Mat.
thews he saw; he arranged with Dy,
King “an alderman and an Irishman
too” for his burial in the doector’s
“own family burial-place in the Cath-
olic burying-ground”. Thinking his
petition to the Governor would be fu-
tile, he prepared for death. Sip
George Arthur, however, determined
to reserve his case for her Majesty’s
pleasure by reason of the great legal
questions involved. Theller, it is true,
and those who accept his statements
as gospel, say that his reprieve was
due to a fear that the Irish troops
would mutiny if he an Irishman were
executed while the sentence of Gen.
eral Sutherland an American was
commuted—credat Judaeus Appella.

On St. George’s Day, Theller’s
faithful wife left behind at Detroit,
came to Toronto from Lewiston by the
American steamer Oneida and made
her way to the gaol, while
friends who were to present a neyw
petition to Sir (George Arthur were
hastening to Government House. They
soon brought the good news that those
whom the prisoner calls “the tyrant
and his minions of the perjured wool.
sack and the Council” respited him
from immediate death. Tt was eup
rently reported that at the first peti.
tion the Council was equally divided,
two for reprieve and two opposed, in.
cluding “a bloodthirsty old Seotsman
Allen or Billy Allen as he was called.
! who was decidedly for h "
ing and quartering and could not he
persuaded to yieldajot . . . ope
of the Counecil, the Honourable Mr,
Draper (Solicitor-General) being ab-
sent on the London circunit”., Howevep
that may be, the second petition was
suceessful.

Shortly afterwards he was visited
in prison by the Honourable Aaron



ANOTHER PATRIOT GENERAL

Vail, who had been commissioned by
the American Government to look in-
to the situation of the American
risoners, but he could afford no re-
ief.

eAn outbreak of smallpox induced
the Government on the representation
of “Dr. Widmore (i.e. Widmer) a
good, kind-hearted man” to weed out
the prison, and on May 15th some fif-
ty-five prisoners were released after
entering into recognizances to keep
the peace for three years. Some re-
turned to their Canadian homes, but
“most of them preferred to leave the
country, property and all and go in-
to the United States”. Next day
orders came to remove Theller and
others, twenty-five in all, to Fort
Henry, Kingston. Escorted by a
guard of negro volunteers, the un-
fortunates, chained two and two, were
taken by Sheriff Jarvis to the Steamer
('ommodore Barry and huddled in the
after part of the boat, closely penned
in and still in chains. :

A plot to take possession of the
steamer and run her into Sackett’s
Harbour came to nothing, owing,
Theller says, to Sutherland’s coward-
jce. After remaining in Fort Henry
overnight, Theller and the other nine
Ameriean prisoners “were again plac-
ed under our sable escort and march-

ed . . . to a boat,” to be taken
through the Rideau Canal to Lower
(anada. Changing boats at Bytown

(Ottawa), they made their way down
the River to “Granville” (Grenville) ;
then marched across about fifteen
miles to Carillon and embarked on an-
other boat, which took them to La-
chine. At Carillon a- negro soldier
who had “been a slave in Kentucky,
from whence he had run away” was
drowned, and all Dr. Theller’s efforts
at resuscitation proved fruitless.

_ From Lachine they went by barge
to Montreal and were incarcerated in
the new gaol. Theller gives an inter-
esting account of the conduct of the
erowd who watched their March from
the River to St. Paul’s Street and
from there to New Market and thence
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to the gaol: “The most abusive epi-
thets against ourselves and country
were made use of; such as d——d
Yankees, sympathizers, pumpkin-eat-
ers, wooden nutmegs”.

The fare in Montreal gaol was an
admirable contrast to that at Tor-
onto: “Roast and boiled, fish and
flesh, fricassees, ragouts, patés, in-
numerable, and even the coup d'ap-
petit in the shape of good rum was
not wanting. Brandy, gin and wine
of all sorts and qualities were set on;
and we poor hungry, half-starved
wretches thought it must be queer
fare to have in prison”. It was no
wonder that they thought “old Kidd,
the jailer in Toronto, would stare
could he but see such a table ’
or Molineaux, his deputy, the old
skunk”. But this food was not the
regular gaol fare; it was a present
from the political prisoners, “lawyers,
notaries, priests, seigneurs and other
wealthy landed proprietors”. These
prisoners also sent what they could
spare of their clothing, such as shirts,
drawers, stockings, shoes, which were
much appreciated by the half-clad
Americans.

The stay in Montreal was short ; the
prisoners were taken by boat to Que-
bec. They were put in the hold of
the vessel, as the owners, John Tor-
rance & Company had given orders
that the cabins were not to be pollut-
ed by the presence of any Yankee
brigand. Touching at Three Rivers,
a copy of Lord Durham’s Proclama-
tior was procured. Theller did not
think anything would come of it in
the existing miserable state of Can-
ada. At Quebec they were lodged in
the Citadel. An order came to send
Theller to England, but in October he
managed to effect his escape with sev-
eral others. After lying concealed in
l(ll'ueb:;: for a tsﬁx%rtltime, friends took

1m, along wi olonel D across
the River and finally acrt;s.(:g:l’xe line.

They then went to Augusta, Maine.
sailed thence by the Steamer Vander-
bilt for Boston and thence to New
York, where they met William Lyon
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Mackenzie and several Patriots who
had just arrived from exile in Ber-
muda.

Theller attended and addressed
meetings with Mackenzie in New
York, Philadelphia, Washington, and
Baltimore in favour of the Canadian
rebels, but the news from Canada
was discouraging, and sick at heart he
took his way homeward by the great
western route, the national road.
Crossing the State of Ohio to Cleve-
land, he took the stage for home, tra-
velling day and night to prevent the
utter folly of a proposed invasion of
Western Canada from Detroit. He
arrived in Detroit December 4th,
1838, too late to check the invasion
which had already begun and which
resulted so disastrously for many of
the invaders.

On the second day after his arrival
he was arrested to answer to an in-
diectment which some of his friends,
during his imprisonment in Canada
and with a hope of procuring his ex-
tradition, had caused to be found
against him for breach of the neutral-
ity laws of the United States. In the
following term, June, 1839, he was ac-
quitted; perhaps the faet that the
presiding Judge was Ross Wilkins,
who had taken quite as active a part
in the Patriot movement as Theller
himself, may have had something to
do with this result.

During the summer of 1839 Thel-
ler started a daily paper, The Spirit
of ’16 or Theller’'s Daily Republican
Advocate, which he published for
about two years; it had also a week-
ly edition.

In 1841 he published a book in two
volumes, “Canada in 1837-38”, which
contains a history of the rebellion and

especially his own part therein. It
contains a good deal of “fine-writing,”
much gasconading, much evidence of
hatred of Britain, but little of value
historically or otherwise. Unlike
Sutherland’s production, this work is
quite common.

The cholera was raging in Buffalo
in that year, 1841, and thither Dy,
Theller went and resumed the prae-
tice of medicine. In 1849, hearing
that there was in Panama an epidemie
of yellow fever, he made his way to
that city. He was met there in 1857
by Mr. Kingsford, who in his “His-
tory of Canada” gives an account of
the meeting. Tle was at the time
keeping the Cocoa Grove Hotel in the
suburbs, a most beautiful spot.

He went from Panama to San
Franecisco, where he started and edit-
ed The Public Ledger and afterwards
The Evening Argus. He died at
Hornitos, Mariposa County, Califor-
nia, May 30th, 1859, in his 56th year,
One of his sons who was in the United
States Army was killed by the Nez
Percés in 1877; the other two both
lived in San Francisco; his only
daughter married F. X. Cicott of De-
troit and died in 1865 while her hus-
band was Sheriff of the County, leay-
ing a number of children.

Theller was “plump, full-figured,
black-haired, with blue eyes, straight
well-formed nose and high forehead,
and about five feet six inches in
height”; believed himself to be like
Napoleon both in person and in gen-
ins, with a magnetic tongue, “an Irish
enthusiast for anything opposed to
Great Britain, a native born Fenian”.
So say those who knew him ; but with-
al he was a kindly soul, with an open
heart and hand for the unfortunate.
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CANSO AND HAZEL HILL
By Z/ﬁ’og}cgy%@/

T was not the most favourable con-

ditions under which to make the

aequaintance of any town—a tum-
bling boat of ninety small tons be-
neath me, seemingly ill-fitted to cope
with the swell and roar of the stormy
waters of the straits; a drizzling mist
that developed into a heavy rain and
blotted out everything but the crude,
blank, staring things of nature; the
waning light of a day that had start-
ed before 4 a.m., and had, in the four-
teen hours afterwards, included a
forty-two-mile coach drive, a two
hours’ wait at an uninteresting sta-
tion, and five hours of train and
boat. Naples might languish under
such a burden. Certainly Canso did.

A low gray loom through the
misty rain, and then a bare gray
tumble of rocky coast, surf-lined, and
nothing more at first. A tall white
steeple, bayoneting the sky, ecrept
round a point, high-placed on a bare
hill-top. Lower down a lighthouse
eame dully over the rocks and push-
ed its feeble gleam into the drab fog.
Farther westward a lonely mast shot
up above an island, tilted a little,
telling the vietory of wind and wave
that had driven it upon the shore.
Through a narrow passage between
the sullen out-lving islands we
slowly drifted, and within the har-
bour made two right-angle turns be-
fore reaching the wharf. Canso was
in no hurry to disembark us.
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From the water it was a very long
town, and very narrow, as if each
house begrudged another a place be-
side the water that gave them their
living. In architeeture they did not
struggle with one another—drab,
plain and unpretentious, content that
they were part of Canso, the cod-fish-
ing centre of “the Eastern”. Only here
and there a larger structure told of
public affairs independent of Canso
and its cod—a school, a church or
two, the post-office. And down be-
side the water the one big industry of
the town, placing Canso outside the
list of mere fishing villages, the ware-
houses of a government-fed institu-
tion, with a cold-storage plant, which
carries “fresh” fish across the con-
tinent. The rest was but a mass of
drab, with indefinite lines of windows
and flat roofs, through the fog. But
there was no drabness down the “tid-
dle,” the narrow harbour wherein lie
the life and commerce of Canso. There
row after row of fishing-boats tied up
to the wharves faded into the distance
as an indistinet blur of wupright
points.

But fog and rain did not dull
Canso’s nightly entertainment. The
wharf was erowded. The R. @. Cann
was Canso’s little touch of outside
world, its daily dissipation, its pur-
veyor of mails and visitors and float-
ing bits of gossip denied the mails.
Every morning, in the early light, the



A SCENE ON THE WHARVES AT CANSO

boat draws out for Mulgrave, thirty-
five miles away to the north, to pick
up connection with the outside. Fish-
ermen lounged about the wharf in yel-
low slickers fresh from the sea, and
the townspeople wore waterproofs—or
stood calmly in the rain. Umbrellas
are for places where water does not
enter so seriously into the life of the
citizens. To a gentle, white-bearded
man I delivered my baggage and wan-
_dered up the pavementless streets to
the hotel.

At the best of times Canso is not
pretty. The builders of it cared for
nothing but the fish; their descend-
ants are worthy of followers of the
same idea. To make Canso beautiful
would be to translate it to another re-
gion, and to deprive it thereby of the
things that count for much more than
beauty. Rock is everywhere, eropping
out through the thin soil in all sorts
of inconvenient places. Streets stum-
ble and clatter over rock that will
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never wear out—that will never per-
mit waterworks or sewers. A tele-
graph company was inaugurating its
service by incessant blasting of rock
to give foothold to the poles. Tt is g
town without water or light or sewer-
age—lights were about to be installeq
—and yet a town of a couple of thou-
sand people, whose forefathers had
lived on these rocks a half century be-
fore an invisible line was cut through
North America. Old rusted lamp-
posts still stand awry about the corn-
ers, the remains of a lighting system
this generation does not know. Streets
wander without regard, but to the
path of least resistance. Shops are
splattered in disconnected locations
without favouritism to any street.
There is no business centre, no resi-
dential suburb, no slum. It is all
Canso, a unit that looks anxiously out
to sea to catch the first glimpse of the
returning fishing-boats.

But whatever its location may de-
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UNLOADING A TRAWLER AT CANSO

prive it of is made up for by its hon-
ourable, steadfast history. For almost
two centuries there has been a Canso
-—away back in 1720 they locate its
natal day—and it has been a life of
struggle and danger and sorrow. The
French kicked it about persistently
within the first century of its career,
and during the war of 1812-1814 the
United States found it an easy mark
on which to vent their spleen. It never
gseemed worth protecting, and the
British left it to filibustering foreign-
erslt is different now. Canada’s first
move in recognition of possible war
was to despatch a detachment of regu-
lars from Halifax to those rocky
shores. And within three days of the
declaration of war a large boatload
of militia and guns drew warily into
the tortuous channel and unloaded its
bristling freight to back up the regu-
lars already there. For Canso stands
high with the authorities to-day.
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Through its two cable stations Can-
ada touches hands with Europe.
Through Canso runs the thrill of big
transactions, of world-stirring news.
Canso has entered the counecil of na-
tions. Two miles westward a model
town tells of conditions manufactured
to overcome local ineonveniences.
Hazel Hill, with its eighty telegraph-
ers and their families and the other
requirements of what is said to be the
largest receiving cable station in the
world, is definitely placed to be the
antithesis of Canso—uniform archi-
tecture of some ambition, seenic sur-
roundings suitable to residence,
green grass and trees, entertainment,
and everything to make the life of the
operators pleasant. Hazel Hill is
Canso modernized—without the quali-
fications that brought Canso into be-
ing long before cables were even
dreams.

Its age brings to Canso more than
memories. Even to-day it is content.
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Hundreds of its people have never
heen outside its limits—old men and
women whose ancestors ran to cover
many a time at sight of a French
frigate or an American privateer.
Hazel Hill is foreign travel to some
of them. They are content to die
without hearing the rumble of a
train. Into the career of a woman
of sixty has come one big event—a
visit to a neighbouring fishing vil-
lage, five miles along the coast, in
honour of the opening of a new
chureh; and she talks about it yet.
One of the top-notch families first
sailed into Canso harbour a little
more than a hundred years ago, while
on the way to Labrador. Tt stopped
there. To-day a descendant is the
local squire and landed proprietor,
owner of the largest wharf and larg-
est store, a man who condescends to
receive the visitor who is sufficiently
recommended.

Communication with the outside
world is uncertain, with the unrelia-
bility of water connection. At times
the straits are full of ice, or a south-
easter rages up the Atlantic. Then
the only way out is by a long, dreary

route up the shores of Chedabueto
Bay, a terrible trail in winter, where
strong men numb in the heavy gales
and ruthless, unimpeded snow.

There is a reckless tang in the life
of the cod-fisherman that makes
Canso the centre of stories of daring
evasion of the law. Nowhere east of
Halifax is there license to sell liquor
—but the French island of Miquelon
is only a few days away on the coast
of Newfoundland. Tt is not too far
for the venturesome fisherman, and
the excitement of liquor-running re-
pays the risk. They tell of the skip-
per who long made profit of his dar-
ing runs across the south coast of
Cape Breton. But the authorities in-
terfered. They awaited his return one
day, and laid heavy, gleeful hands on
him as he entered the harbour—o
to find an empty hold. They were
still cursing as his brother sailed in a
couple of hours later with deep-sunk
hull—filled with the load transferred
ten miles out at sea. And many times
thereafter it was transferred before
official wits got working.

They narrate with many a laugh
the adventures of an illieit distillep

ALONG THE “TIDDLE"” AT CANSO



THE COD FLAKES AT CANSO

whose plant on a neighbouring island
was surrounded one night by revenue
officers. The moonshiner managed to
escape by a flying leap through the
window. The officers, sure of their
quarry, took their time loading the
outfit into the man’s own boat, and
then set out to beat the island. But
their prey escaped through their lines
to the laden boat and calmly pulled
away with both boats, leaving them
marooned and helpless, watching him
from the shore.

It is along the wharves you hear
these stories. For there you find the
life of Canso. The village itself is
but a sleeping-place for this living
that throbs along the water’s edge.
There they work and play and live
their social life. I passed among them
for days, with the freedom a stranger
nowhere else feels. They are eager
to talk, to answer questions, to offer
trips to the fishing-grounds. They also
wanted to be photographed. One
easy group of three, lounging on the
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deck of an isolated boat, sprang be-
low at the first sight of the camera,
to return in a minute with—hats, one
a very pale pearl, and another a stif*
black. And yet, uninteresting as they
now were, they had to be taken. A
fisherman seulled me across the tiddle
that I might take his boat, the largest
in the harbour, in full swordfishing
attire, one member of the crew in the
cross-trees, one in the “chair,” another
with the float ready to cast. Still
another skipper begged me to wait
until he had daubed a few bare
places with fresh paint. On that
Saturday afternoon they were indus-
triously shining up. for their affec-
tion for their boats is undying.

Up against the Corporation wharf
lay an ugly gray steamer, an English
trawler, its 134,000 pounds of haddock
running over in heaps on the deck, a
dirty, slimy mass hauled up perhaps
a week before from the ocean bed by
huge nets and rushed at the limit of
time to the cold-storage plant to be



A STREET IN CANSO

Showing the rock upon which the town is built

turned into the market as fresh fish.
The fishermen eyed it askance, the
stale fish an eyesore in their sight.
And they told me angrily how that
load of three thousand dollars, caught
any time within the week, brought the
catehers a higher rate than did their
daily-trawled fish, given straight from
the sea into the hands of the mer-
chants. The clumsy English trawler-
men, working to the point of exhaus-
tion under the goal of a percentage
and swift-moving machinery, sent bas-
ket after basket ashore all day long,
and left at the end for another sweep-
ing of the depths away up through
the straits in the Gulf of St. Law-
rence.

Now and then a schooner or a “ves-
sel” drifted into harbour, and along
the wharves the fishermen stopped
work te guess the business and name
of the newcomer. One was an Ameri-
can swordfishing boat, and a deputa-
tion left immediately to learn the luck,
and the whereabouts of the swordfish.
But most of the lazy boats that blun-
dered in, and wheeled about anchor
in mid-harbour to the flapping of sails
and the ecreaking of anchor chains,
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were Lunenberg fishermen. doomed
by shortage of bait to await a new
supply. Some of them lay there a
week, a dead loss to the owners. and
still no herring to sell them.

Out on the tiddle in boats, and
along the wharves, boys frolicked and
fought and raced. Three little fel-
lows, scarce able to toddle. launched
a big dory undisturbed, to give chase
to a toy sailboat carried into the tid-
dle by the wind. From a snubbing.
post a current of naked youngsters
plunged into the dirty water, some
stopping before each dive to ecross
their foreheads with hurried hand. A
tottering old fellow tried to explain to
me the characteristics of a “pinkie”
that lay near, an old boat that had
Just been brought from “the West-
ern”; and a younger fisherman dared
to maintain that it was a shallop. I
left them arguing the relative merits
of the sharp stern and the blunt, each
adhering stubbornly to the things of
his age. And all about was the over.
powering odour of fish.

It was the life of Canso down there.
Canso concentrated, packed into the
narrow border of a narrow harbour.
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At night it rained ; rainy nights are
not unusual in Canso. The rain falls
with a persistence that defies defiance
from the inexperienced. Through the
open windows of my room I could
hear but the murmur of a few muffled
voices from the street. From some-
where downstairs a metallic piano—
the first T had heard for weeks—
drummed out the good old tunes that
have stirred the throng for many a
vear. The window-blind flapped
drearily in the wind, and a boat
whistled suddenly from the harbour
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and pulled to rest beside some dark,
deserted wharf. And after the piano
became silent and the voices had long
since ceased, I sat by the window and
listened to Canso’s own heartbeat—a
foghorn from a distant lighthouse,
thickened by the blank gray fog, and
dreary bell-buoy that gloomily waft-
ed its warning on the varying wind,
always low, always menacing; and
over it all that dull boom of dashing
surf on the islands outside. Canso
was asleep at last to its own lul-
laby.

THE RECRUIT
By ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

HIS mother bids him go without a tear:
His sweetheart walks beside him, proudly gay,
“No coward have I loved,” her clear eyes say—
The band is playing and the people cheer.

Yet in his heart he thinks, “I am afraid!
I am afraid of Fear—how can I tell
If in the ordeal ’twill go ill or well?
How can man tell how bravely man is made?”

Steady he waits, obeying brisk command,
Head up, chin firm, and every muscle steeled,
Thinking, “I shot a rabbit in a field

And sickened at its blood upon my hand.”

The sky is blue and. little winds blow free,
He catches up his comrades’ marching song;
Their bayonets glitter as they sweep along—
(“How ghastly a red bayonet must be!”)

How the folk stare! His comrade on the right
Whispers a joke—is gay and debonair,
Sure of himself and quite at odds with care;
But does he. too, turn restlessly at night ?

From each familiar scene his inner eye
Turns to far fields by Titans rent and torn:
For in that struggle must his soul be born,
To look upon itself and live—or die!



ME AND MATILDA
Sy, Jenrtie Zelds Rarlan -

ATILDA, who is my sister and
was my housekeeper, had in-
sinuated all along that matri-
mony should always be the chief
end of a ecurate. Her insinua-
tion, I thought, was confined to cur-
ates, for she was forty-five herself
and still a spinster. Not that she had
never had an offer. More than once
had she experienced real romance, so
she assured me, and she seemed never
to forget it. But one day, as I casual-
ly observed the rector wearing a pair
of wrist-bands she had knitted, T won-
dered why she had shifted from socks
for soldiers. So I began then to put
two and two together, and to con-
clude that T was not after all the
sole object of her attentions. How-
ever, I hadn’t yet thought that -T
might have been, all along, an ob-
stacle to her own prospects, that a
small measure of charity at home
might have sent her forth in a new
frock and added the necessary hair
to the turning of the scale. Neverthe-
less, whenever she dropped a stitch
and looked at me over the rims, I
knew what to expeet, just the same
as T knew on that wet morning when
she opened the conversation with
much gravity, saying:
“People wonder at it, Hiram.”
In a frivolous mood she would have
called me Hire.
Perhaps it would have been con-
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siderate of me to tell her that their
wonder would soon be at an end, but
even I myself scarcely realized that
during the service of the previous
morning the sight of a sweet face, of
Margaret Moore sitting in a pew, had
caused me to break in the chant and
slight the pronouns in the prayer. As
a matter of fact, I was unconscious-
ly coming into the belief that for me,
after all, matrimony was the solid
rock. So I suffered Matilda to con-
tinue, as the needles clicked fastep
and faster.

“They say you're a little behind the
times, Hiram,” she said. “Now, to
my notion, a bachelor curate cannet
feel his dignity. Think how nice it
would be, for instance, at a soecial
gathering or a funeral, to say: ‘My
wife is of the same opinion as I’; ‘this
is my wife, Mr. Justice Fairbanks’:
‘Allow me to introduce you to Mrs.
Hawkins’; ‘My wife always coaches
me in my sermons’; then, turning te
her,” don’t you, Margaret ?* »

Margaret! Ye Church at Ephesus!
Had she read my thoughts? T almost
gasped the name before her lips had
completed it. T rose and stood before
the window. A carriage stopped in
front of the house. Man and curate
that I was, I saw bewitching ankles
above which dainty frills and laces
were cautiously held, pick their way
across the wet pavement. I raiseq

d



ME AND MATILDA

my eyes and saw Margaret Moore as-
cending my very door-step.

Matilda received her.

A few minutes later T was told that
the young lady wished to see me—
alone. _

I admitted her to the library.

She appeared to be slightly nerv-
ous; but in that she had my entire
sympathy. When she began to speak
she blushed freely. I must confess
that my own cheeks burned.

“T want you to help me,” she be-
e G o
I grew in importance immediately.

“Yes, 1 want you to help me; I
want you to make me happy. T have

3

. s

She hesitated and blushed, 1
thought, even more deeply than be-
fore.

“He’s a soldier now, you know,” she
went on, taking out her knitting.

“I don’t see him much since he en-
listed.” she continued, “but he’s con-
fided in me. You see, he wants to get
married right away, and there’s a di-
flienlty.”

“But you're willing enough?” 1
asked, hoping that she was not.

She glanced round the room, and
drew her chair closer to mine.

“It’s not that,” she half whispered.
- “Your parents object?” I ven-
tured.

She drew her chair still closer.

“We haven’t told them yet.”

“Yet he has proposed marriage?”
I said.

-~ “Yes, but he may not be accept-

»

“Do you think it’s fair to keep him
in doubt ?”

“But there’s a difficulty.”

“Js it pecuniary or position?” T
asked, with a sense of real embarrass-
ment.

She leaned over so that my ear was
Jevel with her lips. Then she whis-

in a tone full of contempt :

“His colonel objects.”

Then she knitted with much spirit
and waited for me to reply.

“What regiment is he in?” T asked.
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I was told the very one for which I
am acting as chaplain.

I straightened up and looked down
into her great pleading eyes, which
seemed so beautiful that I nearly
forgot myself.

“It’s rather serious,” I at length
ventured.

She agreed that it was.

“But I don’t see how I can assist
yvou.”

She took a letter from her pocket,

“You see, you ——”

She hesitated, looked around the
room again, drew her chair still ¢los-
er to mine. Again I stooped till my
ear was level with her lips. Honest-
ly, it was too near; I shouldn’t have
allowed it, being still only a enrate,
not a bishop. I should have summon-
ed Matilda.

“Could you not speak to the col-
onel?” she pleaded, looking up at me
in a most bewitching manner. Then
she added, with a pout, “You being
the chaplain.” :

All the time, I was hoping the col-
onel would never relent, but I stam-
mered out something to the effect that
I would see what I could do.

“It would make us both so happy !”
she exclaimed, clasping her hands to-
gether, “oh, so happy!”

“I'll speak to the colonel,” T said.

“I must confess that my enthusi-
assm was not unbounded. How could
I, who was head and ears in love with
Margaret myself, intercede success-
fully in behalf of another? But I
suppose that is one of the trials that
we chosen ones must undergo.

Having gained my consent to inter-
cede, Margaret began to ask questions
about myself, about my work: and
then she took my hreath away by
suddenly demanding why I had not
married earlier in life.

“Am I so old and hopeless?” T ask-
ed, with at least a pretence at despair,

“She blushed and looked even more
charming than ever.

“Oh, by no means,” she replied,
and then I fancied I saw something
in” her look.
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I am not the first man who has
fancied he has seen something in a
woman’s look.

Margaret lingered for a few min-
utes, scanning the titles of the books,
and then she left promising to re-
turn in a day or two to hear what
_sucecess [ might have.

I saw the colonel that very after-
noon. He dared to say that the mat-
ter could be arranged, making my
heart fall. And when Margaret came
back, the very mnext day, I told her
what the colonel had said. She threw
her knitting to one side, clasped my
hands in hers and held them for a
long while.

“I'm so glad,” she said, in a low,
contented tone, “so glad!”

“And what is to be my reward?”’
I asked, merely for the sake of say-
ing something.

“You shall be invited to the wed-
ding.”

“But may I not have at least the
honour of marrying you?”

“Me!” she exclaimed.

“I wish it were you,” 1 stammered.
“But T mean the honour of perform-
ing the ceremony.”

“But I’m not to be married,” she
said, laughing up at me and inereas-
ing slightly the rich colour of her
cheek.

“Then who in heaven’s name is?”’
I demanded.

“Why, Jack, of course.”

“What Jack?”

“My brother.”

“Not Lieutenant Moore ?”

“Certainly.”

“Why, he was present when I spoke

d
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to the colonel.”

“Whatever did you say ?”

“I merely said it was someone you
were interested in. Oh, well, it’s all
right, I suppose.”

“Perfectly all right.”

There was a long pause.

“Then you are free,” I said, tak-
ing her hand.

“I always have been,” she replied.

“Then you’ve been free long en-
ough,” and 1 took the desperate
chance of drawing her closer to me.

Just then there was a rap on the
door.

“It’s Matilda,” T whispered. “What
had we better do?”

“Don’t you think it would be a
good way to announce it?” she said
archly.

“Capital,” T replied. Then to Ma-
tilda I shouted, “Come in!”

Matilda opened the door. She
stood for a moment transfixed, and
then suddenly her knitting fell to the
floor.

“Hiram!” she exclaimed.

In a more frivolous mood she would
have called me Hire.

“Yes, Matilda?’ I replied, still
holding Margaret in my arms.

“What does this mean?”’ she de-
manded.

“It means,” I said, “that in order
to prevent a scandal in this house
you must bestow upon us your bless.
ing.”

All T need add is that she bestow-
ed it, and that when I left the room
five minutes later she and Margaret
were knitting as if the whole army de-
pended on their efforts.

(URL]



RUHLEBEN,

A CIVILIAN PRISON IN GFRMANY
SOy égj Hlint~

for the purpose of meeting my

husband on his return from a trip
to Europe. T received word, however,
that he was “unfortunately detained
another two weeks”, but would sail
from Triest at the end of the month;
that there was some talk of war, but
he “guessed it would amount to noth-
ing”. After that I heard nothing
more for almost two months. T was
frantic, as the papers were full of the
war and the ruthlessness and vindie-
tiveness of the Austrian and German

diery.
l'olAborl.Zt the end of September a brief
note ecame from my husband stamp-
ed with United States stamps and
postmarked Washington, D.C,, and
across it was the inseription “Receiy-
ed in the Diplomatic Pouch from Ger-
many”. In this letter my husband
wrote:

““T am well. Don’t worry about me, as
everyone is courteous and I have nothin
to eomplain of but my lack of liberty.
am free to stay at the hotel, visit cafés
and theatres, and walk about. the parks so
long as I report twice daily at stated
hours.””’

lN July, 1914, 1 went to Winnipeg

At Christmas some returned Ameri-
ean tourists (detained till then ow-
ing to the unsettled condition in
Europe) brought news at first hand
which was substantially the same.

In February I received several let-

s

ters from Germans written to me per-
sonally and kindly on behalf of my
husband to say he had been arrested,
as had all men of fighting age of
British birth, that for a week he had
been in the gaol at the city of Chem.
nitz, on the Austrian border, that
there he had been sent under guard
to Leipzig jail and thence to Berlin.
Then I heard from another German
whom I knew at the university that
I should not worry about my hus-
band’s internment in a Berlin pris-
on as they were “the finest in Eur-
ope—clean, airy, comfortable”, and
that the inmates were treated with
great leniency and kindness; and
furthermore, that it was through the
thoughtfulness of the German mili-
tary authorities that these -civilians
had been interned for the winter
months in these comfortable prisons
instead of being housed in tents
outside the city. The letter follows :

““You should indeed be grateful to the
German Government that, in this time of
stress and anxiety over this wicked attack
by England, she should take such thought
for the comfort and health of her enemies,
You will see the justice, too, of your hus-
band’s internment when you think that no
Britisher was interned in Germany till all
our German subjeets were intern. in Eng-
land and Canada. We have not interned
women, while you are allowing delicate,
refined German women to die uncared for,

but by rough guards, in your Canadian and
South African priso;n.”
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I soon found that this was not true,
and T marvelled that educated people
in Germany should believe without
proof what was printed in their
papers.

My husband spoke in the one card
I received from him direct from the
first prison that he had written sev-
eral times and that he was still well.
More than that he was not allowed to
say.

On March 15th he was transferred
to the Ruhleben camp, and from then
on his condition has steadily improv-
ed. We have taken up the matter of
his exchange with everyone we
thought or hoped could effect it, but
to no avail. The unaltering answer
always is that so long as he is well
and of military age he cannot be ex-
changed.

From my husband’s letters and
other sources I have formed some
idea of the eamp. The property used
to be a race-course, with accompany-
ing buildings. Underneath the grand-
stand, where there used to be a res-
taurant, they have now a post-office,
and one can find there also a cobbler,
barber, dentist. In one corner a man
may be playing a cornet, while in an-
other corner another man may be
practising on a violin. In the centre
a group is frequently seen trying out
a scene in the next play to be enacted.

The stables are used as dormitor-
ies. A box-stall that used to accom-
modate one horse is regarded by the
German officials as sufficient for six
men.

Again my husband writes:

“4On arriving from Berlin I found the
place a sea of mud. I immediately pur-
chased from the canteen a pair of boots
with wooden soles an inch thick. They are
not uncomfortable with two pairs of socks,
and they keep my feet dry. They cost me
one dollar. The canteens are fairly well
supplied and the prices not exorbitant, con-
sidering all. But the amount we are al-
lowed to spend each day is limited, so that
no one can ‘speculate in mnecessities’, T
suppose. I have been allotted to the ‘tea
house,” a large bungalow much like our
own home, with its red roof, pillars and
large verandahs. On the whole the in-
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mates are a fairly decent erowd, and there
is in the camp plenty of fine musical,
athletic and chess talent. So that on the
whole, I think, I shall rather enjoy it for
awhile. We are permitted to receive all
letters, I believe, and may write two let-
ters and four post-cards a month, all of
which go and come without postage
through some treaty of exchange. We are
allowed the use of the race-track for
games, and have organized soccer and
ericket and chess and eard clubs.

‘‘Some of the concerts are really very
fine and the plays put on by the men are
as well done as I ever saw them. The senior
officials are courteous and obliging. Owur
‘duties’ are light, but are required at odd
hours. We clean house from four to eight
a.m. in the dark, and then loaf the day-
light away. The greatest danger is of
mental and physical stagnation under these
conditions of foodstuffs. Fortunately all
parcels so far are allowed into the camp,
and societies have been organized in Lon-
don to aid in the sending of food and
clothing and comforts to the prisoners,
both c¢ivil and military. The diet, as given
to me, consists of the following items: Ag
8 a.m., one large cup of coffee, made from
an essence extracted from nuts and grai
with no milk or sugar; at 9.30 a.m., &
grains of prison bread (about a three-ineh
cube of dark sodden brown bread in whiek
rye, flax and potatoes have been added to
the ordinary brown flour); at noon, one
ladleful (two ordinary soup-plates) of
vegetable soup, made from potat
turnips and carrots, and flavoured with
the meat left from the soldiers’ dinner of
the day before; at 5.30 p.m., two cups of
tea or eocoa, without sugar or milk. But-
ter, milk, sugar, and eggs are forgottem
luxuries. Twice a week each man could
have a piece one and one-half inches lo
of either sausage or maps (boneless roll
smoked fish). Anything more than this
allowance must be bought at the canteen.
Those prisoners who had money, or could
get it sent to them, bought from the ecan-
teens, eggs, till the supply gave out, saus-
age, milk, tea, sugar. For those who had
not money, the British Government makes
an allowance of $1.25 a week, which is to
be repaid.

It was not until the fall that I had
further news of the Ruhleben camp,
and then word came from three
sources. The first was Ambassador
Gerard’s reports, which stated that
after ten months’ co-operation between
the German guards and constables
(unarmed) elected from among the
prisoners, it was decided to try out
a svstem of self-government within
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the camps. A captain was elected for
each barrack, and a captain chosen
for the camp, to whom the barrack
eaptains were to report and hand
over each night signed slips account-
ing for all their men. German sol-
diers were, of course, stationed out-
side the high camp fence, which is
surmounted with barbed wire.

Sinee this ecivil administration has
been in effect no serious misdemean-
ours and no escapes have been report-
ed. The petty officials, who annoyed
their prisoners by frequent mean ad-
vantage, were done away with, and
the food, though still poor and insuf-
écient, became more palatable. A
prisoner who has been exchanged
gave me a list of provisions supplied,
saying quietly, “You see how scanty
our diet was and how necessary it is
for Canada and our friends to send
added supplies through the American
Ambassador.

Early in 1916 my husband wrote
me that he had been outside the en-
closure once during the year he
had been there, when he, with thirty
others, had been allowed to pull the
milk wagon into town.

“During the year our condition has
materially improved. A fine library of

000 volumes has been installed, each man
econtributing. A good picture-show, where
firet-class films are shown, was built, also a
Young Men’s Christian Association. It is
a pity there were so many restrictions put
on the use of the association at first, for
it was sorely needed, and would have been
sueh a boon to us all. Shower baths have
been in, in the bath-house, and every
man is required to take a weekly bath.

Jlendid schools have been started, where

¢ illiterate are forced to attend, and this
js supplemented by a fine course of lec-
tures by some of the clever men here (sev-
eral of them are Rhodes scholarship men)
and outsiders (Germans and Americans).
1 myself am taking courses in telegraphy
and eleetricity and law to help pass the
time and beeause it is interesting to me.
However, the lack of privacy makes it
hard to concentrate.

44 Ag to elothes, you would be amused if
you eould see some of the men here. T
remember not long ago when at a concert
a well-known violinist, who was caught
here en tour at the outbreak of the war,
took part, serenely oblivious of his short
ronning trunks, soiled shirt and bare legs.

My own clothes were hanging together
with string and safety pins till your par-
cel of clothing eame. Sir Robert Borden,
in behalf of the Canadian Government, has
sent in my care twenty-seven parcels con-
taining socks, flannels, shirts and sweaters,
all of good quality. The men were very
glad indeed to get them. Several of the
Montreal and western churches have sent
Christmas parcels of good things to eat in
which were extra socks and shirts. In
fact, just before Christmas, T am told,
more than 1,000 parcels a day were re-
ceived here. By this generosity everyone
received Christmas c¢heer. 1 have been
able to rig up wet cell batteries in our box
(you know I left the ‘tea-house’ long ago
and am much more comfortable now), so
we are not now in the dark from 8 p.m.
to 8 am.,, and we have been allowed to
get our trunks from various parts of the
country where we had been first arrested.
The police station isn’t nearly so much in
use these days of self-government, and
the negroes and boys are put by them-
selves in separate barracks under strict
supervision. At first it was all one jumble,
each with his straw-filled sack mattress
two feet from the next man, irrespective
of age, colour, or character. Now we are
allowed, within limits, to choose our en-
vironment and eompanions, to have garden
plots, if we so desire, to wash our elothes,
or hire someone here to do them in the
‘wash-house’. We have a eamp newspaper.
We have fairly good hospitals for the sick
men. But at best it is a long, tiresome
wait. Each day is like the next, so that
literally, but mot in truth, the meaning
of Ruhleben (live restfully) comes into
one’s mind.”’

It is to Ambassador Gerard, Cap-

tain Powell and Baron Taube and
Count Schwerein that much of this
improvement is due. Ambassador Ger-
ard would, if he could, have released
many of the weaker ones. There are
men on crutches in the camp, and
others who do not speak English, be-
ing sons of Englishmen who have liv-
ed for many years in Germany, have
married German women, but who have
never become naturalized citizens and
others not forced into military train-
ing.
This Ruhlebenn camp is surely a
monument to British honour. No such
prison has ever been established, and
it is no wonder the Germans point
with pride to it, failing to see that it
is the outcome of the type of prison-
ers and not of German efficiency.



THE CENSOR IN GERMANY
TBy Fgfessor T~ I ¢ Nelthdorf®

not allowed to tell or even to

hear or read the truth, there-
fore the average German is unable to
understand the situation of the
Fatherland or to comprehend the dis-
tress of the nation as a whole. The
observations of the average German
are restricted to a very small area.
In that area he may see heart-ren-
ding poverty and feel the relentless
oppression of the authorities. But
generally he will conclude that his and
his neighbour’s is an exceptionally un-
happy lot, that elsewhere in Germany
there is happiness and content. He
reads his newspapers, and every one
of them—no matter if Conservative or
Radical, if Liberal or Centrise—con-
tains nearly the same picture of pros-
perity and happiness and enthusiasm
for the war and loyalty to the Kaiser
and the other reigning princes. It is
a deceptive picture. How is it that
it is painted every day by the press
of all parties?

The stenographic minutes of the
Reichstag of January 18th, 1916, give
an explanation. On that occasion a
number of deputies who are able to
gather bits of information and put
them together in a mosaic picture took
the Government to account for the
high-handed act of the censors.

The following excerpts from their
speeches are taken from the Fraenk-
ische Tages Post, of Nurenberg, Ba-
varia. (The newspapers of Bavaria
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r I YHE population of Germany is

enjo:y exerpption from censorship, ex-
cepting military newspapers) :

‘“The symbol under which we are meet-
ing,’” said the Social Democratic deputy,
Dittmann, ‘‘is the muzzle. The muule'
put on the Reichstag. Here is the proof:
[The speaker showed a report of the pro:
ceedings of the Reichstag contained in the
‘Volksblat fuer Holle’]. In suech a wa
are the speeches made by us mutilated by
the censor. The white spaces you see con-
tained the words by which Mr. Simon
[another member of the Reichstag] eriti-
cized the Imperial grain board last Thurs-
day. The people may not learn what has
been said in the Reichstag. Such an oug-
rage is unconstitutional because the con-
stitution of the Empire explicitly allows
the publication of correct reports on the
Reichstag meetings.

““In the districts of many army com-
mands the people are not allowed to manj-
fest Social Democratic opinions or utter
Social Democratic demands. The news-
papers of our party in many places are
censored before they are published. Eve
day our editors must make guerilla war-
fare against the censor for every word.
It is said that there exists only a milj-
tary censorship; but, in fact, it is a poli-
tical censorship. Every part of publie
life, politics, business, arts, science, litera-
ture, every-day life of the citizens, what-
ever exists has been submitted to the
censor, who acts like a bull in a ching
shop. Even the Conservatives [the party
of the Junkers] complain about the cen-
sorship.

‘“The National German Metal Workers *
Union has been enjoined to state the faet
that manufacturers tried to cut down the
wages and to make worse the other condi-
tions of labour. And this order has been
especially approved by the Prussian wapr
department.

‘‘Newspapers have been forced to re-

-
.
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print articles of the ‘‘Norddutsche All-
gemeine Zeitung’’ [semi-official organ],
and even of the ‘‘Taegliehe Rundschau’’
[Reventlow’s jingo paper]. The mean-
ness and malice of this performance be-
comes evident by the fact that the press
at the same time is forbidden to state the
source of the articles which it is forced
to publish. This is the most monstrous
violenee done to conscience; this is poli-
tical immorality of the highest degree.
The censorship tries to deceive friend and
enemy and to create the impression that
it does not exist. At the same time there
are army corps districts in which every
advertisement is censored before the news-
paper may be issued. In the distriet of
the Seventh Army Corps every line is
stricken out that hints at the existence
of the censorship.

““Even freedom of speech is curtailed.
The speakers must beforehand submit the
manuseripts of their speeches. One mem-
ber of the Reichstag has not been allowed
to make a report on the August session
of this body [In Germany it is the custom
that members of Parliament give their
constituents an account of the steward-
ship after every session]. Deputy Aud-
rieg, representing the third distriet of
Brunswick, has been forbidden to mention
in any way that he had been forced to
submit the manuseript of his speech to
the censor and has been threatened with

nishment. The military governor of

burg did not even permit the Land-
tag [Legislature] to meet until he was
that it would not talk polities.

““The Deputies Fischbaeck {Badical].
Stresemann [Liberal], Mertin [Moderate
Conservative], Heine [Social Democrat],
and Waldstein [Radical], criticized the
censorship more or less sharply. Heine,
who, besides Scheidemainn and David,
Jeads the majority of the Social Demo-
eratic Reichstag, members who continue
to vote for the war credits, stateq t!:at
a man has been arrested at the beginning
of the war, and is still kept in prison, al-
tbon‘h he is unable to learn why he is
held.”’ :

Mr. Dittman said that the editor
of the Volksblatt fuer Halle was told
by the local censor that the Prussian
war office had ordered part of Mr.
Simon’s speech stricken out, and it
econtinued: “So you have striking
proof that the rulers of the country
trample down the constitution”.

Here Deputy Dittman was censored
by Viee-President Dove of the Reich-

because he used too harsh words.
But Mr. Dittman kept on exposing

the official system of perverting the
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truth. He compared the promises of
liberty and equal rights, made to the
people by the Emperor and the Chan-
cellor at the beginning of the War,
to the existing conditions; he remind-
ed his hearers of the solemn assur-
ances by the highest military com-
mand of the “workers,” that the de-
claration of the martial law would be
repealed as soon as the mobilization
of the army was completed. Mr. Ditt-
man said: “But the martial law con-
tinues to be in effect—after the com-
pletion of the mobilization”. The
executive power still rests with the
military commandants, who usurp
more and more powers. Instead of
by law and order, we are arbitrarily
ruled by dictators of unlimited pow-
ers. These conditions are not caused
by a series of blunders, but by the
whole of the existing system.”

Being a Socialist, Deputy Dittman
protested primarily against the op-
pression of the Social Democratic
party and their newspapers. He said :

“ Ministerial Director Sewald, represent-
ing the Imperial Government, kept silent
to these accusations. By his silence he
pleaded guilty. Every German Reichstag
deputy who intends to make accusations
against the government, informs the gov-
ernment beforehand, and thereby enables
it to get all the information necessary to
refute it.’”’

In spite of this Mr. Sewald was
unable to deny the statements of Mr.
Dittman and the other speakers.

There is only one part of Germany
—Bavaria—where the true report of
parliamentary proceedings may be
published. But in Bavaria there are
only a few financially strong news-
papers who have their special Reich-
stag correspondents in Berlin, the
rest of the newspapers are served by
the semi-official Wolff News Agency,
which does not mention anything not
approved by the authorities.

The Bavarian newspapers which
are willing to print correect reports
of the Reichstag proceedings or other
events have many diffieulties to over-
come. They cannot get true news by
wire or mail. Every telegram is cen-
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sored, every letter must be open when
it is mailed. If the contents of a
letter are deemed obnoxious, the cen-
sor is not always content to delete the
letter wholly or partly, but sometimes
he causes the writer to be prosecuted.

The Laudgericht (Supreme Court)
at Breslau did pioneer work when
nearly thirty years ago it sentenced
the late Deputy Liebknecht (the
father of Dr. Liebknecht) to three
months in prison for lése majesté, not
because the accused had offended the
Kaiser, but on account of the dolus
eventualitis, i.e., because Liebknecht
should have known that some of his
hearers would believe he intended to
offend the Kaiser, if they misunder-
stood him. Half a score of years ago
Mr. Marckwald was sentenced to two
years in prison because he had pub-
lished in The Keonigsberger Volks-
zietung an article on the Prussian
Queen Louise, who was dead nearly
eighty years. The article did not
contain anything that had not been
written before by historians of stand-
ing, even by such as Treitschke.

Marckwald was found guilty be-
cause according to the opinion of the
court the dignity of the reigning
Kaiser Wilhelm was hurt by the truth
about his great-grandmother, and be-
cause a man opposed to the Hoberzol-
lerns had certainly the intention to
defraud the Kaiser.

Now, on such grounds every utter-
ance disagreeable to the government
can be punished, even during peace;
and the judges have the means to do
it. The Deputy Westernezen of Wur-
temberg and several other men and
women who caused the distribution
of a pamphlet demanding an early
peace were indicted for high treason.
If they want to. the authorities are
able to inflict the death penalty on
such “high traitors”. As far back
as in the 80’s of the last century the
(Glerman law courts created by a per-
verse interpretation of the law the
Ambulante Gerichtsstand for news-
papers and other printed matter; and

accordingly the editor of a newspaper
or the author or publisher of anw
other printed matter can be indicted
and tried for the contents of the
newspaper by every court in the dis-
trict of which the publication has
been distributed.

But German officialdom is not eon-
tent with supressing the truth. Tt
creates falsehoods and causes them to
be circulated. Only one instance out
of many cases!—The Norddeutsche
Allgemeine Zeitung, recognized or-
gan of the German government, of
January 8th, 1916, contains the fol-
lowing: “According to the letter
published in The Neue Zuericher
Zeitung, the parcels containing fats
which were sent through the Swiss
post-office in Germany during the
holidays (Christmas week) have not
been delivered as addressed, but have
been sent to the central office at Bep-
lin. This measure, which apparent-
ly is a social one, because the Goy-
ernment does not allow that certain
classes of people ‘swim in fat’ while
others starve and have nothing to eat
but potatoes and bread, has been de-
nounced by the Zurich paper Volks.
srecht.”

This article was an incautious one.

The Volksrecht is a Swiss newspaper
and not subjected to the German cen-
sorship, and therefore was able to nail
down the lie by the following sen-
tences:

¢“That is the limit. Of all this stuff

there was not one word printed in oup
paper, as all our readers can testify. Why
such false tricks? May the "Nm_
deutsche Allgemeine Zeitung’ make use of
them because it is protected by the censdg
from an answer in Germany?’’

In this special instance, the mattep
is of very little importance. The
Norddeutsche Allgemeine Zeitung
wanted a pretext to praise the great
care taken by the German Govern.
ment of the interests of the poep
masses. To get the pretext it lieq
Now, if they lie even regarding Sucl;

- small matters, will Germany allow the

truth to be told where her serious*in.
terests are at stake? ;

-f
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AN IMPRESSION OF THE POLITICAL CONVENTIONS AT CHICAGO

SYNOPSIS IN VERS LIBRE
Pompeian vases, eight feet tall.
Alice Roosevelt Longworth.
Blacksmith at the forge.

Live elephants on the march.
Rain,

Rain.

Rain.

Eating.

Drinking.

Swish of automobiles.
Preparedness.

Lineoln. :

Bellboys calling futilely.

S8wirl of Lake Michigan.
Senator Borah’s braided locks.
Polieemen omnipresent.

Straw hats swooping through the air.
His mother came from Georgia.

Hyphens.
1'mbrellas inside out.

Terpetual seribbling.
T tter noise of humans.
F here are still any theorists who
]claim that vers libre and futurist
painting are exotic and artificial
forms of art, with no real necessity
or reason behind them, they should
have been in Chicago during the
month of June, at the conventions of
the Republican, Progressive and Wo-
man’s Parties. There they would
have met a subject whose treatment
conventionally artistic methods
would be hopeless. Only a compli-
cated, emotional, impressionistic
style would serve at all to describe
scene.
th‘:'.J.‘he only possible painting which
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would truthfully and adequately de-
seribe that week in Chicago would be
quite as confused and just as incom-
prehensible as any of the futurist
paintings in their most involved
stage, like Wyndham Lewis’s “Port-
rait of an Englishwoman,” or Henry
Wadsworth’s “Cape of Good Hope,” a
mere hodge-podge of liries, curves and
angles,

The only possible writing which
would honestly desceribe the conven-
tion period would be a jostling list,
a mixture of Homer’s “Catalogue of
Ships,” Whitman’s “Salut du Monde,”
and a selection from the Imagists.

In spite of the difficulties, however,
let us take the dangerous course of
trying to give an impression of Am-
eriean political phenomena, not only
in vers libre, as we have already done
at the beginning, but, more diffieult
still, in ordinary prose as well.

St. Louis had a convention also, but
it was only a one-ring circus compar-
ed to the show at Chicago, which had
three main rings, and a score of small-
ler circles, all in fermenting action
at one and the same time. St. Louis,
compared with Chicago, was as simple
and as peaceful as Ancient Greece
compared with modern Ameriea.

Although the avowed purpose of all
the conventions was polities, the sig-
nificance of the events far transeend-
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ed merely political considerations.
Chicago at that time was the gather-
ing-ground of the American nation,
and if ever one could see a great race
of one hundred million people in min-
iature at one time and in one place,
one could see it then in Chicago.

It was not only aceredited delegates
who attended. Nor was it simply
men who were there. The Woman’s
Party, formed in Chicago at their con-
vention, attracted women from all
parts of the country; there was also
a group of women delegates at both
the Progressive and Republican con-
ventions, and thousands of other wo-
men, who had no real part in the pro-
ceedings, accompanied their husbands
for the holiday trip.

It was not only politicians who
were there. Artists and men of letters
congregated in the eity : some actually
to paint or describe the scenes; others
merely to feel themselves swirled
about in the maelstrom, and to gain
fresh impressions from events of such
colour and virility. Winston Churchill
was there, and Irwin Cobb, Edgar Lee
Masters, Samuel Blythe, and Alfred
Krembourg; Helen Keller and Inez
Mulholland Boissevan and Rita
Childe Dorr. Society people crowded
in—the Belmonts and the Roosevelts
and the Longworths, the Rockefellers,
the Morgans, the Potter Palmers, the
MeCormicks and the Clarks.

There were other types almost un-
known in Canada—the sort of peo-
ple whom we see on the stage here,
and laugh at as mere caricatures, but
who we found out in Chicago were
real folks—old men, for instance,
with beards almost down to their
waists, with queer ancient straw hats,
bulging green umbrellas, and varie-
gated carpet bags. There were ne-
groes from the South, smart New
Yorkers, cowboys from the plains and
verdant Californians. The conven-
tions, in short, were gigantic national
picnies.

(Canada hasn’t any such picnic—a
lack to be regretted. There are cer-
tain features in American polities
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which we justly dislike, but at least
they provide, every four years,
meeting-ground for a very large num-
ber of their citizens, and, in that way,
strengthen the national unity. Oup
Canadian people have practically no
opportunity to get acquainted in sueh
an informal and friendly manner.
The assemblies and conferences of oup
churches, as, for example, the Pres.
byterian Assembly, which met in Win-
nipeg in June, are probably our near.
est counterparts to the American con-
ventions.

Physical confusion is the outstand-
ing fact in American politics, as exem-
plified by the conventions, and em-
phasized on this occasion by a four
days’ deluge of rain, sweeping in from
Lake Michigan, and accompanied by
a Saskatchewan-like wind. There is
mental confusion too, but the think.
ing is much clearer, and the argy-
ments much more logical than one
could believe possible in such a hot-
bed of excitement and topsy-turvy.
dom. This is another difference he-
tween American and Canadian poli-
ties. Here, alas, we have our ful}
share of mental confusion and loose
thinking, but we are almost entire]
devoid of the physical confusion. Oyp
crowds are not as large; they do not
gather together in one place so mueh
and when they do come they are net
so demonstrative as they are in the
States.

As a sample of supreme confusion
take a peep into the Congress, Blaek:
stone and Auditorium Hotels in Chij.
cago during the conventions. The hap.
bariously luxurious Congress, strewn
with monster Pompeian vases, like
those from which musical-comedy god-
desses always emerge, was the head.
quarters of the Republicans; the gy.
tistic and refined Blackstone was the
centre of the Woman’s Party, and the
usually dignified Auditorium Hote]
was the home of the crusading Pro.
gressives. The corridors in all three
of these hotels were filled from morn.
ing until long after midnight by
ing, swaying crowds. The Congress
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Hotel, in particular, was unadulterat-
ed chaos. Not only were there the
restless, moving throngs of men and
women, but there were also innumer-
able congestion points, where self-ap-
pointed tribunes were detailing their
views of what ought to be done, and
lashing the crowds, that ebbed and
flowed about them, into a fury of al-
tercation.

In the conventions themselves, the
confusion was less dominant, held in
check as it was, and merged into a
marvellous system of business effi-
ciency, administered by a chairman
wielding a mighty hammer, like Vul-
can the Blacksmith god. True, there
were hours of babel and mere screech-
ing noise, enlivened still more by par-
ades of men and elephants, but even
the confusion was systematic. It il-
lustrated one of the strange contra-
dietions of American life—a combina-
tion of blatant hystericalism and un-
surpassed efficiency.

Another unfathomable mystery, fix-
ed on one’s attention more than ever,
is this—are American politics demo-
eratic or not? In form, they certain-
ly were democratic in Chicago. The
policies of the parties were submitted
to a general vote of the delegates
drawn from every state of the union,
and the decision rested with them.
The platforms, especially in the Pro-

ive Convention coming from the
(Committees on Resolutions, were read
in open sessions, clause by clause. Any
delegate was at liberty to move an
amendment, and a number of import-
ant planks were actually modified as
the result of debates precipitated.by
individual members.

To this extent the conventions were
democratic, and there was essential
democracy also, in the mere fact that
so many people were present from
every section of the country in one
enormous family party. Even if for
any unseen reason, the will of dele-
gates was thwarted by some intangible
influence, each man was free at least
to take the rostrum in the Congress
Hotel, air his views on public affairs,
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and feel himself a decisive factor in
the government of his country, And
vet, behind it all, there were sinister
rumours of ecliques of powerful oli-
garchs pulling strings and making
puppets dance. All the ogres who are
listed in the sensational press as The
Bosses, were on hand, meeting to-
gether secretly, so the vivid accounts
said, in private rooms connecting with
each other, framing programs merci-
lessly for platforms and eandidates.

Either the American system is a
real and vital democracy, as surface
indications would show, or it is an
oligarchy like that of the Roman Em-
pire, where the forms of demoecracy
were maintained, and the people be-
lieved they were exercising the pow-
ers of republican eitizens.

It is the prevalent custom in Can-
ada to take it for granted that our
system of government is more gen-
uinely democratic than the American.
‘We cannot go into that question here,
but, as far as form is concerned, the
American plan of choosing leaders and
policies is more democratic than the
average method in Canada. It must
be remembered, however, that Ameri-
can politics are not always what they
seem.

‘While we are talking about contra-
dictions, how ean we reconcile the tra-
ditional American reputation for
hardness in business and their lack of
romanticism, and, on the other hand,
this burning emotionalism as ex-
hibited in their politics? Every time
an Italian literary man comes to New
York, he writes an article in Vanity
Fair, lauding American women, but
pitying them for having to endure
such cold and undemonstrative men-
folk. And yet, on this side of the
line, one of our chief indictments
against our neighbours is that they
are too demonstrative and flambuoy-
antly emotional. Who is right? Does
it not all go to show that the Ameri-
cans, inevitably enough when you
come to think of it, are so complex a
people that it is quite impossible,
when discussing them, to dogmatize ?
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As for emotionalism, let us present
a definite instance. One morning, at
the Progressive convention, when a
critical period had been reached in
the discussion of policy, and when the
delegates were interrupting and
clamouring for the immediate nomina-
tion of Roosevelt, the whole scheme
of things, platform and nomination
alike, was delayed for the enactment
of a homely drama. The delegation
from the State of Maine were seated
out in front; those from Georgia, to-
gether with the representatives of
some other states, were seated on the
vast, grand opera stage, behind the
chairman. Their position. was not
quite as good as that of the delega-
tions in front. The leader of the
section from Maine, a substantial-
looking man, resembling a typical
doctor from an Ontario town, arose
on a question of privilege, and, on
behalf of his colleagues, offered to
change places with the men and wo-
men from Georgia, because “Roose-
velt’s mother was born in Georgia”.
It was like the hurling of a bomb!
Pandemonium reigned. Men threw
away their straw hats, and hurled
them in the air, until the Auditorium
was transformed into fireworks of
shooting hats. This turmoil was fol-
lowed by a passionate speech of ac-
ceptance by one of the Georgian dele-
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gates, and then by a triumphal march
of the Maine men to the platform,
and the Southerners to the front.

Half an hour taken from the pro-
blems of Americanism, its relation to
its own people and to the warring na-
tions of the world, “because his mother
was born in Georgia”!

Although such an exhibition would
appear ludierous to Canadians, it
was all very solemn and impressive
to the Americans. Throughout the
proceedings, there was a unanimous
and constantly expressed feeling of
portentous times and history-making
events. At the moment when a re-
port came to the Progressive conven-
tion that the Republicans were about
to begin balloting, Raymond Robbins,
the miner-blacksmith-evangelist-chair-
man of the Progressives, after wield-
ing his hammer with ten mighty
strokes, declared in  deep-chested
tones, “We are now at the most im-
portant moment of the last four ye
perhaps of the last four centuries!™

No one laughed!

And there was mno tendency to
laughter, for, in spite of all the ex-
travagances of speech, the spirit of the
convention was earnest and serious,
and positively inspiring. It was sim-
ply another of those innumerable

examples of confusing contradictions
in American politics.




OUR NATIONAL HEROFS

BRIGADIER-GENERAL M. S, MERCER

WHEN the story of Canada’s par-

ticipation in the great war comes
to be chronicled with clearness and
authority few names will be written
higher on the Canadian scroll of fame
than that of Maleolm S. Mercer, com-
mander of the third Canadian divis-
ion, who is supposed to be wounded
and a prisoner in Germany. He is
declared by Canadian and British
military experts to be the ablest Cana-
dian leader that the war has thus far
produced, and his rapid promotion
from a battalion commander to the
position of brigadier-general was en-
tirely the result of the British head-
quarters’ appreciation of his heroic
conduct and splendid leadership dur-
ing the desperate struggle at Ypres,
when the Canadians alone “saved the
day”.

It was Colonel Mercer and his men
who broke the apex of the German
flying wedge on its terrific drive to-
ward Calais one year ago. When the
Prussians, advancing behind a cloud
of poisonous gas, had swept over the
French lines, and only the citizen sol-
diery of Canada barred thgir path to
(Calais, Mercer’s gallant regiment bore
the full brunt of the waves of gray
infantry which again and again were
hurled against them. His coolness
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and heroism under such trying condi-
tions won high commendation from
superior officers, and he was shortly
afterwards rewarded with a C.B. and
promotion to a brigade commander.
Later on he was again recognized by
being put in command of the Third
Division in the field.

General Mercer is a soldier who has
risen from the ranks. He enlisted as
a private in the militia, and rose step
hy step to be lieutenant, captain, ad-
jutant, major, and ecolonel. Rifle
shooting became one of his hobbies,
and he constantly urged the necessity
of musketry efficiency in the militia.
He went to Bisley on the Canadian
team in 1892 and again in 1912,

Valeartier was the grave-yard of
many a reputation in the Canadian
militia. More than one officer who
had made a name for himself in the
“piping days of peace”, speedily lost
it under the acid test of the nearest

“thing to actual conditions of war. Not

so with Mereer.

When the Germans made their pow-
erful attack about three weeks ago on
the “bloody angle” at Hooge, General
Mercer was right up in the front
trenches with his men. The last seen
of him was when he fell wounded
with his face to the foe.
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LIEUT-COLONEL F. O. FARQUHAR
KILLED IN ACTION

ANADIANS recall vividly the day

on which the news came that the
Princess “Pats” had been almost en-
tirely wiped out. The regiment was
not only one of the first to go abroad
from Canada, but it was also one of
the most popular. Colonel Farquhar
was its commander, and in that capac-
ity, leading his men into the very
thick of the most terrible of the many
yerman onslaughts, he was “killed in
action”. Although not a Canadian by
hirth, his name will be honoured and
revered in every part of the Domin-
ion. :

History will record him as the com-
mander of the first Canadian military
unit to battle on the continent of
Europe. When the war broke out he
was military secretary to his Royal
Highness the Duke of Connaught, a
position- which he filled with great
tact, ability and distinetion. As an
officer in that finest of British regi-
ments, the famous Coldstream Guards,
and every inch a soldier, Colonel
Farquhar immediately felt the call of
the blood, asked permission to go to
the front, was offered and accepted
the command of the Princess Pa-
tricia’s Canadian Light Infantry, and
soon had organized and recruited the
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most celebrated Canadian regiment of
the war.

The Princess “Pats” was the first
overseas regiment to face the Germans
in France. It took its place in the
trenches alongside a regiment of the
British Guards, in the twilight hours
of 1914. The subsequent experiences
are a part of contemporary military
history. Probably no unit in the Byi-
tish forces suffered so heavily or be-
haved with greater gallantry. In the
fighting around Hill 60 and St. Eloi
the battalion was attacked by every
death-dealing device known to the
devilish ingenuity of the Huns, but
it held its ground until almost an-
nihilated. Colonel Farquhar became
the idol of his men.

“He is fairly worshipped by us all
and I do not know how the battalim;
could get along without him,” wrote
Major Hamilton Gault to friends in
Mountreal. “His coolness and cour-
age are an inspiration.”

The time soon came when the splen-
did soldier who had led his men inte
some of the finest exploits of the wap
met, the end. While in the trenches
with his men in April a German shelj
burst near him, resulting in his a].
most instant death.
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LIEUT.-COLONEL GEORGE H. BAKER, M.p
KILLED IN ACTION

IEUTENANT-COLONEL G. H.

BAKER is the- first member of
a Canadian Parliament to sacrifice
his life for the Empire. He fell
mortally wounded while fighting at
the head of his battalion, the 5th
Mounted Rifles, at Hooge on June
3rd, and died the following day.
“Harry” Baker, as he was affection-
ately called by members of the House
of Commons, left a promising political
career to go to F'rance and Flanders.
He was one of a bright group of young
men who entered Parliament as sup-
porters of Sir Robert Borden in 1911.
His family had long been prominent
in Canadian parliamentary history.
William Baker, his grandfathf:-r, re-
presented Missisquoi county in the
Parliament of Lower Canada from
1834 to 1837, and was sitting member
when the rebellion led to the disuse
of a parliament for the Province. His
father, the late George Barnard Bakgr.
K.C., of Sweetsburg, represented Mis-
sisquoi in the House of Commons
from 1870 to 1872, from 1878 to 1887,
and again from 1891 to 1896. He
also was prominent in Quebec.local
polities, being Solicitor-General in the
De Boucherville Cabinet from 1876
to 1878.
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Colonel Baker was educated at Bis-
hop’s College School, Berthier Gram-
mar School, and MeGill University.
He practised law in the city of Mont-
real. THe took an active interest in
the Dominion militia, and at the out-
break of the war was Major of “A”
Squadron, 13th Scottish Light Dra-
goons. Early in 1915 General Hughes
commissioned Colonel Baker to raise
the 5th Battalion of Mounted Rifles.

When the Germans hurled the full
weight of their superior numbers
against the Hooge salient, the 5th
Mounted Rifles met the brunt of the
heaviest fighting, losing no less than
twenty-two of their officers in the first
attack. The men fought with the ut-
most gallantry and only yielded
ground after more than half their
number had been either' killed or
wounded and the German artillery
had made their trenches absolutely
untenable. Colonel Baker fell wound-
ed while leading a counter-attack
against the foe at the head of his men.
He was carried back behind the lines
and died the next day. The news of
his death was heard with genuine sor-
row in parliamentary circles, Being
only thirty-nine years old, Colonel
Baker had a brilliant outlook.



¢
/)

(Q

.\ﬁ_
=

=~
=
(2

BRIGADIER-GENERAL VICTOR WILLIAMS

RIGADIER-GENERAL VIC-
TOR WILLIAMS, who was
wounded and captured by the Ger-
mans in the first battle of the
Hooge salient, is an outstanding Cana-
dian figure in the war. In addition
to having been several times mention-
ed in despatches for gallantry and
leadership, he has the distinction of
being the first Canadian officer to have
been actively engaged in fighting
against the Germans. Early in the
war he was attached to the headquar-
ters staff of Sir John French. For the
purpose of making observations he
spent three days and three nights in
the front line trenches with a British
regiment. On one of these days, Gen-
eral Williams, who is a crack rifle
shot, picked off three German soldiers,
himself luckily escaping injury,
though exposed to the enemy’s fire.
The following day a shrapnel shell
exploded within a few yards of Gen-
eral Williams and he was severely
wounded in the arm.
Brigadier-General Williams comes
of a military family which has been
prominent in Canada since 1812. His
father, Lieutenant-Colonel Arthur T.
H. Williams, M.P., to whom a monu-
ment stands in Port Hope, Ontario,
was in command of the Midland Regi-
ment during the Northwest Rebellion,
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and died while on active service. Gen.
eral Williams was born at Port Hope,
and was educated at Trinity Colle
School and at the Royal Military Col.
lege, Kingston. For a number of years
he was an inspector of the Royal
Northwest Mounted Police, being gat.
tached to the Mounted Infantry Corps
at Winnipeg. In 1893 he was trans.
ferred to Toronto with the rank of
captain in the Royal Canadian Dra.
goons, where he remained until 1905
when he went to Ottawa as ADC. ta
the Governor-General. At the cor-
onation in 1911 he had an important
post in the Canadian forces and 1a
became Adjutant-General to the Cang.
dian militia. When the war began he
was appointed camp commandant at
Valcartier.

General Williams served with great
distinetion in the South African wap
winning the Queen’s Medal with ﬁvé
clasps and being mentioned in des-
patehes several times.

“Where’s Major Williams?” askeq
a staff officer who gallopel up durin
the fight at Diamond Hill in the mem_
orable year of 1900.

“You’ll find him up in front ad-
vance guard somewhere; he’s alwg
getting into the way of the first bul.
lets,” was the prompt reply of a Junigp
officer.

o
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history enters upon its fourth

month. In point of time it is
exceeded by several sieges famous in
military annals. The battle of Ver-
dun is siege warfare on an unpre-
cedented scale. No greater test of
human endurance has ever been ap-
plied to fighting men. By their un-
flinching stand against the seventeen-
inch howitzer, which hurls shells
weighing three-quarters of a ton, down
to the machine-gun and rifle, the
French defenders of Verdun have won
the admiration of the world. They
have stood against all the concen-
trated weight of men and metal, sup-
plemented by liquid fire and gas, that
the German Crown Prince has hroug}_n
to bear along this highly strategic
position. The appalling sacrifice of
human life no longer shocks the world.
Battalions and divisions disappear,
the mounds of death where brave
heroes sleep grow apace, but so long
as men can be got to face the terrors
of that awful carnage the Crown
Prince will battle on to retrieve his
tarnished reputation and save the
Hohenzollern dynasty. The capitals
of the belligerent nations are filled
with the wrecks of the surviving vet-
erans, France alone maintaining fifty
thousand invalided soldiers who ha.;v.e
undergone amputation. But the spirit
of the Allies beats high for they now
know that Germany has tested her
war machine at its highest pitch of

219

THE greatest battle in the world’s

efficiency—and failed, Like the
struggles of two giant wrestlers, the
opposing armies at Verdun sway back-
ward and forward, as the ebb and
flow of battle brings temporary gain
or loss of territory. But Verdun
stands like an impregnable rock with
the tri-colour of the gallant Gallic
Republie floating prondly from its
battered citadel. Verdun in this fight
is no longer the fortress city, but the
twenty-five miles of trenches and field-
works, with its hidden and mobile
batteries and thousands of stout
hearts that guard the frontiers of
civilization in Europe. The Germans
may take Verdun city, a heap of bat-
tered ruins, if they pay the price, but
Verdun, as a strategic defence. is no
longer a fixed fortified position, but
a mobile line of field-works. The
French are holding their ground for
two reasons. The sentimental value
of the occupation of Verdun city
would be utilized to the full by the
Kaiser in restoring the drooping hopes
of his despairing subjects at home
who are languishing under the iron
grip of privation and want. Another
and more important reason for hold-
ing on to the approaches to the ruined
fortress is the fact that in order to
obtain this harren victory and re-
habilitate his fallen fortunes by exag-
gerating its importance the Crown
Prince will continue with frenzied
recklessness his Verdun debauch and
spill with reckless hand the blapd of
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German manhood. Omne thing the
Crown Prince has achieved by his sui-
cidal persistence: Verdun will be
known in military history as one of
the decisive battles of this war.

Six thousand casualties in a week
of fierce fighting in the salient at
Hooge is Canada’s latest contribution
to the cause of civilization. From To-
ronto alone fifty officers have made
the supreme sacrifice. There is mourn-
ing throughout the land, but no mur-
mur of impatience, no sign of weaken-
ing, but rather a tenser emotion, an
awakening spirit of resolve to pay the
utmost price in blood and treasure
for victory complete and satisfying.
It passes comprehension how men
could live through the inferno which
the Canadian troops were forced to
endure as the enemy rained upon them
a concentrated fire that prevented
either advance or retirement. Briga-
diers-General Mercer and Williams. on
a tour of inspection on the front lines,
were caught in the cyelone of explos-
ives that preceded the German infan-
try attack. On the enemy came, some
smoking cigarettes, confident that the
bombardment had finished the task,
but ugly gaps and gaping wounds
told of the alertness of the Canadians.
A fierce fight at close quarters, in
which bomb and bayonet were brought
into play, ended in a victory for the
(fanadians, who were fighting in de-
tached groups, one of the bloodiest
encounters in which they have yet
taken part. Tempered by the sorrow
which the long list of casualties has
brought to so many Canadian homes
is a feeling of elation and national
pride that the land of the maple leaf
has added to its laurels as the de-
fender of the road to Calais. The stand
at Ypres of the British troops ranks
with the defence of Verdun in the
strategic importance of position. Like
Verdun, it is a place of ruined streets
and vanished homes, with a vast un-
derworld of impregnable defences.
As one of the poets has written :

Hushed are your streets, and the rumble
Of lorries and wagons and limbers

And low, dull tread of battalions,
Moving stubbornly, cheerful,
Back of invisible fighters

Muddily bedded in Flanders.

Wide to inserutable heaven

Lie in their ruin all equal,

Houses and hovels abandoned,
Windowless yawnings and pillars,
Chasms and doorways and gables,
Tottering spectres of brickwork
Strewn through the naked chambers-
Never a home for the seeking,

Not through the whole of the city,
Save for the spirit-fled body.

Russia is on the rebound with a
vengeance. Like a bolt from the blue
Brusiloff, the Russian commander, un-
leashed his impatient army, and like
a veritable tornado his artillery and
infantry blasted a way through the
Austrians, capturing over a hundred
thousand in a week’s drive in the
opening days of June. This is the
most significant advance of the pres-
ent year. If Brusiloff can keep the
enemy moving -one of two things must
happen. Germany will be forced to
weaken her western line or run the
risk of another Russian invasion of
Fastern Germany. The latter is un-
thinkable, as nothing in this war so
unnerves the German soldiers in the
western trenches, as well as those at
home, as the dreaded imminence of g
Cossack drive through German terpi-
tory. It is stated that Kitchener re-
cently revised his estimate of the dur-
ation of the war and intimated in
conversation—perhaps at the secret
conclave at Westminster before his
fateful departure for Russia—that the
war would not last three years. He
may have had in mind at the time the
ample preparedness of Russia for her
great summer campaign. Be this as
it may the Russian advance, if kept
up, may prove to be the end of Ger-
man resistance. Rather than face g
Russian invasion the Kaiser and his
people will throw wup their hands.
Germany cannot stand the economie
and moral strain of another panie
along the eastern border. Whether
Russia—with the fate of Poland ang
the Baltic Provinces before her—wilj
spare Germany the terrors of invas.

.
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ion may be well be doubted. The Rus-
sian in this war is a ecrusader, filled
with the burning hate of the aveng-
ing zealot. This to him is a religious
war and not even the Czar may be
able to stay the avenging sword when
it is erimsoned with the lust of vie-
tory. Over four million refugees from
the Caucasus, the Baltic Provinces
and Poland are now in the interior
of Russia awaiting an opportunity to
return to their ruined cities and farms.
The tale of their sufferings as they
fled last year before the guns of Hin-
denburg has sunk deep into the stolid
minds of the tender-hearted Russian
peasant. Woe betide Germany if the
arrogance of her rulers forces a fight
to a finish with the hordes of Russia
pressing in through the eastern gate-
way. If Brusiloff succeeds this sum-
mer in driving a wedge through to
the German border the end of the
war may come with dramatic sudden-
ness. The voice of Russia’s army is
heard through her poets, one of whom,
Viatkin, writes:

And in our mighty ranks we now are mov-

ing onward,

Beneath a hail of shells, yet full of cour-

age high, /

That o’er your quiet fields, O future gen-
erations! ?

No more may war’s mad laughter ring out
below the sky.

Trenches, and bursting mines, and wea-
pons blown to fragments,

Huge fires, and mounds of dead who per-
ished in the strife—

All this that as your heritage, dear future
generations, s $

You may enjoy in happiness, a bright and
peaceful life.

~ Kitehener is dead. The iron brain
of the British war mathine has gone

out with the strong man, the man of

destiny, who gave to his country and

the Empire the weapons of military

efficiency. He was an unlovable type

and led a somewhat detached life.

Most of his years of strenuous man-

hood were lived outside the main cur-

rents of European influences. Of iron

will and inflexible temper he was born

to rule. As the temper of the British

democracy would not bear the tight
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reins of autocratic statesmanship he
was fated to win success in those
spheres of action peculiarly suscept-
ible to the tightening grip of resolute
government. In every erisis of his
life he seemed to be the one man rais-
ed up to undertake the task entrusted
to him. He belongs to that formative
period in the life of the Empire when
wars with native races were paving
the way to more settled conditions on
the outer confines of the British pos-
sessions. In the conquest of the Sou-
dan and the reform of administration
in Egypt Kitchener brought to bear
the essential qualities of British rule
in Oriental countries. He would have
been an anachronism and a danger in
any British Ministry, As a military
leader and Pro-Consul his peculiar
gifts found a congenial field for ex-
periment in military and civil policies
that were in complete harmony with
the spirit of the times in the relations
of Britain to the Near BEast. When
war broke out and military law over-
shadowed civil law in the British Isles
the place of Kitchener as War Min-
ister in a War Cabinet gave him the
opportunity once more to apply to
the service of his country at home his
wonderful organizing powers and
dominant forece of character that had
won him success and fame in the
handling of native problems in Ori-
ental countries. The military atmos-
phere that pervaded civil life in the
United Kingdom with the coming of
war was congenial to a man of Kitch-
ener’s experience and temperament.
He has not been fated, like the Iron
Duke, to live to see the day when as a
British Minister in days of peace he
won the opprobrium of the people of
London. Kitchener’s great task was
finished with the raising of Kitch-
ener’s army of five million volunteers.
He represented more than any other
living man British efficiency in time
of war. His name will be linked im-
perishably with this greatest of all
wars, as the man who converted Bri-
tain into an armed camp, forged for
her the weapons of victory, and in-
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spired her people with a healthy con-
tempt for the German brand of ef-
ficiency. Of English parentage his
only connection with Ireland was the
happy cireumstance of his entry into
the world on Irish soil, close to the
spot where Sir Roger Casement was
arrested. His going was in keeping
with his strenuous life. A man of
action and iron resolution he passed
out while as yet his eyes were un-
dimmed and his natural strength un-
abated.

For a brilliant pen-picture of the
‘man and his work in the Soudan there
is nothing to compare with Steevens’s
“With Kitchener to Khartoum”. Tt
has been stated that Kitchener was
ruthless in his sacrifice of men. Two
stories are told that puts a different
complexion on his relations with his
troops. An Englishwoman who knew
Kitchener writes in The New York
Times;

‘‘My husband told me a little story
which shows Kitchener at his best as an
officer. On one occasion when he was with
Kitchener a report was received telling of

a wonderfully plucky act of one of Kitch-

ener’s young staff officers. The officer did
not lose his life, something that nobody
was ever able to understand. This young
officer was pointed straight for the V.C.,
in the opinion of his brother officers.
‘‘The next day Kitchener sent for him.
¢¢ ¢ Captain,” Kitechener said to him, ‘I
have sent for you to ecorrect an erroneous
impression you have evidently formed.

This affair is not one of the erusades. Tt
is instead very grim business. His Ma-
jesty’s Government is not paying you te
get killed in any spectacular manner, just
when, after an expensive staff training,
you may be useful. It is your duty to live
as long as possible. There is, of course,
never any question as to a British officer s
personal courage. At the present time
your head and service are of use to the
army. As a corpse you would be quite
useless. Don’t forget. Good day, sir.?
And that ended it.

‘‘Just one more little story of my friend.
In 1898, just at the end of the Omdurman
campaign, I was in Cairo waiting for the
return of my husband, who was with
Kitchener at Khartoum. Our first baby
was then a few weeks old. Finally Kiteh-
ener returned and with him came my hus.
band. He came to see me, and I, of
course, showed him the baby boy. Kiteh-
ener looked at the baby, but he said noth-
ing about him being the finest, the smart.
est, or the healthiest baby, or any of that
sort of stuff. He stood there for several
minutes without saying a word. Then he
spoke:

‘¢ ¢Yonnie,” he said, and it was the first
time since I was a little girl that he calleq
me by that name, ‘I suppose you have heen
reading in the papers that I am turned
out to be an empire builder and all that
kind of thing?’

‘T replied that T had been reading a lot
of stories to that effeet.

‘¢ Well, if T am,’ he replied, I had to
destroy and cause suffering to thousands
in order to build. As a matter of fact, it
is such as you that are the empire builde
and your way is the noblest way.” And he
pointed his finger at the baby. We nameq
the boy Horatio after the chief and he
lived to be a handsome, strapping lad ang
then was taken away from us.’’

5
~
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THE RAMBLES OF A CANADIAN
NATURALIST

By 8. T. Woop. With six coloured
illustrations by Robert Holmes. To-
ronto: J. M. Dent and Sons.

to readers of the nature editorials

in the Saturday editions of The
Toronto Globe, the author, S. T.
Wood, takes us along pleasant by-
paths and unfamiliar dells and shows
us the wonders of nature in language
so simple and free from technical
jargon that the youngest may read
and understand.

How few dwellers in the city of To-
ronto realize what treasures lie around
in unfrequented woods, or along the
shores of the lake! The mysteries of
life in its manifold forms are an open
book to those who take the trouble
to observe the animals, birds and flow-
ers that timidly occupy the quiet re-
treats far from the maddening crowd.

To read Mr. Wood’s book is to en-
joy the things he has.seen, to feel the
pleasure of a new discoverer as one
treads an unbeaten track in company
with a congenial guide. As he re-
marks:

‘There is something universally con-

jous in the awakening of Nature. The
piping call of a robin or even the silent
opening of a bud, awakens the insistent
thrill of fellowship in the mystery of life.
e There is a restful sense of com-

nionship in a delightfully lazy river.
t shows no trace of that troublesome dis-

quieting energy which betokens an object
in view. . . . Its art is not marred by

a purpose.’’
The beautiful illustrations of birds,
flowers and moths are by Robert
253

lN the delightful style so familiar

Holmes, the well-known Toronto art-
ist, and greatly enhance the value of
the volume, which is rich in decora-
tive headings.

No more profitable time for young
or old could be spent than in the com-
pany of “Sam” Wood. There is no
greater authority on wild life in
Canada. He strikes a human note
that lifts the reader above the sordid
grind of ecity life as he paints with
hympathetic hand the variegated
beauties of nature.

3%

THE SHEPHERD OF THE NORTH

By Ricaar AuMERLE Maner. Toron-
to: The Maemillan Company of
Canada.

PLEASANT, entirely conven-

tional little story is this tale of
the good Bishop, who was known as
“The Shepherd of the North”. The
scene is laid in the northern part of
the State of New York, among the
people of the hills. When it opens,
the Bishop is on his way over rough,
snow-covered roads to French Village,
where he is to hold a confirmation
service. An accident brings him to
the hut where Tom Lansing lives with
his daughter, Ruth, just as the man
is dying. Her father leaves Ruth in
the Bishop’s care, and presently “The
Shepherd of the North” meets Jeffrey
Whiting, Ruth’s lover and nearest
neighbour. A fight with the railroad
company, which dominates the State,
knows that iron ore has been found
in the hills, wishes to get the land for
little or nothing, and when deception
fails drives the people from their
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homes and farms by ordering its
agents to start a forest fire which
makes desolate the whole country-side,
is an important factor in the plot. So
trouble, suffering and death are visit-
ed upon the little community before
the love story of Ruth and Jeffrey
comes to a happy ending with his con-
version to Catholicism, a result
quickly following Ruth’s acquaintance
with the Bishop. There is a rather
dramatic scene in the Court House
when Jeffrey is tried for murder and
realizes that “Ruth Lansing had lied
away his life at the word of her
Chureh”, which was not then his. The
deseription of the forest fire, although
much too long, is occasionally vivid,
and the Bishop’s character is nicely
drawn, in spite of the fact that in
order to make his intervention uni-
formly successful the long arm of
coincidence is strained to the break-
ing point.
o

s

FEAR GOD

By Trropore Roosevernr. New York :
George H. Doran Company.

“FKEAR God and Take Your Own

Part” is the full title of this call
of a former American President to
the people of the United States to pre-
pare themselves for whatever may be
in store for them. The purpose and
nature of the book are well set forth
in the author’s first chapter:

Fear God; and take your own part!
Fear God, in the true sense of the word,
means love God, respect God, honour God;
and all this can only be done by loving
our mneighbour, treating him justly and
mercifully, and in all ways endeavouring
to proteet him from injustice and cruelty;
thus obeying, as far as our human frailty
will permit, the great and immutable law
of righteousness.

We fear God when we do justice to and
demand justice for the men within our
own borders. We are false to the teach-
ings of reighteousness if we do not do
such justice and demand such justice. We
must do it to the weak, and we must do
it to the strong. We do not fear God if
we show mean envy and hatred of those
who are better off than we are; and still

less do we fear God if we show a base
arrogance towards and selfish lack of con-
sideration for those who are less well off.
We must apply the same standard of con-
duct alike to man and to woman, to rich
man and to poor, to employer and em-
ployee. We must organize our social and
industrial life so as to secure a reasonable
equality of opportunity for all men to
show the stufl that is in them, and a rea-
sonable division among those engaged in
industrial work of the reward for that
industrial work, a division whieh shall
take into account all' the qualities that
contribute to the necessary success. We
must demand honesty, justice, merey,
truthfulness, in our dealings with one an-
other within our own borders. Outside of
cur own borders we must treat other
nations as we would wish to be treated in
return, judging each in any given erisis as
we ourselves ought to be judged—that is,
by our conduct in that crisis. If they do
ill, we show that we fear God when we
sternly bear testimony against them and
oppose them in any way and to whatever
extent the needs require.

If they do well, we must not wrong them
ourselves. Finally, if we are really de-
voted to a lofty ideal we must in so fap
as our strength permits aid them if they
are wronged by others. When we sit idly
by while Belgium is being overwhelmed,
and rolling up our eyes, prattle with une-
tuous self-righteousness about ‘‘the duty
of mneutrality,’”’ we show that we do net
really fear God; on the contrary, we show
an odious fear of the devil, and a mean
readiness to serve him.

JEFFREY AMHERST, A BIO-
GRAPHY

By LAWRENCE SHAW MAvo. London -
Longmans, Green and Company.

N O regular biography of Jeffrey

Lord Ambherst, the “Conqueror of
Canada”, has so far existed, though
the story of his campaigns in North
America has been treated by more
than one master hand, while the re.
cent opening of many archives alike
in the Old World and the New has
thrown a flood of new light upon it
In the present volume Mr. Lawrence
Shaw Mayo, an American writer, has
applied himself to the study of these
copious materials with industry, dis.
cretion, and judgment, and has pro.
duced a biography which, though g
little lacking in intimacy of persong}

-
<
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charaeterization, and written in no
very distinguished style, is neverthe-
less a painstaking and attractive re-
cord of a very remarkable career.
Jeffrey Amherst came of a good fam-
ily long settled at Riverhead, in Kent,
in the near neighbourhood of Wester-
ham, the birthplace of his famous
comrade and junior contemporary,
James Wolfe. He owed his entry into
the army to the patronage of his
father’s neighbour at Knole, the Duke
of Dorset, whom he had served as
page in his youth. THis rise in it he
owed to the early recognition of his
rare military qualities by General,
afterwards Lord, Ligonier, the bril-
liant Huguenot soldier who ultimately
became a Field-Marshal and Com-
mander-in-Chief of the British army.
In 1758 Pitt selected Amherst to com-
mand the expedition destined to wrest
(Canada from France. Amherst only
held the rank of colonal at the time,
but was given the rank of major-gen-
eral in America.

Most persons if asked off-hand who
was the eonqueror of Canada would
answer without hesitation, “Wolfe”,
This, however, is an exaggeration.
Wolfe was not the conqueror of Can-
ada, thongh he might have been, and
wonld ecertainly have contributed
Jargely to the completion and con-
solidation of his memorable victory
on the Heights of Abraham, had he
survived his great achievement of the
taking of Quebec. Even that, more-
_ over. was not his achievement alone,
for he alone might never have taken
Quebee without the loyal co-operation
and masterly dispositions of Saunders,
who commanded the British fleet in
the St. Lawrence. No one would be-
little Wolfe’s achievement. Tt has in
it all those elements of personality,
of heroism, and of tragedy which seize
and hold the popular imagination,
But the eonquest of Canada was not
alone the work of Wolfe. It was the
work also of a man of very different
character and temperament—of Jef-
frey Ambherst, whom the sagacity of
Pitt had selected to supersede the
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feeble and incompetent Abercrombie,
to retrieve the disaster of Ticon-
deroga, and to carry out his memor-
able campaign for the overthrow of
France in the Western Hemisphere,

.,
L

THE AMATEUR

By Crarnes G. Norris. New York:
The George H. Doran Company.

HE beginning author is a person
almost as frequently met with in
fiction as in real life, but the begin-
ning illustrator as the hero of a novel
is comparatively a rarity. And Carey
Williams, the central figure of Mr.
Norris’s book, is a young man who
wants to be an illustrator and an illus-
trator pure and simple, nothing more
and nothing less. He had had some
small degree of success in the little
Western city which was his “home
town”, and went to New York full
of ambition and self-confidence. Bu!
just the great city itself, then a rebufl
at the hands of the only man from
whom he had any sort of right to ex-
pect help, the wise couns=l of one who
had “made good™ in the work to which
he, Carey, aspired, coupled with the
information that there were 25,000
artists in New York city alone, did
not exactly tend to cheer him. More-
over, he had a thoroughly well-found-
ed distrust of himself—not of his
ability, he was convineed that he had
plenty of that, but of his character.
Then follows what is by all odds the
most interesting part of the book—
Carey’s wanderings from one maga-
zine to another, from one publishing
house to another, from one advertis-
ing agency to another, in search of
employment. Sometimes he is treated
courteously. sometimes not, and then
at last, through a mere blunder, he is
offered and gladly takes a job he
would have refused with scorn a few
weeks earlier. He meets art editors
of all kinds, from the highly edu-
cated and intelligent specialist to the
assistant who does not know a litho-
graph proof from an original paint-
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ing, and whose business is “to see un-
known artists as they come in and
save his superior that annoyance”.
Dr. Carey is clever, and there comes
a time when he invents “a stunt”
which makes the publishing and ad-
vertising world clamour of his “pretty
girl” heads. He snubs the once super-
cilious art editor of Owverman’s, and
money pours in on him so fast that
he does not know what to do with it—
that he might use a tiny part of his
newly acquired wealth to repay the
loan which had first made it possible
for him to come to New York never
occurs to him—and he does many
very foolish things. Of course, there
is nothing real or lasting about the
kind of success he has won, and he is
obliged to swallow a fair-sized and
beneficial does of adversity before he
is given happiness and another chance.

o
-

THOSE ABOUT FRENCH

By Epwin HereerT LEWIS. Toronto:
The Macmillan Company of Can-
ada.

HIS is in a sense a modern “Arab-

ian Nights”. A physician, Dr.
Isham Trench, gathers about himself
in a slum district of Chicago a num-
ber of young medical students, or,
rather, they gather about him. There
is in the group much variety of char-
acter and nationality. The plot in-
volves the murder of the Austrian

Crown Prince, and consequently the
precipitation of the present war. In
keeping with this, the scene changes
from Chicago to the Near East, where
adventures rivalling those of the
“Arabian Nights” take place. It is
at least an entertaining novel, and to
many readers it will be fascinating
and full of excitement.

S
"

VIVIETTE

By Wmtiaym J. LOCKE.
B. Gundy.

HIS is a very different story from

what we have always associated
with the work of the author of “The
Beloved Vagabond” and “Septimus®.
For that reason, if for no other, its
interest should be all the keener. It
is by no means a profound story,
merely a summertime novel, to he
read at a sitting. The heroine, if
such she may be called, is the kind of
girl who might be expected to fall
madly in love with anyone at any
time. She finds herself in love with
two brothers, the one a brilliant ecity
lawyer, the other a country squire
of only ordinary attainments. There
are several tense passages after the
brothers discover their common love,
but one cannot help feeling all the
time as if the whole thing is artificial
or, rather, that the characters are not
sincere. Nevertheless, it makes enter-
taining fiction for a warm afternoon.

Toronto: S.

4 4
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STRAWBERRY
PRESERVES

Perfect Strawberry Preserves—luscious whole berries in
a clear, sparkling syrup—can be made only with a pure
cane sugar of high sweetening power which dissolves
quickly in hot fruit juice. Be sure of the quality of your
preserving sugar by asking for

Lantic
Sugar

in bags or cartons, just as it comes from the refinery.

PRESERVING LABELS FREE
Send us a red ball trade-mark cut from a bag or carton, and we will
send you a book of ready-gummed labels containing six labels for cach
of the following fruits : Strawberries. Raspberries, Blackberries, Cur-
rants, Grapes, Cherries, Plums, Peaches and Pears.
2 and 5 b, cartons, 10, 20 and 100 lb. bags.
Avoress Deer. C.M.
Atlantic Sugar Refineries, Limited - Power Building Montreal

“THE ALL-PURPOSE SUGAR"

In packages
and 15c.

Ask Your

MADE IN
Delicious and T (AD
Appetizing Rl O CANADA

Ingersoll Ingersoll Ingersoll Green
Pimento Cream Cheese Chile Cheese
Cheese —is superior to any o!'din{ry Ingersoll Cream
Consists of Inger- d‘"”'._"' ""_’0"_'“.!':”}‘ Cheese blended
h creaminess——in nutritive i i .

ces f;::t"‘sg,;fx properties. It spreads like  With California
Pnnioe: butter, never loses its fresh- Chile. Piquant and
Very appetizing. ness and is highly economical. delicious.

THE

| QQGDO llllll=

10c. In plchuu 15¢. and 256 In pachagel 15¢.

“Spreads like Butter” The Ingersoll -

l’ackinf Con Lad.
ngersoll, Ont,

M ANEEENENNNENNNNNNNERNNNEREE
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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 70 His MAJESTY

SHEFFIELD - - - ENGLAND

CLARK S SPAGHETTI

WITH TOMATO SAUCE AND CHEESE

A highly nutritious and partic-
ularly appetizing dish.

Be sure when ordering spaghetti
to specify CLARK’S and keep
your money during War-Time

circulating in Canadian and
BRITISH channels.

W. CLARK, LIMITED, MONTREAL

\
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The Engineer

—ever alert to trouble ahead
heeds the first danger signal.

But how many of us run past
danger targets in the form of head-
aches, heart-flutter, biliousness,
nervousness, or some other symp-
tom of possible disaster and forget
to look ahead.

The cause of these and other
obscure ills is often found to be the
] e drug, caffeine, in tea or coffee,
K ) B 1)

\\ Hw‘f\“ ml which used regularly, sooner or later
{\ X, t't v\ " J
N/ F

N g4 8

v impairs the health of many of its
w— ‘ users.

Any tea or coffee drinker who
values health, steady nerves and a

clear head, should quit both the

tea and coffee entirely and use

POSTUM

Made of whole wheat, roasted with a bit of molasses, this famous
pure food-drink has a pleasant, snappy flavour and is absolutely free
from the drug, caffeine, in tea and coffee, or any other harmful element.

Postum comes in two forms: The original Postum Cereal must
be well-boiled; Instant Postum needs no boiling—a level teaspoon-
ful in a cup of hot water makes the same delicious drink —
instantly. The cost per cup is about the same for both forms.

Wise health engineers know

“There’s a Reason” for POSTUM

Sold by Grocers everywhere.

Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Windsor, Ont.

N
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For Every Figure

thereisa D & A. or a LA DIVA Corset

giving greatest possible style and comfort
at the most reasonable price.

The D & A Model 790, ag shown, i8 a reducing Corset without strs
wide elastic over abdomen, aluminum double boning, graduated el
It sells in progressive stores at about $3.00, not much more than
price asked for similar imported models.

The D & A and LA DIVA Corsets are “Made-in-
Canada” in one of the best equipped corset factories in
the world, and this, with the economies allowed by a very
large output. is what permits their low price.

Dominion Corsel
Co.,
Quebee, Montreal
and Toronto,

This £50 Prize Baby was fed on
Robinson’s “Patent’ Barley

Physically, this boy is as nearly perfect as a child b
be. In a competition organized by the ‘¢ Daily Ske(e“
of London, England, this baby, in competition with a lar
number of other children, won the first prize of £50, H
mother, Mrs. Ethel Hodge of Trafalgar Crescent, B.\“:
lington, Yorks, writes as follows, ‘““ He is a fine, he‘llh
and strong boy, as shown by the photo, having bee ¥

n
tirely fed on Robinson’s ‘ Patent’ Barley and milk
three months old.”

Thousands of babies that have been unable to reta:s
any other food, have been strengthened and no“rished [un
Robinson’s ‘ Patent’ Barley. The fact that Robin Q_‘
‘ Patent’ Barley is prescribed by nurses and ph_vs;‘:i.ns n
its strongest endorsation. =

Our booklet, ‘“ Advice to Mothers " is iﬂdiSpEnsat X
every mother and will be sent free upon request. "

191 St. Paul St. W. MAGOR, SON & Co., Limited
Montreal Sole Agents for Canada
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The Dish That

Belongs to June

Puffed Wheat and Rice—the
bubble grains—seem to belong
to summer. They are light
and airy, dainty and inviting.

Summer brings flower-
decked breakfast tables, and
Puffed Grains seem to fit there.
Summer brings berries, and
Puffed Grains mixed with them
make them doubly delightful.

Summer brings dairy sup-
pers. And these airy tit-bits,
flaky, toasted and crisp, are
the morsels to float in milk.

Playtime Bonbons—Mealtime Foods

These are both foods and confections. Keep a package of them salted, or
doused with melted butter, for the children to carry at play.

Use them in place of nut meats, in candy making, on a frosted cake. or as
garnish for ice cream.

Almost every hour of the day, from breakfast to bedtime, brings some use for
Puffed Grains. People consume at this time of the year, a million packages weekly.

Puffed Wheat “cr* 12¢
Puffed Rice we: 15¢

Consider Puffed Grains, above all else, as They are not mere tit-bits —not mere
scientific foods. They are Prof. Anderson’s Pat.llalte pleasers.h'll'lhey are made to make
’ : » whole grains wholly digestible, They are
invention. EVC{'Y food ;-ell 1e.zblexplgded.' made to avoid any tax on the stomach
Every granule is made digestible. very Why serve these grains in a lesser form,
atom feeds. when everyone prefers them puffed ?

The Quaker Qats Gmpany

Sole Makers
PETERBOROUGH, ONT. (1339) SASKATOON, SASK.
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There is more or less work

Every furnace demands some attention. But there is no reason why the twice-
a-day job should be anything but pleasant. And to save a little time and a

little bother every day means a lot in the course of the winter.

The Sunshine is a furnace any one can look after

without spoiling either clothes or temper

The door is large enough for the biggest coal being shaken down.
shovel. The grates are strong and turn easily.  floats about the house or the basement,

None of that light dust

The ash-pan catches all the ashes without the The damper and the check draft can be regu.
need of shovelling. The water-pan is located lated from upstairs—and perfectly too. The

M‘Clary."s
Sunshine

Farnace

Do you know how little it will cost you to enjoy the
comforts of a fine Heating System in your home?
Send the coupon for a copy of our booklet ‘‘Sunshine.”
And if you wish to have prices of installing a Sun-
shine Furnace, let our Heating Engineer send you
the information, Tell him the kind of a house
you have and the number of rooms ; give him
a rough ground plan of the upstairs and
downstairs and he will show you how to
plan your heat distribution so as to
get the utmost out of it. There is
no charge for the service; it is
free whether you buy a Sun-
shine Furnace or not.

Kindly "\
send me with- "\
out expense on "\
my part i— )

1. Your booklet on
the Sunshine Furnace.

2. Also forms for filling
out, so that your heating
engineers can tell me how to
order and install a system that
will properly heat my home.

8t. John, N.B,

London Toronto

close-fitting doors and dampers hold the fire
Ash-dust cannot escape when the Sunshine is for hours without waste.

M<Clarys

Hamliton

Montreal

Calgary

Winnipeg
Saskatoon

Cemomuny
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VICKERMAN’S

Permanency
of Color——

It matters very little how fine the yarn may
be, how even the weave, or how perfect the
finish on a piece of cloth, if the dye is inferior
there is inevitable disappointment instore for
the wearer. When the color fades the suit
becomes shabby— the dressy appearance is
gone.

“Absolutely guarantee all Blacks
and Blues. Our standard maintained
throughout despite increased cost.””’

VICKERMAN.

This statement issued recently by B.
VICKERMAN & SONS, Ltd. indicates the
policy that they have followed for a century
and a quarter. The standard they set is
invariably the highest, and that standard is
maintained absolutely in spite of difficulties.

The Guarantee remains the same
because the quality is the same.

NISBET & AULD, Limited, TORONTO
Canadian Selling Agents

BLUE BLACK GREY
SERGES AND CHEVIOTS
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More Work with Less Effort

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

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

The prices

Our Own Stores:
Toronto, Hamilton,
Montreal, Ottawa,
Halifax, St. John,
Winnipeg, Regina,
Saskatoon, Calgary,
Edmonton, Vancou-
wer.

Osco System Desk

are the same as for ordinary desks.

MAKERS OF HIGH GRADE FILING CABINETS

SPECIALTY MFG. (3.

AND OFFICE FURNITURE IN STEEL AND WOOD
DA

Home Offices
at Works :

Newmarket,
Ont.
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FEARMAN TRY TO HAVE
Sar B & AR LIKETHIS

There is nothing quite so ap-
petizing for Breakfast as

Fearman's Star Brand

Bacon Cuticura kills dandruff, stops itching

’Il‘le cause of (dr\ lthmband falling hair.

t prices there reatment: Gently rub Cuticura Oint-

iasn:oat:ﬁt:ge ; r::eezc c? nomical. ment, with the end of the finger, on spots

of dnndruﬁ' and itching. Follow next
morning with a hot shampoo of Cuticura

Ask your Grocer for E;)ap kll;cnpoﬁt In two weeks. Nothing
’ tter t these mgrant r-cream
Fearman S Star Bl' and emollients for all skin and ::u t-;i)ublea.y

F. W. Fearman Co,, Limited f§  IlidlFreg llyRBtllm Mail

Hamilton For free sample each with 82-p. Skin Book

by return mail, address post-card, ““Cu
Dept. 8, Boston." Sold throughout thedmwrid_
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Sllver Three generations of Canadian house-

wives have used ‘¢ Silver Gloss" for

. ,, all their home laundry work. They

know that ¢ Silver Gloss"” always

GIOSS gives the best results. At your
grocer’s.

1 HE CANADA STARCH CO.
Canada’s finest THE e miTED

Montreal. Cardinal, Brantford. Fort Willlam,

l a u n d r y Makers of “ Crown Brand" and ** Lily White "’
Corn Syrups and Benson's Corn Starch.

PLAYING CARDS /¢ £ PLAYING CARDS

SELLING AGENTS IN CANADA vy MADE IN CANADA
For Social Play CLUB For General Play

(‘«mgrou(‘p_rdnur(-udulighttosiuht The sun_never sets on Bicyole

and touch. The backs are gems of art. THE OFFICML RULES INDEXES Oards. Used the world over bee

The finish makes dealing a pleasure. cause of their quality.
Air-Cushion Finish Club Indexes OF CARD GAMES 2 5 c Ivory or Air-Cushion Finish

SEND 15¢ ISSUED YEARLY IN STAMPS

It ”f!”"‘\li;i“ Wl
il . ‘

@ ES

L @.
- Ptlsener

Lager .

Purest and Best Made in Canada”

L
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K
>1

I
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Corns
Cripple

Effi-

ciency

your feet. Use Blue-jay and forget your feet. One little corn may keep
you from doing your best work. Blue-jay will kill that corn and

restore your efficiency. 919, of all corns yield to the first application
and all the rest vanish with the second or third plaster. Don’t try to give yourself temporary
relief by paring with the knife or razor. This is a dangerous practice and merely postpones
the time when you will get rid of your corns—roots and all—by using the safe, simple, efficient

N Also Bl Buni
1 hsepetiege Blue=jay Corn Plasters Ao Blucjay Bunion
BAUER @ BLACK, Chicago and New York—Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc.

YOU can't keep your mind on your work if you have to think about
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Take a glass
every morning
in warm walter

THE FAVOURITE HOME REMEDY FOR MORE
THAN A QUARTER OF A CENTURY

Abbey's Effervescent Salt is no unknown,
untried, doubtful remedy.

For more than 25 years it has brought the
blessings of good health into thousands and
thousands of homes. From one end of
Canada to the other, this time-tested rem-
edy—so pure, so effective, so reliable—has
an honoured place because it has proved its
powers in correcting ‘‘ many ills that flesh

is heir to.”
)
S
Effer-

vescent al't

Made in the Company’s Labor-
atory in Montreal.

is one of the most refliable Diuretics and
Aperients known to the medical profession.
It relieves chronic Constipation and
regulates the bowels.

It relieves congestion of the Kidneys—
neutralizes the excess of Uric Acid—and
is a valuable aid in treating Kidney and
Bladder Troubles, Rheumatism, Neuralgia,

and Headaches. ; “re
It sweetens the Stomach and assists Digestion.
It gently invigorates the whole system.

Just Try
This

f A

Elu““ Uﬂsnu €4
N, fF AN BE el
" ‘\|Dl:lil“ THAT COVER 0 n&‘“f

\ WPoRTED moRaTeo 8P : \
@uaSE & SANBORM
MONTRE":‘U o

. CCCC G

In %, 1 and 2 pound

Whole — ground — pulverizc;in:
also Fine Ground for Perco.
lators. 173
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A safe and palatable laxative
for children

Mrs. Winslow's
Soothing Syrup

A bsolutely Non-narcotic

Does not contain opium, morphine,
nor any of their derivatives.

By checking wind colic and correcting in-
estinal troubles common with children during
he period of teething, helps to produce
natural and healthy sleep.
Soothes the fretting baby and
thereby give relief to
the tired mother.

Naid

¢

 yeEReE | L

MADE IN CANADA.

Write TO-DAY for illustrated Book-
let “ A ' describing the various styles
and sizes -of “Elite” and *“Peerless’
Folding Tables. It's FREE.

COLLARS
Acknewledgedto

be the [inest crea-
tion ‘ofc wll.kr

00 ollare
Z:rn made. Ask
to sees lnﬂ b\ly
oo other. All
stores or direct

ARLINCTON CO.
mﬂ Canada, Ltd.

58 FRazen AVENUE
TORONTO

| FUR MAKING AND

ADVERTISER

’

o e w s

The Secret of
Flaky Pie Crust

It's In our Recipe Book—with a lot
of other recipes for making good Ples.
But—we’'re going to tell you right
ys to have the top
crust fine and fl-ky—and how to have
the under crust justright, even when

hENSON'
CORN

instead of all wheat flour. Try 1t,
and prove it.

Get a package of BENSON'S at your
grocer's, and write to our Montreal
Office for copy of our new recipe
book, “‘Desserts and Candies” that
tells how.

THE CANADA STARCH CO. LIMITED

MONTREAL, CARDINAL,
BRANTFORD, 218 FORT WILLIAM.

;

ON THE VERANDAH

WH.\T could be nicer, after a strenu-

ous game, than a table like this
on which to serve a cool, refreshing
drink out on the verandah. The

MTELITE

FOLDING TABLE

is always ready when you want it—
for lunch—fancywork—or any one of a
hundred uses. May be folded up and
slipped behind the door when not in
use. Well made, yet inexpensive. Your
Furniture Dealer has it, or will get it
for you. Ask him,

HOURD & CO., LIMITED,
Sole Licensecse and Manufacturers
London, Ont. 8-A

RY MURINE EYE REMED

No Smarting — Feels Fine— Acts Quickly.
Tryitfor Red, Weak, Watery Eyes and Gran-
:cl:'wdulyflldai.a llluslmﬁmna)kln each Pack-
urine com pou: r Ocu 15—

not a‘‘Patent ladlchf;“—bm n':ndol‘:z lncor:ltul
Physicians’ Practice for many years. Now dedi-
ted to the public and sold by ists at %o
Murine Hye Salve in Aseptic

REPAIRING-Do your own fur
work at home, or start retail business ; easy to learn ; big profits.
Booklet N free about “* THE PRACTICAL FURRIER."

L. LICHTENSTEIN, 417 Granby St., Norfolk, Virginia,

WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE

urine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago
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LAUCHLIN

" Model D45. 40-45 Horse-Power.
Price $1,420, F.O.B. Oshawa.

Remember this---Power is the thing which makes or mars
motoring pleasure and satisfaction. Other things may haye
a stronger appeal to the inexperienced eye, but eventually i
motorists discover that power is the great essential.

And remember tl’liS---You can’t have sufficient power in
your motor car unless the motor is of the Valve-in-Head type.
Racing drivers, almost to a man, use cars with Valve-in-Head
motors. They know from years of experience that you absolute.
ly cannot get sufficient power from any except a Valve-in-Head
motor.

Finally, remember this---<< McLaughlin” motor cqpe
always have had Valve-in-Head motors, and developed to the
highest point of efficiency yet attained in automobile engineering

Power! Valve-in-Head! McLaughlin!

Bear in mind this trinity of
terms when buying a motor cap

Write for free bookleg
“City Life and Liberty »»

TﬂthAUGHLI l;[OTOR CAR(: 0. L‘“"‘%sgy'\r

12 Branches Throughout Canada

A
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““Take Notice :
New Yorkers have
been Captured—by §

the ' Tractions!"
— Handy Andy.

=

DUNLOP TIRES
SOLD HERE

“TRACTION TREAD™
“SPECIAL”

And yet this Traction Tread Tire, which has “caught on”
in New York City, and other parts of the United States, is
identically the same tire which we have been offering to
Canadians since 1911.

It is Undoubtedly the World's Greatest Anti-Skid.
Also makers of Dunlop “Special.”

In New York
City alone 9 men
are employed
seling Canada-
made Dunlop
Traction Tread

Tires.

Think of it—
in a cntical city
like New York,
where probably
the most fastid-
lous motor own-
ers in the world
assemble, 9 men,
as noted bcfore.
are kept busy
doing nothing
else but selling a
tire made in

Canada — and
selling it at a
higher price than

the American
has to pay for
AmCrican -made
tires.

Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods Co., Limited

HEAD OFFICE : TORONTO BRANCHES IN LEADING CITIES
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Whereveer/Yo 2

Off to the new home, or
the cottage by the beach?
No matter how often you
change your address your
garage goes where you
go if it’s one of

PEDLARS . GARAGES

They're portable. Made in
sections of sheet metal. Easily
taken apart, packed in the cases @R
and off you go. Sections lock
together again tight and leakproof. Artistic
and durable. Nothing to burn. Whether you
own your home or not, you'll be proud to

giveyourcar theprotectionofaPedlar Garage.
As low in price as will buy a good garage.
Write for the Perfect Garage Booklet C.M.
THE PEDLAR PEOPLE, LIMITED
(Established 1861)
Executive Offices and Factories: Oshawa, Ont.
Branches; Montreal - Ottawa - T - London « Winni

——
s o KON o/

Iroquois Assortment

r Choice Nuts and delicately-flavored
\| Chocolates in a variety of combinations.

Another revelation of the high
standard of

qanort%s

c:ola‘res
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TOBACCO

is the “chum” of more pipe

smokers, than any other
tobacco smoked
in Canada
EVERYBODY SMOKES
“OLD CHUM”

86
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HALF A CENTURY
of EXPERIENCE

=

Ought to be worth something to you!

It ought to be worth a lot more if backed up by the right
kind of a reputation.

We build fifty years of successful Machine Tool

B MBEF{TF{AM U

MACHINE ToOOLS

And back them up with a reputation won by half a century
of business integrity and fair dealing.

Locomotive and Car Shop Equipment
Structural Shop Equipment
General Machine Shop Equipment

Let us figure on your requirements

The John Bertram & Sons Co., Ltd

DUNDAS, ONTARIO

MONTREAL — WINNIPEG — VANCOUVER
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\

E \\ A,:j‘“j'\ / of these chests, being priced according to the

1

Nl

5. |847 ROGERS BROS.
&=\ “Silver Plate that Wears™ ~‘
Q /{ﬁ') : ) The beautiful Old Colony pattern is shown in

//

A .. - :
g this chest. Surpnsingly low in cost are some
N
R number of pieces contained, and can be
had in almost any combination.
Always sold with an unqualified guarantee made possible
by the actual test of over 65 years. At all leading
dealers.  Send for illustrated catalogue “ Z-47"

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Limited
HAMILTON, CANADA
Meripex, CONX NEw YORrk Cxicago SAX Fraxcwsoo

The World's Largest Makers of Stecling Silver and
pr ol s el

B
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Travellers’ quiry
Bureau

Subscribers to the Canadian
Magazine who are contemplating
a trip for business or pleasure either
at home or abroad, are invited to
write to the Transportation Com.
panies and Hotels advertised in the
following pages for free information.
The Travellers” Enquiry Bureay of
of the Canadian Magazine will be
pleased to furnish any information
in connection with same.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZ|NE
EN-TRAVEL BUREAU.
200-206 Adelaide St. West -2 Toronte, Canads
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MABR. O

THE LARGEST FIREPROOF
RESORT HOTEL IN THE WORLD

THE SPIRIT OF AMERICA
ST PLAY T
MAGNITUDE AND CHEERFULNESS £

If Coming To
Why Pay Excessive Hotel Rates?

. 188 W.108 8¢,
#e) CLENDENING .. V0%
Select, homelike, sconomical. Suite

A parior, bedroom, private bath for
two persons, $2.00 daily per suite
Y e tite forBooklet H . with map of city. |

BOSTON MASS.
HOTEL PURITAN

Commonwealth Ave. Boston
£ DISTINCTIVE BOSTON HOUSE
ters call the Puritan one of
the most homelike hotels in the world.
Your Inquiries gladly answered
end our booklet mailed —3~5

—

o |
R WAY TO VACATION-LAND | |
HOTEL ESSEX ||
GoeosiTe SOUTh STATION- B3I ||

;:0'00' o ROTELS €0+ DAVID REED, MANAGER
S HICAGO ILL. \
e e |

? ENJOY THIS INIAND SEA-SHORE

799 FRLES O 0PCN WATER AT THE VEXY THRESHLE
EACH HOTEL

! active sports
and recrea-

. ions.
| dances and orchestra concerts.

i ish it among people
—{c’stml ':Hicignt mv?up%ivu
~The living

TRAVEL

7o Ocfoberl
Gete Sem’s Eresies tain climbing, fishing,
Ry Womatain land. FOUT i chalcts.  Vaca-

by bomrs. day. Write for FREE book-
thome 4100 V7 §5.00 gt e Great Northern Rail-
-

phy'rmmd in Montana's

Dept ’T‘_",“, Psul, Minn.
u;“ smerica First’’

| INTERVALE HOHSE—W“

forms close June 30

(
Galeﬂ Ha"- Hotel and Sanatorium.
New stone, brick & steel bullding. Always |
open, always ready, always busy. Tah%c-
and attendance unsurpassed.

Along the Shore  In the Foothills -

SUMMERFOLDER * 3 o=
Profusely lllustrating S e &t 3
the Famous (oast and

reached by R
New Jersey K-
@nfral [ines

Complete Descriptive
and Hotel and Boardina
House Information
Sent on Receiptof 4cts
postage by W.C Hope G.PA
Central Bldg New York

= ONE Of rhﬁbﬁ FINCST INLAND RESORT HOTLLS A?:JN. oL
MUSIC-BOATING- TROUT AND SALMON-BATHING-TENNIS

INTERVALE-WHITE MTS. N.H.

finement & Rest with Amusement - All Improvements,
Grand Scenery, Carriage & Garage Liveries, Fine Roads, All
Sports, Orchestra, Excellent Table- Booklet, H.5. Mudgett

CHICACO ILL.

- ~
. Netw

Kaiserhol4

CHICAGO

450 Rooms-$1.50 Up
e S00 Baths " -

Centrally Located e, P 5
One Biock from C‘\F\-‘ : :

LaSalle Station.
&

Write for Folder No.A

Get our advice on Vacation

ATLAN

|| eral Baths for the
{| relief of Rheumatism.

IC CITY, N.Jjl

UNIQUE FEATURES:
The vast Marble Exchange-
flanked with Flowers and

Sheltered Angles,the Forecourt,
Fountain of Fate.Cloister Garden,
Restaurant, Submarine Grill,
Rose Hall Library Tower,
Belvedere and Three
Decks looking on the
Boardwalk and
the Ocean.

AR

T e o

Gt Aot oed Rost

The largest and most elaborstely squipped
heakth rosort in the world s Mecoa for
wacationists, & cool and delightful summer
vesting place. Out door life encouraged =
ewimming, goll, tensis, volley ball motoring,
and tramping. Systematized diet of simple and
delicious foods — expert bath facilities — and
/ the most efficient medical service i desired

Accommodations for 2000 guests. Pl your
wacation early
Write for free booklet and rates now.

THE SANITARIUM
BOX 108, BATTLE CREEX, MICH.

Health & Pleasare Resort
with the famous Min-

PARK
Hotel 4 Baths under

Ul
roof. Open all year-Booklet A
______SEATTLE WASH.
HOTEL BUTLER ;0%
Cafe without peer. Center of things. Taxi fare 25¢.

Rooms $1.00 up; with bath $2 00up. Home comforts
!“,‘bf traveler A. CHESHIRE MITCHELL, Mgr.

& TRAVEL

Yellowstone — Glacier
and Estes Parks

Look carefully at the maps we will send you
of America’s summer play grou three
great National Parks - Glacior ¥ ellom
and tl.h:iﬁockydﬂour}uin (Estes).
send you free, maps and full i
:;n.ﬁt;g'lbou‘ nr: gllionllﬁP:r Tour: u.nén.f':r'-
oot railroad
visit one or all. Pl. 8 E}unein.e'l?:l“u‘.l"l]‘ve-:fya‘l e

Burlington Route, 540 W. Jackson Bl. Chicago ~~g

Yellowstone,
Write today
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“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RlTE-HlTE’ WARDROBE
TRUNKS

So much of the pleasure travel being
on this side of the water during the
war time emphasises all the more the
utility of the “Rite-hite” Wardrobe
Trunk as the indispensible travelling

requisite.

g All the good points that could be concentrated and con-
served into one bit of ‘‘luggage ' would seem to be included
in this most worthy trunk,

€ Greatest in capacity. Most perfect in appointments. Most
generous in convenience., Fine in appearance, and of great

strength.

€ We have a very comprehensive booklet on the ‘‘Rite-hite"”
Wardrobe Trunk which you- may have for the asking.

Prices are $252—? tO $900__O

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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CANADIAN NORTHERN

ALL THE WAY between

Toronto =Vancouver

Yis PORT ARTHUR, FORT WILLIAM, SASKATOON AND EDMONTON

Connections at Winnipeg Union Station for
Calgary, Prince Albert, Regina, Brandon,
and all important pointsin Western Canada and the Pacific Coast

LEAVE TORONTO 10.45 P.M.

Monday, Wednesday, Friday .
ALL MODERN EQUIPMENT RELIABLE EXPRESS SERVICE

Through tickets to all points, and berth reservations
from Local Agent or write to General ‘Passenger
Dept., 68 King St. East, Toronto, Ontario; Union
Station, Winnipeg, Man., or Montreal, Que.

The Coast Line to
Picturesque Mackinac

There is real rest and recreation in these splendid |
boat trips to Mackinac Island—the historic and
beautiful summer resort of the North Country. The D. & C.
Line Steamers embody all the qualities of speed,
safety and comfort. Freedom of the decks=—com.
modious staterooms and parlors—and unex-
celled cuisine, makes life aboard these
floating palaces a source of continual en-
joyment, And there’sfunaplenty forevery
minute of your stay—boating, sailing, fish-
ing, bathing, golfing and sight-seeing fur-
nish endless amusement; and you can
revel in the cool lake breezes and nature’s
most seductive scenery.

“D.&C. a Service Guaramee"A

Four trips weekly from Toledo and Detroit to
Mackinac Islands and Way Ports. From June 25th to o8
September 10th, Special Steamer, two trips weekly, Cleveland )
*_to Mackinac Island direct, making no stops enroute except

b =5 at Detroit, each direction. Daily ser- S5 o
= vice between Detroit and Buffalo and & ==
Detroit and Cleveland. During July and August de-
lightful day trips between Detroit and Cleveland—als.» two
boats every Saturday and Sunday night. Daily service between Tuledo
and Put-in-Bay, June 18th to September Gth.

Railroad Tickets Accepted \'?;-

For transportation on D. & C. Line Steamers between Detroit, Buffalo and Cleve. k-

land, either direction. Send two cent stamp for Ilustrated Pamphlet and Great Lakes

Map, showing routes, rates, etc. Address L. G. Lewis, General Vasseuger Ageut,

Detroit, Mich.

D. & C. Talisman—Send $1.00 cash or money order for D. & C. Good Luck Frog Charm,
Men’s Scarf Pin, or Women's Brooch Plu, Set with Mexican rubies and emera.ds.

-~
=
§

— Ty

(i £ 15 .I
Ly

—

DETROIT & CLEVELAND NAVIGATION CO.
Phili B, Mcillas, Presidest 39 WAYNE STREET, DETROIT, MICH.  A. A. Schans, Vice-Pres. and Gen. Mgz,
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Miss Canada
as she a pears

. icturesque
in prelpress
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A Magic Chain
of Delightful Scenes

Make? this fa'mous 800 mile trip through America's greatest and
most interesting Waterway the Vacation Trip without parallel.

The service on our palatial steamers is unexcelled. The
Falls of Niagara, the Thousand Islands, the Rapids of St. Law-
rence, quaint Old Quebec, Murray Bay, Tadousac and the
Saguenay—all these attractions combine to make an ideal
vacation trip.

The Saguenay River with its wealth of scenic beauties, its
mighty capes—its exhilarating atmosphere—is a never ending
source of enjoyment. Shorter trips at proportionate rates.

Write for our beautifully illustrated booklet ‘‘Niagara to
the Sea.” It tells about a vacation trip, every moment of which
you will enjoy. Enclose 6¢c. to cover postage.

5 Day Tour to Mentreal 6 Day Tour to Quebec

and return, including Meals and return, including Meals
and Berth............ $25.00 sod Berth .. oo v $34.00
8 Day Tour to Chicoutimi 15 Day Tour to Nova Scotia
and return, including Meals and return, including Meals
and Berth... ....... $47.00 and Berth...........$87.68

CANADA STEAMSHIP LINES, Limited

46 YONGE ST., TORONTO 6 R. & O. BLDG., MONTREAL, or any Ticket Agent
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Mile Deep Gorges
of Loveliness Sublime

between heaven high peaks, serrating the sky for five
hundred miles, these have given the name Fifty Switzer-
Jands in One to the

Canadian Pacific Rockies

through the heart of which there runs the world's
greatest transportation system --the Canadian Pacific
Railway. Enjoy the mystic loveliness of

Lake Louise

Stop at Banff, ride the mountain trails, and try the sulphur baths,
golf, and fishing; go camping in the famous Yoho Valley at Field;
visit Glacier for its mountain climbing; explore the Kootenays from
Balfour. Magnificent hotels with moderate rates. Everything Can-
adian Pacific Standard—None Better.

For full information apply to any Canadian Pacific Ticket
Agent, or
W. B. HOWARD, District Passenger Agent, TORONTO
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Wild, Unspoiled Lakes and Rivers

YM give the Salmon and Speckled Trout and gamy
LB AR Black Bass fighting qualities to delight the most

ardent angler, making

Algonquin Park (Ontario)

1

B

. . oty SR
- - . ’ B ¥
. . o
e g - ! %
s e, e, vy & o 2
I il e s T, ” ; N i =
E, ou :3 B i AW, T T a2 . A N - o

NOMINIGAN CAMP, ALGONQUIN PROVINCIAL PARK

a vacation territory to dream about. It offers trips through myriads
of waterways, with ideal camping grounds among forests of pines

and balsams.

2,000 Feet Above the Sea

Fine accommodation for those who love the social side of resort life
can be had at Highland Inn at Algonquin Park Station, or in the
novel and comfortable Log Cabin Camps Nominigan and Minnesing,

Handsomely illustrated advertising matter and full information supplied free on
application to C. E. HORNING, Union Station, Toronto, or J. QUINLAN,

Bonaventure Station, Montreal.
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QUEBEC GENTRAL RAILWAY

The only line running through Pullman
sleeping cars between

Quebec and Boston

and
Quebec and New York

and through Pullman Parlor cars between

Quebec and Portland

passing through the heart of
The White Mountains

Dining car service on all trains

For timetables and further information
apply to

J. H. Walsh, E. O. Grundy,
Genersl Manage

Gen. Passenger Agent

r
26 SHERBROOKE, QUE.

NEGLIGEE SHIRTS

HAVE A

DISTINCTIVE STYLE

Made of fine pure wool
Zephyr and Wool Taffeta,
in exclusive dainty patterns,
they have all the “‘appear-
ance”’ which superior ma-
terial and skilled workman-
ship give to Jaeger Goods.

Far superior to cotton or
linen, not only for exercise
and outdoor sports, but also
for year round wear in
office, or when travelling.

Made in all sizes, with single or double cuffs, shirt
or coat style.

A free {llustrated eatalogue and Dr. Jacger's Hoalth
Culture will be sent free on application to

DR. JAEGER ™7™ Co, Limited

ToronTo MoONTREAL WiNNIPEG

Incorporated in England in 1583 with British Capital for the
British Empire

P

YOU pay more for an

Underwood, as you do
for the best in any other
line. Ultimately, however,
it is the cheapest. It costs
more to buy, but less to use.

And there are many special Underwoods for special accounting and re-
cording purposes T he illustration shows the Underwood Condensed
Billing Typewriter. This machine will save its cost several times a year

United Typewriter Company, Limited
Underwood Building, 135 Victoria Street, Toronto

AND IN ALL OTHER CANADIAN CITIES

—

—
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ain-teed iy s

Terms 20,/° down and $1, S3*53
[] weekly. We trust any honest persos

Write for Catalogue to-day
| JACOBS BROS., Diamend lmportees
' 15 Teronto Arcade  TORONTO, Cam

Book on

DOG DISEASES

: and How to Feed
Mailed FREE

to any address H. CLAY GLOVER. V.S,
by the author. § 118 W. 31st Street N.Y. U.S.A.

Guaranteed
tolast 5,10and 15
years according to

ply This guaran- D O N’ T L O O K O L D '
tee is backed by the world's largest manufacturers K
AR s

of roofing and building papers.

CERTAIN-TEED {s economical. weather-proof, smooth
surinced. permanent CEKTAIN-TEED is safer than
woodshingles looks better than galvanized iron or tin,
is easier to lay and cheaper than either
CERTAIN-TEED is made from the best quality roofing
felt, thoroughly saturated with the General's own blend
of solt asphalts, and coated with a harder blend which
prevents the soft saturation fromdrying out 1t 1s very
different from the cheap ready roofing sold by mail

Get OERTAIN-TEED from your dealer whom you know
and can rely upon Sold by good dealers all over
Canada at reasonable prices

General Roofing Mfg. Co.
World’s largest manufacturers of roofing & buildi papers
Distributing_centers: Toronto, Montreal, Ottawa, lifax,
St. Joho's. N.F., Winnipeg, Regina, Calgary, Vancouver

DON'T YOU LIKE | s
el ot BUT—

our grey and faded hairs to their natura)
You can have the same Stage. o008 colour with

| ——— LOCKYER'S SULPHUR ——u

ASHNEESN | | HAIR RESTORER

ADE M“RK | Its quality of deepening greyness to the tormer colour in
A Hair Food 2Er3d

a tew days, thus securing a preserved appearance, has
( enabled thousands to retain their position.

A v ¢, will absolutelY | SOLD EVERYWHERE

.—.\pplm_l "?,(‘t-‘;::,: i]n‘n)g :\:'i-lh::wn and eyelashes. Lockyer's gives health to the Hair and restores the nat.

‘rod‘m:“! -“ ly—sure in results. Lashneenis | | ural colour. It cleanses the scalp, and makcg the moat

2 lf';“) 1; df“:& box is all you will need. Not || tfect Hair Dressing. TI‘]‘*,"“\!""'T.“';.‘"‘ Hair Restores

e OI’ICII‘:!«I o'ﬂtnu Mailed on receipt of 25¢c. coin and two | | is prepared by the great Hair < P{\lﬂ‘;'lﬁ,g."?lrn‘ “

sold at Druggists. 1 e money order. ' Co., L1"D.. Bedford Laboratories, London, S.E., and can

cents postage, or Canadian money be obtained from any chemists and stores throughout the
Beware °f Imitations 2 world. Wholesale, Lyman Bros., Toronto.

LASHNEEN COMPANY (Dept. 32) Philadelphia I T N
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ng. Agenoies nearly sveryw!
. le Wire Fence Company, Lid,,
The Banwell .:‘".‘ e

:I.l

“GURD'S" Ginger Ale “GURD'S” Caledonia Water

There s _nothing quite like either, for both are ** THE BEST™
CHARLES GURD & CO., Limited - - MONTREA4]




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Pure as its whiteness .suggests—refreshing
in its cleansing qualities —there is more
than ordinary satisfaction in the use of

FAIRY SOAP

for toilet and bath

Skillfully made of the choicest materials
Fairy Soap offers quality which cannot be
excelled at any price.

Each oval,floating cakeis wrapped in dainty
tissue and enclosed in its individual box.

e k. FAIRBANK

“ Have you a little Fairy in your home?”

P
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Will Always
Be Sweet
And
Sanitary




Model-715

$850

Roadster?82s

o supply a definite need
| —with definite finality

Where the family purse cannot afford a big expensive car—
Where the tamily pride cannot afford an unsightly, little, un-

fortable car N , 2
—'} + ,’.:d.«- $550 Overland supplies a definite need with definite

4 ) land s conclusively
' %) Overland proves conc - 3
}'h:(’i auty is not necessarily a matter of size—
That size does not altogether ¢ nnlr‘.‘l comfort— :
T;:( the small, comfortable, beautiful, economical car is not
1, ideal
- " =:ble sdeal 3 = :
5 1'::_:.- succeed where all had failed simply required the broad-
aperience. the unmatched facilities, the more highly developed
7 Fig . "
o -4 the Overland organization.
o all, comfortable car—a beauty—complete to

wd here is the sm « a
. - detail inexpvnsl\'c—n‘onumu‘al—annther and greater

l" performance is on a par with its beauty, comfort and
“
completencss

And its price $850—is far below any former price for any com-
nd v - v J

pletely equipped automobile regardless of appearance or
comfort considerations.

A glance at the car impresses you immediately with its beauty
and finish.

As you look it over and read its specifications, you realize its
absolute completeness.

But you must ride in it to appreciate its comfort.

You must drive it to get the thrill its performance will give you

You can own one of these cars.

But act promptly—for naturally no car was ever in such
demand.

In spite of record productions and advancing prices, there is a
shortage of cars.

The demand naturally centers on top class at bottom price
this small light car.

And no other car at anywhere near its price can compare with
this one for beauty, performance, comfort, completeness and
economy.

Get in touch with the Overland dealer today—now.

WILLYS-OVERLAND, LIMITED, Head Office and Works, West Toronto, Canada
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Meatless
Meals

For Hot Weather—
Ever Try One ?

You can be more comfortable in
the hottest weather if properly fed.

Some Fruit

Grape-Nuts

Cream
A Soft Boiled Egg
Crisp Toast
Cup of Instant Postum

That's enough—more is too much,

“There’s a Reason”

-
Fi
ume for the
A Perf b Refined 'S;t:

t
nder amongsT L,y
A r:tcl‘ being in 080

WEARLY A CE

Murray & lﬂ““‘ﬂs

is just a8
BECAU

; Flul‘nl »
Ir:;,:.:»luto Pl oo

4 endurin Fag e o
M s e
ire d”'esdonghtf"]’"-t" e
::;llz the finest thuI 4

ing: becans® ¢ able
o Shnvmt;izm " "To""
(i ("1?13 gatisfacto L p
A ’i’urfume made:

, for
Bl Ask your prugglst '

Accelit_“‘“_s///

edar

(MADE N CANADA)

Dusts, Cleans, Polishes

at the one

Operation.

Use it on
all furniture,
floors, and
woodwork,
and get the
O-Cedar &
result,

AT Your
DEALERS

25¢ to
$3.00

sizes,

CHANNELL CHEMICAL Co., Ltd, TORONTO

T M. BEST PRINTING CO. LIMITED. TORONTO




