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Harmless

Ivory Soap cleans thor-
oughly because of its
purity and copious lather.
It cleans harmlessly be-
cause of its freedom from
excess alkali and inferior
materials. It will please

you.

IVORY SOAP

; ‘. 991007 PURE

ITE LOATS

at Hamilton, Canada

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories
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IN ACTION “BEAUTIFULLY SIMPLE”
IN APPEARANCE “SIMPLY
BEAUTIFUL"

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

You this Tea Ball Pot or write
us for illustrated pamphiet.

STANDARD SILVER CO. of
TORONTO, Limited

Manufacturers
0. the highest quality of Silver Plate.
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-CANADIAN PUBLISHERS

BOY’'S OWN ANNUAL

The Standard Book
for Boys

The most instructive and
interesting book published,
with large colored plates,
and profusely illustrated,
bound in full cloth.

An Ideal Christmas
Gift

Always looked for and ap-
preciated. Splendid reading,
or subjects of interest to
Girls of all ages. Beauti-
fully illustrated, and well
bound in full cloth.

Send one of these with your gifts
MITED

TORONTO

WARWICK BROS. &
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Eight Famous Authors

Eden Phillpotts Halliwell Sutcliffe Max Pemberton
F. Frankfort Moore J. J. Bell H. Annesley Vachell
E. Temple Thurston Morley Roberts

—begin in The Canadian Magazine for January a series of remarkable short stories.
The first:
The Waitress at Santy
zs by HORACE ANNESLEY VACHELL

Read this absorbing Western tale of Sheriffs, Cowboys and two lovers.

All are equally good.

Also a series of articles on topics of national importance. The first is
by Dr. A. H. U. Colquhoun, Deputy Minister of Education for Ontario, on
the relations existing between Canada and the United States. Is it true that
Americans are opening their eyes to Canada? ZRead the January Number.

The next in the series will be

The Gods of this New Era

by the Rev. (Sergeant) Lorne Pierce, M.A. This is a timely and intensely
interesting discussion of modern religious tendencies.

The Purchasing Power of the Dollar

Is the dollar bill worth less than it used to be worth? S. A. Cudmore,
Assistant Professor of Political Economy at the University of Toronto dis-
cusses this subject for the January Number.

START THE YEAR RIGHT!
$2.50 PER ANNUM, including Great Britain, Ireland and most of the Colonies. SINGLE COPIES, 25c.

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

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

; NYL” THE
ME@%@WG 1

REQUIRES NO HEAT. =~ WARRANTED INDELIBLE

NEW METALLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE
NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE

i hemists and Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25¢.) from the Inventors.
Of all Stationers Chemists a fhalonal, by ENGLAND

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN LTD. 7% 508 Ee.
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ALL IN IT—
'K (1) CARRIES ON

By IAN HAY

The NEWEST
BRIGHTEST
FRESHEST
WAR BOOK

“ALL IN IT” is a following-up of the same
author's First Hundred Thousand which,
a year and a half ago was read with so much
interest by thousands of Canadians.

“ALL IN IT”—like the other book, is fact
and description regarding the War put in
intense, sometimes humorous, and always
movingly-human romance form.

“ALL IN IT” will be given largely as Gifts
this year—to soldier boys, to everybody.

Price - - - $1.50

CONSIDER THESE FOR
EASILY-CHOSEN GIFTS

IN CANADA’S WONDERFUL NORTHLAND
By W. Tees Curran.

A Montreal man took a camera and travelled
for eight months through our undeveloped
North. This splendid book is the result. It
tells in story and picture of lakes, rivers,
rapids and mountain—the wonderful country
we'll revel in some day. Well illustrated

from photos and maps. Price $2.50

A GREEN TENT IN FLANDERS

By Maud Mortimer.

Vivid impressions of hospital life with appeal-
ing human touches which teli the story of
some of our boys' sacrifices. Price $1.25

OVER THE TOP

By Arthur Guy Empey.

The most realistic of War Books. A plain,
unvarnished tale of duties and happenings in
the trenches and billets in France. Practical
but entrancing and ke best seller in America

this fall. Price $1.50

These are a few of BRIGGS’ good books.
Ask your bookseller about the others.

WILLIAM BRIGGS
Publisher - - TORONTO

L
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Your Boy
in Khaki

will find many occasions when he
will appreciate having a bottle of
Absorbine, Jr. handy. After a
hard day’s work or a long hike
Absorbine, Jr. will give him the
much needed relief.  Of course
he is too proud to respond to
“sick call” with only a stiff shoul- =
derorsore,achingarmsand legs.

acts quickly and effectively on tired,
strained muscles. It is preferred by
athletic trainers everywhere because it
is so dependable in eliminating stiff-
ness and reducing inflammation, If he
has ever been in college athletics he
knows Absorbine, Jr. It is tke lini-
ment that may be applied to cuts and
wounds. It is an

Antiseptic and Germicide

and cleanses as well as heals. Absorbine, Jr.
may be rubbed freely on all irritated parts—
kneaded into that sore
instep or applied to a
shoulder chafed from
carrying a gun,

It is highly concen-
trated and only a few
drops are required at an
application.

Send Zim a
today.

$1.00 a Bottle

at”druggists or mailed any-
where upon receipt of price.

A Liberal Trial Bottle

will_be sent postpaid upon
receipt ot 10¢ in stamps.

W.F.YOUNG, P.D.F.,

187 Lymans Bullding g

bottle

MONTREAL o= CAN,
T
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“fondon Glove Company|

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND.
The Great Specialists in

GLOVES,
HOSIERY,
and UNDERWEAR

An unrivalled variety in stock
[ e

EXTREMELY MODERATE PRICES

Three Hose Specialities

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

plication, direct from the

Ontario Publishing Co.

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

plication, direct from the

Ontario Publishing Co.

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

Deparitments

Ladies’, Mens' and Children's Gloves—Hosiery

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

i ; : i N LOVE
o Ramittamom, iy o A raiilly et it iesdiciod by nast bnaat e

sisress  The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England.

all Orders
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EXCELLENT WINTER CLOTHING FABRICS

FOR LADIES’, GENTLEMEN'’S and CHILDREN’S WEAR

Many Rovar
AND IMPERIAL
APPOINTMENTS

The excellent quality and refined character of
EGERTON BURNETT'S *“Old Country” Clothing
Fabrics are distinctive features which have won the
appreciation of Ladies and Gentlemen in many parts of
the Dominion of Canada, and their sterling wearing
properties have given much genuine satisfaction for
nearly half a century.

SAMPLES MAILED POST PAID ON REQUEST

By APPOINTMENT ~
To H.M. Tug QuEEN

An examination of the extensive variety of Suitings, Over-coatings, and Dress Fabrics repre-

sented by
character o
your requirements,

their comprehensive collection of Samples will convince you of the high-class
f their materials and enable you to gratify your individual taste in the selection of

FLANNELS, WINCEYS, YIYELLAS, ETC. FOR UNDERWEAR AND NIGHT ATTIRE
Any quantity of material supplied, and Carriage and Duty paid, if desired.

Costumes as illustration made to

Made-to-Measure
TAILORING

The large amount of satisfaction in Fit
and Workmanship which has been ac-
knowledged by Ladies and Gentlemen
at  me and abroad, is attributed to the
fact that each Costume or Suit is cut
specially to each individual patron’s
measures, and to careful attention to
de uu
NOTE THIS VOLUNTARY
EVIDENCE OF SATISFACTION

Mrs. L.' A. W.. wrote: —*‘ am very
pleased with the Costume; the fit is good
and I am sure the material will give
perfect satisfaction.” Pt. Coquitlan, B.C.
G. R. F. Esq., wrote:—'Many thanks
for Suit which I received sately a few
days ago. Style and Fitis all that could
be desired.” James Bay, Ont., Can.

THE FABRICS

OF PROVED MERIT

Permanent Colour, ‘Royal” Navyl
Serges for Ladies, Gentlemen, and Child-"
ren, made from pure wool and guaran-|
teed to keep a good colour on land or'{
sea in any climate of the world, at 1::ri<-es'I
trom 92¢ to $7.50 per yard, double width.!

measure in pure wool “Roval” Samnles of Winter Fabrics for Ladies,’ Suits as illustration

- £ st made to measure

Navg Serges excellent Winter Gentlemen's and Children's wear, 'Iaum,‘-l in *“0ld Country” Twe:ds lmdSui-tf:Ks

Fabrics in a v?nety of weights ing Styles and Price Lists, Measurement in Enishlnnuble co:rm:'lngs :li{nd llrgli\lns'
. and in permanent colour “Royal™ Navy

and textures, from $23.35 duty Blanks, Etc., mailed post paid on request. Serge Suitings, from $19.60 to 417

and carriage paid to destination.

Address:

duty and carriage paid to destinatioy,

EGERTON BURNETT, LIMITED

R. W. Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, ENGLAND
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Books Worth Reading

FIVE YOUNG MEN.

men of to-day.
Charles Reynolds Brown.

THE JESUS OF HISTORY.

lege, Cambridge.

dick.

ABOUT WAR?
Edward Leigh Pell.

W. E. Orchard, D.D.

A STUDENT IN ARMS.
By Donald Hankey.

THE MEANING OF PRAYER.
145th thousand. Harry Emerson Fos-

MARY SLESSOR OF CALABAR.
Pioneer Missionary. W. P, Livingstone.

THE OUTLOOK FOR RELIGION.

net

CHRISTINE.

Messages of yesterday for the young Striking and powerful deseription of
Berlin, in the early days of the war. A
.75 gripping and unforgetable narrative.
‘‘Exceedingly brilliant and keen.’’ By
T. R. Glover, Fellow of St. John’s Col-  Alice Cholmondeley. net $1.25

$1.00 THE WHITE LADIES OF WORCESTER.
A romance of the twelfth century. A
new novel by the author of ‘‘The Ros-
.60 ary’’. By Florence Barclay, - net $1.50

WHAT DID JESUS REALLY TEACH THE MAJOR. :
A great dramatie story. By Ralph Con-

$1.00 nor. net $1.40

THE SOUL OF A BISHOP.

$1.50 By Winston Churchill, author of ‘‘The -
Inside of the Cup’’, ‘A Far Country’’,.
$1.50 ete. net $1.50

SENT POST PAID

Upper Canada Tract Society, 2 Richmond Street East, Toronto

James M. ROBERTSON, DEPOSITARY

By H. G. Wells, author of ‘‘Mr. Brit-
$1.25 ling Sees It Through’’. net $1.50

THE DWELLING PLACE OF LIGHT.

Don't be without a box of

Thermogene in your home !

1

When Grippe is Prevalent—

AERMOGE 5

CURATIVE WADDING

(Vandenbroeck’s Process

is the modern, scientific method of fighting chills and colds,

A light, dry, fleecy, medicated wadding that
GENERATES HEAT

lief, and cures
s within a few
hours - ¢

““'SOREI THROATS,
GRIPPE, CHEST
COLDS, NEURALGIA,
RHEUMATIS WM,
LUMBAGO, ETC.js =%

Invcn’tnl by th:f:rr;:;us Belgian chem-
ist, Vandenbroeck. British made by The
Thermogene Co., Limited, Hayward's
Heath, Eng, Sales agents for Canada:

HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., LTD,

10 McCaul Street - Toronto

gives instant re- Soc' at your Dmggisl's

orange-colored bo x

TR eein,
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The Year’s Best Canadian Books

CANAD[AN Literature is coming into its own and we present this season a notable array of
choice new Canadian books for your reading and Christmas gift list. This is Canada’s year.

You have bought Canadian Victory Bonds, so make sure you buy Canadian books for your
Holiday gifts. Never before has there been presented such a fine list of worthy books.

THE MAJOR

RALPH Y
CONNOR

THE
MAJOR

Ralph Connor’s finest story, A
book that will appeal to every
red-biooded Canadian. A picture
of the Canadian soldier as he
really is.
Cloth, 383 pages,
Illustrated, $1.40

ANNE'S
HOUSE OF
DREAMS

L. M. Montgomery

The brightest of all the
‘Anne’ books. You must
read the story of how Anne’s
Dreams came true.

Cloth, with Frontispiece
Color, $1.35

A CANADIAN TWILIGHT
AND OTHER POEMS OF WAR AND OF PEACE
By Bernard Freeman Trotter
Cloth, with Portrait, $1.25

HEART OF THE HILLS
By Albert Durrant Watson
Cloth, with Portrait, $1.25

IRISH LYRICS AND BALLADS
By Rev. James B. Dollard
Cloth, with Portrait, $1.35

THE FIRST CANADIANS IN FRANCE

By Lieut.-Col. F. McKelvey Bell
Cloth, Illustrated, $1.35

CONFEDERATION AND ITS LEADERS
By M. 0. Hammond

Cloth, Octavo, with 17 full page Portraits and a doubl
Frontispiece of The Fathers ofConfederation. $3.00. 5

THE NORTH AMERICAN IDEA
By Dr. James A. Macdonald
Cloth, $1.25

MORE LETTERS FROM BILLY
By the Author of ““A Sunny Subaltern’
Art Boards, $1.00

THE FRINGE OF THE GREAT FIGHT
By Col. George G. Nasmith, C.M.G.
Cloth, Illustrated, $1.50

THE NEW JOAN AND OTHER POEMS
By Katherine Hale
Art Booklet in Crimson and Gold, with Envelope ready
for Mailing, 25c.
FROM MONTREAL TO VIMY RIDGE
AND BEYOND

Letters to his mother by L¢t. Clifford Almon Wells, B.A.
Edited by Dr. O. C. S. Wallace, former Chancellor of
McMaster University. Cloth. with Portraits, $1.35

UNDER
SEALED
ORDERS

By H. A. Cody

The breath of the great
out-of-doors. A big, hu-
mane, Canadian story of
ove, adventure and suc-
cess by one of Canada’s
foremost novelists,

Cloth, 318 pages,
$1.35

UP THE HILL

UPTHE HILL

AND OVER AND OVER
ISABEL
By ECCLESTONE . %

Isabel Eccelstone | JACKAX. ., | -
Mackay N,

Agnes C. Laut says: “The
story is one ot the best
things done by any Cana-
dian author. No hero and
heroine of modern fiction
are more likeable than
Dr. Callendar and Esther
Coombe.

Second Canadian Edition
Cloth, with Frontpiece.
363 pages, $1.35.

COMPLETE DESCRIPTIVE BOOK CATALOGUE SENT FREE TO ANY ADDRESS UPON APP LICATION
Sold in all Bookstores and Published in Canada by

McCLELLAND, GOODCHILD & STEWART, LIMITED

266-268 KING STREET, WEST

TORONTO
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The Inhalation Treat-
ment for Whooping
Cough, Spasmodic
Croup, Colds, Catarrh,

A BN Asthma, Bronchitis,

** Used while you sleep” Coughs

Simple, safe and effective, avoiding internal drugs.

. Vaporized Cresoline relieves the paroxysms of \’5hoop-
ing Cough and spasmodic Croup at once; it nips the
common cold before 1t has a chance of developing into
something worse, and experience shows that a neglected
cold is a 5nn_qeroua cold.

Mrs. Ballington Booth says: ““No family, where there
are young children, should be without this lamp.”

* The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inhaled with
every breath, makes breathing easy and relieves the con-
gestion, assuring restful nights.

It is called a boon by Asthma sufferers.

For the bronchial complications of Scarlet Fever and
Measles, and and as an aid in the treatment of Diphtheria,
Cresolene is valuable on account of its powerful germi-
cidal qualities,

It is a protection to those exposed.

Cresoline's best recommendation is its 38 years of suc-
cessful use. Sold by Druggist. Send for descriptivebooklet

Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the irritated throat
composed of slippery elm bark, licorice, sugar and Cresolene. They
can’t harm you. Of your druggist or from us, 10¢. in stamps.

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO. 62 Cortland St., N. Y.
or Leeming-Miles Building Montreal, Canada

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s
EMERY CLOTH
Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON’” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc.

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED
Wellington Mills. london, Eng.. S.E.

An
International
Daily Newspaper

“It would be a fine thing if this excellent duily
newspaper could go into every home in the
country, for it is not only a daily newspaper
but in fact a daily magazine of tremendous
value. The* most striking fealure of the
Monitor at this time is its wonderful foreign
news, giving exclusive information and ar-
ticles in regard to the situation in Ewrope.’*

(The Dayton, Ohio, Journal)

Published daily in Boston,
U.S.A., The Christian Science
Monitor circulates the world
over.

The Monitor conducts its own
news gathering bureaus in all
parts of the world, and because
its news of the world war and
of all great diplomatic affairs
of the nations is said by other
newspapers to be the most
complete in the world, its
news is ‘“news’’ whenever
received by the subscriber.

It omits entirely from its columns the sen-
sationalism which makes up so large a
part of the news of the day usnally
seen by the public.

Advertising columns are also compl=tely
censored.

A single article is devoted each day to a
discussion of Christian Science for those
who are interested.

"The paper isin reality ‘‘An International
Daily Newspaper’ — the first one
ever published.

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

THE CHRISTIAN SCIENCE
PUBLISHING SOCIETY
BOSTON Us A

e
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MACMILLAN CHRISTMAS GIFTS

THE MOST DISCUSSED NOVEL OF THE YEAR
THE SOUL OF A BISHOP

By H. G. Wells. Decorated Cover $1.50

Mr. Wells makes for himself, and for all of us, the choice between Christ and creeds, Sincerity and
symbols, Christianity and churchianity. The Bishop of Princhester lost his living, but he saved his
soul. ‘‘Mr. Britling™ foretold a great change in the Church as a result of the War. ““The Soul of a
Bishop” works out the details of that change. This novel has raised a storm of controversy, Mr
Wells does not bother to sugar-coat his truths.

THE BOOK FOR EVERYMAN

CHANGING WINDS

By St. John G. Ervine. 570 pages, $1.50

&r=""
= N WIND
(O CHANGIN i

ﬁwmm! gRVINE é

‘ 14
l
|

One critic says: ‘It is by far the most distinguished novel inspired

by this world conflict.
without Henry James's affectations,”
book,” says another, ‘‘It is eager and vivid and well worth reading

“It is an amazingly clever
g1)

from the first page to the last.”

|
[t gives one the impression of Henry James, ‘
i

\&".’.‘

THE BOOK FOR EVERYWOMAN

CHRISTINE

By Alice Cholmondeley. $1.25

3 ‘C-vl;ristihe

Alice Cholmondeley

Perhaps the most vital book of the War., With “Mr. Britling" and
“Changing Winds"” it forms a triology of war fiction which has
not been equalled. Here Mrs. Cholmondeley portrays the Hun
mind and aim and character in all their repulsive quality and shows
their incompatability with the decent living and thought of any

other nation. The story is brilliant, absorbing, gently humourous.

THE AUTHOR WHO COMMANDS
KIPLING COMPLETE PROSE AND POETRY

The Five Nations
Departmental Ditties
Seven Seas

Barrack Room Ballads
Songs from Books
Puck of Pook's Hill

Traffics and Discoveries

Just So Stories
Kim

The Day's Work
Stalky and Co.

Plain Tales from the Hills
In Library Cloth each $1.60

Life's Handicap

The Light that Failed

Wee Willie Winkie

The Naulaka

Soldiers Three

Many Inventions

From Sea to Sea (two vols.)
Actions and Reactions
Rewards and Fairies

‘The Jungle Book

The Second Jungle Book

A Diversity of Creatures (new)

@émzwwy

In Pocket Leather each $1.60

At all bookstores or from MACMILLANS, TORONTO

5 s ) e e
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ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

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

Founded by the late George Dickson, M. A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickson
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work,
Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball,
Hockey, Swimming Bath.
Write for Prospectus
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,
Principal.

President.

Head Master : tECERSRR L
C. S. Fosbery, M.A. Kingston. Nine
Passes Entrance R.M
Entrance Royal Canadian
Navy. Four Matricula-, °

istand 2nd Places Entrance
R.M.C Ki

Preparatory,
2 i -ions McGill.
Junior and Senior 5 s o
aining, *Manua:
Departments. MONTREAL Training, Swimming. Rinks
ennis Courts, Riding, Draw-

ing, Music.

10E1Lm Ave.
Rosedale
TORONTO

ranksomeha

A Residential and Day School for Girls

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

New French House, opened September 13th.!
Special Course in Dietetics. Pass and Honor |
Matriculation, Art, Music, Domestic Science. |
Large Play-grounds. Outdoor Games. |

For Prospectus apply to the Principal Ei

- ]

. BGlen AdDawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
Residential and Day Schoel for Girls
Principal—MISS J. J. STUART

(Successor to Miss Veals)

Classical Tripos, Cambridge University, England
Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly situated.
Highly 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. Outdoor

games.
New Prospectus from Miss STUART.
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@hureh
Kesidential and Bay School for Girls

New Complete Buildings erected 1915, Healthy situation—

seven acres playing fields. Courses — Kindergarten to

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

Principal : MISS WALSH, M. A. (Dublin), Head Mistress Junior School:

MISS A. M. V. ROSSETER, (National Froebel Union) Late of Cheltenham ~ ¢

Ladies’ College. For Calendar apply to the Bursar, 2] e AR A
.;A|Imulnnlluun‘u”uuul\Hlxuunu|qunuuuunlunull“Illuuuuuuu“nunlunlulllllllltullullllul‘ ) L !\‘ A
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St. Andretw’s College  worome

A CANADIAN SCHOOL FOR BOYS

UPPER AND LOWER SCHOOLS

Careful Oversight ‘Thorough Instruction Large Playing Fields

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

Calendar sent on application Headmaster

The Mdargaret Eaton School of Literature and Erpression

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

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

8end for Calendar

Founded 1829 by SIR JOHN COLBORNE, Governor of Upper Canada
UPPER A BOARDING SCHOOL FOR BOYS
AUTUMN TERM BEGINS THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER [3th, at 10 a.m.
CA N A DA Boarders Return on the |2th

Courses for University, Royal Military College and Business. Senior and Preparatory
Co L L E G E Schools in separate buildings with full equipment. L

) ) g arge grounds in suburban district,
Detached infirmary, with resident nurse, Summer cam

1 ¢ p at Lake Timagami conducted by
TORONTO the Physical Instructor of the College. School Calendar, containing full particulars, will be
furnished on application. ARNOLD MORPHY, Bursar.

ASHBURY COLLEGE Rockcliffe Park, Ottawa

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

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

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

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSH AWA, ONT. A RESIDENTIAL scHooL

3 FOR GIRLS
Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto.

Preparation for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Young children also received. x

Fine location. Outdoor games and physical training.

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

Voeice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.

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

66 99 Private Residential School for Girls
NDEN Barrie, Ont.
4 Acres of Grounds. Lake View
Limited numbers, Scholarship Matriculation, Singing, Music,
Art, Conversational French. Healthiest district in Canada.
Summer and winter sports. Miss. E. M, Elgood, Miss E. ]J.
Ingram, Mile. Shopoff.

FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPALS
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For prospec- SUCCESSES
tus apply to at Toronto
the Head- University,
master, R |7 roostmnt el wkacsd TEinvewsms § fBie. WSS §OE ST i SN s BB T 1917.
F. GRAHAM 1st Mathe-
ORCHARD, e % matical
M.A., Camb. 1 and st
o mrtnt g % (;hssical
entrance

Westminster Olnllpgr - - Torontn

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

Every Educational facility provided. Pupils prepared for

Honour Matriculation, Music, Art and Physical education,

The School, by an unfailing emphasis iipon the moral as

well as the intellectual, aims at the development of a
true womanhood, John A, Paterson, K.C., President, |
For Calendar apply Mrs. A. R. Gregory, Principal {

or stuttering overcome positivi
natural methods permanently reetore

naturals h. Graduate pupils every- |
where. Freeadvice and literature. \
THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE 1
KITCHENER, -~ CANADA

b

EARN $25 weekly, spare time, writing for newsp l;‘mrs.
magazines. Experience unnecessary;details free. Press i
Syndicate 514, St. Louis, Mo.

@Callege
Schonl

PORT HOPE,

For fifty years the leading
Church Boarding School
for Boys in Canada.

scholarship.

ONT. St gy
SIS KATING -RINK

ROYAL VICTORIA
COLLEGE

MONTREAL

" Founded and endowed by thelate Ri. Hon. Baron
Strathcona and Mount Royal. )

A RESIDENTIAL COLLEGE FOR WOMEN .
STUDENTS ATTENDING McGILL
UNIVERSITY

Courses leading ‘to degrees in Arts, separate in
the main from those for men, but under identical
conditions; and to degrees in music.

For prospectus and information apply to the
Warden.

HAVERGAL COLLEGE_

=
m : CoverleyHouse (| The Hill School || Junior School m
Main School
372 JARVIS ST. 5t sT.cLAIRAVE. | o9e sicon stow.
354.JARVIS, $T. Domestic 2 W?T (Late Westbourne)
Science, oaraing
Honor, éymnas tic and Day Preparatory
Matriculation, Training School, and
Art Course, Large Kindergarten
v : Home Grounds, e
Music Nursing Games s i
Il MISS KNOX, PrincipAL, TORONTO Ij]
EE’EEEEBEE—::—EEE

Jrsrireds) Woilo!

Shaw’s Business Schools, Toronto, provide the proper Tr
office duties. Fiee catalog explains. Write W. H. Shaw,

Invites well trained Young Women to enter into its activities on the “Win the War”’ basis.

aining for Secretarial and other
President.
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al Royal Flying Corps
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Group of Officers and Men of the Royal Flying Corps

Applications are now being accepted for the Cadet (Pilot) Wing of
the Royal Flying Corps.
All candidates must fulfil the following conditions :—
(a) Be between the ages of 18 and 25. o
(b) Be of good education and show evidence of good upbringing.

(c) Be physically fit in accordance with the standard of fitness laid down
for the Royal Flying Corps (Cadet Wing).

Cadets are put to no expense and are paid from date of attestation.

Technical knowledge is not an essential, but a good College educa-
tion ‘is required.

.+ (Canadian Cadets are trained in CANADA.

Arry ROYAL FLYING CORPS

56 CHURCH STREET, ToroNTO
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HOME
STUDY

Arts Courses only

NNUAL examinations for entry of Naval
A Cadets into this (i_olleg(éanl: }éeld at t}ée exam- s C H O 0 L
ination centres of the Civil Service Commis-
sion in May each year, successful candidates joining l“ly and A“!“s.
the College on or about the 1st August following the
examination.

Applications for entry are received up to the 15th l ' EEN,
April by the Secretary, Civil Service Commission,

DEPARTMENTI OF THE NAVAL SERVICE.

ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA.

Ottawa, from whom blank entry forms can be

obtained.
Candidates for examination must have passed their U NI » E RS I I i

fourteenth birthday, and not reached their sixteenth

birthday, on the 1st July following the examination. KIN GSTON' ONTARIO
Further details can be obtained on application to
G. J. Desbarats, C.M.G., Deputy Minister of the ARTS - EDUCATION MEDICINE

Naval Service, Department of the Naval Service,

b G. ]. DESBARATS, SCHOOL OF MINING

Deputy Minister of the Naval Service.

Department of the Naval Service, MINING
Ottawa, March 12, 1917. CHEMICAL MECHANICAL
CIVIL ELECTRICAL
ENGINEERING

Unauthorized publication of this advertisement
will not be paid for.

GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar.

f,
. Y (Y
2 { iy
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The Royal Miitary College

HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the
T Royal Military College of Canada. Notwithstanding this, its object and xork it is

accomplishing are not sufficiently understood by the general public.

The College is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving
instruction in all branches of military science to cadets and officers of the Canadian Militia.
In fact, it corresponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst.

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

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

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

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

Commissions in all branches of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force are
offered annually.

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

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

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

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

For full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, applica-
tion should be made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont,, or to the Com-

mandant, Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont.

—
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If You have a
War Bond =

you can double your estate by using
the interest you receive to pay the
premium on an

Excelsior
20 Year
Endowment

Whether you live or die, you are
worth twice as much as before.

EXCELSIOR
msurance | | F [E company

Head Office—EXCELSIOR LIFE BLDG.,TORONTO
Write for Pamphlet

The Beauty ,
of Youth

‘ N J HILE you have the

healthy vigorous
Beauty of youth you
should constantly preserve
and protect it for the years
to come. Neglect has
caused many women to
look far older than they should.

A little
attention paid to the skin and complexion
now by the use of

at Gouraud’s

Oriental Cream

will be amply repaid by your Youthful
Beauty in later years. It not only pro-
tects and preserves the complexion for
the future but greatly improves your
appearance now. Conceals facial
blemishes. In use 70 years.

Send 10c. for Trial Size
I Ferd. T. Hopkins & Son, Montreal

North
American Life

Solid

stre

Continent

Assels

Net [Surplus L

Whether with the intention of taking

out insurance or associating yourself with

The latest figures emphasize the un-

excelled " financial position of this Company.

Business in Force over $59,600,000

N 16,400,000
2,600,000

These are reasons why the: Company is known as ‘‘SoZd as the Continent”.

North American Life Assurance Co.

Head Office

TORONTO
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A Policy that Assures

A Happy Christmas from Year to Year
at the Old Home

HEN Age strews with silverithe bent heads—when the power
of earning the daily bread has vanished forever—it is then
that the old folks cling to the Old Homestead as to life itself.

Thanks to Life Insurance, you make
sure that the shelter and the comfort of the
Old Homestead can not be torn from you on
that distant day when Old Age will surely
rob you of your ability to provide.

Even if you have wisely secured protec-
tion for your dependents by means of Life
Insurance, are you certain thatyou will have
sufficient means to guarantee your own com-
fort in Old Age? It is to assist in making
this provision that the Mutual Life of Cana-
da provides its Continuous Monthly Income
Policies under the Endowment Plan.

Under one of these policies you would
begin to receive a monthly income from the

Mutual at the expiry of an endowment period
of say 20 years. These monthly payments
are guaranteed for at least 240 months, but
would continue as long as you live,

If you should pass away before all the
guaranteed payments have been received by
you, your beneficiary would receive a monthly
income until inscalments for twenty .\'e:\r.s
have been paid by the Company. Thereafter
the beneficiary would continue to receive the
income for life. These policies are also issued
on the Life and Limited Life plans, Ask for
folder entitled *‘Guaranteed Annuities, Pay-
able Monthly.” State age at nearest birthday.

In all the world there is not a finer Christmas gift than a
Monthly Income Policy in

The Mutual Life

Assurance Company of Canada
Waterloo, Ontario
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'Production

REATER efficiency—greater produc-
tion — greater economy — doing
without the unnecessary things, produce
wealth. Wealth gives protection to your-
self and family, strengthens your country
and helps to win the war, - Are you doing
all you can?

SIS IIHeHISINeNIeIHIell
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SIS 1ISHI®

It is easier to make money than to save it.
A Savings Account at The Bank of
Toronto will help save what your in-

creased effort provides.

119 Branches in Canada

ASSETS - - $73,000,000

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, A. H. Campbell.

THOS. F. HOW, GENERAL MANAGER
John R. Lamb, Supt. of Branches. D. C. GRANT, Chief Inspector.
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Paid-up Capital - - 8 17,000,000
Reserve Fund - - 7,421,292
Total Deposits - - 92,102,072
Total Assets - - - 121,130,558

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

Savings Department at all Branches.

Deposits received of $1.00 and upward, and interest
allowed at best current rates.

General Banking Business.

| BOND
| OFFERINGS

} Lists of bonds which we offer sent on
i applicaton. Every Security poss-
‘ esses the qualities essential in a sound
‘ investment, combining SAFETY OF
PRINCIPAL AND INTEREST
‘ with 1THE MOST FAVORABLE
‘ IN1EREST RETURN.

Qovernment — Municipal
Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 5% to 61

We shall be pleased to aid you'in the
selechon of a desirable investment.

Dommion SEcURITIES
CORPORATION-LIMITED

JORONTO . MONTREAL . LONDON.ENG

—

[K{@l?
_4/;

Surplus - »

Cyrus A. Birge, -~
C. C. Dalton
Robt. Hobson

1. Pitblado

Capital Authorized ; $5,000,000
Capital Paid Up -

Board of Directors
sir John Hendrie, K.C.M.G., President

s

N\

3,000,000
- 3,500,000

- Vice-president
© W.E.Phin~
J. Turnbull
"W. A. Wood
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HOLIDAY GIFTS
LEATHER GOODS

LADIES’ HAND BAGS
Splendid Assortment

PURSES and BILL WALLETS
WRITING PORTFOLIOS
LET1ER and CARD CASES
LOOSE LEAF PHOTO ALBUMS
PHOTO FRAMES

MEMORANDUM and ADDRESS
BOOKS

WIRT FOUNTAIN PENS

The BROWN BROTHERS
Simcoe a]:dm:eeael Streets
TORONTO

O\ L

/H

"]

CHRISTMAS

- GHT.

which will be very acceptable
to any member of your family,
young or old, and may at the
same time be the foundation
stone of those habits of pru-
dence and thrift upon which the
great successes of life are built,
is a Deposit Pass Book. At no
time in the history of our coun-
try has the cultivation of these
habits been of as vital import-
ance as to-day. S *F

@ A deposit account with this
Corporation may be opened with
any sum from one dollar up-
wards. If desired, we shall
have pleasure in mailing the
Pass Book to be delivered
Christmas morning, or at any
date you may prefer. Let it be

a Christmas gift o s s

Worth While

Paid up Capital $ 6,000,000.00
Reserve Fund - 5,000,000,00
Investments - 32,264,782.81

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street, Toronto
ESTABLISHED 1855
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THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 14,324,000
Capital Paid Up =~ 12,911,700 Total Assets - 295,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL
DIRECTORS:
SIRHERBERT S. HOLT, President E.L.PEASE, Vice-President E.F.B,JOHNSTON, K.C,, #nd Vice-President
James Redmond G. R. Crowe D. K. Elliott Hon. W. H. Thorne Hugh Paton Wm. Robertson
A.J. Brown, K.C. W. J. Sheppard C. S. Wilcox A. E. Dyment C. E. Neill
Sir Mortimer B. Davis G. . Duggan C. C. Blackadar John T. Ross R. MacD. Paterson G. G. Stuart, K.C,

Executive Officers.
E. L. Pease, Managing Director C. E. Neill, General Manager
W. B, Torrance, Superintendent of Branches F. J. Sherman, Assistant General Manager
365—BRANCHES THROUGHOUT CANADA AND NEWFOUNDLAND—365

Also Branches in Cuba, Porto Rico, Dominican Republic, Costa Rica, Venezuela, Antigua,
Barbados, Dominica, Grenada, Jamaica, St. Kitts, Trinidad and Bahama Islands,
British Guiana and British Honduras.

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

SAVINCS DEPARTMENT sadncHes

T e R

Matured Investment Bonds

COR those having private funds, who are not in a position to safely invest them, no
better investment can be made than in one of these bonds. They afford an
exceptionally large income from the investment, share in the profit earning power of
the Company, are fully protected by the Company’s $7,000,000 of Assets, can be
reconverted” into cash at any time and are in no way subject to fluctuating financial

conditions.

These bonds may be purchased to provide an immediate income for anyone at leas
50 years of age. No examination necessary.

Full information upon request

London Life Insurance Company
HEAD OFFICE s x LONDON, CANADA

Dr. A. O. JEFFERY, K.C.,

JOHN McCLARY, ' . 5
President. Vice-President,
J.G. RICHTER, F.AS,, E.E. REID, B.A,, A.L.A,,
Manager. Asst. Manager and Actuary.
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“Every man and woman

in Ganada can help
win this war by prac-
tising self-denial” - - -

—From an Address by Sir Thomas White, Minister of Finance.

OUR HUNDRED THOUSAND of the finest and

bravest of Canada’s young men have swept aside their

home ties and friendships, their private interests, their
own pleasures, their own inclinations, and volunteered to
serve for Canada and the Empire.

MORE THAN thirty thousand of them have made the
supreme sacrifice. Many more thousands have been maimed,
crippled, blinded, incapacitated in a hundred ways.

Tens of thousands of fathers and mothers in Canada
bear, with a proud spirit of sacrifice, aching hearts for cross-
marked graves in France. Only those who are living
through it can know the full measure of these sacrifices.

Through these sacrifices Canada is rising to the stature
of ennobled nationhood—a nation that is finding its conscience,
its spirit of courage and humility, its national soul.

And before the war is won every man and woman in
Canada must and will learn the lessons of sacrifice.
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The War can only be Won

by the unselfish, personal self-denial and patriotic devotion

of every man and woman and boy and girl in Canada.

And what self-denial can you make to equal the sacrifice of
one mother whose only son lies beneath a wooden cross

‘* somewhere in France’’?

And if you worked sixteen hours a day, slept on a pallet of
straw and lived on a crust, would that measure up to the
sacrifice made by one soldier who comes back to Canada blind ?

Would it even approximate the
hardships which are the everyday
commonplaces of the lives of our
men in the trenches?

Now how can you and each of
us by self-denial help to win the
war? Every man and woman who is
true in spirit to this Canada of ours,
wants to be of service, wants to
help win the war.

Then how can each of us help?

By taking thought of what we
- spend, what we eat and wear, where
we go, what we do to save our money

—by giving serious, dutiful con-
sideration to the needs of our country
and our country’s gallant defenders
in the trenches,

—by avoiding every unnecessary
expenditure se that we can buy
Canada’s Victory Bonds,

—by remembering that every
time we reduce our own individual
ability to buy a bond by spending
money needlessly, or by self-indul-
gence, extravagance or thoughtless-
ness, we by that much reduce the
efficiency of Canada in helping to
win the war,

—when we save our money and
lend it to Canada we help just that
much. And Canadaneeds every ounce
of help from every man and woman.

Buying Canada’s Victory Bonds
is a service to our country, but if we
buy these bonds as a result of our
own self-denial we render to our-
selves a still greater service, because
we shall have learned to discipline
ourselves and,

“He that ruleth his spivit is better than he
that taketh a city’

Issued by Canada’s Victory Loan Committee
in co-operation with the Minister of Finance
of the Dominion of Canada.
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L

for
Christmas

Note the Easy Payments
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VICTORY BONDS
FOR CHRISTMAS

What about that boy of yoursr
—that girl of yours?
—your wife—your mother?’

A gift of Victory Bonds works
three ways:

The recipient will appreciate it and
| (ST ar f\f;fod:

ce of making a

er a patriotic
a bonus to your em-

1 the form of Victory
\$ you can afford in

» better than cash
3 the money.

an Committee
er of Finance
nada.
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ITALIAN SILK
LINGERIE

GHE undergarments par excellence for the more
fastidious women who desire exclusiveness
with wearing qualities that mean real economy.
Beautifully designed, perfectly made and superbly
finished entirely in Canada from the finest
imported quality of raw silk, woven in our
own mills. ;
At all the exclusive shops selling
high-grade women’s wear

St. Catharines Silk Mills, Limited, Dept. cum St. Catharines, Ont.
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CANADA

Put Your Hand To The Plow!

Every fresh furrow means greater success for 'you, added prosperity to
Canada, increased strength to the Empire and surer victory for the Allies.
Th71 farmers of Canada are today playing an all-important part in the European
conlict.

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:—

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

or

J. OBED SMITH, Esq., Assistant Superintendent of Emigration;
11-13 Charing Cross, London, S.W., England.
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What Nova Scotia Offers

The Farmer

Land Suitable for Dairying with succulent and well watered
pastures. The climate is moist and cool and the markets for dairy products
unexcelled. Good breeds of cows average 10,000 pounds of milk per cow.

Land Suitable for Fruit Growing. Nova Scotia Apples are among the
finest flavored in the world. Trees bear from five to ten years after planting and
yield profitably for from 60 to 100 years. A million acres of land not yet planted
are suitable for orcharding.

Land Suitable for Sheep Raising in one of the most favorable portions of
Canada for the sheep industry. The hilly pastures produce healthy sheep and

the mutton and lamb are of superior quality and flavour. Nova Scotia wool is
sought after by cloth manufacturers.

Land Suitable for Market Gardening. Strawberry, Raspberry and Cran-
berry Plantations yield profits ranging from $200 to $500 per acre.

Strong Local Markets and excellent opportunities for EXPORTING.

For further information including booklet of sample farm properties available,
write,

ARTHUR S. BARNSTEAD,
Secretary Industries and Immigration,
197 Hollis Street,

Halifax
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The transfer of papers and
records is an annual occasion.

Not the pleasantest sort of job,
we'll admit, but necessary, absolutely
necessary, if you want to have genu-
inely “smooth going” in the files
which hold so many of your valu-
able business records.

And it’s not such a formidable
proposition after all, if you start
out early to get things lined up.
We'll help you, too—this way:

First, tell your Stenographer to
send off a card for a free copy of
“HOW TO TRANSFER PAPERS
AND RECORDS,” a 16-page
handbook chock full of real, help-
ful matter on all kinds of transfer-
ring systems. Read it from the
angle of your transfer problem;
you're sure to get one paying
suggestion anyway—maybe

(QFFICE

Here’s a Free Service That’ll Help ‘

one that’ll cut the cost of your-

yearly Transfer in half.

Then if there’s somelittle angle
you're not just sure of, get our
nearest office on the phone, have
one of our Salesmen come 'round,
or tell us in a letter what your
problem is.

We'll give it undivided atten-
tion, make suggestions on the
easiest, quickest, and most eco-
nomical way to meet it.

This service will cost you noth-
ing. It’s part of our business and
goes free with the purchase of
‘Office Specialty’ Transfer Supplies.

There are many other ways we
can help you—but firstlet’s “prove
up”’ on what we've already said.
Start things right now toward a
more “‘comfortable’” 1917 Trans-
fer. Send that post card today.
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TRANSFER v SUPPLIES
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“Wouldn't you like to have
these Metropolilan Stars
as your Christmas Guests ?

OULDN'’T it be a pleasure to be able to sit down
amidst the comfortable surroundings of your own
home and listen to Anna Case, Marie Rappold, Margaret
Matzenauer, Arthur Middleton, Thomas Chalmers, and

rgaret Matzenauer
of the Metropolitan Opera

Marie Rappold

of the Metropolitan Opera

Arthur Middleton
of the Metropolitan Opera

‘homas Chalmers
MTleroﬁdﬁm‘" Opera

the other great singers of the world? That would be a

privilege, wouldn’t it?

We said would be a privilege. But thanks to the genius

your grasp.

. of Thomas A. Edison it is a privilege which is now within
So far as the enjoyment of their voices is

concerned you can actually have this distinguished group
as Yuletide guests. You can sit in your own hore and
revel in the beauty of their magnificent voices.

Zhe NEW EDISON

““The Phonograpi with a Soul”’

reproduces the human voice with
such fidelity and accuracy that
no human ear can detect a shade
of difference between the living
artists and the New Edison’s
Re-Creation of their voices—or
instrumental performances.

You will, very naturally, feel
skeptical about so strong a claim.
But before hundreds of audiences
we have conducted our famous
“tone tests” in which the instru-
ment was pitted against the artists
and invariably the verdict was
thc same; no difference could be
detected. In a ‘“‘tone test,” the
artist sings in his natural voice;
then suddenly ceases, leaving the
instrument to continue the song
alone. Thirty different great art-
ists have made these tests,

More than one million people have
attended the tests and not one of them

has been able io tell, except by watch-
ing the singer’s lips, when the living
voice left off and when the New
Edison began. With the lights
lowered not one could tell when
the change took place. 500 un-
prejudiced newspaper critics who
witnessed the recitals unite in this
assertion. In this new instrument
Mr, Edison has actually succeeded
in re-creating the. human voice.

We have never heard of any
sound-producing device whose
manufacturer dared to risk so
relentless a trial. Until the New
Edison was perfected such an
achievement was undreamed of.

The actual photographs repro-
duced on. this page depict five
Metropolitan Opera Stars singing
in direct comparison with the
New Edison’s Re-Creation of their
voices.

A ROYAL GIFT
It Means a Richer Life

As a Christmas gift what can sur-
pass this wonderful instrument ? Itis
like a permanent pass to all the operas,
all the concerts, all the music of the
whole world. It does actually add
something real and vital to life.

Have you ever considered the New
Edison as a family gift? Nowadays
many families are eliminating the
smaller individual presents to one

another and are pooling their holiday
funds for the acquisition of the “phon-
ograph with a soul.” We'll send you
copies of our musical magazine,“Along
Broadway,” of the brochure, “Music's
Re-Creation,” and of the booklet,
“What the Critics Say.” Orcall atthe
nearest licensed Edison merchant in
your vicinity and receivea demonstra-
tion. Headvertisesin yourlocalpapers

THOMAS A. EDISON, INC., Orange, N. J.
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From the sunny Gardens 1o
Your Teapot —

s just the young] loaves

{hat yield ihe subile Flavour
of really fine Tea
unequalledfor economy
purily and flavour:

SOLD IN SEALED PACKAGES
ONLY

CHRISTMAS
1917

This is a time when all men rest awhile
—a time of family re-union—a time to
consider matters requiring ‘‘setting
right.”

To the man having the real well-being
of his family at heart, what could be
more appropriate at this season than
the timely consideration of protecting
their continued welfare and happiness by
LIFE INSURANCE.

In the contracts of The Great-West Life
Assurance Company all this is provided and
more: A man does not necessarily have to
‘“‘die to win,” but may be reassured of comfort
in his old age at the same time. Rates are

low and the profit returns being paid to policy-
holders are the highest.

Ohe
Great West-Life Assurance Co.

DeeT. “P”
Head Office - WINNIPEG

Because it is healthy, soft,
comfortable,durable, absorbs
moisture and perspiration
quickly thuspreventing colds.
It is the only natural cover-
ing for the little one's body.
For the children there is
Underwear, Stockings, Caps,

Coats, Sweaters, Night
Dresses, Night Shirts, Py-
jamas, Slippers, Dressing

Gowns, etc.

For sale at Jaeger Stores and
Agencies throughout the Dominion,

A fully illustrated catalogue free on application
DR. JAEGER 5*"§7%,&e°"" CO. LIMITED

Toronto Montreal Winnipeg

British ““ founded 1883 .




The Canadian Magazine




M. Bell-Smith

Painting by F.

S DINNER

CHRISTMA

"HIT'S

CRATC

BOB




THE
CANADIAN MAGAZIN

VoL L TORONTO, DECEMBER, 1917 No. 2

Dickens
and “#M dberry Christmasg”

BY J. CUMING WALTERS

¢Time was with most of us, .w.hen
Christmas Day encircling all our limited
world like a magic ring, left nothing out
for us to miss or seek; bound together
all our home enjoyments, affections, and
hopes; grouped everything and everyone
around the Christmas.ﬁre; and made the
little picture shining in our bright young
eyes, complete.”’—*¢ What Christmas is as
we Grow Older’”.

W T is a good plan to read
¥ Dickens’'s Christmasg
stories twice over, each
time in a different
mood; first, for sheer
enjoyment, and, second-
ly, for reflection upon thei? signi.ﬁ-
cance. He wrote each of his stories
with a distinet purpose. Thus, when
he was planning “The Chimes”, he
explained to John Fgrster that he
was engaged in “striking a blow for
the poor”. His tale of Gabriel Grub
and the goblins was designed to show
that happiness comes to all who bear
in their hearts “an inexhaustible well-
spring of affection and devotion”. The
1—89

“Christmas Carol” is the most potent
sermon ever preached on unselfish-
ness and good-will to all mankind. So
we might proceed, but the meaning
in most cases is so obvious that fur-
ther instances are not necessary. But
why, it may be asked, seek for moral
and doctrine when Dickens wrote to
entertain? My answer is that it is
only justice to the author to do so,
for entertainment was only one por-
tion of his design. In his various pre-
faces he carefully explained the real
object he had in view. We do not
mar his stories, but enrich them, by
our discovery of the wise and whole-
some teaching he cunningly blended
with them. If we take the series of
his Christmas sketches and tales we
find that they exercise an influence
and stimulate us to mercy, justice,
charity, toleration, the abolition of
abuse, and the desire for reform. It
is part of Dickens’s praise that he
conveyed his benign lessons so adroit-
ly that we scarcely realize, until the
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sudden flash of illumination comes,
that he has done more than excite us
to tears or laughter. And, just as he,
we need not be dull in extracting the
moral he enshrined in it.

Dickens has sometimes been pro-
claimed the “maker of our modern
Christmas”, but this is not correct.
Merrie England had known centuries
before what a Merry Christmas should
be, and Sir Walter Seott in ringing
lines had recalled the frolic and fes-
tivity of the season. But Dickens
found Christmas a rather colourless
affair, shorn of a good many of its
ancient ceremonies, and limited to a
day’s celebration. His desire was to
restore if, to revive its pleasures, to
enlarge its scope, and to make its
beneficent effect permanent. To ae-
complish this he had first to repre-
sent the season in all possible out-
ward attractiveness, to deseribe it in
such fashion as to make the blood
glow and the eyes glisten—and this is
exactly what we find him doing in
his own inimitable fashion. The earli-
est Christmas picture he gives us is
among the “Boz” sketches, and it fas-
cinates us at once with its joyous and
exhilarating vision. “Draw your
chair nearer the blazing fire, fill the
glass and send round the song—and
if your room be smaller than it was
a dozen years ago, or if your glass be
filled with reeking punch instead of
sparkling wine, put a good face on
the matter, and empty it off-hand,
and fill another, and troll off the old
ditty you used to sing, and thank God
it’s no worse!” And then followed
one of the most spirited of all his
short sketches—the Christmas party,
the well-to-do man and his family
meeting their friends, the jolly clerk,
who sings and dances and makes
speech after speech; the festive meal,
the toasts, and—(don’t be afraid!)—
the “moral” of it all—a better under-
standing between man and man, a
closer relationship, and the -casting
down of the barriers of class and con-
vention. This, indeed, was the fav-
ourite and the constant theme. No

matter what form the story took,
human brotherliness was the teachi

“I have always thought of C
time, when it has come round,” said
one of his characters, “apart from the
veneration due to its sacred name and
origin—(if anything belonging to it
can be apart from that)—as a good

time; a kind, forgiving, charitable,
pleasant time; the only time | know
of, in the long calendar of the year,

when men and women seem by one
consent to open their shut-up hearts
freely, and to think of people helow
them as if they really were fellow-
passengers to the grave, and not an-
other race of creatures bound o1 other
journeys.”

Dickeng’s first Christmas sketch
was among the “Boz” papers of 1836;
his last will be found in chapters of
the unfinished Edwin Drood of 1870;
and so we may say from first to last
that as an author his thoughts were
on the subject. But it is a mistake
to suppose he was always writing on
Christmas. There are long intervals
without an allusion; and, half the
number of his books are without a
single reference. The fact is, the very
ardour he puts into the subject pro-
duced the effect on many minds that
he was constantly dealing with it—
his resounding words doubtless re-
verberated in men’s memories. Then
there were the annual Christmas num.
bers, and though the very name of
“Christmas” does not appear in sey-
eral of them, they served to keep the
thought alive, and the spirit of the
season was there.

The zest with which he had written
of Christmas in his early days was
reproduced by his personal enthusi.
asm in celebrating the day. There are
many records of Christmas as it was
spent at Devonshire Terrace and
Gad’s Hill. He certainly practised
what he preached in making it a time
of equal enjoyment for all his house-
hold. His family, his neighbours, his
friends, and his servants, all shared
alike in the revels and participated in
the feast. He himself became a lord

o ,,“
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of misrule. The Fezziwig spirit dom-
inated the proceedings. Who can-
not perceive the results? It was
“Christmas all the year round” in
gsentiment and good-will, and was not
for a day only.

On no fewer than three occasions
Dickens made use of that phrase that
Christmas should not be celebrated
once a year, but all the year round.
In this repeated thought we have a
clue to the underlying motive of his
Christmas stories. Take each of them
in turn and you find that, while he
deseribes with infectious gaiety or
with touching pathos the manifesta-
tions of Christmas sentiment, he al-
ways impresses upon us permanent
results. Gabriel Grub and Ebenezer
Serooge, to take two of the most fa-
miliar examples, were “altered men”;
that is, having learned the lesson of
Christmas on one great occasion, they
acted on the Christmas prineiple for
the rest of their lives. They were true
converts to charity and good-will, to
friendliness and human feeling, to
the idea of brotherhood and mutual
gervice. Dickens would have us un-
derstand that the Christmas spirit
which was awakened in these men gave
a new purpose to their lives, and that
henceforth—“all the year round’_’—
they acted according to the Christ-
mas principle, understanding its
beneficent meaning, recognizing its
significance. Deeds must follow faith
—good works, unselfishness, the cast-
ing-off of enmities, readiness of re-
conciliation, and practical service.
Here we have the real Dickens creed
—nothing subtle about it, perfectly
elementary, and yet as finely Christ-
ian as the churches teach or as ideal-
ists desire. The Merry Christmas of
Charles Dickens’s, “A  Christmas
Carol”, in which we enjoy Bob Crat-
chit’s Christmas dinner, was more
than a season’s greeting, a season’s
gambols, and a season’s banquets. It
went far beyond Scott’s pleasant but
limited idea that the memory of its
happiness would “last the poor man
half the year”. In Dickens’s mind

Christmas brought in a new era from
which men could date back their high-
er and nobler impulses.

Good old Fezziwig, with his “Yo
ho, my boys”, and his “Clear away,
my lads, and let’s have lots of room
here”, was the type of man Dickens
liked to put before his readers in
order that they should perfectly com-
prehend that at Christmas time em-
ployer and apprentices, master and
servants, were all to be brought to-
gether and to commingle. “In they
all came,” we are told of the famous
party, “some shyly, some boldly, some
gracefully, some awkwardly, some
pushing, some pulling; in they all
came, anyhow and everyhow.” Mrs.
Fezziwig was there, “one vast sub-
stantial smile”; the daughters were
there, and the six young men whose
hearts they broke; the housemaid
with her cousin the baker, and the
cook with her brother’s particular
friend the milkman. And the picture
fades away as Mr. and Mrs. Fezziwig
are “shaking hands with every per-
son individually as he or she went
out, and wishing them a Merry Christ-
mas”—the finishing touch to a scene
of universal harmony and good-will.

It was the same at Dingley Dell
when the Pickwickians spent their
memorable Christmas with that fine
old English gentleman Mr. Wardle.
The deseriptive chapter is one of the
most infectiously happy that even
Dickens wrote—it makes the heart
glow and bound to follow in fancy
the stirring events—the morning
drive, the festive meal, the rubber at
whist, and the speeches. “Call in all
the servants,” cried old Wardle, “and
give them a glass of wine each.” If
further evidence of community of
feeling were needed, it is provided by
the account of the general assembly
in the large kitchen, “according to
annual custom, observed by old War-
dle’s forefathers from time immemor-
ial”, where Mr. Pickwick saluted the
oldest lady under the mistletoe, and
found his example immediately fol-
lowed by everyone high and low, the
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visitors and the family, the poor rela-
tions, and the whole band of retain-
ers, the while “Wardle stood with his
back to the fire, surveying the whole
seene with the utmost satisfaction”.
The mighty bowl of wassail followed,
and Wardle explained that the in-
variable custom at Dingley Dell was
that “everybody sits down with us on
Christmas Eve, as you see them now,
servants and all; and here we wait,
until the clock strikes twelve, to usher
Christmas in”. The fact is that the
Dingley Dell custom was Dickens’s
custom, and in his home the preacher
put his precepts into practice. Whe-
ther he trolled out his ballad is not
recorded; but all who spent Christ-
mastide with him are agreed that he
acted up to its sentiment:

We’ll usher him in with a merry din,
What shall gladden his youthful heart;
And we’ll keep him up, while there’s bite
or sup,
And in fellowship good, we’ll part.

That felicitous word “fellowship” is
worth noting, for it has a special sig-
nificance in the celebration of Christ-
mas on the Dickensian plan. What
it meant in reality must be judged

from the description of the feast to
the Seven Poor Travellers at Roches-
ter, and the supper party at Trotty
Veck’s.

Nor must we forget or omit one
other feature in the Merry Christmas
of Dickens’s conception—the special
and outstanding place in the scheme
accorded to children. It was not only
a time for old men’s memories and
young men’s dreams, but was an occa-
sion for showing the tenderest regard
for the young whose very innocence
and purity were symbolical of the
season and its gospel. “What chil-
dren could I see at play,” wrote
Dickens in deseribing his Christmas
walk to Cobham, “and not be loving
of, recalling Who had loved them $%”

To sum up this too short and too
rapid survey of a vast and many-
sided subject, we find that Dickens
made of Christmas a mighty factor
for human betterment, representing
it as a time of hope and love, friend-
ship and forgiveness, redress and re-
conciliation, charity and fraternity.
And above everything it was to be
lasting—“Christmas in our hearts all
the year round”.

THE LAST MOBILIZATION

By GEORGE HERBERT CLARKE

EAD, England, lead
Our legioned ongoing,
With full, free banners
Gallantly flowing!

Here are your old reserves—
Rovers and rangers,

From the wild, rough places
And the dared dangers.
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Blood of your blood we were,
Strength of your sinew;

Greatness you might not dream
That did we win you.

Doom clanged her iron lips,
A world swayed asunder,
Yet stoutly you battled
Through the fury and thunder.

You have not shamed us where
‘We shadows must tarry:

Nelson is glad for you,
Clive, and King Harry!

Shades? but we’ve broken through,
The border we’ve raided :
Strange, stubborn sentinels
We have persuaded.

What though to dusty death
We had descended?

Soul of your soul are we
Till time be ended.

Wolfe, Drake, and Wellington,
Our captains, commanders,
Marshal their men-at-arms
For France and Flanders.

Let us lift up our hearts,
Devon and Dover,
Men of antipodes,
Sailors from frozen seas,
Each ranger and rover—
Comrades, with us unite!
. God, and the freeman’s right!
Lift we our hearts and fight
Till this hell-burst be over!

England, our England,
‘We share your ongoing,

With full, free banners
Gallantly flowing!




VERSES

By THEODORE GOODRIDGE ROBERTS

i
The Stirrup Cup.

l GAZED at the dark vintage in the cup

And saw strange lights and shadows moving there,
Now on the surface, now half hid and deep—

My love’s eyes bright with love and dark with sleep,
Her dear lips red with joy, thrilled with despair.

I lifted the great cup and drank the wine

That blund’ring life had pressed me from the years
And forced on me at-dawn of my long ride.

I drained the stuff and threw the cup aside

And tasted nothing but a woman’s tears.

II.
One Night.

Time, old Time, with the face of pain,
Turn me the round world back again.
Twirl it back, ’til across the year

The leafy rustle of May draws near.
Reverse your twirling, Time, and give—
(Of all the nights and days since sped)-—
To me one night again to live.

Time, old Time, with the face of pain,

Twist me the sad world back again. 5
Twist it back, ’til my eager heart

Cateches the whisper of May up start.

Twirl it, and bring to my hands once more—

(Of all the nights of your ages dead)—

That night of joy by the magic shore.

111
Dawn.

Sleep, lie soft on those fairy eyes,
‘While I kneel here and pray above her,
Press the white lids down with your breath
And whisper low of her kneeling lover.

Sleep, hold softly the frightened heart
That flutters for fear of the parting hour.
Dear lips! Dear, veiled eyes! Dear face,
Tender and small as a magic flower!

God, in my dreams let me see her so!— .
Asleep in my arms at the dawn’s gray starting,
Dreaming that grief and war are done,
And life holds never another parting. o




shes of Drcams
BY ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

AUTHOR OF “UP THE HILL AND OVER," ETC.

) HE celebrity was having
her hair done. She had
a secretary who could
do hair, and many other
things not common with
secretaries. This was
fortunate, since celebrities, more than
most people, need to have about them
lesser folk of general utility.

“Just nine o’clock,” said the secre-
tary briskly, glancing at her wrist-
watch. :
When I have finished your hair you
will have a whole hour to do as you
like before you see Mrs. Ponsonby
Clarke.” -

“Yes,” agreed the celebrity absgnt-
mindedly; then, rousing to attention,
“T mean, no, very much no. I am go-
ing fo have the whole morning to do
as 1 like, and one of the things I
shan’t like is to see that woman.”

“She said she would be here at ten
’elock sharp.”

. “She wil? Her name sounds like
it. You, Marta, will have the exceed-
ing pleasure of entertaining her. For
I am going out.”

The secretary patted a shining roll
into place and pinned it securely. She
said nothing, but her manner said a
great deal, beginning with, “People
in your position—"

“Yes, I know all that,” the cele-
brity answered the manner. “But I'm
going, all the same. You needn’t
frown, old dear. Secretary never
had a more dutiful slave than I. But
this is the slave’s day out.”

“Where it the slave going, and how

9

“We are half an hour early.’

long will it stay?” asked the secre-
tary mildly. “I ask, like Rosa Dar-
tle, for information,”

“And, unlike Rosa, I’'m afraid youn
won't get it. But I’ll tell you this,
the way 1 am going is a very long
way—twenty years long.”

“Then I may take it that you won’t
be back for lunch?”

The celebrity laughed.

“Well, I think you may take it that
I shall. But why mention it? Com-
ing back for lunch is so—so tame!
Aren’t you dense this morning,
Marta? Can’t you sense the fine fla-
vour of romance? Haven’t you no-
ticed something odd about me? Can’t
vou see that I am twenty years young-
er, and all strung up?”

“I have noticed that you are very
wiggly and that your hair will be lop-
sided.”

The celebrity sat still at once. She
knew very well the importance of
hair. But though her wiggling ceas-
ed, her eyes remained restless and
her hands played with hair-pins. The
secretary brushed steadily, but the
eyes which met the others in the mir-
ror were keen and questioning.

“The truth is,” volunteered the
other apologetically. “I simply could
not do with Mrs. Ponsonby Clarke this
morning. I have nerves. Mrs. P.
Clarke will expect poise, and I have
no poise. I am jumpy and T am
shaky. Marta, don’t you remember
that I lived near here once? I used

tions.”

* to visit in this town. It has associa-
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“Jumpy ones?’ said the girl.

“Y—es, very, Marta; did you ever
guess that once there was a Some-
one ?”

“Everyone,” said Marta succinetly.

“No. Everyone is no one. But
once, in this very town, there was
just one. I was twenty years old
then. I was called Anna.”

“You are forty now,” said Marta
grimly, “and you are called Ann.”

“Yes, but I don’t look it. You should
always add that. T don’t look it, do
I, Marta—really %’

The secretary relaxed.

“Perhaps you don’t,” she agreed.
“At least not when you let me do
your hair.”

“How old do I look ?”

“About thirty.”

Ann Gilchrist sighed. She was glad
not to look forty, but it wasn’t pleas-
ant to look thirty either. Say what
you will, thirty is getting on.

“Twenty-eight, perhaps,” ventured
the secretary, who was afraid that
she might not hear anything more
about the Someone. But the other
took no notice. Her eyes in the mir-
ror had become dreamy.

“He lived here,” she went on. “In
this town. I was visiting here when
I met him. His father kept a little
art store. He was rather a character,
the father; knew a lot about old
prints and things. He had determin-
ed that his son was to be an artist.
John wanted to be an artist very
much. He was crazy to go abroad to
study. Marta, he was the handsomest
boy! He had the most beautiful
mouth, and I never saw anyone with
an eye like his.” _

“Wall-eye #” asked Marta concern-
edly.

“It was gray,” went on Ann dream-
ily, “the only really gray eye I ever
saw. Clear and—and gray, you
know. I fell in love with him almost
at once. We did not meet very often.
But I loved him. I adored him. I
couldn’t eat or sleep. His step on
the pavement turned me faint, Marta.
I believe it was the real thing.”

“Sounds like it,” Marta remarked.

The celebrity sighed. “Well, whe-
ther it was or whether it wasn’t, it’s
all P’ve ever had. I have never been
ablé to feel faint over anybody sinece.
And I’'m for’ we-nearly.”

“Quite,” deciared Marta softly, but
with decision. “You are quite forty.
And I should think that you should
be very glad indeed to have kept your
freedom and your common-sense. All
the same, if you were really as silly
as you say at twenty, I can’t see why
you didn’t—why he didn’t—”

“But that was the trouble, old
dear—he didn’t. I cared for him, but
he would have none of me. It was
quite simple.”

“He must have had a wall-eye.”

Ann Gilchrist laughed.

“No, I wasn’t at all nice-looking
then. I didn’t have you to do my
hair, and I was terribly dowdy. He,
my dear, was going to be an artist.
He simply did not see me at all. My
case was hopeless from the first. [
went home to forget him.”

“Is that all?”

“Yes. At least the rest isn’t any-
thing to anyone but me. It’s just
that T didn’t forget him after all.”

“Fool I” exclaimed the secretary ex-
plosively. “Not you, but that fool
boy, I mean. What’s the use in hav-
ing gray eyes if you can’t see with
them ? Anyone with half an eye could
see. Look at that!” she concluded, as
she pinned the last soft strand in
place and pointed triumphantly to
the mirror.

Ann Gilchrist nodded. She knew
her good points very well, and she
was not displeased with what she saw.

“So on a hair our destiny depends,”
she quoted. “With a head like that,
Marta, I feel that I might have had
a chance. But—I didn’t. You’ll see
Mrs. Ponsonby Clarke for me, won’t
you? I am going out.”

“I’ll see her, and you can go out,
if you’ll tell me one thing more;
where is that young man now %”

“What young man? Oh, that young
man! I don’t know, I’'m sure. And
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he ecan’t be a young man now, you
know. He went away to study art.
Art is long, so he is probably doing
it still. Do you truly like this hat,
Marta?”

Marta ignored the hat. “I just
wanted to be sure he wasn’t around
here anywhere,” she explained, “and
you’ll not forget to be back for
lunch.”

Ann drew a perfect hat over her
shining hair and settled a most de-
lectable fur about her shoulders., It
would be absurd to say that she did
not know how charming she looked,
yet there was in her smile a touch of
melancholy as if it sorrowed for that
girl of twenty years ago who had
learned the lesson of being beautiful
too late.

Outside, the wind blew keen and
cold. It was winter, and yet there
was a curious something in the wind,
a stirring, tingling something, instinet
with new energy and awakening life.
To-morrow would not bring the
spring, but—spring was coming. Ann
Gilehrist felt its magic in the air. And
there was other magic, too, more pot-
ent, more elusive, the magic of re-
membrance, that wonderful spring of
the heart which no winter ever Kkills.
Before she had turned the corner of
that half-familiar street its spell was
upon her. A mild wonder enveloped
her. Twenty years! What, after all,
were twenty years? Old phrases
floated back to her: “A wateh in the
night”, “A tale that is told”—just
nothing at all, in fact, an illusion
which faded with the first breath of
memory.

Ordinarily, and for one bereft of
magic, there are changes in twenty
years. But Ann saw little change.
The busy main street of the town was
a little busier, the buildings a little
higher, the pavements newer. But
there, right across the road, was the
store where Someone had taken her
for hot chocolate after an evening on
the ice. It was newly painted, and
its window had been enlarged; but
that was all. Inside there were the

same little round tables with marble
tops, and there, rights there in that
corner, was the little crescent seat
where she had sat, young John beside
her, sipping the nectar of the gods.

Ann walked on quickly. She sel-
dom walked in these days. She took
her exercise in other ways, because
she was always too busy. At home
she had her small electric; when
away, as at present, she had the pri-
vate cars of many at her disposal.
Walking wastes time. But this morn-
ing she had twenty years of time to
waste and could afford to be prodigal.
And she felt so strong and young.

Main Street left behind, she turn-
ed into Hill Street, and then into
Alder, where it bends toward the
river. There are little shops dotted
all along Alder Street, many more
now than there used to be, but the
general character of the street had
the pleasant familiarity of a once
well-known face which has grown
older.

Ann walked about half its length
briskly, then her step began to slack-
en. She was getting very near a cer-
tain corner, and just around the cor-
ner was a certain store. The years
which had spared so much had prob-
ably spared it, too. The old man who
had kept it would be gone, and the
young man with the gray eyes would
be far away. But the store might be
there. It was to see the store that
Ann had slighted Mrs. Ponsonby
Clarke.

Slower and slower became Ann’s
step. The magic in the air was very
strong. The twenty years were van-
ishing utterly. What was it, this
curious feeling which caught at her
throat and made her breath come
hard? Inside her muff her hands
clung together, icy-cold. Her cheeks
were flushed, her eyes down-cast and
shining. Youth had stolen back.

Very near the corner now! Ann
paused for a moment, apparently to
observe the succulent cuts of beef dis-
played in the window of a small eat-
ing-house, but really because she was
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Delicious waves of feel-
Her heart

breathless.
ing swept through her.
beat loudly.

“Oh, what a fool I am,” she -aid to
herself, and then, “Oh, did it ever
seem like this, was it ever really like
this 77

She caught her breath with a little
sob. It seemed unbearably sad that
anything so exquisite could have liv-
ed in her—and died. A sense of utter
loneliness and poverty made her firm
lip quiver. That little lovesick, dowdy
Ann of yesterday had been so much
richer than the famous Ann Gilchrist
of to-day.

Well, she would see the store, any-
way, if it were there. She walked on,
rounded the cornmer—and the store
was there!

Perhaps she had not espected real-
ly to find the store. Certainly it was
amazing to find it so unchanged. Why
it was just exactly. Ann be-
gan to feel a desire to turn and flee,
and an even stronger desire to walk
right on. So had she felt in those
old days when he had been there.
For had it not been possible that he
might look through the window and
see her? Might he but even have
epened the door? The magic in the
air was going to her head. She smil-
ed rather grimly and went on.

There was certainly no one look-
ing through the windows now. The
panes were blinded and blurred with
frost, but there were little clear spaces
through which Ann could see that the
art-store was an art-store just as it
used to be. Old prints still decorated
the windows, an indication that some-
one must have bought out the picture
business and kept it on; or perhaps
there was true magic, and she had
gone back twenty years! Smiling at
this extravagant conceit, Ann came
closer to one of the frost-clear spaces
and pressed her nose against the
glass, shading her eyes for a peep in-
side. The next instant she had flung
up her muff to hide her face and was
hurrying down the street in pure,
bligd panic.

There had been a man in the store,
a man who stooped over a print upon
a table examining it under a glass.
She had seen his profile plainly—
beautifully moulded mouth, straight
nose, a wave of graying hair. There
had been something in his pose which
held Ann motionless. Then he had .
glanced up and she had seen that his
eyes were gray, very gray—

The wind from the river eaught
her up and carried her along, tossing
the soft ends of her furs. Xer face
had gone quite white, and her eyes
looked frightened.

“This wind is really very cold,” she
kept saying to herself. Otherwise her
mind seemed incapable of thought.
Her feet seemed to fly of themselves,
helped by the wind. Nor did she
know or care where she was going. So
it was the wind which, fortunately,
flung her into the arms of her indig-
nant secretary when she was long past
her hotel and headed in the opposite
direction.

“Ann! wherever are you going?%”’
demanded the secretary crossly.
“There’s a man across the street tak-
a snap of you. For godness sake!
What’s happened to you? You look
as if you had seen a ghost—and you
are as cold as a ghost yourself. Tet’s
go in here and get something hot. It
looks quite a cozy place.”

“Ah, no! Not in there.” Ann shrunk
back. “That’s where—I mean I don’t
want anything hot.”

Marta looked from Ann’s face to
the comfortable chocolate store, and
her eyes were puzzled.

“It looks a perfectly nice place to
me,” she said, “and the card in the
window says, ‘Hot Cholocate’.”

“Oh, I ftnow—1Iet’s go home.”

The secretary turned resignedly.

“Very well. Anything, so that we
don’t stand here to be shot to bits by
the young person with the kodak.
You’re not looking your best, Ann. It
would have been more sensible if you
had stayed in.”

“No doubt,” said Ann, walking
rapidly.
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“And, of course,” added Marta, as
if by an after-thought, “you don’t
need to tell me what’s the matter if
you don’t want to.”

“T can’t. I don’t know myself. I—
I’'m upset. Don’t ask questions, like
an angel. You couldn’t think me a
greater fool than I think myself.”

“That’s healthy, anyway. I won’t
bother if you’ll promise to drink the
hot tea I’ll send up and lie down for
a while.”

Ann promised, and later, when she
was alone in her warm room and the
hot tea had arrived, she redeemed her
promise scrupulously. Hot tea, she
admitted, might he good for fools.
And “fool” was still the kindest word
she could find for herself.

Lying on her bed with her eyes
closed, she forced her mind to review
the situation in plain and unattrac-
tive words. z g

“I go for a walk,” she said, “in a
place I used to know when a girl,
and unexpectedly I see a man whom
I used to—know. No, let me be hon-
est, a man whom I used to love, if
anyone can be properly in love at
twenty, which I doubt. We w1ll_ad-
mit that a meeting like this might
naturally cause a feeling of shock, a
moment’s embarrassment. But what
do T ind? I find myself acting exactly
‘as 1 might have acted twenty years
ago. All that T am supposed to have
gained in character and self-control
just counting for nothing at all. It
seems incredible.”

Tneredible or not, it had happened.
And even more incredible, it. was still
happening. She realized this slowly.
At first she faced it down and refused
to believe that a mere nervous shock
conld have any definite effect save the
childish reaction which had made her
raigse the muff to her face and flee.
The whole thing, she assured herself,
had been an absurd episode now de-
finitely ended. What could it pos-
sibly amount to, this glimpse through
a frosted window of the hero of her
girlhood? True, she had loved the
boy, but she had known very little of

him. She knew nothing at all of the
man. She had fled like any silly
school-girl, from a perfeet stranger.

And yet, it did not seem at all like
that. Ann, though she did not know
it, was dealing with magie, and magic
will not de denied. Against its pow-
er, common sense, reason, use and eir-
cumstance beat in vain. It wasn’t
what she knew that mattered, it was
what she felt. And lying there with
her eyes closed, she felt just twenty
years old and very much in love.

It took her a long time to admit
this. She didn’t really admit it until
she had looked in the glass and saw
the transformation there. The essence,
the inner secret of youth, is love, and
somehow Ann Gilchrist was sipping
that essence. It was a young face
which looked back at her from the
mirror, a face softly blooming, bright-
eyed, eager-lipped. The blood which
ran in her veins tingled. All her
clear and hard horizon had vanished
in a rose-hued mist. She had seen
him again! He was there waiting for
her—older, wiser, stronger no doubt,
but still the same. In himself the
only man who had ever made her
pulse beat faster and her heart tight-
en with delicious pain.

Absurd? Oh, painfully, ineredibly
absurd, but not less true, not less pow-
erful. :

After a delicious hour of dream-
ing, Ann roused herself once more
and tried to be sensible. She tried to
think of her life as she had built it
up, a full useful life, of her special
work which had brought her honour
and the favours of many, of her
friends who were near and dear. But
she could not think of these things.
An old dream was awake and clam-
ouring. An old, old dream, not of
many, but of one—of long walks at
twilight, of happy silences, of
thoughts understood svithout heing
spoken, of a strong hand, not her
own, to hold to, and firm lips, not
friend’s lips, to kiss. There were lit-
tle children in the dream, too, dear,
fluffy baby heads, gray eyes—
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“Oh, dear, I am a fool!” cried poor
Ann. But even that could not kill
the dream.

Lunch-time came and went, and
Ann dreamed on. Then, when the
short winter day was drawing in, she
rose and put on once more her outer
wraps. Very quietly she opened her
door and, without a word to Marta,
went out.

The flutter and indecision of the
morning were gone, and she stepped
into the street with definite purpose
and eager heart. Things out there
were even more familiar than they
had been. It had snowed a little.
The lights of Main Street gleamed
golden across the white. The wind
had died, and the air was crisp with
frost. But Ann was not cold now.
Her hands in her muff felt warm and
soft. She felt warm and soft all over.
Her lips took in a gracious curve, her
eyes shone. She felt like someone who
has been away a long time, but who
has come home.

A line from nowhere kept singing
through her brain, “Home is where
the heart is, home is where the heart
is”. In fact, Ann had succumbed un-
conditionally to magie, and all was
well.

Briskly she swung along, not con-
sciously thinking at all. It was not
thought that drove her, it was in-
stinet, an overpowering impulse to
see once more the man she loved, to
hear him speak, to touch his hand.
There was no pausing now, no look-
ing in windows, no trembling at
street-corners, Her only fear was
lest she had waited too long, that he
might not be there.

Pink and glowing with unaccus-
tomed haste, she turned the corner
of the little store and saw with a
great leap of delight that fate had
played no tricks while she had hesi-
tated. He was still there, waiting, at
least there was a light behind the
frosted windows. Ann did not pause
to peer in thic time. She opened the
door with glorious confidence and en-

tered.
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Warmth! It was warm and light
in there. A kind of welcoming, home-
coming, warmth and light, although
there was no one in the room. It
didn’t feel empty. Ann sat down and
loosened her furs. She noticed, as
she had not noticed in the hurried
peep-that morning, that the old coun-
ter was gone and the interior of the
store modernized in many waye.
There were small tables now, racks
and easels on a polished floor. There
was a handsome screen, too, hiding
the back portion of the store, where
the framing used to be done.

It was this sereen which had made
the store appear deserted, for he was
behind it, talking to a customer. Ann
had heard his voice as she sat down.
Now she could hear another voice, a
woman’s, a harsh carrying voice
which said :

“But, my dear man, that’s far too
much to ask an old eustomer like me,
Come mow, surely you can do a little
better than that?”

“What a horrid voice!” said Ann,
“and how ill-bred some people are,
Fancy! asking for a reduction in
price as a personal favour. John
would know how to answer a person
like that.

Ann could not catch what he said
in reply, but it must have been a
polite refusal, for the harsh voice
broke in again.

“Nonsense, man! Keep that for
people who don’t know. You’ll he
making a nice profit if you take off
twenty per cent. Anyway, that’s my
last offer, and you can take it op
leave it.”

Ann’s foot began to tap the floor
impatiently. What a bore it must be
to have to listen patiently to crea-
tures like that! Why, the woman’s
voice was actually patronizing. Of
course, John, being a - gentleman,
could hardly show her the door. But
what a life! Ann remembered with
something like a start tha® in the old
days John had been impa ient of the
store. He had not despised it, ex-
actly, but he had felt that it was not
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for him. He was to be an artist.
‘What could have happened, Ann won-
dered? And in her wonder, and
without her being aware of it, a little
corner of her dream began to crumble.

The voices behind the sereen were
again audible, or at least the voice of
the woman was.

“Very well,” it said, “if that’s your
last word. But you are making a
big mistake. Where would your real
trade be if it weren’t for the outside
people I send you? If you depended
“on this city for your patronage you’d
soon be down to chromos and colour-
ed photographs. Why, there’s a wo-
man in town to-day I was going to
bring around. A woman who has
made rather a fad of ecollecting old
prints and who has more money than
you could shake a stick at, besides
being a celebrity. But, of course, if
old customers are to receive no con-
sideration at all—”

This would surely be the end,
thought Ann. No man need be ex-
pected to stand this, John least of
all. She moved her chair slightly so
that the politely dismissed lady need
not feel embarrassed by observa.atlon.
:But the lady was not yet dismissed.
She made a movement to go, certain-
ly, and then to Ann’s incredulous
ears came the voice of the man, de-
precatory, suave and agreeing. Flat-
tering a little, too, and promising to
send it (whatever it was) to the “old
customer’s” address at once, and at
the price dictated. _

«“Well, you shan’t lose by it,” de-
clared the lady mollified. “T like to
get things for a decent price, but I
don’t let people lose by me in the end.
Someone else will pay you your faney
prices if T won’t.” So saying, she
laughed heartily, much pleased with
her joke and her bargain and swept
from behind the screen and full into
Ann’s bewildered vision. She was a
ruddy lady with pop-eyes and three
chins. Ann had never seen her be-
fore, but she had seen her photograph
and knew at once that she beheld
Mrs. Ponsonby Clarke. Instantly
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she turned and became much inter-
ested in a picture on the wall. But
she need not have bothered. The vie-
torious lady was too much occupied
with her own large personality to
notice the presence of anyone else.
She sailed down the store and away
without a glanee in Ann’s direetion.

Ann continued to be absorbed in
the picture. She often wondered
afterwards what the picture was. Her
dream was crumbling, erumbling.

“Is there anything I can do for
you?”’ asked a quiet and deferential
voice at her elbow.

Ann gathered herself together. She
was going through with this,

“Why, yes,” she said, turning -to
him with the slow smile which inter-
viewers were wont to rave about, “you
can shake hands. Don’t you remem-
ber me, John—Ann Gilchrist ?”

“I—oh, why, yes, of course! So
glad to see you!”

He took her hand and shook it with
nervous heartiness. From the wan-
dering look in his eyes it was plain
that he did not know her at all, but
was trying very hard to remember.

“Now that is too bad,” said Ann,
“but I suppose I have changed a great
deal in twenty years. It was most
egotistical of me to expect recogni-
tion. But if we were skating you
might remember. 1 can still do the
inside curve.”

A wave of enlightenment swept
over his embarrassed face.

“Why, of course! For the moment
I was not sure. How stupid of me!
But you have changed.”

The frank admiration of his look
told her plainly that he thought the
change a fortunate one.

“Are you staying in the city? Tt
is really most kind of you to look me
up. I thought you did not live in
this part of the country any more?”

“No. It is a long time since we
left. T am here for a day or two
only, in the interest of my work.”

“Yes. That is very pleasant.” His
vagueness showed that he did not
know. Ann smiled again.
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“T did not expect to find you here,”
she said. “The last time we met you
were going abroad to begin your
studies.”

The gray eyes became faintly trou-
bled at this.

“Oh, yes, I remember. It was my
intention at the time to study art.
Yes. I wished very much to develop
—er—along those lines. And I did
go, but—er—not permanently. My
studies were interrupted. Father died,
you see, and it was necessary for me
to return and take over the business.
It was a great disappointment.”

“But surely, in a matter so import-
ant, one’s whole life! Couldn’t you
have gone on? Mightn’t you have
sold the business, you know, and gone
on?”’

“Y—es. But at a loss only, a con-
siderable loss. And then there was
the uncertainty. And, as you say, a
matter like that affects one’s whole
life. It is unwise,” he added, with
slightly strained jocularity, “to leave
the substance for the shadow. Yes,
and this is a fairly good substance,
you see, fairly good,” he continued,
with something perilously like a
smirk. “It is the certainties in life
that really count, after all.”

Ann, who all her life had counted
nothing save uncertainties, and whose
gospel was the gospel of the Great
Chance, murmured something inar-
tieulate, which he took for assent.

“T had to brighten things up a bit,”
he continued, “modernize a little. The
place was dingy in the old days, very
dingy. Too much like—like a store.
I try to give the homelike atmosphere.
Father was conservative, very. He
would never consent to laying in the
cheaper lines of stock, the kind of
thing which catches the ordinary
buyer. I try to have on hand some-
thing which appeals to all.”

Ann’s eyes followed his arm as it
waved round the store, and saw at
once that he was right. The old-time
atmosphere of the place was gone.
John had brightened things up. He
had added a great deal.
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She did not hear exactly what he
was saying, and yet her eyes had a
far-off, listening look. She was listen-
ing to the erumnbling of her dream.

He was more at ease with her now
and obviously pleased with her ex-
tremely successful appearance. Tt is
cheering to be remembered and “look-
ed up” by one’s old friends, especial-
ly when they are well dressed, and
interested in what one says. Still
talking, he drew up another chair
and sat down beside her, in exaectly
the way he used to draw up a chair
and sit down.

“He is exactly the same,” thought
Ann. “He hasn’t changed at all. But
he is so terribly different! T shall
scream if I don’t look out.”

Desperately she plunged into the
conversation, ~ She said all the obvi-
ous things in her pleasantly casual
manner, and presently felt that the
ordeal was drawing to an end. In a
moment or two she might say good-
night and escape. But fate was not
going to be satisfied so easily. She
was rising to go and John was just
beginning to remark for the fourth
time that it was very kind of her to
look him up when, somewhere in the
rear of the store, a small bell jangled.
At its sound her host beamed ang
became even more complacent. She
must not think of going yet, he de-
clared. She had dropped in at ex-
actly the right time. The bell was
the tea-bell, and it would be so pleas-
L e e
“You see,” he explained with de-
precatory pride, “the wife being Eng-
lish, we have got into old-country
habits. Emmy simply couldn’t do
without her tea, and I find that I like
it myself on these winter afternoons,
You will have a cup with us, of course.
The wife will be delighted.”

Ann, it appeared, would be delight-
ed also. She was in the grip of it
now, and it was her custom to see
things through. Her leisurely step
followed him through a door in the
side wall, up a stuffy stair and into
another large room above the store.




ASHES OF DREAMS

There was more warmth here, more
light, a faint aroma of tea and toast.
By the tea-table sat a small, fair wo-
man of about Ann’s own age, with a
pleasant, homely face, dumpy figure
and a dress that didn’t fit.

“This is my wife,” announced John
proudly. “Emmy, this is Miss Gil-
christ, an old friend of mine who is
in the city for a day or two. It was
very kind of her to look us up.”

Ann smiled her charming smile and
shook hands with Mrs. John. Her
chief feeling was one of aggrieved
surprise that “Emmy” was so excep-
tionally plain, plainer even than Ann
herself had been in her first youth.
“But, of course,” she reasoned, “he
had stopped wanting to be an artist
before he met her, so it didn’t mat-
ter.”

“It is a great pleasure to meet you,
I am sure,” the little woman was say-
ing. “But, John, you never told me
that you knew Miss Gilehrist. Faney,
knowing Miss Gilchrist and never say-
ing a word about it. If that isn’t just
like a man! Why, John, I don’t be-
lieve you know who she is yet; and
that proves what I’'m always telling
you, you don’t keep up-to-date, John,
or you’d know—"

“Your husband and I were very
young when we knew each other,”
said Ann. “I think he remembers me
chiefly as a good skater, only not half
so good as he was. I suppose you still
have good skating on the river?”

“Yes, excellent!” But Mrs. John
had no intention of talking about
skating with a personage such as Miss
Ann Gilehrist in the house actually
taking tea. There were other and
more important things to talk about,
for if John were not up-to-date, Mrs.
John was. Then there were the chil-
dren to be called in and presented—
a pretty, pale-faced girl of twelve
with long brown braids and soft eyes,
and a plainer child of seven with the
mother’s round, English face.

Both the girls were shy and awk-
ward, and Ann found some relief
from her tension in setting them at
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ease. Long practice had made her
adept at saying the right thing.

“It’s easy to see that you’re fond of
children,” beamed the proud Mrs.
John. “You have the way with them
that counts, and it all goes to prove
what T’ve always said: that a woman
isn’t any the less a woman for doing
the things you’ve dome and doing
them well. A great woman must be
a true woman first of all, and not the
half-and-half kind that can’t be hoth-
ered with children and the like.
You’d be pleased enough to have a
few of your own now, I’ll be hound.”

“I should, indeed,” said Ann, drink-
ing her tea. As she spoke, she was
looking at the older girl, but she did
not see her. In her place stood a
dream-child with gray eyes who, even
as she gazed, grew dimmer and was
gone.

“If you could only have seen John
Junior,” the mother was saying with
deep regret. “Photo’s never scem to
do him justice, but you ean get an
idea of him from this.”

Ann found herself looking at an
excellent photograph of a young lad
in khaki.

“He’ll be at the Front now.” There
was warm pride in the mother’s voice.
“We don’t know just where. He sends
wonderful letters, but they don’t let
him tell many details. You see, Miss
Gilehrist, though he’s so young I
couldn’t seem to hold him back. I
can’t be doing the work you’re doing,
but T could let my boy go and do
his bit.” Raising her plump hand
she wiped away an unashamed tear.
“John, go and look in the top drawer
of my bureau and get that latest snap
he sent us.”

John, who in the bosom of his fam-
ily had shed his social responsibilities
and betaken himself to copious tea
and toast, responded with cheerful
and well-trained obedience. Ann kept
her eyes upon the portrait.

“He is very like his father,” she
said politely.

Mrs. John seemed pleased, but not
wholly so.
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«W—ell,” she agreed cautiously,
“y little, yes. There’s a resemblance,
but John Junior’s got something his
father never had. Being as you're
an old friend, I don’t mind saying
so. If John had it he would have
been an artist instead of keeping store
here. I don’t know just what it is.
Perhaps it’s imagination. John Jun-
ior’s got it. He was always one to
stretch out to to-morrow—if you
know what I mean. He’s always one
to take a chance is John Junior. He’s
eager. It’s taken him to the Front,
and sometime it will take him far if
—if he comes back.”

The brave eyes of the lad smiled at
Ann out of the picture. His mother
was right. They were eager eyes.
Eyes that life would find it hard to
satisfy. She handed back the photo-
graph and let her soft hand linger
on the hand of Mrs. John.

“Surely he’ll come back,” she said.
“A lad with eyes like that!” :

“And now I must go.” She rose
and drew up her fur. “It has been
so pleasant to meet you. And your
tea wasg delicions. Thank you.”

The pretty, pale girl handed her
the muff. The little plain one shyly
held out a sticky hand. Mrs. John
regretted the impossibility of her
waiting for another cup of tea. Ann
shook hands all round, and John, who
had returned from a futile search in
the bureau-drawer, was torn yet once
more from his toast and tea to escort
the honoured guest downstairs.

As he was still hungry, his manner,
though courteous, was somewhat hur-
ried.

“Good-bye,” he said, opening the
door with polite alaerity, “it was real-
ly very kind of you to look R

“Not at all,” interrupted Ann hast-
ily. “Dear me, how very cold it is!
It has been delightful to see you all.
Good-bye.” :

It was cold. Ann took a taxi back
to her hotel and thought stubbornly
of nothing but the excessive coldness.

She let herself into her room quiet-
ly, so quietly that Marta, reading on

&
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the other side of the door, did not
hear her; did not, in fact, know that
she had been out.

The room was in the half disorder
in which she had left it. On the bed
lay her pillow with the soft dent of
her head still in its rumpled white-
ness, yet surely it had been years
since she had lain there, dreaming
her dream.

She felt very tired. The face which
looked back at her from the mirror
was dull and lined.

“Come !” she said to the face, “this
will never do.” But even as she said
it the face broke up grotesquely.
Ann Gilchrist found herself weeping.
“This—will—never—do !” she gasped,
but nevertheless she threw herself on
her bed and wept until she ecould
Weep no more.

Presently her secretary, who could
do hair, came in and sat beside her.

After a long while Ann sat up and,
seeing Marta’s face, she smiled.

“All over, dear thing,” she said. “A
spring wind, that was all.”

Marta drew the curtains at the win-
dow.

“Tt is freezing harder than ever to-
night,” she announced. “But the sky
is clear and it will be a fine day for
the reception to-morrow.”

Above the art store, just off Alder
Street, a little English woman sat and
knitted. Her husband sat by, check-
ing over some invoices of a shipment
of art novelties which he felt would
appeal to all.

“What I can’t understand, John,”
gaid the knitter, “is why you didn’t
warn me that you knew her. You’ve
heard me talk about Miss Gilchrist.
often enough. And if I’d guessed
you were old friends and her that
friendly and pleasant, I’d have had
some friends in to meet her. They’d
have been proud. But you never told
me what great friends you were.”

“But we weren’t,” said John per-
plexedly, “that’s just it, we weren’t,
And I'm hanged if I'm quite sure yet
which one of those girls she was!”

~
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~ Z) HE Arun flows right
T/TW);{J‘ past the Black Rabbit,
’@55'\‘%1 ,';;u‘ and is a favourite route
57:??) 1 ['"('} W to Littlehampton on the
iis’ ‘)J sea. By this route the

; folk of Arundel come
and go, and the Black Rabbit itself,
nestling under the castle, mnkqs a
comfortable living for its ancient
boniface. For there always is the
steady trade of the place itself, and
no mie knows when an artist, attract-
ed by the picturesque surroundings,
will ‘dmp down for a week, or wl_wn
a bevy of girls, perhaps a sketching
class, will overrun the place with
paint and prattle.

It is withal a quiet inn, almost as
quiet as the river in midsummer, and
for days nothing more exciting will
happen than the bounding of a stag
from a thicket or the strutting of a
peacock on the lawn.

T had come down with Macnabh. the
cattle painter, and had nothing to do
but stumble around into other peo-
ple’s business and make a few pen-
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and-ink sketches of items that inter-
ested me. 1 have found that artists
are not a practical, warfaring class,
nor are they seriously reckoned with
in philosophical zones like recruiting
offices, and so it was we found our-
selves recruiting subjects for pic-
tures, instead of shouldering a rifle
and joining Kitchener's army.

Both “Mae” and I had heard before
leaving London that they were killing
people at the Front, so we decided not
to go. For neither of us would make
a picturesque casualty. Nor did we
fancy ourselves stretched out on the
field of honour, although Mac is just
the kind of chap who would win the
coveted Victoria Cross first day out.
I ean faney him now dropping his
gun and running at top speed to save
the life of some poor devil shot in
the back. One would be sure to find
Mae where the bullets were the thick-
est, most probably in the ammunition
wagon, for he always fancied some
job in the commissariat department,
where he could make sure of getting
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‘I dreamt last night that one of them, with a cur\ed
dagger, stood on guard at the foot of my bed.’

his tea regularly every afternoon be-
fore killing a Uhlan.

And now the question arises, who
is Mae? If ever you go to London
and should amble into the Aroma
Club, just hold up the first man you
meet and ask, “Are you Mac?”

You may get a momentary shock
from the more than convivial expres-
sion on the face of the man accused,
but just allow him two minutes to
recover from the comphment and he
will tell you that Mac is upstairs with
some of the greatest wits, authors,
actors and painters in England dis-
cussing his latest trlumph on canvas,
“The Angel of Peace”.
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One would never imagine, until
after spending a night with Mae at
the Black Rabbit that he was any-
thing of a mystic, or that he believed
in “visitations” or supernatural phen-
omena. But at the same time, at
least, he dabbled in the occult. Wy
first inkling of this was when we were
sketching the Castle. from the top of
a beautiful slope, which is part of the
Norfolk estate. T was telling him that
Tierney asserted that the keep may
have been built in the time of Alfred
and that before Alfred’s time, it was
conceded, Saxon architecture was
Ecclesiastical in its entirety, that Al-
fred did away with the wooden huts
and houses of both the nobles and the
poor, and by his direction buildings
of stone took their places and castles
were built on sites which appeared
most appropriate to prevent the land-
ing of invaders and for arresting foes.

At this juncture a sharp penetrat-
ing rustling was heard in the thicket
to our right. Maec sprang from his
sketching-stool like a flash.

“What’s that?” he yelled.

“A Uhlan,” T replied.

I snateched my daub from the easel
and rushed over to him.

“Use this as a shield,” T said.
ple protection.”

“Not I,” said Mae, clenching his
malstick firmly in his teeth and arm-
ing himself with a huge brush laden
with Prussian blue. “Let the blight-
ers come on. Only wish T had the
‘Angel of Peace’ here to show them
what T really think of them.”

Just then a stag bounded into the
open.

Mac breathed a long sigh of relief,
and, leaning over, begged the loan of
a mateh. 1 asked what he really
thought of the Kaiser.

“Words fail me!” said the ardent
painter. “But he’ll get it! He’ll get
it! I wouldn’t mind fighting a tiger,
but no thank you to a Gurkha. It’s
a Sunday school pienic, Rush, to a
Gurkha. Do you know,” he said con-
fidentially, “I dreamt last night one
of them, with a curved dagger, stood

“Am-



*The flock of Peacocks I was painting, dropped their tails,

on guard at the foot of my bed.”
Jut all the while he was painting
vigorously, and T could see he had the
beginning of a masterpiece that would
excel Turner’s water-colour in the
Duke’s collection in the castle, which
was made from the same spot; but he
couldn’t keep his mind off the war.

“Get a few healthy Sikhs on the
job,” he muttered, half to himself,
“all jabbering Hindu at the same
time—it’s much worse than explod-
ing shrapnel. What would you do if
vou saw a turban standing with a
knife, like I did?”

I attempted an answer, but Maec
followed right on:

“I think our Tommies,” he said,
“will have to retire with a pension.
Can’t you see Tommy standing on the
street-corner in Flanders looking for
a job, all on account of the Indians.
History repeats itself, Rush. The
Sikhs were an intensely religious peo-
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ple, but through the persecution and
ravages of the Mohammedans, they
had to take up weapons in sheer self.
defence. They became a great mili-
tary people and conquered the Mo-
hammedans.

“History repeats itself,” T
posed.

“Right 0.” sniffled Maec. “Just ima-
gine William’s pet Prussians shelling
this old landmark! And they wonld
do it, too, but it’s a tricky bit of draw-
ing, old top. Talk about strategy :
here’s something that would make von
Kluck look forty ways for Paris.
Wouldn’t they like to loot it, the dar-
lings? Nothing the Crown Prince
would like better than to walk off with

inter-

Gainsborough’s  fine portrait of
Charles Howard, the 11th Duke.

KUL-TUR! Petty larceny, T call it.”
Between the war and the compli-

cated subject before him, T could see

Mace was getting greatly involved.




¢ Just imagine William's pet Prussians shelling this old landmark."”

“Rather intricate,” T remarked cas-
ually to my fellow dauber.

“R-rather isn’t the word,” he stam-
mered, “d-d-damned difficult! But
just think of the retreat from Mons.”

“For art’s sake, Mac, let up on the
war; let’s talk painting and the castle.
A chronological survey might help
with the construction of our pictures.
You know numerous barons accom-
panied William the Conqueror on his
invasion of this eountry.”

«“What?” interrupted Mac absent-
mindedly. “William? Invasion?”

The very suggestion of a possible
invasion started him off again.

“1’d like to kill a few ‘hogfritters’
myself, but they’ll do it—they’ll do
it—in the night—in a very nasty
way !”

“Who? What?” I stammered.

“They’ll steal up through the grass
like snakes, and then—"

With the approaching twilight,
Mac’s uncanny outbursts were begin-
ning to make the whole atmosphere a
bit spookish. »
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“A very sad story, Rush,” he said,
leaning over and poking me in the
ribs with a brush. “A German unfor-
tunately met a Gurkha in the evening,
Chance acquaintance without an in-
troduction—uncultured beasts!”

“‘I’m entrenching on your hospi-
tality,” said the Gurkha, as he tickled
Fritz with his knife. Can’t you see
the little Black standing on a heap of
corpses and weeping bitterly because
there are no more Prussians to
tickle ¢

“Stop !” T insisted, as a cold shiver
ran down my spine, and I pulled an
imaginary sword out of the back of
my neck.

It was chill October, and Mac rose
from his stool to set up ecireculation.
The stags at once grouped themselves
in sculpturesque fashion around us,
and then bounded in unholy discord.
As he extended his malstick, the
group of peacocks T was painting in
the foreground of my pieture, drop-
ped their tails and did the “goose-
step” down the embankment. The fact



*“Mac, in some mysterious way, got possession of the paper.”

is, he had every form of animal life
in the park circulating. .

“Mae, this is an armistice,” I said,
placing a paint rag on the top of his
sun-guard, the umbrella.

He paid no attention, but blustered
right on:

“The Gurkhas don’t send a telegram
to say they are coming, they just
steal quietly through the grass, re-
gardless of hospitality. Rush, Just
fancy a German in the trenches with
a Gurkha looking over and saying,
‘I hope I see you well.””

“How about the Zouaves?” I asked.

“Mere amateurs,” replied Mae, “the
Kaiser wouldn’t mind losing a thou-
sand Death’s Head Hussars to get a
Gurkha.”

“Let up on India and the war; 'm
fed up,” I said disgustedly, as great
beads of cold perspiration spotted the
brow of my irate pal, who was pull-
ing himself together as if preparing
to make another attack on a German
close formation.
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The light was failing, and our ef-
feet had passed.

“Fine night for the trenches.” Mac
groaned, and in his effort to reach for
his paint-box he fell off his stool.
Though he sat on his palette, he was
still undaunted. 1 directed his at-
tention to several blotches of pigment
on the tails of his coat, and the seat
of his trousers, but he was little con-
eerned, for T could see there was to
be still another débacle before we
packed up our kits.

I handed him a rag saturated with
turpentine, and he twisted himself in
all sorts of acrobatic postures, trying
to get at the other side of his trous-
ers, which, to say the least, were not
walking towards the Black Rabbit, 1
told him that if he were to cut out the
seat of his trousers and frame them
that he would have something quite
as much in character with Arundel
Castle as the impression he had made
on canvas.

“How does it look, Rush?” he ask-
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ed, stepping back a few paces from
his easel.

“Very brutal!” I said. “You can’t
be killing Germans all day and dream-
ing about Gurkhas all night and get
much romance into your art. The
next time we come out, we'll take
every nook and crannie of the old
building and disect it.”

“Disect it!” exclaimed
disgust.

“Yes—why not?” I replied.

“l don’t like the word,” Mae ob-
jeceted.  “It sounds like a surgical
operation. No sentiment. A-ah,
blood—hbooh !”

“Well, then,” I remonstrated, “a lit-
tle Turco research or Gurkha tech-

Mace with

nique, if it’s sentiment you are look-

ing for.”

“By the bye,” said Mae, with a
smirk, “the little Hindoo can give
those African Frenchies lessons in
anatomy.”

Fearing another Prussian massacre,
I took out my handkerchief and wav-
ed it in front of him. ;

“A truce! A truce!” I yelled, but

it had almost the same effect as a

scarlet shawl before an angry bull—
in this instance a regular John Bull.

A thick gray haze was effervescing
from the ground, and Mac, standing
shivering on the hill, placarded
against the fading sky, looked a sad
sketch. Then he gave a start and
looking where he stared, T saw, for
all the world, a Hindoo, robe. tur-
ban and all, approaching the inn.

I suggested to Mac that we had
better not return along the heaten
highroad, giving the excuse that if
the Duke should see us walking off
his estate he might have us arrested
as spies.

“Spies,” exclaimed Mae, with dis-
gust. “We’ll be giving them grand
opera at Covent Garden next. Isn’t
it the limit. Look at that turban. |
saw him all right. T think T’ll keep
away for a bit.”

“For the love of Mike!” I remon-
strated; “it’s dinner I want, Hindoos
and spies after, if you like.”

Soon we were on the march home,
and my fellow dauber was sighing
heavily, partly from fatigue, but more
from the effect of his oceult experi
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The Black Rabbit looking from the Arun
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** ‘Are your rooms comfortable,” asked the old 'uzzy.”

ences. By the time we arrived at
the IRabbit, he had finished off every
spy in England.

“What’s the latest?” shouted Mace,
on catching sight of Dan Lee, our
host, who was standing in the door
of the inn and reading the war news.

“Latest ?” returned Lee, looking up
at Mae. It was very difficult to
tell which was the more ardent pat-
riot. “Look! Look!” shouted Lee,
rushing towards Mae, waving a paper
at arm’s length.

The two giants collided, and both
sprawled out on the ground ; but Mae,
in some mysterious way, got posses-
sion of the paper, and Lee yelled,
as Mac retired to the public room,
“They’ve captured the guns—four-
teen of them—the 9th Lancers!”

As I ambled upstairs, I could hear
them chattering their heads off, and
I caught sight of the turban resting
quietly in a corner.

I had just seated myself at the din-
ner-table when the bulwark of Eng-

land entered the door at the top of
the stairs.

“Read that, Rush,” he said, “it’s the
best appetizer yet. William won’t be
enjoying his evening meal as we are.”

“As we are!” 1 remonstrated, and
poor little Nellie, the waitress, stood
idly by, trembling like a refugee from
Termonde.

“What will you have to drink, sir?”
asked the demure little maid.

“Something with fourteen glasses
in it,” replied Mac—“one for each
gun.” (Simultaneously he arranged
his afternoon’s work on a chair be-
fore him, and then sat down). “And
very nice, too,” he commented, rub-
bing his fretful brow and looking
down on a very succulent brace of
pheasants.

The vintage served, I extended my
glass.

“A toast—what will it be, Mac?”

“My friends, the little Gurkhas,”
he replied. “The Germans’ll he so

frightened of the little black demons

9
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““ Not very,” says I. *‘ Most fleas this year than we ve
"ad in the ‘istory of the ploice.”
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they’ll pass the word along and
there’ll be a Marathon race back to
Berlin. Gad, I wouldn’t wait,” And
while he was speaking in walked the
Hindoo and sat down at our table.

“To the bullet!” I said, extending
my glass.

“Something sardonic about that,
Rush,” replied Mac. “The Kaiser, 1
infer.”

“A-h—something—" I suggested.

Hardly a word was uttered until
Nellie reappeared with the dessert.

“Any new arrivals at the Rabbit
lately ?” 1 asked Nellie, with both
eyes fixed on Mac.

“Yes, sir,” replied Nellie, “we ’ave
a German ’ere from Glasgow, and ’e’s
so ’ard to please. Mrs. Lee’s prepar-
ed some nice sausages for ’im, and ‘e
snorted and said ’e ’adn’t an appe-
tite.”

“What!” roared Mae, rising, “Ger-
man? German? Where is the little
pet? Perhaps he’s just read about
the battle of the Marne.”

The Hindoo paid no attention to us.

“Sit down,” I said, grabbing the
impetuous growler by the arm.

“Oh! ’¢’s leavin’ in the mornin’,
sir,” said Nellie; “’e saw you and Mr.
Liee readin’ the poiper, and ’e ’adn’t
no appetite.”

Mac looked up, and little Nell re-
coiled under the glance of his wicked
eye.

“Tell the Governor I want to see
him right away.”

Nellie scurried away, and in less
than a jiffy Lee was up.

“I hear you've a German in the
house, Lee,” said Mae.

“F’s ’armless,” replied Lee, with
a smile, but he continued laughing-
ly, “I’'ve just ’ad a remarkable time
with an old ‘uzzy who wanted a room
are.  Of all the questions ever put
to a mortal man, dead or alive, she
takes the cake. First of all, while
she was a talkin’, in comes a custom-
er. °E ordered a glass pf beer. ¢ Ap-
py days’, says ’e. ‘Kills at forty
vards, says I. Then she chirps in,
‘All my relations died from drink,
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even my old father, who was found
dead in bed, when he was eighty-
nine—drink killed ’im.’”

“He’s a German, just the same,” in-
terrupted Mae.

“Well, as I was about to say,” con-
tinued Lee, “the German, ’e was a-sit-
tin” in the corner, and ‘e piped in,
‘Beer never killed heem, your fotter
diet for the vant of breath.’”

“Where is he, the blighter?’ still
persisted Mae, picking up the carving-
knife.

“‘Are your rooms very comfort-
able? asked the old ’uzzy,” Lee con-
tinued. “Not very,” says I. “Most
fleas this year we’ve ’nd in the ’istory
of the ploice.” She picked up ‘er
satchel and walked out without sayin’
even a good-bye. Well, gentlemen,
what would you ’ave done in such a
circumstance ?”

“Given her the iron ecross,” said
Mac.

“What would you ’‘ave done, Mr.
Rushwell ?? asked Lee.

“Married her off to the German.”
I replied.

“Well,” laughed Lee, “I watched
’er walkin’ up the road. I wish you
could a seen ’er. She’d walk five
yards, then drop ’er satchel and feel
’erself all over. She took ’er ’at off
and clawed ’er ’air, and would stop
and paw one leg with the other. This
went on for nearly a mile. She must
a ’ad a million fleas on ’er time she
got to Arundel.”

“Well, Mac, you and Lee can fight
it out,” I said, “I’'m going to turn in
early, right after coffee.”

“What! you night hawk?” groan-
ed Maec. :

“Yes, I'm going to tackle an early
morning effeet to-morrow—must have
something to show before going back
to town.”

“No engagements to-night, eh,
what ?” asked Maec sarcastically.

“None,” I assured him.

I busied myself getting my para-
phernalia ready for the morning, and
as Nellie appeared with the coffee I
instructed T.ee to call me at five
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o’clock. [ lighted my pipe and pour-
ed two glasses of brandy.

“Here’s good-night, all,” I said,
“and five o’clock, Lee. I suppose, now.
I'll be seeing—" but I caught myself
as I looked back and saw the Hindoo.

With that the Easterner rose and
expressed his interest in art. [ step-
ped back into the room, because I
wished to hear what he had to say
about art, especially East Indian art,
and to ask whether there was a paint-
or in India whose work could take a
place in Western estimation that
would equal the place taken by Ta-
gore. He had very little to say in
favour of Tagore, but he praised
greatly the decorations of a fellow-
countryman named Hindra Singh.
But it was in handicrafts, as he said,
that the Orientals excelled, and he
gave us an intimate discourse on
metal work, inlaying, and carving. As
to himself, he said, he had come to
Eneland to study the landscape, and
he seemed delighted to know that Mae
was a landscape painter. When I
loft him. he and Mac were completing
plans for a sketching expedition the
following day. Then Mac entered
his own room.

I elosed my door, but T could over-
hear him reciting from Wellington’s
memoirs. and shouting in very bitter
accents: “The Duke, writing to his
mother in 1807, said, ‘I can assure
you that from the general of the Ger-
mans down to the smallest drum-boy
in their legion, the earth never groan-
od with such a set of murdering, in-
famous villains. They murdered,
robbed dnd ill-treated the peasantry
wherever they went.””

All was quiet for a minute. Then
[ heard Mac’s door open, and then a
muffled call to Lee.

“How about that German?’ Mac
asked in a whisper.

“Oh, don’t worry about ’im, Mr.
MaceNab, ’¢’s leavin’ in the mornin’.
Somethink funny about ’im, too. 'K
must be an artist like yourself.”

“TJs everyone an artist around
here? Hasn’t dropped any bombs

-t
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““*And I'm the original British lion," said the boatman *
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about the place, has he, Lee?”

“No, no; ’e¢’s a ’armless, good-na-
tured-appearing sort of a bloke. Says
e ’ates the Prussians. Well, good-
night. T’ve got to get “im up early.”

The night passed on, and all was
silent about the Rabbit until long
after midnight. Then a peculiar noise
outside caused me to rise and peer
through the window. There was just
enough light for me to discern two
figures struggling on the ground. One
of them, as I made out, was the Hin-
doo, while the other, as I caught sight
of his beard and heavy visage, con-
vinced me that he was the German.

The Hindoo had the other down,
and the fingers of his right hand
gripped him at the throat.

“So you were thinking of slipping
away,” he said, no longer in broken
English. “Well, you are going to
slip away all right, but not in the
manner you expected. A launch is
at this moment drawing up at the
landing. I'm going to put you aboard,
and if you attempt to get away I’ll
shoot you like a dog.”

The two got up and walked quiet-
ly down to the landing. I saw them
board the launch, and in a few min-

utes they passed out of sight. I went
back to bed.

Promptly at five o’clock Lee rap-
ped at my door, but the incident of
the earlier morning had put me out
of humour for work, so I turned over
Then

and groaned. I heard Lee
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thumping on the German’s door and
then on the Hindoo’s.

“What’s the matter ?” shouted Mae.,
roused by the 19])edted knocking.

“(/an’t get ’em up,” said Lee.

“Why don’t you knock the door
down ? It wouldn’t sound any worse.”

With that Lee opened the German’s
door.

“He’s gone !I” he shouted.
be down at breakfast.”

“How about the Hindoo ?”

“He’s gone, too.”

I heard Mac’s feet strike the floor.

“Perhaps he expects me to go out
with him early,” he said, as he start-
ed to dress.

Liee below was in earnest discus-
sion with the boatman, and presently
Mae joined them.

“What’s up ?” asked Mac.

“Don’t know,” said Lee, “but I'm
John Bull here on the spot if it comes
to anything 2

“And I’m the original British lion,”
said the boatman, “but I’ll be hdnoed
if they haven’t put one over on me.’

“Then I dub myself the lion’s tail.”
said Mae, “because in this you can
twist me anyway you like.”

They went over to examine the
landing and to peer carefully as far
as eye could reach along the river.

Presently I went down, and under-
neath my window I picked up some-
thing very much like a badge that
might be worn by a detective from
Scotland Yard.

“He must
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CANADIAN WINDS
By ARTHUR L. PHELPS

O-NIGHT swept down omnipotent with breath
And long in undulations, mighty winds;
With flapping pinions gloriously they came
And beat my windows;
“Hail winds! Hail, raptures of the night! Hail, hosts!”
So eried | as they came, Canadian winds.

Do any blow so greatly, with such pulse?
They are of far Ungava; they know plains
That nightly bear great sunsets to their rest;
Mountains that lift the morning; lakes that stand
Silent for noon to gaze in and be glad.
- Oh, they know Peace, that river, and his North.
“They know Superior where he beats his shores,
Cities they know, and multitudinous fields,
And men they know who know and love all these.

Is this not freedom, to have such great winds,
Who know Alberta, and Muskoka know,
Know the Kawarthas and Saskatchewan,
And who kiss nightly with an intimate breath
All under stars between the Douglas pine
And the St. Lawrence talking with the sea?
Oh, such great winds are mighty statured things;
Who speaks for Canada must speak as these,
Have utterance made melodious with their tone,
As full of freedom; these from sea to sea
Have their dominion.

So must noble men.

Then rise you up, you men, Canadians,
Born of these winds and these baptizing seas,
Claim the high birthright of their eestacies.
And sell it not. For boon of a quick prize
Leap never. Stand in these tense days

" Steadfast and quiet in your streets and lanes.
No physical beast unleash in judgment wild.
In happy firmness set your outward mien,
Unmoved by tawdry issues, cheap demands,
Uncaught in rumour’s net, and never slain
By hate’s device or mistrust’s quicker trap ;
Unmoved, uncaught, unslain, you freemen, stand
In these wide fields, in these bright streets of ours,
For sonship of these winds, these ministers
That put to-night their compass on a land
And, free, breathe freedom like a living soul.

Breathe deep these winds, Canadians, hreathe deep ;
These winds are your winds, you may have their power.




Painting by F. M. Bell-Smith

OLIVER TWIST ASKS FOR A SECOND HELPING OF SOUP

A famous scene from a celebrated novel by Charles Dickens
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Painting by T. M. Bell-Smith

DAVID COPPERFIELD AND THE FRIENDLY WAITER

A tamous s ene from a celebrated novel by Charles Dickens
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Hcapegoats

BY VICTOR LAURISTON

ILLUSTRATION BY JOHN RUSSELL

ONSTABLE RIKE

SCARLETT’S attitude
toward MeDowall, J.P.,
reminds you of subservi-
ent Jimmy Boswell and
the great Doctor Sam-
uel Johnson. Thus Rike pictures the
Bridgetown magistrate :

“He’s got a gray eye that sees clear
through you——yes, and clear through
all sorts of pettifogging right into the
heart of things. What’s the Code and
the Statutes and the precedents to
him? He sets up there with a copy
of the 1887 Statutes on his desk, but
does he look at them? No. When he
wants law, he just taps his own old
brain-tank. TIt’s as full of law as a
kee’s full of cider—yes, and it’s good,
sound, common sense Old Testament
law, an eye for an eye, a tooth for a
tooth, and seven years for stealing
chickens from widows.”

MacDowall, thus fearsomely de-
seribed, is magistrate of Bridgetown,
in the Province of Ontario; he fur-
thermore, holds a commission as jus-
tice of the peace, which entitles him
to the letters “J.P.” and certain fees;
the townsfolk call him “Squire”. Each
week-day morning at ten o’clock he
“‘sets” behind a decrepit desk in the
dingy Bridgetown police court. At
his right-hand yawns the iron-barred
door of the Bridgetown lock-up. The
Bridgetown fire horses kick their heels
against the partition behind hil_n. To
him comes the countryside with its
disputes, confident that if there is no
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faw on the statute books to meet the
situation, there is something just as
good in MacDowall’s head.

So to MacDowall, on a certain
dreary October day, hurried little.
fat Patrick Mogg, the village enthusi-
ast, with resentment in his eye.

“What d’you want?”? demanded
MaceDowall shortly.

“TI want to do something to old
Grierson,” sputtered Mogg.

“What’s Grierson done ?”

“It ain’t what he’s done—it’s what
he ain’t done, and the way he ain’t
done it. Squire, you know all about
Grierson. You know, what with
bonuses and tax exemptions and free
hand-outs, this town’s made him. You
know he’s piled up a million if he’s
piled up a cent; and while Bridge-
town was good enough for the mak-
ing, the spending’s done in Florida.
You know he pays the meanest wages
that ever employer paid, docks his
men an hour if they’re five min.
utes late—yes, and he’s skinned so
many lice for their hide and tallow,
the corpses of them are like to stapt
an epidemic. You know if ever
Bridgetown owed a man nothing, it’s
Grierson; and if ever a man owed
Bridgetown everything, it’s Grierson,
too.”

“Yes?” MacDowall, J.P., wore a
face that showed as much interest, as
much emotion, as an iceberg in the
Arctic regions.

“And you know the Patriotic
Fund?” Mogg’s sputtering was like




*It's good, sound, common sense Old Testament law, an eye for an eye, a tooth tor a tooth, and
seven years for stealing chickens from widows.’

a wax candle burned down to the last
shred of wick.

The Canadian Patriotic Fund was
organized to provide for the depend-
ents of soldiers overseas; it had pull-
ed heavily on the generosity of little
Bridgetown, as it did everywhere
throughout the Dominion.

“Shouldn’t everyone contribute ?”
blazed Mogg. “Didn’t you contri-
huto ;i -

“A thousand dollars,” said Maec-
Dowall, without pride.

“And what has old Grierson con-
tributed, all these seven times we’ve
called? He’s just landed a shell con-
tract that’s good for a hundred thou-
sand profit, and he says, ‘P'm very
busy, gentlemen,” or ‘The financial
sitnation won’t permit me.” And no
matter what he says, ‘Not one cent’ is
what old Grierson means.”
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He paused, breathless.

“Now, what can T do to him?”

“Nothing.”

“Can’t T have him sent to the peni-
tentiary ?”

“No.”

“Can’t you lock him up over
night ?*

snA\'O..‘.'

“Would you like to?”
Mogg was desperate.

“I have nothing to say.” Nor did
MacDowall, J.P., by look or act indi-
cate the ql]ght(‘st pr(\fer('nee one way
or another. A marble slab would have
been expressive beside his face,

“Well, then”—Mogg grew impat-
ient—“if T take a club and batter his
brains out, what then?”

“That’s murder. They’ll hang
you.”

“Or if T don’t quite kill him—"

Poor little

TS
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“Agsault and battery—probably
seven years.”

“What’s the law for, anyway %’ The
little fat man was a picture of des-
pair. “Ain’t there some way to get
at old Grierson for what he ain’t
done ?”?

“None.”

“Well,” sputtered Mogg, “we’ll just
see if there ain’t.”

He raged out. MacDowall, J.P.,
resumed his paper at the identical
line, word and letter where he had
left oft; and from the expression of
his face and the rigidity of his lips
one could not tell whether the war
news was good or bad, or merely—
as usual-—misleading.

II.

Patrick Mogg’s sputterings made
clear old Grierson’s status in Bridge-
town; he was the exceedingly small-
souled “big man” of the community.
Nobody loved him ; so he stayed in his
own back-yard and made money.

Old Grierson’s son was his one re-
deeming feature. People said old
Grierson had starved his wife to
death; but that while generous, fine-
spirited, impulsive Tom was alive old
Grierson would never be rid of her.
Tom’s surname was the only charaec-
teristic he inherited from his father.
Where the old man was hated, the
voung man was loved. When old
Grierson went to Florida and young
Grierson  managed the factory,
Bridgetown sighed relief and the
plant hummed happily. When old
Grierson came back and took hold
with tight clutching fingers, the work-
men shuddered and stiffened, and all
Bridgetown, looking out on the gay
springtime, prayed for dreary au-
tumn and another old Grierson exo-
dus.

“Losing my grip ?” commented old
Grierson. “Not a bit of it. T’ve got
the thing boiled down to where I
make more money when I’'m away
than when I'm home.” Wherewﬂ_:h
he put the screws on a hit more, in
token of gratitude.

Tom Grierson did not shrink into
the background when his father re-
turned. Ie was too big to shrink.
He argued, he pleaded, sometimes he
fought—but to no avail. Old Grier-
son’s will was iron.

“Give, and give generously,” urged
Tom Grierson, when the Patriotic
Fund deputation called for the eighth
time; and emphasized his advice by
making an eighth ghastly hole in his
private bank account.

“T can’t afford to give,” adjudicated
old Grierson, with thin lips.

Young Grierson, being impulsive
like his mother, said things, and was
promptly ordered out of the office.
He went cheerfully. Tom betook him-

self to the river dock where Minnie.

Craig, the night-watchman’s niece
from Springvale, was interestedly
fishing for carp.

This Minnie had not taught school
long enough to lose her good looks.
She had spent the summer holidays
at Bridgetown, and had come down
for the Canadian Thanksgiving, which
falls in Oectober.

“Tom,” she told him, very serious-
ly, “I wish you wouldn’t come here.
You scare the fish. Besides, it doesn’t
do any good. People talk—that’s all.»

Her mother up in Springvale had
sedulously trained her to beware of
seductive, good-looking young men of
means ; and she was loval to her train-
ing.

“Who’s talking? What do they
say? And how many fish have you
caught ?”

She was frank and practical; so
she answered the least important
question first.

“None. Everybody. What you’q
expect people to say if they saw g
millionaire’s son spending his time
with a night-watchman’s niece.”

“T nearly landed that fellow,” com-
mented Tom, after the excitement of
the next few minutes had passed.
Then he recurred to the parallel
topie:

“So they say we’re engaged ?”

Her pretty head was not to be turn-

-~
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ed by attentions; she refused to be-
lieve what was manifestly inecredible.

“Can’t you see that’s impossible,
Mr. Grierson ?”

“] can’t.”

“The night-watchman’s niece—and
the millionaire’s son ?”

“Well,” argued Tom Grierson very
earnestly, as he dropped the fishing
rod and drew closer, “suppose we
eliminate the night-watchman and the
millionaire-—what’s left. Just you
and me, isn’t it? That’s the winning
combination. The rest doesn’t count.”

In one and the same moment she
felt happy and she felt miserable;
happy on the score of that “you and
me”, and miserable for the shadow
over them of old Grierson and his
money-bags. Her practical sense told
her to hold this young man at arm’s
length. ;

“Your father wouldn’t allow it,
Tom. No, he wouldn’t con-
sider it a minute.”

She was afraid of herself, some-
times; she did like him, very much;
and she knew where such liking must
end. “You and me,” indeed—but
there was the world also, in which
each of them had a set place. World-
ly wisdom made her cautious. A wo-
man must watch herself, particularly
with potential millionaires. How could
she be sure Tom Grierson did care
for her? How could she be sure, even
then, that his love would last?

“Anyway,” she said at last, “it will
be quite impossible after what’s go-
ing to happen.” :

“What’s that?’ questioned Tom;
and really his face was white and his
hands trembled. “You aren’t going
to marry someone up in Springvale ?”

“No, no,” she said hurriedly. “I’'m
going to teach school all my days. It
isn’t me. But the men here
are going out on strike. And to-
night I’'m going back to Springvale.”

I,

Next morning the workmen deliv-
ered their ultimatum to old Grierson.
They weren’t going to work for a man

3
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who wouldn’t do his bit for the Pat-
riotic Fund.

“Then get out of here, every rot-
ten, worthless cur of you!” yelled old
Grierson, who even in his best moods
wasn’t sweet-tempered. “And remem-
ber, there’s no coming back. This
isn’t a strike. It’s a lock-out.”

The men went sullenly out. The
factory wheels stopped turning. Tom
Grierson rose from his desk in the
corner of the office, and put on his
hat.

“Hey, there!” shouted old Grier-
son. “Where the devil are you go-
ing?”

“I’'m on strike, t00,” returned Tom
coolly.

“Huh! Well, you'll be glad enough
to come back after a week or two.
Meanwhile”—he took a step nearer
and his tone grew shrilly menacing—
“keep away from that Craig huzzy.
If you don’t, I’ll find a way to make
you.”

He turned abruptly to his desk.
Before Tom was outside the office, the
old man ‘had apparently forgotten
him. He was putting in a long-dis-
tance call for the nearest large city.

Within forty-eight hours the streets
of Bridgetown were full of tough-
looking roustabouts, gathered from
the slums of the city and shipped in
by special train to break the strike.

For one busy day the factory
wheels went round again. But Bridge-
town extended no glad hand to the
newcomers. The boarding-houses
would have none of them. The hotels,
on one pretext or another, refused
them. Old Grierson set his lips and
met the situation by housing the two
hundred and more strike-breakers in
a string of old box-cars on the fae-
tory siding. When the six o’clock
whistles blew, the men swaggered
noisily about the town, met with sul-
len looks and returning open threats
for silent menace. By nightfall the
town was seething.

MacDowall, J.P., sat up late in his
study. MacDowall’s study was a fit
and proper setting for MacDowall—
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bare, cold, austere, unflinching. The
very chairs, that in a normal study
suggest cosy comfort, looked stiff.

Rike Secarlett, the constable, came
in just before midnight.-

“They’re gone,” he announced jubi-
lantly, rubbing his hands together.

“Who 9’

“Those strike-breakers. The boys
have just chased ’em out of town.
Last T could learn they were ten
miles down the River Road and run-
ning for dear life. They won’t come
back. I reckon you’ll hear
from old Grierson in the morning.”

1V,

As a prophet, Rike Secarlett sur-
passed both Madame de Thebes and
Father Joachim. Except for a few
daring spirits, the strike-breakers did
not come back. Early next morning
old Grierson raged into MacDowall’s
court, breathing threatenings.

MacDowall instructed Constable
‘Scarlett to investigate.
Constable Scarlett reported that

the outrage had apparently been
planned with the utmost thoroughness
and secrecy; the culprits, several
hundred in number, were armed and
masked ; and no one about town would
for a moment admit that he knew a
single person who had participated,
or had the slightest suspicion on the
subject. '

Old Grierson trembled with fury.
“Just let me get the ringleader!” he
yelled.

“] can’t get him,” doggedly declar-
ed Rike. »

‘Whether he was too shrewd or too‘

stupid to do anything else, Mac-
Dowall’s factotum mdde a good bluff
at utter helplessness.

Within ten minutes old Grierson’s
nature developed a new and unsus-
peeted aspect. He had not one cent
for the Patriotic Fund, but he had
one thousand dollars for revenge.
That was the reward he offered for
the apprehension and conviction of
the guilty ~parties—including the
ringleader. His huge advertising

posters temptingly added: “AllL costs
paid and no questions asked”.

Through a week the factory stood
idle and the reward went uneclaimed.
0Old Grierson fumed and fretted. It
was time for him to go to Florida for
the winter; he could not go till that
worthless whelp, Tom, returned to
take charge of the plant; and he
would not go till he had run down
and punished those accursed scoun-
drels who had maltreated his roust-
abouts.

Tom Grierson ostentatiously con-
tinued to board at the hotel.

The culprits remained unexposed.

Old Grierson doubled the reward.
“That’ll fetch them,” he commented.

It did not. Then he jumped the
reward to five thousand dollars.
Bridgetown gasped in bewilderment;

. but loyalty sat tight and said noth-

ing. Whoever had planned the out-
rage, there could be no doubt of
Bridgetown’s sentiments,

Two days later old Grierson re-
ceived a letter with the Springvale
postmark. He had secured a corres-
pondent there to keep an eye for him
on the goings-on of Minnie Craig.

That Tom could contemplate such
a ridiculous thing as actually marry-
ing that Craig girl was, of course, in-
comprehensible. She was inconceiv-
ably below him. Yet Tom, who was
impulsive, might get entangled some-
how; and old Grierson reflected,
with alarm, that untangling such
matters involved the expenditure of
money.’ This letter alarmed him.
Tom Grierson had repeatedly visited
Springvale.

Old Grierson put his dignity in his
pocket, and went wrathfully down
street to issue an ultimatum to his

former night-watchman, Joe Craig.

Ve

Craig came to MacDowall very
early next morning.

“Has old Grierson been here to lay

an information against young Tom
he demanded.
(‘NO")




SCAPEGOATS 125

“He says he’s going to have . him
arrested at once for being ringleader
in running them strike-breakers out
of town.”

“Was he?”

“I’m not saying,” parried Craig.
“What I'm saying is, that ain’t why
old Grierson wants Tom arrested. He
wants to lock Tom up so’s Tom can’t
see my niece.” He paused, but Mae-
Dowall said nothing. “Old Grierson,
he come to my place last night and
bawled me out for letting her run
around with Tom. Says I, ‘Ain’t I
warned her against him? Ain’t I
anxious to see it stopped? says I.
Then he blows up. ‘T’ll stop it,” says
he. ‘T’ll lock him up,” says he. _Think
of it, Squire—coming into this here
honourable court and swearing to a
lying accusation—" i

“Is it a lying accusation ?”

- Craig’s look grew shifty.

“Anyway, he thinks it is. He’s per-
juring himself because, when he
swears Tom was in the riot, he don’t
believe it. I don’t want Tom Grier-
son hanging around Minnie—there
ean’t no good come of it——bu:c I ain’t
a-going to see him took up if I ean
prevent. Don’t” you take that infor-

ion, Squire.

m?;{:c]’)ovgall, J.P., made no needless

comment. Yet, in his heart of hearts,
" he was troubled. Late the same morn-
ing he entertained a portentous dele-
gation with a petition several yards
long. The name of Mayor Ridgely
headed the petition; but bubbling,
‘busy little Pat Mogg was spokesman.

“The old man’s after Tom,” ex-
plained Mogg. “He says he’s going
to have him pulled, you know what
for. Now, here’s a petition frogn our
very best citizens—Mayor Ridgely
and all the town council and every
town officer except yourself and every
citizen of any account except old man
Grierson, and what we want, Squire,
is, if old Grierson comes to lay that
information, you just refuse to take
i a2y
lt.“I can’t refuse, if he swears to it.”

“Here,” sputtered Mogg. “Read this

here petition. See, ‘He’s no more
guilty than we are’. Ain’t that strong
enough 77

“That means,” questioned Mae-
Dowall, grimly, “that you are all
equally guilty with him.”

“Sure. He’s just as innocent as we
are, and we’re just as guilty as him.
And we say, ‘Don’t take that infor-

mation’.”

Unemotionally MaeDowall studied
the petition.

“l cannot refuse to take the infor-
mation—unless, indeed, the real eul-
prits are by that time under arrest.”
He laid aside the paper. “I promise
you nothing; I ask what I am entitled
to as a magistrate, an absolutely free
hand. If you see Rike Scarlett,” he
added, “send him to me.”

Mogg and his deputation went; and
ten minutes later Rike Scarlett came.

“What is it, Squire?” he question-
ed nervously.

“Make out summonses at once for
the participants in that strike riot.
The charge is disorderly conduect.”

“But I don’t know who they are!”
protested Rike blindly.

“Here are the names—the first
seventeen on the list.” MacDowall,
J.P., without a smile, handed him the
petition.

“Mayor Ridgely!” gasped the con-
stable. “Councillor Hawkins! Fire
Chief Archie Phillips! Elder Haz-
lett! Reverend Mr. Murchison!

Squire—?”

“The first seventeen,” insisted Mae-
Dowall grimly.

‘,‘But the poster says, the ringlead-
er.”

“He’s the first man on the list—
Mayor Ridgely. Charge him also with
using profane language.”

“But—Squire—"

“Fill—in—those—summonses.”

MacDowall took up his morning
paper. Half an hour later old Grier-
ron bustled in.

“I want you to hustle Rike Scar-
lett up to Springvale at once,” ‘he
clamoured, “and get that worthless
Tom. Get the book, and I'll swear
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out the information. He’s ringleader
in that strike trouble.”

“The summonses are already issued
in that matter,” returned MacDowall
unemotionally. “The cases will come
up on Friday. I will not make my
court ridiculous by summoning a sec-
ond alleged ringleader while the first
still awaits trial.” He resumed his
paper.

On Friday the Bridgetown police
court witnessed the most sensational
proceedings in its history, with the
most distinguished assemblage of re-
presentative citizens that ever crowd-
ed the narrow prisoner’s dock.

VI.

The accused pleaded not guilty. Pat
Mogg, whose name appeared eigh-
teenth on the petition, rose in court.

“Your honour,” he announced, “I
want to be arrested.”

“Si—Ilence!” bawled Court Crier:

Rike Scarlett.

“If that person interrupts again,”
commanded MacDowall, J.P., with-
out the slightest change of tone, “con-
stable, put him out.”

Mogg subsided.

Testimony was taken; the testi-
mony of old Grierson, still exasper-
ated, but also somewhat puzzled; the
testimony of three of the strike-break-
ers who alone of the two hundred and
more had been prevailed on to come
back. Their testimony was hazy.
The entire body of assailants had been
masked and disguised, and they could
identify no one. Old Grierson, ven-
omously malign, believed all seven-
teen were without exception guilty,
but had no facts to offer in support
of his belief.

“It’s a mighty weak case, Squire,”
whispered Rike.

“Igs there any defence?” invited
MacDowall. 5

One by one the accused and their
supporting witnesses went into th'e
box. Mayor Ridgely had been at his
home—corroborated by three reput-
able witnesses. Councillor Hawkins
was in a pool-room at the time of the

attack. Corroborated beyond ques-
tion. Fire Chief Phillips was at the
fire hall all night—also corroborated.
Reverend Mr. Murchison was attend-
ing a church meeting.. Councillor
Harrison was on a B. & X. Y. train
sixty miles from Bridgetown, but
homeward bound. His arrival on
schedule time was proved. So the
testimony for the defence establish-
ed its obstinate alibi.

“Is the defence closed?” at last de-
manded MacDowall.

“Closed,” chorused the accused.

“Rebuttal ¥’ suggested MacDowall.

Old Grierson commenced to pro-
test, fiercely, that the accused were
one and all perjurers.

“If you have no evidence to offer,
Mr. Grierson,” intervened the magis-
trate, “be seated.”

Grierson sat down glaring.

“With the consent of the defend-
ants,” went on MaeDowall, very de-
liberately, “I wish to put in this peti-
tion, their signatures to which they
will admit, as an exhibit in the case.”

He paused an impressive moment.
“The evidence is now closed,” he said.
He looked at the prisoners, one after
another, with the steely eye that saw
clear through them. Rike Scarlett
had a sneaking notion that the old
justice liked young Grierson, though
never by word or sign or look had
MacDowall showed it. He had a no-
tion, too, that MacDowall hated old
Grierson, though neither did Maec-
Dowall give a hint of hate.

“On the evidence submitted, in-
cluding this exhibit, I find the pri-
soners—guilty.”

The court sat many moments in
stunned silence. MacDowall laid
down the petition. Then he an-
nounced, in the same dry tone in
which he would have sentenced them
all to be hanged:

“T remand the prisoners till called ‘

upon for sentence.”
VIL

A bewildered, questioning, whisper-
ing erowd passed out, and stood in
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little knots. The prisoners themselves,
free now to go, were too puzzled to
be communicative.

“This way, Mr. Grierson,” urged
Rike Secarlett.

But old Grierson, quite of his own
accord, was already hurrying toward
the dingy little office to which Mac-
Dowall, J.P., had withdrawn. In a
chair opposite MacDowall sat a brisk
but puzzled young man who held a
reporter’s pad. He was Carruthers,
editor and reportorial staff of The
News—and, incidentally, Carruthers,
secretary of the Patriotic Fund.

“But, Squire,” Carruthers was urg-
ing deferentially. “I can’t see how
you reached such a decision on the
evidence.” :

“T reached it on the evidence of
their own petition,” returned Mac-
Dowall.

“Young man,” intervened Grier-
son, with eold pomposity, “I have not
seen this petition, but I do know, it
takes a shrewd judicial eye to see
throngh the perjury which is ram-
pant in our courts” He turned to
MacDowall. “When are you going
to sentence those scoundrels?” he de-
manded peremptorily.

MacDowall eyed him without emo-
tion. "

“They were remanded till ecalled
upon,” he explained.

“And when will they be called up-
on !’

Rike Secarlett hastily intervened.

“Mr. Grierson, under the terms of
your advertisement I am entitled to
a reward of five thousand dollars—”

Grierson stiffened.

“The men are not yet sentenced,”
he returned dryly.

“Upon arrest or conviction—”

MacDowall, glancing up, without
the least hint of either propitiation or
menace, handed Grierson his own
printed poster. Grierson studied it
with the intense care of a man who
knew its contents and knew that his
search for a loophole was vain.

“] can give you a cheque,” he sug-
gested.

“We can get cash at the bank,” re-
turned Rike. “And,” he added,
“there’s costs, $58.30—"

“Don’t those fellows pay the costs?”
snapped Grierson.

“The poster says you pay all costs,”
said MacDowall.

Grierson fumed, but surrendered.
They went out. Editor Carruthers,
silenced, stared queerly at MacDowall,
who never seemed to see him. A tele-
graph messenger slouched lazily in
and after looing at all present asked
for Mr. Grierson.

“He’ll be back in a few minutes,”
said Carruthers. He knew that Grier-
son would not go home till he had a
clear-cut answer to his vindietive
question. “Here they come,” he add-
ed presently.

Rike Secarlett, stamping in, laid
the five thousand dollars in big bills
upon the desk. With a stubby pencil
he caleulated the apportionment of
fees between himself and the magis-
trate. Then he once more counted
the bills.

“While Mr. Grierson handed me
this money,” he remarked, awkward-
ly, “I ain’t exactly sure as I’m per-
sonally entitled to it. Your honour
will remember that you, yourself,
gave me the names of the—er—guilty
parties.”

The telegraph messenger had man-
aged at last to get Grierson’s atten-
tion, sufficiently to deliver his manila
envelope and secure a serawly signa-
ture in his book. He stood waiting
a moment.

“Correct, Rike,” assented Mae-
Dowall. With one eye on old Grier-
son, he saw that the man had opened
the telegram, and that his face, grew
chalky as he read. “As a magistrate,

I eannot, of course, acecept a reward.

Mr. Carruthers, add this contribu-
tion of five thousand dollars to the
Patriotic Fund.”

Grierson’s face took on a greenish
hue. With keen, hungry eyes he
watched Carruthers count the money.
MacDowall seemed to ponder over
the transaction.
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“Mr. Carruthers,” he added evenly,
“credit that contribution to J.
Grierson.” ; !

Grierson roused himself, in a dis-
couraged way. Even the vindictive-
nes§ seemed to have died out of his
soul.

“Squire,” he demanded, “when are.

those villains to be called on for sen-
tence ?”

MacDowall, J.P., looked him
through and through, with steely

A RAINY DAY

By NORAH M. HOLLAND

RAY skies, and mists that sway
Against the window-pane,
And wind that ecalls all day,
And calls in vain.

Who knows what ancient wrong -
Is sounding through that blast?
What inarticulate song
Finds voice at last?

What drippings of old tears

Sob through the sobbing rain?
What sorrows of dim years
- Take shape again?

Who knows? Draw down the blind,
My fire is burning bright. !
Out in the rain and wind
Who waits to-night?

gray eyes. He answered, in a tone
quite even: X
“Never.” :
=Y
Rike curiously picked up the tele-
gram after old Grierson had gone.
He handed it to MacDowall, J.P. It
was from Tom. The old justice act-
usually smiled, even chuckled, as he
read it: .
“Minnie and I married, with or
without your blessing.”



*Captain Hardy. (And how nicely he introduced himself ! )"

The Qouble Intriguer

BY EDITH G. BAYNE

ILLUSTRATIONS BY

g UT I tell you it was I

| who secured the lease.”
“Pardon me, madam,

it was 1.”

; “How absurd! Why,
"I can show you the

r—}’
pa‘I‘)]e3ut, madam, listen—"
«T shall do nothing of the kingl!
Rosemary, open that larger cane suit-
case and get out the letter Mr. Per-

kins wrote us. The agent and I ar-
ranged it all several weeks ago, sir,
and only last Thursday he mailed
me the key. I am not in the habit of
leaving anything to chance.”

“Tt is very singular, I must say. I
do not understand—" & 258

«Singular? It is positively ridicu-
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loe‘sléut you see, er—this cottage is
the very one that was announced as
being ‘a desirable summer home for
a hachelor or a man of studious habits
who wishes to spend a quiet summer
in a secluded spot’, ete., ete. Now,
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my dear madam, as you scarcely fill
either réle—"

“Sir! Pray do not jest.”

“I was only going to say that vou
and your charming young daughter
would find it too quiet here. Even
though you have not made a mistake,
but have actually obtained the lease,
might T not prevail upon you to hire
another cottage, down near the hotel ¢
I will do all T ean to assist—”

“No other cottage could possibly
suit. Rosemary, haven’t you found
that letter ?”

“It isn’t here, mother.”

“What! Then look in the eclub-
bag.”

“It isn’t there either. I’ve just
looked.”

“Could it be possible that Pve left
it at home? How annoying! It isn’t
in my hand-bag—” '

“You mention a key,” began the
gentleman politely.

“Certainly, and here it is. T didn’t
leave that behind.” :




130

The lady took the article from her
hand-bag and fitted it into the lock
of the cottage door. It turned, and
she opened the door part way and
sent a triumphant glance at the gen-
tleman.

“There! You see, I was right, after
all. This cottage is number thirty-
two, Poplar View—the one I rented.”

“But my key fits, too.”

““T'm not from Missouri, but you’ll
have to show me before I’'ll—"

“With pleasure.”

Captain Peter Hardy drew a key
from his pocket and fully demonm-
strated his own claim. Mrs. Hildreth
Macklem shrugged a pair of pretty
shoulders. '

“How do I know you are not a
key-forger—one of those clever men
who take wax moulds of locks, and
then—”

“Madam, believe me—"

“Mother, for goodness sake drop it.
Let’s go down to the hotel. It does
look awfully lonely up here on these
bluffs. I shall be bored to death—"

“Be still, child. Have you ever
known me back down? I have set my
heart on this place—"

“Fr—so have I,” interjected the
captain ruefully.

“And I shall insist on remaining.”

“So shall 1.”

The captain looked determined. So
did Mrs. Hildreth Macklem.

“If you were a gentleman—"

“If you could see reason—"

“Tt is you who are unreasonable.
‘We shall soon have to come to an
agreement. It is almost dark. What
does a man need to be so particular
about, anyway? You are too far up
from the hotel, where you would have
to go for your meals—"

“T cook my own meals. My nephew
and T are both fair cooks, though this
year Bert is too delicate to do much.”

“Your nephew? Is he coming?”

“He is, madam. He will arrive by
the morning boat. He is recovering
from two bullet wounds in the chest.”

Rosemary’s silvery tones again in-
tervened.
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“Why, how jolly! Young men are
awfully searce this summer. Let’s all
camp together. Mother can be the
chaperon—"’

“Never !” declared the lady.

“Impossible. I-—er—am a man of
quiet habits. T came here to do some
writing.”

“But we’d see that you were not
disturbed.”

“Thank you, but—"~

“Oh, well, take the cottage,” said
Mrs. Macklem, with a resigned air, as
she stooped to pick up a small grip.
“We’ll send for the same boy that
brought the bags up here, Rosemary,
and leave the gentleman to take pos-
session—"

“Madam, T couldn’t think of allow-
ing you to do it,” the captain hasten-
ed to say, with a complete change of

front. “I, myself, will go to the ho-
tel. I am sorry to have seemed sel-
fish—”

“Bllt—”

“Say no more, please.”

“Oh, I couldn’t let you go like this,
If the lease is—really yours—" :

“You seem to doubt it.”

The lady smiled apologetically. She
was impulsive and a generous crea-
ture at heart and her annoyance was
rapidly dissipating.

“Would you care to do as my
daughter suggested?” she asked.
“Perhaps we could compromise in
that way. The house seems large
enough, and we need not meet except
when it is unavoidable.”

The captain smiled. It was like a
sunny ray lighting up an austere and
gloomy landseape.

“Why—er—it is kind of you, but
there is only one kitchen.”

“Oh! well, have your meals with
us, then. I assure you that both T
and my daughter can cook.”

“I do not doubt it.”

“Are you a crank?”

“Not as regards the cuisine.”

“Then, is it agreeable? You could
occupy the western side of the house,
and we the other side, and we could
all share the verandah.”




** Having seen the advertisement and photograph of a cottage much to his liking

And so it was arranged. Rosemary
danced up and down in great glee.
“He’s a dear, mother,” she said,
ecstatically, as they settled themselves
in their own side of the house. “Do
you know, he reminds me of a profes-
sional man, with his scanty hair and
moustache, and his proud air! He
looks like a regular blue-blood.”
“The man is evidently a gentle-
man,” agreed Mrs. Macklem. “He
seemed a trifle surprised that T was
so willing to cook.” ;
“He doesn’t know how Bridget
drives us out of the kitchen at home.”
“That Irishwoman is an autocrat!
T would discharge her if cooks were
not so scarce—good ones, I mean.”
“Well, you’ll have a chance to pot-
ter amongst the pots and pans now,
and so will I. 'We’ll make the nephew
turn in and wash the dishes. If he's
as handsome as his uncle—"
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“Absurd, child! T shall forbid flirt-
ing, remember. As for the unecle be-
ing handsome—piffle! Your poor dear
father was twice as good-looking.”

“So he was, but in a different way.
I wish T could remember him more
distinetly, but as T was only eight
when he died—"

“I wonder—just how old this—cap-
tain something-or-other is.”

“Captain Hardy. (And how nicely
he introduced himself!) Oh, he isn’t
more than forty-five, I am perfectly
sure. I wonder — how old — the
nephew is.”

But the widow did not make any
response. She had taken a pretty
lavender silk frock out of one of the
suit-cases and was looking for the
shoes and hose which matched it. For
she and her daughter were going to
the ball that evening down at the
Balmy Breeze Hotel.
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On his own side of the summer cot-
tage the captain was also engaged in
making a fresh toilet—but not to go
to the dance. He was merely chang-
ing from his travelling attire to a
lounge suit, preparatory to going
trawling, for an hour or two. The
captain detested society. He abhor-
ed a dress suit. He could neither
dance, play bridge, nor engage in
small talk. He was an ultra-bohem-
ian and liked only to commune with
nature, when he wished a change from
his books. He was a retired sea-cap-
tain, his premature retirement from
active work having been brought about
through an accident to one of his
eyes. :

There was another item regarding .

Captain Hardy, which had a humor-
ous bearing on his present situation:
he was a confirmed woman-hater.

As he drew on a pair of high rub-
ber boots he smiled sardonically.

“What would Sarah say if she could
know!” he muttered with a short
laugh. “I’'m more than half sorry I
agreed to share quarters with these
women. I don’t know why I did it.
I’m all kinds of a foolI”

He clumped outside and took up
a pair of paddles that were leaning
against the verandah. Soon he had
reached the lake’s edge and unlocked
the padlock which secured the skiff
that belonged to the cottage.

“Sarah” was his married sister, who
occasionally succeeded in dragging
him to a party. Only two weeks ago
she had lugged him to a bazaar, and
while there a pretty gypsy lass had
insisted on telling his fortune.

As the captain skimmed across the
water toward the trawling-ground he
suddenly recollected that young clair-

 voyant’s eerie warning: :

“Beware of a charming blonde wi-
dow who will cross your path this
summer. She will try to inveigle you
into an affair of the heart. Shun her,
for she is a female crook—a confidence
woman. She travels with a younger
woman who poses as her daughter.
But in reality they are a pair of she
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sharks. Watch yourself, for she is
beautiful and fascinating and abso-
lutely merciless.”

To all of which he had returned a
tolerant smile and a faint shrug of his
big shoulders. Now, however, he look-
ed a bit serious. He stopped rowing
and drifted for a few moments.

“Now, I wonder,” he murmured,
“if there is anything in it! Some-
times these fortune-tellers hit it right.
Still, what harm could this supposed
female crook do to me? I’'m not rich
enough to tempt one of her stamp.
She’d be on the trail of bigger game.
And as to my heart—bah! That is a
fortress that has never yet been taken.
I’'m too old a bird to be caught with
chaff !”

Of course, it was ridiculous, even
admitting it to be an odd sort of co-
incidence. These women were emin-
ently respectable—that was to be
gathered at a glance. So the captain
laughed aloud at his doubts and be-
gan rowing again.

It was a beautiful evening, with a
full moon rising like a big silver plate
in the east, and the salmon and gol-
den and carmine of the sunset still
lingering in the west, though the orb
of day had dropped below the hori-
zon an hour ago. Each year in the
latter end of June Captain Peter
Hardy, generally accompanied by his
favourite nephew (Sarah’s only son)
betook himself to the coast, or to one
of the lovely inland lakes of British
Columbia, there to idle away a very
pleasant summer. The lake he had
come to this year was Okanagan,
surely one of the most beautiful in
all Canada. He had never camped
here, but having seen the advertise-
ment and photograph of a cottage
much to his liking, he had decided to
take it. :

“Beastly luck that that woman
should have taken a fancy to it, too!”
growled the captain, as he put the
looped end of his trawl between his
teeth and began to cast the line slow-
ly out.

‘The coincidence of the keys being
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gimilar could easily be accounted for.
Perkins owned scores of cottages up
here, and it was not improbable that
some of them had door-locks alike.
Either that or else—the woman was
a crook and had managed to secure
a duplicate key, had managed, too, to
time her arrival with that of his own.

There he was, off again, imagining!
With a snort of disgust he leaned
over the skiff’s edge to untangle the
line from the oar-lock, and at that
same instant a scream rent the air—
the scream of a woman.

The captain started, and turned
about in the direction whence the
sound proceeded. Through the fall-
ing dusk he perceived a head bobbing
on the water of the lake, then a pair
of white arms, that thrashed about—
and before one could have counted to
ten the captain had seized his oars
and was making “full speed ahead”
for the spot, some fifty yards away.

A gurgling, choked laugh greeted
him as he drew alongside the bobbing
head, and a half-hysterical voice said:
~ “Silly of me to venture so far out—
after sunset—usually ecan swim fqr-
ther out than this, too—w1phout tir-
ing. I—oh, I’ll spoil the skiff—sorry

»

The captain pulled the woman into
his boat, and she sank, shivering and
dripping, into the stern seat. He then
took up his coat that lay in the bow
and wrapped it about her. As he per-
formed this act a delightful, wholly
unaccountable thrill ran through his
woman-hating being. He noticed that
the stranger had big, appealing blue
eyes, wet, blowy, brown hair, under
her blue swimming-cap, and a gentle,

igh-bred manner.
hlg‘l}Y ou were indeed very foolish,” he
said, somewhat sternly, as he took up
his oars again. “Don’t you know the
depth of the lake at this part?”

“Oh, don’t scold, please. I—”

“Tt is odd that I didn’t notice you

ou went in.”
- wligﬁz(l)lh:jr no. Your back was turned.
1 saw you when T first came out, at

that rocky point yonder,” she said.

“Are you camping here?”’

“No, I’'m staying at the hotel. I
only arrived this afternoon, and T just
couldn’t”—(here her pretty white
teeth chattered)—“resist going in for
a dip! I suppose I stayed in too
long.”

Captain Hardy fairly drove his
skiff across the remaining stretch of
water, and they soon bumped into
the little dock belonging to the cot-
tage the captain had rented. Then
he ran up the path and disappeared,
returning in a trice with a long wa-
terproof coat of his own.

The woman gratefully donned it,
and as she buttoned it over her scant
blue silk bathing-suit she sent a half
timid glance up at her escort,

“I’'m all right now, and thanks for
the help. I—I—why you saved my
life, didn’t you? I’m so exeited I be-
lieve I never acknowledged—

The ecaptain grunted. He was
dreadfully embarrassed.

“Take my arm. The path is steep,”
he commanded.

“Oh! You’re not going to take me
down to the hotel! I mustn’t impose
upon you—"

The captain grunted again, and
masterfully seized the lady’s arm and
propelled her forward and downward
between the whispering poplars that
lined the woodland path.

“Do have another helping of omelet,
captain.” 3

“Er—no, thank you. Not very
hungry this morning.”

“Then take some more of the fried
pickerel! Rosemary, hand the dish
to Captain Hardy.”

“No, thanks.: T=»

“Let me pour you some more cof-
fee, then!”

“Very well.”

Mrs. Hildreth Macklem, looking
very tidy and domestie, and making a
charming picture in her neat blue-
checked house-dress, leaned across
the round breakfast-table and refilled

O T et S S e
- =

R —

A A s Bl

,,,.,




134

Captain Hardy’s cup. Her daughter
at the same moment passed him the
toast, which he declined.

“Tm afraid,” said Mrs. Macklem,
shaking her head prettily, “that our
cooking does not agree—"

“Not at all, not at all,” the captain
hastened to say. “Cooking’s splendid.
I think you had better go to that
young raseal’s bedroom door and give
him the last call to breakfast. He’s a
lazy young dev—er—scamp !”

“Oh, the poor dear is tired,” said
Rosemary. “Let him rest. He and I
paddled all over the lake last night,
you know, captain.”

“The captain doesn’t know,” said
the elder lady, with a twinkle in her
eye. “He was away all afternoon and
evening. That’s three times since
Monday, captain! Do satisfy our
curiosity and—"

“Mother, you are dreadfully in-
quisitive ! If he won’t tell you,
though, I will. I saw him on the ho-
tel verandah, hobnobbing with a lady
—a pretty little woman like—oh, like
a Dresden doll. Who is she, cap-
tain 2

A dull red had climbed into the
captain’s cheek. He was divided be-
tween a desire to laugh and to box
the young minx’s ears.

“She’s a friend,” he answered brief-
ly.
Before they could question him
further, footsteps were heard in the
hallway, and the dining-room door
opened, revealing a tall youth with
mischievous brown eyes and a mop of
black hair. He was dressed in out-
ing flannels and a sport shirt of a
delicate shell-pink shade.

“Good morning glory !” cried Rose-
mary, pulling out the chair beside her
own.

The youth gave a military salute
and an exaggerated bow, and then
took his place beside the damsel in
the white middy suit.

“T gsay, uncle Peter,” he began,
after he had exchanged morning
greetings with everybody. “Did you
know that they are after a German
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spy around this place somewhere ?”

“A German spy!” exclaimed the
women in a breath.

“Yes, sir! He’s in hiding, they
claim, in this very mneighbourhood.
But if you ask my opinion, I’d say he
wasn’t in hiding at all. He’s prob-
ably right to the fore, going under
an assumed name, taking part in our
daily life. That’'s how to look for
spies. They don’t hide away, for that
would draw suspicion at once.”

“Oh! And I didn’t bring a re-
volver!” cried Mrs. Macklem, paling.

The others laughed.

“How did you get your informa-
tion ?” demanded the captain, with a
peculiar look. G

“From one of the fellows that are
staying at the hotel. 1 went out on
the verandah last night to have a
pipe, after you were all in bed, and
this chap happened to be passing down
the lake in his canoe and singing. T
recognized his voice and hailed him,
and he put into our dock for a few
minutes. He told me that the hotel
people are trying to keep it quiet, for
fear it will scare away tourists. But
he said that there were secret service
men at work on the case—and that
the countryside was being combed.

“But what good can a spy do here
—good to his own cause, I mean??
asked Rosemary, her eyes sparkling
with excitement. “There aren’t any
canals or munition plants here.”

“Perhaps there is a military man,
or the head of a munitions plant stay-
ing at the hotel, whom the spy wants
to ‘pump’. Or, maybe, the spy was
chased away from some other point
and is only here biding his time.”

Bert Daley spoke confidentially. He
was keenly interested, and on the
previous night had been scarcely able
to refrain from wakening the others
up to tell them his news.

“Tt is very singular that the ecap-
tain didn’t hear this information,”
observed Rosemary suddenly. “He
was down at the hotel nearly all of
yesterday. I was just teasing him
about a lady T saw him with when I



“For the first time, Bert and Rosemary were left alone together

down there to play tennis.” :

well;;rt sent a whimsical glance at his
un‘?}i. conld scarcely have been Uncl’e
Peter,” he said, with a laugh. “He’s
a fierce woman-hatqr.” : 5

“Well, he’s changing rapldly., then.

“Whv, do you know,” sa_ld Ml:s.
Macklein, enjoying the captain’s d!S-
somfiture, “we did not even know till
vou mentioned it one day, that you
weren’t married.” i

“No, nor hf, _won’t ever be,” declar-

. laughing.

ed“](a)itll dorgl’t k%lOW,” interjected the
girl, “I'll wager he was proposing as
I saw him. Anyway, they were sit-
ting pretty close tog_ether._ ‘What was
the subject under discussion, captain,
may I ask 9

The captain grunted. He opened
his lips as though to reply, and shut
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them, and then he was very glad he
had done so. He had been about to
disclose too much. For he and his
friend, Mrs. Baulk—the lady he had
saved from drowning—had been talk-
ing all afternoon and evening about
military and naval matters, she hav-
ing asked him numerous questions,
and he replying in the way he thought
best. He had spent many hours in
Mrs. Baulk’s company since the even-
ing on the lake.

Directly after breakfast Captain
Peter Hardy put on his hat and walk-
ed down the path to the hotel. Mups.
Macklem went on to the verandah and
watched him disappear amongst. the
trees. Thus, for the first time, Bert
and Rosemary were left alone to-
gether. Bert proposed a ramble in
the wood.

Mrs. Macklem, though striving to
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appear merry, as they passed her on
the verandah, was feeling rather bad-
ly in her heart. She had fallen in
love with Captain Hardy. As soon
as they were out of sight, she sat down
and indulged in that strictly feminine
luxury, a good cry.

1t was thus that the captain, re-
turning unexpectedly, found her.
Hastily drying her eyes and making
some plausible excuse for her tears,
she proceeded to the hammock with
a book. But the captain followed her
out under the trees.

“Mrs. Macklem, I will not be here
for luncheon,” he began, a look of
suppressed excitement in his eyes. s
must go to Vancouver at once.”

“Oh—very well, then, captain.
Though I’m fond of cooking, I believe
I’m growing rather tired of it. I shall
go down to the Balmy Breeze Hotel
next week, in any case.”

“To remain?”’

The captain stood stock still. He
had turned and was on his way to
the house to pack a suit-case. Now
he turned about and looked with con-
cern at the pretty widow. He de-
tected a mnew note in her pleasant
voice—a note that he did not relish.
It was a compound of petulancy and
something else that he couldn’t de-
fine.

“Yes, to remain,” she answered sue-
cinetly.

The captain came closer to the ham-
mock, and then hemming and hawing
in an embarrassed way, he took a
chair that stood nearby.

The widow looked surprised. She
sat up, resting her chin in one plump
hand. Her book slid to the ground
and Captain Hardy stooped to re-
trieve it at the same moment as the
widow did. Their hands met. The
captain started and coughed. Mrs.
Macklem blushed and forced a laugh.

“Kr—I want to tell you some-
thing,” commenced Hardy at once, =1
want to explain my haste in going
away—"

«Oh—I think I can guess,” and the
widow laughed harshly.

“Quess? I don’t believe you can.”®

“You are to be married.”

“Ridiculous! No, I have caught the
spy Bert was telling us about.”

“What! Where is he? Oh, cap-
tain, is it really true?”

T8 2

“What are you going to do with
him %

“It isn’t a him at all.”

The pretty widow’s eyes bulged.
Without being aware of what she did
she placed one hand on the captain’s
arm. The captain allowed it to re-
main, indeed, insisted on it remain-
ing by covering it with one of his big
brown ones.

“Oh! was it—is it the woman you
were with ?”

“Yes. It isa Mrs. Bach. (She spell-
ed it Baulk, however.) I became sus-

_picious of her the very first evening

I met her because she asked me so

‘many questions—questions that wo-

men don’t usually ask. She knew, in
some way, that I was a retired naval

man. I know a number of secrets re-

garding our canals and ships and
such matters, you see, and I think
someone must have put her wise to
me. She is a German American.”

The captain recounted the drown-
ing adventure, which he said he now
knew was merely a ruse on Mrs,
Bach’s part, to make his acquaint-
ance.

“And so, you see,” he concluded,
with a smile, “while you people ima-

gined me to be losing my head over

her, I was only pretending to play in-
to her hands. I gave her a lot of
false information. I set traps for her,

I played the part of a love-sick old |

fool in order to get her secret out of
her. I had no idea that the hotel
people were aware of a spy here till
Bert spoke of it this morning. So I
went down at once and clinched mat-
ters.”

(th !),

Mrs. Macklem heaved a sigh of im-
mense relief and squeezed the cap-
tain’s hand. The captain returned

the pressure with interest, .and his

§
!
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*“Two young people mounting the slope with a pail of wild.blackberries."

eyes, looking into the widow’s, were
ressive.

ve?I’-—e-II{[pguess T’ll stay here after all,”

murmured the widow. “I—_—I’.m not

tired of cooking. I—I guess it is only

the weather.” -

“Er—I must go now in orde:r. to
catch the boat,” said Hardy, rising
suddenly and relinguishing the wi-
dow’s hand reluctantly. “But—er.—
I say, you know, you—er—asked if
I were going to be married. 'I am,
if the lady will have me. I intend
to ask her when I come back, er—

»
lm‘éWhy not ask her now %’ murmur-
ed the widow softly._

And the captain did.
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It may have been ten minutes later
that they sprang apart at the sight
of the two young people mounting the
slope, with a pail of wild blackberries
carried between them—though it was
by no means full.

“I—I hope—” began the captain
significantly.

“So do 1,” returned Mrs. Macklem
as she gazed fondly at the approach-
ing pair.

“They are great chums.”

“And just the right age.”

“And it would be nice if it happen-
ed before Bert had to go back with
his regiment.”

“It looks as if—it had already hap-
pened.”
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The widow was a good guesser. It
had!

There was a double wedding in the
early part of September. But it was
not until afterward that Mrs. Hardy
—neé Macklem—confessed to the cap-
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tain that she had found Perkins’s let-
ter at the very bottom of one of her
bags the same night of her arrival,
and that the cottage she had rented
was number twenty-three—not thirty-
two.

MY I.OVE HAS PASSED THIS WAY

By ‘L.

M. MONTGOMERY

l KNOW my love has passed this way
To walk with morning on the hill,
Because amid the fragrant grass
The daisies whisper of her still.

The buttercups are merrier
Than any summer day before, 3

Conning her gracious memory,

Brighter than all their golden lore.

Only the wild rose hangs its head
All pale with envy, for it knows
Beside her beauteous, glowing face

"Pis not worth while to be a rose!

Her laughter echoes in the wind
That blows across the clover lea,

And every wilding bird that sings
Pipes of her loveliness to me.

Because where’er her foot has pressed
Each joyous flower and leaf is gay,
Because the whole wide world is glad
I know my love has passed this way.



THE RED JACKET

By J. James Tissot

One of the French Paintings exhibited at
the Canadian National Exhibition
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Godeevy and the Fitney

BY MADGE

AUTHOR OF

=gy HE toughest thing in the

'Wwﬁ"} | world is cocoanut fibre;
:ngz}g\/\‘)‘j I;%.éqfé«? next to that comes Lil
UGB Heredity had made her
ki) R ("1 tough, environment had

made her tough, and in
the words of Tim Flannigan, “It’d
take a deal of hangin’ t° make her
tender.”

In the City hall she was known as
Man. 81959, but throughout the thle
of Bonnivale she was known as Lil;
and her clattering old car—distin-
guishable from a steam roller only by
a keen eye and a sensitive ear—was
the most popular jitney in the city.
Of its driver, pedestrians, chauffeurs
and even Tim Flannigan, who regu-
lated traffic at one of the busiest of
busy corners, stood in respectful awe;
which shows that toughness has uses.

Inattention to the ear-splitting
seream of her siren opened the sluice-
gates for a torrent of abuse which
rivalled—indeed, almost eclipsed—
the language of a London ’bus-driver,
and Lil had been known to back up
her remarks with two bony fists in
such a manner as to be highly effec-
tive if not thoroughly technical.

“Gosh, but she’s tough!” was the
admiring and universal comment.

She rattled down the avenue one
morning in the teeth of a fresh spring
breeze, which caught the brilliant red
and white sign swathed about her car
and rippled its lettering into total
illegibility. It also caught the gleam-
ing straw hat of a rotund gentleman
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who was issuing from his noble por-
tal, and swirled it directly under the
wheels of the oncoming car.

Lil stopped up short, the front tire
merely pinning the truant hat to the
ground and preventing further pere-
grinations. Presently, when the puff-
ing and portly gentleman had rescued
his property, he looked to see what
dexterous driver deserved his thanks
and a tip.

“Humph,” he grunted with gradg-
ing admiration. “It’s you, is it? I
might have guessed as much.”

“I'm goin’ t* the centre of the city,”
grinned Lil. “Bet you're scared t’
ride in a jitney.”

The gentleman, who had built a
two-hundred-thousand-dollar  house,
guarded by a pair of recumbent mar-
ble lions, and who owned four mo-
tors, hesitated. But Lil’s grin was as
attractive as her dare was alluring.

“I’ll sit in the front,” said the gen-
tleman, climbing in.

Lil sereeched, and started on a ride
which made the famous trip of the
late Paul Revere seem like a proces-
sion of ice wagons, in point of speed
and adventure. She slid in between
a hearse and a sprinkling cart with-
out an inch to spare on either side;
she ran down a bullying cur and thus
distracted his attention from an un-
happy kitten; she delivered an ad-
dress, highly coloured, upon the eti-
quette of the road, to the back of a

limousine which happened to be occu-

pied by a friend of the gentleman’s
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wife. Then, with a somewhat clear
streteh ahead, she turned to her pas-
senger.

“What’s the matter with the fleet?”
she asked.

“Fleet1” repeated the gentleman
lurching violently against her as they
turned a corner.

“Sure—yer fleet of motor cars.
Bottled up in the North Sea, or in
dry-dock, or have yer drivers gone
on strike? ' Honest, you've got the
worst bunch of chaufs in town.”

The gentleman knew it. He had
suffered from the vagaries of expert
motorists for several years. He was
suffering now.

“I pay the highest wages in the
city,” he sighed.

“Don’t 1 know it?” returned the
other dryly. “Say, it’d do yer heart
good t’ hear ’em frame up ways to
take yer money from you. That’s the
worst of advertisin’ how much money
you've got. Now, if you’d be satis-
fied to trail along with jest ordinary
wagepayers, an’ can all this guff about

protectin’ the workin’ man—stuff that .

you don’t believe in—shucks, don’t
argue with me!—you’d get a heap
sight better chaufs who'd tend to their
job without tryin’ to peel the dollars
off your clothes as they drive. Or,”
continued Lil, with utmost candour
and friendliness, “you’d find real
pleasure outen your squad if you'd
hire women. There ain’t much that
women can’t do, and they’re takin’
on most any kind of job, these days.
Look at me.”

The jitney drew smartly to a stand-
still and admitted three more passen-
gers. By the time Lil had reached
the heart of the city, men were cling-
ing to the sides and riding on the
step. Someone grumbled.

“Only diff between this here jitney
an’ the street cars is that I don’t furn-
ish no straps to hang on,” she jeered,
taking their money. “Women chaufs
is what you want.” She reverted to
the interrupted conversation. “All
the decent men will soon be off t’ the
Front, and that’s what it’s comin’ to
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—Dbelieve me—I know the signs of the
times. Yessir! Hi, ahead there,” she
yelled raucously, “can’t you move
without havin’ outriders to clear the
road for you an’ announce yer com-
in’? Say, Tim,” she leaned far out
over her wheel and addressed the
magnificent Mr. Flannigan with the
familiarity of long acquaintance,
“what’s that decoratin’ the highway?
Has the City Fathers e-rected a’
automobile monument? Golly,” she
breathed as the procession moved for-
ward, “I thought the waterin’ cart
would soon be sprinklin’ us, mistakin’
us for a bunch of turnips takin’ root,
Sure, mister, I’'m goin’ straight fer
the Exhibition Grounds.”

Thus Lil’s days passed in delight-
fully varied monotony.

She was on her way home at half-
past nine when she saw him. He was
standing on the curb looking about as
only an Englishman in a hurry can
look—for a cab or taxi.

“Jitney 1’ asked Lil, drawing up
beside him.

The young man raised his hat.

“Thank you,” he said. “I am rather
in a hurry to get to the upper end
of the Avenue.

“Git in,” commanded Lil, suspie-
ious of the strong English accent and
the hat-lifting. “Git in; an’ set in
the back.”

By the time the upper end of the
Avenue was reached, however, she
had half repented of her attitude.
Indeed, she felt a distinct kindliness
toward her passenger, convinced that
he was not, after all, “one of them
fresh English blokes who tries to git
gay with a lady”.

What advances he did make were
so courteous that no toughness was
required to discourage them, and Lil
put him down with a feeling of social
exaltation as unique as it was de-
lightful. An unprecedented impulse
prompted her to say:

“If you’re makin’ fer the centre of
the civie wheel, to-morrer, bout nine,
I pass here on my second trip.”

Again he raised his hat.
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“I shall certainly be on the lookont
for you,” he called (over his shoul-
der). “Good-night.”

Careening madly around corners,
the faithful partner in Lil’s financial
enterprise soon found itself housed
for a few hours in a garage mostly
of her own making. With a cough
and a wheeze, the motor stopped and
wrapped itself in silence. Lil locked
the garage door, entered an adjacent
house and pulled down the blinds up-
on her public career.

“Well, dear little Lady Godeevy,”
she greeted, walking on tiptoe across
the floor, after the manner of a
clumsy man in a sick-room, “an’
how’s yer ladyship been to-day?”

“Quite well and happy, except for
missing you,” answered the child
from a couch where she lay.

It was the same question and same
answer which passed between them
every night ; it was with the same hun-
ger that Lil sank to her knees. beside
the couch and gathered the frail,
ethereal child into her arms. And it
was with the same utter contentment
that the little girl nestled against
Lil’s heart, the great love-throbs of
which beat out life’s Alpha and
Omega for her.

Tim Flannigan, who took such
pride in Lil’s toughness, would have
marvelled at the transfiguration of
her face as she held the child in that
first close embrace after the separa-
tion of the day. He would have
recognized the familiar grayish hair,
dragged back from a deeply corru-
gated forehead and twisted into a
knob like a wet disheloth at the neck;
but he would have looked with amaze-
ment into a pair of sharp and narrow-
ing pale eyes, which suddenly seemed
almost beautiful, shrouded by a haze
of lovelight; and the trembling of
thin colourless lips would have alarm-
ed that simple soul.

The child, however, understood.

“Don’t we just love each other?”
she murmured. And, presently, “Tell
me about the ebony chariot, to-day.”

Then with the child’s assistance, Lil

spun a wonderful fairy tale round her
day’s prosaic happenings. The portly
gentleman became a king who in leav-
ing his white marble palace lost his
golden crown and needs must be bowl-
ed along in the ebony chariot to the
Forest of Gold to acquire another. The
watering-carts, hearse and ice-wagons
became gigantic demons blocking the
Emerald Avenue; and congestion of
traffic was always deseribed as the
battle array from which the ebony
chariot never emerged other than vie-
torious.

The outside world was as remote
and mysterious to Lady Godeevy, ly-
ing all dav on her soft green couch,
as was fairyland to Thomas Grad-
grind, and the pictures she painted
for herself were too vivid to be erased
even by Lil’s practical lapses.

“Is that all?” she asked at length,
when a woman with four children had
been transmuted by the alchemy of
fancy, into a queen and her royal off-
spring. “Was there no really, truly
person riding in the ebony chariot to-
day ?”

The wistfulness in the tone hurt
Lil, as denying Godeevy’s slightest
fancy always did.

“Why—er—" sghe hesitated, “there
was another feller—

“Oh, Lil!” The child gave a little
squeal of delight. “You were keep-
ing the best till last. Tell me about
him.”

With a mental clumsiness of which
she was bitterly ashamed, Lil groped
over her stock of interesting possibili-
ties; she could not decide whether to
make the stranger Lloyd George, Ker-
ensky, Billy Sunday, or President
Wilson. When she spoke at last, her
tone was reminiscent, and Godeevy
rapturously drank in her halting
words.

“He sure was some guy—takin’ off
his lid to me, same’s if I was a duch-
ess—a’ English bloke he was”—Iil
gradually forgot that her part was to
amuse the child—“with a slow, soft
voice that sorta made you listen even
if he didn’t yell. Didn’t hurt me none
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t’ 1ook at him, neither, though T could
not give myself much of a treat long
them lines, makin’ him set in the
back.” Her thin lips stretched a lit-
tle. “He’s goin’ t’ wait fer me to-
morrer mornin’—mebbe.”

Godeevy had lain absolutely still,
hardly breathing, greedily drinking
in every item of this sketchy account
while her busy imagination filled in
any gaps left in the recital. Her big
eyes, fastened on Lil’s face, were glow-
ing and luminous, her small white
hand gripped Lil’s gaunt arm very
tight. Then as the woman’s voice
ceased, she quivered with excitement.

“Lil—oh, Lil,” she breathed, “he
sounds quite different from the rest.
Do you think he might have been a
really, truly lord?”

And the woman slipping readily
into what she termed Godeevy’s fairy-
tales, assented with enthusiasm which
almost amounted to convietion.

“Sure! Wouldn’t §’prise me in the
least t’ know that he was a sure-nuff,
genu-ine, dyed-in-the-wool, English
lord.”

Sinee babyhood, this strange child
had peopled her world with fairies
and the cream of the aristocracy.
Ugliness and mediocrity held no place
in her fair scheme of life. Bonnivale,
which she had never seen since she
could remember, was to her a collec-
tion of proud avenues and noble build-
ings; its people, the living embodi-
ment of those who spun out happy
lives between the covers of her books.
‘What evil spirits did exist, were in-
variably conquered by exponents of
justice and right, and therefore were
not worth serious consideration. Even
Tim Flannigan was featured in God-
eevy’s vivid imaginating as being very
like a king, who, more successful than
Canute, rolled back the waves of traf-
fie with a majestic sweep of his huge
and hairy hand.

Dimly did she realize that the world
she saw and the world Lil saw were
vastly different places; but gradually
she became obsessed with the convie-
tion that the metamorphosis of the
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jitney into an ebony chariot was
merely a matter of the type of pas-
sengers it carried, and she question-
ed Lil with a sort of passionate in-
tensity as to the social status of her
patrons.

“Do you think he was a really,
truly English lord?” The question
was pathetic in its earnestness. “Or
was he just another make-believe
one ?”

And Lil, uneasy, wondering why a
good imitation was not just as accept-
able in the present case as heretofore,
when King Manuel, Mrs. Patrick
Campbell, Bryan, Roosevelt, and
many others had occupied seats in
the chariot of ebony, hedged a little.

“Well,” she pressed the child closer
to her, “if he ain’t a lord hisself, my
lovey, I’ll eat my shirt if he ain’t the
blood brother to one. Honest!”

Instead of her usual affectionate
and prolonged farewell on the follow-
ing morning, Godeevy was eager for
Lil to start upou her day.

“Hurry,” she urged, “or you will
miss him. And you must find out,
Lil—in a polite way, you know, dear-
est—you must find out whether or not
he is a real lord. Won’t you?”

Witk a guilty conscience, Lil prom-
ised, and sped away to the upper end
of the Avenue. In the unromantie
light of day, everything seemed
changed. What had induced her, she
asked herself, to mention the silly
Englishman at all, and what in the
name of common sense had started
her on the fool idea that the man was
a lord, or remarkable in any way
whatever? Every Englishman with
decent manners, she argued with ir-
refutable logic, does not wear a title!

Yet, she defended, how was she to
know that Godeevy was bent on hay-
ing this the genuine article, when up
to now any old good imitation would
do?

“A lord ridin’ in this old bundle of
nuts,” she sighed bitterly. “How-
ever, if it’s goin’ t’ make her any hap-
pier to have him one, I'll beat him
over the head with my monkey-
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wrench, by thunder, an’ knight him,
myself,” said Lil.

She hardly expected to see him, so
~gloomy had her reflections become,
and almost discredited the evidence
of her senses when he emerged deb-
onair and immaculate from a large
apartment-house. Simultaneously she
laid hand to siren and gave a welcom-
ing screech.

“Good morning,” he greeted, touch-
ing his hat. Although he smiled, his
eyes showed as plainly as words that
he had quite forgotten about meeting
her. “I expect we both are a little
late, but this delinquency on your
part encourages unpunctuality.”

Lil hardly understood a word of
what he said; this was the “lingo
Godeevy talked”, she told herself, but
she understood the amused smile and
resented it. .

“I didn’t hang around to wait for
you—only fer one reason.” she ex-
plained tartly. “I gotta ask you
sump’in’.” 3

The young man climbed into the
car—front seat—and turned to the
woman beside him.

“Well 9

“Are you a lord, or ain’t you?”

He laughed outright.

“I rejoice to say 1 am not. Leonard
Hamilton Carstairs, at your service,
Miss Lil.”

“You can cut out my titles,” snap-
ped Lil. “I jes, wanted to make sure.
Which way’re you goin’?” :

“Along this beautiful spoke and in-
to the hub of the municipal wheel, to
carry out your admirable metaphor
of last evening,” he returned. “But
about the question—why did you agk?
Have you a fondness or an aversion
for titled Englishmen? Do tell me.
One good question deserves another,
you know.” : :

“T’ll tell you it don’t make a pick
of difference t’ me, if you was the
Emperor of Chiny,” she wheeled to-
ward him and narrowly escaped eol-
liding with a street car. “I was askin’
because—my God, look at your
hand!”

Carstairs held up his hand and
serutinized it carefully. Ie had not
yet put on his gloves.

“What is the matter with it?”

“The finger, the little finger—"

Lil stopped short, just in time to
spare the life of an old woman.

“Did you ever have the top cut off,
or get it bent up, or did it grow short
an’ crooked like that?” she went on.

“It grew like that, my good wo-
man,” replied the mystified and slight-
ly annoyed passenger. “Why this
panic ?”

“It’s jes’ exactly like—like someone
else I know,” muttered Lil. “I never
seen another—an’ I always look at
hands.”

The young man shook his head.

“I should be inclined to doubt that
you ever saw another hand just like
mine,” he said. “That very short,
crooked little finger is the most dis-
tinguishing thing about our family.
Peculiar to the line, from generations
back. But here we are. I’ve had a
most interesting trip. Good-morn-
ing.”

‘What the rock was to Prometheus,
the jitney was to Lil that day. She
felt chained, shackled to it. She felt
that the rattling old car was drag-
ging at her shoulders as she pulled
it up and down the witheringly hot
avenue. She picked up two nails with-
in twenty minutes of each other and
wasted her lunch hour in the garage.
She had a blow-out. And none of
these things seemed of the least im-
portance to Lil, that day. Her world
was full of hands.

She stared at the hands of her pas-
sengers, signalling her to stop; she
watched them as they rested on the
door of her car, and when they were
extended to pay their fare; she seru-
tinized the grease-grimed hands of
the man who repaired her punctures
with embarrassing keenness, so that
the fellow made a stammering apo-
logy. She watched the people on the
street, and she was still absorbed in
the thinking of hands when she was
free to rush home to Godeevy.

e e

P

o e 2

o o P p 5 T, s

R RIS

e
P!
3
L1

3

"EVITW MR T




146

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

“Hol’ out your hands, child,” she ’s common people gits int’ the jitney

commanded without her customary
greeting.

Wondering, the little girl obeyed.
Lil stared open-mouthed. Save for
pallid whiteness, save for discrep-
aucy in size, Godeevy’s hands were an
exact replica of the young man’s.

“Was he, Lil?”

The question, breathed with an
ernestness which argued something of
its importance to the child, broke in
upon Lil’s consciousness with the effect
of a lash. She had forgotten all about
the disappointment which lay in store
for Godeevy since seeing the English-
man’s hands. She saw in a glance
that the child had already taught her-
self to believe in the high estate of
the young man, and was loath to shake
such radiant faith. Besides, what did
a lie or two matter where Godeevy’s
happiness was concerned ?

“Was he what?! A lord? Sure he
was, honey-mine. Gold-embossed an’
han’-tooled. Travels under the mon-
niker of Leonard Hamilton Carstairs
with handles in front and letters in
back—makin’ his name ’bout ’s long
’s yer arm.”

Then having watched the satisfac-
tion spread over Godeevy’s pale face,
she sank back, so to speak, and rested
comfortably in the folds of her gigan-
tie lie. So muech, she thought for a
happy ending to the affair. ;

But it was only beginning for the
child.

«T want to see him, Lil,” she whis-
pered eagerly. “I want to hear his
soft voice—I want to touch him. I
will never be happy until you bring
him to see me, then the two of you
must take me riding in the ebony
chariot, down the Emerald Avenues
and into the Forest of Gold. Please,
Lil?”’

“But, angel Godeevy,” Lil protest-
ed, “you wouldn’t like it out there i
She jerked her gray head in the di-
rection of the window. “I ean’t ex-
plain it very good, but ain’t I told
you that things is Kkinder different
from the way we picture ’em? Soon

it all gits changed like. You wouldn’t
recognize the ebony chariot, coughin’
gasoline fit t* make you choke. An’
noises, lovey—why, all them singers
that trail up an’ down the avenues,
serenadin’ the nobility—well, some-
times I gotta strain my eyes an’ ears
t’ 'see an’ hear ’em. An’ as fer ridin’
in the—say, darlin’, it’d scatter yer
beautiful bones that wide, all the
‘White Wings in the city couldn’t eol-
lect ’em in a week an’ bring ’em back
t’ me.”

Lil looked into the face of the child
to see it suddenly drawn and old. She
felt as though she had dragged aside
a veil and revealed to her all the mis-
ery of an ugly world.

“Besides,” she hurried on in a kind
of terror, “some day, soon’s I’'m able,
I’m goin’ t* buy you a dandy limy-
zine that’ll be all soft an‘ comfy in-
side, like this here sofy. It’ll be lined
with blue an’ white—summer sky an’
clouds, you know—an’ you’ll be a
lovely sunbeam restin’ there.”

But Godeevy was not to be turned
from her desire. She did not want a
limousine. She wanted to ride in the
jitney, which, glorified by the pres-
ence of a real lord, would become in
reality a chariot of ebony as soft and
comfortable as mortal mind could con-
jure.

A sob brought Lil to her knees. She
gathered the child to her in a close
embrace, which held in it an element
of jealousy.

“Aw, angel, let’s fergit about him,”
she begged. “You don’t understand.
He’s through with ridin’ in the jitney,
an’ as fer comin’ here—gee! he would
not do it. You should see the kinduv
place he lives in—what could I say,
invitin’ him t’ this fool shack?”

“He would come,” insisted the
other. “I know he would. Lords are
splendid people; that’s why they are
lords. They have feelings inside that
make them different. I know—I real-
ly know,” sobbed Godeevy.

Lil listened aghast. It was not so
much Godeevy’s wish that numbed
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her with a sort of helpless misery ;
it was what that wish represented.
It meant that the time had come when
gshe must be taught self-denial, when
her pretense and make-believe were
no longer satisfying and sufficient.
Furthermore, it meant that her de-
mands for realities were likely to be
almost as easy of fulfilment as though
she had begged for the great round,
gilver moon shining in upon her with
frigid splendour.

Godeevy sobbed herself to sleep
that night, and for many nights. She
lost her appetite and appeared to
grow more ethereal as Lil watched
her from day to day. She had never
had a wish ungratified and she did
not know how to meet what seemed
like heartless denial on Lil’s part. At
last, when a fit of weeping induced
a fainting spell, Lil’s resistance gave
way. She promised to try to find
“Lord Carstairs” and bring him home
with her. Weak but radiant, the child
smiled again.

Leaving her usual passengers ma-
rooned on a sea of asphalt, Lil haunt-
ed the upper Avenue, her mind beset
with agonizing doubts. A visitor,
Carstairs might have left the city;
he might refuse to be a party to such
deception—he might refuse to come.

Oh, would he? Lil set her gaunt
jaws like a steel trap and was pre-
paring to invade the apartment-house
from which she had seen him emerge,
when the object of her search came
down the street towards her.

Unheeding his look of amused and
tolerant surprise, she drove immedi-
ately to the point.

“Say, have you got about a’ hour
t’ spare?” she asked, a dark spot burn-
ing in either cheek. Lil was tough,
but she had never stalked a man.

The Englishman assured her that
his time was at her disposal.

«] ain’t offerin’ t' take you joy-
ridin’,” she corrected his erroneous
impression with haste. “I only want
you t’ come home with me fer a little
while, an’ be a lord.”

To the everlasting credit of the
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young man, let it be recorded that he
got into the jitney without a single
question. One keen, swift look at
Lil’s face was enough. In order to
“prepare him” she drove slowly until
the meagre story of her life and that
of Godeevy had been told.

Her earliest recollections fastened
themselves around a man and a wo-
man and a horrible, moist, red poker.
The man was Mike, with a loud, ter-
rifying voice and an arm kept mus-
cular by the dealing of blows. The
woman was Elsie—Elshie—EIlsh—or
’Sh, according to the degree of Mike’s
sobriety. She thought they were her
parents. It didn’t matter.

“TI had a roof over my head,” she
boasted, “sometimes a long way over
—when we was livin’ in a cellar. An’
my feet wasn’t exactly on the ground,
specially when we was roomin’ in the
tenth flat of a tenement and 1 was
chained out on the fire-escape all day.
An’ I uster get enough t’ eat, because
soon as they took the leash off me, 1
got a job in a fodder house, an’ it
wasn’t much trouble to pinch the grub
once you learned how. But you could
never say I was born in luxurious sur-
roundings.”

The young man murmured an
agreement with this and lit a fresh
cigarette.

“Sence the day Mike lay down in
front of a trolley car, an’ Elsie jes’
natchelly pickled herself int’ a good
long rest, you mighta thought I
wouldn’t a had no more worries.” Lil
went on. “But I had. There was
Dolly—”

Carstairs gathered that Dolly was
not of the congested city districts.
She was an alien with manners
strange and speech which was almost
foreign. She was a bit of flotsam
thrown on a sea of trouble. She was
a frightened dove in hiding, and she
became, in her helpless misery, Lil’s
saered charge.

“Found her a-wanderin’ the streets
one night, half faintin’. She was al-
ways faintin’.” A note of complaint
crept into the narrative. “Always
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climbin’ up them four flights of stairs
an’ floppin’ over on my floor. She
hadn’t no more strength than that—"’
Lil indicated extreme weakness by a
loose snapping of finger and thumb.

“Along about the time the baby
come, I tried t’ find out sumpin’ about
Dolly. But, say! every time I tried !
pump her, it was as if I was treadin’
on her heart with hob-nailed boots.
She used to look that scared an’ hurt
an’ wild—shucks, I give it up. I
didn’t care who she was so long as I
could help her.”

Lil extracted a huge, dingy hand-
kerchief from somewhere among her
garments, trumpeted loudly, and con-
tinued in an ordinary tone:

“I turned in an’ nursed her back
from hell to near-hell, all by myself.
She was terrified of people, except
me. The baby—it’s her you’re goin’
t* see—well, she done all right till
after I’d gone back t’ work. Then—
then—I came home one night t’ find
her buried under a chair an’ a wo-
mon’s body. Dolly was dead. Godeevy
—Dolly ecalled her Godeevy because
she had such wonderful hair—lived.
But she’s got a piece of boiled maca-
rona fer a backbone, an’ the doctors
say she’ll never be no better.”

The jitney came to a sudden stand-
still.

“Hi, there!” roared Lil to the car
ahead. “H’ist a sail an’ git the breeze
dead astern. You’re losin’ time tack-
in’ acrost the street, t’ say nuthin’ of
holdin’ up a lady.”

“She ain’t like me er Elsie, er any
of us,” continued Lil presently. “She
had manners an’ she talked langwidge
even before I had a teacher settin’
with her all day. She lives in palaces
an’ trails round with aristoeracy, rid-
in’ in chariots an’ things. She ain’t
never been off her back fer twelve
years; she ain’t hardly seen any peo-
ple but the doctor, an’ Tim Flannigan
an’ me. But she wants to see you—
er—hecause she’s plum full of the no-
tion that you’re a lord, an’—say, you
couldn’t disappoint a kid like that,

could you?”
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“No, Lil, I couldn’t,” he returned
quickly. “You may depend upon
me.”

Carstairs caught his breath when,
standing on the threshold, he first saw
Godeevy. Her great violet eyes were
turned toward him with an eagérness
which seemed to welecome an old friend
after a lengthy absence; her hair, true
to legend, covered her like a mantle,
and it glowed and throbbed like rip-
ening grain under a golden sunset.
But her hands—Carstairs stared at
them, fascinated.

“How do you do, Lord Leonard,”
she said with charming grace. It
was good of you to come.”

He did not tiptoe, but crossed the
room swiftly and dropped on one
knee beside the couch.

“It was gracious of the Lady Godiva
to receive me,” he said, kissing the
tips of her white fingers.

Lil dismissed the teacher and left
the two together. She hardly recog-
nized the radiant child who greeted
her that night, nor would she have
recognized the haggard man who mas-
queraded as Lord Carstairs, had she
seen him in his apartment. With a
photograph of his mother, as a child,
and with an old worn diary, he sat
unconscious of the flight of time. The
face in the photo might have been
that of Godeevy ; the hands, with their
abnormally short little fingers, were
identically the same. The diary was
opened at an entry made twelve years
before, and read:

“Twentieth birthday. Governor sent
me fifty pounds. Gave half to Dolly,
and am off to the coast.”

One would think that young Car-
stairs had spent his life giving Dollies
part of his remittance, and going off
to the coast. But the diary and the
picture seemed to have a faseination
for the young man, who looked no
longer young as he sat thinking—far
into the night.

He spent most of his days with the
child. Together they rode on snow-
white palfreys, elephants and camels.
But although these were a pleasing
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diversion, she was faithful to the
ebony chariot, and never forgot to re-
turn to it, bowling through the Em-
erald Avenues of Bonnivale, across
alabaster bridges and into the Forest
of Gold.

“I wish I could really go,” she said
with rare petulence to Carstairs one
morning. “Since you came true, it
is the only wish I have. Oh, please
say I may go!”

“I must see the doctor,” he said.
“If he agrees, we’ll manage the rest.”

The doctor was not at all enthusi-
astie, but agreed that anything was
better for the child than fretting.

“T don’t see how you can take her
riding in anything but an ambul-
ance,’he said. “You can see for your-
self how frail is her hold on life. She
has really been kept alive artificially,
one might say, by the devotion of that
woman—Lil. However, one motor
ride more or less will not matter, if
you can hold her comfortably.”

She would not hear of hiring a
machine. The ebony chariot was the
only ear for her. She must lie in
Lord Leonard’s arms, and Lil must
drive—not out into the quiet coun-
try, but along the Emerald Aven_ues,
across alabaster bridges and right
down into the Forest of Gold.

No Jason ever loved his Argonaut,
no Bellerophon his Pegasus, no Helios
his chariot as did Godeevy love the
jitney. Through the maze of a city’s
confusion they jolted as easily as a

pair of loving, callous hands could

drive, and if each jolt drained a fair
young face of its colour, two ame-
thyst eyes glowed with a brave and
unfaltering joy.

Tim Flannigan looking to the north
and seeing Lil’s jitney with its strange
burden, inadvertently raised both de-
vout hands in a prayer to heaven and
caused such a muddle in the traffic
that he came near losing his job.

“Jg that a man er a cigar-store In-
jun in the car ahead ?” Lil inquired
satirically of the flustered traffic regu-
lator. “I gotta licence t’ run a motor
—not t’ set in it.”
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Three deliriously happy days for
Godeevy passed, days during which
Lil’s patrons gazed curiously after
her as she clattered past with her two
passengers. On the fourth, Carstairs
crushed a cablegram into his pocket
before setting out for the little cot-
tage which had become his daily ob-
jective, and his face grew older as he
walked.

The child turned eagerly toward
him. Her transparent hands reach-
ed out like fluttering doves and lost
themselves in his grasp. Her voice
was weaker than he had known it, but
her joy in him was strong.

“Drive very slowly, Lil,” she whis-
pered when later the ebony chariot
snorted before the door and exuded
its reeking breath. “If you could only
drive me into Paradise—”

It was the last wish she made, and
it came true. Like a lovely white
flower, closing its delicate petals at
twilight, Lady Godeevy gradually
folded the petals of her earthly life.

“You are a really, truly lord,” she
gasped, fastening her great solemn
eyes on the face of the man above
her. “You would not deceive me, Lord
Leonard #”

“I am a really, truly lord, my dar-
ling—and a better one for knowing
vour ladyship,” he whispered broken-
ly, as her soul sped away.

Lil was not the one to weep. She
looked dry-eyed at the man opposite
her and saw that Carstairs’s face was
nearly as haggard as her own. A great
gratitude welled up in her lonely
heart, and she held out her hand.

“It was decent of you to tell all
them lovely lies fer her,” she said.
“They made her that happy! An’ 1
don’t suppose they done her any
harm.”

He suppressed a groan.

“The harm that was done her was
not through my telling lies,” he said,
handing Lil the crumpled cablegram.
“See, my brother Effingham has been
killed in battle. I am Lord Leonord
Carstairs.”



ENGLAND IN ARMS

By Lacey Amys

VIII.—CONSERVATION OF MATERIALS

convince the most pat-
riotic of us that Great
Britain was year by
year becoming less self-
contained, that by pro-
cesses subtle or open her rivals in the
world’s commerce, especially Ger-
many, were gradually ousting her not
alone from the foreign markets but
from her own. And in the revelation
that came with war one more eco-
nomic theory received a staggering
blow—that manufacture of specific
commodities should be left to the
countries in a position to produce
them most economically. The theory
was unassailable were peace a per-
manent blessing. But war has a habit
of uprooting theory with relentless
hand. There still remain in England
those who resist the apparent corol-
lary, that unprofitable national pro-
duetion must be protected, but the
teachings of war are rendering their
ideals at least momentarily unobtrus-
ive. The grim straits through which
(reat Britain has passed since Au-
gust, 1914, have impressed her with
the national helplessness that accom-
panies the relinquishment fo foreign
countries of national necessities. And
as manufacturers are not the class
who willingly produce at a loss in
competition with their foreign rivals,
there exists only the solution of Gov-
ernment proteetion in some form.
Great Britain never realized how
the very essentials of life were drift-
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MT required the war to ing into the hands of the Germans,

until the sudden closing of the Ger-
man market forced her to review
her own industry. The facts foreced
home to her might well have discour-
agen another less resourceful coun-
try. Not alone were the needs of
everyday life unfulfillable, but some
of the very weapons of war had so
subtly trickled from British control
that only British brain was able to
cope with the situation without more
than a temporary setback. Perhaps
had the war been delayed ten years
British brain might not have been so
ready to re-grapple with a produe-
tion she had lost only for a few years.

It is the popular impression that
(Yerman dyes represent the climax of
British dependence, but the dyes
themselves are the least material of
the deficiencies of British produetion.
Not yet has the dominance of Ger-
many in this commercial commodity
been overcome, but adaptable substi-
tutes are readily available, and dyes
are in their nature immaterial to na-
tional viectory or even national life.
Where the German monopoly of dye-
stuffs looms most awkwardly is in the
fact that Great Britain did not grasp
their real significance as an indireect
factor in international relations; for
(Germany’s monopoly was the result of
her preparations for war, not of her
superior inventive powers, the basis
for dyes being the by-product of the
manufacture of munitions. German
dyes were subsidized in order to util-
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ize the coal-tar resulting from certain
munition-making processes, and every
dye-works was instantly convertible
in time of war to war services. Dyes,
therefore, have been the least of
Great Britain’s troubles in the war.

In a thousand household needs Bri-
tain’s dependence became revealed al-
most with the declaration of war, and
gsome of these were of sufficient im-
portance to demand official attention
at the same time as the more intimate
ones of munition production. Since
their manufacture has been permit-
ted to creep into German hands more
as an economic measure than through
any inability to fulfil the local needs,
they presented no striking problem.
But in a score of the prime require-
ments of war the effect was different.
Certain processes of steel manufac-
ture suitable for munitions were not
practised in England. Electric sup-
plies for Great Britain came almost
entirely from our enemies. In the
outskirts of London to-day lies idle
an incomplete electric railway, be-
cause construction was in the hands
of German engineers using German
fittings and principles. The little
magnetoes that are essential to the
aeroplane and the automobile were
so completely of German manufac-
ture that even to-day they are pro-
dueced in England by only two or
three firms and their efficiency and
cost is still not such as to supplant
the German article should open com-
petition recommence immediately.
(Germany was selling Great Britain
all her finer grades of glass, such as
those used for lenses and laboratory
purposes. Great Britain had even
permitted Germany to enter her dis-
tant possessions for the practical
monopolization of the minerals used
in the working of steel processes. For
her finer machinery required in the
production of munitions Great Bri-
tain is to-day at the mercy of Am-
erica, since the English working
engineer has not yet arrived at that
nicety of adjustment, that perfection
of specification which is absolutely

necessary for serviceable and reliable
instruments of war. I admit it with
reluctance but with certainty of my
ground. Indeed, English manufaec-
turers are candid in their statements
that they must still look to Ameriea
for the mechanical delicacy and nice-
ty which have made British munition
production one of the marvels of the
war. This they may well leave where
it is for the present, so long as Bri-
tain’s energies are completely util-
ized for more immediate require-
ments Its unsatisfactory feature is
that this very mechanical perfection
will be as essential to much of the
coming industrial struggle of peace
as it is now to the war output.

Toys, dolls, metal and leather novel-
ties, gas mantles, brushes, certain
popular earthenware, office requisites,
musical instruments—these are a few
of her daily wants for which Great
Britain had been wont to send her
travellers to the great German mar-
kets, such as were represented at the
Leipsic Fair.

There were other disadvantages
under which Britain laboured on ac-
count of her insular position. For
her timber she was dependent largely
on Norway, Sweden and Russia, and
to a less degree on America. The
skins for her leather came for the
great part from abroad. Her paper
was the product of foreign pulp. Her
metals arrived by boat. In the bulk-
ier raw materials England may be

said to have been self-supporting only

in coal.

Her problems would have been sim-
ple, even in the face of these de-
ficiencies, had it not been for the sub-
marine warfare adopted by the en-
emy. British control of the seas and
of the shipping covering them would
have assured her of sufficient supplies
for her every want. The demands
for war transportation would have
embarrassed her shipping capacity to
such a small extent that the simplest
expedients of conservation would
have sufficed. But with the sinkings
and delays of unrestricted warfare
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conservation became a question equal-
ly vital with the protection of the
merchant shipping and the upkeep of
the army. How she went about it is
peculiar to a nation, proud, bound by
tradition, reluctant to admit even in-
convenience—and certain to overcome
in the final emergency.

With the requisitioning of tonnage
for war purposes—the transportation
of soldiers, wounded, and supplies;
patrolling the coasts, mine-sweeping,
auxiliary cruiser duties—the neces-
sity for some control of importations
became evident. Certain luxuries
were gradually eliminated from the
freight lists, the bulkier unessentials
first. A part of the tonnage was re-
quisitioned for stated importations at
(Government rates. But the inade-
quacy of these measures became ap-
parent long before the sinkings were
numerous enough to be an immediate
menace, and the injustice of singling
out a few ships and depriving them
of the high rates obtainable by free
ships clamoured for redress. In ad-
dition, it gradually impressed itself
on the nation that any satisfactory
solution of the submarine menace en-
tailed a more perfect organization for
the elimination of delay in loading
and unloading, as well as the speed-
ing up of construction. For these
purposes experienced officials were
appointed.  Construction was not
only standardized, but workmen were
utilized where they were of greatest
service, irrespective of firms and em-
ployers. The difficulty of delays in
loading was met to some extent by
mobile dockers’ battalions, and by a
more strict supervision of transpor-
tation and labour.

But shipping cannot be said to have
been brought within the scope of a
thorough control until the middle of
1917, when the Government took over
ninety-seven per cent. of the entire
British registry at Government rates.
By this means it was not only assured
of reasonable freight charges, but th.e
entire capacity of the boats was di-
rected with a sole eye to the real re-
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quirements of the situation. The move
took the place of the scores of former
regulations. It became no longer a
case of publishing prohibited impor-
tations but of satisfying the Govern-
ment that purchases abroad were in
the interests of the country at large.
Every British liner was taken over,
and the profits derived from private
freight went to the nation. The re-
sult was a pooling of interests by the
large transportation companies. Liong
voyages gave place to short substi-
tutes, and the facilities of the near-
est ports were always available to
save time. Shipowners arranged to
purchase their ships’ stores and pro-
visions abroad in order to save home
stocks—an obvious act of wisdom that
was so little recognized even during
the early months of 1917 that Span-
ish and Dutech and Norwegian ves-
sels were continuing their custormn of
drawing their supplies from English
ports. At the very moment when not
a pound of potatoes was finding its
way to the majority of tables in Great
Britain these foreign ships were tak-
ing away with them thousands of
tons.

Land transportation, while not in
the same emergent class as shipping,
entered the scheme of conservation
on account of the shortage of men,
and because trucks and engines had
been requisitioned for the use of the
army in France. This was effected
by reducing passenger service to the
minimum, and by organizing deliv-
ery so that the shortest route and dis-
tance was compulsory. For instance,
coal was brought to London only from
the nearest mines and by the short-
est line, the railways being brought
under Government control to a dis-
interested co-operation. One striking
failure to complete the simplification
of transportation was in the neglect
of the canals that cut England in
every direction. Whether this was
owing to their railway ownership or
to Governmental thoughtlessness is
not elear, but such bulky freight as
coal might have been poured into Lon-
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don by this means of transportation
without disturbing the material so
much in demand for quicker delivery.
The immediate need for metals and
explosive ingredients for war pur-
poses, as well as for other commodi-
ties hitherto imported, drove Eng-
Jand to measures never before con-
templated. The Explosives Depart-
ment of the Ministry of Munitions
was organized to assume the duty of
acquiring the necessary raw material
of explosives. Glycerine was early
placed on the controlled lists, and in
February, 1917, was further restriet-
ed to preparations of the British
Pharmacopeceia and to uses approved
by the Ministry. It was practically
eliminated from dispensing. In
March, the shortage being serious, a
special branch of the Explosives De-
partment was formed to take over
control of all fats, oils, oil-seeds, and
their products, including oilcake,
soap, and margarine. For the same
purpose the waste of camp canteens
and messes has been carefully col-
lected for more than a year. Since
one of the by-products in the manu-
facture of illuminating gas is a neces-
gity for explosives, the people were
urged to use gas where possible for
heat, light and power. The huge de-
mand for petrol led to the Govern-
ment resuming the long-interrupted
efforts to find oil in Great Britain,
and in order to prevent exploitation
the Crown assumed the exclusive
right to bore. Should petroleum be
discovered in quantity—and there
have been signs that point to success
—the submarine menace will be near-
er to solution than it has ever heen.
The same prospecting is being under-
taken for metals, although it is cer-
tain that only small supplies of in-
ferior quality will be found, lead and
zine comprising the bulk of British
possibilities. Copper was requisition-
ed in December, 1916, and its use for
manufacturing purposes forbidden.
The eontrol of petrol has been one
of the big failures of attempted con-
servation. For the first twenty months

of the war this control rested in the
hands of various inter-departmental
committees whose main anxiety—as
is the case in a hundred instances of
divided control in England—was
their authority and dignity. They
competed against each other in the
market and in shipping facilities and
fought in the application of their au-
thority even in war spheres. The Pe-
trol Committee which succeeded them
had not a petrol expert in its com-
position, and at its best was impeded
by a jealous Board of Trade. In dis-
gust it resigned, after a period of in-
adequate control and incompetent ef-
forts. Its suecessor has proved more
efficient. A different scheme has
evolved. The principal petroleum
companies have arranged a pool for
distribution and importation, under
the control of a Pool Board Petroleum
Supplies. Restrictions were early put
on petrol licences, and these have
been extended at various times with
the declared aim of cutting out pri-
vate consumption. Business firms are
allowed a certain amount for deliy-
ery purposes. Taxi-cabs, of \/hich
there were 8,287 in London alone be-

_ fore the war, were reduced to an al-

lowance of thirty gallons a month,
the most conspicuous result of which
was to encourage the drivers to br ak
the laws governing their serviee to
the public. And motor-buses, which
provide the popular means of trans-
portation in London, were seriously
curtailed. But the working of the
restrictions was glaringly lax and un-
fair. Petrol was wasted in the army
—sometimes used even for washing
the trucks. Taxis, which usually
carry but one passenger, were grant-
ed petrol which if supplied to the in-
terrupted "bus service would have car-
ried many times the number of pas-
sengers. Until recently there were no
restrictions whatever on the motor
luxuries of officers, every one of whom
of any rank has his own car and
chauffeur for running about Eng-
land. Day and night and Sundays
this indulgence was unlimited until
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the middle of 1917, and since then
its control has been evident only in
the replies of Government officers be-
fore the House of Commons. While
private licences were supposed to be
cut off in May, 1917, there is not a
minute of the day when any import-
ant street in London does not prove
that civilians still ride at their plea-
sure; and on Sundays the roads {ruin
London are still busy. In spite of
the repeated official denials that pet-
rol is granted for private use there is
the frankest display of such waste.
Even the social notes in the news-
papers speak of wedding trips and
visits to seaside resorts by motor, and
the procuring of supplies demands
but slight ingenuity. The greatest
obstacle to such a perversion of a
much-needed commodity is a price of
$1.17 a gallon established in Au-
gust, only twelve cents of which is
(Government tax. It is a detail of the
recognized principle of regulation in
Engand to reserve the privileges for
the rich.

The shortage of petrol has led to
the use of substitutes, but the fur-
ther prohibition of liquid substitutes
has confined the inventiveness of mo-
tor enthusiasts to the utilization of
gas.

Conservation of coal has been taken
up officially, not because of a national
shortage, but to save labour and trans-
portation. In 1915 the price was fix-
ed to prevent exploitation. In the
spring of 1917 there was in London
a severe shortage that bore heavily
on the poor, who purchase in small
quantities; and in the summer of that
year steps were taken to prevent a
repetition. A Coal Controller was ap-
pointed to arrange delivery from the
nearest mines and to equalize distri-
bution. The Board of Trade issued
advice to the people to purchase their
winter supplies early, but when the
orders poured in it was found there
was not the coal to fill them. It was
another instance of neglected prehm-
inary organization before urging t.he
public to action. The several in-
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stances of this which have occurred
have done much to discourage publie
co-operation in attempted conserva-
tion. The next step was to ration
the coal according to the number of
grates. A house with not more than
four grates was allowed two hundred-
weight a week, and the allotment was
detailed up to two tons and a half
for a house of more than fifteen
rooms. Every consumer using more
than two hundredweight a week had
to register. The Controller’s plan
was to work up to a five weeks’ stock
in the coal yards, reducing the allow-
ance as this quantity was reduced.
The difficulties of such a system of
rationing are obvious, since the ex-
tent of occupation of a house, rather
than its number of grates, determines
its consumption. There is, too, no
assurance that the rationed quantity
will be available.

One of the early materials to be
controlled was paper. Newspapers
were cut down to definite quantities,
based on their consumption during
the year before the war, and this
amount was further reduced in 1916.
Importation was in the hands of the
Government. The result was a dwin-
dling of size and a consequent in-
crease in price owing to the curtail-
ment of advertising space. The Times
rose by halfpenny stages to twopence,
and many of the halfpenny papers
advanced to a penny. In March, 1917,
posters over a certain size were for-
bidden, and tradesmen might not
send out catalogues or price lists ex-
cept on request. The newspaper con-
tents bill, a feature of street an-
nouncement in England, was pro-
hibited. By the last measure alone
it is estimated that 500 tons a week
are saved. In July, 1917, the War
Office arranged that, since the cas-
nalty lists could not longér be pub-
lished in the smaller papers, they
should be issued weekly to the hook-
stores for sale. A few days later
tradesmen were limited in their ecir-
culars and catalogues to a third the
weight of paper used in the same
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period of the year before. And the
whiteness of paper has been sacrificed
in order to save bleaching powder.

In the matter of wearing apparel
control was delayed as long as pos-
gible. Leather had first to be taken
in hand. The huge call for army
boots was eating into the available
supplies with disturbing rapidity,
and in March, 1917, the Government
took over all sole and upper leathers
suitable for army use, following a less
complete requisition of the previous
December. Civilian footwear immedi-
ately advanced. In June the Govern-
ment made arrangements for the sale
of old army boots at fixed centres,
with the stipulation that they should
not be patched but taken to pieces
for repairing other shoes. The ob-
ject was to prevent the scrapping of
gerviceable army boots. But shoe re-
pairs continued to rise so seriously—
soling advanced more than three hun-
dred per cent. from the period before
the war—that in September the Gov-
ernment. was forced once more to in-
tervene and release for civilian use
at fixed prices quantities of leather
suitable for repairs.

An Advisory Committee on Wool
Purchase was set up, representing the
various Government departments con-
cerned and civilian interests. It fix-
ed prices and preseribed uses. Wool
was not largely imported, but it was
deemed advisable to continue exports
as well as to supply home needs.
Standard cloth is now produced for
officers’ uniforms, and civilian wear
will probably be similarly controlled.
The manufacture of cotton has had
to be curtailed, although it is one
of England’s leading manufactures.
Blankets are in Government control
for army use and only such guanti-
ties released for civilian use as are
considered necessary.

All stocks of sawn timber in the
United Kingdom were taken over by
the Government in February, 1917,
and in July the Local Government
Board urged local authorities to for-
go the use of wood-paving for the
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period of the war. In January anas-
tigmatic lenses of defined focal
lengths were requisitioned. In Feb-
ruary the supplies of jute in the coun-
try were commandeered. In June
citizens were requested by the Board
of Trade not to waste glass recept-
acles of any kind. Metal spur, chains,
buttons and badges of rank on officers’
uniforms were abolished, leather spur
straps and buttons, and worsted
badges of rank taking their place.
Stone quarries were taken over in
July.

General prevention of waste and of
misdirection of effort was applied in
a score of ways. Building and pri-
vate motor-making were stopped. A
new Bill was introduced for the pre-
vention of corruption in Government
contracts. A department was set up
for the utilization of idle machinery.
In 1916 an Order-in-Council empow-
ered the Admiralty and Army Coun-
cil to regulate or prohibit transac-
tions in any article required in con-
nection with the war. No horse suit-
able for cultivation of land might be
sold by the land occupier without li
cance. To save fuel illuminated ad-
vertisements and lights outside shops
and theatres were prohibited in May,
1917. In extension of this principle
two of the large London stores closed
on Saturdays.

Of course, with all this evident
shortage there was profiteering. The
case of matches affords a good ex-
ample. These sold before the war as
low as three cents a dozen boxes. To-
day they are as high as thirty-two
cents, although the manufacturers in-
sist that not more than sixteen cents
should be asked the consumer. In
addition to their high price there are

“times when they cannot be obtained

at all, and the stores release to each
customer only a small box or two.
The Government, knowing there were
sufficient stocks somewhere, has taken
steps to control distribution. A pool
of manufacturers has been formed.
and orders will be taken only through
a Match Control Office in London,
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whiceh will be under the Tobacco Con-
trol Board.

In these measures of conservation
it was necessary at times to ignore
the claims even of allied countries.
France, being close at hand and Great
Britain’s source for much that might
be called luxuries, has suffered most
keenly. Fruit, wine, and silk were
the largest of these importations. At
various times all these products of
our friends aecross the Channel have
been either restricted or prohibited.
Protest has been made, and at times
mild reprisals applied, but common
sense has prevailed. In some cases
the protesting country yielded, in
others the restrictions were modified.
A general agreement between the two
countries was announced in Septem-
ber. By it England takes from
France goods of French origin, ex-
cept such as wood, motor-cars, ma-
chinery, gold, spirits, and ornamental
goods; and France has thrown her
doors open to everything but cotton
and woollen piece goods, soap, and
oils. The fact that England has the
Kuropean Allies almost completely
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at her mercy on account of her con-
trol of shipping is proof of the wis-
dom and justice of her treatment of
them.

The straits into which the war has
thrown Great Britain in the matter

- of material supplies are not without

their blessing. The people of the
small island which has dominated the
world for so many centuries are learn-
ing how luxurious and enervating was
their style of life among certain
classes, how much they can eliminate
without serious inconvenience-—even
with advantage—and how near they
were to losing valuable markets. The
necessities of war have developed an
inventiveness that was tending to doze
and have taught the wisdom of great-
er dependence on their own produe-
tions than upon those of other coun-
tries who appraise more truly the
value of industrial eminence in the
world’s markets. England after the
war will swing swiftly into the Eng-
land she can be, a resourceful coun-
try that need give precedence to no
rival in ecommercial as well as in in-
tellectual attainments.

The next article of this series is entitled ‘‘ The Enemy in England’’.

DECEMBER

By MURIEL ALBERTA MERRICK

DECEMBER’S shroud enfolds the murky meadows.
The sky is sullen and the earth is grim,

The trees like skeletons stand bare and shivering,
The year is waning and the light grows dim.

December’s soul is thrilled with mournful musie,
The wind is tuned to dirge-like melody,

Which finds an echo deep in human heart-beats,
And in our souls has touched a minor key.

In vain we try to hide our grief in gladness,

Our mirth is choked with sobs, the laughter dies,
The spirit of the month is masked in sadness,

We watch earth’s obsequies through tear-veiled eyes.
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England’s Transformation

BY THE REV. DR. NEWELL DWIGHT HILLIS

7ai7@IHEN the bell in the

W7 Vietoria Tower of the
2 Houses of Parliament
pealed forth the hour of
midnight on August 4,
1914, its reverberations shattered the
life and institutions that had become
familiar to the people of the world.
Six hours later, the morning rose up-
on a Berlin filled with joyful and
riotous citizens, who crowded the
drinking shops and beer gardens and
in an eestasy of delight drank—for
“The Day”, long expected, had at
last come. But over Great Britain
the sun rose upon a London that was
dumb, bewildered and unbelieving—
for England was organized_as exclus-
ively for peace and good-will as Ger-
many was organized for war and evil.
Looking eastward the English people
beheld a horizon black with war
clouds, and already thundering with
the roar of angry cannon. In that
moment London realized that a eruel
and merciless wild beast had beeq let
loose upon the world. The previous
day had brought a moment when
Great Britain might have stood aloof
from the war to her own financial
enrichment. That critical moment
ecame when Bethmann-Hollweg urged
England to remain neutral and turn
her face, while with mailed fist Ger-
many struck down Belgium, picked
her pockets, and looted France. Did
the German Prime Minister suggest
that England would find historical
precedent for neutrality in that priest
who passed by on the other side and
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left the man who had fallen among
thieves to take care of himself? Re-
member that a few swift steps carried
the priest away from all entangling
alliances or drain upon his purse.
The price suggested for England’s
neutrality was a glittering reward, in
that, by becoming neutral, England
could gain much gold by selling mu-
nitions of war to Germany. The re-
quest from Berlin held suggestions
like these: If Germany counts her
treaty with Belgium only “a scrap of
paper”, why should England not do
likewise? If the Kaiser thinks na-
tional honour weighs light as fea-
thers against military necessity and
rich loot, why should England not be
willing to sell her soul for the his-
toric thirty pieces of silver? To her
everlasting honour, England made in-
dignant refusal. Lord Grey’s an-
swer exhibits a great gulf that was
digged, separating England from
Germany, as an awful abyss always
separates righteousness from iniquity,
and Jesus from Judas. Great Bri-
tain declined to play fast and loose
with her treaty obligations. She hur-
ried a message to Belgium, saying
that, while she was entirely unpre-
pared for war, she would do the best
she could; and with that encourage-
ment, Belgium, like young David,
went forth with a sling against Go-
liath. Never was there a more un-
equal contest. During three days
Germany’s gray regiments had been
massing toward the eastern frontier,
and when they were within six hours
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of the battle-line Bethmann-Hollweg
telegraphed England that Germany
would respect the neutrality of Bel-
gium. So cunning and shrewd were
these telegrams to Brussels and Lon-
don that these two countries were de-
ceived into quietness, while Ger-
- many’s full hosts were assembling.
Their first stroke was like the stroke
of a thunder-bolt. Von Kluck’s big
guns annihilated Belgium’s defences.
The army of King Albert and Joffre
had been fighting more than a week
when England’s first one-hundred
thousand reached the Belgian line.
Then came the long days of retreat,
the falling back before Von Kluck
with his untold millions, until the
tired men of the Allies were within a
day’s march of Paris. Then it was
that Joffre sent forth the decisive
word: “Hold your ground, or die in
your place.” On August 25th, 1915,
the Allied soldiers struck with blows
of fire, while the whole world stood in
suspense and held its breath.

Upon that morning, on a hilltop,
from which with his glass the Kaiser
tried in vain to see the Eiffel Tower,

stood the German Emperor, wearing -

a silver helmet, drfessed in white vel-
vet, ready with his sons and his staff
to ride triumphantly under Napol-
eon’s Arch down the Champs Elysees.
Never was there more bitter discom-
fiture than the moment when the
Kaiser witnessed the breaking of his
own lines and found himself in flight
for safety. The decisive battle that
broke the advancing waves of the
Persians that threatened the civiliza-
tion of Athens as an army of grass-
hoppers threatens a wheatfield—that
battle when Charles Martel stopped
the eruel hordes of the Saracens—
was not more decisive than those early
September days that smashed the
(German army, drove it into trenches
for safety, built a wall of steel, while
the soul of France and England ex-
claimed: “Thus far and no farther!
Here stay thy waves of fretted fire!”
To this day the Germans cannot ex-
plain their defeat. More bitter than
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gall to the Kaiser is that hour when
he turned on Von Kluck and degrad-
ed him. The Kaiser played “with
those terrible iron dice” which Bis-
marck once used. If he won, Paris
and Petrograd, Brussels, London and
New York were to be his provineial
towns, and he would be the Twentieth
Century Caesar Augustus. If he lost
he might become an exile, a degraded
exile. If he won, his Potsdam palace
would be the capital of the world. If
he lost, he would perhaps in some lit-
tle village inn on the outskirts of
some Siberian town sit down with
Nicholas, unpack from a black oil-
cloth handbag the battered crown of
Germany. If he won, the day might
come when he would ride in tri-
umphal procession down Whitehall to
Westminster Abbey. But he did not
think apparently that if he lost he
might come to the prisoner’s dock.
For men with vision, already a scaf-
fold begins to loom up upon yonder
German horizon.

During the three most tremendous
years in human history, England
with quiet, stern determination has
gone forward, organizing her plan
to slay this wild and eruel beast that
was rending the white body of man-
kind. The unpreparedness of England
was a witness to her innocence of
responsibility for this war, yet that
unpreparedness brought down a
grievous tragedy upon her people.
The Kaiser sneered at England’s
“contemptible little army” of 100,000
men ; but what was far more discour-
aging was the fact that England had
no munition factories for equipping
a larger army. The task that con-
fronted Great Britain was the task
of organizing 40,000,000 of people for
the defence of the home land, and de-
struction of that cruel and merciless
beast let loose upon the world. Who
can describe the industrial revolution
that took place? Consider these facts.
The British munition works put out
as many “big shells in a single day
as in the whole first year of the war,
as many medium shells in five days
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as in the whole first year, as many
field-gun shells in eight days, as many
cannon in a week”. These munition
factories, with an average breadth of
forty feet, have a length of some
twenty-five miles, and all these build-
ings have been planned so as to be
turned into productive industrial uses
when peace returns. Nor must we
forget that England has increased
the output of steel from 7,000,000 to
10,000,000 tons, transforming this
steel into some 400,000 motors for
carrying munitions and supplies, in-
to argricultural implements for in-
ereasing her harvests, steel huts,
tanks, railway engines, bridges, and
everything that will help to bring
this conflict- to a triumphant issue.
During these three years also Great
Britain has made herself independent
of Germany. It was England that
invented the process of taking dyes
out of coal waste, and now England
is independent as to dyes and optical
glasses, while her former dependence
upon Germany for potash has been
ended by the discovery that is trans-
forming her industrial life. Few ex-
periences can be more inspiring than
days spent in the shipyards, arsenals,
factories of Great Britain, where men
and women, toiling at the forge, the
Jathe, the loom and the shop, have
converted their thoughts, their loyal-
ty, their love for humanity, into ma-
terial instruments that have built a
wall of defence around “this land of
such dear souls, this dear, dear land”.

Consider how the great war has
transformed England’s sailors into
heroes of war. Not the sailing of
Jason’s ship in search of the Golden
Fleece—not Columbus’s voyage of the
Santa Maria—nor the sailing of the
Mayflower — involved  adventures
more thrilling than these perils that
daily confront the two thousand five
hundred English ships that each week
meet with converging lines at some
one of the English docks. Every week
five thousand British ships eome to or
go from her harbours, while she has
lent six hundred ships to France, four

hundred ships to Italy. The ships
have carried eight million men to and
from her shores, and ten million tons
of war material. Within a few days
her great battleships swept Ger-
many’s fleet from the seas and shut
her great Dreadnoughts—costing one
billion five million dollars—behind a
wall of steel. England’s invinecibles
are before the Kiel Canal, behind
which Germany’s battleships hide—
just as an English bulldog is before
the weasel hiding in its hole. Mean-
while, her merchantmen are sailing
in perfect freedom all the seas, bring-
ing to the home land wheat from
Canada, meat from Chieago, cotton
from our sunny south, sugar from
Cuba, coffee from Brazil, corn and
hides from Buenos Ayres, tea from
China, silk from Japan, rubber, spices
and all manner of treasure from
India and Java and the isles of the
sea. “We will make every ship to
sail through the Irish Sea boiling
with hidden submarines,” said Von
Tirpitz last February; to which the
bronzed sea captain sneered, “Make
it boil like the cauldron of hell and
we will still sail home”—and they
have.

It is my good fortune to know a
purser whose ship was torpedoed in
the Mediterranean. After a few day$
in the hospital, he signed up on a
South African steamer. Torpedoed
again, and escaping on driftwood, he
signed up for an Atlantic ship. Side
by side with him stood a man who
had gone down with the Lusitania
and survived that series of murders.
Asked how he felt after the cannon
on the prow had flung its hot metal
toward a periscope, he answered: “If
they torpedo this ship, and every
liner, T will take to a freighter; and
if they torpedo all the freighters, 1
will go on a fishing smack; and when
that goes down, I will join one of the
little destroyers yonder—for Eng-
land shall be fed, and my children
shall not wade through this blood and
muck.” Germany was going to starve
England in April, then it was post-
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poned until July. When the Ger-
man people became bitter, and asked
why England was not starved, Ber-
lin announced that London would
gurrender the first of September, as
her people were dying in the streets.
The simple fact is that in any hotel
in London or Paris vou will obtain
just as good a meal for less money
than you will find in any American
hotel in New York, Washington or
Chicago. We all understand that a
German diplomat is a man who is
sent abroad to tell lies for his coun-
try, and there is not a single German
officer or soldier captured to-day in
France or Belgium who does not be-
gin his conversation with substan-
tially these words: “Well, you may
have captured me, but you have to
confess that your London and Paris
are both in ruins through our Zep-
pelins, and the English people are
starving to death in their streets.”
Meanwhile England’s blockade of
Germany is growing more and more
relentless. Her war against sub-
marines is every week more suceess-
ful; her shipyards are constantly in-
ereasing the number of vessels launch-
ed, and the munitions for France and
England are always on time—for the
vast web of England’s mind, and
heart, and will, enfolds the world,
securing not only the freedom of the
seas, but security for all her Allies.
The great war has transformed
England’s colonies and bound the
ends of the earth to the mother land
as with hoops of steel. The time was
when many statesmen believed Can-
ada, Australia and India would break
away from Great Britain. The Ger-
man spies in this country and in
London never tired of saying that
there would be civil war in Ireland,
rebellion in Ottawa, revolution in In-
dia, bloody streets in Sydney and Mel-
bourne. Berlin’s advisers in this
country have been a mindless, muddy
lot, in terms of thinking. “The Irish
will rebel,” said the Germans—and
an Irish regiment answered by smash-
ing through the Prussian Guards at

the battle of the Marne. “Canada will
refuse to give her men and millions™
—Dbut up in a library in Montreal, on
the evening of the day that Germany
declared war, a university boy of
twenty-one came home to dinner.
“Father, I am going to war.” “When,
to-night ?” “No; to-morrow morning.”
The next time the physician saw his
son was at Ypres, where Canadian
boys smashed the last German effort
to reach Calais and threaten British
shores. It is a stern condemnation
of Germany that her sons pour forth
mouthing words for the Fatherland,
yet not a regiment of Germans from
her African colonies ever went to the
front. She had hundreds of thou-
sands of sons in the coffee fields of
Brazil, but they never risked their
precious skins in a trench fighting for
militarism and autoeracy. Two and
a half years passed by, and German-
Americans who misrepresent their
fellows, who always defend the Kaiser
and deny any atrocities, some of
whom in Brooklyn, to this day have
never put out an American flag, who
hate every American who tells the
truth about the Kaiser, but will never
utter a word in condemnation of Ger-
man atrocities—none of these men
ever hired a sailing ship or a steamer,
during the long months when this was
possible, to sail around the North
Sea and risk their lives. Nobody ever
asked them to stay here. We were all
ready to speed their sailing, and sing,
“Why Should We Mourn Departed
Friends?” They were not willing to
die for Germany. On the other hand,
the men from the British colonies, at
the first sign of danger to the mother-
land, sprang to arms. I have seen
men at the front who talked Hindoo-
stanee and Bengali; men from Cey-
lon, whose language was the Tamal;
men from Madras, who spoke the
Telegu; black men from the Congo,
Dutchmen from the Transvaal, white
men from New Zealand and Anus-
tralia, the little peoples of Fiji, whom
England found cannibals and turned
into self-sacrificing citizens.
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At Ypres and Vimy Ridge and
Langemarck these men from the col-
onies put their bodies before German
spear-points and saved the day for
the Allies and humanity. New Zea-
land sent 130,000 men out of a mil-
lion people, while they subsecribed
$160,000,000. In one squadron ‘of
sixteen airplanes, the contributors in-
eluded British, Duteh, Armenians,
Chinese, Japanese, Malays, East In-
dian and Ceylonese. One of the first
telegrams that came to London on
the day that Germany declared war
came from the native Prince of Hy-
derabad, offering $2,000,000 and one
regiment. Few hours and scenes can
ever be so thrilling as the hours spent
in a camp where these men of India,
with their turbans of white and yel-
low and purple were drilling, and at
their head the old Indian Prince who
had sworn that he would not die in
his bed so long as the motherland
was in peril. Happy the mother
whose sons are willing to die for her,
in return for her self-sacrifice and
devotion. There are certain German
Americans—particularly three mer-
chants and two newspaper men here
in Brooklyn—who think that they
can kill the influence of every Ger-
man atrocity by asselpbling people
and talking on the crimes of Eng-
land. The time has fully come for
the people of Brooklyn to realize that
England is our ally, and that these
men are traitors to this Republic
whenever they are traitors' to Eng-
Jand. :

The three tests of a traitor to our
Republic are: First, he defends Ger-
man atrocities, German p!ots, ex-
plosions in munition factories, Ger-
man trickery and cunning in ‘Wash-
ington, New York, Mexwo, Buenos
Ayres, by going back into England’s
history and vilifying England, claim-
ing that ten or fifteen years ago Eng-
land wronged the Boers in South Af-
riea or the people of Ireland. See-
ond, having not a word .of criticism
of German atrocity, he bitterly hates
anybody who has the proof of these

unspeakable erimes. Third, he never
tires of insisting that Germany is
fighting for the freedom of the seas,
when in his heart he knows that for
scores of years there has not leen
one English port in the world that
has not been as open to a German
ship or merchantman as to a British.
Hundreds of people in this country
have been forced to listen to these
men vilifying America’s partner,
England, and this not alone in con-
versation, but in many kinds of pub-
lic meetings. Treason has many
forms, but treason toward America
is most perilous when it vilifies Eng-
land. These German Americans who
hate this Republic seem unable to
understand how to think in straight
lines. As to our commercial part-
nerships, no merchant will listen to
a man who seeks to undermine his
own partner. As to marriage, no
man ever permits another to secretly
vilify his wife. As to military life,
no Grant permits a soldier to vilify
Sherman and his regiments. This
Republic has formed a partnership
with England and France, to de-
stroy a lawless, merciless militarism.
General Haig leads one regiment,
General Petain leads another regi-
ment, General Pershing leads a third.
Whoever attacks the English regi-
ment, and vilifies it has committed
treason toward the American regi-
ment and the American people, and
should be tried and interned.
Strangest of all, these crass, stupid
men who are vilifying England, fo-

menting seditions in Ireland, cannot

even perceive that New York bas
safety for commerce, simply becanse
England’s battleships stand hetween
our harbour and Germany’s Dread-
noughts. But for England’s fleet
Germany would long ago have invad-
ed this country. England went into
this war to safeguard democracy and
defend our humanity. The Ameri-
can people have entered upon this
conflict because we believe that in
this partieular ecrisis England and
France were right in defending their
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treaties, the sanctity of frontier lines,
and the rights of the little Belgian
people, in the hour of crucifixion. The
fact that justice and reighteousness
in this crisis are with our Allies does
not mean that there were not bloody
hours in the old Russia, black chap-
ters in the history of the ancient
France and England. Many of our
Allies may have been quite wrong,
in former wars or years, before this
war, but that does not prove that our
Allies are not right in this one eritical
hour. Despite all machinations of
aliens, pacifists and secret enemies,
who are using subtle cunning and
secret trickeries and throwing end-
less dust into the eyes of the people,
the civilized world to-day is concern-
ed. with simply one thought—it is
the bounden duty of all righteous
men to unhorse this foul creature in
the German saddle, that with hoofs
of fire tramples down women and
children and ecrushes every sweet
growth in the garden of God. Who-
ever vilifies England, therefore, is
secretly plotting the betrayal of
America. Every ocean traveller
knows that to-day the Atlantic air
fairly snaps with wireless cipher mes-
sages. Perhaps our people will not
wake up until through these unde-
ciphered messages we suffer some
stunning calamity, But these men
who have access to all Associated
Press matter, and through their finan-
cial connections find out all the
secrets about munitions and the sail-
ing of ships, will probably bring
about the sinking of some of our
transports and the murder of thou-
sands of American boys on the way
to the Front.

There are multitudes of people
everywhere who are very indignant,
and who believe that the time has
come when not only one but all in-
stitutions of a social or political
charaeter should never again place
a room or invitation at the service
of certain German Americans who

seek a chance to vilify England, fo-
ment Irish bitterness, stir up dissen-
sion among Americans, and thus fet-
ter our Government and give aid and
comfort to our enemy. Let us take
upon our own lips the last words of
Demosthenes in his plea for Athens:
“And oh, eternal God, withhold the
wishes of these men. Breathe into
their souls, if possible, a better judg-
ment, and a nobler feeling; but if
they have sold themselves. to evil,
then let their wickedness be destroy-
ed. Follow them with barriers and
obstacles on land and sea; but to
those citizens who love the republie,
give deliverance from secret enemies
and grant up an everlasting peace
and safety.”

Several weeks ago we were in
Troye, or rather in the midst of the
ruins where Troye once was. Dur-
ing the winter the German colonel,
shot through the spine and helpless
as to his legs, had been cared for by
two aged French women. The time
drew mnear for the German retreat
and the shortening of the Hindenburg
line. Knowing that he was approach-
ing death, the colonel sent for the
village priest. Conscious of his in-
debtedness to the French women, the
dying man told the old priest that
orders had been given for the re-
treat, that dynamite was being placed
under every church, school, store,
house, barn, that axes would be lifted
upon every vine and tree, that every
bridge and road would be blown up,
and that these two aged women should
go away immediately. Foreseeing the
orgy of cruelty, lust and death that
last spring turned that vast region
into desolation, the dying man cursed
his country. I give you the words as
they were transeribed to me: “Curses
upon Germany for her ecruelty!
Curses upon my Government and my
army! Ten thousand curses upon
the Kaiser and Von Hindenburg.
Either God is dead, or Germany is
doomed.”

-



The Dark House

BY W. E. NORRIS

w1 I, of course, you're much
& too sensible to believe
| in ghosts,” said Lilian
Tighe, a little impat-
iently, to the fair-haired
young man v;'lhof ws:s
iding beside her along the frost-
:)tglllg](;lgroad. “T don’t know that I
exactly believe in them myself, and
1 don’t know that there are any in
the Dark House. What I do know
is that nobody has ever been able to
live in it for nearly a hundred years,
though plenty of people have tried.
Seen under the low, gray sky of an
exceptionally bitter Christmas Day,
the gabled, ivy-clad b\}lldlng to which
she alluded looked grim enough; yet,
ginece the trees which hemmed it in
were bare, it was, pe_rhaps, less mani-
festly deserving of its name than it
would have been at a more gen¥a]
season of the year. It had, so Miss
Tighe’s companion had just been in-
formed by her, ser_ved as a habitation
for many successive bailiffs on the
Harpledon estate until the tragedy of
whieh it had been the scene in the
early years of the last century had
rendered it uninhabitable by anybody.
The bailiff of that period, returning
home drunk from the‘ neighbouring
town one Christmas night, had sur-
prised his wife with a man whom he
supposed——wrongly, it was .sald—.to
be her lover, and whom he incontin-
ently brained with the heavy cudgel
which he was carrying. He then fell
upon the unhappy woman and so sav-
agely maltreated her that she suc-
cumbed to her injuries within a few
165

days. Ior these two murders he was
in due course hanged; but, legal ex-
piation notwithstanding, it was firm-
ly believed throughout the country-
side that his perturbed spirit never
failed to revisit the Dark House on
the anniversary of his erime.

“What did the people who tried to
live there see?” Harry Buckland in-
quired with a slightly ineredulons
smile,

Miss Tighe really couldn’t tell him.
She believed it was more what they
had heard than what they had seen
that had terrified them. “But no
doubt you would say that what they
heard was only the wind or rats or
something, and I’'m not in the least
eager to convince you that the Dark
House is haunted. 1 shouldn’t have
said anything about it if you hadn’t
asked.”

She spoke with some asperity; for
she thought Mr. Buckland was laugh-
ing at her, and she did not like to be
laughed at. Mr. Heyworth, who, to-
gether with a number of other young
men and maidens, was wending his
way to Harpleden Place from the
lake, where the whole party had been
skating, and who now drew up to
her side, did not laugh at her. He
said :

“When a man asserts that he does
not believe in the supernatural he
means, as a rule, that he hasn’t much
imagination. If we were to disbe-
lieve in everything that we can’t ac-
count for or understand, some of us
would have to doubt our own exist-
ence.”
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“Some of us have,” observed Buck-
land.

“And found salvation in cogitation,
ves. Well, if you were to apply your
great mind—I’'m sure it is a great one
—to cogitating upon the subject of
physical research, you might.end by
doubting whether anybody is quite
entitled to deny the existence of what
are popularly called ghosts.”

Mr. Heyworth was a rather offens-
ive person. So, at any rate, Harry
Buckland thought, and had some ex-
cuse for thinking. When you are in-
vited to run down for Christmas by
the parents of the girl whom you sec-
retly adore, and when you have been
looking forward for weeks to a happy
time with her, it is not very pleasant
to find a self-satisfied lawyer-fellow
buzzing round her all day and doing
his best to monopolize her. Nor, again,
is it pleasant to discover that this
interloper, educated by many winters
in Alpine resorts, is a champion skat-
er, whereas your own skill in that
particular art is no greater than per-
sistent lack of opportunity has allow-
ed it to become. Put Harry Buck-
land on the back of a decent horse,
and he would have had little to fear
from anybody’s competition; but
hunting being, unhappily, out of the
question, he had been driven to dis-
port himself on the ice with the rest
of the house-party, one result of
which had been provocation of Miss
Tighe’s irrepressible hilarity. Now
Harry, though as good-humoured a
youth as another, did not any more
than Miss Lilian herself enjoy being
laughed at; so that when she came out
with her ghost story, her hearer had
been less respectful than was his wont.
In any case, Harry owed no sort of
respect to Mr. Heyworth, to whose
impertinence he responded with a
vivaeity so out of place at a season
of traditional good-will that the con-
versation had to be diverted into other
channels. :

Conversations which were ecarried
on in Mr. Heyworth’s presence very
generally took the turn that that
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clever and adroit young barrister
wished them to take. It was he who,
in the course of dinner, reverted to
the subject of the Dark House, and
although nobody else wanted to dis-
cuss it—his host and hostess saying
plainly that they would prefer not
to do so on that evening of all others
—he suavely persisted. If his object
was to irritate one with whom he was
in more or less recognized rivalry in-
to speaking irreverently and derisive-
ly, he was successful. Even good Col-
onel Tighe, who liked Harry and did
not much like Heyworth, was not al-
together pleased with the tone of his
young friend’s remarks.

“Yes, yes, my dear boy,” said he,
“but T expect, when you get to be my
age, yow’ll be more chary of calling
things impossible. The fact is that,
in spite of science and philosophy,
we know deuced little about our-
selves and our surroundings. What
I do know is that many a man with
just as much common sense as you
or I possess has been scared away
from the Dark House. I tell you
frankly T wouldn’t spent to-night
alone there for a thousand pounds.”

“T’d do it for sixpence!” Harry de-
clared.

“Any advance on sixpence?’ in-
quired Mr. Heyworth blandly. <«If
not, I shall be charmed to pay Buck-
land that sum when he has earned it.
But I hardly think he will.”

“He most certainly will not,” said
Mrs. Tighe, rising. “Please let us
hear no more of this nonsense.”

But, of course, Harry adhered to
his offer, from which, indeed, as soon
as the ladies had left the room, it was
made difficult for him to recede. To
do so would have been tantamount
to admitting that he was afraid, and
afraid he was not, although he did
not in the least relish the prospect of
spending the night hours in an empty,
freezing house. Colonel Tighe, who
was very much annoyed about the
whole business, and who tried hard
to dissuade him, was at length pre.
vailed upon to let him have the key
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of the Dark House, reluctantly agree-
ing to say nothing to the ladi_es and
promising to facilitate his exit at a
later hour. :

It was not, as a matter of fact, un-
til nearly one o’clock that such facili-
ties eould be accorded to him. There
had been the usual Christmas romp-
ing and dancing in the meantime, and
he could not have retired earlier
without exciting remark. Lilian lin-
gered after everybody, except Harry

" and her father, had gone to bed. No
doubt she had an inkling to the form-
er’s intentions, for she looked rather
hard at him when she wished him
good-night ; but she merely remarked,
with a slight, ironical smile, that S!le
hoped his slumbers would not be dis-
turbed by any ghostly visitants.

1t did not seem at all likely that he
would have any slumbers to be dis-
tarbed. The Dark House, Colonel
Tighe told him, was practically un-
furnished. There might be a bed-
stead in one of the upper rooms. “In
fact, 1 believe there is. But I would
not go upstairs if I were you, T would
not, really. And look here, Buckland,
if anything should happen—some-
thing, I mean, that you felt you
couldn’t stand—don’t you hesitate to
come straight back here as fast as
your legs will carry you. Nobody
will think a penny the worse of you,
and I’ll take care that you shall be
let in at any hour.”

He himself let his adventurous
guest out, and on discovering that it
had begun to snow heavily, made a
final unavailing protest.

«1 gay, drop this tomfoolery and go
to bed, like a sensible fellow. Hang
it alll you didn’t bargain for a bliz-
zard. Why, you won’t even be able
to find your way to the infernal

cel”
ph;iut Harry, remembering Lilian’s
valedictory smile—upon which he had
placed his own construetion—was not
to be deterred. He had no great dis-
tanee to traverse, he could hardly mis-
take the direction, and he had bqen
supplied with lantern, as well as with
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a fur-lined coat. Thus equipped, he
did not fail to reach his destination,
though he slipped and floundered in
the snow more than he had expected
to do, and his hand was shaking with
cold when he thrust the key into the
lock of the deserted dwelling. Hav-
ing entered, he found himself in a
narrow hall or passage, on either side
of which was a room with a wide-
open door. One of these was quite
empty ; the other contained a wooden
table and a couple of kitchen chairs.
He took possession of the latter, light-
ed a pipe and wished he had thought
of bringing a book with him. For
the night, he knew, was going to be
desperately long, and sleep was out
of the question. It may, under fav-
ourable conditions, be possible to doze
in a Windsor chair, but scarcely when
you are the sole occupant of a house
which, haunted or not, is perishingly
cold. The wind, which had risen,
rumbled in the chimneys and shook
the ill-fitting windows ; but there was
no other sound to effect the young
man’s nerves, which, to be sure, were
steady enough. He did not in the
least anticipate hearing or seeing any-
thing out of the ordinary; he placed
ghosts in the same category with
fairy-tales, and could imagine no rea-
son why the spirit either of a murder-
er or of a murdered person should
wish to make his flesh ereep. Only
he did more and more keenly realize
every minute that he was making a
gratuitous fool of himself. What was
he going to gain from this absurd
vigil beyond the sum of sixpence and
a_highly probable ‘cold in the head?
He had undertaken it, of course, be-
cause Lilian had seemed to doubt his
possessing the requisite courage; but
what if she didn’t care a straw whe-
ther he had the courage or not? Her
behaviour during the evening had cer-
tainly suggested that she cared re-
markably little about him, and he
told himself resentfully that the best
thing he could do was to give up ecar-
ing about her.

While chewing the end of these de-
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pressing reflections, he made the dis-
agreeable discovery that he had used
his last matech. However, he had a
sufficient supply of candles to replace,
when necessary, the one in the lan-
tern, which he utilized to light a fresh
pipe, at the same time consulting his
watch and finding, to his surprise and
disappointment, that it was not yet
quite two o’clock. He had supposed
that it must be at least an hour later.

Two o’clock, he suddenly remember-
ed, was the hour at which the double
murder was believed to have been per-
petrated on that Christmas night of
nearly a century back; but the recol-
lection did not perturb him, and if
he shuddered it was only because he
was 80 atrociously cold.

“Now’s your time, spooks and spec-
tresses!” said he aloud; “I’'m wait-
ing for the show to begin.”

As if in instant reply to his de-
risive challenge there rang through
the house a long, wailing shriek, fol-
lowed by confused, inarticulate mut-
terings. Then silence, save for the
moaning wind, reigned once more.

Harry, it must be confessed, was
more than a little startled. There
could be no mistake as to what he had
heard; it was quite impossible for his
senses to have played him a trick.
Yet it was also impossible for vibra-
tions to have been set up and the
tympanum of his ear struck by any-
thing except some natural agency.
So, at least, he said to himself—
though perhaps he was not very sure
of it—as he shouted:

“Hullo, there! Come out of that,
will you!”

Receiving no answer, he debated
with himself for a few minutes whe-
ther he should search the house or
not. It was undoubtedly the right
and reasonable thing to do; yet he
was aware of a strong disinclination
to do it. Certainly a human screech
must proceed from human lungs; only
—he had heard the screech, and it
was very difficult to believe that those
four walls could contain any living
being besides himself. Moreover, he
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could not help remembering that Col-
onel Tighe had urged him not to go
upstairs. Perhaps, if the whole truth
must be told, he was beginning to be
a little afraid of what he might see if
he did. So he sat hesitating until
once more that wild, blood-curdling
scream rose, fell and died away, sue-
ceeded, as before, by what sounded
like muffled curses.

This time Harry could bear it-no
longer. As well face the worst and
have done with it, he thought, as re-
main where he was and wait for those
horrible noises to renew themselves.
Seizing his lantern, he ran quickly
up the creaking staircase, only to
find there was no indication of
human presence on the upper floor.
The doors of the four rooms which
opened out of it stood ajar; the rooms
themselves were vacant. He was turn-
ing away to pursue his investigations
at the back of the house when again
that eldritch ery rang out close to his
ear. An instant afterwards some- _
thing seemed to rush upon him from
behind, knocking the lantern violent-
ly out of his hand, and he was left in
total darkness. And he had no
matches! Had it not been for that
most unfortunate deprivation, he
might have defied his assailant, mor-
tal or spiritual; but, what can the
bravest of men do in the dark? What
Harry Buckland did was what in all
probability most of us would have
done; that is to say, that he groped
about for the staircase, was execeed-
ingly glad to find it, and descended
to the floor below as quickly as he
could.

Not that his situation was an envi-
able one when he had acecomplished
that much. He was without means of
procuring light; he was in a house
which he now had to recognize as pos-
sessed by weird, unaccountable forces,
and he was bound to remain in it for
fully five more hours. But was he
really so bound? He had been assur-
ed that nobody would think the worse
for him if he were to abandon what
had proved to be a far more nerve-
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shattering enterprise than Colonel
Tighe could have foreseen, and he
honestly felt that the altered condi-
tions were exonerating. He had un-
dertaken to spend the night in the
Dark House, not in a house which was
piteh dark, besides being intensely
eold and resonant with gruesome
shrieks. But then, he thought of Lil-
lian’s mocking smile and determined
to stand his ground if he had to die
for it.

Tt seemed to be quite on the cards
that he might die for or of it. The
fur coat in which he was wrapped
did not prevent his hands and feet
from being numb with cold, and al-
though he still tried to think that he
had been assailed by flesh and blood,
he felt inwardly certain that he had
not. With a stout heart, but shatter-
ing teeth, he held himself in readiness
for what might befall him, and the
strain of waiting in the unbroken sil-
ence was almost more trying than a
renewal of the dismal sounds over-
head would have been.

These did not recur; but at length
there fell upon his intent ear a sound
most unspeakable welcome—the turn-
ing of the front-door handle. A
stream of light came through the
aperture, and he darted forward,
never doubting that the good old Col-
onel had come to see how he was get-
ting on. However, it was not the
(olonel; it was Lilian, enveloped in
furs and white with snow, who almost
let the lantern which she was carry-
ing drop when he suddenly faced
her. .

“Oh, Harry,” she exclaimed, re-
proachfully, “how you frightened
me! What made you put the lights
out? How could you!”

In her agitation she was doubtless
unconscious of having addressed him

his Christian name; but it need
searcely be said that that eircumstance
neither escaped his notice nor dimin-
ished the joy with which he beheld
so unexpected a visitor. He explain-
ed hurriedly that he had had an acei-
dent with his lantern and that he had

brave as a whole den of lions.
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been idiot enough to use up all his
matches.

“But what brings you here at this
extraordinary hour?” he asked, hop-
ing, perhaps, to receive the answer
which, as a matter of fact, he did re-
ceive.

The girl honestly confessed that she
had been unable to sleep and unable
to endure the suspense of picturing
him all alone in that house of terror.
“It was my fault, too, for letting you
go. I knew you wouldn’t have gone
if I hadn’t in a sort of way dared
you to do it, and I felt that you really
must be released. So I woke up my
maid and told her to get me a lan-
tern and let me out.”

“Oh, but how splendid of you!”
ejaculated the young man admiring-
ly.
“Do you think so? I'm afraid
father and mother won’t. But I could
not help it!”

That is always a fairly conclusive
plea, and sometimes it may be a ver-
acious one. Perhaps Harry really
could not help embracing the intrepid
little lady; in any case, his adoption
of that course saved time and super-
fluous verbiage. What he was secret-
ly dreading throughout the exceed-
ingly happy period of five or ten min-
utes which ensued did not oceur; but
the inevitable question did, and, un-
willing though he was to alarm Ll
lian, he had to make avowal of his
experience,

“Oh, come away!” the girl cried,
shuddering, after she had heard him
out. “Come away from this horrible
place! You believe now—don’t you,
that it ¢s haunted 9”

“I believe that there’s something
very queer about it,” Harry admit-
ted; “but as for going away—well, I
undertook to stay the whole night
here, remember.”

“I forbid you to do anything so
crazy! Why should you? In order
to prove your pluck? But you never
would have stayed so long—and in
the dark, too!-—if you hadn’t been as
rn
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tell you this—if you remain, so shall
I; though I shall be hideously fright-
ened and it will be most improper,
besides almost certainly giving me my
death of cold. Now then!”

Thus menaced, the young man sur-
rendered. He may have reflected
that he had gained all, and a great
deal more than all, that he could have
hoped to gain by his adventure, and
it was in no very regretful accents
that he remarked, while they were
moving towards the door: “Well, it’s
the loss of sixpence—and prestige.
Your friend Heyworth won’t think
much of me after this.”

“As if it could possibly matter
what Mr. Heyworth thought of you!
—Mr. Heyworth, who never would
have dreamed of daring to do what
you have done! Besides, he’s a tire-
some, conceited bore, at best.”

“Yon didn’t seem to find him so a
few. hours ago,” Harry could not help
saying.

“To you perhaps 1 didn’t; but you
are so matter of fact. Anyhow, I did
find him a bore, and I’ve never found
him anything else. Please don’t let
us trouble our heads about him!”

They had, no doubt, pleasanter
subjects to discuss as they made their
way towards Harpledon Place. The
snow had ceased, and stars were show-
ing between the ragged-edged clouds.
Arm in arm, the lovers trudged across
the hardening white surface, and very
likely they forgot how cold it was.

As soon as they were well away
from the Dark House, Mr. Heyworth,
who had been watching them from
the top of the staircase, and who had
not missed a word of their colloquy,

struck a light.
“Not what can be called a complete
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success,” he soliloquized ruefully,
“though it has failed through no fault
of mine. I did that wail so realist-
ically that T made my own blood run
cold, and knocking Buckland’s lan-
tern out of his hand was a bold stroke
which was fully justified by results.
If he pretends that he wasn’t fright-
ened, he lies. But I’'m the vietim of
female inconsequence, like many an-
other good man and true. Had to
hear myself called a conceited bore,
too, and accused of not daring to do
the very thing T have done! Well,
well! Tt would be very, very pleas-
ant to enlighten them all to-morrow
morning, but I’'m afraid it would be
just a little bit too risky. Some peo-
ple’s perception of humour is so im-
perfectly developed. Better be call-
ed back to London instead, seeing
that I'm jolly well cut out with a
sixpence anyhow.”

He got out of the downstairs win-
dow, which he had broken in order
to effect an entrance, and in due
course reached the side door at Har-
pledon Place, where his patient valet
was waiting for him.

“Have you put a hot bottle in my
bed, Saunders?” he asked.

“I have, sir,” answered the man,
“and there’s a kettle on the fire and
whiskey on the table.”

“Right! Now, remember, Saun-
ders, if you ever breathe a word about
this to any living scul, T’ll kill you.”

“Very good, sir,” replied the im-
perturbable Saunders.

Presumably he obeyed orders; for
if there was ever a doubt as to the
Dark House being haunted, none ex-
ists to-day, and Harry Buckland,
when interrogated upon the subjeect,
can only reply that, unless his senses
are utterly untrustworthy, it is.

o P
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Canada, abdy 'Ome

BY WILLIAM BANKS

AUTHOR OF “WILLIAM ADOLPHUS TURNPIKE ", ETC.

G BERT EDWARD

¢!l TOWNSEND  arrived
#) in Canada from KEng-
{(I land with his wife, their
four children, and a
deep-rooted belief in the
superiority of all things English over
everything else in the world. Because
he did not fear work he had no dif-
ficulty in obtaining emgl_oyment in
the big saw-making establishment in
Pleasantside; the only manufactqry
in the village. Here his very English
accent and his height, five feet four
inches, subjected him to a good deal
of chaffing, even from a number of
old countrymen who had not long pre-
ceded him as immigrants. There was
less of fun in the chaffing as the dgys
sped on, and Albert Edward persist-
ently preached the excellence of Eng-
lish methods in the making and test-
ing of saws. The climax was reached
at the luncheon hour one day when
Billy Henderson, who topped Albert
Edward by several inches, and out-
weighed him by twenty pounds,_ ir_l-
terrupted the Englishman’s eulogistic
monologue with a sneering, “Dry up,
vou sawed-off broncho; you make me
;ick.”

Laughter, in which Albert Edward
did not join, greeted the remark.
The Englishman’s eyes narrowed as
he asked of a fellow worker, “Wot
does ’e mean ?”

“Well, he ain’t exactly throwing
bouquets at you,” was the answer.
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“No,” said Albert Edward quietly.
He took off his coat and vest, and
walked over to Billy Henderson, who
grinned at him derisively.

“When you sye things to me, *En-
derson, sye ’em nicely,” said Albert
Edward.

“Go to blazes, y* runt,” snapped
Henderson.

Smack! The blow delivered by the
Englishman’s open hand on Hender-
son’s cheek jarred and surprised the
bigger man, who, however, promptly
pulled off his coat and squared up to
his attacker.

As the men ecrowded -excitedly
around the antagonists a quiet Scot’s
voice said, “Five to one on th’ wee
un”.

A chorus of laughter and jeers
greeted the remark, but some of the
scoffers took up the offer.

Albert Edward smiled broadly.
“Put a fiver on f'r me, Scotty,” he
called gaily. “We’ll settle it later.”

“Done,” said Don McPherson, the
Scot, quietly. “An’ Il help tae see
fair play. Robertson, Hanley and
Jephson, gie me a haund tae let th’
fichters hae elbow room.”

It was a hot fight, with all the skill
and punch on one side, and it lasted
just five minutes, at the end of which
time Billy Henderson cried quits. His
eyves were so swollen that he could
hardly see, his cut lips were adding
theirs to the stream of gore that was
flowing from his nose, his body was
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sore and his breath almost gone. “I’ve
had enough,” he said frankly, “and
when I call you ‘broncho’ after this
I’ll smile. Will you shake hands,
Albert Ed—I mean Bert—may I call
you that?”

“You may, old top. ’Ere’s me flip-
per, an’ a bit of me ’eart goes wiv
it,” said Albert Edward, hereafter to
be known as Bert. “I’ll show yer ’ow
to use yer ’ands proper, too. That’s
where yer weak.” FEven the betting
losers among the onlookers cheered as
the late combatants shook hands
heartily.

Don MecPherson, squaring up ac-
counts with Bert later, had little to
say about the fight, and about as
much as to his winnings. But as he
placed his share of the money care-
fully in a string-necked pouch he re-
marked dryly, “Artillery, A’'m think-
in,”) p
“Right O! Black Watch?”’

“Gor’r’dons.”

“Good ’uns, too,” said Bert warm-
ly, and, after a pause, “It’s a wye we
’ave in th’ army.”

“An’ th’ lads whae followed us
11 see tae it aye bein’ th’ way,” added
McPherson.

In time Townsend became less as-
sertive as to the merits of the old
land, its customs and its workers. He
occasionally admitted, grudgingly,
that in some things Canadian work-
men were not “arf bad”. Six years
after the day of the fight he was a
foreman in one of the departments
at the saw-making plant, reliable,
steady, and the proud possessor of a
small but substantial house. His chil-
dren were doing well at school, and
developing a spirit of sturdy Cana-
dianism, and the unfailing readiness
of his wife to aid all the children
and mothers of the neighbourhood had
won for her appreciation and respect,
where once there had been laughter
at and some mockery of her acecent.

And then came the war. ;

Townsend swore five years off his
age and enlisted in the company rais-
ed in Pleasantville as a contribution

to the first Canadian contingent for
overseas. IHe raged furiously at the
decision to limit the size of the con-
tingent, and reverted to some of his
old-time ecriticisms of Canada and
the Canadians.

“Don’t run th’ country down,
Bert,” said his wife. “It’s a grand
place, and th’ people ’ave been good
10 08,

“Why shouldn’t they?” shouted
Bert angrily. “Don’t we own ‘em
and th’ country, too?”

“That’s ’ardly the wye to put it,”
she answered. “Seems to me as ’ow
they’re doing th’ ’ansome.”

“?Ansome, me neck,” retorted Bert.
“They ’orter tyke ev’ry men as °H
’list. They’ll be arskin’ f’r ’em soon.
This ain’t goin’ ter be no picnie.”

“But th’ old country don’t want
any more yet, Bert.”

“’0w do we know? We got nothink
to go on but wot th’ pypers ’ere sye,”
was Bert’s closing argument.

Neighbours commisserated with
Mrs. Townsend ; some even urged that
she should seek to have Bert secure
his discharge on the ground that there
were scores of young unmarried men
willing to enlist, but she would not
admit that there was any good reason
for considering their proposals. “It’s
me as knows something abaht th’ wye
e feels,” she told them. “’E served
’is time in th’ army, an’ if he ain’t
tooken hoverseas ’e’s li’ble to start a
mootiny right ’ere.”

To Bert she always showed a smil-
ing face, but it did not deceive him.

“Don’t tyke it too ’ard, old lydie,”
he would say, “yer ’11 be all right;
what wiv th’ pay, an’ th’ patriotic
fund, an’ Bill”’—their oldest boy—
“will be a ’elp. It wouldn’t be right
fr me to be outer this fight.”

Bert’s former military training, his
willingness to use it to aid his com-
rades, his accent and his strange mix-
ture of English and Canadian slang
and phrases, made him a great fav-
ourite with the company, and espe-
cially with the native-born Canadians,

-y
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to whom the discipline and drill were
at times irksome.

The company, a unit in a county
battalion, had its first experiences of
camp life at Valcartier. These seemed
like unhappy dreams to all the men

within a few weeks, they sailed
for England, confident that they
would soon be in France and in
the thick of the fighting. Instead,
they were condemned to spend weary
months in training on Salisbury
Plains, a name indissolubly associated
in the memory of all the first Cana-
dian contingent men with the words
“pain and mud”.

Private Albert Edward Townsend,
whose eyes had been suspiciously
moist when he again stepped on Eng-
lish soil, was at first vehement in his
explanations and excuses for the wea-
ther conditions. But soon even his
buoyant spirits began to droop under
the steady external soaking, for he
was a temperate man and did not try
to combat the moisture from the skies
by imbibing too much moisture from
bottles. He poked his head out of
the tent, which he shared with sev-
eral comrades, one morning when an
unusually heavy rainfall was mak-
ing more liquid still the already float-
ing mud, and cried, “Lorluvme, wot a
climate !”

To the sarcastic shouts-of, “It’s
English, it’s English,” from his Cana-
dian pals in the tent, Bert answered

_humouredly, “It must ’ave
changed since I useter live ’ere. Now,
in Canada—"

«Three cheers for Canada!” shout-
ed his comrades. Bert joined in
heartily, and then went on, “Now, in
Canada yer can generally bank on th’
weather bein’ fine for sev’ral dyes ter-
gether. But this do beat me.”

Thereafter he became an ardent
and zealous apostle, and “Canada”
was the burden of the message he
preached to whoever would listen.

2
!

The regiment was one of the first
from Canada to get into the firing
line, with an English county regi-
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ment in close proximity. Bert was
soon on familiar terms with many of
the men, and to them he preached
with burning enthusiasm the glory of
his adopted country. He found eager
audiences as a rule, but some scoffed
at his glowing word-pictures of “th’
land of hopportunity”. To these his
answer was usually, “Wyte till yer
see these ‘ere Can-i-dian pals o’ mine
in a real haction; yer’ll never rest
then till yer gets to Canada, and
once yer gets there yer’ll wanter stay
—if yer ain’t afraid o’ work.”

St. Julien gave Bert and his Cana-
dian pals the opportunity they sought,
and truly the glory of that action
shall never fade. Of the Pleasantside
men forty were killed or wounded,
and Bert was among the latter; “Seri-
ously”, said the cable that brought
the news.

Mrs. Townsend maintained a cheer-
ful attitude. ‘“’E ain’t dead; that’s
one comfort,” she said, “and as soon
as ’e can do it, ’e’ll send me a line.
So long as ’e can come back ’ere we’ll

- not ’ave very much to ’oller abaht.”

It was two months before she got
a message direct from him, a cable-
gram, that read: “Left hand a goner.
Coming home soon. Sergeant Bert
Townsend, V.C.”

Then Mrs. Townsend wept for joy
and pride in the achievements of her
man, and grief for the hand that was
“a goner”,

That afternoon the manager of the
saw plant, accompanied by the editor
of the local weekly newspaper, each
waving a copy of a metropolitan daily
newspaper, rushed into the Townsend
home.

“Have y’ seen The Daily Express?”

they demanded eargerly of Mrs.
Townsend.

“No, sirs; but—”?

“Bert! It’s about him,” shouted
the manager.

“‘Led remnants of regiment when
all officers had fallen,’” the editor
read.

“‘Despite serious wounds,’” the
manager quoted.
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« ‘Rescued several men, and insist-
ed upon their wounds being attended
to before his own were dressed,”” the
editor was reading again.

“Awarded the Victoria
shouted the manager.

“Pinned on his breast by the King
himself,” they chanted in unison.

“R didn’t tell me that part,” said
Mrs. Townsend, whose eyes were shin-
ing with delight. “I wonder if "Er
Majesty was there?”

She showed the visitors the cable-
gram, of which the editor took a copy.
He also obtained from the family
album a group photograph of Bert,
Mrs. Townsend, and their children,
and from the lady herself all the de-
tails he could think of asking regard-
ing the winner of the V.C. The two
men finally left, after telling Mrs.
Townsend that the reeve had already
cabled congratulations to Bert in the
name of the municipality, and that a
public reception to the gallant sol-
dier was being arranged, the manager
adding that Bert should never want
for employment.

Cross,”

Sergeant Albert Edward Town-
send, V.C., came back to Pleasantside
with his left arm in a sling and his
face rather pale. Before the cheer-
ing crowds at the railway station he
kissed his wife and children many
times and cared not who saw that his
eyes were tear-dimmed and his lips
trembling. In the park grounds,
where the formal welcome took place,
Bert was presented with an illamin-
ated address and a purse of gold. He
blushed furiously while the address
was being read, and squirmed un-
easily when the local member of Par-
liament, the reeve, and other cele-
brities made speeches in eulogy of his
valour and the honour he had brought
to Pleasantside and Canada.

At last he was called upon to speak,
and he had to stand for many minutes
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before the crowds tired of cheering
him. When they were ready to listen
some of them giggled and laughed as
he began his address.

“Go to it,” said Bert smilingly,
“ave a good laugh at me haccent, I
don’t ecare. I’m too hold to be cured.”
The erowds broke in with cheers here.
Presently he was able to resume.
There was deep sincerity in his thanks
for the greeting they had accorded
him, and very soon they began teo
understand that, acecent notwithstand-
ing, here was a soldier and a man
speaking straight from the heart.

“In th’ eity in th’ old land where I
was brought up, they did me proud
after I got th’ V.C.,” he said. “Of-
fered me a job on Heasy Street fer
life. It was temptin’. But d’yer
know why I didn’t tyke it. IT’11 tell
yer. It was th’ hattainments an’ joys
’ve realized ’ere. I syes to “em,
‘Thank ye, nmo. When this serap
started I came three thousand miles
t’ get into it, an’ most on ’em as come
on th’ boat wot brought me was Can-
i-dians. They dropped all they ’ad in
a land where any man wot’ll work ’as
a grand chance, an’ they ’iked across
th’ seas to fight £r th’ hold mother
just out o’ sentiment like. Since I’ve
lived in that land,” I syes, ‘I’ve been
able to buy a ’ouse 0o’ me own, with
enough land f’r a veger-table garden,
an’ I couldn’t ’ave done that ’ere in
a thousand years. An’) I syes, ‘my
kids’ll be able to go through college
if they wants, an’ asso-ciate with th’
best in th’ land if they keep strite, as
me an’ my missus knows they will.
No,’ T syes, ‘there’ll always be a warm
spot in my ’eart for this ’ere city an’
its people, an’ for th’ hold mother-
land. But I’m goin’ back,” I syes, ‘to
where th’ weather is one thing or
t’other ’r a fairish length o’ time to-
gether, back to a land where there’s
room an’ a chance for all; back to
Canada, my ’ome.””
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SOLDIERS' REPRESENTATIVE IN THE ALBERTA LEGISLATURE

‘ pioneers whose struggles
/g\i\,; and achievements have
il been sketched in the ear-
lier articles of this series
were women who had attaineq to the
autumn season of harvest ripeness.
Their work had reached co'mplet\on,
so far at least as human ben_lgs.ma;v
claim completion even of a lifetime’s
k.
tasBut this last on our list of pathfind-
ing women, though secure as any In
her right to the title of pioneer, is .al-
most at the first turn of her un‘trled
road, and, though she has achieved
much, is still at an age when she—
and others for her—may look for-
ward to the future as a land of prom-
lseI.\diss Roberta Catherine MacAdams
is the third daughter of.Mr. Rob?rt
MacAdams, formerly editor of 1 he
Sarnia Camadian. She was born in
Sarnia, of Scoteh-Irish lineage, her
father being Irish and her mother
Qeoteh. Her eldest sister is the wife
of the Honourable W. J. Hanna, the
Dominion Food Controller. One of
her brothers, Captain Johnston M.
MacAdams, is, like herself, on active
service. He went overseas with the
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34th Battalion and has been for two
vears in France. He is now attached
to the Third Brigade headquarters.

Miss Roberta MacAdams obtained
her early education at the public and
high schools of her native town. Leav-
ing school, she led for some years the
life of a girl at home, helping her
mother with the housekeeping and so
forth. Presently, however, she decid-
ed to take up the normal course for
teachers of domestic science at the
Maecdonald Institute, Guelph. Enter-
ing the Institute in the autumn of
1909, she completed the two years’
course with first-class honours, “break-
ing previous records in many depart-
ments”. She distinguished herself
especially in English, a subject to
which much attention is given there.
She passed the English examinations
of the first and second years of the
University of Toronto, and carried off
the English prize offered by Professor
Wrong. An editor’s daughter, she
edited the school magazine, and was
chosen by her fellow-students as class
president,

Later on she took a post-graduate
course in the higher branches of
household science at the University of
Chicago. Before this, in 1911, she
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went to Edmonton to take up work
under the Department of Agricul-
ture, as organizer of Women’s Insti-
tutes. This obliged her to travel far
and wide through the Provinece and
brought her into touch with all sorts
and conditions of people. Thus she
was enabled to gather knowledge at
firsthand of the kind of life actually
led by different groups and classes of
immigrants.

She tasted for herself something of
the discomforts of living in sparsely-
settled distriets, when, as frequently
happened, she had to spend a night
at some roughly-conducted “pioneer
hotel”, or to take a long drive across
the prairie, perhaps in bad .weather,
in a rude country conveyance. More
than once on these trips, she had the
exciting and dangerous experience of
being run away with by a team of
bronchos.

On one oceasion she spent some
days amongst those strange people
from Russia, the Doukhobors. She
also “visited the Mormon settlements
and was much interested in the in-
dustrial efficiency of the Mormon set-
tlers, and the apparent contentment
of the women with the Mormon sys-
tem, as conducted in Alberta, where,
if the peculiar matrimonial system of
Mormonism is practised, it is conceal-
ed so carefully as not to be observed
by an outsider”. Everywhere she
met with a cordial reception, finding
“the women of the foreign settlements
most anxious to learn what they could
of Canadian cookery and Canadian
household methods generally”.

Miss MacAdams did some work for
the Schools of Agriculture, then be-
ing organized, and also taught in the
short course schools (conducted by
the Government) on subjeets connect-
ed with the values and preparation
of foods.

During the last two years of her
sojourn in Alberta, Miss MacAdams
filled the position of supervisor of
household arts in the publie schools of
Edmonton—a branch of the -educa-
tional work of the city, which it fell
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upon her to organize. Curiously
enough it has happened that at many
times in her life and in several differ-
ent lines of work she has been so much
of a pioneer that, as she puts it, she
has had “to make her own duties”.

After the outbreak of the war, Miss
MacAdams volunteered for serviece
overseas, and was appointed dietitian
to the Ontario Government Hospital.
In the early spring of 1916 she sail-
ed for England with the sisters at-
tached to the new hospital, which was
stationed at Orpington, a little coun-
try town in Kent, some ten or twelve
miles from London. It is interesting
that, when this hospital was arrang-
ed for, it was stipulated by the On-
tario Government that it should not
be for the benefit of Canadian cases
only, and often but a small propor-
tion of the patients occupying its
2,000 beds hail from the land of the
maple.

Here again Miss MacAdams had to
begin at the beginning, by organizing
the household staff. She has the over-
sight of the hospital kitchens and of
the preparation of all foods used in
the establishment, including the man-
agement of special diets required for
difficult cases. Because she has the
position of sister in the hospital she
is often erroneously described as a
trained nurse. This is not surprising
as there are at present few trained
dietitians in English hospitals, and,
like the nurses attached to the Cana-
dian Army Medical Corps, Miss Mae-
Adams holds the rank and receives
the pay of lieutenant.

Her hands were more than full
with the duties and responsibilities of
her position and she had no thought
of adding to them by becoming a ean-
didate for election to the Alberta
Legislature until long after the list of
male eompetitors for the votes of the
thirty-eight thousand soldiers and
seventy-five sisters from Alberta had
reached most formidable proportions.
Only those on active service were eli-
gible as candidates or voters, but no
less than seven lieutenant-colonels,
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MISS ROBERTA CATHERINE MACADAMS

one major, five captains, one lieuten-
ant, four non-commissioned officers
and three privates consented to stand.
Nevertheless, Miss MacAdams was
urged to allow herself to be nomin-
ated.

The request came first by telephone.
Startled by the suggestion, she refus-
ed. But, declining to take “no” for
an answer, several of her would-be
supporters hurried down from Lon-
don, and at last persuaded her to
change her mind. =

It was a unique political contest.
Ordinary electioneering .methods_ of
meetings and speech-making were im-
possible, for the constituents were
seattered throughout England and
France, in hospitals, camps and the
trenches of the firing lines, and so

- Miss MacAdams confined herself to a
single effort to reach and interest the
Albertans on active service. She sent
out what is surely one of the shortest,
simplest and most effective elthIOI.l-
eering documents ever issued. It is
adorned with the charming portrait
of Miss MacAdams in the sister’s
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dress, here reproduced, and contains
less than a hundred words. This is
its plea:

“Soldiers and nurses from Alberta,
you will have two votes at the forth-
coming election under the Alberta
Military Representation Act. Give
one vote to the man of your choice
and the other to the sister. . . . She
will work not only for your best in-
terests, but for those of your wives,
mothers, sweethearts, sisters and chil-
dren after the war. Remember those
who have helped you so nobly through
the fight.”

Miss MacAdams’s nomination
forms, which were only completed a
quarter of an hour before the lists
closed, were signed by “one officer,
one non-commissioned officer, and
eighteen Tommies”.

The balloting began on the sixth
and ended on the sixteenth of August.
The votes were counted at the Al-
berta Government Offices at Charing
Cross, and the results were not made
known till well on in September.

The candidate at the head of the
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poll was Captain R. Pearson, of Cal-
gary, an official of the Young Men’s
Christian Association at the Front,
who was often called “the fighting
parson”. Though formerly general
secretary of the Young Men’s Christ-
ian Association in Alberta, he had
been a combatant and was in hos-
pital, wounded, when he was asked
to stand as one of the active service
candidates. He obtained 4,286 votes
of the 26,600 cast by the 17,000 men
and women who exercised their pri-
vilege of voting.

“The Sister” came a close second
with 4,023 votes. Naturally her elec-
tion aroused much interest amongst
the suffragists of England, as she was
the first woman to be elected an M.P.
on the soil of the British Isles. She
was not, however, the only or the first
woman to be elected to sit in the Al-
berta Assembly, for at the general
election held in the Province in the
previous spring, Mrs. McKinney, a
lady strongly identified with the tem-
perance cause, was elected for the
constituency of Claresholm, and she
has the distinetion of being the first
woman legislator of the Dominion.

It is notable, as Miss MacAdams
pointed out to one of her numerous
interviewers, a representative of ‘the
London Times, that the military elec-
tors “chose both their representatives
without any reference to polities”. No
doubt many a party -consideration
fades into utter insignificance under
“the fierce light” of the battle fires.
“We both stand as the soldiers’ and
sisters’ advocates,” she said. “We
have no special grievance, but we
shall have to face the same problems
that you will have to face here after
the war—to find employment for the
returned people without any hardship
to those who have been carrying on
in our absence. We have no geo-
graphical electoral district at the mo-
ment; we stand for the fighting ex-
iles.”

“The election was probably the first
ever conducted without speeches,”
she added, “and it was very inex-
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pensive. A few shillings for postage,
and a small sum to the printer for
the little election bill, was all it cost
me.”

Though she did no canvassing for ~
herself, a number of Alberta ladies,
living in London, worked hard to
secure her return, and altogether a
very great deal of interest was shown
in this remarkable election. Féted,
congratulated and interviewed to a
degree that must have been wearisome
to a busy woman, Miss MacAdams’s
personality and her modest statement
of a quite comprehensive platform,
made a most favourable impression.
The representative of the staid Man-
chester Guardian described her as
“the most charming parliamentary
candidate that England has ever
seen”, but the lady herself regarded
her success as “a vote of confidence in
the Canadian Army Medical Corps”,
as many did not vote for her per-
sonally, but “for the sister”.

The experience gained whilst work-
ing for the extension of the admirable
scheme of Women’s Institutes has evi-
dently not been driven out of her
thoughts by her newer experiences
of war-time service. According to a
report in The British Journal of
Nursing, she declares: “I shall work
for the pension scheme for our sol-
diers, and I shall put my best efforts
into plans for placing soldiers on the
land when they return to Canada.

Miss MacAdams is one of the grow-
ing number of people who believe
that there is a need in our Parlia-
ments for the help of women, for the
oft-repeated reason that while men
are likely to think, to a great extent, -
in terms of money, women tend rather
to think in terms of human life. But
no one recognizes more clearly than
she that “men and women have work-
ed together and are still working to-
gether in this war for victory and
o when peace comes, we must
work together just as closely so as to
make Canada a place where every
willing man and woman—and their
children—shall have a fair chance”.



A NEW DEPARTMENT OF PEOPLE AND AFFAIRS

R. FRANK D. MOORE,
whose clinic was the
most largely attended
of all the clinies held in
connection with the re-
cent great Clinical Con-
gress of Surgeons at Chicago, was
reared on the sand dunes of Ballan-
trae. Ontario, where in winter he at-
tended public school and in summer
earned as much as twenty-five cents a
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day working on the farm or in the
local store. Sometimes the work in-
cluded hauling produce to the rail-
way station for shipment to Toronto.
But all this time he was an inveter-
ate reader. His favourite books were
biographies of Napoleon, Lincoln, and
Garfield. Tmpelling forces drove him
to larger centres, and in various
Canadian cities he worked at what-
ever was available, but always with
a yearning for something better. The
study of medicine became a possi-
bility through his connection with a
firm of pharmaceutists, and towards
that end he directed all his energies;
in brief, he attended lectures and com-
pleted his course in medicine at the
College of Physicians and Surgeons
of Chicago, and at the same time sold
drugs to Chicago druggists. But drugs
did not satisfy him. On graduating
he received a fellowship in pathology
in his alma mater, and then for sev-
eral years, with eminent success, he
practised medicine in Chicago. But,
after all, he bent towards surgery.
He went to Berlin and Vienna, and
took post-graduate work at all the
important hospitals of Europe, ad
well as at the Johns Hopkins Hos-
pital, of Baltimore, the University of
Chicago, and the New York Post-
Graduate Hospital. He is a fellow of
the American College of Surgeons, one
of the professors of surgery and elin-
ical surgery in the School of Medi-
cine, University of Illinois, and a
member also of the staff of University
Hospital.
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DR. CHARLES K. CLARKE

DR. CLARKE, PSYCHIATRIST

1 HE recent appointment of Horace

L. Brittain, B.A., Ph.D., as tem-
porary Superintendent on the staff
-of Toronto General Hospital, consti-
tutes the sequel to the resignation
which Dr. Charles Kirk Clarke, med-
ical superintendent of the hospital,
offered the Board of Directors in No-
vember of last year. This has never
been accepted. On the contrary, after
an economic survey has proved that
he has administered the affairs of the
institution at the lowest per capita
cost of patients managed by any other
hospital on the continent, of equal
standards, he is relieved of those
duties which he found most burden-
some.

“I’m tired of being held responsible
for the lost chicken,” he said, half-
drolly, on being questioned last year
as to his reasons for retiring.

From the age of seventeen he has
occupied responsible positions in the
. public service. When ready to go up
to the University of Toronto from th.e
high school in Elora he chose medi-
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cine as a career and was invited by
the illustrious Dr. Joseph Workman
to join the staff as clinical assistant on
the staff of what was then called the
Provincial Lunatic Asylum (1974).
After filling minor offices in similar
institutions he accepted the superin-
tendency of Rockwood Asylum for
the Insane, at Kingston, Ontario, in
1885, at the age of twenty-eight. Dur-
ing twenty years of residence there he
accomplished a remarkable work of
reconstruction in developing his scien-
tific theories and humanitarian ideals
in the care and treatment of the in-
sane. His ideas, in fact, and methods,
which one appeared almost utopian,
are to-day those commonly accepted
throughout the civilized world in the
treatment of the insane. He went to
Europe in 1907 as Royal Commis-
sioner to study and report on contin-
ental methods in psychiatry, return-
ing with a deepened conviction of the
vital importance of an early diagnosis
in mental diseases, with a view to
curative treatment. In 1909, while
superintendent of the Provincial Hos-
pital for the Insane, he opened a small
psychiatrie clinic in connection with
the Toronto General Hospital. This
beginning of his plans was success-
ful, but brief, the building being de-
molished when the foundations of the
new hospital were laid. In April,
1914, as medical superintendent, he
revived this clinie in connection with
the social service department of the
hospital. The first, and as yet the
only one of its kind in Canada, the
clinic. has developed to remarkable
proportions, with the assistance of
Dr. Clarence Hincks, who recently
was appointed psychiatrist to the
Board of Health.” Its fame has cir-
culated throughout Canada and pa-
tients are sent to it by many soeial
organizations. More than 3,000 cases
have been diagnosed and treated in
this one elinic.

Dr. Clarke’s services to medieal
education have been signal, also. In
1908 he was appointed Dean of the
Medical Faculty of the University of
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Toronto in recognition of this fact,
and in his time has been instrumen-
tal in extending the course from four
to five years, and again to six, the last
extension to take effect in 1918, The
university is thus maintained in re-

" speet to medical education fully the
peer of any in the world.

Dr. Clarke’s professional achieve-
ments have by no means filled his life,
which is rounded out with manifold
and delightful interests, in the fine
arts, particularly musie, in which he
is an accomplished amateur, and a
widely-read critic; in studies in na-
tural history, particularly ornithology
to which he has made notable con-
tributions; in athletics, in which his
influence has been thoroughly whole-
some and wide-reaching.

The Dean could never, even with
fewer gifts, have belonged to the
Bruhminical order in science or any
other thing. He stands for all hu-
manity, universally interested and
universally interesting.

L
w

1SS GRACE BLACKBURN is a

newspaper woman and a poetess,
if that is not too much of a paradox,
and among her admirers are many
who regret that her work is given ex-
clusively to a city daily. They would
like to see her in a larger sphere. She
writes editorials, travel sketches, dra-
matie eriticism and verse. The Rev-
erend Robert Norwood, himself a
poet, accords Miss Blackburn first
place in the Canadian poetic world.
Her free verse has been the most ap-
preciatively received, at least it has
brought her the widest recognition.
And hand-in-hand with her success
as a writer, she has acquired an envi-
able reputation as a lecturer and an
interpreter of her own work. Before
several of the clubs in New York city
and elsewhere, Miss Blackburn has
recited her “Chant of the Woman”,
and always it has won her the sincere
plaudits of her audiences. “Not for
the poem itself,” the author of it mod-
estly tells you, “but for the cause it
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MISS GRACE BLACKBURN

represents; your cause and my cause;
the world’s cause—the cause of the
woman.” ;

But “Christ in Flanders” is the
favourite—among her literary chil-
dren. A ecriticism of it in so small a
space would savour of artistic im-
pertinence, but the last few lines
might be quoted as an example of the
exquisite whole:

But the wound in her side, the deep, deep
heart-wound

Is the wound of all wounding; slowly it
bleeds far inward!

Feet, hands, side!
woman!

The Christ had none other.

Five wounds has the

Miss Grace Blackburn is one of sey-
eral gifted sisters. She has travelled
extensively and has looked upon the
world with wide-open, keen-seeing
eyes, and this breadth of vision shows
in her work. That it makes her a
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MRS. W. M. DAVIDSON

delightful companion and conversa-
tionalist goes without saying, and an
afternoon spent in the Blackhurn
home is an afternoon to be appre-
ciatively remembered. The atmos-
phere is different from that outside,
different from the tiresome and com-
mon-place; yet it is not heavy with
obvious learning and stilted high-
browism. By no means! There is
nothing there to appal the unlettered
or crush merriment from the frivol-
ous. Ome finds extreme simplicity
and much entertainment. In fact, so
great is the cleverness of the entire
family that the visitor does not real-
ize it, and leaves with a feeling of
delightful self-satisfaction at having
done so brilliantly. One is apt to
overlook the circumstances that in
that atmiosphere one gathered many
gems of thought with which to stud
an otherwise sombre day.
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A YOUNG CAMPAIGNER

D ID you ever stop think what an
7 important effect “ifs” have had
upon your life? Tf you had not hap-
pened to look in that old box—and
if you had not mislaid that partieular
paper—and if grandfather had not
made that grotesque will!

Well, if.a certain E. Haydon, of
St. Thomas, Ontario, had not grasped
courage in both hands and answered
an advertisement in a Medicine Hat
paper, and if E. Haydon’s offer to fill
the post of general reporter for that
paper had not been aceepted at tong
range by the editor, then the editor
would not have fallen into a comatose
state lasting several moments when
a slip of a girl walked into his west.
ern office as claimant for the position.
The editor had thought throughout
the correspondence that “E, Haydon”
was a man.

If the editor had not been very
much in need of a general reporter
perhaps the rest of this sketeh might
never have been written, but he did,
and Ethel Haydon, who had heen
broken in to do almost any kind of
work on the little St. Thomas paper,
joined the staff. When she left it to
take over the editorship of the wo-
man’s page of The Morning Albertan
in Calgary, it was acknowledged that
no one ever did the work better, if as
well. s i
If Miss Ethel Haydon had not gone
to Calgary, she perhaps would not
have met the owner of that paper,
and naturally she would not have
married him. But she did both, and
as Mrs. W. M. Davidson she did not
lay her pen away in lavender with
the wedding-veil. She continued to
write. She was one of the prime mov-
ers in the formation of the Consum-
ers’ League, and she worked untip-
ingly in connection with the Free Hos-
pital Campaign which has been waged
all over Alberta. But of greater in-
terest was the part she played last
vear during the spring session of the
Alberta Legislature. Mrs. Davidson
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went to Edmonton to report the pro-
ceedings for her husband’s paper.
Her work, as usual, was so excellent
as to attract attention, and being keen-
ly alive to every possible source from
which strength might be drawn, Prem-
ier Sifton asked Mrs. Davidson to do
some campaign work for him. She
consented and spoke in the interests
of the Sifton Administration at Cal-
gary and several other places, and it
is especially noteworthy that althbugh
her husband was running for the
Legislature, she did not introduce his
cause, but confined herself to speak-
ing on the good work accomplished
by a progressive Government. Mrs.
Davidson may be said to be the first
woman in Alberta to campaign in the
interests of the Provinecial Legisla-
ture, with the exception of Mrs. Me-
Clung, whose work contained various
elements of dissimilarity, and Mrs.
MeKinney, who spoke in her own in-
terests.

M.
"

Everybody along the street stops
to look at Arthur Mark MecElhinney
when he shoots by in his unique little
aero-sled. This vehicle is his own
invention and was built entirely by
him. Its mechanism is of the sim-
plest, and its motor power is amaz-
ing. Sixty miles an hour is not its
limit by any means.

Unlike many contrivances of some-
what similar nature, the aero-sled
contains nothing in the way of teeth
with which to grip the snow and ice.
[t skims along the surface on its three
runners, with a powerful propeller
high at the back, resembling that of an
aeroplane. It is a much more satis-
factory conveyance, says its inventor,

ARTHUR MARK MCELHINNEY
And his Aerosled

than an auto-sled, of which many
kinds have been built. notably for use
in the different Polar expeditions,
Young Arthur McElhinney is not
a mechanical novice. He has built
numerous automobiles, one scarcely
larger than a comfortable arm-chaifg
and he has sailed gaily about in many
a boat of his own ma ing. :
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THE SOUL OF A BISHOP

By H. G. WeLLs. Toronto: Macmil-
lan Company of Canada.

7 OPENED this book at
)} the place where “works
by the same author” are
noted. There was a page-
ful of them, all neatly
arranged in their respec-
tive divisions by the publisher. I look-
ed across the study table. “How does
he do it ?” I asked. “It’s like a second
Everyman’s,” was the response.

We don’t like to say it. It sounds
hackneyed. But it is true. Mr. Wells
is writing too much. One imagines
him sitting so many hours—regular
hours—a day before a long-suffering
typewriter, regularly handing out
sheets to his secretary, who as regu-
larly mails them to the publisher. It
won’t do. Not that a man might not
write as many books as Mr. Wells
writes and have them great; it has
been done. But it is very doubtful
if Mr. Wells can do it. It is doubtful
if his peculiar type of genius can
stand it. His genius is not quite rich
enough.

All this apropos “The Soul of a
Bishop”.

The book has a kind of thinness
about it. Ome has the sense in read-
ing it that it was written in a vacuum.
The bishop is without a local habita-
tion, and the name, despite the fact
that a name is given him and his in-
dustrial district, is described in a few
phrases as well as any industrial dis-
trict has ever been described in mod-
ern novel-writing. Everybody in the
- book speaks with far-away voices. It
is all as attenuate as vapoury dreams
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in cold impalpable places. This in
Mr. Wells damns him. Because if
not a modern of the moderns dealing
with the realities of the world, the
flesh, and the devil, he is nothing.
Even when most free in his imagin-
ings he has always been gloriously
cluttered up with the earth. In this
book then he comes near to a nega-
tive result. The visions of the bishop
in the book, upon which so much of
it seems made to turn, nauseate the
twentieth-century mind. A religious
experience that comes out of a vial
containing a liquid that is honey gol-
den against the light simply won't 2o
with the modern. What in :h2 world
made Mr. Wells do it one cannot ima-
gine. It ruins his book just at the
point where it seems to touch achieve-
ment. The young doctor to whom the
bishop goes in his mental and spirit-
ual and physical (he has been longing
for weeks for a cigarette) distress be.
gins by giving the bishop a bit of
philosophy that may well be the sav-
ing of the modern religious situation
and—ends by being a benighted medi-
cine man. The descent is so startling
one wonders if one can possibly have
missed a big reason for it. None be-
ing found, Wells seems convicted of a
tremendous literary laziness in the
making up of his plot, or of some
mental lapse as unaccountable gag
those occurring when a strong keen
brain suddenly weakens to entertain
“notions” or illusion. If Mr. Wellg
has really had an “experience” in the
department of the religious, as his
book, “God the Invisible King”, seems
to indicate, one hopes that this which
he makes the crux of his latest book
is not suggestive of its nature.
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But “The Soul of a Bishop” has a
greatness beyond its failure. No one
will read it without wondering about
religion. Miriam’s question, “Daddy,
I know I’m stupid, but are we still
Christians ?” will stick.

It is as if Mr. Wells had just dis-
covéred religion—and this may in-
deed be the case; many modern men
and women are living apparently very
well without it—and, being of an ob-
servant and analytic turn, he d_lscov-
ers anomalies and compromises in the
existing types of religions as they are
organized. A Buddhist priest rings
his bells, and an Anglican bishop
droning his collects, yes, indeed, and
a Methodist parson crossing his legs
behind his pulpit and folding his
hands and shutting his eyes in the
“long prayer”—these all present their
element for pity, ridicule and scorn.
Mr. Wells is a copious dispenser of ?Il
three. But when he has done with
the anomalies and compromises, an.d
shams, it may be, of organized ecclesi-
astical religion, what does he do with
religion? It is felt that Mr. Wells
should do something. But he lea_ves
his bishop strangely at a loss, talking
nebulously with delirious gestures
about God, or arguing within himself
in a beautiful golden haze of words
about “the Kingdom”. This is no
worse than the church at her worst,
and much short of the church at her
be?l"tile prophets achieved their ancient
power through their elemenj:al con-
ereteness. Jesus had a precise indi-
cativeness about Him that we hf_xve
only evaded—and that by a hair’s
breadth—by turning the whole N_ew
Testament topsy-turvy and talking
about “Eastern hyperbole” and “ﬁg-
urative language”. H. G Wells is
naive and delightful in his “God th.e
Invisible King” when he by hls_ obvi-
ous implications includes himself
among the prophets. Bpt he mlg}}t
better have made it priests. He is
not, after all, concrete enough to be
a great prophet. He is giving us,
after all, in his latest book of his re-

ligion as the priest gives it, with mys-
tification and indirection. He is elud-
ing issues and shelving the problem.
He knows with conviction much that
is the matter with ecclesiastical re-
ligion—what man with his eyes open
doesn’t—but he knows, after all, with
conviction not so very much that is
well with religion.

And yet, confound it, we like this
Wells anyway. He ends his book with
this paragraph. Reading it, can one
help liking him after all, and paying
him a tribute due to sincerity and
forthmindedness, even if it is some-
times intermixed with what seems
tawdry, and belonging to the tyro, if

-not the charlatan?

‘“So far as one can know God,”’ he said
presently. For awhile he remained frown-
ing at the fire. Then he bent forward,
turned out the gas, arose with the air of
a man who relinquishes a difficult task.
‘‘One is limited,”’ he said; ‘‘all one’s
ideas must fall within one’s limitations.
Faith is a sort of ‘tour de foree’. A feat
of the imagination. For such things as
we are. Naturally—naturally—one per-
ceives it clearly only in rare moments.
That alters nothing.’’
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An énthology of the New Verse. New
York: Alfred A. Knopf.

OF‘ all the volumes of so-called

“free verse” this is the freest. It
is edited by Alfred Keymborg, who
is himself a poet of this new style, if
the words “new” and “style” have in
this instance any proper meaning. It
is a volume of American verse, and to
the hundreds of persons interested in
free verse it should prove to be of un-
usual interest. It contains examples
of many of the most widely-known
exponents of free verse in America,
among them Mary Aldis, Ezra Pound,
Walter Conrad Arensburg, Skipwith
Cannall, Mary Carolyn Davies, Doug-
las  Goldring, Alice Groff, Orrick
Johns, Hester Sainsbury, Carl Sand-
burg, Adolf Wolff, and a score of
others. Mary Aldis has first place,
with “The Sisters”, which is about
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four sisters who live together sewing
“on garments for the church sewing
society” :

We never meet,

My three old sisters and I.

We never look into each other’s eyes,

We never look into each other’s souls,

Or if we do for a moment

We quickly begin to talk about the jam,

How much sugar to put and when.

We run away and hide like mice before
the light.

We are afraid to look into each other’s
souls,

So we keep on sewing, sewing.

In “Olives” Orrick Johns has this
_stanza:

Blue undershirts

Upon a line,

It is not necessary to say to you

Anything about it—

What they do,

What they might do . . . blue undershirts.
Skipwith Cannell considers things

that need cleansing when in “Ikons”

he places these lines::

I have been all wrong from the beginning.
I will re-create myself,
I will be right.

But I’'m in too great haste to pluck lice
away.

And then Robert Carlton Brown
puts what one would hope is the last
touch :

Fly speck,
You are such a neat, tidy, unimportant
Little thing
That one hates to take offence
At sight of you,
Or mention of your name.
But you irritate me
With your polite little airs of decency,
Why don’t you grow up
And be something?
Even a fly speck
Can aspire to be
A manure heap.
¥*

THE NEW JOAN

By KarueriNe HALE. Toronto: Me-
(Clelland, Goodehild and Stewart.

BROCHURE of poems by this
gifted author always {s‘welcome,
especially during the Christmas sea-
sons. Her “Gray Knitting” is recall-
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ed by thousands of readers, and this,
her latest, is likely to prove even more
successful. The contents are songs
mostly of women’s work, but there is
a “Christmas Song” for soldiers,
which begins,

Christmas! Is it merry?
‘“Smokes the bully-beef!’’
Not one blood-red berry,
Not one holly-leaf,

and ends,

Though all earth be broken,
Two things live above,

These—God’s ancient token—
Quiet stars—and Love.

Stars for life’s last reaping,
Stars in heaven’s bright dome,
Love for your safe-keeping,
Love to lead you home.

3t

TWO GREAT ANNUALS

“The Boy’s Own” and “The Girl’s
Own”. Toronto: Warwick Brothers
and Rutter.

MANY parents who always see that

“The Boy’s Own Annual” is on
the list of Christmas supplies for the
home have overlooked the important
fact that there is a companion vol-
ume, “The Girl’s Own Annual”. The
first is too well-known to require any
commendation here, but a word might
be said for the other colume, which
is designed to instruct, interest and
amuse the girl who has not passed out
from her teens. It is quite as valu-
able as the volume for boys and quite
as desirable in every home where
there is a little daughter to appreci-
ate it.

S
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COMPTES RENDUS

By J. Y. BucHANAN. Toronto: J.
M. Dent and Sons.

H ERE are found in one volume the

seientifie observations and reason-
ings of one who has studied and ex-
perimented with natural phenomena.
in many parts of the world. While it
is a scientific book, for scientists, it is
popular in style and can be read with
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interest and profit by the average per-
son. The first chapter treats of re-
cent Antarctic exploration. Then fol-
low papers on ice and brines, steam
and brines, ice-grains in glaciers, ice
and its natural history, solar radia-
tion, eclipses, ete., with essays of a
different character on “The Power of
Great Britain”, “And the House of
Commons ?’, “Lord Milner and Im-
perial Scholarship”, and “History in
Handy Volumes”.

S
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THE BOY’S KING ARTHUR

Edited by Sidney Lanier. Abridged
edition, with illustrations by N. C.
‘Wyeth. Toronto: The Copp, Clark
Company.

HESE inspiring tales, taken from
T Sir Thomas Mallory’s history of
King Arthur and his Knights of the
Round Table, are here charmingly
told for boys by a charming and fam-
ous writer. For pure romance and
chivalry nothing in the whole scope
of English literature compares with
these beautiful tales. The best of
them, those of Arthur, Launcelot,
Tristram, Gareth, Galahad, Percival,
and the Holy Grail, are in this book,
amd the illustrations by N. C. Wyeth,
all in colours, help to make a most at-
tractive volume.

3

SONGS OF OUR MAPLE SAP-
LING
By ANNIE BETHUNE McDouaaLp, To-
ronto: The Musson Book Company.

M R. W. D. LIGHTHALL, in a
foreword to this brochure, says
of “War Debt”, which appeared first
in The Canadian Magazine, that “F_ew
poems of womanhood quite so moving
have ever been written”. The other
two poems in the brocl.mre are
“Langemarck” and “St. Julien, April
922nd, 1915”. Inspiring in theme and
fine in rendition, these two poems ex-
cel the ordinary patriotic outburst.
‘We quote the last stanza of “St. Jul-

ien”:
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Oh! dripping, blood-red maple leaves!

The glory of your passing

Is as the glory of your native hills in
autumn,

Where your parent tree

Hath struck its roots deep into freedom’s
soil,

And nourished by the dews of Empire,

Will bud, and bloom, and bring forth yet
more maple leaves,

To stain them red, in that age-long stream

That ever hath dyed the path of liberty.

The cover design, maple trees
fronting an open window, through
which can be seen the wooden crosses
of a soldiers’ graveyard in France, is
the work of Mrs. G. G. S. Lindsey.
The proceeds from the sale of this
brochure will be given to the “Sol-
diers’ Comfort Fund” of the Imperial
Order Doughters of the Empire, at
Montreal.

;\(‘
THE LOST PRINCESS OF 0%

BY Frank Bavm. Toronto: The Copp,
Clark Company.

T HIS latest of the famous Oz books
for children is the story of the
sudden and mysterious disappearance
of the Princess of Oz of the great
and elaborate efforts that were made
to find her, of the wonderful adven-
tures that befell Dorothy, Betz Bob-
bin and Trot, the three girls who liv-
ed with the Princess in the palace, as
well as the Patchwork Girl, Captain
Bill, and many others. It is one other
real contribution to the library of
imaginative literature for children.
P

MRS. HOPE’S HUSBAND

By GeLETT BURGESS. Toronto: S. B.
Gundy.

THIS is the story, amusingly told,

of a man who as “Mrs. Hope’s
Husband” is the life-partner of a
celebrity, a woman who has been made
famous by writing a popular novel.
The husband, a successful attorney-at-
law, bitterly but silently resents the
attitude of indifference that every-
body takes to him when his wife is
about, and in order to regain his self-
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respect and the respect of his wife,
which is waning, writes a successful
novel himself, but uses a nom de
plume. His wife, never suspecting
the author to be her husband, opens
a correspondence, and the result is
that she falls in love with “John
Irons”, a man she believes she never
has seen. But when she does discover
that “John Irons” is her husband she
sees for the first time the virtues of
her husband and falls madly in love
with him.
L

BEYOND

By Joun GarsworTHY. Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company.

H IGH BOHEMIA as it is known

in London receives in this fine
piece of fiction a mild castigation.
The novel, apart from its revelation
of the love affairs of “Gyp”, herself
the result of the love affair of a mar-
ried English woman and a retired
English officer, not her husband,
draws a comparison of home life and
Bohemia, much to the diseredit of the
latter. The plot, if such it can be
called, is simple. As is characteristic
of Galsworthy’s work, there is no

mystery, as mysteries go in novels,

but the reader’s interest is held by
the personality of the actors and the
attractiveness of a series of episodes.
Gyp, living with her real father, after
her mother and the man who sup-
posed he was her father have died,
has as an adopted daughter all that
an indulgent and rich English gen-
tleman could give her. She is not
wilful, and although she has had
many advantages, she knows but lit-
tle of life, with the result that while
she and her father are staying at
“Wiesbaden, she becomes seriously in-
terested in a professional violinist
named Gustave Fiorsen. After she
returns to London Fiorsen follows
her.

The spell which he has cast over
her increases, and at length, contrary
to her father’s wishes, she marries
him, although she really does not
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know him. The marriage, like many
of its kind, is bitterly disappointing.
Her husband, like many celebrities,
is brutally intolerant, and soon she
and he engage in extremely unpleas-
ant scenes. She discovers that she
never really loved him, and that Bo-
hemia, for which she had imagined
she was destined, was not her natural
habitat. Soon she falls actually in
love with another man, but discover.
ing him_in the company of a pretty
cousin, in suspicious circumstan
she accuses him of the worst that
might have happened, disbelieves all
avowals of innocence and declines all
offers of reconciliation. Perhaps hep
experiences have hardened her. In
any case the book reveals some of the
absurd fancies that beset the un.
sophisticated and the pain that fol.
lows indulgence.

.
"

THE TRIAL OF SIR ROGER
CASEMENT
Toronto: The Canada Law Book Com-
pany.
E VEN in these days a hanging in
England for high treason is
enough to make one stop and think,
Sir Roger Casement was arrested by
Irish police on the Kerry coast, near
Tralee Bay, on April 16th, 1916, and
on Oectober 3rd of the same year he
was hanged in Pentonville prison. In
his case the law was carried out quick-
ly and certainly, and yet the trial,
reported as it is in this book, is of
unusual interest and importance, not
only to lawyers but to lay readers as:
we]l. For twenty-one years Casement
was a romantic, even a mysterious fig-
ure, in the British consular service,
and yet, although he was knighted by
one King and de-knighted by another,
almost nothing is known by the pub-
lic about his private life or affairs,
This book has to do only with hig
crime of high treason, his trial, and
his appeal to the Court of Criminal
Appeal. It is based on the notes taken
by the Government shorthand writ.
ers, and is verbatim, except the pas-




THE LIBRARY TABLE -

sages of a purely formal character.
It has been read and approved by
Viscount Reading, the Lord Chief
Justice, who presided at the trial, and
by his colleagues, Mr. Justice Avory
and Mr. Justice Horridge, as well as
by Mr. Justice Darling, who presid-
ed at the Court of Criminal Appeal.

3%

MIXED COMPANY
By Doueras D. KeNnepy. London:
T. C. and E. C. Jack.

ERE is a new kind of tramp

story, or, rather, a new set of
tramping experiences. Jack London,
as a writer, took to the old-fashioned
way of tramping—riding on the
bumpers or on the roof if nothing
better could be procured. But this
tramp, being a student of human na-
ture as well as a cripple, sets out,
with the assistance of a friend who
wheels him about in a chair, to fiddle
his way into the hearts and pockets
of the people he meets here and there
all over England. It makes interest-
ing and entertaining reading and
gives one a new view of trampdom
and pedlardom. It tends to bear out
the claim in the foreword that it is
a true narrative.

£

KING COAL

By UptoN SiNcLAIR. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.
F it is still true that omne-half of
the world does not know how the

other half lives, it is also a fact .that

the reading half is being provided
with increasing opportunities for ﬁ1_1d-
ing out. A book like Upton Sinclair’s

“King Coal” leaves little to the ima-

gination. It gives a picture of the

lives of the coal miners, in the closed
eoal camps, which bears truth upon
the face of it; a sordid, dreadful
~ truth, but a truth which, once known,
is capable of infinite improvement,

That these things are so, but that they

need not be so, is the clear message

of the book. :
A young lad, Hal Warner, son of a
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coal magnate, fresh from his college
course in sociology, decides to see
how theories work in practice, and
goes into a coal camp as a tender of
mules ,and later as a “buddy”—the
unskilled helper who assists the miner
in loading up his eoal. The condi-
tions which he finds in these isolated
and capital-governed camps form the
material from which Mr. Sinclair has.
built up a strong story. It couldn’t
be a pleasant story, but it is intensely
human and interesting, and above all
it has an air of being quite unexag-
gerated and true. Its grim tragedy
is lighted, as almost all human tra-
gedies are, by gleams of htumour, and
by a very real hope that already
these things are beginning to belong
to the past. Light is being brought
into the dark places, and even the
coal barons will soon he unable to
shut it out. Mr. Sinclair makes no
secret of the fact that the struggle
will be a long and bitter one. It is
not only good laws that are needed.
Many excellent and life-saving laws
are already in existence, but what is
wanted is the power and the spirit
to see those laws enforced. When
that is done, when the law-enforcers
are no longer bought-men of the coal
companies, many of these abuses will
cease to exist. Then, such horrors as
that of closing the mouth of a mine
upon entombed miners and delaying
their rescue for fear of a fire which
may burn up some of the company’s
coal will become forever impossible.
It is the conscience of the country
which needs awakening, and few bet-
ter ways can be thought of than the
wide reading of a sincere and fair-
minded book such as “King Coal”,

3%

A CANADIAN TWILIGHT
By BERNARD FREEMAN TROTTER. To-
ronto: MecClelland, Goodchild and
Stewart.
HESE poems of “war and of
peace” are all their author, who
was killed in action in France last
May, was able in his brief literary in-




BERNARD FREEMAN TROTTER
Author of “A Canadian Twilight”

terval to leave behind him. He had
many marks of the real poet. After
his sublimely pathetic poem “A Cana-
dian Twilight” was publisheéd in The
Canadian Magazine shortly after the
beginning of the war, it was reprint-
ed in newspapers all over the Do-
minion. It is a genuine poetic out-
pouring, and we find something of
the same sure touch in other places
thronghout the volume, for instance,
in the second sonnet of the sequence
entitled “To Esther”:

I thought to-day, how, long and long ago,
Upon the beach at Santa Barbara,
And in the marble moon-washed pergola,

And up the canyon pathways treading

slow,

We talked of England; and in words aglow
With the strange magie of that mighty

name
Planned how, as pilgrims to the shrine
of fame,
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To our loved poets’ England we would go.
Ah! happy dreams! but you will never
stray
On Wordsworth’s hills, listen to Shel-
ley’s lark;

And I, who thought no sterner part to play
Than pupil-idler, go with naked sword—
Cry: ‘‘Take and use!’’—to England

grim and stark,
Holding the pass ’gainst a
horde.

barbarian

Among the many books of verse of
recent publication here we find the
real essence. We commend the hook
on its sheer merits. Two of the poems
alone are worth its price, if a thing
so vulgar ean be considered where the
muses dwell.

S
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THE BOY SCOUT
By Ricuarp HarpiNng Davis, Toronto :
The Copp, Clark Company.

HIS is a book of stories that make

a direct appeal to boys. It in-
cludes a number of the author’s fam-
ous tales, especially “The Boy Who
Cried”, “Blood Will Tell”?, “Gal-
legher”, the immortal, and “The Bar
Sinister”, one of the most deservedly
famous of all dog stories, including
even “Rab”, “Bob, Son of Battle”,
and “The Call of the Wild”.

K
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—A number of volumes of new
verse by Canadians are offering for
the Christmas trade, some of which
we should like to notice at greater
length: “An Ode on the Canadian
Soldier Who Fell at Ypres”, by
Warneford Moffatt, (London: Simp-
kin, Marshall, Hamilton, Kent and
Company) ; “The Shell”, bound so as
to represent a shell, by A. C. Stewart
(Toronto: William Briggs); “Heart
of the Hidls”, by Albert Durrant Wat-
son (Toronto: MecClelland, Goodchild,
and Stewart) ; “Songs from-a Young
Man’s Land”, by Clive Phillipps-Wol-
ley (Toronto: Thomas Allen).
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pure and wholesome.
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Cheese.

LIGHT LUNCHES

QUICKLY PREPARED WITH

poersoll
(I(‘,?egflébsee_s e)

so delicious—so nourishing, easily digested,

Ingersoll Pimento and Ingersoll Green Chile

10c. and 15c. a package.
MANUFACTURED BY

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

You will also enjoy

Schrader
Universal

Pump
Connection

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

connection from valve.

Price 50¢

chradey [P

Univerxsal.

Tire Pressure
Gauge

SO

Measures the air in your
tires.  Tires maintamed
under the correct inflation
last twice as long as tires
run on haphazard pressure.
A * Schrader Universal "
Cauge means Tire lnsur-
ance

g
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%
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Price $1.50
AT YOUR DEALERS OR

A. SCHRADER’S SON INC.

20-22 Hayter St., Toronto

Schrader
Universal
Valve
Repair Tool

A Four-m-one Tool for
Quick Repair of Dam-
aged Cap threads of
Tire Valves; Removing
Valve Inside; Reaming
Damaged Valve Seat;
Retapping inside thread.
Of value to all Motorists
and Garages.

Price 35c¢




34

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

R —

B

Your Real “Victory Loaf”’

It is easy to prepare a nourishing, strengthening,
wholesome meal at low cost without spending much
time in the kitchen if you only know how to select
foods.

The whole wheat contains every élement needed
for building healthy bodies and for furnishing energy
for the day’s work.

Every loyal Canadian will want to do his bit in
preventing waste. When you eat wheat be sure you
get the whole wheat and in a digestible form. This
will help the good work of conserving food—a real
victory loan to the Government.

Shredded Wheat Biscuit

is the real victory bread. It is a 100 per cent. whole
wheat, nothing wasted, nothing thrown away.
Pound for pound it contains more body-building
nutriment than meat or eggs. It is ready-cooked,
ready-to-eat.

Two or three Shred-
ded Wheat Biscuits with

prunes, or canned fruits,
make a nourishing, satis-
fying meal at a cost of
only a few cents.

Made in Canada
THE CANADIAN SHREDDED WHEAT COMPANY, LTD.

NIAGARA FALLS, ONT. TORONTO OFFICE—49 Wellington Street, East,

milk and sliced bananas, -

e aT—————————_—— AR,
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The
“PASSER-BY”’
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When the sensible man
discovers—no matter how
—that tea or coffee insidious-

q B' attacks heart, nerves, and
i

gestion—causing a host of
common ills, he passes by
the enticing cup and for his

table beverage chooses &
Instant Postum |
A pure cereal food-drink )
containing only true nour- i
ishment and a delightful i
flavor. &
“There’'s a Reason” for Postum -
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The Body-Building Power of
BOVRIL

Boril | feeding experiments on human beings
carried out by a well-known independent
Bntish Physiologist, when Bovril was added
to the normal diet it produced an
increase in flesh, bone and muscle
equal to 10 to 20 times the
amount of Bovrl taken.

Body~ Building
Power of

Bovril taken. 3 . z Z
No increase in price since the War.

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

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

Cutrers 1o His' MajesTY

SHEFFIELD . . - ENGLAND




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 37

A DollarGoes
Four
Times as Far

In Luscious Quaker Oats

A dollar buys in
Quaker Oats 17,200 cal-
ories of food. The calory
is the universal unit of nutrition.

In Quaker Oats you get the
supreme food. No othergrain can

The average person requires match the oat in flavor and nutri-
2,500 calories per day. So a tion. Itsenergizing value is pro-
dollar’s worth of verbial, Every
Quaker Oats is In Bacon and Eggs the same nu- element we need
sufficient for six trition would cost about - $5.,50 is there, and in

! the same nutri- 1 :
| e [ e Bl
. In average mixed diet the same :

So every dol- nutrition would cost about $4.00 Serve more
lar spent for Quaker Oats.
Quaker Oats saves about $3, Notas porridge only,but in bread
as compared with the average and muffins, pancakes, cookies,
diet. etc. This is Nature’s queen-food.

Quaker QOats

The Extra Flavory Flakes

Quaker Oats costs you no extra price. Yet it is made from the rich, plump
grains alone. We get but ten pounds from a bushel.

Little oat grains are insipid. By discarding them, we secure a wondrous
flavor in this delightful brand.

This is a time to specify Quaker Oats. It makes oat food inviting. And
oats mean better food for all, and lower cost of living.

30c and 12c per package in Canada and United States, except
in Far West where high freights may prohibit.

The Quaker Qats ©mpany

Peterborough, Canada Saskatoon, Canada 1761

-
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“Patent” Groats
Should Be Used

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

If the child had been reared on

Robinson’s ‘Patent” Barley

until it has reached the above age, Groats and milk
should be given alternately with ‘‘ Patent” Barley, as it
tends to promote bone and muscle.

For the Invalid and the Aged, in cases of influenza,
a bowl of hot gruel taken in bed at night produces a
profuse perspiration helping to drive lﬁe cold out of
the system, Taken by the aged at night it promotes
warmth and sleep.

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

MAGOR, SON & CO,, Limited

Sole Agents for Canada

191 St. Paul St. W, 30 Church St.
Montreal Toronto

Robinson’s

|

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.
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FOR THE ENTIRE FAMILY!

HAT more acceptable gifts than those which combine the full

sentiment of glft‘-gwm\glwnh long future years of useful service.

Those who received Walthams on other Christmas days are
conscious of a deeper, more sentimental fondness for their watches with
each succeeding year. Waltham Watches are so exquisite in design, so
thin, so graceful, it is a marvel how they can combine in such high
degree the stern qualities of accuracy and durability. Make this a
Waltham Christmas. Your Jeweller can show you Walthams as low in
price as will buy a good watch, and as high in price as any one should
pay. Christmas is almost here. Visit your Jeweller to-day.

WALTHAM WATCH COMPANY, MONTREAL
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This Christmas
Let Your Choice be
a Pathephone

Let it be a Pathephone because the Pathephone has all the
most desx‘ra'ble features possessed by other phonographs in
addition to its exclusive improvements.

D e

== )¢

Illustration shows Louis XVI. Period
Design, PRICE $350 (after Dec. 1st,)

Forinstance, the Pathephone plays
with a genuine polished Sapphire Ball
which never requires changing, in-
stead of a scratchy, scraping needle
which has to be changed after every
record. The Sapphire Ball is part of
the Pathephone equipment. It never
wears out and Pathe Records are

guaranteed to play over one thousand
times without wearing.

The Pathephone music is wonder-
fully full and clear, and natural.

The Pathe Cabinets are the most
beautifully designed of any, and will
be a splendid acquisition to the most
exclusively furnished home.

Write to us at once for name of nearest dealer and get our free catalogue, splendidly illustrated,

& Tlbplore ®

and also containing chats on Period Furniture.,

Jf The Pathe Freres Phonograph Company of Canada, Limited

4-6-8 Clifford Street, Toronto, Ontario

Territory open for live agents. Progressive merchants writing on their business letterhead will receive a
confidential booklet on the possibilities of a Pathe Agency.

NI —— =
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I am the DAYLO—

| o traveing compunion of her <ants
Dld yOu know that : - case and used almost as frequently,
you could use me, I am the DAYLO—

that mother needs to guide her safely
down those dark cellar stairs or about
the dusky attic. And nightly I will
stand guard beside her bed to answer
with her the baby's call.

I am the DAYLO -

for the guest chamber, as ornamental
as an old-time candlestick, but safer
and many times more useful. No
dainty dimity curtain can take fire
from my incandescent glow,

I am the DAYLO—

that brings the motorist’s trouble to
light, for I bring light to the trouble.

ﬂ There’s a handy place for me in one of
I am the DAYLO—
that he needs on his hunting and

To choose wisely, to tem-
per a characteristic
generosily with the good
sense of selecting useful
gifts — that is the true
Canadian spirit at this
Christmas season.

the side pockets of his car,
fishing trips, 1 bring safe, power-
ful electric light to make him com-
fortable in the wilderness camp,

77 styles at prices from 85c. up, at electrical, hardware, |
drug, sporting goods, Jjewelry and stationery stores

everywhete. And these stores abound in many other |
sensible gift suggestions. !

The light that says

ere it is!”

CANADIAN NATIONAL

CARBON CO., Limited
TORONTO, ONT.
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“We never have coffee at our house,
because I can’t make good coffee”.

Have you ever started right—with
Chase & Sanborn’s “SEAL
BRAND” COFFEE?

In 34, 1 and 2 pound tins. Whole—ground—pulverized —also fine

ground for Percolators. Never sold in bulk.

CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL

The KELSEY
All Over Canada

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

of the

Kelsey Warm Air Generator

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

imvestigale.
R WRITE FOR KELSEY LITERATURE

CANADA FOUNDRIES AND FORGINGS, Ltd.
JAMES SMART MFG. CO. BRANCH

BROCKVILLE, ONT.

WINNIPEG, MAN
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THE PERFECT
CHRISTMAS GIFT

e

L R ey
e R RSN

9 (9 F
ENDORSED ' BY: GREAT MUSICIANS

HE love of music, Nature's priceless blessing to mankind
finds its most triumphant expression in this artistic
Player Piano. Such a gift brings joy to both giver and recipient,
All the compositions of the great masters are at your finger
ends through this matchless instrument,

Handsome portfolio sent on vequest

THE WILLIAMS PIANO CO. LIMITED

OSHAWA CANADA’S OLDEST MAKERS ONTARIO
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DOMINION WINE VAULTS
151 peeL st. MONTREAL p.o. Box 2920

WE PREPAY EXPRESS CHARGES on 3 or more bottles to any Station in
the Province of Quebec; to any Station in Ontario east of Sudbury; and to

any Station in New Brunswick.

To points in Ontario West to Sault Ste. Marie, and to any Station in Nova Scotia there will be an
additional charge of Fifty Cents per dozen, and to Cape Breton and P.E.I. One Dollar per dozen.

War Tax Stamps—Prices include War Tax Stamps upon Wines.

Draught Goods—Prices of Draught Goods include cost of Containers.

Terms—No goods shipped C.0.D. Orders must be accompanied by accepted Cheques, Bank Drafts, or
Money Orders covering amount of purchase. Prices subject to change without notice. x

Assorted Orders—Any assortment of twelve or more bottles will be made at case prices, except for
Canadian Whiskies.

*We specially recommend brands marked with a star as being extra good values.

SCOTCH WHISKIES GINS, ENGLISH
12 6 3 12 6 3
Bots. Bots. Bots. Bots. Bots. Bots.
MacPherson’s Craigmore .... $11.00 $6.50 $3.75 | *Essex London Dry ......... $14.00 $8.00 $4.50
*Campbell’s Dhuloch . ...... $13.00° 8750 .25 Gordon DEY i .i.iiieseanes $17.00 $9.50 §5.50
*Campbell’s 0.B.G. ......... $14.00 $8.00 $4.50 | *Imperial Old Tom ......... $12.00 $7.00 84:00
*Sanderson’s Grand Special . $16.00 $9.00 $5.00 | Booth’s Old Tom . .......... $20.00 $11.00 $6.25
:Slatcr Ro,dger Thistle ns s $17.00 $9.50 $5.25 *Sloe Gin Imperial . ........ $15.00 $8.50 sg:v';
‘Crnwfordg Red Star ..... | $18.00 $10.00 $5.50
Sanderson’s Mountain Dew | GINS, HOLLAND
Buchanan’s Black and White | g10.00 §10.50 $6.00 :
Walker’s Kilmarnock . .... } * 3 X In Bots.
R Swpe . s | $20.00 §11.00 $6.25 | *Kiderlen's Frecbooter . ... $21.00 $10.50 $5.25
Bulloch Lade Goid Tabel’ ... $22.00 $12.00 $6.75 Melcherg Gold Cross . ...... $22.00 Slﬁl.O?ﬁ}Fiﬂ
Imperial Quart Flasks:
MacPherson’s Craigmore .... $16.00 $9.00 $5.00 RUMS
*Campbell’s Dhuloch . . .... $19.00 $10.50 §6.95 12 6 3
*Campbell’'s 0.B.G. ......... $20.00 §11.00 $6.25 Bots. Bots. Bots,
#*Sanderson’s Grand Special . $24.00 §$13.00 $7.25 *Navy Reserve . ..cooeveeee $16.00 $9.00 $5.25
- = *Western GIOW . ...oeouinss $14.00  $8.00 $4.75
IRISH WHISKIES Df{pfa}'gra Se rsercieseienee $12.00 $7.00 $4.25
S e L8 CANADIAN WHISKIES
0'Connors XXX, 3 g 4 (Cased Goods.)
Green I:(abs(l 0.8 ensheves $11.00 $6.50 $4.00 12 6 4 3
*(Q’Brien’'s XXX, | ’
Green Label vouiessss $13.00 §7.50 $4.50 | WALKER'S Bots. Bots. Bots. Bots.
*Dunville’s V.R. . ..cooeiens §18.00 $10.00 §5.75 | Old Rye. ........... $10.25. $6.00 $4.50 $3.75
pi Imperial « « coevevns $11.50 $6.75 $5.00 $4.25
Imperial Quart Flasks: Canadian Club . .... $13.75 $8.00 $5.75 $4.75
0’Connor’s *** , GOODERHAM & WORTS
#O'Brien’s *** , | Ordinary .« « ccovenes $10.75 $6.25 $4.75 $4.00
*Dunville’s V.R. 8 . Special . . cerenienes $13.00 $7.75 $5.50 $4.50
Burke’s *** . .... o o . SEAGRAM’S g
. - — ——— R A R $13.00 $7.75 $5.50 $4.50
BRANDIES White Wheat . ...... $13.00 $7.75 $5.50 $4.50
12 6 3 Bulk Goods—On Draught.
. Bots. Bots. Bots. s ;sG:l. 2 Gals. 5 Gals,
: B, e 14.00 8.00 $5.00 | Rye or alt, 40 w.p. coveennn 00  $9.50 $22.50
E:Xaﬁ::c&&cgom .......... ;16.00 39.00 $5.50 | Rye or Malt, 256 u.p. ........ §5.50 $10.50 $25.00
Tales Coadon & Co. #%%. .. '§18.00 - 410,00" $6.00- | Walker's Tmpezlal i ..o .o $6.25 $11.50 $27.50
#Otard Dupuy, Special ...... $23.00 $12.50 $7.25 | G & w. %x;eiml ------------ gggg $11.50  $27.50
#Otard Dupuy, Liqueur ...... §26.00 $14.00 $8.00 | Walker’s f o A e s 286 $13.50  $32.50
Ot Dogay, V00, i SHOD SIENS 900 | 89 G BHER RO -0~ N .
Hennessy, Martel, * ........ $24.00 $13.00 $7.50 | 65 o.p. Alcohol ......eevnnen $9.50 $18.50 $45.00
Hennessy, Martel, *** ....... $28.00 $15.00 $8.50 10 Gallon Lots, 25c. per Gal, less.

For goods not mentioned, Bulk Goods and Wines, see special list which will be mailed on application.

Special attention given to Mail Orders which are shipped same day as received.

DOMINION WINE VAULTS, Reg., P.0. BOX 2920, MONTREAL

k.
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—Ilies in perfect, buoyant health. The realization of
a day’s work well done, of the ability to meet
whatever the days to come may bring, the feeling
of self-confidence that spells success in these days
of strain and nervous endeavor—is dependent upon
your health.

—a wineglassiof WILSON'S INVALIDS' PORT taken regularly before or
er the meals will dispel that tired feeling, enrich the blood

Absolutely no Alcohol is Added.

Dr. J. M. Rogers, a prominent physi-

£ practice, when preseribing port, to
np«m ‘Wilson's Invalids’ Port’ and I
3

am sa that my patlent will get Big
the results for which | am looking. So
fax a5 I know there (s no other wine on the Bottle

miarkel al the present time that is its equal.”

TN

A most suitable and acceptable gift to an invalid parent or friend.

CASE 12 Bots. $12.00 6 Bots. $7.00 4 Bots. $5.00
EXPRESS PREPAID

Wilson’s Invalids’ Port Agency

87 St. James Street - - MONTREAL
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HE particles of pure vegetable oil which are rubbed
into the open pores of the skin with the creamy
fragrant lather of Eaby’s Own Soap renew the life of the
skin—help nature along. It assures a soft, white,
healthy skin and its use delights both young and o. d
Baby’s Own is for sale almost everywhere. £

ALBERT SOAPS LIMITED, MFRS.,, MONTREAL

2
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As good as the
Finest Imported
Brands.—None
Better.

This New Ginger Ale of
O’Keefe's is the same
type as the famous im-
ported brands. It is
quite dry—with a most
delightful flavour.

@’% 6 ,‘

SPECIAL PALE DRY

GINGER
ALE

is only one of the many
delicious beverages, put up
under the

O. K. BRAND

Belfast Style Ginger Ale,
Ginger Beer, Cola, Sarsapa-
rilla, Lemon Sour, Cream
Soda, Lemonade, Orangeade,
Special Soda.

Order a case from
your dealer. 817

0’ Keefe's, Toronto

e

s,

My Favorite
Christmas Plum Pudding

. Soak 1 envelope Knox Sparkling Gelatine
in % cup cold water 5 minutes, Putone pint
milk in (5ouble boiler, add 134 squares melted
chocolate, and when scalding point is reached
add 1 cup sugar, %4 teaspoonful of salt and
soaked Gelatine, Remove from fire and
when mixture begins to thicken add 2 tea-
spoonful vanilla, 1 cup seeded raisins, 'z cup
of dates or figs, X4 cup sliced eitron or nuts
and g cup currants, Turn into mold first
dipped in cold water and chill. Remove to
serving dish 'and garnish with holly. Serve
with whipped cream sweetened and flavored
with vanilla,

My Dear Housewife:

Christmas-tide again and with it the
happiest days of the year,

And the longest, too, for it begins
before daylight "when Christmas candles
shine and children shout and shake the
laden branches of the Christmas tree,"

When the Christmas dinner comes
and at_its close a good old-fashioned
Knox Plum Pudding there is nothing
more to be desired. suppose you
know the recipe. Thousand of house-
wives do, but | am printing it so that
thousands of others may enjoy it this
year and in the years to come,

In this somewhat personal way | pass
along to you my favorite recipe and
thank you for your maintained con-
fidence in Knox Sparkling Gelatine
throughout all these years, Extending
to you the season's greetings, | am,

Very sincerely yours,

) TYRR ) W G N

President

FREE RECIPE BOOK

of Desserts, Salads and Xmas Candies
sent for your grocer’'sname, If you have
never used Knox Sparkling Gelatine en-
close 4¢ for enough to make a dessert or

K NOX

SPARKLING

GELATINE

Dept, A, 180 8t, Paul 8t, W,, Montreal, 0an,
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Lift Corns out
with Fingers

A few drops of Freezone
applied directly upon a ten-
der, aching corn stops the
soreness at once and soon
the entire corn or callus
loosens and can be lifted
off with the fingers without
even a twinge of pain.

Freezone

Removes hard corns, soft corns, also
corns between the toes and hardened
calluses. Does not irritate or inflame
the surrounding skin or tissue. You
feel no pain when applying it or after-
ward.

Women! Keep a small bottle of
Freezone on your dresser and never
let a corn ache twice.

Small bottles can be had at any
drug store in Canada

THE EDWARD WESLEY CO., Walkerville, Ont.

A safe and palatable laxative
for children

Mrs. Winslow’s
Soothing Syrup

Absolutely Non-narcotic

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

By checking wind colic and correcting in-

estinal troubles common with children during

the period of teething, helps to produce
natural and healthy sleep.

Soothes the fretting baby and
thereby give relief to
the tired mother.

: .~ THE NEW BIG FLAT BOX :

Ve ot - ]g

nongsGlouring Special &

An Assortment of Chocolt;te Covered—Brazil Nuts, Burnt Almonds,
Nougatines, Milk Chocolates, Almontinos and Maple Walnuts

G’;anorgs Chocolates.
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he Faighting Men

awaitl gour answer

- L —
e

How many Victory Bonds have you bought?

Have you put yourself to any real inconvenience

to buy Victory Bonds?

Have you denied yourself some purely personal
gratification, so that you could invest the money saved
in Victory Bonds?

Have you realized the urgent need for personal self-
sacrifice to make the Victory Loan a great success?

Until you have bought Victory Bonds to the very
limit of your ability, you have not done your duty.

What Answer
Will You Give?

This space donated by
The John Bertram & Sons Co., Limited

Dundas, Ontario.
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Hail, Merry Christmas !

A Century of Christmases have come and gone, and
still the years proclaim

MURRAY & LANMAN’S
Florida Water

a delightful, seasonable and most acceptable gift for
BACHELOR, BENEDICK, MATRON OR MAID.

For the Handkerchief, Dressing-table, Bath or Shave

IT IS ALWAYS A DELIGHT.
All the leading Druggists and Perfumers sell it,

* Health and Beauty "’ booklet on request.
Sample size mailed on receipt of six cents,

LANMAN & KEMP, 135 Water Street, NEW YORK

(Q'm ¥ il AR
¢ S

Christmas letters

‘ and acknowledg-

(992 | 1561 AR | 8 ments should be
i) [Nl written on

roandic  French
602@/@0 e~ Qrgandie

—the stationery
ﬂyQZ(y)e which has that
= much desired touch

‘%Q f@ftlc\)j of refinement.

Ask your Stationer for it,

FreEncH ORGANDIE

/% ALES C)%A /Q@ paper and envelopes are

packed in handsome pa-
peterieform (as well asin
other styles) and would
make an acceptable
Xmas gift. 23-10-17

Barber-~Ellis |
imited
Toronto, Can:da ‘
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INDIA PALE ALE

IS WELL KNOWN THROUGHOUT AMERICA

What It Is!

A BRIGHT, SPARKLING INDIA PALE ALE, made from tested
natural spring water, selected barley malt, and the choicest growths of
hops. It is allowed to mature in the natural way. No substitutes for
hops or barley are used. It is not charged artificially with gas (i. e.,
carbonated) as some ales are. It is not pasteurized, but retains the
delicate flavor and aroma of the hops and malt.

It is wholesome and will not cause distress to any of the organs
of the body.

Taken with food it is an aid to digestion, and a cause of comfort
after meals.

Taken an hour before meals it stimulates the appetite and prevents
constipation.

Taken by nervous people at night it acts as a very effective and
harmless hypnotic.

Taken at any time it will be found palatable and pleasant without any
disagreeable aftereffects.

It is undoubtedly better for the sick and convalescent than patent
medicines or tonics of which no one knows the composition.

JOHN LABATT, LIMITED

ESTABLISHED 1832
Brewery, . London; Ont.

- WINES AND LIQUOR DEPARTMENT
4 St. Helen St., Montreal, Que.

Lists and prices mailed on request
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The Time
Has Come
to Deal
With Corns
in a
Scientific

Way

This Man's Methods Not This Man’s

Let An Expert Deal With Corns

Ask who makes it before you use a method for the corn disappears. S.orqdima an old, tough corn
ending corns. needs a second application. But no com can
resist this method. It is sure to go.

Harsh methods are not sanctioned now. Mussy B . '
melh;Js are unnecessary. Soreness never need occur. Millions of people know this. At the first sign

| -Jay. :
Blue-Jay was invented by a chemist of high repute. :‘eve.r cl:;:‘he:'hel{m:‘.,p y a Blue-Jay. Corn pains
It is made by a concern of world-wide fame as a

maker of surgical dressings. You will always do like-

s TN . wise when you see the results.
Its action is len“-"“h " Blue:]ay One trial will convince you.
are sure. It acts on the corn t means so much, and costs
alone, not on the healthy tissue. Corn Plasters o little, that we urge you

Apply it as you wrap a cut Stop Pain Instantly to make it now.
ﬁntesp zrh-t ends all pain, End Corns Completely ;
all discomfort. In two days 25¢c Packages at Druggists Deal with one corn tonight.

BAUER & BLACK, Limited Makers of Surgical Dressings, Eitc. TORONTO, CANADA

How Blue___jay Acts B is the B& B wax, which gently undermines the corn.

Usually it takes only 48 hours to end the corn completely.

C is rubber adhesive which sticks without wetting. It wraps
around the toe, and makes the plaster snug and comfortable.

Blue-jay is applied in a jiffy. After that, one doesn't feel

i thin, soft pad which stops the pain the corn. The action is gentle, and applied to the corn alone.
byAre'l?e\?ing Ith'e pres[s)ure. So the corn disappears without soreness.

GENUINE DIAMONDS CASH OR CREDIT

THE BEST GIFT OF ALL

Nothing gives so much pleasure or has such lasting value as the gift of a
Diamond. Our Diamonds are of the finest quality. Save money by dealing
with us. We are Diamond Importers and can give you every advantage in
price and quality.

WE ALLOW A SPECIAL DISCOUNT OF 10 PER CENT. FOR CASH
Our terms are easy and reasonable. Satisfaction assured. We send Diamonds to any part of
Canada for inspection at our expense. Payments may be made weekly or monthly.
Write or call for Catalogue now. DON'T DELAY.

JACOBS BROS.

15 Toronto Arcade - TORONTO, Ontario.
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Two Questions

With so many low-priced so-called anti-skids obtain-
able, would that great host of motorists pay more for

DUNLOP “TRACTION” TREAD

if they could get its merits elsewhere ?

Also, would that other large list of consumers buy

“SPECIAL”

if tires which somewhat resemble it in appearance
resembled it in efficiency ?

Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods Co.,
Limited .
HEAD OFFICE AND FACTORIES: TORONTO

BRANCHES :

Victoria, Vancouver, Edmonton, Calgary, Saskatoon,
Regina, Winnipeg, London, Hamilton, Toronto,
Ottawa, Montreal, St. John, Halifax.

Makers of High-Grade Tires for Automobiles, Motor Trucks,
Bicycles, Motorcycles and Carriages ; and High-Grade
Rubber Belting, Packing, Fire Hose and General
Hose, Dredge Sleeves, Military Equipment,
Mats, Tiling, Heels and Soles, Cements,
Horse Shoe Pads and General
Rubber Specialties. A. 85

\!lmmmmullmlmummmumumnmmmmmmmmnmnmmmmmnmmnummmnmmmummmmmlmmllmlmr
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Design of Cylinder of

McLXUGHLIN .
VALVE-IN-HEAD MOTOR

There are three types of motors
used in motor cars:

1st. Motors having valvesix_x the
head or directly over t}}e piston
ends as in the McLaughlin motor.

2nd. Motors with valves in a
side chamber called an 28 Bl
head motor.

3rd.' "Motors with one valve in
each of two side chambers called
a “T” head motor.

The advantage of the valve-in-
head motoris daily more fully re-
cognized. Ithas novalve pockets.
It has less water-jacketed space
than any other type of motor. It

clears itself quickly and com- ¢

pletely of dead gases after each
power* stroke. It is the most
efficient and powerful of gasoline

motors.

- (01" i e
L ol

The number of miles per gallon is an
important item always—and especially
when the cost is high.

Owners of McLaughlin cars get the
greatest gasoline mileage due to the
valve-in-head principle of motor con-
struction.

Many owners of our D-4-35 get as high as
25 miles per gallon, and owners of D-6-45
model frequently get 22.

This reduces thé motoring cost to Canadians
who buy Canada’s Standard Car.

Send for Catalogue of New 1918 Series “E *
Branches In Leading Citles Dealers Everywhere

‘The McLAUGHLIN MOTOR
- CAR CO., Limited
ONTARIO

OSHAWA,

MODEL E-SiXe45 SPECIAL VALVE=IN+HEAD TOURING CAR

SEE THE NEW SERIES E AT YOUR NEAREST DEALERS.
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Vew Series
BABY GRAND TOURING

When you buy a heavy car,
you roll your dollars away.

When you buy a cheaply con-
structed car, you roll your dollars
away., When you buy an under-
powered car, you roll your dollars
away.

Buy wisely—and save your
dollars.

Buy a Chevrolet. Your invest-
ment lasts. “Baby Grand" Tour-
ing Car has been called the ideal
motor-car investment.

You secure the fullest value
for your money. You purchase

Chev olet Motor Company of Canada, Limited

Oshawa, Ontario

a car which possesses power,
mechanical dependability, good
looks, and all essential appoint-
ments—a thoroughly trustworthy
automobile. And it seats five
passengers.

There are thousands of the
earlier model in use. They have
given uniform satisfaction. The
new model, if anything, is more
popular than the previous types.

The motor furnishes you power
for any emergency. The body has
been much improved and many
other refinements have been in-
corporated.  Price, $1225 f. 0. b.
Oshawa, Ont.

Send for a new Catalogue

A
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The business of being a man
has its advantages these days as
well as its responsibilities—especi-
ally if someone thinks enough
about him, his needs and his wishes,
to choose for his Christmas gift

Z(illette SafetyRazor

Most men are practical. The welcome gift
is the useful gift—the Gillette—that fits right into
a man’s intimate personal life, makes things
easier for him, and proves its quality by the way
it shaves.

At any good Hardware, Drug or Jewelry
Store you can pick out a Gillette Set that will be
sure to give him lasting pleasure. If you have
any trouble getting what you want, write us and
we will see that you are supplied.

GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO.
OF CANADA, LIMITED,

Office and Factory : Gillette Building, Montreal.
281

MADE IN CANADA
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THESE TELEPHONES GIVE SATISFACTION

and are Made in Canada

Canadian Independent Telephones have been
giving genuine satisfaction for years in every ser-
vice—in the city, on rural lines and in the factory.

This has been due to quality, as nothing but
the very best material and the highest class of
workmanship enter into the manufacture of our

Standard Wall Telept
for Rural L me:’ e telephones.

AUTOMATIC TELEPHONES FOR INSIDE SERVICE

In addition to our mag-
neto telephone equipment
we design and manufac-
ture Automatic Telephone
Systems for any service,
and make a specialty of
girlless systems for fac-
tories or departmental
buildings.

OurPresto-PhoneSystem,
connecting your different
departments, will give you
advantagesin service that
you cannot get with any
other system. It will there-
fore be to your advantage
to get full particulars of
our automatic systems be-
fore going -outside of
Canada to purchase.

Drop us a card and let us
know what telephone ser-
vice you require and we

Presto-Phone Desk Set will send you bulletins and
full particulars of the
equipment that will take Presto-Phone Switchboard which
care of your wants. does the work of a girl

Canadian Telephones for Canadian Service

We have, now, a speecial department which will eontract to instal or keep in repair your
private system. Let us hear from you.

Canadian Independent Telephone Co., Limited
263 Adelaide Street West, Toronto

82222202204 05200400000054

2
4
>4
2
> <
>4
> 4
> 4
> 4
> 4
>4
b4
-3
4
2
2
>4
) 4
2
-4
-2
> 4
2
> 4
2
4
2
> 4

2
> 4
> 4
.-
+ 4
$
> 4
> 4
2
) 4
4
> <
4
) ¢
> 4
)<
)
3
-4
4
>4
>4
»
4
b4
- 4
2
4
> ¢
> 4
4
4
4
4
> 4
> 4
> 4
> 4
b4
’ 4
> 4
<
2
2
s
4
b 4
> 4
<
<
o
4
2
j 233222012220000¢00¢

190000009608 0099609 904 2403222282222

16864444

0000000t iltttr2000000000800000444

25282 000044

0008000000080 00000000000000000asstisiettrsstrt100090909109900900440444

!+



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 59

0o o & .
AD-IA#INIE'!V-ORNEI'§9YRTN&TTIR.lAﬁv§kE EBeRlImGEQTN (3 e
For rates and details of this plan, covering every inch of North America effectively, write Where-to-go Bureau, 8 Beacon Street, Boston

. LIVE THE SIMPLE LIFE AT HOME

If you want to get the most out of life, you must live in accordance with
Nature's laws.

In his little book, “ THE SIMPLE LIFE IN A NUTSHELL,” Dr. Kellogg
tells you how you can live the “Simple Life " at home — and how to
maintain 100% efficiency.

The book is free. Send for your copy now.

== 550"
HE BATTLE CREEK SANITARIUM, Box 109c, BATTLE CREEK, MICH.
FLORIDA | HOTEL ALBERT | CAMP BISCAYNE | — GEORGIA —
i TTAN | Jacksonville, Fla. Where-to-go Cocoanut Grove, Florida, On anitarvium lden
3’,’5,,%#??1&« Astor, | Modern, steam heat, sunny forms for January wooded Bay Shore. Cottages, | Turned out of doors at
Orlando, Fla. Ideal winter | verandas, elevator. European close December 1st. Rooms, Dining Lodge. Electric | HURLBUTT FARM
hotels. Send for booklet B. | plan. Popular prices. Booklet Lights. Baths. 16th Year.Bklt, | (Al yoar) Reeves, Gn,

PlNEHUR§T

C f NORTfHchRH?LENtn iddle south
enter of winter out-of-door life in the m .
4 excellent Hotels. The Carolina ulu*ns?nﬁ'l‘lll:tll}‘ Nov. 10; formally Nov. 20, Three l-‘i?m e golf courses and one of 9 holes. Splendid
elay tennis courts. Trap shooting. Rifle range. Livery and saddle horses. Horse racing, running and ‘nn_w-plw-lumllu:l‘ Splendid auto roads
from eastern points. Through Pullmanservice. Information sent on request Gen. Office, Pinehurst, N.( +or Leonard Tufts, Boston, Mass.

— _TANGERINE FLORIDA | gm e gy, 1 __.Sf’UJ‘HERN_PI%;,s_r!ic.*
genL i & recreRron iesT SEABOARIDD  Highland Pines Lm
et yendice pes ity oria tang Jes

o, Dragiens Munose, N % | AIR LINE RAILWAY |

Southern Pines, North Carolina,
SAVANNAH GA. THE PROGRESSIVE IAILWNOFT“EM and Quail shooting. 700 ft. elevation. Just

Home of winter golf. Tennis. Turkey

o = : right climate. Nosnow. Pure spring water. |
Solid steel trains via shortest route through | Best ofeverything, (Tnltam‘s.l]mnunluwu
Washington, Richmond and the Orchestra. Write CREAMER & TURNER.
e CAROLIN A RESO RTS Proprietors, for booklet and rates, 4
"“Southern Pines-Pinehurst-Camden”’ SUMMER HOTEL —THE INN AT
SAVANNANM, GEORGIA Columbia and Savannah 1o the famous CHARLEVOIX'THE-.BEA UTIFUL' MICHIGAN'
emodeled and Refurnished FLORIDA R ESORTS _MOUNT»OLEMENS MICH.
Throughout St. Petershurg, Belleair, Tampa, Sarasota FOR RHEUMATISM
Golf, Tennis and Motoring Bradentown, St, ku:u‘:(ino, l(,')‘;t;u:n?lr. Day- T "
" tona, Rockledge, Palm Bea: ch, Miami,
Opens December 8,‘“":""‘ oo S | Mount Clemens, Michigan
Direction of Charles E. Phenix Atlanta & Birmingham | NEW ORLEANS LA,
SEATTLE WASH. U. S. Military Camps IR oy g
— w Orieans
53 Resort Booklets and schedules at our
HOTEL BUTLER 4727 ]| o Sutiee sad sboteis a ou Mol E 80T 0
Gate without peer. Oenter of things. Taxi fare 2ic. | || Aplomer it e o B il Rates Notably Moderate
. with bath up. Home comforis S e el iy S—————— — P
n,,l.;‘n: :Lﬁ]:‘l’! A. CHESHIRE MITCHELL, Mgr. Where-to-go is seen and read everywhere

CHRISTMAS GIFTS - CHALLENGE

This year should be of a useful and in- o Acknewledged to
teresting nature and lasting.  Useless pre- ‘ heo:bgol;nuvnlc‘:‘::
sents are wasteful and not appreciated. ey 0 Pt

This is not a year for perishable gifts. :;n:::nd:n. An:
Flowers are pretty but soon fade and the THE ARLINGTON 00, ©o otber. _All
gift is forgotten. of Oanada, Ld.  stors ox S

If you can afford it the ideal gift is a B et Aion -

VICTORY BOND TORONTO

it is both patriotic and sensible.
The next best gift is a yearly subscrip-

tion to AFTER M - is for Tired Eyes.
THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE THE UFINe & Socbye
; s MOVIES ranulat; yelids

it reminds the recipient of your thoughtful- ———d Rests—Refreshes—Restores
ness every month of the year. Muri{xe i(s;_a Favorit%Treatment fhor leyes th?t feel dry and

3 . . . smart. 1ve your Eyes a i
Either of these g:f.ts 1s an .mves!ment- your Teeth and with the sﬁm'g'iigu‘iarfglfrci‘;?ﬁ)ffﬁiﬁ
Make out your Christmas List early. YOU CANNOT BUY NEW EYES!
Murine Sold at Drug, Toilet and Optical Stores

Ask Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago, for Free Book
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WINTER
4 TOURIST
== " FARES

Winter Tourist Fares are now in effect to resorts in

FLORIDA GEORGIA
NORTH CAROLINA
SOUTH CAROLINA

LOUISIANA

AND OTHER SOUTHERN STATES
ALSO TO

BERMUDA THE WEST INDIES
CUBA PANAMA

AND

CENTRAL and SOUTH AMERICA

Round Trip Tickets to California and Pacific
Coast Points are on sale daily.

For Tickets, Reservations, Stop-over regulations and in-
formation, apply to any agent of the Grand Trunk System.

G T, BELL, W. S. COOKSON,
Passenger Traffic Manager, General Passenger Agent,
MONTREAL MONTREAL
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“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RITE-HITE’ WARDROBE
TRUNKS B

Every appointment
in its construction—
every convenience
in the making—
every point in the
manufacture of the
‘Rite-Hite’ Ward-
robe Trunk is one
more good reason
why it should be
the trunk of your e 3 3 e
choice in contem- [EEEEE. Ay
plating a longer £ ¥
or shorter trip,
summer oOr winter.
In a very real way
it is the most complete ot wardrobes, and apparel travels
in it with as little risk of crushing as it would right on
the ‘‘hangers” or in the ‘“Chest of Drawers” in the home.

(Have it demonstrated in the store, or write for special booklet.)

$332 to $90°

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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CANADIAN PACIFIC

THE FINEST
HUNTING GROUNDS IN
AMERICA

Are Conveniently Reached

VIA

CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY

MOOSE - BEAR - CARIBOU - RED DEER
andt SMALL GAME ARE
QUITE PLENTIFUL

Particulars from Canadian Pacific Ticket
Agents or

W. B. HOWARD, District Passenger Agent,
Toronto. :
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Make the Most
of Travel

HE passenger to the Pacific Coast is today offered a choice of routes that
renders it unnecessary to re-trace his steps and opens up a wealth of new scenery
| and outdoor sport.
Do not fail to visit Jasper and Mount Robson Parks with their wonderful moun-
tains, gorges, glaciers and cataracts.
Here the protection given to game has increased the quantity and reduced the
fear of man. Mountain sheep and goat, the most wary of animals. are seen feeding
on the hills, and coming down to the railroad in view of passing trains.

For further particulars see our booklet ‘‘The Canadian Northern Rockies,” or apply to
the General Passenger Department, Montreal, Que ; Toronto, Ont.; Winnipeg, Man.

CANADIAN NORTHERN RAILWAY

i

)
fi 1

Original |
and

only

Genuine

Beware of
Imitations Sold
on the Merits

of

MINARD'S
LINIMENT
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. The Sydneys. . . . . 1526

§ Railwaqg i : Railways

“That the Canadian Government shall secure with-
out delay the completion of the Intercolonial Railway
Jrom Riviere du Loup, through New Brunswick and
Truro, Nova Scotia.”

Thus read the 68th of the resolutions forming the
basis of Confederation.

Intercolonial Ry.
Passengers Carried P"nce [dwal'd I Ry Tons Carried

1877 < - 307,384 Mileage | 1877 - . - 449,685
1897 - - 1,633,188 | 1872 First through train between o | 1997 - - 1348179

1916 - . 5859 St. Johnand Halifax . . 4 sy
859,482 1880 chu' St John, Halifax, 1916 10,352,622

|898Montreal St. John, Halifax,

Canadian | Canadian )
Government 1917 Government &

-

Over 4,000 Miles of Railways

Winnipeg - Cochrane - (Quebec
Gross Earmings | MODNtreal - St. John T
897 . ‘sorsaros | HAMifaX - The Sydneysj| s - - . i
Charlottetown

1916 - 21,374,697.00 1916 - - . 19,791
S,
Through Express Trains cen N‘l‘;},‘iﬁﬂs%m tinesy Through Express Trains
Montreal - Halifax
Winnipeg - Quebec Fo B BRAD Y o Linee
peg - 0 Con- M iNNITEG. MAR.  St.John - Halifax

= Toronto H.H.MELANSON,
Winaipeg - Toron mnsﬂggg%gh;zger Halifax - - Sydney

IlllIlllllllll"lllllIIIIIIlHlHIHHII|IIIIIIIIIIIIIMIllllulllllllllIlllllllllllllIllIIlllIllllllllllllllllllllll“llllllllllllllllllllll

mmmnunm|ulmmumlmmnumlmmmmmmmmummuunmmmummmmmmuuummmmlmmum1mmmlmlmmmmuml
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FEARMANS
e

| ' This ||
\| Christmas Gift ||

Never Fails to Satisfy Il

|
} Let the Bissell Vacuum Sweeper Solve at |
| least one of your Christmas Gift problems. i

No gift that you could purchase would give |
more genuine, lasting pleasure and satisfaction. | il

BISSELLS |

Vacuum Sweeper

1

|

|

[

1 will keep the house immaculately clean in a
sanitary, efficient, quick and easy way. Power-

| ful, yet light-running and easy to operate, it

f has no sulpcrinr as a cleaning device. One- )
piece nozzle and a dust-bag that empties from

i the rear are features you find only in a Bissell's. I

| Bissell’s Vacuum Sweepers scll at I

moderate Pncrn—~$8.(n to $12.50, “Cyco"” Ball-

| Bearing Carpet Sweepers $3.75 to $5.50—de-

| pending on style and locality. Sold by dealers

| everywhere. Booklet on request,

iI| Bissell Carpet Sweeper Co.
of Canada, Limited

Niagara Falls, Ont,

il Grand Rapids, Mich.

il Oldest and largest

Sweeper

——

IO

There is nothing quite so ap-
petizing for Breakfast as

Fearman’s Star Brand
Bacon

and at the present prices there 1 9 1 8

is nothing more economical. j Let your Christmas Gift be a remem-

brance to your friends eve
Ask your Grocer for y s ry month of 1918,
Twelve Gifts instead of One. It is simply

Fearman’s Star Brand f ;‘ll;):e. Give them yearly subscriptions to
Made by | CANADIAN MAGAZINE
F. W. Fearman CO., Limited and they receive a copy of this publication
Hamilton [ every month of the year,
It will be appreciated.
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2 CANADA FURNITUREMANUFA CTURERS |

—— || MADEIN CANADA

Start a Library This Xmas

Macey Cases Fit Anywhere

You Can Build Section by Section as Your Library Grows

There is no suitable space in the home where a ‘““Macey” Case cannot be made
to fit in. That is the advantage of the ‘‘Macey”—you can arrange your cases
to suit your rooms. ¢ We want every home in Canada to have a copy of Jour
“Macey Style Book,” which illustrates and explains the exclusive features and
the different styles in which these cases are made. Write for it today—it is free.

For Sale by all Leading Furniture Dealers

LiMITED

WOODSTOCK. ONTARIO.
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The unsurpassed beauty of tone that is found in
the * Cecilian ” piano has insured it a leading position
amongst the few outstanding pianos in the world. b

When to that wonderful tone is added perfect
workmanship and beautiful design, you feel that in
selecting a * Cecilian " piano for your home you have
made no possible mistake.

The Cecilian All Metal Action Player Piano has
been for many years at the apex of player piano perfec-
tion. It is leakproof, climate proof and rust proof, and
the Cecilian Temponoid or time-controlling lever gives
you complete control of the instrument, elimating en-
tirely the mechanical effect common to the average
player piano.

All Cecilian Upright Pianos are convertible, that
is, the player action may be installed at any future time
convenient to the purchaser. This most important
feature is found onZy in the Cecilian piano.

A
(
\

~

Write us for catalogue and Particulars as to our selling plan.

THE CECILIAN COMPANY, LIMITED
247 YONGE STREET . TORONTO

,A,J/:.E*S'TABL IREED 15

J
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| BUTTER ?

What are you' paying for it P
Save money by using MORE

CROWN BRAND
CORNS SYRUP

A wholesome spread for a slice of
Bread — and children “love” it.

2, 5,10, 20 1b. tins also 3 Ib,
“Perfect Seal’’ Glass Jars

Write for free Cook Book.

THE CANADA STARCH CO. LIMITED, MONTREAL,
\L ey
R YU LURIRINIR WW%W’?’V&’&‘&WW’? Q”Q"Q”Q’W’Q&’g

o

NC

RS

SHSTTTT DSOS IO ST SIS

RN

NS

SRR RN R R R R R RIS

s

| il Ty i
" gt ) 1l L/\L[[,/ i

,IA‘ GRACE

3/ Grace is added even to a charming slight Ml
' figure by the D & A Corset No. 624. Like \%]
all D & A’s it is made in Canada and fitted on %2
living Canadian models. It has the *‘chic’”’
of the best French corsets but sells at half the
price. ThereisaD & A to suit every figure.
DOMINION CORSET CO.

Mukeru also of the La Dlva Corsets and the
D & A “Gocd Shape’ Brassicres 717

Ask your corsetiére. & \\

’/II
—— iﬂ
I x( 7T u "

CORSETS

DOMINION CORSET CO., QUEBEC—MONTREAL—TORONTO
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A7 ROGERS BROS. |

‘Silver Plate that Wears®™

i

| :
i
?
§
;
1

. “Ghe place of honor among wedding gifts
is accorded 1847 ROGERS BROS. Silver. Plate.
L [ts repulation nsures appreciation - its
§ quality assures long service.
' Sold with an unqualified guarantee made
possible by the aclual test of over O5years.
At leading dealers. Send for illustrated catalogue F-20.”

e MElilﬁEN 'BRITANNIA CO., Limited
HAMILTON, CANADA
i

____SAN FRANCISCO |
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White, pure, inviting—the very ap-
pearance of Fairy Soap suggests its
pleasing, refreshing quality in toilet
and bath use.

A dainty tissue wrapper and an in-
dividual box keep each cake of Fairy
Soap clean and pure as when made.

[THE WK FAIR BANK €oRpany]

LIMITED. MONTREAL
““Have you a little Fairy in your home?”’

“ : :
HAVEYou A LiTTLE FAIRY
IN YOUR HOME ? "




Give Him an
AutoStrop Razor

“The Gift of the Hour”’

A Necessity at Home

Indispensible to one in
Military Service

The only Razor that
Sharpens its own Blades
Automatically

This is important because it keeps the
blades from getting dull. The 12 blades
yvou receive with the AutoStrop Outfit will
give more than 500 clean, comfortable

shaves. It strops, shaves and is cleaned
without taking apart.

On Sale at all Leading Stores

AutoStrop Safety Razor Co., Limited
Toronto, Ont.

Standard Outfits
mn
Leather, Metal or
Military Cases

at $5.00.

Fitted Sets from
$6.50 up.
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Safety Type
Chased

Reuularl Type
" No. 44  $4.00

al
2.50
N(gbld'zBansded Short Length
$1.00 extra No.423V $3.00
LIP when attached to CAP adds:
geuular 25 cents extra; Sterling
Silver, 50 cents extra: Rolled Gold,
$1.00 extra; 14K Gold, $2.00 extra.

eal
Fountain Pen

!///

\

The Gift That Pleases

The appreciation of a reliable fountain
pen was never greater. Waterman’s
Ideal is a real necessity to our Soldiers
and Sailors—ink wells and pencil
sluupmcn are not a part of their kits.
Wherever this pen goes it is ready to use,
and will Lut for years. It is needed at
home and in the office. The activity of the
times, the demand for efficiency and the
elimination of waste make Waterman’s
Ideal the best gift of today. It is desirable,
suitable and sensible. Convenient to buy
and easy to send. Wherever it goes it
pleases because its quality and usefulness
are immediately recognized.

Pen points may be exchanged after Christmas to

suit the hand-writing of owner. In Regular,

Safety, Self-filling and Pocket types.
l/v/’rnﬁrtuh Christmas containers.

Sold by the Best Dealers

L. E. WATERMAN COMPANY, Limited
179 St. James St., Montreal

191 Broadway, New York 6 Rue Monsigny, Paris
Kingsway, London

Self-Filling Self-Filling

Gold B
Nso 06 andsoo
maller
No. $1.00 No. 0632 $3 50
In addmon to the
trated there is Dracﬂca?l;nsm.m“:'
timited variety for selection from
plain to elaborately ornamenm

T H.BEST PRINTING CO. LIMITED, TORONTO




