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Western Canada Going Dry

Review of a Phenomenal Temperance Movement

By A. Vernon Thomas

Fortune of Enderby
An interview with a real Old-timer

By Mrs. Arthur Murphy (Janey Canuck)

Christ and Socrates
A Comparison in Ethics i

By R. Goldwin Smith

The Ox

A Story of the War
By Britton B. Cooke

John McCaskey, Junior

A Striking Poem of Canadian Rural Life :'

By Arthur L. Phelps

PRICE 25 CENTS
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IVORY SOAP lathers instantly. In.
hard water as well as soft it needs
no coaxing.

Ivory Soap lathers copiously. In cold
water as well as warm a big, thick, Ivory |
lather is worked up.in a minute.

Ivory Soap lather is soft, smooth, de-
lightful. There is no feeling of sting
or harshness.

Ivory Soap lather is lively, bubbly—far
different from the thin, dead, slimy lather
of so many soaps.

It is the Ivory lather that makes the
lvoryv Soap bath so satisfactory.

S CENTS

IVORY SOAP. . | i

UKl .. 99%% PURE

Ivory Soap is made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada.
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“COLD? WHY I REALLY
DON'T NOTICE IT!*

“You see my Perfection Oil
Heater keeps me cosy as can be.

“You ought to get one. It's
so light and handy you can car-
ry it anywhere—dress by it,
breakfast by it, write and sew
by it. It's the greatest comfort
imaginable.’’

Perfection Oil Heaters are
smokeless and odorless. Give 10
hours of heat on a single gallon of
Royalite Oil—most economical.

Simple and durable, but hand-

some, too.

"Dealers everywhere. If YOUR
dealer cannot supply you write us
direct.

For best results use Royalite
Oil—the economical fuel.

THE IMPERIAL OIL COMPANY
Limited .
BRANCHES IN ALL CITIES

o

L HEATERS

A CANADA
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AR more to your credit than good clothes, and akin
to good manners and gentle breeding itself, is the
possession of clean, lustrous, healthy teeth. The

regular daily use of Royal Vinolia Tooth Paste—the
perfect dentifrice—keeps the whole mouth clean, It's
antiseptic properties make short work of the enamel
destroying bacteria. It keeps the gums red and healthy.
It gives the dentist less to do.

ot APPOINTHE, Start on Vinolia to-day.

B
Royal Vinolia Dentifrices include
Royal Vinolia Paste, Royal Vinolia Tooth

fice—‘‘All Alike Perfect.” At all drug-

: R TR ooy LT
SOAPMAKERS T0 H.M THE KING gists 25¢. each.

VINOLIA COMPANY LTD.

TORONTO LONDON, ENG. PARIS NEW YORK

Powder and Royal Vinolia Fluid Denti-

7
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We also are Wasters

{ We hear much just now about the great waste caused by the war, but
we fail to remark the greater waste that we tolerate every day in the
ordinary course of events. ‘‘Science and the National Development,”
the first of three articles by Francis Mills Turner, Junior, is a startling
revelation of what in ignorance we suffer. A report issued by the United
States Government says that the waste in smoke alone in that country
runs into hundreds of millions of dollars a year. Is it believable? Mr.
Turner points to that and other woeful losses in Canada. His article is the
kind that the people of a young country like ours should read——now.
But it is only one of many goods things ready for the November number.

€ We remarked last month that Thirteen is supposed to be an unlucky
number. Now we know that itis. For Dr. Logan’s article on that very
subject had to be held over. More luck, however, to the readers of
November.

q ‘“The Legislative Halls of Western Canada,” by W. Arnot Craick,
will display the splendid optimism of the people of the prairies, while
another article, by Main Johnson, will reveal another side of the West
that will be found both interesting and refreshing.

(] The November Number will contain lots of entertainment as well as
instruction.

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

The Canadian Magazme

200-206 Adelaide Street West TORONTO

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

ANYL" THE
M E RILK ING

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

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

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Ltp. 7%2SrricesT- ENGLAND |
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HORROCKSES®
FLLANNELETTES

(made by the Manufacturers of the celebrated
LONGCLOTHS, TWILLS, and SHEETINGS)

areé made from

carefully selected CO'|

The nap is short and close.

TON

g

No injurious chemicals are used.
Quality, designs and colorings are unequalled.

If purchasers of this useful material for Under-
wear all the year round would buy THE
BE S ENGLISH MAKE, obtainable from
the leading stores, they would appreciate
the comfort and durability which inferior

qualities of FLANNELETTE do not possess.

See the name Annual Sale

“HORROCKSES” on the upwards of
Ten Million yards.

selvedge every two yards.
Awarded the Certificate of the Incorporated Institute of Hygiene

For information as to the nearest store where procurable, apply to agent:—
MR. JOHN E. RITCHIE, 417 King's Hall Chambers, St. Catherine St,
West, MONTREAL.

——
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: LONDON GLOVE COMPANY

Are able to announce that on account of arrangements made previous to the commencement of the
war, they have large stocks of their celebrated makes of Gloves on hand, and in work at the
factories, which they are able to supply at their original and usual moderate prices.

LADIES’ GLOVES

Real Kid Gloves, French make, man-
ufactured expressly for The L.G.Co.,
from s; ecialll;r selected skins and ob-
tainable in Black, White and every
colour. 3 Buttons. The
““Lebon’ 74 cenls per
pair. The *“ Meissonier’?
86 cents per pair.

The ““ROYAL®’ Ladies’
Real French Suede Gloves,
manufactured  expressly
for The L.G.Co. in Black,
‘White, Greys, Beavers,
. Tans, Browns and Mole.
3 Buttons. S0 cents per pair.

Ladies® Best Quality French Suede, made from the very
finest skins, in Greys, Beav-rs, Pastel, Tans, Browns, Mole,
White and Stainless Black..+ 92'cenls per pair.

The “‘CONNAUGHT’® Ladies’

8uperlor Quality Cape Cloves,

English make, in Tan shades,

Spear Points, Prix seam sewn. 2

. Press Bpttons. 72 cents per
pair.

The*“BLENHEIM?’ Ladies’®
Best Quality Fine Cape
Gloves, English make, in
Tan, Oak, Dark Grey,
White or Black, Prix seam
sewn, Spear Points.
Press Buttons, 92 cents
per pair.

Ladies’ Strong Cape
Gloves, English make, in
Tan or Oak shade, 6 Butt-
on Length with Wide
Arms, Strap and Press
Button, Spear Points,
Prix seam sewn, $1.20
per pair,

No. 310—Ladies’ Best Quality Chamois Leather Glovee,
Natural Colour, Hand sewn with Strong Self or Black
Thread, Special Cut Thumbs, 2 Large Pearl Buttons. 86
cents per pair.

No. 319 — Ladles’ Doeskin Gloves, Buck Finish, English
make, in Dark Tan or Grey Shade, Prix seam sewn.
Press Buttons., 70 cents per pair.

ELASTIC WRIST
Ladies, Doeskin Gloves, Superior Quality, English make,
in Slates, Pear]l Grey, Putty or Tan Shades, Saxe Shape,
with Elastic at Wrist, Wide Top. 70 cents per pair.
Ladies’ Cape Gloves, English make, 6 Button Length, Saxe
Shape, with Elastic at Wrist, Pique sewn. 97 cents
per pair.

NOW IS THE TIME TO REPLENISH YOUR CLOVE STOCK

All Mail Orders will receive careful and prompt attention.

MEN’S GLOVES

Real Cape Cloves, English make, Medium
Weight, Spear Points, Pique sewn, 1 Press
Button. 80 cents per pair.

The ** DREADNOUCHT **
Strong Real 0ape Goat-
skin gloves, English
made, in Tan Colour,
Hand sewn, Spear
Points, 1 Press Button.
$1.12 per pair.
REQGULATION. Tan
Ralnproof Oape Gloves,
Army Regulation Cut,
Best English make, 1
Button, = 92 cents
per pair.

No. 369 — 8oft Finlsh Doeskin Gloves, Best Quality, Eng-
lish make, in Tan or Dark Grey, Prix seam sewn, 1 Press
Button. 74 cents per pair.

No. 326 — Men’s Best Quality Chamois Leather Gloves,
Natural Colour, English made, Prix seam Hand sewn w1 h
Self or Black Thread, 1 Large Pearl Button. 86 cenlts
per pair.

‘SPECIALTIES IN UNDERWEAR
THE ‘‘ MERIDIAN ”

A delightful make of summer underwear for Men, in.I‘?iﬂe_
Cream Fabric of extreme softness, strength and elasticity i
thoroughly recommended for comfort and durability.
Men’s Undershirts with Short or Long Sleeves in 4 sizes
Slender, Medium, Popes or Outsize,

$1.00 cach. 3 for $2.58.
Men’s Pants, Ankle Length, in all the above sizes,

$1.12 each. 3 for $3.20. .
Men’s Knicker Drawers, (below knee), Slender, Mediumh

Popes or Outsize,
$1.05 cach. 3 for $3.08.

‘“ AIRLITE” CELLULAR UNDERWEAR
Porous, Light, Cool and Comfortable.
Men’s Undershirts, with Short Sleeves,

Slender Medium Popes Outsize
54 cents. 56 cenls. 58 cents. 60 cenls:
Men’s Pants, (ankle length) to match, 5

Slender Medium opes Outslzes
68 cents. 72 cents. 78 cenls. 84 cents:

LADIES’ ‘“ AIRLITE” COMBINATIONS ¢
Low Neck, no Sleeves, or High Neck, Shor’

Sleeves.
Slender or Medium sizes 86 cents each.
Outsize 97 cents each.

SUPPLIMENTARY DEPARTMENTS—Ladies’, Men’s and Children’s Hosiery and Underwear, English manufacture

equally moderate prices.

PRICE LISTS may be obtained free, on application to the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd,, 200-206 Adelaide St.

Remittances, including postage, by International Money
General Post Office, London, England.

Address
all Orders

West, Toro?
Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY:

Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.

at

to

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, Englarb
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e HOLECRESORT.8 TRAVEL DEPARTMENT,

A
gOSMOPOLITAN-EVERYB ~FIELD &g?REAM'REVIEW ’?F RE;IIEWS'SCRIBNE -THEE:NADIAN'WORLD'S WORK

TH YEAR-ESTABLISHED TO GIVE RELIABLE INFORMATIO EADERS OF THESE MAGAZINE
SIRITE TO THESE ADVERTISERS FOR FURTHER PA Tlcljll_Nt;rg‘glzL ELONIN
: b OR T C.E. BEANE.,PRES. WHERE-TO-GO. 8 BEACON ST. BOSTON, MASS _a

NEW YORK CITY ATLANTIC CITY N. J. HEALTH RESORTS

If Coming To New York
Why Pay Excessive Hotel Rates?

i CLENDENIN 188 W.108 St.

New York

Select, homelike, economical. Suite

i8] of parlor, bedroom, private bath for
| two persons, $2.00 daily per suite.

Write forBooklet H., with map of city.

—_DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA

HOTEL DRISCOLL
Faces U. S. Capitol. Near
Union Station. Amidst
Show Places. Running
Water, Electric Fans in
Rooms. Bath Gratis.
Garage. Music. Am. 3,

Eur. #1.50 up. Booklet D. R i . -

. . MARLBOROUGH-

N EUSTIS FLORIDA Atlantic City. BLENHEE I M
ew Ocklawaha entertains large | Aboveillustration shows but one section of
of Dayin ‘Winter house party | this magnificent and sumptuously fitted
G g guests. Modern equipment. | house—the Open Air Plaza and Enclosed
Ood GO“ #unting,h ishing,Orchestra | Solariums overlook the Board-walk and the
Address W, g oo 0 low rates but reasonable | Ocean. The environment,convenience and
« R. Smith, Meriden, Ct., until Dec. 25. | comforts of the Marlborough-Blenheim and

HEALTH RESORTS the invigorating climate at Atlantic City

makethistheideal placefora Falland Win-
MT CLEMENS FAMOUS MINERAL BATHS

ter sojourn. Alwaysopen. Write for hand-
F
IR RHEUMATISM AND NERVOUS BREAK DOWNS

REST TWO WEEKS
IN ONE

A week or two of health building at Battle
Creck is worth many weeks of formal amuse-
ment at the so-called Summer Resort.

To the jaded business man, to the woman
grown weary of social demands, to all who
seck refreshing rest and diversion, Battle
Creek is the ideal vacation retreat.
Beautifully illustrated “VACATION BOOK™
free on request.  Write for it today.

THE BATTLE CREEK SANITARIUM
BATTLE CREEK, MICHIGAN
BOX 109 J.

somely illustrated booklet. Josiah White &
Sons Company, Proprietors and Directors.

ATLANTIC CITY,N.d.
Galen Hau‘ Hotel and Sanatorium.

ﬂl e Ol « ] WRITE FOR INFORMATION N § s b o
o -G MT. ew stone, brick & steel building. ways
%Bnﬁ _‘_E“LIECI"\_‘E!_LS open, alwa’ys ready, always busy. Table
and attendance unsurpassed.

An All-important Point
about Southalls’ Towels is that
they are made of an original
and perfectly hygienic material.

DON’T LOOK OLD!

RO OB MASRS OO ASRACR M AACRH R

It is thoroughly antiseptic, comfort-
able, and absorbs evenly throughout
by capillary attraction. Only in

can this material be obtained, and
only Southalls’ have
the correct shap.ng,
improved ends, easy
attachment, and
extra thickness.
Southalls’ Towels
are most economical
and last longest. One
trial will prove their
great superiority
over substitutes
and the diaper.

Southalls’ are sold
all Drug and Dry Good

Stores, ete., in various
gizes, in silver packets
of one dozen.
Do not ask for * “anitary Towels’
—ask speciaily for SOUTHALLS.'

G

-
§ restore your grey and faded hairs to their natural
colour with

LOCKYER’'S SULPHUR ——

HAIR RESTORER

Its quality of deepening greyness to the tormer colour in

a few days, thus securing a preserved appearance, has
enabled thousands to retain their position.

75¢C. .SoLD EVERYWHERE 75¢C. §

Lockyer's gives health to the Hair and restores the nat- E

E

ural colour. It cle;mscs th(_: scalp, and makes the most =
erfect Hair Dressing. This world-famed Hair Restorer £
is prepared by the great Hair Specialists, J. PErrEr & %

Co., Ltp., Bedford Laboratories, London, S.E., and can
be obtained from any chemists and stores throughout the
world. Wholesale, Lyman Bros., Toronto.
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BY THE WAY

The Principal of a Western High School writes that
he finds 7he Canadian Magasine of much assistance in
the school as well as of great interest in the home. It
should be the same in both places. And as a matter
of fact it is the same in the school as in the home.
In this number, for instance, everything is Canadian——
that is, made in Canada. It contains no imported
material, either raw or finished. Readers will find a
good variety of history, fiction, philosophy, belles lettres
poetry and art.

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

"The Canadian Magazine

200-206 Adelaide Street West - TORONTO
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You Should Have

Absorbine, Jr.
In Your “First Aid’’ Cabinet

It is a dependable preparation for the
numerous household accidents—even in
major cases you will assist your physician
by its use awaiting his arrival. Applied to
culs, bruises, wounds and sores it makes the
parts thoroughly aseptic, kills the germs and
promotes rapid and healthy healing.
Absorbine, Jr. contains no minerals or acids
and is harmless to the most sensitive
tissues.

ABSORBINE J&

PHOTOGRAPH THIS
BOTTLE AND LABEL
ON YOUR MEMORY

THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT

TRADE MARK REG. U.S. PAT, OFF,

It is a different kind of liniment. Itisa
non-poisonous Antiseptic and Germicide

This doubles its efficiency and it may therefore
be prescribed and used with every confidence
wherever a high-grade liniment or a safe, power-
ful germicide is indicated. -

To reduce inflammatory conditions—sprains,
wrenches, painful, swollen veins or glands.

To reduce bursal enlargements and infiltrations—wens, weeping sinews, etc.
Absorbine, Jr. is a discutient and resolvent. ;

To allay pain anywhere—its anodyne effect is prompt and permanent.

To spray the throat if sore or infected—a 107, or 207, solution of
Absorbine, Jr. is healing and soothing and will destroy bacteria.

To heal cuts, bruises, lacerations, sores and ulcers.

IT KILLS GERMS

Reprint from Laboratory Report Made | Athletes and Trainers use Absorbine, Jr. not only to overcome
November 15th, 1911, by A. R. Pyne, | these conditions but as a preventive. After severe exercise a rub-
B., Dominion Analyst, 134 Carlten | down with Absorbine, Jr. diluted (one ounce to a quart of water
Sireet, Toronto, on Abserbine, Jr. or Witch Hazel), limbers up the stiff joints and muscles, stops

Test 1 was conductod with a 25 per cent. inﬂgmm?tion and prevents soreness. This solution is also

w;et:l\‘l’s solutggn ?{hA%sm?l’lina Jr. There antiseptic and germlcldal. : ; s
?l' Bacilﬁlrso%nlioon :he%‘;er‘ixlsel&);glll‘ml?:tlg Absorbine, Jr. is sol.d g leai(lim dn‘ggmt'sdat $1D(x> a:id tsve :

Tom one up to fifteen minutes, and nine a bottle or sent direct, all charges paid. escripti
pamphlet and detailed laboratory reports by eminent

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

187 Lymans Bldg.

Montreal, Can.

Iinutes’ exposure was germicidal to the o P
Staphylococcus, chemists free to physicians and dentists on request. Enu:_oged fn;ld 10¢ in
Test 2 was conducted in the same way . - = stamps for whichsend me
stpaid TRIAL 2

With a 15 per cent. solution. There was no A Liberal Trial Bottle oMo TH ‘.rr.’,"’giff.i

phlet “Evidence’ and lab-

TOWth on the agar plates from the Bacillus
oratory reports.

miiphtharim or the Bacillus Coli, fourteen | will be sent to your address upon receipt of 10c in
o Stan e s or T death of | gtamps. Send for trial bottle or procure regular

the 1
2 Stapbylococcus. size trom your druggist today.
5 e3t 3 was similarly eonducted, using
10 per cent solution. Three minutes’ Manufactured only B g2 el R T e

:’é ’t’g:‘gﬁ 1'1‘1) this solution was germicidal
dem-oy :lc:e l‘;:cﬁ?lllls' I‘;vl}x‘)l).ll:hl:rlt:s? s W. Fo YOUNG, P.D.F o J Address............cciieeenn
- 187 Lymans Bldg.,

MONTREAL;: Can: o et snssyshpaean
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Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely separate. Upper School prepares beys for the
Universities and for business. Finest School Grounds in Canada—80 acres. in
e School won University Scholarships at Nlliu!riculnlion in six out of the past seven years; lh“?

J. O. MILLER, M.A,, D.C.L., Principal-

RIDLEY COLLEGE

St. Catharines, Ont. | 1913 and four n 1914,

Z '

L OWER,\GEY/) COLLEG

g 2N 7

k\ = N ! / 2 ?

Y, w= \: SUCCESSES 1915

‘/‘\e/, include :-—
2EntrancesR.M.C.

Head Master:
assggd 4th and 6th places

C. S. Fosb A. Gi O
osbery, M.A MONTREAL McGill Science

Matriculation.

Y AN
&

V7T777 AT,

a3

DENTIAL SCHOOL

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ONT. * **5'253 5

Visitor. The Lord Bishop of Toronto.

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

Young children also received.

Fine location, Outdoor games and physical training. 3 ” for

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

Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.
For terms and particulars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Major St., TORLNT/
N

: NEW BUILDING, ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF
Ottawa Ladles COllege Perfectly Sanitary, fitted with every modern convenience

Academic work up to the first year university, music, art, domestic science, physical culture
etc. Thisis one of the most up-to-date colleges in Canada and possesses all the advantage of a

residence in the Capital. For Calendar Apply to— Rev. J. W. H. Milne, B. A. D. D., President:

Jas. W. Robertson L L, D., C. M.G., Chairman of Board. .
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iho gh‘arlmnﬁdmnl

lege Hleights Eoronto

FORTY-NINTH YEAR A Church Residential and Day School For Girls
New Buildings—Beautiful healthy situation with 7 acres of playing fields.
Junior School to Matriculation Course.

Household Science, Music, Painting.

ident, The Right Revd. The Lord Bishop of Toronto. Principal, Miss Walsh M.A.
) Vaice-Principal. Miss Nation, M. A. (Trinity C:llece). (Dublin)
Head Mistress, Junior School, Miss A. M. V. Rosseter (Higher Certificate National
Froebel Union), late of Cheltenham Ladies College. For Calendar apply to the Bursar.

——

A BOARDING SCHOOL FOR BOYS-
aeomnsten, o || || SHAW'S SCHOOLS

ing, M. A., Trinity College,

Cambridge.

HOUSEMASTER—J. J. Stephens,

M. A., Dublin University. Tono“To’ CANADA

VlSITpR— The Lord Bishop of

Ostario. Train young men and women for Business
Separate houses tor Senior and ¢ '

Junior  Boys.  The School pursuits ‘and places all graduates in good
grounds cover 24 acres. , i P 4

Recent R. M. C. Success: 1913, 4th, salaried situations. Enter any time. Free
6th, 7th, 11th, 13th, places; 1914, . F 2
3rd, 6th, 7th, Sth, places. catalogue contains full particulars. Write

BROCKVILLE, R. N. C., 1915, 1st place.

il’:onpectus. etc., apply to the Headmaster.

W. H. SHAW, Pres. - 395 YONGE STREET

—

The Royal ilitary College

HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the
Royal Military College of Canada. Notwithstanding this, its object and work it is
accomplishing are not sufficiently understood by the ‘general public. 2

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 stri

tical and scientific training in subjects essentis

The course includes a thorough grounding in

Physics, Chemist English.
; R G ey By College is one of the most valuable features of

t The strict discipline maintained at the 1 2 b -
he course, and, in addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, drill and outdoor exercises

of all kinds, ensures health and excellent physical cpndltlon. ’

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 examinatipn
or Dominion Land Surveyor to be equivalent. to a university degree, and by the Regulation
of the Law Society of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree.

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

The total cost of the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, and all

extras, is about $800.
he annual cofnpetitive examination for admission to the College takes place in May of

®ach year at the headquarters of the several military districts. ; : :
For full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, applica-
ton should be made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont.,, or to the Com-

Qdant, Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont.

ctly military basis, the Cadets receive a prac-
tial to a sound modern education. :
Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying,

-
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Trinity College School

FOUNDED 1865
PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential Church School for Boys

Beautiful Healthy situation, overlooking Lake Ontario with
20 acres of Playing Fields, Gymnasium, Magnificent New
Covered Rink

Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal Military College
and Business. Religious training throughout the course
Special attention given to younger boys. Several entrance
scholarships for young boys.

For Calendar apply to the Headmaster—

REV. F. GRAHAM ORCHARD, M. A. (Camb.)
(Late Headmaster St Alban’s School, Brockville)

e — —

ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

1494 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO
A Residential and Day School for Girls

Founded by the late George Dickson, M. A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickso?
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Works

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

Write for Prospectus

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

ASHBURY COLLEGE Rockcliff Park, Ottawa |

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Modern Fireproof Building. Pure Water Supply. Small Classes. Gymnasium.
Chapel. R. M. C. Entrance 1914, all candidates passed, one first place.
aster |

For Calendar apply:—Rev. Geo P Woollcombe, M. A. (Oxon.) Headm

—

The Margaret Eaton School of Literature and Exrpression

North Street, Toronto. - Mrs. Scott Raff, Principsl

English Literature, French and German, Physical Culture. Voice Culture, Interpretation,
Oratory and Public Speaking, and Dramatic Art.
8end for Calendar

THE

INDEPENDENT ORDER OF FDRESTEBS

Policies issued by the Society are for the protect-

Furnishes ion of your Family and cannot be bought, sold or
C 1 pledged.

a Complete Benefits are payable to the Beneficiary in case of ai
System of death, }c])r to the member in case of his total disa.fpility, 42 Million‘
or to the member on attaining seventy years of age.

Insurance : = ) . Dollars
Policies issued from $500 to $5000
For further information and literature apply to
FRED J. DARCH, S.S. E. G. STEVENSON, S.C.R. TEMPLE BUILDING, TORONTO
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HOW CONVENIENT!
AN you imagine anything more
convenient than a light, strong,
graceful folding table, which may
e set up, at a moment's notice, any-
where? You have need of such a table
in your home. It isthe

mrPEE

FOLDING  TABLE-

Everyone
It's uses mul-
It is never in the way. because it
may be folded up when not in use, and

~—thetable of manifold uses.
Who sees one, wantsone.
tiply.

tucked away behind the door. Your
furniture dealer has it, or will get it for
you. Ask him.

MADE IN CANADA

Write for FREE Booklet " A" describing

our © Peeriess  and *‘ Elite " Tables

HOURD & CO., LIMITED

Sole Li and Manuf:
LONDON, ONTARIO

urers

Westminster @ollege, Toronta

si A Residential and Day School for Girls

E ituated opposite Queen’s Park, Bloor Street W.
Hon;"y Educational facility provided. Pupils prepared for

Thr Matriculation. Music, Art and Physical Education.
Wel] ae Sch.o(’[, by an unfailing emphasis upon the moral as
Now the intellectual, aims at the true devel opment of a true

Manhood,
For ¢ JOHN A. PATERSON, K.C., President.

alendar apply MRS. A. R. GREGORY, Principal.

A
1)

Complexion

Preserves, beautifies and purifies
the skin and complexion. The
favorite for over 66 years.

- Gouraud’s
Oriental Cream

SPECIAL OFFER - A liberal
trial bottle - enough for 10
days’y{ use - will be sent on

receipt of 10 cents stamps or coin.

At Druggists and Department Stores
¢ FERD. T. HOPKINS & SON

474 St. Paul Street, Montreal

Branksome TMhall

10 Elm Avenue, Rosedale, Toronto
A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Hon. PrincipAL : Miss M. T. Scort

PriNcIpAL : Miss Epita M. Reap, M.A.
Preparation for the University and for
examinations in Music. Art and Domestic
Science Departments. Thoroughly efficient
staff. Large Playgrounds. Outdoor games,
tennis, basketball, rink. Healthful locality.

Primary School for Day Pupils

FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPAL

S

ACCOUNTANCY

S taught by the home study plans of the

SHAW CORRESPONDENCE
SCHOOL

TORONTO, ONT.

:{a.s lifted many a good Bookkeeper and Office Man into
higher position. We invite you to write for particulars.

Cw. Chant, Sec. W. H. Shaw, Pres.

G 393 Yonge Street

A Christian home and an
effective school are combined
in

Orma Lacties) (Gtlege

For prospectus and terms,
write the Principal

R.1. WARNER, M.A,D.D,,
St. Thomas, Ont.
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PENNILESS
OLD AGE

an impossibility if sufficient
protection 1s provided under
the newest and most complete
Life Insurance contract ever
issued—

THE COUPON
INCOME BOND

Issued and copyrighted by the

London Life

Insurance Company

London Canada.

Covers all a man’s insurance re-
quirements, including an increas-
ing income in old age. Coupons
attached to the policy tell the
whole story and can be cashed

like checks.

Full information upon request

Policies—*‘ Good as Gold ”’—Company

JOHN McCLARY DR. A. O. JEFFERY, K.C.
President Vice-President

J. G.RICHTER, F.A.S. E.E REID,B.A., A.LA.
Manager Asst. Manager & Actuary

HOME
STUDY

Arts Courses only

SUMMER

SCHOOL
July and August

QUEEN’S
UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON, ONTARIO
ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE

SCHOOL OF MINING

MINING
MECHANICAL
ELECTRICAL

ENGINEERING

GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar.

CHEMICAL
CIVIL

—

NOBODY WANTS YOU

if old and without money

Begin to-day to make provision for 2
comfortable old age.

THE

- EXCELSIOR
LIFE

INSURANCE

COMPANY

ISSUES ENDOWMENT POLICIES
Maturing at Ages 40 to 75.
Write To-day, Dept. C, for Circular.

HEAD OFFICE TORONTO, CANADA

 d
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invited to inspect them.

27 RovAL AND IMPERIAL
WARRANTS OF APPOINTMENT

Suits a6 illustration made to
mfﬂdure in fashionable English,
r‘s.h. and Scotch Tweeds, in
s:‘a(;n m'ixtures. fancy weaves

designs, from $15.74 duty
nd carriage paid.

HIGH-GRADE BRITISH

THE HALL-MARK OF

" Egenton  Buwinetth
Hoyal ¢[B Berges

INTRINSIC WORTH

PERMANENT COLOUR
and LASTING WEAR

are the distinguishing features which gentle-
men have appreciated in E.B.’s Pure Wool
““ Royal” Navy Blue Serge Suitings for over
40 years. They look well, wear well, and
are admirable fabrics for business and every-
day Suits.

Prices from 96 cents per yard, double width, in a
large variety of qualities, weights, and textures.

SATISFACTION IN
MADE-TO-MEASURE SUITS, ETC.

Careful attention to detail and a skilful inter-
pretation of their patron’s requirements have
enabled EGERTON BURNETT to give a
large amount of genuine satisfaction in Fit,
Style, and Workmanship.

NOTE THIS CORROBORATIVE EVIDENCE
D, A., Esq., wrote from Saskatoon :—"** I have
received from you my two Suils and beg lo
express my appreciation of the careful manner
in which you have followed my instructions re
measurements, etc. The Suits are an excellent
fit and in every way satisfactory.”

W. C. C., Esq., wrote from Cranbrook :—I beg
to acknowledge saffe receipt of Lounge Suit with
which I am greatly plensed.”

SAMPLES MAILED POSTAGE PAID

to any address, on request, with Tailoring Price

Lists, Style Plates, and Measurement Blanks.
Any quantity of material supplied.

SUITINGS AND OVER-COATINGS

For Gentlemen’s Winter Wear

E(}I.‘:RTON BURNETT'S Winter Samples consist of a magnificent variety of high-grade
Suitings and Over-coatings including many of the choicest products of British skill and crafts-
manship, and notwithstanding the War, still maintain the premier position which they have won
by their high degree of perfection in Quality, Design and Finish.

A personal examination of Samples will prove their superiority.

Samples are mailed to any part of the Dominion on request, postage paid, and Gentlemen who
are particular in their choice and dress in accord with the dictates of fashion are cordially

By APPOINTMENT
10 H. M. THE QUEEN

Ulster Overcoats as illustration
made to measure in a large
variety of Nap, Frieze and
Motor Over-coatings, from
$19.32 duty'and carriage paid.

Address: EGERTON BURNETT, Limited

R. W. Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, England.
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In

The Bank

Your Saving

Account

YourBusiness
Account

Your Bank-
ing Business

of Toronto

will be given every attention at

this Bank, whether the balance
be large or small, and interest
will be added half-yearly.

if kept here will be cared for
with accuracy, andf the wide
spread and carefully selected
facilities and connections of the
Bank are at your disposal.

of whatever nature is solicited.
Our Managers will be pleased
to advise regarding your bank-
ing affairs at any time.

Paid-up Capital - $5,000,000
Reserve Funds - 6,402,810

INCORPORATED 1855
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Paid-up Capital - - $7,000,000
Reserve Fund and
Undivided Profits =- 7,245,140

209 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.
———

T —

—

BOND
OFFERINGS

Lists of bonds which we offer sent on
application. Every Security poss-
esses the qualities essential in a sound

investment, combining SAFETY OF
PRINCIPAL AND INTEREST
with THE MOST FAVORABLE
INTEREST RETURN.
Qovernment — Municipal

Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 4), to 67,

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

Dommion SEcurmiEs
CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO . MONTREAL . LONDON.ENG

A Legal Depository
for Trust Funds

Under the laws of the Province ot
Ontario, this Corporation is a legal
depository for Trust Funds. On all
deposits accounts we pay compound
interest at

Three and One-half
Per Cent.

One dollar opens an account. Every
facility is afforded depositors. Are
you a deposltor with the corporation?
If not, we invite your account.

ESTABLISHED 1855.

Canada Permanent

Mortgage Cbrporation
TORONTO STREET, TORONTO

Associated with the above Corpora-
tion and under the same direction and
management, is

The Canada Permanent
Trust Company

incorporated by the Dominion Parlia-
ment. This Trust Company accepts
and executes Trusts of every descrip-
tion, acts as Executor, Administrator,
L‘qmdator, Guardian, Curator or Com-
mittee of a lunatic, etc. Any branch
of the business of a legitimate Trust
Company will have careful and prompt
attention.

&

\§.
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T this time, when the Iavestment
situation presents so important

an issue, no small interest attaches
to the following statement by the
Management in one of the publica-
tions of The Great-West Life Assur-
ance Co,

“* The investments of the Company as a
whole were never in a more satisfactory
position than they are to-day. We find it
now a matter of supreme gratification that
the investment policy of the Company has
always been directed towards mortgages
on real estate, especially on farm proper-
ties. Contrary to the general experience,
we now find that the security back of our
investments has been rather increased
than diminished on account of the war
conditions, this fact being due, of course,
to the increased value which has accrued
to all farm products. The Directors of

. the Company have recently concluded a

careful examination of the investments,
and have expressed themselves as sur-
prised with the excellent standing of the
Company's assets,”

Secure the benefit of these excellent
investments by insuring in—

 THE GREAT-WEST LIFE ASSURANGE CO.

Head Office, Winnipeg.

.‘

The Battle of
Gettysburg

IN this, the most terrible
engagement of the Civil
War, out of each 1,000 en-
gaged 66 were killed. And
this is exactly the nvmb—er
of those now in goo healih
aged 49 who will die before
reaching 63.

In the battle of Shiloh, of each

1,000 combatants 42 were killed,
which is the number of those now
1n good health ared 50 who will
die before they reach £8,

Therefore, those who fight the
everyday battle of life should
seek protection for their families
just as earnestly as those who
fight the battles of their country.
We issue insurance on all ap-
proved plans.

THE MUTUAL LIFE

ASSURANCE _COMPANY
OF CANADA

WATERLOO, ONTARIO
106

—

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

~ Capital Authorized - $25,000,000  Roserve Funds - $ 13,174,000
Capital Paid Up - 11,560,000 Total Assets - 185,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL
DIRECTORS: 4
SIR HERBERT S. HOLT, President E. L. PEASE, Vice-President E.F, B, JOHNSTON, K.C,. 2nd Vice- Presiden

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

Executive Officers.
E. L. Pease, General Manager

W. B. Torrance, Supt. of Branches C. E, Neill and F, J. S8herman, Asst, Gen.-Managers

340-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA—340

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

NEW YORK, Corner William and Cedar Sts-

SAVINCS DEPARTMENT s4&lAks

LONDON, ENG.{ Bank Bidgs., Princes St.. E.C

. __ad
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A Personal Matter

& If that grey bearded old man of the scythe
were going to cut you off tomorrow, would you
listen to a proposition whereby, for a moderate
sum deposited with the North American Life,
your wife would be assured a substantial annual
income as long as she should live? Of course
you would.

Well you do not know the time, but the call is certéun Still we make you that

Proposition—an income absolutely guaranteed your widow every year as long
as she shall live.

It will save you worry while you live; it will save the home when you die.

Get the litile broklet ** The Real Service * which explains it fully. You have but to ask.

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANCE CO.
Head Office -  TORONTO, CAN.

| HEAD OFFICE | HAMILTON
|

\'
CAPITAL AUTHORIZED.. $5,000,000
CAPITAL PAID UP $3,000,000
SURPLUS $3,750,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
BRANCHES
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= Something
different!
LUXistheveryessence

of the finest soap,
in flakes. Its use adds
to the life of woollens,
flannels, filmy laces
and all dainty fabrics,

dissolves readily in hot
water and breaks into a
foamy, cream-like lather
which cannot injure the
finest garments or the
smoothest hands. It
coaxes rather than forces
the dirt out of clothes
and adds a new note of
refinement to wash-day
work.

LUX softens the hardest
water — makes the bath a
luxury and the shampoo a
delight. Sold everywhere at
10 cents.

Sample FREE—write to
Lever Brothers Limited,
Toronto.

T T L T T T T T T L T T T T T,

Pl

L T T T

Made in Canada.
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FORTUNE OF ENDERBY
BY MRS. ARTHUR MURPHY

(JANEY CANUCK)

“«‘The lore o’ men wha’ hae dwelt wi’ men
in new and naked lands.”’

5 IFTY-TWO years ago it was
Fsince last I trekked this road,
then a thread-like trail in the
wilderness,’’ said old man Fortune of
Enderby, as our motor-car dipped
down a hill into the heart of the
Sturgeon Valley, between EQmontqn
and the little French-Canadian vil-
lage of St. Albert.

““This is a comely country, madam,
with its lily-sprinkled meadows, but
what I like most about the place is
the feel of it.”’

““Yes, it was in ’62, the year after
gold had been found in the Cariboo,
that I joined the rush from Minne-
sota. They ecalled us the stampeders
and said we were gold mad, but, to
my thinking, it isn’t the greed of
gain that takes folks into the Wll_der-
ness so much as the lure of the.thmgs
beyond—or, if you will have it so—
a hunger of the heart. Of course,
there is the chance, too, of snap for-
tunes, but these have to be taken on
the wing just as birds are taken.

1—451

Sometimes our westerners miss the
birds, or the fortunes, but as a gen-
eral thing they are fair shots.

‘It was nigh three thousand miles
to the Cariboo district in British
Columbia, and there was no railroad
in, those days. Edmonton, now a
human riotous eity, and the capital
of the Province of Alberta, was then
a Hudson’s Bay fort in charge of
Governor Dallas. The fort was sur-
rounded by a wooden palisade upon
which were posted two small cannon
and a man on ‘sentry-go.’ Inside the
stockade were kept five hundred train
and cariole dogs who had teeth like
saws and who made the nights hid-
eous with their elamour.”’

‘““Were there any white women in
the fort?’’ one asks old Fortune.

‘“‘No, madam, none, but there was
a marvellously handsome breed-wo-
man with charming manners, but
more I cannot say.

““There were one hundred and fifty
of us when we reached Fort Edmon-
ton, including Mr. and Mrs. Augustus
Schubert and their three children.



452

For a few days our little colony tar-
ried here to rest and to prepare by-
laws and regulations for self-govern-
ment. We appointed three men to
act as captains, The laws we made
were not always strictly obeyed, but
most of the men behaved well.

“There was no bridge on the Stur-
geon River then, and I forded it,”’
muttered the old man as if talking
to himself. ‘‘Over fifty years ago it
was, fifty years ago.”’

And now the big yellow motor
pants up the hill and swings around
a grove of trees till, with a shudder
of brakes, it comes to standstill at
the door of Monseigneur, the bishop
of the French folk, Soon we are in-
side enjoying the comfortable hospi-
tality of the See House, courtesying
to an autographed picture of her Ma-
jesty the Queen of England sent to
Pére Lacombe, the black-robed voy-
ageur; fingering an illuminated ad-
dress on birch-bark; admiring the
huge chairs and buffets carved out of
black wood by the Oblate brothers,
and marvelling at the needlework of
the cushioned seats.

““You see, we had plenty of time
in pre-railway days,”’ said Brother
Gregoire, ‘‘especially to practise the
arts and crafts. This chair was
Bishop Grandin’s, but he has been
dead this many and many a year.
The eross on the window with the
superimposed rushes was his official
erest.”’

As Brother Gregoire talks, the per-
sonality of this old bishop seems to
rise from the grave with hypnotic
force and to rivet your attention. It
might have a monograph all to itself,
this subject. Surely a bishop who
dare lay weeds on the cross, weeds
that were symbolic of his loneliness
and hardship, was a man of consid-
eration.

I have no doubt this northern pre-
late was a gaunt, huge fellow, well
caleulated to fight the wind and the
weather, to say nothing of the subtle
wiles of Satan. Old Fortune of En-
derby thinks so, too, and says wher-
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ever you see a cross in the wilderness
it only means to the traveller that a
white man has come this way, and
has no necessary connection with a
church or the death of the Nazarene.

Maybe it was this talk of the pion-
eers or the sympathy of the aged
Gregoire that led old Fortune of En-
derby to tell about the trail of '62.
Or maybe this was the very spot he
packed the Schubert children on his
back across the ford of the river. We
were talking about the farmers’ wives
hereabout being lonely, and one wo-
man of our party, a Scotswoman who
had come north thirty years ago, in
a Red River cart, ejaculated, ‘‘God-
sake, man! every farmer’s wife can
be happy if she wants to, and happy
women, you may hae noticed, never
grow old. She should hae a book on
stars, or stones, or flowers, so as she
could learn a bit about her surround-
ings. I don’t mean one o’ those cut-
and-dried books they hae in schools,
but one for greenhorns wi’ muckle o’
coloured pictures and some literature
about them. My own fad is the study
o’ edible foods, and what most fule
folk call ‘weeds’. I hae learned one
thing—no’s for naething.’’

It was at this point that I, with
the objectionable cocksurness of the
after-comer, made a wager with this
Scotswoman that no mortal person
had ever discovered a use for toad-
stools. ‘“Aha! I have you there,”
said I. ‘‘Other than poison for one’s
enemies—a use which earries with it
certain disabilities—the toadstool can
have no right to exist.”’

And now I am under the necessity
of eating my belt-buckle, which is a
painful waste, it being a perfectly
good one, for dried toadstools—any
chit of a child could tell me—make
the finest smudges in the world. No
mosquito, however wayward or blood-
thirsty, can brave the smoke of toad-
stools.

““Ye’ll be minding, I’se warrant,’’
she continued, ‘‘how the Seripture
says a man canna live on bread alone,
but there’s mony a one wha hae lived

_]
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on birch bark pounded to a pulp. An’
in spring-time, the tender tips o’
young spruce an’ the inner bark o’
the flirty cottonwoods hae kept alive
mony a puir laddie wha’ hae lost his
trail. It would be a bonny thing if
some o’ these daftie writer loons set
down how you can take bluid frae a
stone if you only ken the way. I hae
Jearned o’ mysel’ a toothsome man-
ner o’ cooking wild rice, and how to
make a bannock frae’ sun-flower
geeds. The oil o’ the seeds can be
fashed into a bonny sauce for marsh-
marys and dandelions.

““This may sound boastfullike, but
it’s naething to what is to follow. I
hae learned o’ necessity how to make
brown sugar frae the milkweed, and
a bland flour for parritch frae In-
dian turnip, a fearsome root, which
all the world kens would blister the
tongue o’ the brazen serpent itsel’.”’

““Yes! yes!’’ agreed Brother Gre-
goire, ‘‘what you have told us is high-
ly extraordinary. But then the for-
est is God’s own garden, and a very
pleasant one it is. He has provided
all these foods for us, His children.
The trouble about the forest is that
it ean be bought and sold, cut down
and burned up. It ought to be an
open house to all, and no one should
be disallowed.”’

“True! True!’’ exclaimed old For-
tune. But did you ever have to
live on rosebuds, Brother Gregoire?
There’s lots of posies written about
‘roses, roses all the way’, but you can
believe me they are sorry faring for
Christian folk. Maybe some day we
will have the story of a new Robin-
gon Crusoe living in these woods of
the north country, and how he man-

to exist like a king on rosebuds,
wild leeks, and mint leaves, but I ecan
tell you in ’62 Mrs. Schubert’s tongue
was almost withered in her head for
a pannikan of tea, and all our mouths
watered for a dish of savoury meat.
Every day for the meat course we
had a rosebud or two, and a lick of
our fingers for dessert.

‘Tt is very interesting what this

lady has told us and, without a doubt,
such learning is of much value. She
should set it all down for the after-
comers so that he who runs may read
the writing of the woodways.”’

““Tell us about your Cariboo stam-
pede,’’ said I, ‘‘and about Mrs. Schu-
bert. How did you come to run short
of food, and where did you find it
again?’’

‘‘It’s such a long while ago now,”’
said old Fortune of Enderby, ‘‘such
a long while. They tell me the Cana-
dian Northern Railway have built
their new grade along this old trail
that runs through the Pass and down
across the height of land to the sea.

‘“Maybe some of you have been
through this Pass yourselves. It is
the wide hall in the hills known
nowadays as the Yellowhead, but in
those times when it was the fag-end
of the world we used to call it Téte
Jaune Pass, like the French coureur
de bois. You see, Jasper Hawes, who
lived there over a ecentury ago, was
one of the ‘gentlemen adventurers’ of
the Hudson’s Bay Company, and this
was the territory over which he had
ruled. He was an honour-worthy
man, the Indians tell, and no sleep-
soaked brave to stay at home with
the women and the kettles. He lived
at Téte Jaune Cache, so-called be-
cause of his cache of furs. Indeed,
he had many caches, but they all rot-
ted away, because Téte Jaune disap-
peared one day and was never seen
again. The Crees had suspected all
along that he was a god and now
they were sure of it, for had not
Manitou, the All-Above Person, he
who rules the rain and the lifespan
of men, carried off Téte Jaune and
set him in the milky-way, which is
the paths of the spirits? And now
this Téte Jaune is among the Again-
Goers who return to earth and teach
the palefaces to do such wise and
wonderful things. He is vastly kind
to the Crees of the hills, so that often
they set aside a piece of meat for his
spirit.”’

‘“And why didn’t the Indians open
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the caches?’’ asked I. ‘‘He must
have had some marvellous furs, this
Jasper Hawes?”’

“Without a doubt he had, madam,
without a doubt, but it would be hard
to explain the reason to you city peo-
ple with your short views of what
you call ‘statutory offences,’ the,
the—’’ (and here old Fortune felt
for a word till the veins stood out
on his forehead like the rivers on a
relief map), ‘‘the inviolability, yes!
that’s the word, of a trader’s cache
on the trail. To have possessed them-
selves of Téte Jaune’s cache of furs
would have been equal to stealing
‘the elements’ from the table of Mon-
seigneur’s cathedral across the way
—an impious hideous thing, not to
be even considered.”’

‘It was a weary journey we stam-
peders made to Téte Jaune and along
a trail that threaded the forest, a
trail worn deep with feet, but withal
somewhat corrugated. Our shoulders
ached with the sore burden of the
pack, but the wayfaring hope is that
to-morrow the pack will be lighter
and it may be the road will be bet-
ter. It’s queer that people should be
so silent in the woods. Sometimes 1
think it is because there is nothing
to talk about, or because the travel-
lers are usually looking for a chance
shot, but oftener there seems to be
something fabulous about the hush
of the woods themselves. They are
lonely and unpeopled like the sea.
It must be this hush that lays a finger
on our lips.”’

““Then a man soon grows tired of
the trail?’’ queried one of our party,
““and wishes himself back in the
town? Woodsmen seldom acknow-
ledge this.”’

“Well, not ‘soon,” although there
does come a time when a man must
come out or go mad. It is hard to
explain, but there is something allur-
ing about an open trail through the
woods. It suggests adventures that
can never take place except you tra-
verse it. You are the one thing need-
ed to set them moving. Maybe this
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is what they call the viking or the
buceaneer spirit.”’

““Yes,”’ said Gregoire, the Oblate,
whose mind was still running on the
woods as God’s garden, and God’s
pleasant corral. ‘‘I found out the
other day in my studies that the
word ‘buceaneer’ means primarly one
who smokes or broils fish and meat.
Yes! this must be the very spirit of
the trail.”’

“It was close to this trail, at Lae
St. Anne, that we came across a thing
to astonish the heart,”’ continued old
Fortune. ‘‘Here we found three
sweet and well-deserving women, Sis-
ters of Charity, living alone in the
wilderness with no white folk near.

“‘I was a lad just out from the uni-
versity and they heard I spoke
French, so they sent for me to come
and talk with them. They were sad-
ly discouraged, the little nun-lassies,
for they came to teach their homely
pieties to the Indian women, but the
braves kept moving across country
till there was no following after. They
called their missionary work a cast-
ing of their bread upon the water,
these three, but maybe you’ve no-
ticed the trouble about this operation
is that the bread only gets wet.

““Although I am an old Protestant
fellow, I must own to Brother Gre-
goire that the nuns are the best teach-
ers in this country if they get the
smallest kind of a chance. They don’t
talk concerning fame to the Indian
children, like we do to ours, but just
try to teach them cleanliness and in-
dustry, two traits Gitchie Manitou,
who is notoriously absent-minded, left
out in the Indian’s make-up. Yes!
it’s a pity all right that the bread
merely gets wet, for we must acknow-
ledge, no matter to what church we
belong, that our best laid plans to
turn the Indian lads into deeply-vir-
tuous, hard-working, non-swearing
young gentlemen have mot been as
permanent as we could desire. Book-
learning to an Indian is a plain ab-
surdity, just like feeding doughnuts
to an elk.”’
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‘““Now, what was it I was telling
you? Oh, yes! it was about the trail
to Téte Jaune Cache. There was one
other thing that stands out in my
memory ; it was the death of Robert-
son, of Goderich, and another man
whose name I forget. They lashed
two canoes together on the Athabasca
River to move our stuff with more
ease, and these canoes were swamped
on a sand-bar, which the northmen
call a batture. We lost most of our
stuff, and this is how we came to run
ghort of food.”’

““Robertson, of Goderich, wasn’t a
gwimmer, then?’’ asked someone.

““It was a cramp that did it,”’ re-
plied old Fortune, with a tremour in
his voice as though the accident hap-
pened yesterday. ‘‘He was a civil
engineer and only twenty-eight years
old—a fine figure of a fellow and al-
ways he swung light-footed in the
lead. His companion was rescued,
but died two days later of pneu-
monia.

““ At Téte Jaune our party of stam-

eders divided, some electing to tra-
vel down the Fraser River on rafts,
and some to take the overland route.
Among the latter was Mrs. Schubert,
who rode on horseback with her
youngest child, a boy who is now the
member of Parliament for our con-
stituency. I was one of those who
took the overland route, and a hard
time we had of it. It wasn’t long
till starvation was hard on our heels,
for game was scarce in the thick
woods. On a certain Friday we shot
a beaver. At first the Catholics of
the party would not eat it, not know-
ing whether it was flesh or fish, but
we persuaded them it was fish. T
have heard tell that some young
priests once submitted this same ques-
tion to Rome and were advised that
the beaver was fish. O_f course, our
argument and this decim.on were poth
wrong, for the beaver is an animal
and his flesh is very rich eating.

““Onece I got a bead on a cow moose,
but my bullet only notched her, an'd
so we continued to be hungry. It is
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a love-lorn lady the poet makes to
say, ‘He cometh not,” but, in real
life, they are the big-game hunters
who say it most often.

““It was of nights we felt worst
when we got into camp and there was
nothing but two or three partridges
and a couple of rabbits to satisfy the
hunger of so many. Because 1 was
starving I used to lie awake in the
dark and listen to the lynxes fight
and howl in the trees. And there
were other noises, such as a rabbit
might make when an ermine grips its
windpipe or guttles its blood. But
more often there was only the
throaty, tongueless howl of the wolves
singing their sorrows to the moon
and, believe me, ladies, the wolf is a
singer who fears nothing. If madam
here were not from the Highlands
I'd be saying he is the bagpipe of
the forest.

““We had an Indian in our party,
but he would not shoot the wolves
for fear of interfering with the sue-
cess of his winter’s catch. He could
not ‘make fur’ if he followed one,
If a wolf met him that would be
quite a different matter, but, then, a
wolf is not anxious to meet an In.
dian who carries a gun.

‘“Like the bagpipes, though, this
ruin-song of the wolves always seem-
ed to blend with the wind. Maybe
you’ve noticed this when you have
heard the pipes on the far hills or
the wolves in the distant trees. When
we camped in a valley among the
thick deciduous trees, the wind had
a crafty sound, or maybe it was most
like the whine of bed-going children,
but up on the mountains among the
conifers it was a man-song with
strange discords and, more than once,
it seemed to be defying God Himself.
It must have been that I was madly
hungry from my diet of rosebuds, for
this wind fastened itself like an in-
cubus on my brain and would not
let me go. When I am in the dust,
I shall have to waken of times when
it calls.

‘‘But all the time we were growing
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more hungry and consequently weak-
er, till we were forced to throw away
our guns and every pound of super-
flous clothing. We could think of
nothing but our shabbily-filled stom-
achs so that practically we were all
stomach. One morning in a narrow
slot in the hills we awoke to find we
had been lying in the midst of human
bones and scraps of clothing. It was
a nerve-breaking episode, for six or
seven people had died here, and not
g0 long ago.

“The Indians said these had per-
ished from smallpox and that ‘the no-
tail animal’—by which they meant
the bear—had picked their bones
clean. The Indians could not have
been dead more than three months
for, a short distance off, some potatoes
had been planted, which were now
fully grown. This was a meal of
shining memory, and none of us suf-
fered in spite of the fact that we had
been almost famished.

““Near the potato patch was the
ghack of the dead folk, now inhabited
by owls. The Indians danced to
frighten them away.”’

“Mon Diew! Mon Dieu!’’ exclaim-
ed Brother Gregorie with amazement.
““This happened once before. Some-
where there was an empty house with
owls and wild beasts and dancing.
I’ll have it for you in a minute,’’ he
said as he turned over the pages of
his Bible. ‘‘I’ll have it in a minute.
"I'was Isaiah who said it of Babylon.
Listen! ‘Neither shall the Arabian
piteh tent there. Neither shall the
shepherds make their folds there. But
wild beasts of the desert shall lie
there and their houses shall be full
of doleful creatures, and owls shall
dwell there, and satyrs shall dance
there.’

‘It would seem as if all the things
which happened in Babylon, Greece,
and Italy happen once more in this
primitive north. It must be that
our men are living the same kind of
life. Tt was only last year a pack of
wolf-dogs tore their master in pieces
on the trail, and you’ll remember how

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

Glaucus, the Corinthian, was killed
in the same manner by his infuriated
mares.

““But I interrupted you, sir,”’
apologized the Oblate. ‘‘Pray tell us
where Mrs. Schubert and her little
ones came to rest, or did she die on
the trail?”’

“‘No, she didn’t die. Mrs. Schu-
bert is still living in British Col-
umbia and, in spite of her eighty-
seven years, is more hearty than you
could believe.

““It was only two days later when
we reached Kamloops, a trading-post
which had been established fifty
years before by David Thompson, a
‘Welshman, who had captured the
Astoria fur-trade.

““The puir body must ha’ been gey
glad to get there—she and her wee
bairnies,”’ remarked the Scotswoman
with an upward intonation that de-
manded an answer.

‘“Yes! I think she was—indeed—
indeed—I’m sure she was, for that
very night her fourth child was
born.”’

““God’s merey!”’ exclaimed the Ob-
late, ‘‘I never heard the like. The
Mother Mary must have been watch-
ing over her all the way. And the
little daughter, what was she christ-
ened ?”’

“It was a long time, Brother Gre-
goire, before she was christened, but
her mother called her Rosa Kamloops
and, knowing her story, all the men
thought this name to be a highly fit-
ting one.

‘“No! there were no other white
women in the country except Secotech
Jeanie, and she was at Cariboo.”’

“Tell us about Scotch Jeanie,’’ her
countrywoman begged, ‘‘an’ about
her family.”’

‘‘Jeanie had no family, so to speak
but she was mother to ever,vbodv?
She wasn’t what some folk would eall
a good woman, but she had all the
characteristics of one.”’

“Ho! ho!” said I to myself. ‘T
know you now, old Fortune of End-
erby. Your real name is Sir True-
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heart. This is what I shall name you
secretly.”’

“Mrs. Schubert didn’t go on to
Cariboo, but her husband did. She
stayed at Kamloops and supported
her family by doing laundry work.
After a bit she sent her two eldest
children to school at New Westmin-
ster, and then she had to haul up the
water from the river herself. It was
tough work for a woman, but she
kept on at it for twelve years and
then Schubert took a hankering for
home.”’

““ An’ he brought her a fine bit o’
gpld after all these years. Don’t say
he didn’t,”’ broke in the Scotswoman,
«it would na be right any other
way.”’

““Not so!’”’ answered old True-
heart. ‘‘She heard tell her man was
ecoming back in rags, so she went out
to meet him with a bag of new gear
g0 that he could come home like a
fine gentleman. That is what she
did. And then Schubert took up free
land at Spillimachene so that he
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could go farming, but Mrs. Schubert
kept on working to buy stock for the
farm. She was a matron in a school
now, and it took her four other years
to accomplish her task.’’ g

‘“And what did she do then?'’ ask-
ed I. ‘““Tell us all there is of the
story.”’

““There isn’t any more to tell ex-
cept that she went to live on the farm
—this was many years ago, mind you
—and she is there yet. Schubert died
a year or so ago, but he was nigh unto
ninety. No! there’s nothing more to
tell. This is just a bit of a story
about the first white woman who
made the Pass and followed the
mountain trail to Kamloops,’”' but I
knew, and all who listened knew, that
Mrs. Schubert was a heroine who, be-
cause of her persistent resolution, but
withal unfailing gentleness, stood
first on our unwritten list of pioneer-
ing women. Maybe some day a writ-

er of sense and sensibility will seek
out their story and set down aright
for you and me.



LITERATURE AND LIFE
BY HAROLD GARNET BLACK

eccentric ascetic young Ameri-

can, Henry David Thorean,
was living in his self-made cabin on
the edge of Walden Pond, near Con-
cord, Massachusetts, hoeing his beans,
studying, writing, and meditating on
the meaning of life. In his ‘‘Wal-
den,”’ the outcome of his two years
spent alone there in the woods, he
devotes a section to the ‘‘noble intel-
lectual exercise’’ of reading, and in
its dozen brilliant pages attempts to
rouse the citizens of Concord from
their mental apathy, to stimulate them
to intellectualize themselves, and
thereby to ‘‘throw one arch at least’’
over the dark gulf of ignorance which
surrounds them. In a word, he ut-
ters the universal ery of the educa-
tionist. Thoreau’s advice is by no
means unique; thousands of others by
spoken or written word have similar-
ly tried to excite among the people
an appetite for literature and to give
them that culture which a wide and
generous reading affords,

Not long ago I was looking over a
hospital chart on which were regis-
tered a patient’s pulse and tempera-
ture. The temperature ‘‘curve’’ was
almost normal, but that of the pulse
considerably higher, so that the ‘‘clin-
ical picture’’ showed lines which,
though zigzag, were approximately
parallel. The lines never overlapped ;
they were totally divorced. Now some
people have affirmed, though it seems
to me quite thoughtlessly, that be-
tween literature and life there is a
similar divorce. As a matter of fact,
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NEARLY seventy years ago that

however, is it not true that literature
is life only, as it happens, compress-
ed between the covers of a book?
‘“Books are mnot ahsolutely dead
things, but do contain a potency of
life in them, to be as active as that
soul whose progeny they are,”’ wrote
the young Puritan who afterwards
was to pen the greatest epic in the
English language ; two centuries later
Thoreau was writing, ‘‘Books are the
treasured wealth of the world and the
fit inheritance of generations and na-
tions.”” For, after all, spoken words
are but the expression of some
thought or emotion, and books but the
transeription of those spoken words
to more permanent form, a ‘“fixing*’
of the passing image on the photo-
graphic plate, an effort to make en.
during that which would otherwise be
ephemeral—in short, an attempt to
immortalize mortality itself. Life and
literature, then, are mnot divoreed;
they are identical. Literature is life,
and conversely life is literature—at
least in the sense that men are each
day writing fresh pages in the great
book of destiny.

Not that I would emphasize, how-
ever, the value of a book life to the
exclusion of the physical and the more
practical; only it seems sometimes
that we unduly exalt the latter at the
expense of the more purely cultural
side of life. The best result, of course,
is gained where the two are so blend-
ed as to give each its due importance.

I recall a young woman, the daugh-
ter of well-to-do and intellectual par-
ents, who at the age of twenty con-
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fided to a friend that she had never
read a book through in her life, and
I question whether she has since done
g0. Her mind did not run towards
books. Knowing her lack in this re-
spect, she should have disciplined her
mind and cultivated a taste for read-
ing, just as many people have to cul-
tivate a taste for olives, for properly
to develop a love for literature some-
times requires training. I also recall
another person whose time has been
spent almost wholly among books.
Now, these two lie at opposite poles.
Neither life has been a sane, healthy,
well-balanced one. The truth is that
the normal life, the golden mean, lies
between these two extremes.

Among our more noted contem-
poraries perhaps Theodore Roosevelt
embodies and illustrates the judiciqus
mingling of these two sides of life
as well as any, for despite what we
may think of his politicq,l methoc}g or
of his present ‘“progressive’’ political
programme, he has been by turns sol-
dier, cowboy, hunter, naturalist, po-
lice commissioner, Governor, Vice-
President, and President, as well as
student, historian, traveller, lecturer,
and writer. Through a third of a
century his varied activities have been
a constant illustration of ‘‘the stren-
uous life,”” a phrase which he fittingly
made the title of one of his earlier
books. While few men have the im-
mense physical energy 9f Roosevelt,
yet all can admire his industry and
in some measure emulate his example
as student and reader.

I once heard Booker T. Washing-
ton, that high-idealed representative
of the American negro race, say that
every once in a while he liked to get
out and dig in the garden and get his
hand in actual contact with the moist
warm earth, because then he felt that
he was in touch with reality again.
Such contact with the elemental acted
as a tonic to him. We 'should never
forget, then, when reading and th_us
trying to regale and satisfy the in-
tellectual appetite, that the world of
reality with all its stern relentless

facts stands just beyond our doors.
Outside with most of us lies our voca-
tion; only inside can we pursue at
leisure our avocation.

Why should we read? The ques-
tion of the motive for writing poetry
—and consequently, I suppose, for
reading it—was settled by Horace in
a single line. It should be written,
he said, ‘‘either to instruet or to de-
light.”’ Renaissance literary ecrities
in Italy, and later on those in France
and England, took up the same ques-
tion and answered it now this way
and now that. Horace’s dictum,
which seems a good one, does not,
however, apply to poetry alone; it
applies to reading in general. The
only improvement one could suggest
would be to change the alternative
‘“‘or’’ to the copulative ‘‘and’’—‘to
instruct and delight,”’ for if proper
care be exercised books can be so
written, I take it, that they give plea-
sure while imparting knowledge. Any
book to which, this revised Horatian
touchstone cannot be applied had bet-
ter remain unread, if one would pre-
serve one’s self-respect, dignity, and
—temper!

Reading is undoubtedly the source
of much enjoyment. The other day I
heard a clergyman tell about a little
boy, who, on returning from church
after a missionary sermon followed
by its logical sequel—a missionary
collection—astonished his father by
asking him if the heathen wore
clothes. ‘‘No, my boy,”’ he replied,
“Why do you ask?’’ ‘‘Well,” said
the observant son, ‘‘I noticed you put
a button on the collection plate!”
Many of the heathen perhaps have
little or no clothes; one may pity (or
even envy) them, as one pleases, on
account of it; but what is infinitely
worse, one might say tragic in com-
parison, is that, lacking as they do
the fruits of civilization, they are un-
able to appreciate the intellectual side
of life, and hence are denied the lux-
ury of those mental joys and plea-
sures which we so abundantly and
vet often so undeservedly possess.

i_—
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Through literature we can come in-
to vital contact with the best minds
which civilization has produced. ‘A
good book is the preecious life-blood
of a master-spirit embalmed and trea-
sured up on purpose to a life beyond
life,”” deeclared Milton. ‘‘Consider
what you have in the smallest chosen
library,”” Emerson once wrote in a
notable passage. ‘‘A company of the
wisest and wittiest men that could
be picked out of all civil countries,
in a thousand years, have set in best
order the results of their learning
and wisdom.’’ Is it not something to
have the master intellects of the world
at your elbow to instruet, to warn, to
counsel, to guide, to delight you?
Reach thither thy hand and at thy
will have St. Paul, St. Augustine,
Shakespeare, Goethe, Carlyle, Tenny-
gson commune with thee. Doubtless
these and many other great worthies
immensely enjoy each other’s com-
pany as they rub shoulders on that
shelf of thine—have many a grave
philosophical discussion or crack
many a sly joke, as the case may be.
Pray, why not have them join thy
society, teach thee the way of life,
point out its sudden pitfalls, show
thee the hidden depths of the human
heart, or enliven thy daily pilgrim-
age with their sunny smile?

With some few people there is al-
ways a tendency to make a fetish of
the printed page, to bow down to it
and worship it as though it contained
some divine oracle fresh from the
mouth of the gods. No greater mis-
take, however, could possibly be made.
‘We should read, as Bacon once said,
‘“to weigh and consider.”” One need
not—indeed cannot—believe all that
one reads. All books contain ideas
of some sort; they present certain
ways of looking at things, certain
doctrines or beliefs, some interpreta-
tion of life; while taken chronolog-
ically, they represent stages in the
evolution of the world’s thought.

Each individual is, however, entit-
led to his own opinion and to his own
point of view. Gentle reader—and I
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use that good old phrase purposely,
fully aware that Dr. Samuel Cro-
thers, one of the foremost of contem-
porary American essayists, and other
good men as well, have declared that
the ‘‘gentle reader’’ has passed away
and is now only a pleasing fiction, a
fine superstition, a literary tradition
—gentle reader, I ask you, ‘‘Is your
point of view any better than mine,
any loftier, any safer, any sanert’’
The answer to this question itself in-
evitably turns upon the point of view.
That brilliant French essayist Mon-
taigne as he sat there meditating in the
quiet seclusion of his ancestral castle
near Bordeaux, made much of the
principle of relativity; and Walter
Pater in his ‘‘Gaston de la Tour,’’ in
which he deseribes an imaginary visit
of his hero to Montaigne, does well
when he labels one of his chapters,
“‘Suspended Judgment’’ — splendid
phrase! All men look at life with its
countless perplexities from at least
slightly different angles, and therein
lies what we call the personal equa-
tion. Who shall say which is right
or whether, indeed, any is right?
Perhaps all are right—only from dif-
ferent standpoints. Who knows?

Is Pacific time earlier or later than
Eastern Standard time? When it is
6.00 a.m. in San Francisco, for in-
stance, it is 9.00 a.m. in Boston: that
is, at any given time it is three hours
earlier in San Francisco than in Bos-
ton, for is not 6.00 a.m. earlier than
9.00 a.m.? On the other hand, Bos-
tonians get the sun three hours soon-
er than do Californians; that is, the
western day begins three hours later
than does that in Boston. Are San
Franciscans, then, earlier or later
than Bostonians, or are they neither
or both? It all depends, you see:
upon what you mean by ‘‘earlier’®
and ‘“‘later’’; in dther words, upon
the point of view.

Of books, then, it may be said that
t}}ey often give us a new point of
view, a chance to see life, or at all
events cross-sections of life through
other men’s eyes and thus to compare
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their ideas with our own as viewed
from our particular angle: Such a
comparison may either modify or sub-
gtantiate our own previous concep-
tions. ‘‘How many a man,”’ to quote
Thoreau again, ‘‘has dated a new era
in his life from the reading of a
book!”’ :

Reading is, of course, a capital
means of self-improvement in other
ways than those which I have already
indicated. To some extent, for exam-
ple, it may be made a substitute for
travel ; indeed, I know of more than
one man who has made it a very e§~
fective substitute; but better still is
it when used as both antecedent and
supplement to travel. To prepare
oneself thoroughly by carefully
selected reading before going abroad
is to give new zest to one’s enjoyment.
Inaccurate, defective, or insufficient
information may be readily corrected
or supplied by recourse to books.

It goes without saying that every
man should have a library of h{s
own, no matter how small or rudi-
mentary, for it is not well to be un-
der the constant necessny_ of 1_'ely1pg
on either a public or a university lib-
rary for ome’s mental pabulum. In
gelecting one’s books, however, one
should not be like the man whom I
once read about in The Outlook who,
when he got enough means, provided
himself with hundreds of ‘‘dummy’’
volumes which he placed behind care-
fully locked glass doors. Longfellow
ealled books ‘‘sepulchres of thought,”’
but such volumes of these were only
sepulchres of deception and monu-
ments of folly.

Fortunately books are now so cheap
that no longer is a select a:nd compre-
hensive library incompatible with a
shallow purse. Most of the master-
pieces, the classics of literature—
books which Lowell said are ‘‘always
new and ineapable of growing old”’
__are now easily available in cheap
editions and in good translations, so
that one may secure at relatlvgly
gmall cost a collection of books which
will be at once varied, extensive, and
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suited to any taste. Is it history, or
science, or polities, or philosophy, or
belles-lettres? 1t makes little differ-
ence. There stands your library from
which to pick and choose; only see
that you pick and choose well. It is
your Pierian spring—therefore drink
deep! Thoreau loved to hoe his beans,
but I like to indulge the faney that
he loved to read even better.

Some men accomplish an enormous
amount of reading. One year 1 at-
tended a lecture course in Compara-
tive Literature given by one of Har-
vard’s younger professors—an excel-
lent scholar and penetrating literary
eritie, though only now in his middle
forties—and was perfectly amazed at
the breadth of his reading. No mat-
ter what writer was discussed my pro-
fessor seemed to have a thorough
knowledge of the man himself, his lit-
erary work, his relation to his con-
temporaries, and his influence on, the
general stream of literature—a know-
ledge which embraced English,
French, German, Italian, Seandinav-
ian, American, and Russian litera-
ture, besides that of Greece and Rome.
Sanskrit he knew at first hand. So
far as I could discover that year the
only author that he had not read—
for he freely and smilingly admitted
it one day—was Maxim Gorky! I
think we could easily forgive him
for Gorky. Sanskrit alone would
easily atone for that!

Only the close student, the expert,
the professional man of letters, of
course, can hope for such vast intel-
lectual achievements. At present,
however, I have in mind not the
scholarly Uttérateur, but rather per-
sons in the ordinary walks of life
who enjoy intellectual entertainment
and the possession of knowledge of
various kinds, and who ean comfort
themselves with the thought that
in a matter of this kind quality counts
quite as well as quantity. I am there-
fore addressing myself to them in the
hope that they may more justly ap-
preciate the advantages for wide and
liberal reading which the present day
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offers. I am attempting to recall them
from the grosser and more material
things to the more purely spiritual
and cultural, to that side of life which
the old Utterae humaniores were
intended to develop. Even with many
college men, reading, I have found,
is unfortunately already a lost art.

Americans have for a long time—
and I fear all too justly—been charged
with a gross materialism, with being
too much taken up with temporal af-
fairs — building sky-serapers, con-
structing railroads, multiplying dol-
lars; with neglecting the things of the
spirit and letting the field of the in-
tellect lie barren; in short, with what
Matthew Arnold would call ‘‘Philis-
tinism.”” Recent American writers,
however, have been trying to explode
this idea, repudiating it as a slander-
ous libel against their nation. A
similar accusation will doubtless soon
be made against Canadians—indeed
its low rumble can already be heard
along the horizon. A new country
like our great Dominion, for instance,
with its enormous natural resources
and growing opportunities for com-
mercial expansion, is peculiarly, con-
stantly, and increasingly menaced by
this danger of materialism, and to it,
for a time at least, Canadians will
doubtless suceumb.

Reading aloud often doubles one’s
enjoyment of a book, for it allows a
free discussion and interchange of
ideas which are bound to prove pro-
fitable. It was thus I made my
acquaintance with ‘“A Tale of Two
Cities.”” Last summer a friend read
to me Bliss Perry’s ‘“‘Park Street
Papers,’” a most delightful volume of
essays by a most delightful writer.
Longinus said—if I remember cor-
reetly—that true genius was shown
in an author by his ability to see
similarities and differences go vividly
as to crystallize at a flash some idea
into a clear crisp metaphor. The ex-
editor of The Atlantic Monthly easily
answers to this definition. Hamilton
‘W. Mabie has well said of him that as
a writer of the essay he preserves and
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continues ‘‘its best traditions of san.
ity of thought, humour, and sound-
ness of forms.”

But what shall T read? Ah, that
is another question, for the saying,
de gustibus nmon disputandum, is as
true as it is old. Tastes vary with
the individual. Perhaps you will have
a small sirloin with onions while I
prefer roast duck and potato. A hardy
man indeed would he be who would
write out yowr literary menu. Yet
the late Lord Avebury, better known
in the republic of letters as Sir John
Lubbock, Lord Morley, Agnes Rep-
plier, Stevenson, Henry Van Dyke,
and scores of others have given coun-
sel on the reading of books; various
people have written—fatuously, of
course—on ‘‘The Hundred Best
Books’’; and only seven years ago Dr,
Charles W. Eliot, then president of
Harvard, appeared before the publie
with his’ famous ‘‘five-foot book-
shelf,”” replete with history, drama,
art, biography, fiction, epie, saga, tra-
vel, poetry, science, and philosophy,
the careful reading of which would
in his opinion furnish anyone with a
liberal and well-rounded eduecation.

One often reads a book, it is true,
on the recommendation of another,
An Ontario doetor, who has a keen
appreciation  of literature, onee
strongly urged me to read Tolstoy's
‘““Anna Karénina,’’ saying that he
thought it a marvellous book and its
heroine one of the most lovable women
in the whole realm of fiction, It is
indeed, what Ernest Rhys calls i
‘“a tragic masterpiece,’’ though I
shall here attempt no criticism of it.
The wife of a University of Toronto
professor recommended to me “Thy
Rod and Thy Staff,”’ the latest vol-
e of the well-known English essay-
ist, Arthur C. Benson, which recounts
autobiographically a very remarkable
psychological and religious experi-
ence. Another friend was so charm-
ed with the sheer literary beauty of
Edmund Gosse’s ‘‘Father and Son '’
a book of biographical recollectiox;s
that T followed his advice and got it



LITERATURE AND LIFE

from a library. Delightfully written
it certainly is; in somewhat the same
fashion as Tourgénieff’s volume with
nearly the same title, “‘Fathers and
Sons,”’ it shows clearly the radical
differences in opinion and belief that
ean spring up in so short a time as
one generation, only the _former is
deeply religious in tone while the lat-
ter is political and nihilistic. A fourth
was so enthusiastic over the classic
style of Goldwin Smith’s ““The United
States: A Political History’ and had
read it with such evident gusto that
1 was persuaded to get tha@ excellent
and informing volume; while a fifth,
an American lady in her eighty-fourth
year, brought me the o'gher day ‘“The
Dairy of Caroline C. Richards (1852-
1872),” a real diary of a real girl,
giving a vivid picture of village life
in central New York half a century
ago, and in its last pages pathetically.
touching on the Civil War—artlessly
written, yet provoking many a smile
with its abundant and all but uncon-
geious humour. :

In the final analysis, however, one
must follow largely one 's own predi;
Jection and choose his own reading.
‘When Napoleon went on his Egyptian
campaign he carried with him, if T
remember aright, the Bible, Rous-
geau’s ‘‘Nouvelle Héloise,”’ Goethe’s
«“Werther,”” and MacPherson’s “‘Os-
sian.”’ Roosevelt’s ‘‘pigskin library,”’
which he took with him on his Af-
rican expedition, included none of
these except the Bible. Your library
likewise will be quite different from
mine; your sirloin and onions, meta-
phorically speaking, are perhaps his-
tory and philosophy, while my duck
and potato may be biology and fiction.
A young collegiate teacher—a grand-
nephew, by the way, of Thomas Car-
lyle—told me one day in Toronto that
he had just been reading the first
volume of Gibbon, and as he spoke,
his face fairly beamed with delight;
another friend handed me Eqrace
Fletcher’s ‘“A.B.-Z. of Nutrition”
with a similar glow of pleasure; while
a third praised Meredith’s ‘“The Or-
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deal of Richard Feverel’’ with all the
exuberance of youth ‘‘because it is
so much more than a mere novel.”’

‘What one reads will depend partly
on one’s age and sex. ‘‘Robinson
Crusoe,”” ‘‘The Deerslayer,’”” ‘“Tom
Brown’s Schooldays,”” *‘‘Settlers in
Canada,’’ ‘‘Swiss Family Robinson,”’
are healthful books for healthy boys
—as good boys’ books as were ever
written. A similar list for girls
might easily be named. One’s read- .
ing also depends upon one’s individ-
ual taste and temperament—often up-
on one’s early literary training. One
of the first Rhodes scholars from this
side of the water once told me that
he was just then reading Goethe’s
‘“Wilhelm Meister,”” and that he con-
sidered it the most interesting and
most wonderful book that he had ever
read. Strangely enough I had just
finished reading it, although I could
not altogether share his enthusiasm—
great book as it undoubtedly is. This
difference in opinion merely argued
a difference in taste and temperament.

Antiquarians may with similar
satisfaction pull down from their
shelves the great epies of antiquity
and of the Middle Ages—Homer’s
“Iliad’’ and ‘‘Odyssey,”’ Virgil's
‘‘ Aineid,”’ the Sanskrit ‘‘ Ramayana’’
and ‘‘Mahabharata,’’ the Scandinav-
ian ‘“Eddas,”” the Anglo-Saxon
‘““Béowulf,”” the German ‘‘Nibelun-
genlied,”” the French ‘‘Chanson de
Roland,’”’ and the Spanish ‘‘Cid’’;
while the more curious may take de-
light in such diverse things as
Dante’s ‘“New Life,”” the ‘‘Love Let-
ters of Abelard and Héloise,”” Car-
tier’s ‘“Voyages,”’ or the famous ful-
minating ‘‘Counterblast’” of King
James.

One’s mood at any given moment
often determines one’s choice of books.
To-day one may want to read poetry,
to-morrow history, the next day fie-
tion, while next week nothing short
of science or philosophy will answer,
Yesterday I picked up Mabie’s ‘‘ Am-
erican Ideals,”’ a volume of selected
addresses recently delivered in J apan,
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attempting to interpret to the Japan-
ese people the spirit of American
democracy by a discussion on broad
lines of her history, politics, litera-
ture, and art—a book full of interest
and of penetrating insight, written
with freshness, simplicity, and liter-
ary finish; to-day perhaps a play of
Brieux’s, or a novel of Dickens’s en-
gages my attention; to-morrow—ah,
to-morrow—it may be something as
luminously judicial as Carl Schurz’s
essay on ‘‘Abraham Lincoln,’’ as
socially daring as Ibsen’s ‘‘Ghosts,”’
or as whimsically philosophical as
Voltaire’s ‘‘ Candide.”’

It is well, I think, to vary one’s
reading considerably, being careful,
of course, to read only those books
which are distinetly worth while, for
everyone has a wide range from which
to choose, and furthermore the aver-
age mind takes readily and naturally
to anything that is of vital human
interest. Terence put into the mouth
of one of his characters: ‘““I am a
man, and nothing that concerns a
man do I deem a matter of indiffer-
ence to me’’—a sentiment which is as
true of the individual now as when
penned more than two thousand years
ago. Stevenson’s ‘‘Virginibus Pue-
risque,”” Franklin’s ‘“Autobio-
graphy,”” Dickens’s ‘‘Pickwick Pa-
pers,”” Macgowan’s ‘‘Lights and Sha-
dows of Chinese Life,”” Maeterlinck’s
““Blue Bird,”” Goethe’s ‘‘Dichtung
und Wahrheit,”” Watson’s ‘‘The Life
of the Master,”” Eliot’s ‘‘Silas Mar-
ner,”” Tennyson’s ‘‘In Memoriam,’’
Bruce’s ‘‘Scientific Mental Healing,’’
Omar’s ‘‘ Rubaiyat,”’ Jackson’s ‘‘Fact
of Conversion,”’ Keller’s ‘‘The World
I Live In,”’ Balzac’s ‘“‘Pére Goriot,”’
Perry’s ‘“The American Mind,”’
Israel’s ‘‘Rembrandt,”” Neilson’s
‘‘Essentials of Poetry,”” Hugo’s ‘‘Les
Misérables,”” Schurman’s ‘‘ Agnostie-
ism and Religion,”’ Gibbon’s ‘‘Mem-
oirs,”” Howells’s ‘‘Italian Journeys,”’
Burke’s ‘‘Reflections on the Revolu-
tion in France,”” Byron’s ‘‘Don
Juan,”” Oman’s ‘‘England in the
Nineteenth Century’’—with books as
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varied in character as these familiar
titles suggest I have spent many plea-
sant and profitable hours. They are
all human documents,

Fitchett’s ‘‘Unrealized Logic of
Religion,”” which a good friend coun-
selled me to read, I found fascinating
and spiritually helpful, though I have
been told that it is not deeply philo-
sophical forsooth! Jackson’s ‘‘ Studies
in the Old Testament’’ is a popular
presentation of the more scholarly at-
titude now taken toward the Serip-
tures, Begbie’s ‘‘Twice-Born Men,’
which the author calls a ‘‘footnote’’
to William James’s ‘‘ Varieties of Re-
ligious Experience,”” gives a dozen
striking religious biographies of men
reclaimed from the slums of London
and furnishes an unanswerable argu-
ment to the truth of Christianity,
These four books would make a valu-
able acquisition to the religious see-
tion of any man’s library.

History is always entertaining as
well as instructive, for it is, as Mae.-
aulay long ago pointed out, essential-
ly biographical. American, Canadian,
English, and continental histories
have been written by scores of reput-
able historians. Histories of litera-
ture are illuminating as revealing the
mental activity and mirroring the
progressive life of a nation.

Historical novels serve ga double
purpose. They are valuable as his.
tory in so far as they aceurately re-
construct and revivify the past; and
as fiction in so far as they succeed in
portraying human life against the
given background. Hundreds of peo-
ple have learned about different world
epochs from precisely this source, just
as many an Englishman has admitted.
ly derived his knowledge of English
history solely from reading the his.
torical plays of Shakespeare. Unfor.
tunately, however, some writers have
taken such infinite pains to get a cor-
rect historical atmosphere in which to
place their dramatis personae that
they are actually handicapped by the
sheer mass of historic detail, and con-
sequently the story loses in interest,

e
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To this class belongs ‘‘Romola.”” In
it the author has so heavily embroid-
ered her garment of fiction with the
facts of history that it does not ‘‘set
well.”” As historical novels, Thack-
eray’s ‘‘Henry Esmond,”’ Scott’s
“Kanilworth,” Bulwer-Lytton’s
“Last Days of Pompeii,”” and Dick-
ens’s ‘‘Tale of Two Cities’’ have per-
haps never been surpassed.

In poetry we can have as constant
eompanions Shakespeare, Keats, Mil-
ton, Shelley, Wordsworth, Browning,
Tennyson, and dozens of others of
various times and races. Biography
offers an exceedingly tempting _ﬁeld;
so also does the drama. Science,
philosophy, essays, and books of travel
likewise make their special appeal.

The literature of prose fiction is
very extensive as well as very invit-
ing. One gshould guard, however,
against reading too many novels.
Some years ago, for example, I read
nothing but fietion during all of one
winter. A little later when I took
up a volume of heavier reading call-
ed ‘‘Egyptian Fellahs and Explor-
ers,”’ by Amelia B. Edwards, a novel-
jst who latterly turned Egyptologist,
I found it quite impossible—instrue-
tive and charmingly written as it sub-

uently proved to be. We are, I
think, all too prone to read fiction, and
especially the latest book, the “‘best
seller.”” Some months ago I had a
letter from a lady nearly eighty years
of age and she (bless her heart!) was
quoting ‘Pollyanna’” and its “‘glad™
philosophy to me. Mos.t I_nodern
novels, however, are of but indifferent

quality and do not bear the marks of
" greatness. Let us lay down ‘‘Lad-
die’’ and ‘“The Broken Halo” .and
take up a classic, a real masterpiece.
Exeunt Stratton-Porter and Barclay ;
enter Eliot and Thackeray!

But there are books and books—
and one must discriminate. The
author of ‘‘Oliver T'wist’’ never utter-
ed truer words than when he wrote
in that novel that ‘‘there are books
of which the backs and covers are by
far the best parts.”” When Bacon de-
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clared that ‘‘some books are to be
tasted, others to be swallowed, and
some few to be chewed and digested,’’
he might well have added ‘‘some are
to be entirely eschewed,’’ for unques-
tionably many have been written
which should forever remain unopen-
ed. Some instik into the youthful
mind false ideas of heroism and are
all too ‘often an exciting cause in
promoting criminality; some, while
professing a high motive, make their
inflammatory appeal with brutal
frankness to the baser human in-
stinets and passions; some present life
in its ugliest and most forbidding
aspects and foster a tendency to mor-
bidity ; while others stimulate wrong
ideals and set up false social, moral,
and ethical standards. Such books
are dangerous; they should never be
read; they lack the essential quality
of good literature; they are what the
genial Charles Lamb would ecall
‘“books which are no books.”’

Last summer a friend was paddling
me along the shore of one of the Mus-
koka Lakes, when suddenly on run-
ning into a little cove, she spied a
canoe lying in four feet of water.
The melancholy thoughts associated
with a sunken canoe were so sugges-
tively unpleasant and gruesome that
she could never be persuaded to go
near the place again. To many read-
ers the name of Zola is similarly un-
attractive and even repellent; it sug-
gests the harsh, the sinister, the ugly,
the repulsive. Zola’s frantic effort
to mirror ‘‘life’’ in literature furn-
ishes the classical illustration of the
extreme limits to which realism and
naturalism may be pushed.

I remember reading not long ago
““A Song of Sixpence,”” a story in-
tended to show how unsatisfactory a
marriage can be which has as its mo-
tive and justification not love but an
overpowering ambition and unfalter-
ing determination to rise to the top
of the social spiral. Though written
ostensibly with a lofty purpose, it was
so conspicuously lacking in delicacy,
grace, and beauty, so devoid of every
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literary excellence, that when I took
up my next book, a novel of George
Eliot’s, I felt the atmosphere com-
pletely changed. ‘‘Here is real litera-
ture,’’ I said to myself, ‘‘for it shows
everywhere the work of the accom-
plished literary artist.”’ It was like
suddenly emerging from a malarial
swamp and breathing once more the
air of heaven. I was on solid ground
again, having ‘‘the firm earth beneath
my feet, and overhead the sky.”’

The chief trouble with all of us,
however, is that the daily duties and
activities of our modern world, with
its rush and whirl and ceaseless clat-
ter, are usually so pressing and ex-
acting that they leave little time for
the cultivation of the mind. Your
professional man, your city-dweller,
throws down his napkin before his
wife and children are half through
breakfast, dashes off to his office,
spends a busy day, and hurries home
for dinner at half-past six. Political,
church, and club meetings, together
with professional and social engage-
ments, conspire to rob him of many
evenings which otherwise he would
gladly spend quietly at home with his
family. To such a man reading would
be welcomed as an agreeable and pro-
fitable relaxation; by thus renewing
his mind and spirit, it would fit him
for the insistent demands of the mor-
row. In making us forget ourselves
for the moment, it acts as a tonic and
restorative.

To ecultivate an acquaintance with
books is to widen the circle of one’s
friends. Moreover, as Macaulay has

well observed, ‘‘these friendships are
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exposed to no danger from the oceur-
rences by which other attachments are
weakened and dissolved.”” On the
contrary, they are a daily solace and
inspiration. They minister to the
spirit; they aid in answering those
questions which are constantly and
universally springing up from the
depths of our human nature; they
enable us to look at life from some
new coign of vantage, to interpret it
more clearly, to give it fresh sig-
nificance—in a word, ‘‘to see life
steadily and see it whole,”’ to change
slightly Matthew  Arnold’s fine
phrase. For after all our true task,
as Barrett Wendell wisely remarks
in his ‘“Mystery of Education,”” is
not one of accumulating facts, but of
synthesizing them—a task of phil-
osophy. The reading of good litera-
ture gives us a complete change of
atmosphere, greatly broadens our in-
tellectual horizon, enriches the mind,
stirs the pulse, quickens the emotions,
enlarges the sympathies, kindles noble
aspirations, and by so doing adds im-
measurably to the enjoyment and
meaning of life.

Sir William Temple’s quotation
from a Spanish writer is singularly
appropriate. ‘I shall conclude,’”’ he
wrote in a charming essay published
towards the close of the seventeenth
century, ‘‘with a saying of Alphonsus
Surnamed the Wise, King of Aragon,
that among so many things as are by
men possessed or pursued in the
course of their lives, all the rest are
bawbles, besides old wood to burn, old
wine to drink, old friends to converse
with, and old books to read.’’
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THE HONOURABLE WALTER SCOTT
Premier of Saskatchewan

Whose Government was the first in Canada to assume the
responsibility of Abolishing the Hotel Bar.

WESTERN CANADA GOING DRY

IN SASKATCHEWAN THE HOTEL BAR HAS GONE—IN ALBERTA IT WILL GO ON
30TH JUNE, 1916—MANITOBA WILL TAKE THE PEOPLE'S VERDICT

BY A. VERNON

are to-day the amazing twins of

the Canadian family of Pro-
vinees. They are twins because they
were born on the same day. They are
amazing because they have suddenly
and quietly accomplished what other
Provinces have lor)g talked about
without accomplishing. They have
given the liquor traffic notice in writ-
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SASKATCH EWAN and Alberta

THOMAS

ing to quit. In the case of Saskat-
chewan the writing took the form of
a legislative statute, written by the
people’s representatives. In the case
of Alberta the people themselves did
the writing by marking ballot-papers
“Yes’ or ‘““No”, but “Yes” by a
huge majority.

On the point of accuracy someone
will objeet, and rightly so, that




i

THE HONOURABLE JAMES A. CALDE

s

R
Minister of Railways and Highways in the Saskatchewan
Government

Who did a notable work in preparing the details of the Saskatchewan Temperance Lagislation

Prince Edward Island has been un-
der total prohibition for some fifteen
years, and that Prince Edward Island
is a Canadian Province. Of course,
it is, and we are all proud of it. But
with due deference to the feelings of
the Islanders, prohibition in an area
one-twenty-fifth the size of England
and Wales is not the same thing as
prohibition in Alberta, a Province
five times the size of England and
Wales, larger than Germany or
France, and nearly as large as Ger-
many and France together.

In passing, the honest chronicler
must say that prohibition in Prince
Edward Island has been far from
satisfactory to those who were instru-
mental in bringing it about. How-
ever, better administration of the law
is promised. Nova Scotia, little more
than one-third the size of England
and Wales, is under total prohibi-
tion, with the exception of Halifax,
its chief and capital city. New Bruns-
wick, less than half as big as Eng-
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land and Wales, has total prohibition
in ten out of fifteen counties and in
two out of three cities, as well as in
some smaller jurisdictions.

The Province of Quebec has 839
out of a total of 1,168 parishes under
total prohibition. Ontario has 535
““dry’’ municipalities out of the 842
municipalities comprising the Pro-
vinee. Manitoba has fifty-one out of
154 municipalities under local option,
but Portage la Prairie, with some
6,000 inhabitants, is the largest urban
municipality in Manitoba under pro.-
hibition, and this dates only from
June 30th last.

Saskatchewan and Alberta did
nothing with their local option law
that is worth mentioning. There may
have been more than one cause for
this, but the chief cause, at any rate.
was local jealousy or rivalry. That
is to say, one city or town did not
wish to go ‘“dry”’ if its rival was to
remain ‘“‘wet’’. Some years ago all
the Saskatchewan cities voted on loeal
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THE HONOURABLE GEORGE BELL

Provincial Treasurer of Saskatchewan

Who says : ** The Hotel Bar is the scientific method of selling the

maximum amount of Intoxicating Liquor "
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option and Moose Jaw went “‘dry””.
It was very much disconcerted, how-
ever. to find that its neighbour .and
1’(@(41 rival, Regina, ]““,i n_‘m.mncd
“twet’’. So Moose Jaw 1.mmc<11:1tcly
began an intrigue to get its local op-
tion by-law quashed and wasn’t
happy till it succeeded in doing so.
British Columbia, in I'Cganl‘ to tem-
perance legislation, is the Cinderella
of the Canadian Provinces. It }71,:13 no
local option law and no ““dry’’ ter-
G

”tg:;‘ch was the position in Canada

rior to the recent dmshc action of
two of the Prairie Pl'p\'lh@vﬁ. It had
taken long and wearisome effort on
the part of the temperance forces to
achieve this much—wearisome poli-
tiea! campaigns, wearisome political
promises. wearisome. pohtlea'l_ per-
formances. Canadian  politicians
have habitually ﬁopted .the temper-
ance vote as negligible, if not myth-
jeal. They have always gssun}ed—
and with appalling justification—
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that the temperance voter, while not
loving temperance less, loves party
more. Will Irwin’s dictum that the
rural citizens of South Carolina com-
bined a purely theological loathing
for the demon rum with a purely per-
sonal liking for liquor has its coun-
terpart in Canada in a purely per-
sonal preference for party.

It is the war that has changed the
popular temper towards the liquor
traffic. It is the war that has moved
many things, long held to be unde-
sirable, if not impossible, into the
realm of desirabilities and possibili-
ties. Well for the war that it has
done this much. Temperance reform
was in a vastly different position in
August, 1914, from what it was in
July. Russian vodka and French
absinthe were bundled unceremoni-
ously out of the national life of Rus-
sia and France. Germany, whatever
else may be said of her, never had a
temperance problem, at least not as
far as intoxieating liquor was con-

k—



cerned. Intoxication with her was
of another kind and came from an-
other source.

Only in England did Bung strug-
gle successfully. Only of England
was it to be said that a statesman,
who had to his eredit more concrete
achievement in social reform than
any other statesman of modern times,
had to sheathe his sword when Bung
stood sullenly in his path. The Dean
of Canterbury, highly placed in the
established chureh of his native land,
told England that, Germany or no
Germany, he couldn’t do without,
and didn’t intend to do without, his
glass of liquor.

More happy, in this respect at
least, the Provinces of Canada! While
we still put up with certain economie
evils unknown in the motherland, the
liquor traffic has with us no such
octopus-hold upon the national life
as is the case in the United Kingdom.
It is not, thank Heaven, so inter-
woven with our social fibre as to af-
ford a parallel for the Dean of Can-
terbury’s ultimatum to his country-
men all.

But to return to our amazing
twins, the Provinces of Saskatchewan
and Alberta. On March 18th last
Premier Walter Scott, of Saskatche-
wan, announced at the little town of
Oxbow, in the southeast corner of the
Province, that his Government had
decided to abolish every hotel bar and
every club licence in Saskatchewan,
take the bottle trade in liquor en-
tirely out of private hands and estab-
lish in its place a system of public
dispensaries.

This announcement was so clear, so
definite and withal so sudden that
Canada read it at breakfast on the
morning of Mareh 19th thrilled and
breathless. Premier Scott has kept
his word. The Provincial Legislature
met on May 10th and prorogued on
June 24th. Between those dates it
passed two temperance bills, which
had been prepared with infinite pains
and which were discussed from every
angle. On June 30th, three and a
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half months after Premier Secott’s an-
nouncement, 405 hotel bars, seven
club licences, and thirty-eight whole-
sale licences went out of existence in
Saskatchewan. The thing was done.
More than the temperance party of
Saskatchewan had asked for or hoped
for had come about.

In place of 450 privately-control-
led establishments for the sale of
liquor there are now in Saskatchewan
twenty-three  Government-managed
and Government-controlled dispens-
aries. The legislation provides for a
possible maximum of eighty of such
publie liquor stores. But the estab-
lishment and also the closing of these
stores is to be subject to the popular
vote, the whole Provinee being divid-
ed for this purpose into sixty-seven
liquor store districts. In Premier
Scott’s opinion there will never be
more than some forty of these publie
liquor stores in existence.

In inaugurating this system of pub-
lic dispensaries, to take the place of
the privately-owned stores, the Seott
Government has proceeded with the
utmost caution. Following its in-
variable custom the Government got
what first-hand information it eould
as to the working of such a system.
It sent a commission, consisting of
two men, one of whom was a promin.
ent business man of Regina, and the
other a college professor, a first-rate
political economist, to South Carolina
to study the liquor dispensary system
which has been in forece there for
about twenty years. The commission’s
report is a very interesting document.
It goes fully into the South Carolina
system and does not fail to emphasize
its weaknesses and shorteomings.

These weaknesses and shortcomings
the Scott Government has made an
honest effort to avoid. The whole
provineial dispensary system has been
placed under the management of one
man, who can be removed only by
vote of the Legislature. He does all
the purchasing for the system. If
anything goes wrong he is respons-
ible. There is also a Director of Pro-



THE HONOURABLE GEORGE LANGLEY
Minister of Public Affairs for Saskatchewan

Who says: * The Bar has a slimy trail leading up to it and a slimy

trail leading away from it "

gecutions for the whole of Saskatche-
wan, and each‘ dlsponsal:_\' distriet has
a special magistrate before \‘vhom all
liquor cases must be h.om'd. For every
offence the law preseribes a maximum
and a minimum penalty, so that nom-
inal punishments are not possible.
The Provincial Auditor is made re-
sponsib]e for the accounting of the
syginzewspaper advert.ising of liquor
is allowed in the Province under the
new legislation. No manager or em-
ployee of a dispensary has any inter-
est in the number or amount of sales.
No mirrors are allowed in the stores
and no display gf. any kind. The in-
terior must be visible _from the street.
Sales can only bq made in sealed pack-
ages of recognized brands, and for
ecash. The dispensary hours are from
9.00 am. to 5.00 p.m. These are ex-
amples of the restrictions imposed
and the precautions taken, but they
by no means exhaust the list. :
The experience of two cities since
the legislation eame into force may be
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cited. In Regina thirteen hotel bars
or club licences and five wholesale
stores have given place to two public
dispensaries. One of these is being
managed by a life-long temperance
worker, who undertook the task at
the request of the Provinecial director
of the system. The director satisfied
him that to manage a dispensary in
the spirit of the Aect would be an
opportunity to serve the public. In
Saskatoon, where there were prior to
July 1st seventeen licenced places for
the sale of liquor, there are now two
public dispensaries. One of these is
managed by a prominent Presbyter-
ian, who also was persuaded to ac-
cept the position with a view to see-
ing that the provisions of the Aect
were faithfully carried out.

An integral portion of the Scoty
Government’s temperance policy was
‘“An Act respecting Hotels and other
Places of Public Accommodation.’’
This piece of legislation embodies a
vast amount of forethought in regard
to the changed position of hotels, par-
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ARCHDEACON G. E.

LLOYD, OF SASKATOON

Who led the fight for a Barless Saskatchewan and who predicts that the people will
soon be as proud of their Hotels as they are of their Schools

ticularly in the villages and smaller
towns, with the bars eliminated. Pro-
vision has been made for temporary
municipal and provincial assistance
to hotels in these small places, to tide
them over the difficult period of re-
adjustment. Under the Hotel Aect
permanent munieipal assistance can
also be given to hotels towards the
maintenance of rest and reading-
rooms and for travelling libraries.
Permission is given to municipalities
to go into the hotel business if they
choose to do so.

In explaining the Hotel Act in the
Legislature, the Honourable J. A.

Calder said: “We are breaking new.

ground. This is the first piece of
drastie social legislation passed by the
Scott Government. In future the
hotels of Saskatchewan will be places
of rest, recreation, and entertainment
for our people. In future our farm-
ers’ wives and children will not need
to wait in a store or loiter on the
street while the farmer does his busi-
ness. As things are they will not go
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to the hotel, and
why.”’

At the first December municipal
elections following the end of the war,
but mnot before December, 1916, the
provincial electors are to say by
means of a referendum whether the
bars shall be revived. In December,
1919, they are to say, in the same
way, whether the public dispensary
system shall continue or go out of
business. In the meantime, as al.
ready stated, the municipal electors
in the sixty-seven dispensary distriets
will have opportunities to say whe-
ther their local dispensaries shall
continue, or, on the other hand, whe.
ther a dispensary shall be established
where one was not in existence,

In the Province of Alberta total
prohibition is coming about in a way
entirely different from that followed
by Saskatchewan in abolishing its
bars. The temperance party of Al-
berta has been the first organized
body to utilize the direet legislation
law passed by the Alberta Legislature

everyone knows
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two or three years ago. The _tqmper-
ance party fulﬁlled.the condition of
this law—a most }mld one fron} the
direct legislationist’s standpoint—
and achieved the immense success of
carrying total prohibition by some
-zo,obo votes out of a total vote of
about 80,000. Prohibition, however,
is not to come into fqree till July 1st,
1916. In the meantime the Alberta
Legislature will doubtless make some
provision for the changed economic
position of hotels in smaller places.

If my own humble opinion as to
the respective merits of the Saskat-
chewan and Alberta procedure in re-
gard to bringing about these drastic
ehanges is of any interest to anyone,
1 say quite definitely that I prefer a
thousand times the Alberta method.
And in saying this I have a lively
appreciation of the courage of the
Seott Government and of its political
instinet in abolishing the bars in the
efficient and expeditious manner in
whieh they were abolished.
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I am also prepared to admit that
a referendum in Saskatchewan would
have shown an overwhelming major-
ity for the Scott Government’s tem-
perance legislation, and very prob-
ably the people would have accepted
total prohibition with as large a ma-
jority as did the people of Alberta,
I go even further and say that I
have some contempt for those oppon-
ents of the Scott policy who suddenly
discovered themselves to be staunch
democrats and demanded that the
legislation be submitted to the people
before it went into force. For the
majority of these objectors had never
before in their lives had a demonera-
tic spasm or drawn a democratie
breath.

What so greatly appeals to me in
the Alberta method is that this ques-
tion of total prohibition was debated
by the people of Alberta from one
end of the Province to the other. It
was discussed by farmers over their
fences or on the road allowance, by
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travellers in trains, by guests in
hotels, and on all the highways and
byways of the Province. It was dis-
cussed by every family at many meal-
times, by every high school, by every
college, by every church organization,
and, in faect, by every organization.
Hundreds of people who never be-
fore had taken an interest in social
legislation must have been provoked
or stimulated to ask the question:
‘“What’s this bill everyone’s talking
about?”” And I see in the asking of
that question a greater promise for
honest and good government in Can-
ada than I see in any other direction.

Few Canadian governments have
shown the courage, inspiration, sagac-
ity—ecall it what you will—which the
Saskatchewan Government showed
when it assumed the responsibility of
abolishing the bars and taking over
the rest of the liquor traffiec. In 1911
the Government of Manitoba was
petitioned by 20,000 electors to do
what? Not to banish the bars or
enact prohibition, but merely to take
a referendum on the question of abol-
ishing the bars. This request was
year by year steadily refused. The
new Liberal Government is pledged
to take a referendum on total pro-
hibition after the next session of the
Legislature. Unless all signs fail
that is the way in which drastic tem-
perance reform will come about in
Manitoba. All things considered it
is surely healthier that the responsi-
bility for a great moral and social
change should rest upon the shoulders
of the people themselves.

Let it not be inferred that no tem-
perance missionary work was done in
Saskatchewan. This review is woe-
fully incomplete if it fails to mention
the splendid zeal of the leader of the
Saskatchewan temperance forces,
Archdeacon Lloyd, principal of Em-
manuel College, Saskatoon.” When an
English Anglican parson takes his
coat off, rolls up his sleeves, and takes
the stump in a popular fight, he is
hard to beat.

I heard Archdeacon Lloyd for the

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

first and only time in my life on a
Sunday afternoon in the Regina eity
hall. The temperance bills were then
before the Legislature. I went with
a certain prejudice against him be-
cause of some utterances on another
public question. But Archdeacon
Lloyd’s obvious sincerity on the tem.-
perance question and his noble en-
thusiasm quite captivated me and 1
put on the collection plate a larger
coin than I had ever intended to.

As a sample of the Archdeacon’s
forceful figures of speech may be
cited his description of the bar-room
as the diseased appendix of the hotel,
which had to be cut out before the
hotel could become a healthy organ-
ism. With almost wicked delight in
his eye Archdeacon Lloyd told his
audience that he had arranged to toup
England later in the year and that
he dearly wanted to rub it in to his
Anglican brethren there that Sas.
katchewan was fifty years ahead of
England in temperance reform.

But most of all I liked Archdeacon
Lloyd’s portrayal of the bar-less ho-
tel. Wherever he went, he said, the
people insisted on showing him thejr
school-house, but they never insisted
upon his seeing the hotel. Yet the
time was fast coming, declared the
Archdeacon, when the people would
be just an anxious to show him their
hotel as to show him their school-
house. His vision of the hotel under
the new dispensation was a quiet and
homelike place, abounding with rest.
ful, artistie, and literary suggestions.
It was to contain above all things g
reading-room and a library.

Archdeacon Lloyd’s vision takes
conerete form in the Secott Govern-
ment’s legislation, which is nothing
less than a social revolution. That
unchanging human nature of which
some people still sagely talk is chang.
ing to-day in Saskatchewan before
our eyes. The children of the next
generation will know little or noth-
ing of the brutish beastliness which
their mothers had to put up with at
the hands of weak and selfish men.



CHRIST AND SOCRATES
BY R. GOLDWIN SMITH

CHRIST.

“éTherefore I say unto you, take no
thought for your life, what ye shall eat,
or what ye shall drink; nor yet for your
body, what ye shall put on. Is not the
Jife more than the meat, and the body
more than the raiment? . . . But see.k
ye first the kingdom of God and His
righteousness; and all these things shall
pe added unto you.”’—According to St.
Matthew.

OCRATES lived and did his

work among men four hundred

years before the advent of Christ.
The twin peoples, Greece and Israel,
pordering on the same Midland Sea,
developed their own peculiar world-
gifts, each for the most part uncon-
seious of the other. It was not until
the Apostolic and post-Apostolie days
that the course of the bler_lded mystic
stream of Greek and Persian thought
was turned to fe.ed the' l}mpld river
of Hebrew-Christian religion. It may
be taken as certain that Christ never
so much as heard of Socrates or his
woé'g(':rates was the idol of sincere
men in Athens, while he was hatgd
and condemned to death by those in
authority. Christ was the adored of
the true and just in Jerusalemz even
while he was despised and delivered
for erucifixion by both the temporal
and spiritual masters of Judea. Strik-
ing as is the similarity of their experi-
ences in the days of their flesh, how-
ever, the close identity of their stand-
poin,ts in life, as ham_iet.i dOWI.l to us
by their respective disciples, is even
more worthy of comment. These two
commanding personalities, setting
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SOCRATES.

‘“I have told you to take no care either
for the body or for riches prior to or so
much as for the soul, how it may be made
most perfect, telling you that virtue does
not spring from riches but riches and all
other human blessings, both private and
publie, from virtue.’’—Aeccording to Plato.

aside all the superficial emoluments
of this life, rallied the youth of their
day to the standard of sincerity, and
led them far on the highway to the
perfect life.

The two quotations that head this
article are selected from a number of
others that are strikingly parallel.
The first is an abstract from the de-
fence of Socrates at his trial, when he
was eondemned to death in Athens in
399 B.C. Being falsely accused of
various things, he set forth in terse
but vivid paragraphs his philosophy
of life, his care for humanity, his be-
lief in the deity, and his hope of im-
mortality. The second is an abstract
from ‘‘Christ’s ‘‘Serman on the
Mount,’” in which the reader is given
a digest of Jesus’s outstanding teach-
ings. As a matter of fact, these two
quotations, and various others, might
be interchanged without robbing
either speaker,

Despite the fact that ingenious
Christian philosophers of the early
Christian era to a great extent over-
shadowed Christ’s teachings with
their own speculative theories, to
which, unfortunately, the modern
orthodox churches have become heirs,

P e,
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the youth of the English-speaking
world is fairly familiar with the
Christianity of Christ. He has read
his Bible as well as his Catechism.
This is fortunate, because the latter
is strongly adulterated with Greek
and Persian philosophy. The Beati-
tudes, the arraignment against sham-
religion, the heroies of loving your
enemies, and of unostentatious ser-
vice, of being above all else sincere,
these teachings of Christ are known.
Soecrates, however, is not known, ex-
cept by students. Because of the close
identity of his life and teachings with
Christ’s, if for nothing else, he should
be known and revered.

Socrates when condemned to death
was over seventy years old. He had
a chequered career. In early man-
hood he had been a soldier. Socrates
was almost a giant in frame, and if
his busts, shown in our public places,
are a true indication, he was decided-
ly homely.

Stories are told of his camp and
barracks life, when in revelry he
could easily handle three men in a
““bout.”” He could also drink the
whole assemblage under the table, re-
maining himself apparently immune
to the usual immediate effects of such
excess. So far his life was entirely
different from that of the Galilean,
whose youthful steps were ever in the
ways of piety. Throughout Socrates’s
military career, however, the seeds of
greatness were springing. He would
not do injustice to a fellow man, even
when commanded to do so by his
superior officers, by the Democracy,
or later by the Hierarchy. More than
once he risked his commission and his
life by refusing to despoil a fellow
citizen in order to enrich himself and
those in authority.

Later in life a change came over
him. As a result of a process of in-
trospection, he saw the folly of his
wild soldier life. The soldier gradu-
ally gave place to the philosopher.
From then forward he lived a just
man, giving himself up wholly to ser-
vice, not of the state as an institution,
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for it was rotten, but to the individ-
uals that constituted the state. He
turned his attention to the young
men, hoping thereby to rear a genera-
tion of just men, who would them-
selves evolve a righteous government.
Socrates was married and had chil-
dren. The philosopher must have
been a trial to his wife sometimes. It
is recorded of him that one day on
his way home to dinner he became en-
grossed in following out one of his
problems, with a perspicuity that
made him the terror of the sophists.
He stood, as was his wont, stock still
on the street for hours in one place
without moving a musele. Meanwhile
the dinner prepared for him by his
careful wife was spoiled and when he
arrived he was sorely taken to tdsk.
Even our kindergarten teachers
have adopted the Soecratic method in
developing the consciousness of the
child, a process of questioning, by
which the child is made to think and
discover for itself. In Socrates the
method was hated, because he used it
against the sophists and others, who,
while they knew very little about anv-
thing, thought they knew all. They
resented disillusion. In the famous
dialogues of Socrates, edited and
greatly elaborated upon by his beloy-
ed diseiple Plato, the pseudo-philoso-
phers of his day were made to appear
ludierous. In his day Socrates was
proclaimed to be the wisest man, and
he was anxious to discover if this was
true. After long investigation, in
which he catechized every reputed wise
man he met, he finally concluded that
he was the wisest man, because while
he knew very little about anything,
he was aware of it, and in the latter
respect he stood alone. It was out of
this experience that his famous
maxim, ‘‘Know thyself,”” has been
handed down to us. Socrates thought
this the beginning of wisdom.
Adhering to his humble and con-
scientious vocation, however, Socrates
was courting death, and he knew it
During his trial speech he compared
himself to a gadfly and Athens to g
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well-bred but lazy horse, which it was
his duty to rouse from indolent con-
tent, even at his own expense. That
the horse would endeavour to kill the
gadfly he expected. This gadfly bit
deeply, too. Probably no group of
men were more similar, in position
and their general attitude, to the
Seribes and the Pharisees of C}}rist ’s
day than the rulers of Athens in the
time of Socrates. They were hypo-
erites, they were unjust, they were
““whited sepulchres,”’ but above' all
they were self-deluded. The arraign-
ments of Socrates against them were
almost as severe as Christ’s notable
econdemnation of the Seribes and
Pharisees, found in the twenty-third
chapter of St. Matthew. .
This Athenian hierarchy had its
hold on the helm of state. It had as-
sumed an authority over an incompet-
ent people that had not been invested
upon it. Those glorious days were
long past when every 'Greek was a
statesman.  Retrogression, the off-
gpring of enervation, had set in. The
people had become a mob, and a dema-
gogue could sway them. Only a few
years after the legal murder of Soc-
rates, their fickle passions were roused
against Aristides, ‘“The Just,”” and
he became an exile. ;
The day came when the “SCI‘IbE:S
and Pharisees’’ of Athens dare wait
no longer. This man, Socrates, was
undermining their authority. Just
as the rulers of Jerusalem feared
Christ, they began to take Socrates
seriously. They conferred and spoke
thus, to borrow from the Bible: “Jf
we let him thus alone, all men will
believe on him. 2 Then from
that day forth they took council to-
gether for to put him to death.”
The trial of Socrates was as great
a mockery as that of Christ. Socrates
had the foresight to know that he was
already sentenced in the hearts of his
judges and accusers. His 'de_fence,
therefore, was brief and prineipally
for another purpose than to save his
life. He did not endeavour to con-
ciliate his judges. Never in his dia-
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logues with the Sophists had his
thrusts gone so deep, nor was his sar-
casm so keen. His defence was vir-
tually his “Sermon on the mount”.
He wanted once more to drive home
his principles of life. He was hated
Just as Christ was hated afterwards,
because he stood for sincerity in op-
position to hypocrites, and they had
the power to put him to death.

The charges brought against Soec-
rates were three in number:

1. Socrates, a wise man, occupies
himself about ecelestial matters and
has explored everything under the
earth, and makes the worse appear
the better reason.

2. Socrates does not believe in the
gods.

3. Socrates corrupts the vouth of
Athens.

Answering the first indietment.
Socrates denied it flatly, and called
for witnesses to prove that he had
ever interested himself or mentioned
these things in his discourses. No one
spoke. Then he pointed out that the
indictments No. 1 and No. 2 were con.
tradictory, because, he said, he could
not busy himself about divine things
if there was to his mind no divine be.
ing concerning whose matters he was
accused of interesting himself.

Answering the second charge he
proclaimed and proved his belief in
the deity. It was in obedience to the
deity that he had spent his life seek-
ing out a wiser man than himself.

Answering the third charge, Soe-
rates called upon any who had heard
him discourse, or a friend of these,
to confirm the accusation. No one
spoke. The three indictments stood
bald and entirely unsubstantiated.
Then Socrates told his accusers to
their faces before the assembled eourt
that their enmity was the father of
their charges and that that would con-
demn him and not any guilt on his
part.

Socrates devoted the rest of his
time to a reflective discourse of the
summum bonum of life, the prospect
of death, and the folly of fearing it.

P R
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The thing to be anxious about, he de-
clared, is not death, but whether a
man is just or unjust. He con-
fessed that he had no competent
knowledge of the things of Hades.
““But,’’ he said, ‘‘to act unjustly and
to disobey my superior, whether God
or man, [ know is evil and base. I
would be foolish, therefore, to be base
rather than enter upon the unknown
which might be blessed. I cannot
cease to pursue my present course of
life. It would be disobeying the
deity, a divine spiritual influence,
who has prompted me and led me. I
am ready to die. It is not possible
to be long safe, who sincerely opposes
your course of injustice.”

Then followed one of Socrates’s
sublime speeches, which was a fore-
taste of Christ: “O Athenians, I
honour and love you, but I shall obey
God rather than you, and so long as
I breathe and am able I shall not
cease studying philosophy and ex-
horting you and warning anyone of
you I may happen to meet, saying as
I have been accustomed to say, ‘O
best of men, seeing you are an Athen-
ian, of a city the most powerful and
renowned for wisdom and strength,
are you not ashamed of being careful
for riches, how you may acquire them
in greatest abundance, and for glory
and honour, but eare not nor take
any thought for wisdom and truth
and for your soul, how it may be made
most perfect?’’’ For teaching these
things Socrates was put to death.
How parallel this was to the position
of Christ. Could Christ, too, not have
saved himself by renouncing his gos;
pel? How like the experience of
Christ throughout those ministering
yvears, which led inevitably to the
Cross. Could not Christ have saved
himself and acquired worldly gifts by
becoming a Pharisee ?

Some would plead for mercy, Soc-
rates pointed out. This would be
wrong, because it would be an admis-
sion of the possibility of favouritism
in one who was the representative of
justice. It would be dishonourable.
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Socrates believed he had been espe-
cially sent by the deity. Note once
more the similarity between Socrates
and Christ in the consciousness of a
divine vocation. ‘“That I am a per-
son,’” he said, ‘‘who has been sent by
the deity to this city, you may diseern
from hence, for it is not like the or-
dinary conduct of men that I should
have neglected all my own affairs and
suffered my private interests to be
neglected for so many years, and that
I should constantly attend to vour
concerns, addressing myself to each
of you separately, like a father or
elder brother, persuading you to the
pursuit of virtue.”’

At the close of his defence, Socrates
was pronounced guilty by a majority
of voices. At that he half humorous-
ly passed a verdict on himself, claim-
ing that for his services he should be
maintained in comfort for the remain-
der of his life at the expense of the
state. The judges then passed sent-
ence of death on him.

Socrates after warning his condemn-
ers that they would in the nature of
things receive due punishment for
their injustice, turned in a friendly
way to those who had voted for his
acquittal. To them he proclaimed his
convineing belief in immortality. He
argued that because the divine voice
within him, which had hitherto al-
ways led or restrained him, had net
forbidden him to take his present
stand, what had befallen him appear-
ed a blessing. ‘‘Death,’” said he, “‘can-
not be an evil. We may conclude that
there is great hope that death is g
blessing, for to die is.one of two
things, annihilation (having no sensa-
tion), or it is the passage of the soul
from one place to another. If an-
nihilation, it would be like a sound,
dreamless sleep ; and what in memory
has been sweeter than a night of
dreamless sleep? If removal to an-
other place, where the dead have gone,
what greater blessing could there be
than this, for it would be release from
unjust judges into the hands of just
judges. At what price,’” he eontinu.
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ed, “would you not estimate a con-
ference with Orpheus, Musaeus,
Hesiod, and Homer ? I should be will-
ing to die often if this be true.”
Then Socrates added with sublime
humour: ‘‘But the greatest plcasu}'e
of all would be to spend my days in
questioning and examining the peo-
ple there, as I have done those here,
and discovering who among them is
wise and who fancies himself wise but
is not.”’

““You, therefore, O my (true)
judges,’”” he proceeded, “01_1ght to be
entertaining good hopes with regard
to death and to meditate on thl'S one
truth, that to a good‘ r‘nan_nothmg'ls
evil neither while living nor while
dead, nor are his concerns neglected
by the gods. What has happened to
me is better for me.’’ Then came a
touch almost as pure as one of the
seven words from the Cross. Socrates
told them that he bore no resentment
towards those who condemned him,
because they had inadvertently con-
demned him to happipess. Antod
he elosed, ‘‘it is now time to depart,
for me to die, for you to live. But
which of us is going to a better state
is unknown to everyone but God.”’

Such was Socrates, or as much of
him as space will allow, when he was
about to pass into the unknown. He
approached his fate with a serenity
that comamnds veneration. His life
and death were the vindication of his
own words thap tl}e just man has
nothing to fear in life or death. For
some time after his trial, Socrates, in
his prison cell, continued to discourse
with his visitors. According to cus-
tom, he was gra{lted the privilege of
taking his own llfe by drmkn}g hf,-m-
Jock. He did this without ﬂlnchlgg.

In this man there was the serenity
of Christ. To him tl-le. voice of con-
seience was the ‘‘Spirit of Truth,
and he gave his life rather than re-
nounce it. He conceived himself the
embassy of Heaven sent to persuade
men to the pursuit of virtue. Array
all dogmas and doctrines and meta-
physics against such a consciousness,
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and they are as a sounding brass and
a tinkling cymbal. The teaching of
Socrates was a foretaste of the Gos-
pel. The primal question with both
Socrates and Christ was not found in
any particular belief, but in sineerity,
Neither the Athenasian Creed, the
Nicean Creed, nor the Westminster
Confession sprang from Christ. The
theory of his divine birth was not a
produect of his own mind, but of other
men, and was due to a debased con-
ception of human nature. In spite of
the recorded words of Christ at the
Last Supper, ‘“This is my blood of
the New Testament, which is shed
for many for the remission of sins,’’
the most truly representative theo-
logians of this day have born witness
that Christ could not have entertain-
ed the thought that his death was a
propitiation for sin. Even James
Denney breaks from orthodoxy in ex-
plaining away the alleged propitia-
tory aspect of Christ’s death, in his
“Studies in Theology,”’ while he
clings to the terminology. A profes-
sor in systematic theology, in com-
mencing a course of leetures, quoted
from II. Corinthians, 5-19, ““God was
in Christ, reconeciling the world unto
himself,”” and he said, ‘‘That text is
the motive centre of the Christian
ministry”. The principle of that
text is a direct contradiction of the
prineiple of propitiation. Tndeed,
few theologians will come out straight.
forward and say, ““I believe that
Christ paid the price demanded by
God,”” which is the root idea of the
word propitiation. They are too sin-
cere. They would be ashamed of such
a doctrine, because it is a heritage
from heathenism, when human sacri-
fiee was instituted to appease the
deity.

Christ had far other matters to con.
cern him than metaphysies. He was
calling upon men to be sincere, to love
one another, to seek righteousness.
Nor was the idealism found in Plato’s
writings the product of Soerates: it
was his own. The latter denied that
he dealt with these matters. Both
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Socrates and Christ were seeking
truth, not a truth.

““What is truth?’’ asked Pilate of
Christ, as though it were something
absolutely outside a man, or an idea.
How clearly both Soerates and Christ
recognized that truth is not a thing
or an idea, but a state of mind, an
attitude of sincerity towards every-
thing and every idea. One must ac-
custom oneself to the fact that no
man is infallible, neither Paul nor
Peter, Matthew, Mark, Luke, John,
nor are the early Church Fathers in-
fallible. The student must accept
from them what appeals to his judg-
ment. The learned Christian may en-
joy in a marvellous degree the high-
ly speculative metaphysies that relig-
ion offers to the imagination. It is
refreshing to discover, however, that
Christ had no ereed, as Socrates had
no metaphysies. This is the reason
why the humblest citizen may be a
Christian in the purest sense of the
word, because in his cirecumseribed
round of life he can adopt as sincere
an attitude as those invested with Im-
perial authority or ecclesiastical pre-
rogatives.

There is indeed much virtue to be
found in the teachings of the early
Church Fathers. From Polycarp to
Augustine, they became Christlike in
the life they led. It must always be
borne in mind, however, that the lead-
ers among these, those who made the
most profound impression on relig-
ious thought, were Greek philosophers
before they became Christians, and
they remained Greeks intellectually.
It was their heritage. St. Augustine
had been a Manichean, then a Neo-
platonist. St. Paul himself was steep-
ed in Greek philosophy, having been
born and nurtured in Tarsus. Now
an outstanding principle of Neo-pla-
tonism was that of the Trinity. The
gap between a far-off deity and de-
based humanity was bridged by the
Logos, of whom St. John speaks. The
value of historical eriticism cannot
be overestimated in that its represen-
tatives have sifted the doectrines of the

Christian Church, and referred them
to their respective sources. Greece
had much to give. So also had Per-
sian thinkers. In much greater de-
gree is man to-day beholden to the
Hebrews for religious principles and
example. But it is the duty as well
as the right of every intelligent being
to search and understand what he is
to believe, to choose one teaching and
discard another, according to his own
judgment. Only one thing is demand-
ed of any man and every man, viz.,
that he be sincere. Whether he ac.
cepts all or none of these doectrines
is beside the question. He is a Christ-
ian if he.is sincere. It is because
Socrates stood for this in so prae-
tical a manner that he ranks high
among world figures.

There are some who maintain that
in essentials no man can be compared
with Christ, that in his voeation and
in the nature of his person he stands
alone. This might be true if Christ
had a metaphysical birth, if he alone
paid the price of our salvation to an
angry, just, or what-not deity, if, in
a word, the Nazarene were the super-
natural being he has been popularly
represented to be. It would seeni.
however, that not he but some of his
followers conceived these things about
him, and as Christians we are not
obliged to accept them. Is not the
Christian rather to be guided by the
ethical or spiritual teachings of
Christ and become a disciple of his
life, than to follow any other formu-
lator of the churches’ manifold doe-
trines? Christ seemed to be all that
a man could be. His merit was not
that there was a peculiar superna-
tural element in Him, but that He
proved Himself in everyday human
experience to be a perfectly poised
soul, a person of sincerity. All who
have ever attained to His attitude of
mind are Christians, whether theyv
lived 400 years before or 2,000 years
after the days of His flesh.

It appears an unfortunate error of
history that Christ has been placed
by Himself in a qualitative sense.
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when the distinction between Him
and other men is one of degree. On
the evidence of history and in the
estimation of personal consciousness
the Christian has, it appears, rightly
exalted Christ to a high place, to a
divine capacity. The Unitarian says
that Christ was only a man. Accord-
ing to Christ, it would seem that He
was not divine, because he was unlike
men, but because men and He Him-
self were like God. Could we sin if
this were not so? Could we have a
sense of sin otherwise? Christ recog-
nized it on almost every page of the
Gospel, although he did not propound
it as a doctrine. He thought that way
about Himself and humanity.

How could men conceive of a sav-
jour or a god that was not human?
Man’s conseciousness is human. He
thinks entirely in hqman relations.
Man’s consciousness is as compre-
hensive as reality. It is identified
with reality. It is reality. Surely
@God is reality.

A strangely inconsistent habit of
mind has existed among thinkers to
get away from human rela'gions and
facts in estimating God. Spinoza and
Kant are two outstanding examples
of this. They have placed God in
the category ‘‘unhuman’’ and then
have tried to deseribe Him on meta-
physical grounds. They dare not, ac-
cording to their system, appeal to
facts, because facts are human, every
one. Of course, their metaphysics
was human also, only it lacked foun-
dation in fact. Examples of thege
pre-suppositions are the ‘‘Virgin
birth of Christ,”” the ‘‘Substance’’
doetrine of the Nicean Creed, the
““Substance’’ axiom of Spinoza, and
the “‘synthetic activity” of Kant. Re-
ligious systems, especially, are of too
vital importance to be based on “‘gen-
erally accepted’’ axioms. If God is
not human in its most actual and
scientific sense, if He cannot be re-
ferred to in terms of sensations, feel-
ings in certain time and space rela-
tions, then religious agnosticism is
inevitable, except the knowledge that
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one knows nothing. If God is any-
thing He is a human being, or man
is a divine being. The terms ‘‘human
and divine’’ are interchangeable,
Either one can be used so long as
God, Christ, and man are placed on
common ground. No assertion can be
made about divine things that is not
human.

How long will it be before the Jew,
the Mohammedan, the Unitarian,
and Christian alike rise to this con-
sciousness, see the limpid star of
destiny rise from the murk of their
own self-debasing enervation, and,
setting their faces towards it, come
unto their own. Socrates, like the
Baptist, was a forerunner; St. Paul
and St. Augustine became followers
of Christ, the purest light, but has
the race not the divine nature, which
is the core of man?

But in treating Christ in this ex-
alted manner and in recognizing men
as coheirs with Him, what of the
Second Person of the Godhead ! What
is the relation of Socrates to Him?
Christ thought of the Second Person
as the “‘Spirit of Truth’’ in men, not
a personality independent of man.
While the mystic power of that all-
pervading spirit is still the wonder
of the world, it is no longer a ques.
tion of doubt. It is a fact of every
consciousness. What man is there
who does not know what the spirit
of sincerity means? The liar, the
hypocrite, the vicious are consecious of
it. It is there in the heart of them.
always stirring. It sprang eternal
in the human heart before Christ
came, like the fire upon the anecient
sacred altar. It shone out brightly
in such men as Socrates, and he talk-
ed of the Spirit of Truth and of its
influence over him as familiarly as
did Christ. In the dark period be-
fore the advent of Christ the flame
dwindled to a smoking flax. Christ
came to fan it into a consuming fire
that swept across continents. This
was His world-gift.

It is a fact of consciousness, this
Holy Spirit. But as men transform-
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ed the personality of Christ into a
metaphysical uncertainty, so have
they beclouded the Spirit of Truth, so
that men have lost its identity and
wondered if there was one. It goes
by many names—The Second Person,
the Holy Ghost, the Spirit of Truth,
Conscience, the Sense of Sincerity.
Terminology is the cause of much
confusion, but the unsubstantial
theories for which some names stand
are more confusing. A student with
questioning doubts that would not
rest was walking arm in arm with an
aged theologian, ‘‘Is there any dif-

ference,”’ he asked, ‘‘between the
Holy Spirit and Conscience?’’
“Why,”” replied the theologian,

laughing the youth to ridicule, ‘‘all
the difference in the world. Con-
science, my boy, is a faculty of the
mind, while the Holy Ghost is a per-
sonality outside the mind and alto-
gether independent of it.”’ The stu-
dent had nothing to do but doubt,
failing to find evidence for that meta-
physical uncertainty. A study of
conseiousness and of history, how-
ever, finally convinced him that Con-
science and the Spirit of Truth were
one and the same thing, because every
funetion eredited to the latter is iden-
tical with the former. Conscience is
a faet, however, while the Spirit of
Truth, as popularly represented, has
been a dogma. The Spirit of Truth

is a fact, not a theory, a recognized
power in all personalities, not a per-
sonality.

Call it human or divine, it

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

is the same thing, a sense in man in-
spiring him to sincerity. It is for
this reason that the Decalogue may
be said to have been divinely given,
It was inspired by the great law-
giver’s sense of truth. For this rea-
son the discourses of Socrates were
divinely given, and any fragment of
sincerity that springs from the heart
of any man is divinely given. From
the standpoint of fact, where is there
any qualitative difference? It is be-
cause of this all-pervading spirit that
Christ said: ‘T am in the Father, and
ve in Me, and I in you,’’ and all are
by nature one. Not in the Pharisaism
of Socrates’s day, Christ’s day, or
our day, but in sineerity are men to
concern themselves. So said Socrates,
so said Christ, so says the Spirit of
Truth in every man.

Both Soecrates and Christ claimed
a divine vocation. Both of them died
for the triumph of sincerity over
hypoerisy. Both of them unfurled a
blood-red banner of virtue to charm
the lives of the youth of their day. It
is time to cease thinking of Socrates
as only a man, and of Christ as an
official. Merit is not to be judged by
the theories with which it is approach-
ed. Theories, if they are desired, are
to be evolved from merit, from faets.
The summum bonum of life is not to
be found in ereeds, but in an attitude
of careful sincerity. The life of Soe-
rates was a triumph, a limpid star
of the first magnitude, leading men
to the manger in Bethlehem.
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THE OX
BY BRITTON B. COOKE

HE canal, so far as he could

see, seemed safe enough. The

war was far away. No one
would be tampering with the gates
on a night like this. Warm rain was
gweeping across the brilliant avenue
of eleetric lights marking the canal’s
eurve through the velvet-black night.
A erazy wind, leaping through the
rigging of a Norwegian freighter that
was just passing out of the near lock
into the lower level was shouting
vain threats. A lock-keeper, cursing
the ship for keeping him out so late
on such a night, was locking his
gshanty, preparatory to going home.
Other people had been snug and
asleep this hour or more, thought the
gsentry. % ith a grunt, as the lock-
keeper departed, he re«dr_aped the
water-proof over his ungainly bulk
and composed himself, stolidly, to
thought, in the midst of the bluster;
butchering was his proper trade, not
gentry-go, though when the rest of the
militia regiment had volunteered to
aet, he had offered lest he be laughed
at for a coward. His mind stole back,
three miles, to the canal-side town
where his meat-shop lay.

He was glad to be let alone, after
the eonfusion of the day. In the pres-
ence of other human beings he had
to be continually alert against the
sallies of witty people whose figures
were not so difficult to mancuvre in
close quarters as his, and whose faces
Jacked that blonde mildness which, in
him, seldom failed to invite abuse.
Thinking was a fumbling process for
him, and being vigilant against the
merry-makers left him little time for
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the trivial memories and tremendous
ambitions which he loved to thumb
over when he had the chance. Five
yvears before, largely: on account of
the jeers of his fellow soldiers and
despairing drill sergeants, he had de-
serted the German Fourth Army
Corps at Madgeburg, in the first three
months of his military service. The
badinage there had been cruel: here
in Canada, whither he had hurried
to seerete his ponderous bulk, it was
tempered with liking for his amiabil-
ity. He had joined the Canadian mi-
litia in a moment of gratitude toward
the freer air of America. Yet often,
when his face was draped with smiles
for the customers of his meat-shop,
he was inwardly raging at the sud-
den recollection of a Madgeburg in-
sult, one which he had not had time
to answer then, but to which, in Can-
ada, he had framed lengthy and over-
whelming replies. Now he was alone.
His timid mind erawled into open
communion, and his face glowed
beatifically with the thoughts of an
electric meat-grinder which he con-
templated installing in the shop.
Without warning, one of the big
electric lights over his head blinked
out, and some bits of broken glass
fell beside him. Three others follow-
ed, one by one, leaving the gates for
which he was responsible, in shadow.
The Norwegian vessel too seemed un-
necessarily slow in leaving the stretch
of clear water below the set of locks.
But the sentry was absorbed in imag-
inings. Just as he was picturing the
new meat-grinder on his eracked mar-
ble counter, a short figure in a sou’-
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wester and oil-skins appeared by
stealth on the canal-bank opposite. It
busied itself lifting noiselessly some
small but heavy object toward the
far end of the water-gates. The mi-
litiaman saw nothing, for he had sud-
denly plunged into a recollection of
the mighty blood-puddings which he
had loved in his youth; the pretty
Prussian girl he had almost kissed—
the day he was eighteen. He had
been, even then, a butcher, forced at
an early age to succeed his late father
in the family shop. He, Karl, had
been indulged in everything by a
faded mother and by a deformed eld-
er brother, who wrapped the parcels
in the shop, and who, between custom-
ers, read poetry, because poetry never
mentioned the legs of its heroes. Sec-
retly, the butcher was afraid of the
eripple—though the cripple was the
only male he had ever dared address
with authority—because the brother’s
wit moved with dazzling speed and
his eyes, at times, burned madly. He
called the butcher, half in admira-
tion, half in sarcasm, ‘‘My Big Dog
Brother!’”’ and with furtively extend-
ed hand would sometimes touch the
giant’s forearm as if to see if it were
real. When the eripple, in their com-
mon bedroom, read poetry aloud, the
butcher grew uneasy, or fell asleep.
On the day he was summoned to
Madgeburg for his military service,
Kurt—that was the deformed one’s
name—watched him out of sight with
envious eyes, and in the first mail sent
him a poem to the Kaiser, which he
had composed himself. They had had
to hire a butcher to take Karl’s place
in the shop. He had not seen his
native town since his desertion. Kurt
had written him once. His mother
was dead.

Now the figure on the opposite bank
of the canal had moved out on the
narrow gangway on the top of the
gates, and was intertwining some-
thing like a heavy white cord, with
the grillwork under the handrail of
the gates, He was working swiftly,
and with oceasional glances down-
ward toward a packet which he had
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lowered, a moment before, far down
beside the gates. The cord—whatever
it was—was attached to that packet.
Finishing his work, the figure on the
gangway flashed what seemed to be a
pocket-light, in the direction of the
Norwegian vessel—it was obviously a
signal—and from the stern of the
loitering vessel a lantern seemed to
make reply. The sentry, emerging
from his preoccupation at that mo-
ment, caught the flash of a second sig-
nal from the gates.

“ 00 ghoss der?’ he
(3 ’00_’7

The man on the gates replied in
German and while the puzzled sentry
hesitated, darted toward him. -

“Wait!’’ he eried, ‘“ 'Tis I, Karl—
Kurt! 'Tis I.”

The militiaman paused and then,
as the intruder came in reach, swept
off the sou’-wester, and pulled open
the oil-skin jacket that hid the erook-
ed form. A pause.

““Thou!’’ he muttered.

‘“I. Thou hadst not forgottent’’

““Thou?’’ repeated the butcher.

““Thou rememberest me—surely,
brother ?”’ 4

“I—I must arrest thee. What
wast thou doing on the gates?’

‘“ Arrest!’”’ cried the other, his
timid hands half extended, ‘‘ Arrest!
Why, brother—there must be one
German in the family—sinee thou
wearest the enemy’s uniform for the
enemy’s sake. I thought—I thought
thee a spy! For the Fatherland?”’

‘“What wast thou doing on the
gates?”’

‘““Hush! T came by yonder vessel
—a Norwegian. She has a Hamburg
captain, a patriot! As she passed
through thy lock, I dropped down on
the far side, on the embankment.
Then with the air-rifle’”’—he showed
a diminutive weapon under his jae-
ket—‘T broke the lights—one, two,
three, four! Didst thou not hear the
tinkle of the glass?”’

“Why camest thou?”’

““Couldst thou not guess?”’

‘‘Speak it!”’

‘“The canal—it is the feed line of

croaked,
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the enemy! Dost thou now—’’

““What enemy?”’

““The British!”’

The butcher was silent, bewildered.

“Listen,”” continued the ecripple,
““I have made the fuse long, so that
we may reach the Norwegian in
plenty of time, and be hidden in her
bellyful of wheat—on a pile of sacks
which has been prepared, on top of
the grain. It is the last that shall
leave this country for some time—
after to-night, See. Here is the fuse.
Light it, thou. A blow for the Fa-
therland!”’

““But I am Canadian.”’

“ Aoh—?? :

‘“I have papers to show—"’

“Papers! I tell thee—"’

“I would not take the treatment
they gave me at home, at Madgeburg,
Here I have everything! 1 have a
shop. Why should I play fool with
—with blowing up canals?”’

‘““Pfui! For shame!’’ retorted the
other. ‘‘This is war! Many weeks
ago, in our little village, I heard the
beginnings of things; one by one the
men went away from their homes. In
the night T heard marching and an
endless rumble of great motor-wagons
moving swiftly toward Madgeburg.
This is no holiday preparation, think
J. This is war, coming. And from
every house in the village goes a man
—to fight! Except only from our
house! I am Kurt the Deformed,
whose brother—dost thou not see? O
big brother?

“T sold the shop. I came here to
find thee. Thy shop I find with a
boy minding it. Thou? Thou hast
gone to be a guard on the canal. What
canal? The great one which lets the
ships of the sea sail into the middle
of America and dip up wheat—for
England! Do you think because 1
limp I am so slow to think?

““I found a true German working
in a quarry. He stole for me twelve
sticks of explosive and fuse and told
me how to do with them. See,’’ the
eripple pointed at the white line
trailing from his feet, across the gate
and, vaguely, downward, ‘‘I found
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the master of the Norwegian ship,
which was being lightered so that she
could pass through the canal, sipping
his drink in a bar. I knew he was
German by the cut of his linen. We
talked very disereetly. He brought
me here and he will carry us away
with him—under the Norwegian flag.
So, quickly now! Here is the mateh.
This shall be thy honour. Strike—
and we shall be on our way—Hei-
mat.”’

“Halt’s Maul! Be quiet!”’ replied
the buteher, ‘‘I must think what is to
do with thee. I should be arresting
thee now. My shop—'’

““That for thy shop. Here is the
mateh. I give thee the honour!”

“Be still! Listen!’’

In the distance someone was run-
ning. The sound ecame toward them.
It was like the jingle of spurs. The
sentry fumbled with his rifle, to bring
himself to attention. As he did so
he saw a mateh flare—at his very
feet. Saw the eripple bending over
it. Saw something beside the flame
start to splutter.

““Quiek!”’ cried the erippled one.
‘It is burning. Cross the gates. Keep
to the darkness and gain the steam-
er’s side. There is a ladder trailing
on the bank!”’

Next moment the ecripple, in his
queer darting gait, had gone. The
sentry trembled. The sound of spurs
came closer. There was a shout, a
shot—and he, too, fled.

A young officer, panting, reached
the gate, caught the smell of the fuse,
found it, and pinched it out. It was
still far from the dynamite. Mean-
time with a pea-whistle he summoned
assistance. Men responded. They
mapped out a plan of search and
scattered. At the end of the canal,
as daylight broke, a Norwegian tramp,
down-bound, was stopped and search-
ed Thalf-heartedly.  Nothing was
found, but meantime, on a pile of
sacks on top of the golden cargo, two
men sat breathing on their skinned

knuckles, skinned by the hasty
ascent of the ship’s side. The larger
of the two, with a dazed expression,

-
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was drawing off his regimentals and
donning the clothing of a sailor. The
other, with burning eyes, watched the
transformation. In the deep water
of Lake Ontario the uniform was toss-
ed overboard, weighted with coal.
The ship cleared Montreal for Rotter-
dam the day before the Canadian port
was closed.
11

An outpost of Uhlans belonging to
the Fourth Army Corps dragged be-
fore the senior commanding officer
of that division two men who had
stolen toward the lines, from the
Duteh frontier. One was a cripple
and voluble; the other was an indif-
ferent mountain of flesh, pale from
sea-sickness,

‘1 have seen him before,”’ whisper-
ed one junior officer to another, as
they waited for the commander to
open his morning court. ‘‘Isn’t that
—by the Day!—isn’t that our old
friend the Ox?”’

““Quiet!”’ snarled the commander.
“Out with the story, Captain.”’

“Herr Commander,’’ stated the of-
ficer of the outpost, ‘‘we found these
two men crawling toward our lines,
during the hour before dawn. The
cripple was in the lead, Herr Com-
mander. Ie seems to be the spokes-
man,’’

‘““Herr Commander,”’ shrilled the
cripple, ‘‘let me speak!”’

““Speak.”’

‘“Herr Commander, this is my bro-
ther, Karl. He is a great fighter.
Trained, sir, with your men at Madge-
burg in 19—. In a moment of weak-
ness—on account of a very beautiful
woman, Herr—’’

‘““Hurry, fool. Drop the details.”’

‘“He deserted, sir. He went to Can-
ada, where he built himself a great
trade in meat. Then, Herr Com-
mander, hearing of our Emperor’s
call for men, he made to atone his
desertion,”’

““Quite so—the Emperor has for-
given those who came back under
such circumstances. Identify him.’’

“But, Herr Commander—Sir—"’
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pleaded the cripple, ‘‘this man, my
brother, single-handed, planned the
destruction of the great canal at—;
to stop the food-line of the British!
It was not his fault, sir, if it failed.”’
““This man? How do you know?'’
““I saw him do it, Herr—"’
‘“Hmph! Major Schenck, verify
the identification and make use of
him. Strong as a mule by his looks.’’
The butcher, like a drowsy bullock,
followed this new master, while the
late one, his brother, was gently kiek-
ed to the rear of the lines.

I11.

Across a sun-steeped stretch of mea-
dow country two bodies of troops pre-
pared for an encounter. To the west
lay a part of the allied forces, wait-
ing, entrenched, still as poised death,
To the east were German forces in
somewhat greater strength, who had
been deployed into one tremendous
front, with reserves, Teuton-fashion,
massed behind the wings. Over all
hung the glowing saffron light of a
September afternoon, and an almost
perfect quietness. The sun glittered
on the stirring leaves of trees beside
a deserted farm-house from whose
windows peered the cold eyes of Bri-
tish Maxims. Others were concealed
in a gigantic stook of golden grain,
each sheaf glowing like burnished
brass, A blasé breeze moved here and
there, boldly lifting and letting fall
the pennants of the crack brigades,
as if with an appraising finger—but
he took no side. Air-scouts were ab-
sent, moving over more important
battle-ground. Midway between the
opposing forces lay the tangle of two
aeroplanes that earlier in the day had
dashed together, after a furious at-
tempt to out-manceuvre each other,
and had dropped like a single stone.
From far away came the drumming
of machine guns like the sound of
distant game-birds rising in flight.
The quiet of this meadow-stretch re-
mained, for one tense period, perfeet,
save for that, and the ery of a cicada.

Then came the German rush, like
the loosing of wind before a great
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thunder storm. The long front rank
swept forward like a wave rolling up
on a sandy shore. Behind it came a
second, and a third, and a fourth—
waves of gray, all gray, pricked here
and there by the glint of sun on point-
ed steel. That day they had placed
the butcher with a crack brigade of
infantry, and because he was reputed
a brave man, and because his old re-
cord had not yet been remembered,
he was now in a front rank. He
knew this was an honour and it would
have pleased him had not his mind, at
that moment, been congested with im-
pressions that for many days had
been coming too fast for him to class-
ify. Word of his great attempt in a
far-off British colony had precluded
the possibility of derision for his ap-
pearance. Behind his broad back
men whispered about him, in admira-
tion. He knew this, or part of it, and
was still more puzzled. He craved a
place where he might think. Mean-
time he rolled forward, with the
others. Far ahead of them were the
brown lines of trenches. Directly fac-
ing the buteher’s company was the
pile of wheat sheaves, screening the
machine guns of a British regiment.
Presently the butcher’s fellows
dropped on their bellies.and began-to
erawl toward the machine guns hid-
den in the heap of wheat sheaves. He
imitated them. The Maxims must
have grown hot, for they fell silent,
and to guard them infantry had been
placed around the pile of wheat. The
faintest tingle of excitement was be-
ginning to make itself felt in the
butcher’s heavy frame. He thought
it would be a good thing to drive
those fellows away from the yellpw
heap, but he had no thought of kiil-
ing. He had merely fired his gun,
as he had been told to do.
Suddenly his gray company leaped
to foot and charged! The butcher
with them had not the same grim lus-
tre in his eyes, but he kept up. He
was beginning to feel exhilarated.
With quick, tense movements the com-
pany advanced. Now it lay down and
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crawled; now it ran forward in the
face of fire. It ran, it crawled, it
flinched, it pushed on again—and
then, as if without warning, they
were at grips with the defenders of
the guns, Something had struck the
butcher in the arm. Something else
had singed an ear. His excitement
had changed in a twinkling to rage,
the rage which he had dreamed of
once, but had never before dared
loose. Men cut, thrust, and shot point
blank in one another’s faces. Some-
one bumped the butcher’s knees, in
an effort to swing his bayonet back
ready for a lunge. The numbers in
gray began to thin noticeably. Once
they wavered, and an officer, sensing
they had had too much, sereamed a
command. As his fellows withdrew
they called back to the butcher—a
giant, fighting like an infuriated
cyclops, wielding his heavy rifle, elub-
fashion, and swinging it lightly over
his head.

““Come! Come!’’ they ecried, and
they fled.

IV.

That night a British search-party
found the butcher, dead, where he
had fought. The broad face, whose
mild expression had inspired so many
wits against him, was set in a leer of
fury. By his head sat the German
cripple who had led him into war,
He held the head of the dead man
across his wasted knees, and on the
butcher’s chest had placed his bat-
tered helmet. He was singing, in a
high chanting voice, as the searchers
approached.

‘“Aha!’’ he cried—and they noted
his eyes, as the yellow light fell up-
on his face, ‘‘You came to see—my
brother! A real hero! Had they all
been like him,”’ bitterly, ‘‘you should
not be gloating now—vietors!’’

Then his spirit suddenly melted
and the cripple fell forward, weeping,
upon the great chest of the dead man.

When the orderly tried to rouse
him, he, too, was among the slain.
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IV.—THE FIRST RAILWAY TO WINNIPEG

BY DR. GEORGE BRYCE

veller on the palatial trains of the

Canadian Pacific or Grand Trunk
Pacific, as to-day he leaves Toronto
for Winnipeg and accomplishes a
journey of upwards of twelve hun-
dred miles in about forty hours, to
realize what that trip meant when by
the shortest route available the writer
made his first journey thither some
forty-four years ago-— taking ten
days. A college companion of the
writer going to China at that time
could ascertain how to reach his des-
tination without fail, but no railway,
steamer, or stage company would
issue a ticket or guarantee a passage
to Fort Garry. The only answer to
inquiry obtainable was: ‘‘Go from
Toronto to Chicago, next to St. Paul,
Minnesota, and then jump into
space.”’

The writer on leaving Toronto had
to anticipate a journey over the
prairies from St. Paul of 450 miles,
a ride on horseback or in a Red River
cart, a partial journey down the Red
River by steamboat, or possibly a
considerable tramp on foot over the
prairies. But the journey in 1871
was compulsory. It must be made at
all hazards, and made it was. On
Chicago being reached, it was the
morning of the terrific Chicago fire—
a sight never to be forgotten by any-
one who saw it. By rail through
Prairie du Chien, and up the bank
of the Mississippi River, St. Paul—
a place at that time of 13,000 people,
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IT is almost impossible for a tra-

with no Minneapolis—was reached.
The first disappointment met was the
news that the Red River steamer
serving for the northern half of the
Journey had ceased to run on account
of the shallow water. During the
very week before arrival the famous
‘““Burbank stage line,”’ which had
been taken off the Union Pacific route
on the opening of that railway, had
been transferred to run from St. Paul
to Fort Garry. It was a commodious
four-horse coach. Besides the writer,
on the day of beginning the Jjourney,
there were four Dominion Govern.
ment officials all bound for Winnipeg.
Running over the prairies of Minne-
sota and Dakota the coach took five
or six days to reach its destination,
The stage changed horses at con-
venient stations and lay over at some
station every mnight. These night
‘‘stopping-places’ were atrocious—
even alarming. Where the city of
Grand Forks now stands there was
but one log building. All travellers
were required to sleep in the attie—
one undivided room filled with beds
side by side. We had the company
of about a dozen strange men, who
seemed of doubtful character.
Proceeding, in time we made the
American boundary line at Pembina
and here was another forbidding
hotel. Our party had now reached a
point some sixty miles or more from
Fort Garry. There was, as we saw it
not a single town or even respectablé
village along the route. There were
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two Hudson’s Bay Company forts—
Georgetown and North Pembina—
both on the banks of the Red River.
The wvast continuous prairie over
which we had passed had no inhabit-
ants, after a day’s journey from St.
Paul. True, along the trail the stage
passed a number of deserted houses,
one of them known as ‘‘Pomme de
Terre,”” with a stockade around it.
These deserted ruined homesteads had
their story. Nine years before (in
1862) the terrible Minnesota massaere
by the Sioux Indians had taken place.
Some bands of these refugee Sioux
had crossed the line into the Iud-
son’s Bay Company territories, and
the writer, a year after his arrival in
Manitoba, saw an old Indian hag who
had killed seventeen white infants in
the massacre. Immigration in north-
ern Minnesota had been absolutely cut
offt. In 1871 confidence had not yet
been restored and for several years
after that date the Indians were still,
in some places farther west, as much
in revolt as when the Custer massacre
took place.

In 1871 settlement in northern
Minnesota was at an absolute stand-
still. The Northern Pacific Railway
from Duluth had not yet reached the
Red River. Our stage-coach stopped
at Moorhead, toward which the North-
ern Pacific was approaching. Moor-
head was a tent town of fifty or a
hundred people. = A ‘‘shooting’’ had
taken place on the night before our
arrival. The vigilance committee had
given the murderer the choice be-
tween decamping at once or instant
hanging. Our whole journey for
three hundred miles so far had been
over a treeless prairie, broken now
and then by a narrow strip of ‘‘tim-
ber’’ along the Red River. Winnipeg
was reached in due time, and we set
eves on Fort Garry just as the shades
of evening were falling. Winnipeg
had 215 inhabitants by actual census
in that vear. Tt was utterly disspirit-
ing in its primitive single street,
which was chiefly of log buildings.

During the next three years, how-

ever, immigration came by covered
wagon, by ox cart, Red River steam-
boat, or stage-coach. The flower of
Canadian youth—numbers of aspir-
ing university men, and able repre-
sentatives of all the professions, busi-
ness enterprises and trades—flocked
in from all parts of eastern Canada,
With their high ambitions, unblem-
ished character, youthful enthusiasm,
and progressive spirit these newcom-
ers set themselves to lay the founda-
tions of a new West.

Winnipeg grew. In 1872 a tele-
graph wire on strange, gnarled posts
was strung to connect the new capi-
tal with the outside world, but the
cost of a telegraphic message of ten
words to Toronto was $3.10. The Bur-
bank stage made three trips a week
in winter from the nearest railway
point of 225 miles—Moorhead—carry-
ing the mail, subject to severe snow
blockades and storms. At times there
was no traffic possible for three weeks,
By springtime the best shops ran out
of nearly every staple commodity,
awaiting the approach of spring and
the arrival of ‘“the first boat’’ on the
opening of the Red River.

On one winter day arrived a sleigh
from eivilization, concerning the cargo
of which a local newspaper announced
that it was laden with ‘‘hams and
other ‘delicacies.”’ All these salient
points indicate the incongruities, in-
conveniences, and discouragements
which no intelligent and enterprising
community could long endure.

By 1873 Winnipeg had grown to be
a place of 3,200 inhabitants, and it
was at that time incorporated as a
city, without passing through the
stages of village and town. In conse-
quence of the diffieulty of transport
little immigration arrived in winter,
In summer the Red River route and
the emigrant’s wagon were available,
but very unsatisfactory. To members
of a high-minded community—whose
former life had known better things,
who were largely made up of virile
Canadians — the social, commercial,
and transportation conditions were
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simply intolerable. What was to be
done? Constant appeals were made
to the local Legislature and the Do-
minion Parliament for relief. The
(Canadian Pacific Railway, which was
projected in 1872 to pass through
(Canada from ocean to ocean, had been
counted on by many immigrants when
they took their ‘‘trek’’ to the West.
But unfortunately the great enter-
prise had received a check by the well-
known ‘‘Pacific Scandal,”’ which led
to the change of Government in Ot-
tawa. At this time British Columbia
was pushing for the building of the
Transcontinental Railway which was
promised when that Province entered
the Dominion in 1871. As said, Win-
nipeg was clamorous and all Mani-
toba was quite as ardent. The pres-
sure on the new Dominion Govern-
ment of Honourable Alexander Maec-
kenzie in 1873 became more and more
intense. Premier Mackenzie, though
so short a time in office, was forced
to deal with the railway problem. He
at length undertook to build the
Transcontinental Railway by a plan
of which the provisions will be stated
in a later chapter. He sought to
satisfy Winnipeg by promising to
build a branch railway to conneet it
with the American railways. Donald
A. Smith, as knowing the urgent
demands of the people and feel-
ing the necessity of better transit, was
looked upon as the pivotal man of the
situation. The American connection
was involved in diffieulty. After the
collapse of the Northern Pacific Rail-
way, following the failure of Jay
Cooke and Company, bankers, of New
York, the railway having aequired
the St. Vineent branch, which was the
one of its subordinate lines known
as ‘‘the St. Vincent extension from
St. Cloud to the international boun-
dary,”” the situation left these
branches as dead as Imperial Caesar
turned to clay. To use the dialect of
the time ‘it was a dead dog’’.

The writer knows from a most
prominent authority that Donald A.
Smith had received in 1873 a pressing
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‘‘letter from a committee of Dutch
bankers, with headquarters in Am-
sterdam, who held most of the bonds
of the St. Paul and Pacific Railway.’’
This eommittee wished to know if Mr,
Smith would be willing to furnish
money to complete the line from Win-
nipeg to St. Vineent. On his way
back from Montreal to Winnipeg
Donald A. Smith, as stated to the
writer by a Hudson’s Bay Company
chief factor, stopped off at St. Paul
and was taken by N. W. Kittson, an
old resident of Red River settlement,
and at the time agent of the Hud-
son’s Bay Company transportation
line on Red River, to J. J. Hill, a
Scottish-Canadian, who was also an
agent at St. Paul of Red River steam-
boats. So strongly did Mr. Hill op-
pose the purchase that he stated, ‘‘the
St. Vineent line, running as most of
it did for a great part of its length
through an unsettled country, could
not possibly be made to pay for sev-
eral years to come.”” The matter then
dropped, and for some two or three
years the conditions became worse
and in the case of the railway there
were several lawsuits to foreclose the
mortgages and attempts to compro-
mise between the bondholders and
shareholders. These events heighten-
ed the ‘“winter of their discontent’’
in Winnipeg. As a branch of the
Canadian Pacific, however, some pro-
gress was made in 1875 in grading of
the greater part of the sixty or more
miles between Winnipeg and the
boundary line. This was under the
direction of the famous contractor,
Joseph Whitehead. As in the next
year no further progress was made,
on the outery of thousands wishing
to emigrate to Manitoba from Rast.
ern Canada, Premier Mackenzie open-
ed up a so-called ‘‘amphibious route’’
of row-boats along the old fur-trad-
ers’ track of some 300 miles from
Fort William to the Lake of the
Woods and then for 110 miles by wa-
gon road to Winnipeg. However well-
intended, the plan proved tedious,
uncomfortable, and impracticable,
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The agitation in Winnipeg continued
unabated. The population had now
grown to more than 5,500. To soothe
the public mind the Burbank stage
began to run from Winnipeg to Moor-
head—225 miles—in thirty-six hours
continuously. This, however, was
more than flesh and blood eould en-
dure. Mayor Kennedy was sent as
delegate from the city to Ottawa and
reported that it was hoped that in
the following autumn the branch rail-
way might be running. But hope de-
ferred brought on the usual heart-
sickness. Time wore on. It was pro-
posed to have the bridge across the
Red River built at Winnipeg, and the
city pledged $200,000 to bonus it, but
all was in vain. An editor of the time
sums up the three years’ agitation in
‘Winnipeg thus:

““Public meetings! Mass meetings!
Indignation meetings! Delegation to
Ottawa! Attempt at local railway
building! Clamours for a bridge!
Criticism of the slow approach of the
Yankee railway! Threats of appeal-
ing to the foot of the throne! Gen-
eral denuneiation of everybody above
us in authority! All has been with-
out success.’’

Donald A. Smith was in despera-
tion as Parliamentary representative.
He had succeeded in seeuring the
passage of a bill for a charter to the
“‘Pembina Branch Railway,’’ through
the House of Commons, but it had
been thrown out by the Senate in a
fit of super-loyalty against the Am-
ericans.

Threatened, thwarted, abused, urg-
ed, and caricatured in turn, to Mr.
Smith the railway question had be-
come the obsession of his life. In the
middle of April, 1875, J. J. Hill by
invitation went to Ottawa and met a
number of Montreal capitalists, led
by Donald A. Smith. Thg quesfion
diseussed was ‘‘the purchasing of the
outstanding bonds of the St. Paul and
Pacific Railway held by the Duteh
committee, which holding covered a
majority of each of the different
classes of bonds.”” It was determined
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to make an effort to ascertain at what
price the holdings of the Duteh com-
mittee could be bought. Donald A.
Smith at length said to Mr. Hill: ‘1§
you will see what we can do with the
committee, I will take the matter up
with some financial friends.’’

In the autumn of 1876 Mr. George
Stephen—cousin of Donald A, Smith,
and afterward Lord Mount Stephen,
president of the Bank of Montreal—
and R. B. Angus, general manager of
the Bank of Montreal, came to St.
Paul in company with Donald A.
Smith to examine the assets of the St.
Paul and Pacific Railway. Negotia-
tions then took place with the Duteh
committee, but with no result, and
the matter was referred to the New
York representatives of the commit-
tee. After a time an agreement was
reached by which all bonds held by
these representatives were to be de-
livered in New York to be held in
trust under a contract to purchase the
same and to pay for them after the
foreclosures of the respective mort-
gages were completed. In the time
being the purchasers were paying the
interest of the agreed price of the
bonds. In the meantime the news
trickled out that some agreement had
been reached, and some confidence was
gained when the Governor-General
—Lord Dufferin—and Lady Duf-
ferin paid a special visit to Manitoba,
and on the 24th of September, 1877,
drove the first spike of the Pembina
Branch Railway. In the spring of
1878 the purchasing party, Donald A,
Smith, George Stephen, N. W, Kitt-
son, and J. J. Hill, representing Hud-
son’s Bay Company influence, Mont-
real bank resources, and large per-
sonal means, raised in Montreal about
a million dollars to complete the rail-
way to St. Vineent. This was done
under the management of the Receiv-
er in the United States Court pend-
ing the foreclosure suits. At this
period it was quite legal for those
interested in the management of a
bank to deal with their own bank.
While a spasm of delight had over-
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taken the people of Manitoba on the
call by Thomas Nixon, on January
24th, 1878, for 165,000 railway ties,
on November 3rd, 1878, a large party
of ladies and gentlemen from Win-
nipeg were taken by train to where
a gap of 125 yards was yet incom-
plete. Two gangs of men in the pres-
ence of the company laid down the
ties and rails, while certain selected
ladies, under great applause, drove
the last spike. The city of Winnipeg
then having reached a population of
6,000, was after these years of agita-
tion in a state of glee. It had rail-
way connection with the outer world.

During the winter of 1878-9 the
different foreclosure suits were push-
ed through and the property was sold
under foreclosure in the spring of
1879, when the St. Paul, Minneapolis
and Manitoba Railway was organized
in May of that year and the property
was taken over on the 23rd of June
following. When the title was being
adopted for the new company the
name ‘‘Manitoba’’ was added at the
request of Mr. Smith, as a large por-
tion of its business would be to and
from that Province.

The officers of the company were:
President, George Stephen (Lord
Mount Stephen) ; vice-president, R. B.
Angus; general manager, J. J. Hill

Donald A. Smith was a prominent
member of the board, and it has been
said by one who knew that during
all these transactions Mr. Smith was
always ready to do whatever was in
his power to advance the construction
of the railway, and, in fact, every-
thing that tended to aid in building
up the new country open on both
sides of the international boundary
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line. Mr. J. J. Hill, in speaking to
the writer as late as January last,
said: ‘“‘In all the dealings between
Lord Strathecona and myself, and
they have been many, I will say that
Donald A. Smith never made in my
hearing any other than an absolutely
clean suggestion,’’

The crities of to-day forget the con-
ditions under which the brave men
who faced the railway difficulties of
1873-8 laboured. It was the courage
of these men who took great risks that
brought prosperity to the growing
West, and brought a real deliverance
to Manitoba in its irritated state of
mind. True they were made multi-
millionaires, but they faced great
odds and won. The men who risk so
much and gain success are the heroes
of our race. Less noble minds can
see no grandeur in a daring adven-
ture like that of Scott to the Ant-
arctie, of Garibaldi in freeing Italy,
of Sir John Franklin in losing his
life for the sake of discovery among
Canadian icebergs and polar cold.
The pioneers of Western Canada who
faced the great hardships of a set-
tler’s life, the daring men who opened
the treasures laid up by the Creator
in the Yukon or the Porcupine, or
our brave sons who have gone to give
their lives on the battle lines of Flan-
ders are all criticized for their
supreme folly of the sleek and well-
fed dilletanti or the foppish sybarites,
but the Canadian pioneers who strug-
gled and so grandly succeeded deserve
in full measure our admiration and
our praise.

The grateful people of western
Canada can never forget Lord Strath-
cona.

oo B |



FAMOUS CANADIAN TRIALS

IX,—THE CURIOUS CASE OF BENJAMIN MOTT

BY IRVING E. STRUTHERS

of Montreal occupies the south-

western slope of the mountain
and stretches down to the sleepy lit-
tle village of Cote des Neiges. After
the visitor has passed through the
arched gateway, flanked by embattlgd
towers, and has proceeded some dis-
tance up the main driveway, he can-
not fail to observe a lofty monument
rising from a terrace to the left and
towering above the surrounding
graves and vaults. It is a column of
gray limestone, erected half a cen-
tury ago to the memories of those
who suffered in the rebellion in Low-
er Canada. Affixed to the four sides
of its base are marble tablets on which
are inseribed the names of those who
fell in battle, also the names of those
who perished on the scaﬂ’old or were
condemned to exile in distant lands.

““ A religious and historical monu-
ment to the political victims of 1837-
38’’—so runs a translation of the in-
seription in French, whlch. also chron-
jeles the principal steps in the poli-
tieal agitation that led up to the in-
surrection. ;

Among the names inscribed on the
tablet dedicated to the exi!es is that
of Benjamin Mott, who, with others,
was banished to the distant and com-
paratively little known .}}ustralasla.
Benjamin Mott was a citizen of the
United States, a resident of the town
of Alburgh, just within the borders
of the State of Vermont, adjoining
what is now the county of Missisquoi,
in the Province of Quebeec.
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THE Roman Catholic cemetery

One of the curious stories of those
troubled times is that of the Ver-
monter, Benjamin Mott, whose par-
ticipation in a Canadian rebellion
brought him within the shadow of the
gallows and then sent him an exile to
the other side of the world.

In order to place the case of Ben-
Jamin Mott in its true setting, it will
be necessary only to mention the pre-
ceding events of the rebellion. The
uprising of the autumn of 1837 had
been put down in such a manner as
to demonstrate to all able to weigh
the importance of events that the
authorities possessed military strength
adequate for all possible contingencies,
At the outset one temporary success
at St. Denis seemed to give the rebels
some ground on which to base hope
of decisive vietory, but those hopes
were shattered a few days later at
St. Charles, and erushed by the hard
blow struck at St. Eustache by Sir
John Colborne. During the winter
there were a few small raids from
over the border, but on the whole the
Provinee was quiet and the flames of
insurrection seemed to have been
stamped out.

In the spring came Lord Durham,
with high resolve to cure the political
ills of Canada, not by treating symp-
toms, but by removing ecauses. He
was not permitted to finish his work.
In fact, he had only commenced it
when, in November, 1838, he resigned
and returned to England because of
his treatment at the hands of the
Home Government in the matter of

l——
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his merciful but illegal banishment
of convieted rebels to Bermuda. On
his voyage home the brilliant states-
man, then suffering from the diseasa
that three years later ended his life,
wrote in part at least that famous re-
port on Canadian affairs, in which
was foreshadowed the bringing to-
gether of the British North Ameri-
can Provinces, which was effected
twenty-nine years later by Confed-
eration.

While Lord Durham was crossing
the Atlantic homeward bound, the
smouldering fires of insurrection in
Lower Canada once more burst into
flames. Early in November insurg-
ents began to assemble at the village
of Napierville, and within a few days
six thousand men had come in, some
armed with muskets, some with piteh-
forks, some with rudely-made pikes—
a rabble of half-armed and wholly
untrained enthusiasts, drawn for the
most part from hitherto peaceful
farms, whom two short but sharp
conflicts taught that war, even on a
small scale, is a dangerous game to
play.

Napierville is about forty, miles
south of Montreal. It stands back
about four miles from the Richelieu
River, and to the south about fifteen
miles is Rouse’s Point, in the State
of New York, standing at the foot of
Lake Champlain, where the lake nar-

rows and becomes the Richelieu
River.
The hurriedly-formed camp at

Napierville was looked upon by the
insurgents as the nucleus of a new
nation. The army declared Canada
a republic, its leading spirit being
Dr. Robert Nelson, and with him were
associated Dr. Coté, and a French
soldier of fortune, Charles Hinden-
lang. A few months earlier Hinden-
lang had arrived in New York from
France. Disappointed in his hope of
finding commercial employment in
the American metropolis, Hindenlang
drifted north to Lower Canada and
joined the ‘‘ Army of Patriots.”’ Ow-
ing to his military training, he was
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regarded by the insurgents as a most
valuable acquisition. He had not
been long at Napierville when, to his
surprise and confusion, he learned
that he had been placed in command
of the insurgent forces. His accept-
ance of the post was a long step in
his journey to the scaffold, for Charles
Hindenlang was one of the real vie-
tims of the insurrection.

Along the Alburgh frontier, where
Benjamin Mott had his farm, was a
band of men, some of whom had fled
from Lower Canada because of their
participation in the uprising of the
preceding autumn, while others were
American sympathizers, ready to as-
sist the infant Canadian republic in
its conflict with the established gov-
ernment. Under the leadership of a
runaway named Gagnon, the band
during the summer and early autumn
had kept the border Canadian par-
ishes in a state of alarm by midnight
raids on isolated farmhouses, and now
these marauders were desirous of
Jjoining the army at Napierville so as
to participate in the campaign that
was to firmly establish Nelson and
Coté’s republic. The frontier band
possessed a considerable supply of
muskets and amunition, and a six-
pound field eannon; and of these
arms and munitions the army at
Napierville was much in need.

General Hindenlang’s first move
was to send a force from the head-
quarters at Napierville to the fron-
tier at Rouse’s Point, where a Jjune-
tion was to be made with Gagnon’s
men, who would cross the lake from
the Vermont side and meet the rebe;
corps at the Rouse’s Point frontier.

On Monday, November 5th, Hin,
denlang sent forward six hundred
men towards Rouse’s Point, At night
the corps bivouacked at St. Valen-
tine, continuing its march next day
along the road that ran due south to
the frontier, skirting the field in
which stood the old Laeolle Mill
where a handful of British troops in
Mareh, 1813, defeated the American
army of invasion. On the afternoon
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of the second day the rebels reached
the frontier and encamped in a field
within six hundred yards of the in-
ternational boundary, but only a
short distance from the lake.

The expected reinforcements from
the Vermont border had not yet come
over, but at three o’clock in the fol-
lowing morning a boat crossed the
lake, bringing eighty men and three
hundred and fifty muskets. Three
hours later a barge came over, bring-
ing the six-pound cannon and forty
more men. The junction had been
effected, and the next move was for
the reinforced corps to return to its
base at Napierville, but this part of
the plan was ruined by the arrival
on the scene of two small bands of
militia.

One band of militia was collected
and led by Colonel Odell, of the par-
ish of Lacolle, and the other band
came from Hemingford, the nearest
village to the west. Its leader was
Colonel Seriver, father of the late
Julius Seriver, who represented
Huntingdon county in the House of
Commons from 1872 to 1900.

By means of night marches the
two bands of militiamen early on
Wednesday morning came to the
meeting-place agreed upon about two
miles to the northwest of the rebel
camp. An immediate attack was
agreed upon, and the militia at once
advanced.

When the militia came within half
a mile of the rebel camp the rebels
opened fire with muskets and the six-
pounder, which was loaded with
grape-shot. They were lying along
the fences and behind the farmhouse
and barn that stood within their
lines. The volunteers continued to
advance, firing as they came on. For
twenty minutes the rebels stood their
ground, but when they saw the mi-
litia quicken their advance to the
charge, they broke and fled, most of
them running south across the boun-
dary-line, leaving on the field eleven
dead, a considerable number wound-
ed, the cannon, a keg of powder, a
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quantity of ball-cartridge, and a large
number of muskets and pikes. Two
militiamen were killed, William and
Robert MeAllister, farmers of Hem-
ingford.

The farm-house on the battlefield
was burned, but the barn escaped de-
struction. Two or three hours after
the scattering of the rebels, four mi-
litiamen whose homes were on the
cast side of the Richelieu, in what is
now the parish of St. Thomas, Mis-
sisquoi county, while walking around
the barn, saw a man lying beneath
the sills or foundation timbers. Up-
on coming closer they recognized the
man as their neighbour from across
the Vermont border, Benjamin Mott.
Seeing that he was discovered, Mott
came out from under the barn, an-
swering the salutation of his neigh-
bours with the protestation: ‘‘Yes,
it’s me, but T am no friend of the
Patriot cause. I came here accident-
ally.”” He was taken in charge and
marched with the other prisoners to
Fort Lennox, on Isle aux Noix, in the
Richelieu, about fifteen miles north
of the scene of the fight.

Two days later the battle of the
‘“‘campaign’’ was fought. With one
thousand men, Hindenlang set out
from Napierville for the Rouse’s
Point frontier, no doubt hoping to
collect the remnant of the force seat-
tered by the fight at the ‘‘lines’’ and
recover the lost cannon and muskets.
The force met with no opposition un-
til it came to the Methodist stone
church on the Odelltown Road, stand-
ing about half-way between Lacolle
and Rouse’s Point. Using the church
as a fort, Colonel Taylor, with two
hundred men, opposed the further
progress of the rebel army. With the
aid of the cannon eaptured two days
before on the Rouse’s Point line, the
militia beat off the rebel attacks on
the church, and after a spirited fight,
lasting through the greater part of
the afternoon, the rebels were re-
pulsed. They scattered in all direc-
tions, earrying away a large number
of wounded and leaving fifty dead.

-
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On the following day General Hin-
denlang was captured while trying
to make his way to the fromtier, and
the Canadian republic, set up at
Napierville a week or two before, had
ceased to exist.

On April 10th of the following
spring, Benjamin Mott came up for
trial before the (General Court Mar-
tial sitting in Montreal. He was
charged with assisting in rebellion,
with making war upon the Queen’s
subjects, and with being a party to
the murder of Robert McAllister, one
of the two Hemingford farmers kill-
ed in the fight on the Rouse’s Point
frontier. The proceedings of the trial
are set forth in full in Volume II.
of the State Trials of 1838-39.

The facts of the battle were estab-
lished by the testimony of Colonel
Seriver and other participants; the
finding of Mott under the barn was
proved by his four Canadian neigh-
bours, who discovered him hiding un-
der the barn-sill; and two witnesses
at least swore that Mott was an active
participant in the fight. One of the
latter testified with respect to the land-
ing of the ecannon, brought across the
lake from the Vermont shore. ‘‘The
prisoner, Mott,”’ testified this wit-
ness, ‘‘was there assisting to disem-
bark the cannon. He spoke and en-
couraged the others to make haste. He
was addressed as Captain Mott by
some of them.’’

The witness who brought home to
the prisoner his participation in the
fight was Jean Baptiste Couture, a
Canadian farmer, who was in the
rebel ranks that day. He saw Mott
fire the cannon twice ‘‘with a piece
of lighted wood about two feet long,
which he kept alive by waving it in
his hand. I was within a few feet
of Mott.”’

When asked how it was that he
knew the man, the witness replied
that he had worked for the prisoner
on his farm two years before. This

fatal testimony was corroborated by
the testimony of several others, and
then the Crown closed its case.
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Mott did not deny his presence on
the battlefield, but he denied that he
had gone there with the rebels or for
the purpose of aiding them. His
presence there, he claimed, was the
result of one of those tragic accidents
which often turn from its natural
f%urse the whole current of a man’s
ife.

In his written summing up of the
case, Mott claimed to give an account
of his movements that led him to the
barn on the battlefield. He left his
home, he said, on November 6th to
go to Odelltown, in Canada, a few
miles north of Rouse’s Point, for the
purpose of collecting a debt due him
from a Canadian farmer. Crossing
the lake from the Vermont side, he
spent the night at Lewis’s tavern in
Rouse’s Point. In the morning he set
out for Odelltown, following the lake
shore, as it was the shortest and best
route. After crossing the frontier
into Canada, he struck across fields,
as that path was the most direet. That
brought him close to the rebel camp,
and as he approached he heard the
report of a cannon. The fight was on,
and for safety he ran to the barn,
crawled under the sill and hid him-
self. There he was found two or
three hours later by his Canadian
neighbours. ‘I then took ocecasion to
protest,”” said Mott, ‘‘that I was go-
ing in the direction of Odelltown up-
on business, and that I was not nor
had been in connection with the
rebels.”’

The court-martial did not believe
Mott’s debt story, by means of which
he attempted to account for his pres-
ence among the rebels on the field of
battle—the court did not believe that
story, but, on the other hand, it did
believe the testimony of the Crown
witnesses, who told of Mott assisting
in bringing over the cannon and of
his having acted as the gunner dur-
ing the progress of the fight. Mott
was found guilty and sentenced to
be hanged. That sentence, with many
similar ones, was commuted to exile
in Australasia.
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One summer evening ten years
later, a Canadian farmer who had
been one of Mott’s neighbours, was
standing on the wharf at Rouse’s
Point watching the approach of the
steamboat that then plied daily
through Lake Champlain from White-
hall. The steamboat made the wharf
and the gang-plank was run out. The
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first person to land was a man, white-
haired and bowed with years. It was
Benjamin Mott, coming home from
the long journey commenced on No-
vember 6th, 1838, when he set out,
either to collect that: unlucky debt
from the Odelltown farmer or to as-
sist in the attempt at establishing the
Canadian republic.

A CANADIAN TWILIGHT—MAY, 1915

By ONE UNFIT

EACE peace

the peace of dusky shores

And tremulous waters where dark shadows lie;
The stillness of low sounds—the ripple’s urge
Along the keel, the distant thrush’s call,

The drip of oars; the calm of dew-filled air;
The peace of after-glow; the golden peace
Of the moon’s finger laid across the flood.

Yet, ah! how few brief fleeting moments since
That same still finger lay at Langemarek,

And touched the silent dead, and wanly moved
Across the murky fields and battle-lines

Where late my country’s bravest kept their faith.

O heavenly beauty of our northern wild,

I held it once the perfect death to die

In such a scene, in such an hour, and pass
From glory unto glory—Time, perhaps,

May yet retrieve that vision—Oh! but now,
These quiet hills oppress me: I am hedged

As in that selfish Eden of the dawn

(Wherein man fell to rise) ; and I have sucked
The bitter fruit of knowledge, and am robbed
Of my rose-decked contentment, when I hear,
Tho’ far, the clash of arms, the shouts, the groans—
A world in torment dying to be saved.

.
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Oh God! the blood of Outram in these veins

Cries shame upon the doom that dams it here

In useless impotence, while the red torrent runs

In glorious spate for Liberty and Right!

Oh, to have died that day at Langemarck!

In one fierce moment to have paid it all—

The debt of life to Earth, and Hell, and Heaven!
To have perished nobly in a noble cause!
Untarnished, unpolluted, undismayed,

By the dank world’s corruption, to have passed,

A flaming beacon-light to gods and men!

For in the years to come it shall be told

How these laid down their lives, not for their homes,
Their orchards, fields, and cities. They were driven
To slaughter by no tyrant’s lust for power.

Of their free manhood’s choice they crossed the sea
To save a stricken people from its foe:

They died for Justice—dJustice owes them this:
““That what they died for be not overthrown’’.

Peace . . . peace . . . not thus may I find peace:
Like a caged leopard chafing at its bars

In ineffectual movement, this clogged spirit

Must pad its life out, an unwilling drone,

In safety and in comfort; at the best,

Achieving patience in the gods’ despite,

And at the worst—somehow the debt is paid.
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JOHN McCASKEY, JUNIOR

By ARTHUR L. PHELPS

UT John McCaskey never stirred ;

He watehed the high sky’s blue: no word
Came from his steady lips, his eyes
Were cool and gray; no compromise
Moved in them as the father talked:
The boy was set. He only walked

But once across the room, and then
"Twas to stride slowly back again,
Resume his stand where window-pots
Glowed in the sunshine and made spots
And streaks of shadow in the room
And played in patterns on the broom.

The row of plants reached for the air
As if, if one of them should dare,
The rest would follow, and be quick
Out in the budding spring, where thick
The meadow grasses could be seen

In dancing hosts of vivid green.

Snow-on-the-mountain raised her face,
Grown pale complexioned in that place;
Three red geraniums tall and grand
Made up a buccaneering band;

The foliage plants would willing go
If someone first the way would show.

All at the square gold window strained ;
Only a crocus bud remained

Squat in her pot to pertly say:

“It’s pretty windy out to-day,

That big green world has more of death
Than has this kitchen’s cosy breath.’’

So John MeCaskey by the plants,

Stood in the kitchen; chance by chance
For speaking he sent slipping by,

To all his father’s speech made no reply ;
With words for that tense conference
But once he’d let his lips commence,
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And then they opened but to say:
“‘Father, it stands about this way.

I want to go. It’s not just wild,

This talk; I’ve thought, and I'm no child,
So I am off. Things in my head

Are bigger than this old homestead.’’

Just speech that once, and for the rest
Of the long hour, since he’d confessed
His great desire, silence. No more
Remained for saying. The open door
Of Spring was calling to that world
‘Where the blue smoke of cities curled

Up in the morning, and swift cars

Beat up and down the street while stars
Yet glowed above—and where ’twas life,
Life always, and a kind of strife

To test a man and give him zest

And help him up, bring out his best;

No dullards there, but every man

Must jump to be the best he can.

1t’s hustle, hustle all the day,

But when you’ve done you get your pay;
And take it out in cash and learn

Just what you’re worth to your concern.

A man’s a man when he does that,
He wears a decent style of hat,
And looks about at life and sees
Things bigger than a load of peas
Stalled in the lane, or twenty hogs
Worried from clover by the dogs.

He gets a chance to understand

The life that his Creator planned;

He meets new people, sometimes goes
With happy friends to happy shows—
He gets behind the push of things

And puts his shoulder in, and sings.

So John MecCaskey stood and dreamed
‘While words his father said half seemed
To come from distance with a sound,
But with no meaning more profound
Than water running, or the beat

Of the black engine threshing wheat.

But John MeCaskey, senior, knew
That many of his words were true,
Too true were some of them, he felt,
And some had left a gray hard welt
Of difficult remembrance

On his own heart; a circumstance
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Of thirty years ago was now
Putting tense wrinkles in his brow,
And he was seeing one spring hour
When he had felt the city’s power,
And stalked into the world to learn
His total worth to the concern.

. . . This city fever is not new,

It is as seasonal as dew;

In every age a young brood comes
In its own time to hear the drums
With merry, faroff marching beat,
And longs to follow with swift feet.

This age may be a little worse,

Because it knows a blacker curse

Than some have known of pleasure-greed,
And young men seem less apt to heed
The invitation to be kind

Which Nature puts within the mind.

But our time of the whirring wheels
And raucous horns, at worst reveals
A mood of our humanity;

The day will come again when we
Shall love the meditation hour,

And pluck contentment with a flower.

So John MeCaskey, senior, knew

That many of his words were true;

Long since the city’s dizzy ways

Had stolen the peace from out his days.
But long since, too, his quiet fields

Had called him back; and now their yields

Perpetual harvest brought him in

No city tilling e’er could win

From that loud acreage of noise
Which no glad harvester employs
With heartening labour so they send
Home fragrant wains at the day’s end.

The senior man of those tense two

Had dreams of what the son should do—
Take up the farm, with ready hand,
Fulfil what long the father planned.

He knew the boy could be no more

Than a mechanic in the roar

Of the black eity, with no dreams
Beyond the rivetting of seams;

While on the farm he’d come to feel
Deep things the farm life would reveal.
And with the century’s proffered means,
With new convenience, new machines,
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Make into interest and content

The whole of life, nor feel it spent

In vain, but rather made more worth
With benediction of the earth
Breathing about it day to day

From sunny June to gentle May..

The father dreamed a deeper thing.

He dreamed of children in the spring,
Living with nature, feeling her

Great elemental pulses stir;

Down hushed, long pathways in the woods,
Amid the starry multitudes

Of lilies breathing the rich air,

He saw a boy and girl, a pair

Of spring-time wanderers, with feet
Shod with the wings of Joy, and fleet
To follow Laughter where she was
Shaking amid hepaticas.

He saw those children of his child

Feel the insistent purpose mild,

As they grew up, of nature’s deep

Great will with them ; in them no cheap

And tawdry thought, but thought that springs
From life with elemental things.

All this he tried to tell his boy;

How glut of city ways would cloy

His individual appetite,

And then he’d fight a losing fight.

Too likely this would be the way,

He’d know when his bowed head was gray.

And all the while his heart would bleed
There in the city while he’d need,

To save its dream lest it should die,
The opal, cloudy peopled sky,

And chat beside the pasture bars

When the blue heaven is full of stars;

Or, when the cattle in the lane

Had come up slow between the grain,
With sunset glowing red, he’d need

To hear them tied up for their feed,
And hear the busy, purring stream

Of the rich milk that makes rich cream.

And he would need that hour, too,
After the chores—as all men do—
When quiet comes, and family chat
Goes round the fire of this or that,
And the girls talk, and mother thinks
Of prettier ways to plant her pinks;
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When boys with sechool-books would have lore
Richer than that from any store

Pressed ’twixt the covers of a book—

The tales of that new way they took

To come home by, by woodehuck’s den,

And how they’d go that way again,

When young John’s father paused at last
The boy’s eyes still were gazing past
His father’s face and the dim room,

To where the orchards were in bloom;
A bee came drowsing through the door;
The father had not two words more.

But John MecCaskey never stirred,

He watched the high sky’s blue; no word
Came from his steady lips, his eyes
Were cool and gray, no compromise
Moved in them

. . . In a while he said:
‘““Father, it’s something in my head;

I may learn what you say I’ll learn,

But I must learn it. My concern

Is with myself; so I must go.’”’

He turned from the gold window’s glow;
And all the little sunny plants

Watched him go forth to take his chance.

09




THE PROMISE OF THE SKY-LINE
BY PERCY WALTER WHITAKER

e ON’S the house,”” said the
Y agent, pointing up the conces-
sion line.

Blair looked towards the dwelling
with mueh interest, for under its roof
were the people of his life for the
coming year. Fronting on the brow
of the hill which sloped to the side-
line, a two-storeyed square house
stood solid and uncompromising, an
integral part of the landscape. The
windows commanded a view of the
rolling stretch of country to the south,
bounded by the skyline of the South
Oxford Hills.

““What sort of a man is Dan Cal-
der?’’ Blair asked the question as
Burrows turned his team into the
soft maple avenue leading up to the
barns.

““Honest as the day, hard as gran-
ite, but if he likes ye, a kind-hearted
man who would give you anything
but his farm or his daughter, Jessie.
And Jessie Calder is the prettiest las-
sie in Zorra township—and the living
image of her mother, Jessie Cameron,
that was, thirty years ago. Aye, lad,
Many’s the heart that longed in vain
for Jessie Cameron,” and Burrows
sighed so heavily that Blair wonder-
ed if he, too, had been one of the un-
successful suitors.

““It won’t be so dull, then, if there
is young people,”’ said Blair.

{“Ye'll be putting all thoughts of
the young lady out of your head,”’
replied Burrows. ‘‘Dan Calder is not
o friendly to the English, for his
grandfather was aye fond of talking
about the battle o’ Bannoekburn.’’
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“‘I only meant—’’ began the Eng-
lish pupil.

“‘That’s Calder on the stoop,’” in-
terpreted the agent, pulling up his
team at the gate. ‘‘Here’s the boy
who will learn the farming, Calder.
Well, the wind blaws chill, and to
Woodstock is a matter of twelve long
miles. Good-night to ye, and be a
good lad, Blair.”’

Handing out the Englishman’s
portmanteau, Burrows turned his
buggy around on the circular drive-
way, and with a crack of his whip
drove rapidly away, leaving the two
contracting parties staring at each
other.

Dan Calder was tall, gray and
wiry. Though more than sixty, he
had the stamina and strength of
youth, being born of that sturdy back-
woods breed who age at ninety. His
new pupil looked at the farmer’s com-
manding physique with respect, while
Calder eyed the Englishman curious-
ly. Blair was a broad-shouldered lad.
Stock of a light-skinned race, his face
showed delicacy and intellect. Over a
high forehead twined a mass of eclus-
tering brown hair.

““Good evening to ye, Mr. McTodd.
You will be tired of travelling the
seas and trains of this Ontario land.
I will be showing the room to put
your bit baggage in.”’

Blair followed Calder, too much
aghast at the confusion of identity to
explain the mistake. The farmer led
the way into the house, striding
through the big kitchen, and up a
narrow stairway leading into a com-
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fortable low-ceiled room. Blair noted
with satisfaction that the floor was
carpeted with & warm handsome car-
pet; and the big bed looked soft and
downy. Besides, there was a mirror-
ed bureau and wash-stand. It was
clearly a room for comfort and a
place to feel at home in,

““There will be the pitcher; ye may
carry your own water or cleanse on
the stoop.’’ :

When Calder withdrew, Blair sat
down to adapt himself to his new set-
ting.

Et the tolling of the supper bell
the Englishman entered the kitchen,
and a lithe, straight figure came trip-
ping towards him with cheery words
of welcome.

““Mr. McTodd, ye’ll be pleased to
be acquainted with my daughter, Jes-
sie,”’

The girl smiled and bowed slightly
at the introduction, while Blair gave
an inward gasp as he looked at her.
Dressed in a plain white waist, she
presented a picture of rare loveliness,
Jessie Calder’s abundant wavy hair
was yellow with a glint of gold shin-
ning through the tresses, such luxur-
iant streaming hair as the mind would
picture on a Viking maid of northern
lands. The oval face was of fine
purity and delicacy, with eyes of the
deepest blue untouched by anything
unborn of innocence. She looked at
the guest in a frank, friendly way,
shorn of coquetry. ;

‘“My name is Harry Blair, not Me-
Todd. I’'m from England. It must
be a mistake on Burrow’s part,’’ ex-
plained Blair in some confusion.

‘“It was a Scotchman from Glas-
gow who was contracted to learn the
farming, and Burrows will hear of
it market day,’’ replied Calder irrit-
ably. ‘‘It’s little I thought that I
wounld be hiring myself out to teach
the English.”’

‘‘Never mind, father, Blair is a
much prettier name than MeTodd,”’
said Jessie mirthfully, ‘‘and you
know our forefathers taught the Eng-
lish how to run at Bannockburn.’’
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““So we did. It will be little that
ye’ll be minding my girl’s fun,’’ re-
plied Calder, eyeing Harry humor-
ously.

‘“‘Not at all, Mr, Calder, for some-
times the fortunes of war were on our
side,”” answered Harry, delighted at
the turn the conversation had taken.

‘“Well, laddie, we had our fights in
days of yore, and there’ll have been
sore wrongs on both sides doubtless.
We have our Burns and Walter
Scott, and the English have their
Shakespeare and Dickens, fine lads
all.”’

Dan Calder’s good humour was now
fully restored and the hearty Cana-
dian welcome made Blair feel that
this was to be a happy year.

During his first month’s stay at the
farm Blair realized with astonishment
that the standard of worth and use-
fulness determined a man’s social de-
sirability with the sturdy Canadians,
and he set himself to overcome a na-
tional prejudice.

By faithful diligence Blair won the
liking of a race slow to friendship,
and to the wonder of the Zorra folk
an English lad was seen driving Jes-
sie Calder to churech, and the same
lad often escorted her to the country-
side dances. In winter evenings Jes-
sie taught him to dance the Scots
dances, so that he might really be one
of the people at the merrymakings,

So Harry Blair won his way from
the status of an alien and was ac-
cepted by Zorra folk as one of their
own.

About this time his English sisters
became uneasy at the tone of Harry’s
letters, of which one extract read:

‘I ecan safely say, though it sounds
awfully conceited, that T am becoming the
most popular fellow in Zorra. You ought
to see me dance a Secotch reel with a
pretty sparkling Canadian girl for a part-
ner. The mater would open her eyes, and
pater wouldn’t know young hopeful—he’s
grown so versatile. And O Cénnie! you
ought to see Jessie Calder, she’s the pret-
tiest girl, with sun-kissed hair, and so
dainty.’’

In such poetical strain Blair wrote
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many pages, and great was the un-
easiness of his prim relatives who
thought that ‘‘really Harry was en-
tirely too adaptable,’”” and greatly
feared that he might be trapped into
undesirable connections. Since the
dawn of time kinfolk have planned
futures for their own, but a passing
glance from a pair of pretty eyes oft
lights a flame that only years can
quench,

When the thaw came and the wild
weird ery of the loon and bittern
winging northward sifted down from
the sky, Blair tasted the joys of a
new existence. The surging impulses
of a new man in a new land coursed
through his veins. The thrilling tang
of the Canadian spring sends the
heart of youth mad with joy. The
bursting into leaf of maple, beech,
and elm follows the wild rush of snow
waters to lake and sea. From the low
pine swamps the shrill, continued
piping of frogs sounds wild-noted
musie, and from the blue vaults comes
the melancholy plaint of wild fowl
speeding to the lone breeding-grounds
on northern marshes.

In six months Harry Blair broad-
ened in build, and a warm coat of
tan, blown by stinging winds on to a
fair clear skin, shaped him into a
handsome lad. And then the inevit-
able happened. What could a boy
like Blair, thrown into daily contact
with pretty winsome Jessie, do but
love? And could Jessie do ought but
return it?

Dan Calder, being an observant
man, noted the way things were shap-
ing, but he made no sign of disap-
proval until Blair spoke out what
was in his heart. He listened quietly
as the boy spoke of inherited money,
sketching out a glowing future for
himself, with Jessie sitting as a queen
enthroned in the very centre of the
rosy pieture.

“Tt will be -too soon, laddie, to
think of marriage. Now, if ye had
garnered the siller yourself, it would
be proof of the head to keep it. T'Il
be reserving my consent for a whiles,
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for I’ll not be denying that I’ve had
other plans for Jessie.’’

So Harry was fain to be content
that his suit had not been openly re-
jected and himself banished from the
farm,

On a glorious sunny May after-
noon Jessie sat in the shade of a
clump of lilacs in the old-fashioned
garden, looking down into the up-
turned face of Blair. The boy lay at
her feet reclining upon the thick
luscious clover.

‘“Your father made me promise
that I would not talk of love or mar-
riage to you for a whole year,”’ said
Harry petulantly. ‘‘He said that he
had always thought of you marrying
a Scotsman, and he’d like a year or
two to think it over. Isn’t it disgust-
ing?”’

‘““You should never make rash
promises,”’ teased Jessie, ‘‘and you
have no reason to be uneasy, Harry,
for no other man shall talk of love to
Jessie Calder.”’

Jessie smiled tenderly into his eyes
as she made this soothing declaration,
and the boy’s clouded face cleared.

““He’s a grand old man,”’ enthused
Harry, and he recalled the quiet look
in Dan Calder’s eyes 8s he said: ““I
trust my daughter Jessie with you as
a leddy in company with a gentleman.
A year from to-day I'll speak my
mind.”’

A stern old man’s dictum to wait
a whole year seemed an eternity to
young hearts, but who ean fathom all
the love and pride in his daughter
in the heart of a man like Dan Cal-
der. He wanted to give the lad a
chanee to prove his mettle, so he had
his way, and the young people must
““bide a wee’’.

Even to a fretting heart the long-
est year rolls on in joy or travail.
Anothen season’s snows came and
passed, and Blair’s period of proba-
tion came to an end. On the very
evening of the waning year they came
before Calder in the garden, hand
clasped in hand. Jessie’s face was
flushed with all the beauty of love
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and hope, and they looked at her
father appealingly, as culprits to a
judge.

““It is true, ye have been a good
man, an’ have guarded my interests
well, but whiles ye have inherited
money it’s no proof that ye’ll be keep-
ing it.”’

Jessie’s eyes softened tearfully at
this stern arraignment of unproved
worth, and Blair looked gloomily
down. Calder’s shrewd gray eyes
twinkled humorously at the dejected
youth.

“But I’ll not be too hard on you,’’
he resumed. ‘‘In a manner of speak-
ing, ye’ll be considering yourselves
engaged. But, Jessie, you'll not be
sitting up later than ten, if the lad-
die should drop in of an evening,”’
and something glistened in Calder’s
eyes as they walked away together.
““She’s Jessie Cameron, my own Jes-
sie that’s dead and gone,”” he mur-
mured. ‘‘“Well, life is a sore trial
when ye’ve buried your hopes,’’ and
Dan Calder walked into the house
with bowed head.

After Calder’s cautious consent to
the engagement, Blair purchased two
hundred acres of land, adjoining
Dan’s place, on the tenth concession.
Barly and late he toiled, for he had
that in his heart that gives men cour-
age to clear the wilderness. The long
summer days droned pleasantly away
to the happy lovers. In the beautiful
afterglow of autumn days they stroll-
ed through leafy aisles of red-tinged
maples, dreaming wonderful happi-
ness for the years to come,

On a clear, late September evening
Harry and Jessie walked down the
lane leading to the little church where
Zorra folk gathered to hear the
preaching of the Word. The quaint,
steepled little building stood on the
edge of the big swamp behind the
Calder farm, where the great sombre
pines lent grateful shade.

““Come, Harry, I want to show you
the skyline,”’ whispered Jessie. ‘‘All
my girlish dreams centered around
this scene, for I knew some day that

my other self would be with me.”’

From the high knoll on whieh they
were standing the pointed roof of the
church transferred the vision to the
level of the tree-tops of the low
swamp; on the rise of land beyond
a spreading grove of maples flamed
red-leaved against the green of the
pine, with the dying sun shooting
streaming bars of yellow light along
the skyline. Shading her eyes, Jes-
gie pointed solemnly westward.

““It’s the promise, Harry, of life
and love forever, that will come after
the dark and dreary night.”’

As Jessie spoke, glancing rays of
light flooded over the wood, merging
maple and pine into one vast sea of
yellow, and the sun slowly sank into
a huge bed of crimson clouds. Awed
with the beauty of the scene, the
lovers gazed silently until the gather-
ing gloom, and the wild ery from a
lone wild goose winging over the
swamp warned them that night had
come,

‘““Take me home, Harry; it is dark
and cold, but we have seen the prom-
ise,”’ eried Jessie,

““I never knew the skyline could
be so beautiful, and promise things,
until I saw it through your eyes. |
wonder if the beauty is there,”’ and
Harry leaned towards her.

‘“There now, Harry, two’s enough,”’
and blushingly Jessie pulled away.

On the following day Harry let his
team stand in the furrow and held a
long conversation with his neighbour,
Red Sandy MeDonald, who farmed
fifty acres of swamp land back on
the side line. A strange affinity had
linked Sandy and the Englishman in
bonds of friendship. At first sight
Sandy had said:

“Ye'll no be like the shiftless loons
that’s spending parent’s siller put-
ting strong drink into weak noodles.
Juist be counting me a freend, lad.
die.”” And so it had been.

Sandy perched himself upon the
rail fence and listened in sympathy
to Blair’s troubles, nodding his head
wisely at the recital.
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‘‘If ye eould juist imprees the Cal-
der body by a sharp horse trade, he
would be seeing that ye’ll no be cheat-
ed so easily, and the wedding will
follow close.’’

‘“‘But, Sandy, I'm not much on
trading horses,”’ protested Harry.

“Well, lad, you will be making a
bit trade on market-day for me, and
Dan Calder will be hearing of it.
Who'’s to say that I didna get the
same horse back. Neil Murray is
aye a close body, and Neil will keep
my horse the whiles I have Neil’s,
and nobody hurt.”’

Red Sandy winked knowingly at
Harry, letting out a roar of mirth at
his own shrewdness, and Blair con-
sented to try the plan, though urging
the necessity of great secrecy upon
his friends.

Within a month the township was
talking of what a shrewd lad at a
horse trade was Jessie’s Englishman,
and Dan Calder listened to the talk,
making light of it, but secretly he
was greatly pleased. Unknowingly
Blair brought a greater trial upon
himself, and realized sorrowfully the
truth of the old rhyme:

Oh what a tangled web we weave when
first we practice to deceive.

In late autumn came the event of
the year in the county fair at Tavi-
stock, where all the breeders of the
countryside met in friendly rivalry
for medals of honour. Blair drove
Jessie over early and they sat to-
gether in the grandstand overlooking
the field. Jessie’s eyes shone with
delight as she wateched the changing
scene. In the lanes leading to the
pens spirited horses champed the bit,
fighting for freedom, their satiny
coats bearing witness to months of
careful grooming. And were cattle
ever so fat and sleek as these prides
of the dairy?

Harry pointed out the judges walk-
ing from group to group. Keen-eyed,
low-talking men were they, who knew
the points of stock as a mother knows
her babe.
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‘““‘Calder will be wanting ye for a
meenit, laddie.”’

This hail from Red Sandy disturb-
ed Harry from his pleasant oceupa-
tion, and with a smile of consent
from Jessie, he left the grandstand.
At the tying-rail he met Dan Calder
leading forward a young roan horse.

“You will be using good judgment
these days in horseflesh doubtless.
This beastie is getting a bit fractious,
just trade off the best ye can for
me.’’

Placing the halter-rope in the hands
of the amazed Blair, Calder stalked
away.

‘‘Here is where I lose eredit for a
good business head, Sandy,”’ said
Blair, confiding his misgivings to Red
Sandy, who stood, face agrin, at the
lad’s predicament.

““These traders will skin ye alive,
mon, there’s na doubt of it,”’ replied
the Scotsman.

‘“Confound it, Sandy, don’t be a
Job’s comforter. You got me into
this mess; can’t you help a fellow
out?’”’

Sandy seratched his head thought-
fully, seeking in vain for an idea.

“I’ll be giving up, laddie, but if
yve have a plan, count on Sandy to
help you.”’ 3

Blair stood thinking in perplexity,
for he knew that Dan Calder was
bent on trying out his business capae-
ity. A sudden light of mingled mirth
and mischief came into his face.

“I've got the idea, Sandy, but I
need your help,”’and he whispered
the details of his plan into Sandy’s
ear. Sandy punctuated the eager
lad’s hurried sentence with doubtful
shakes of his bushy red head, and
suddenly developed a conscience
which balked against his own

* strategy.

‘‘Nay, laddie, I couldna think of
doing the like, it’s awful deception.
Don’t be tempting a freend to his
downfall.”’

Laughing ruefully at this manifes-
tation of Sandy’s spiritual nature,
Blair pleaded with him for half an
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hour and gained a reluctant consent.

““It’s awful to think of so much
deceiving, but as the intent isna bad
1’1l juist help, though I’ve sore mis-
givings, for Dan Calder isna a fool
body. With this kindly warning
Sandy pledged his aid to Blair in
- carrying out his audacious plan, and
Harry returned to Jessie, happy in
the knowledge that Sandy’s friendly
craftiness would bring him triumph-
antly through the ordeal. :

As the day wore on into evening
the various contests were decided,
and proud lads led home the prize-
winners gaily bedecked with stream-
ing coloured ribbons. The event of
the season was over, though every
detail would furnish fireside gossip
in the long winter evenings. When
the crowd streamed off the field Blair
escorted Jessie to Dan Calder’s
buggy.

“I’m going to trade off the roan
for your father,’’ he said important-
ly. ‘‘He wants to try out my busi-
ness sense.’’

‘“Oh, Harry, these traders are so
keen, you should never have under-
taken it.”’

““Never fear, girlie, I'll come out
on top, you see if I don’t.”

Harry stepped into the buggy as
he spoke, and when the top dropped
back, Jessie was blushing in sweet
confusion.

Blair joined Sandy down the street
where little knots of sharp-featured
bantering traders had gathered, the
overflow reaching into the vacant lots.
Leading the roan horse into the die-
kering throng, Harry was fairly
overwhelmed with offers of various
ring-boned, spavined nags in ex-
change, and, as one man, the owners
demanded boot. These offers Blair
laughingly declined.

Over by the fence, Dan Calder’s
massive figure loomed up through the
crowd like a pillar of granite. He
stood silent and stoical, apparently
quite uninterested in Blair’s doings,
showing but a passing gleam of in-
terest when Sandy McDonald led up
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a fine horse, and after a minute’s
bartering paid over money and led
away the roan. Some of the old
hands marvelled at the Englishman’s
shrewdness, eyeing him with more re-
spect, for, undeniably, he had made
a good trade.

A shower of trading offers were
now hurled across the ring at Blair,
and within a few minutes he traded
again, and then again, each time re-
ceiving a roll of bills as boot money.
Also he had possession of a better
horse than Calder’s roan. Grizzled
old barterers who had travelled the
fairs of Western Ontario these twen-
ty years marvelled at the acumen
shown by this fledgling at the trad-
ing. Harry was tasting the intoxi-
cating fruits of a popular success
and glanced proudly at Jessie's
father.

A quizzical look beamed in Cal-
der’s eye as he murmured, ‘‘ The lad-
die is bent on getting siller, but 1
was not born yesterday.’”’ He called
to Blair: ‘‘I’ll be stepping home with
Jessie. Ye’ll be coming to visit the
night.”’

When the setting sun sank in a
splendour of glory behind the Oxford
woods Harry made his final trade, re-
ceiving back Calder’s young roan.
In the gathering twilight he walked
down the concession line with Sandy
MecDonald, gleefully chuekling at the
good impression his trades would
make on Dan Calder.

“I would cheerfully have paid a
thousand, instead of the hundred I
divided between the three of you,
Sandy, to win the old man’s censent
to an immediate wedding.”’

‘‘Aye, laddie, but I wadna be sure
that Dan will no ken the facts of the
case,”’ and shaking his head dubious-
ly Sandy turned down the sideline
leading to his own house. Happy in
an undercurrent of cheerful thoughts
Blair tied the roan in the barn and
walked proudly into the house.

“Well, laddie, and how did the
trading go?’’ asked Calder.

““Not so bad, Mr. Calder, there’s
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one hundred dollars and the same
horse back,’’ replied Harry, laying a
roll of bills on the table.

“It’s a good trader can do the
like,”” said Dan dryly.

““Oh, I've learned a lot from you;
and, say, I want to ask you about
Jessie. You see, I've got a good farm
and—"’

“Let’s hear of the trading first,”’
interrupted Calder. ‘‘So you brought
back the roan and a hundred—it’s a
bit staggering, man. Firstly, ye trad-
ed with Red Sandy. A canny low-
land Scot is Sandy, but he hasna a
penny. And it’s then that you skin-
ned Jock McPherson. A sharp hand
at a trade is Jock. I’d be afraid to
lead the beastie home that Jock paid
over money on. It’s wonderful the
smooth-talking tongue that got boot
out of Jock. And it was Andrew
Sutherland that you put in a good
trade with, too, was it? And Andrew
was picked for a judge in Toronto
three years ago. It’s him that knows
the points of horseflesh with any man
in Oxford. It’s a wonderful story
1’11 be listening to about the trading.
Nay, boy, it cost ye a pretty penny
to make the trades, take up your
money.”’

With crestfallen face, Blair listen-
ed to this stern scoffing, and his heart
sank, while Jessie looked sad and
tearful, for she feared her father’s
stern morality would brook no de-
ception.

‘““Harry meant no harm, father,”’
she said pleadingly, ‘‘and I’ll stand
by him.”’

Crossing the room she took Blair’s
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hand, and smiling through her tears
the pretty head sank down upon his
shoulder, while Harry’s arm stole
round her.

‘‘Have ye no shame, woman,”’ be-
gan Calder severely. Then a tender
smile lit up his rugged old face, for
Jessie was sobbing, with her face hid-
den on Harry’s breast.

““Tut, lassie, I was but trying the
faith of ye. It’s wonderful the trad-
ing was, but it’s more wonderful still
what a lad will do to get a lassie, an’
while he’s no trader he’s got the good
heart. Ye have my consent to marry
as soon as ye have the heart to leave
your poor old father. Jessie, you
will be sending home the Blair lad-
die before the stroke of twelve,”’

At the eonclusion of his speech Dan
Calder turned to leave the room, but
Jessie, radiant and blushing, flew into
his arms, while Harry tried to shake
hands.

““Tut, children, you will be keeping
an old man from his rest.”’ ;

Drawing his stately figure up to his
full height, Dan Calder strode from
the room, his face impassive and emo-
tionless, leaving them alone with their
happiness.

“Harry,” whispered Jessie, ‘‘to-
morrow we must go to the church
for—”’

““The promise of the skyline has
come to me now,’” interrupted Harry.,
““Look, Jessie!”’

Over the Oxford woods a silver
moon sailed high, bathing the trees
with fairy light, and in the north
played streams of pale beams from
the mystic brilliant aurora.
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[IL—THE LAST LONE FRONTIER

BY G. W. BARTLETT

made to the century-long struggle

waged by Spaniard and Briton,
Yankee and Muscovite, for the Pacific
coast of North America, a struggle
waged with all the weapons and craft
and cunning, force and fraud. In
general, the rivalry of the first three
powers is well understood by general
readers of history; but the story of
the Russians in North America is a
by-path explored by few English
readers. »

The plan of Russian exploration
seems to have originated in the fer-
tile brain of Peter the Great dur-
ing his famous visit to England and
Holland. In the latter country he
was urged by interested geographers
to send an expedition east from
Kamschatka to settle the question of
a possible connection between Asia
and America. While in England his
interest in the matter was deepened
by a study of the methods and the
vast scope of the work of the great
company trading in Hudson Bay.
““They offer a rivalry for those trades
which have so long been the monopoly
of Muscovy fur-hunting and fur-
gathering,”’ he writes home to Russia.
It is said that on his return to his
kingdom he sent out an expedition
to eastern Siberia, but that the out-
break of the great war with Sweden
forced him to recall it.

B

[N our last article reference was

The interrupted project was resum-
ed by Czarina Catherine the Great.
Captain Vitus Bering, a Dane, who
had done gallant service in the newly-
created Russian navy, obtained com-
mand of the expedition, which set sail
from Kamschatka in 1728. The re-
sult of this voyage was the defining
of the east coast as far as Cape East,
and the discovery of a channel into
the Arectie.

In 1733 the energetic navigator set
out on a second voyage among the
islands of the northern sea. He car-
ried on his explorations in this and a
third voyage, when in 1741, he was
shipwrecked in the sea that bears his
name ; and perished with many of his
crew, stricken with famine, cold, and
seurvy, on the island which since that
time has been called Bering Island.
During the next half-century thae
trade of these new lands was carried
on in a desultory way by independent
merchants and companies, whose law-
less conduct led to bloodshed among
themselves and frequent fights with
the natives. In 1794 200 Siberian
convicts were sent to Kadiak to sup-
ply the traders with cheap labour—
an experiment similar to the disas-
trous attempt of the Hudson’s Bay
Company about the same time to
solve the labour problem in their
northern department. In the same
year the Orthodox Church sent out

-
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its first missionaries to the Aleutian
Islands, and soon a large part of the
new territory was organized into par-
ishes and mission-fields.

In 1799 the Russian-American Fur
Company was organized, with an Im-
perial charter and a capitalization of
£260,000. It was given the entire
right of government, trade, naviga-
tion, and fisheries in the New World.
The company was organized on the
model of the Hudson’s Bay Company,
whose commercial and political im-
portance it was expected to rival, if
not eclipse. On its part the company
was to maintain police and justice,
to supply adequate munitions and
provisions for any Russian forces
which might be required in the ter-
ritories, but was required to pay no
royalties or dues, other than the regu-
lar customs duties on their imports
from foreign countries. The company
disposed of most of its furs in north
China, importing in exchange im-
mense quantities of tea, which yield-
ed the Government large returns; but
otherwise the commercial side of the
venture could searcely be pronounced
a suceess. Polities and bureaucracy,
favouritism and incompetence, ham-
pered its activity. Its remoteness
from the seat of government prevent-
ed effective supervision, while its eap-
tains and merchants lacked the skill
and initiative of their British and
American rivals.

Yet this great Company was a pow-
er to be reckoned with. Though its
traders did not penetrate the coun-
try, they established themselves at
points along the American coast. Tak-
ing into partnership the great chiefs
who ruled with almost kingly power
over the thousands of tribesmen of
the coast and mountain valleys, they
strove to control the trade even of
that region which extended far be-
yond the confines of the Russian zone.
They also had the interested support
of predatory tribes of the passes, who
like the robber-barons of old, levied
tribute on the passing trade. The Rus-
sian method was to trade only at the
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mouths of the rivers and along the
coast, leaving the inland trade in the
hands of the chiefs, who accordingly
used all their power to keep out rival
fur-traders. The Russians gradually
extended south and in time opened a
trade with the Spaniards in Cali-
fornia, thus securing a supply of
cheaper trading goods, and so
strengthening their hold on the coun-
try.

By the dawn of the nineteenth cen-
tury the pioneers of the Northwest
Company had worked their long way
across the continent to the Arectie and
the Pacific. How this hard-bitten,
harassed, but ever-victorious handful
of Scotch-Canadians held their own
against all-comers, from the north,
south, and west, is one of the wonder-
tales of the Canadian West. The
union of this company with the Hud-
son’s Bay Company was followed by
a period of expansion which alarmed
their Russian rivals. An Imperial
ukase was issued by the Czar, forbid-
ding merchant ships of other nations
to come within one hundred miles of
the coast. After a few years of strife
the Russians receded from this posi-
tion, and in 1825 made a treaty with
Britain fixing 54° 40’ north as the
boundary. They also conceded to
British vessels the right of navigating
streams rising in British territory but
entering the sea in Russian territory.

In 1833 Baron Wrangel, Governor
of Sitka, disregarded this agreement
and fired on the Dryad, a Hudson’s

~Bay Company ship which was enter-

ing the Stikine. A period of strained
relations followed, during which the
British traders exhibited marked ag-
gressiveness in exploration and in
crowding the Russian partisans out
of the trade west of the Rockies. To
this period belongs the expedition of
Robert Campbell from Fort Halkett
to Dease’s Lake and thence into the
Stikine valley, as deseribed in a previ-
out article.

As soon as the Russian partisans
had been crowded from this area,
Campbell was directed to turn his at-
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tention to the north branch of the
Liard, and after tracing it to its
source, was ordered to cross the divide
in search of any rivers flowing west-
ward.

““In pursuance of these instrue-
tions,”” says the explorer’s journal,
“I left Fort Halkett in May in a
canoe with seven men, among them
my trusty Kitza and La Pie, and the
interpreter Hoole, ascending thae
stream some hundreds of miles we en-
tered a beautiful lake, which I named
Lake Frances, in honour of Lady
Simpson. Leaving the canoe and part
of the crew near the southwest ex-
tremity of this branch of the lake, I
set off with three Indians and the in-
terpreter. Shouldering our axes and
blankets, we ascended a river, which
we traced to its source in a lake ten
miles long. These I named the Fin-
layson Lake and River.”’

Thence the explorers set off across
the ridges, till after many adventures
they came to a fine stream, which
Campbell named the Pelly, after Sir
H. Pelly, the Hudson’s Bay Governor.
Little did the voyager dream that he
had reached the upper waters of the
mighty Yukon, and entered upon the
most memorable adventure of a che-
quered career, which would engross
all his energies for the next ten years
or more. In 1839 the Russians, find-
ing the competition in the south un-
profitable, had leased to the Hud-
son’s Bay Company all their seaboard
from 55°40” as far north as Cape
Spencer for a yearly rental of 2,000
otter skins. But Governor Simpson
had heard of unusual activity on the
part of the Russians, in penetrating
the interior of Alaska, and was anx-
ious to forestall them if possible.
Campbell, therefore, after establish-
ing a fort at Pelly Banks, on the new-
ly-discovered stream, in 1842, de-
scended as far as the junection of the
Lewes, where a large band of Wood
Indians were encamped. They relat-
ed such blood-curdling tales of the
ferocity of the Indians on the lower
river that the explorer thought it best

to return to Pelly Banks for further
information and instructions. These
Indians of the lower river were mixed
bands of outlaws and desperadoes,
with some coastal Indians. One of
their chiefs, a veritable Old Man of
the Mountains, is recorded as keep-
ing ““‘a large band of men wonder-
fully expert in the art of assassina-
tion who obeyed his slightest bid-
ding.”” All these savages had direct-
ly or indirectly come under the in-
fluence of the Russians. All had their
various motives for keeping the Eng-
lish out of the territory. Undoubted-
ly these reports were exaggerated by
the Indians of the upper river, who
desired to keep the English traders to
themselves. Yet enough of truth had
been established to terrify the most
dauntless. On the last journey bea-
cons were seen blazing on various
conspicuous hillsides, and the adven-
turous explorers were dogged from
point to point. Only the lack of boats
by their pursuers and afterwards
the cool self-possession of the whites
in the face of danger saved the party
from massacre. In 1848 Campbell be-
gan the last stage of his journey. He
had in the meantime established Fort
Selkirk at the mouth of the Lewes
River, and from this point he began
his exploration of the lower stream.
‘““We came across large bands of
natives, generally very friendly, and
we always landed to have a talk with
them. They were astonished at see-
ing us and our boat, for they had
never (except those whom we met
near Fort Selkirk) seen either a white
man or a boat. Our accoutrements
were a mystery to them. They were
destitute of almost every article of
civilized usage. The only arms they
had were the bow and arrow: their
substitutes for axe and knife were
stone and bone. Their kettle was
made of small fibrous roots of a tree,
split neatly and knotted up elose like
a basket. After using it for a time
it beeame waterproof and fit for cook-
Ing provisions—the method being to
heat stones and drop them into the
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kettle with a pair of tongs made from
a bent stick, and continuing the oper-
ation until the water was boiling and
the food cooked. By the time this
was accomplished the water was con-
verted into a thick soup, not with
vegetables like Seotch broth, but with
sand and ashes from the stones.

‘“These Indians spoke in very loud
tones, and were very anxious to give
and receive information.”’

The dress of these tribes was made
of cariboo or of reindeer, the summer
garment without the hair, the winter
garment with the hair turned in. In
summer the footwear was simply a
pair of moccasins, but in winter they
wore heavy stockings of woven hair
and grass. Both sexes were very
fond of decorations. For this pur-
pose duck’s wings, stained porcupine
quills, and beads were chiefly used.
They painted their faces and bodies
with native ochre and dyes of vege-
table juices and berries. Anyone for-
tunate enough to secure a piece of tin
or copper lost no time in working it
up into ornaments.

‘“ After descending the river some
hundreds of miles the range of moun-
tains recede, the river widens and for
about forty-five miles wanders amid
countless islands. Then traversing
this level stretch we came in sight of
a fort, which turned out to be Fort
Yukon, at the confluence of the Por-
cupine River, and here I was delight-
ed to find my old friend, Mr. W. L.
Hardisty, Mr. W. H. [A. H.?] Mur-
ray having just left with the returns
for Lapierre’s House.”’

Fort Yukon was established by the
chief trader, A. H. Murray, in 1846,
as a sequel to the exploration of the
Porcupine the year before, by J. Bell,
of Peel River post. ‘‘I had now the
satisfaction of confirming what I had
already conjectured,’’ writes Camp-
bell, ‘‘“that the Pelly and the Yukon
were identical.’”’

In 1835 the Russians, under Glas-
sunoff, had explored the delta of the
Yukon, and in 1842-43 Lieutenant
Zagoskin ascended as far as Nowika-
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kat. Only the appearance of the Eng-
lish on the upper river stayed their
progress by robbing them of all hope
of trade in the interior. But for this
they would undoubtedly have estab-
lished themselves at the head of navi-
gation and laid a claim not only to
the gold fields of the Yukon, but prob-
ably to the valley of the Liard and
the Porcupine, which elaim would
have been transferred to the United
States with the sale of Alaska in 1867.

For two years Campbell at Fort
Selkirk saw the new post grow in im-
portance as a trade centre, in spite
of the opposition of hostile Indians
of the West. On August 21st, 1852,
a band of these outlaws, Chilicoots
and Chilikats of the passes, descended
upon the post in the absence of the
trader, turned out the oceupants, and
pillaged the stores. They then beat
a hasty retreat, after destroying such
booty as they could not carry away.

With the shell of a damaged fort
on his hands, Campbell set off 2.000
miles across country, making most of
the journey on snowshoes, in hope of
meeting Sir George Simpson on his
annual inspection tour and securing
his consent to the restoration of the
post. Failing to overtake him, he has-
tened on to Crow Wing, Minnesota.
and then via New York to England.
to lay his suit before the Hudson’s
Bay Company directors. Such zeal
was worthy of a better reception.
Time and conditions had changed
meanwhile. Fort Seikirk had served
its purpose, and the fiat went forth
that it should be abandoned to its
fate. Its buildings were soon pulled
to pieces by the Indians for the in-
valuable nails and iron, and the wood
was burned in the camp fires of pass-
ing voyageurs. Now only the foun-
dation ruins are to be seen.

Campbell was given charge of the
Athabaska district until 1863, when
he was transferred to Swan River. He
retired from the service of the Hud-
son’s Bay Company in 1872, after
forty years’ strenuous service, and
died at Strathelair, Manitoba, in 1894,
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mortal fame on the battlefields

of Europe there naturally has
followed an awakening of interest in
this country regarding the lands
across the Atlantic with which this
Dominion is allied in the -cause of
right, humanity, and progress. Italy,
for example, has come in for more
attention here since it freed itself
from an unnatural alliance with the
(Germanic nations.

When, last May, the soldiers of
Italy, in the words of King Victor
Emmanuel, unfurled their country’s
colours in the sacred lands which na-
ture gave them as their frontiers, a
thrill went through Canada. That
action meant not only that the war-
riors of Italy felt the call to release
their countrymen in the Trentino
and Trieste from the long subjection
to Austria, but also that Italy had
taken its proper place beside Great
Britain, her colonies, and other allies,
in keeping alight the splendid torch
of liberty.

The eourse pursued by Victor Em-
manuel was only what the world, out-
side of the Teutons and the Turks,
had the right to expect from the great
house of Savoy. Cradled in the Alps,
where liberty ever has been held
dearer than life itself, the anecient
house of Savoy must have gone con-
trary to all its traditions if it had
joined the Germanic league for the
suppression of the liberties of Eur-
ope. The world knows how Itgly was
duped by Bismarck into entering the
Triple Alliance, and the world knows
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SINCE (Canadians have won im-

how, in the supreme hour, Italy nobly
subscribed to, again to quote Vietor
Emmanuel, ‘‘the bond of blood in
war against a common enemy”,

When Italy threw its weight onto
the side of right it gave to the Allies
the support of the oldest reigning
family in Europe. Moreover, it ex-
tended to them the aid of a real war
lord and one who only drew his
sword to uphold justice and to beat
down oppression. As a warrior king,
Victor Emmanuel stands out in splen-
did contradistinction to that ‘‘mailed
fist’’ of Germany whose overweening
ambition to make Europe his foot-
stool provoked the terrible confliet.

The Alpine house of Savoy was a
power in middle European polities
several centuries before the present
imperial dynasty of Prussia was
founded. The counts of Savoy won
renown years before Rudolf of Haps-
burg conquered Austria, and the
present deseendant of the illustrious
family has proved himself to be far
more progressive and liberal than the
heads of the militarist nations who
have brought so much woe upon the
earth. King Vietor Emmanuel de-
lights little in that pomp and display
which is as the breath of his nostrils
to the Kaiser. He is a fresh-air
prince who loves simplieity.

Vietor Emmanuel III. had a Spar-
tan upbringing. Although very deli-
cate as a boy, he was early destined
for the army, of which, like his able
and Hereunlean grandfather, the first
ruler of United Italy, he took supreme
command when ’’the solemn hour of

“
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the nation’s claim struck.”’ In order
to tit himself for that command he
underwent a training so rigorous that
the ordinary Canadian boy of to-day
would stand aghast were he asked to
subjeet himself to such a life of hard
work and self-denial.

Italy’s King, when but a boy of
twelve years, was placed in charge of
Colonel Osio, a distinguished soldier
who had fought against Austria in
the ecampaigns of 1859-60 and 1866.
He also followed the British expedi-
tion against King Theodore of Abys-
sinia. Mr. F. M. Underwood, author
of ‘“‘United Italy’’, gave the world a
vivid pen picture of this remarkable
man when he said of him: ‘‘A cul-
tured man, and a rigid not to say
alarming disciplinarian, his stern
severity covered a noble and tender
nature which gained the love and
esteem of his young pupil, who, short-
ly after he ascended the throne, made
Colonel Osio a count, and, when his
former governor died, sent a wreath
with an inscription expressing his
gratitude and friendship.”’

Colonel Osio always insisted that
the prince should be treated exactly
like any other boy. Once, when Vie-
tor Emmanuel had, just like any
other boy, indulged in action which
laid him open to reproof, the colonel
told him to ‘‘remember that the son
of a king, or the son of a cobbler,
when he is an ass, 48 an ass.”” Osio
didn’t believe in flattery. He expect-
ed from his pupil the strict fulfil-
ment of every one of his duties. The
result was that when the prince’s
school days came to an end, Colonel
Osio was able to write to General
Pianelli, who had shared in the task
of edueation, that the prince was pre-
pared ‘‘to fight the battle of life in
his special position with a resolved
soul, a clear and precise conception
of his duties, and an elevated com-
prehension of his difficult and import-
ant mission.”’

In no way would the colonel allow
the future king to be pampered. It
was an understood thing that he must
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rise at six o’clock, winter and sum-
mer, have a cold bath, and go for a
morning ride. One day, when it was
pouring with rain and the prince had
a cold, Professor Motandi, another of
his tutors, suggested that the morn-
ing ride might be omitted.

‘““And if there was a war, would
the prince not mount because he had
a cold?’’ demanded Colonel Osio.

The prince mounted, cold or no
cold. ‘“With these soldiers one can-
not reason,’”’ declared the physician
of the household who had overheard
the exchange of sentiments between
the professor and the colonel.

To-day the manly king shows the
benefits of his colonel’s severity, but
one of his early diaries which has
been preserved contains the rather
pathetic observation that the stern
programme he was compelled to ad-
here to ‘‘poisoned all his amuse-
ments.’’

And his outlook on life might also
have been poisoned by the manner
in which he ecame to the throne—that
dark hour in which his father was
assassinated by the American anarch-
ist, Bresei, of Patterson, New Jersey.
At that time of tribulation, when the
world was horrified at the base and
meaningless crime, the training of
Colonel Osio stood him in good stead.
Vietor Emmanuel showed himself
resolute and modest and in every way
fitted for the exalted position to which
he was so hurriedly called.

He himself has known what it is
to be the mark of a would-be assas-
sin. On March 14th, 1912, his life
was attempted by a young mason
named d’Alba. On that day, in com-
pany with Queen Elena, he drove
through Rome to the Pantheon, where
his father and grandfather are buried,
to hear a mass for the repose of the
soul of his martyred parent. While
the royal procession was passing
along the Corso, the main thorough-
fare of the Eternal City, the would-
be assassin fired twice at the carriage
in which the King and Queen were
seated. Queen Elena proved her de-
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votion on that occasion. She saw
d’Alba draw his revolver, and erying,
‘““Take care, he is going to shoot!’’
she clasped her husband in her arms
in order to protect him with her own
body. Happily their Majesties escap-
ed unhurt, but the commander of the
escort, who was riding beside the
royal carriage, was seriously wound-
ed.

The demonstrations of loyalty
which this event brought out proved
how deep was the affection felt by
the people for their King and his tall,
beautiful, and black-eyed consort.
This affection has been increased by
the invariable sympathy and aid ex-
tended to the people by the royal
couple at all times of trouble. Their
love and tendernes was shown dur-
ing the terrible days which followed
the earthquakes in Italy in the au-
tumn of 1914, as well as at the time
of the catastrophe in January, 1909,
which turned the beautiful and pros-
perous city of Messina into an abode
of the dead.

It is, as Mr. Underwood points out,
a tradition of the house of Savoy that
where suffering and sorrow have
stricken their people there is the place
for the king to be, giving that per-
sonal supervision and human sym-
pathy that does so much to console
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the sufferers and to urge to further
efforts those whose duty it is to af-
ford relief. In the terrible days of
the Roman inundation of 1870, the
great Victor Emmanuel, then newly
come to the throne of United Italy,
exhibited this splendid family trait.
King Humbert followed his noble
example when visitations by fire and
flood afflicted some of his people, and
there never has been an occasion
which has brought sorrow to Italian
families but that Vietor Emmanuel
II1. has been foremost in restoring
hope and courage by his practical
aid, courage, and energy.

So, when the fateful moment came
for Italy to array herself on the side
of those opposed to Teutonie tyranny,
the representative of the house of
Savoy faltered not. He placed him-
self at the head of his army and navy
and personally took the field with
those whose aim is, as Lord Bryece,
former British Ambassador to the
United States, has so well said, ‘‘to
establish peace on a foundation of
Jjustice more firm than has been in
many centuries.’”” Under Vietor Em-
manuel ITI. Italy is following her best
traditions, and her ancient friendship
with Great Britain, and through the
mother country with Canada, has be-
come all the more firmly cemented.

DAWN

By MARGARET HILDA WISE

THE fleeing night-clouds hurried towards the west,
The east grew pink with rosy break of dawn,
The birds awoke, but we were still at rest;
The dew-drops shone like diamonds on the lawn,
A robin chirped, the last small star went out,
The sun arose and put the dark to rout.




THE FOOD . SHIP

BY ETHEL HAMILTON HUNTER

NN BOYLE had spent her
Alast shilling. It was Friday

evening. She had been out
most of the day, looking for work;
her feet were sore and her back ached.
The smart skirt and the pretty hat
she took such pride in had been wet
through and through. Despair gnaw-
ed at her heart as she trudged wear-
ily towards home.

For three days she had had scarce-
ly enough to keep body and soul to-
gether, and now the last penny had
gone, leaving her dependent on char-
ity. For herself she did not care, but
for the little life within that was so
soon to wake from sleep—what then?
What then? How would it all end?
Would she have strength to wait and
work and struggle until these hard
times were over?

It was Ann Boyle’s pride that suf-
fered most. The Irish are peculiarly
sensitive in this way. The little lamp
was kept burning still o’ nights, cast-
ing its cheerful glow upon the clean
and orderly room where Ann had
spent many peaceful and happy days.
The semblance of comfort remained,
but weeks of poverty had left a dark
stain behind. The many sacrifices
that she had made! The wan en-
deavours to bridge over the dreadful
cavity that day by day grew and
grew was apparent, in her eyes at
any rate,

She pushed open the door with a
dread fear. Was her husband wait-
ing? She had little to bring. Since
he had been dismissed because of his
adherence to the Transport Union
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an indolent lazy and utterly unmanly
viciousness had taken possession of
him. He who had been kind and hon-
est and upright was now loafing,
unkempt, demoralized, night after
night, with a herd of angry, virulent,
passion-wrought followers at street
corners or in some lighted den. Some-
times he brought in a shilling or two,
(He had not contributed to the Union
and so received no relief pay), some-
times a kind word, but more often a
volume of abuse that shocked and
frightened Ann and made her heart-
ily despise and dread this unhappy
strike, which was paralyzing the hap-
piness and serenity of so many homes.

She was not wise enough to under-
stand who was in the right or who
was in the wrong; but she dreaded,
as the knowing heart of a woman
will, the ravages that strife and blood-
shed and want incur. It would take
long months to make good their mone-
tary loss; it would take long years
(hot tears were blinding her) before
their respect and pride recovered.

She had no penny left for the gas
stove, but she boiled some water over
the lamp and sat down to her solitary
meal. The dry bread choked her.
She tried to think collectedly.

Hark! Somebody was knocking at
the door. Hastily she tied on an
apron to hide the dampness of her
skirt. Then she rose and hid the
remnants of food that remained.

Two of the neighbours stepped
across the threshold. Both were wo-
men in comfortable circumstances.
Ann kept herself aloof from all
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others, but distress had effected them
also. She noted how thin and pale
they looked.

“Where have you been, Ann?” one
of them asked; “we haven’t seen you
for days.”

Ann was ashamed to say she had
been looking for work.

“No more you have,” she answered
listlessly ; “but I’ve been no place par-
ticular. It’s turned very wet, hasn’t
it?”

“Sure; and it’s drenched you are,
Ann. You're not taking enough care
of yourself, and that you’re not.
These harrd times has left their marrk
on you. Kate and me was just sayin’
as we cum up, sure there’s many a
woman in Dublin this night that’s
dreamin’ of th’ ship.”

Ann affected ignorance.

“What ship ?” {

“Why, th’ food ship that’s bein’
sent over from England to feed th’
hungry, them that’s starvin’ and
haven’t a bit to ate or a sup to drink.
Of course, th’ likes of us don’t need
it.”

“No,” said Ann tremulously, “we
don’t need it.”

“Tt will be a harrd winter surely ™

“] see months and months of ier-
rible poverty for the land,” said Ann
fiercely. Her cheeks were burning,
her eyes bright. “Poor -creatures
brought to the depths of despair be
th’ strife of them that ought to know
better. Rent in arrears. Strength
gone. Furniture and clothes in pawn.
Tdleness to be overcome. I hate
strikes!” She clenched her hands
menacingly. “I hate and despise th’
bitter angry words that makes beasts
of men and women, and if I could I
would go through th’ wide world and
tell everybody so.”

“You do be talkin’ very tall, Ann.”

“T mean it, every word. Think of
th’ faces you and I know. Picture
them before this strike occurred!
Think of them now! Be nights hot

and roused. Thoughts of ven-
geance and hatred. Bated
breath and clinched fists. . . . An

empty stomach. . . A drink or
two. . . . And then” (Ann lower-
ed her voice and spoke with vehem-
ence), “murder, murder, not alone of
body, but of soul. And the women.
! The little bits of finery they
prized, worn out. . The few
pounds, or perhaps shillings, they had
saved gone. Face to face with
long weeks of idleness. Oh! honest
work is better for us women nor loaf-
ing aimlessly round. . . . Little
worrds stir up anger then. . . .
And be nights the gleam of the pic-
ture-houses. The mass meet-
ings. . . . The excitement of the
mob maddens the blood that is often
times too hot already. It’s all wrong.”

And had risen and clasped her
hands fiercely across her breast.

“It’s all wrong, I tell you! Beasts,
they're makin’ of us, and we our-
selves are helpin’ them. God help us
all! For there is dark times before
us surely.”

“Just as Kate an’ me was sayin’.
Whist! Sure I’'m comin’, Kate. We'll
be sayin’ good-evenin’ mnow, Ann;
you're too wet to talk more.”

They both rose.

“Drop in soon, Ann,” said the other
woman. “Where's himself 1"

“He’s out.”

“With th’ strikers?”

“I suppose 80.”

“Bring himself, too.”

“Good-night!”

“Good-night!”

Too weary to rise, her wet clothes
clinging to her tired limbs, Ann re.
mained crouched low in the chair,
How long she sat there she did not
know. A thud upon the flood roused
her. A body was lying across the
little room. The air was foul with
the neuseous odour of liquor. It must
have been the mnoise of the falling
that woke her!

He was too heavy to lift, so she
unloosed his collar, took off his boots,
laid a pallow under his head, and
covered him with an old rug.

Then she wept.
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She could not sleep. The wet
clothes had chilled her through and
through. The lamp had burned out.
There was no food or money. The
man would remain inert for hours,
perhaps even days. Her strength was
failing.

But there was the ship!

She clenched her hands. She, who
had held her head so high! Ann
Boyle among the starving rabble!
Ann Boyle, raising her suppliant
arms to receive gifts from those who
had robbed her of peace and happi-

ness and contentment! No! To be
seen among the poor! To be recog-
nized with the starving! Watched

perhaps by those very women who
had sat as friends in her room to-
night! She would rather.

She sat up and pressed her poor,
cold hands against her worn body,
stifling back the echo of a scream.

Such sounds are not uncommon in
these surroundings at night; so no
one seemed to heed her, and when the
pain that only a mother knows had
passed, leaving her limp and exhaust-
ed, she half unconsciously clasped her
hands in prayer.

For the sake of the child she would
go for food. Thus the dawn found
her.

The man still slept upon the floor.
Ann passed out, locking the door be-
hind her. A kindly fog enveloped
her figure as she sped furtively along.
She would hide in the friendly shelter
of a wall or corner and wait unseen
for the ship. She tied a dark veil
over her face. Perhaps that was why
the water looked so dark!

But the fog was lifting. It was
drizzling now, slowly but surely.
Happily it was too early for many
to be around. Oh, the shame, the
agony! Ann Boyle receiving charity !

On, on, she went, stumbling, totter-
ing. People were hurrying forward
now. Once or twice a child ran past
with petulant haste. Above the inert
sound of voices rose the shrill siren
of a steamer,

She found a quiet corner at last.
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Others were waiting also, though it
was still very early. She slunk away
into the background. A little white
dog, thin and hungry-looking like
herself, pushed his poor, dirty snout
into her half-open hand. Ann was
glad of his company. Together they
waited, warming and comforting each
other. And so the hours passed.

Ann raised her head. It was now
time to move forward. She listened
intently to the babble round her. It
had been the topic of conversation
for days, this longed-for ship, which
was to stay the crying of the little
children and the blasphemy of the
hungry men and women that were
now freely discussing the situation.

A surging mass of hungry forms
pressed close against her. She felt
faint and sick. The little dog—so
many hours her faithful companion
——crept as near to her as possible, and
then they went on. Blinding tears
were in her eyes. She dared not look
round. The ticket in her hand was
like a menace. A voice kept calling
in her ears, “Ann Boyle! Ann
Boyle!” until she felt all the world
must hear. And thus she stumbled
on. She scarcely knew when the mo-
ment arrived and the dreaded weight
of the food was in her arms. If any-
one saw her! If she, Ann Boyle. . . .

Where was the little dog? He had
waited so patiently, she would like to
feed him now!

She turned to seek him and came
face to face with two hurrying forms,
two forms thickly veiled like herself
and carrying dreaded parcels like her
own.

Her head was swimming, but a new
peace took possession of her bruised
and aching heart, chasing away the
dumb agony that had besought her
earlier in the day. For the two fig-
ures were her friends.

Not a word was spoken, but she un-
derstood. Tears were blinding her.
If she suffered and tried to hide it,
others suffered, too.

Thus Ann took up the sorry burden
of her life again.
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CURRENT EVENTS

BY LINDSAY CRAWFORD

LL goes well at the front, arm-
Achair critics notwithstanding.

There is no weakening any-
where in the unity of purpose of the
Allies, no break in the wall of steel
that encircles the central European
powers, and that one day will crush
the haughty ambitions of the Teutons.
Russia has eluded the knock-out blows
aimed by Hindenburg and is still
able to keep in the ring, dealing out
terrific punishment to her powerful
adversary.. Every attempt to bring
the weaker Russian armies to decis-
ive battle has failed. Enveloping
movements have been tried in vain.
The main objective of war, the de-
struction of the enemy, has signally
broken down. Germany, by the oc-
cupation of the fire-swept plains of
Poland, has obtained no adequate
compensation for her terrific losses in
men and material. From Riga to
Bukowina the Austro-German armies
on the eastern front are still confront-
ed by the intact armies of the Czar,
and are sinking deeper and deeper in
the Serbonian bog of marshy Poland,
with winter riding hard on their
harassed flanks. Russia’s reply to
German hopes of an early peace is
the presence of the Czar at the head
of his troops. The superstitious rev-
erence in which the Russian peasant
soldier holds his Little Father is a
psychological factor in the war which
the enemy would be foolish to under-
rate. Overshadowed by the strong
personality and military prestige of
the Grand Duke Nicholas, the pres-
ence of the Czar at the head of his
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armies would be shorn of much of its
glamour. The strength of the Grand
Duke lay not only in his own splendid
resource as a brilliant exponent of
subtle strategy and the science of war,
but also in the men who formed his
headquarters staff. The Czar as the
head of the Council of War on the
field of battle will reap the glory of
a victory which no one in Russia
doubts. Whatever the ulterior mo-
tives for transferring the Grand Duke
to the Caucasus, victory for Russian
arms, when it does come, will prove
to be a powerful unifying influence,
binding Throne and People more
closely together. War always is a
gamble for the dynasties that survive,
and no reigning sovereign, most of all
the Czar, can ignore the opportunity,
presented by a victorious war, of
strengthening his hold on the loyalty
of his people. The change in the com-
mand of the Russian army synchron-
izes with a rising tide of liberating
thought in the great Slavonic Em-
pire. War has given the Russian peo-
ple the opportunity, eagerly seized,
of proving their capacity for more
extended powers of self-government.
The unreadiness of Russia, following
the humiliation of the Russo-Japan-
ese campaign, has driven a nail into
the coffin of the Russian Shoguns.
‘Whether blameworthy or not, failure
in war is invariably visited on those
in power. The Grand Dukes, and
Court influence, constitute the last
relics of feudalism. The only hope of
salvation for the Throne is to throw
in its lot with the people. Reform or
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revolution stares the Czar in the face
whatever the issue of this war. His
presence in the field, coupled with the
drastic programme of reform present-
ed by the Duma, lend confirmation to
the belief that not military policy,
but the exigencies of the political
situation in Russia, decided the Czar
in his resolve to take the field and
reap the honours of a crowning vie-
tory over the hereditary enemy. Rus-
sia’s great blunder has been in pre-
ferring promises to deeds in her rela-
tions with the Poles.

The condition of Poland is desper-
ate. Never in her previous days of
suffering has Poland been so awfully
scourged. For a year over two mil-
lions of Germans and Austrians
have been at grips with the Russians
upon her territory. The tide of bat-
tle has ebbed and flowed over the
land, and left a blacker desolation
every time. Mgr. Sapidha, Prince-
Bishop of Cracow, has issued an ap-
peal for help, and in an article sup-
porting this appeal the Nova Re-
forma, one of the Cracow papers, de-
clares:

““Twelve million Poles are, at the pres-
ent moment, plunged in the deepest mis-
ery. Several millions of them are literal-
ly dying of cold and hunger. Not only
have they lost everything, but we are
doomed daily to see thousands of our fel-
low-countrymen dying of hunger and ex-
haustion. Mothers are going mad with
sorrow at being unable to feed the hunger
of their children. Many people have no
home but the trenches that have been
abandoned by the armies, and no food but
the bark of trees. The country watered
by the Dunajee, the Wisloca, the Vistula,
the Nida, the Piliea, and the Warta has
been transformed into a vast desert, cov-
ered with ruined houses and graves. One
may go far without meeting a single liv-
ing being, on the banks of the Dunajee
and the San, as well as on those of the
Vistula, which in days of peace was a
well-populated district.”’

And yet in the midst of all this
desolation Berlin newspapers pretend
that the Germans have been welcomed
with open arms by the Poles.

On the western fronts there is at
present an ominous calm, broken only
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by the incessant roar of big guns.
When the smoke lifts we may get a
glimpse of the closing scenes of the
great European drama. There are
signs and portents that point to the
launching of titanic forces pregnant
with fate for civilization. But it were
unwise to look for immediate vietory
and the ending of the war. There is
no reason to believe that we shall
again witness in this campaign the
hurricane shocks of contending
armies, Germany has nothing to gain
by an early capitulation and it may
be taken for granted, unless the un-
expected happens, that peace terms
will be dictated by the Allies in Ber-
lin. This means a desperate war of
defence by the Teuton in which artil-
lery and trench will continue to play
a prominent part, and in which the
advance of troops under any circum-
stances must be a slow and costly en-
terprise. What is in the minds of
those responsible can only be conjee-
tured, but it were idle to pretend that
the enemy is powerless to put up a
desperate fight for his existence and
that months may yet elapse before the
end is in sight.

The Kaiser now wears a triple
crown of infamy—Lusitania, Arabic,
Hesperian. Nothing in the recognized
code of international morals can jus-
tify the sinking of passenger ships
and the murder of innocent civilians.
Before The Hague rules of war came
into existence such deeds in the eyes
of chivalrous people were associated
with barbarism. There is no essen-
tial difference between the Turkish
and German methods of war. The
slaughter of the Armenians by the
fanatical Turk is not more heinous
than the launching of a deadly tor-
pedo at the vitals of a mammoth liner
freighted with women and children
and unarmed men. This is not war,
but cowardly assassination, all the
more dastardly in that the erime is
committed by a nation that claims to
be highly cultured. Are the people
of the United States so engrossed in
the manufacture of munitions and so
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seared by the material gains from a
war in which they are not engaged
that they cannot spare one day to
demonstrate before the world their
horror and indignation at the cumu-
lative wrongs done by Germany to
civilization ?

Aerial raids on English coast towns
are growing more frequent. London
has been visited by the Zeppelins, but
the curiosity of the people led them
to brave all risks in their anxiety to
see these ships of war that pass in
the night, leaving a trail of death in
the homes of many citizens.

The work of the women in this war
is a marvellous revelation of the
strength of the maternal instinct that
leads matron and spinster alike to
cast their gifts on the altar of na-
tional service. An American observ-
er, writing in The Morning Post on
rural France in war-time, pays the
following warm tribute to the work
of the women :

‘‘Everywhere one is impressed by the
general well-kept and orderly appearance
of the country. I have never seen the
farms and villages of France so neat and
well eared for. The reason for this seems
to be that in the absence of the valid
manhood of the country ‘with the col-
ours’ the care of the farms and small
properties has devolved upon the women,
aided by the old men and the children.
In the absence of her ‘homme’ the peas-
ant woman of France has made it a mat-
ter of pride and ‘amour propre’ to keep
the little property of the family in bet-
ter condition than ever. So general is
this sentiment and so well have the French
women succeeded in giving it practical
expression that the results strike the eye
and are immediately remarked by visitors
who know the country well. I am told
that therein lies one of the greatest
sources of moral comfort and courage for
the combatants at the front.’’

Letters from the front are still the
most interesting of all human doeu-
ments. Here are a couple picked at
random :

“‘During the next few days we shall be
facing death every minute. If I am taken
off, do as the Roman matrons of old—
keep your tears for privacy, steel your
heart, and try and get a dozen recruits to
fill my place. Pray hard for me, and, if

God wills it, I shall see it through with
a clean heart, and if I emerge I hope I
shall have proved myself a man and a
leader, and thereby have justified the con-
fidence of my commanders,’’

Another touching letter, taken
from the tunic of a dead Irish sol-
dier by Patrick McGill, the “navvy
poet”, “somewhere in France”, show-
ed that it was from the dead hero’s
sweetheart in far-away Connemara:

‘““My dear Patrick,—I got your letter
yesterday, and whenever I was my lone
the day I was always reading it. I wish
the black war was over and you back
again—we all at home wish that, and I
suppose yourself wishes it as well. I was
up at your house last night; there’s not
much fun in it now. I read the papers to
your mother, and me and her was looking
at a map. But we didn’t know where
you were, so we could only make guesses.
Your mother and me is taking the Rounds
of the Cross for you, and I am always
thinking of you in my prayers. You’ll
be having the parcel I sent you before
you get this letter. I hope it’s not broken
or lost. The socks I sent were knitted
by myself, three pairs of them, and I've
put the holy water on them. Don’t forget
to put them on when your feet get wet;
at home you never used to bother about
anything like that; just tear about the
same in wet as dry. But you’ll take care
of yourself now, won’t you, and not get
killed? TIt’ll be a grand day when you
come back, and God send the day to come
soon! Send a letter as often as you ecan,
I myself will write you one every day,
and I’ll pray to the Holy Mother to take
care of you.”’

A falling birthrate is the most seri-
ous menace to Britain at the present
moment. The official returns go to
show the lowest recorded birthrate in
England and Wales since civil regis-
tration was established. A falling
birthrate, a rising deathrate, and a
marriage rate almost stationary raises
a serious question of vital concern to
the future of the Empire.

Juan Shi Kai, the President of the
Republic of China, has been consti-
tuted President with succession to his
heir. This may be a first step to a
Napoleonie coup d’etat. In the opin-
ion of many who know China inti-
mately the fibres of monarchism are
too deeply embedded in the soil of
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China to admit of the rapid progress
toward western ideals for which the
revolutionaries are contending. For
centuries they have been accustomed
to look up to their Emperor as “the
Son of Heaven”, and the influence of
the mandarins is still strong for bur-
eaucratic control. The President isa
strong man, and in the present stage
of national evolution it is perhaps im-
perative that there should be continu-
ity of policy until more stable con-
ditions are reached, and the country
has recovered from the years of revo-
lution.

The agitation for conscription in
the United Kingdom has made little
progress in official circles. With a
volunteer army of over three million
men there does not seen to be any
burning need for plunging the coun-
try into the throes of an angry con-
troversy. At least this appears to be
be the view entertained by Mr.
Asquith. If this is going to be a war
of trenches and high explosive shells
the necessity for a larger army is not
80 pressing as the manufacture of
munitions of war. The maximum
strength for a mile of front is five
thousand men. The retreat from
Mons was executed with an average
of about three thousand British
troops to the mile. With an average
of five thousand men to the mile the
entire western front could be held by
1,500,000 men, plus supports and re-
serves and guards on lines of com-
munication. It is difficult for mere
laymen to appreciate the insistent de-
mands for conseription in face of the
official figures and assurances given.
It will be time enough to talk about
conseription when Kitchener insists
upon it. It would be a fatal mistake
to divide the British people into hos-
tile camps over a question which is
not yet one of national necessity. Ac-
cording to Mr. Asquith nearly a mil-
lion men are now engaged in the
manufacture of munitions in the
United Kingdom, while the daily war
expenditure approximates to twenty
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million dollars. New sacrifices in
men, money, and munitions will be
demanded as the war proceeds, but at
the present moment the question of
chief concern is finance. A new note
of credit for war purposes of $1,250,-
000,000 has been passed by the Bri-
tish House of Commons, which brings
the colossal total to $6,310,000,000.
Britain has not only raised the money
required with apparent inconveni-
ence, but has also advanced to her
allies and to the Dominions the enor-
mous total of $1,250,000,000. At the
present moment financiers represent-
ing Britain and France are in the
United States to raise a billion dol-
lars without collateral security. The
Morgan interests are behind the Bri-
tish and French proposals, but at the
time of writing the banking interests
in the United States are sharply
divided on the question. The drop
in British exchange calls for an im-
mediate understanding between the
Republic and the Allies on the whole
question of finance. Canada is repre-
sented at the conference now proceed-
ing in the United States. The Ger-
man element is naturally working
hard to prevent the loan, but the in-
terest of American manufacturers in
the steady supply of munitions to the
Allies will undoubtedly be a powerful
factor on the side of the Allies in the
financial bargaining that is going on.

The speech of Lord Kitchener in
the House of Lords was emphatically
optimistic. A great deal of harm is
being done in Canada by certain pes-
simists who pay flying visits to Bri-
tain. If the truth were known these
men have gained their impressions
through close association with the
Northeliffe cirele. 1t is not likely
that Kitchener would appeal to some
of these garrulous busybodies as a
particularly brilliant or safe man to
have at the head of affairs. A brief
visit to the War Office would have a
very chilly effect on a man who fan-
cies he is about to be entrusted by
the Sphinx with the secrets of the
British Army Counecil.
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LINES IN MEMORY OF EDMUND
MORRIS

By DuNcaNy CampBELL Scorr. Print-
ed privately.

"( JHEN the late Edmund Mor-
ris the painter was procur-
ing material and subjects for

the series of Indian portraits that

now hang in the Parliament Build-
ings in Toronto he had ocecasion to
consult the Department of Indian Af-
fairs at Ottawa. As a result he was
thrown into contact with the poet

Duncan Compbell Scott, who at that

time was secretary of the department.

The two thereafter—poet and painter

—travelled together amongst various

tribes of Indians in the West, and as

a result there grew up between them

a warm friendship. Morris had a

great fondness for writing letters, but

most of his seript was illegible. Near
the end of his life, which was caused
by drowning at Quebec a couple of
years ago, he wrote a letter to Scott,
and the present poem is Scott’s reply.
The brochure in which it appears
contains therefore an epistle in verse
form, and is an unusually lofty piece
of literature. Professor Pelham Ed-
gar regards it as one of the finest
poems ever written by a Canadian.
The theme is unhackneyed, the treat-
ment novel, and the style only such
as is commanded by the veritable
poet. And while the circumstances of
the poem are interesting, they have
nothing to do with its merits simply
as a poem. The brochure should be
read therefore because of its own
value. But if Edmund Morris had
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left nothing to be remembered by but
the raison d’etre of this poem he still
would have left much. There are a
few lines than can be appreciated
fully only by those who are acquaint-
ed with the suggestions. For in-
stance :

I have your unanswered letter
Here in my hand.

This—in your famous seribble,
It was ever a eryptic fist,
Cuneiform or Chaldaie,
Meanings held in a mist,

calls to mind Morris’s illegible hand-
writing, and a few verses farther on
we read :

Is that Phimister Proctor,
Or something about a doctor?

Phimister Proctor is a Canadian
sculptor who is famous in the United
States. Morris was greatly interested
in his work, and was instrumental in
having some of it exhibited in Can-
ada and examples bought for several
Canadian collections of art. The poem
is divided into several sections. Per-
haps the finest is the tragedy of
Akoose. We reprint this section in
full :

Here, Morris, on the plains that we have
loved,

Think of the death of Akoose, fleet of foot,

Who, in his prime, a herd of antelope

From sunrise, without rest, a hundred
miles

Drove through rank prairie, loping like a
wolf,

Tired them and slew~ them, ere the sun
went down.

Akoose, in his old age, blind from the
smoke

Of tepees and the sharp snow light, alone

With his great grandchildren, withered
and spent,
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THE LATE MR. RUPERT BROOKE (RIGHT) AND MR. DUNCAN CAMPBELL SCOTT

From a photograph taken in Mr. Scott's Garden at Ottawa

Crept in the ‘warm sun along a rope

Stretched for his guidance. Once
sharp autumn

Made membranes of thin
sloughs,

He caught a pony on a quick return

Of prowess and, all his instinets cleared
and quickened,

He mounted, sensed the north and bore
away

when

ice upon the

To the Last Mountain Lake, where in his
youth

He shot the sand-hill-cranes with his flint
arrows,

And for these hours in all the varied
pomp

Of pagan faney and free dreams of foray

And erude adventure, he ranged on en-
tranced,

Until the sun blazed level with the prairie,

Then paused, faltered, and slid from off
his pony.

In a little bluff of poplars, hid in the
bracken,

He lay down; the populace of leaves

In the lithe poplars whispered together
and trembled,

Fluttered before a sunset of gold smoke,

With interspaces, green as sea water,

And ealm as the deep water of the sea.

There Akoose lay, silent amid the bracken,

Gathered at last with the Algonquin chief-
tains,

Then the tenebrous sunset was blown out,

And all the smoky gold turned into cloud
wrack.

Akoose slept forever amid the poplars,

Swathed by the wind from the far-off
Red Deer,

Where dinosaurs sleep, clamped in their
rocky tombs.

Who shall count the time that lies be-
tween

The sleep of Akoose and the dinosaurs?

Innumerable time, that yet is like the
breath

Of the long wind that
prairie

And dies away with the shadows at sun-
down.

creeps upon the

o
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1914 AND OTHER POEMS

Toronto: J. M. Dent and Sons.
don: Sidgwick and Jackson.

Lon-

O writer of our day has sprung
so suddenly as the late Rupert
Brooke into the front rank of Eng-
lish poets. A year ago he was known
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only to the few who interest them-
selves in fine aspects of letters. He
had been classed with what the antho-
logists call the “Georgian” poets.
He had published a book entitled
“Poems,” and when the war broke out
had just returned from a journey
around the world. He was at Ant-
werp during the bombardment, but
returned to accompany the Royal
Navy Division to the Dardanelles,
where he died under a sunstroke and
was buried in the island of Lemnos.
He had written some sonnets on the
war, or, rather, sonnets inspired by
the war. A few of them, one of them
in particular, were immediately re-
printed all over the world. Crities
pronounced them among the very fin-
est gems in the English language, and
the superlatives in some instances
were actually sweeping. In The
Fortnightly Review, where there is a
fifteen-page review of the poet’s life
and work, the author, Mr. S. P. B.
Mais, places him as the greatest poet
of his time. Perhaps greatest is not
the best word to use, for Brooke was
only twenty-seven when he died, and
his output is not great. What there
is of it, however, is very fine in qual-
ity, superfine, indeed, and full of
much beauty. On his journey around
the world he visited Canada. At Ot-
tawa he went to see Duncan Camp-
bell Secott, and, singularly, as now it
appears, Scott gave him a note of in-
troduction to Edmund Morris, the
painter whose letter inspired the
poem by Scott about which we have
just written. Brooke ecarried with
him to Secott an introduction from
the poet John Masefield. The volume
containing his last work includes the
1914 sonnets and poems written in
the south seas. We shall not here re-
view it, for all who are properly in-
terested will want to get the book for
themselves.* We shall reprint, how-
ever, one sonnet—“The Dead” :

These hearts are woven of human joys
and cares,
Washed marvellously with sorrow, swift
to mirth.

The years had given them kindness. Dawn
was theirs,
And sunset, and the colours of the earth.
These had seen movement, and heard
music¢; known
Slumber and waking; loved; gone proud-
ly friended;
Felt the quick stir of wonder; sat alone;
Touched flowers and furs and cheeks.
All this is ended.

There are waters blown by changing winds
to laughter
And lit by the rich skies, all day. And

after,
Frost, with a gesture, stays the waves
that dance
And wandering loveliness. He leaves a
white

Unbroken glory, a gathered radiance,
A width, a shining peace, under the night.

%

MRS. MARTIN’S MAN

By St. Joun G. ErviNe. Dublin:
Maunsell and Company.

THIS is one more volume that will

be added to the ever-inereasing
list of publications following in the
wake of the literary revival in Ire-
land. Until it appeared the author
was not widely known outside the
United Kingdom. He had written
several novels and had had some
plays produced at the Abbey Theatre
in Dublin, but it is the present novel
that has brought him into immediate
prominence. We cannot say that we
like it, nor can we say that we dislike
it. It contains two exceedingly fine
character studies. Martin himself is
one of them—a sailor who goes and
comes according to his fancy. Mrs.
Martin is the other—a woman who.,
to use a nautical expression, sticks to
the helm in her husband’s absence.
Martin is the kind of man who sits
around the house for months enjoy-
ing fare and shelter provided by
others and then gets up, takes his cap
and announces as a commonplace that
he is off to sea. He does not come
back in months, perhaps years. But
before he goes his sister-in-law is dis-
tinguished as his “fancy woman”, and
his wife knows of it, Here, then, we
have these two Ulster women, sisters,
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living together, the one the abandon-
ed wife, the other the abandoned mis-
tress. Both know, and both know that
they know. On the subject few words
pass between them. The wife, who
cannot depend on her man sending
money, opens a hardware store, and
it is a success. Shortly after her hus-
band’s leavetaking she bears a second
child—a girl—and this child grows
into young womanhood before any
tidings are received of the father.
And the tidings contain the blunt an-
nouncement that he is coming home.
The household now consists of a grown
son, a fine, rollicking lad ; the mother,
a tall, lean figure with a look of de-
termination ; the sister, a pensive, fad-
ing spinster, and the daughter, a rosy
Irish maiden. Into this household
comes the man, who-now looks more
like a tramp than a sailor. And it is
in this household he remains, hum-
bled, but still clinging to a shred of
his former arrogance, Many persons
would say that Mrs. Martin should
have “chucked” her man and be done
with him; but we rather think that
she is doing what many another wo-
man does every day of her life—tol-
erates her man simply because she
has to tolerate him.

3

A BIT O’ LOVE

By Joun GarsworrTHY. London:
Duckworth and Company.

THIS play in three acts by one of
the foremost of British novelists
is a splendid example of the reaction
from the overly theatrical produc-
tions of recent years. If anything, it
reacts too far. It is a most interest-
ing study, however, a sketch of a
most lovable character.  Michael
Strangway is the kind of man who
does not wish to harm or restrict any
living ereature. When one of the vil-
- lage girls brings to Confirmation class
a skylark in a wooden sage, Michael
Strangway seizes the cage and re-
leases the bird. No wild thing, he
says, must he caged. He is soon call-
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ed upon to give his principle a wider
extension, for his wife, who has been
absent from him all the winter in the
south of France, comes back to say
that she has given herself to another
man, and to ask that he will not ruin
her lover by seeking for a divorce. He
loves the woman dearly, but his eye
falls on the cage, and he consents to
her freedom. The interview is over-
heard by the outraged owner of the
skylark, who has come back to look
for her sixpence, and, being sur-
prised, has concealed herself behind
a curtain in the window. By her the
story is put all over the distriet, so
that we next see the village inn sit-
ting in solemn conclave on this man
who is less than a man. Michael
Strangway is hissed as he comes out
of echurch, and some of his poems that
have been discovered are chanted in
the darkness. He goes home deter-
mined to make away with himself,
but when he goes out to the barn for
the purpose he is frustrated by a lit-
tle child whom the dancers have left
behind. The little child gives him
the “bit o’ love” which is necessary
for every living thing. Michael
Strangway is saved, and determines
to go on living.
ES
THE SPELL OF SOUTHERN
SHORES

By CAROLINE ATWATER MASON. Bos-
ton: The Page Company.

THIS is a sumptuous volume deal-

ing with what an observant tra-
veller might encounter in going from
sea to sea in Italy. It is, in faet, a
sequel to a previous volume entitled
“The Spell of Italy”. It begins with
the Ligurian Riviera, traverses the
Tonian and Sicilian Seas, and goes
thence to the Adriatic. The style of
writing is quite personal, so that after
reading the first page or two one feels
that one knows the writer well and is
beginning to know her companion.
One knows at the same time the
charming places they visit, a combina-
tion to be desired in a book of travel.
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Henry Ford, congratulated in De-
troit on his splendid movement for
the cure of drug fiends, smiled and

» said :

“We now know that drug fiends
are curable. It was wrong in the
past to deem the drug fiend as hope-
less as the baldhead.

“Once a man who was fast grow-
ing bald said to his doctor:

“‘My hair is coming out. Please
give me something to keep it in.’

““Well,” said the doctor, ‘here’s an
old pill box. Will that do? *—Phila-
delphia Bulletin.

3%

PrAYED FOrR ENEMY

The British Weekly tells of a min-
ister’s wife, who, visiting some sol-
diers’ wives in her district, found one
speaking, as she thought, somewhat
bitterly about the Kaiser. She re-
monstrated mildly, and reminded the
woman that, as a Christian, she ought
to pray for her enemies. ‘‘So I do,”’
was the reply. ‘‘And what do you
say?’”’ ‘‘Oh, just like this, ma’am!
‘Almighty God, keep your e’e on that
loon, the Keyser; saften his hert an’
damp his pouther’.”

53
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AMBIDEXTROUS

Very few people are ambidextrous;
that is, able to use the left hand as
readily and skilfully as the right, re-
marks Youth’s Companion. But there
is a story of an Irishman who was
careful to cultivate that art. When
he was signing articles on board a
ship he began to sign his name with
his right hand, and then changed the
pen to the left hand and finished it.
‘“‘So you can write with either hand,
Pat?’’ asked the officer. ‘‘Yis, sorr,”
replied Pat. ‘““Whin I was a bhoy
me father (rest his soul) always said
to me, ‘Pat, learn to cut yer finger
nails with yer left hand, for some
day ye might lose yer right!’ *’

3

A clergyman was discussing with
an illerate member of his flock, in an
orthodox church in Georgia, religious
topies of varied interest. The member
said that even the best were none too
good in this vale of sin and tribula-
tion.

““You believe, then,”” interposed the
preacher, ‘‘in the doectrine of Total
Depravity ¢’

“Yes, I do,”’” responded the mem-
ber, ‘‘that is—er—er—when it’s lived
up to.’’—Christian Register,
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Tae DouBLES

Colonel Roosevelt, as all the world
may not know, shaves every evening
before he goes to bed. Apropos of
this odd fact there is a little story.

Before The Outlook office one day
a robust man of middle age approach-
ed the Colonel and said, displaying a
row of strong, white teeth in a smile:

““Colonel, I’'m taken for you every-
where. It’s most embarrassing.”’

Colonel Roosevelt looked the man
over keenly, then, with a smile that
displayed his own strong, white
teeth, he said:

“Well, of all my doubles, you re-
semble me the most. In faet, if T
could stand you up before me every
evening 1’d be able to shave by you.”’

5k

DINNER IN THE VESTRY

In a small country village in York-
shire on Sunday the villagers observ-
ed the following notice posted on the
church door: ‘‘On Tuesday next the
annual meeting will be held in the
vestry at 2 o’clock, D. V.”” ‘““What
does D. V. mean?’’ was the question
each man asked himself and his neigh-
bours. No one could solve the diffi-
culty. At last they went in a body
to the oldest man in the place. But
even he was puzzled. “‘D. V,, D. V.,)”
he kept on saying. ‘‘I never heard of
D. V. Why, that means ‘Dinner in
the Vestry,” of course.”” Imagine the
viear’s surprise when on Tuesday all
the vestrymen came punctual to the
minute and each laden with a mug,
knife, fork, and spoon, after the man-
ner in which Yorkshire rustics gen-
erally go to a tea-meeting.—London
Tit-Bits. 2

Brimisa GAIETY
“During the raid, Southend,’’ said
one eve-witness, ‘‘looked more or less
as it does in holiday times. The peo-
ple were out, many of them in their
night attire, with an overcoat hastly
put on.”’—London Morning Post.
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KansaN Quirs

Last week’s issue of The Kansas
Industrialist, published by the State
Agricultural College, started on
““Vol. 41.”” The first issue appeared
April 24, 1875, and its publication
was made possible by John A. An-
derson, who was then president of
the institution. It was a little four-
page paper, 615 by 914, but even in
those days it was interesting. For
instance, these paragraphs:

Boston apothecaries advertise their
soaps as ‘‘cheaper than dirt.”

D. W. Wilder is preparing a poli-
tical history or handbook of Kansas.

A handkerchief of William Penn is
to be on exhibition at the Centennial.
It is the original Penn wiper.

Delaware has adopted a new flag,
six by six and a half feet. It will be
spread over the State to keep the
frost off.

Single ladies should be at church
early so as to be on hand when the
minister gives out the hymns. They
might get one.

The New York Herald thinks that
when an Indian is caught who has
undoubtedly killed another Indian
the true course is to give him a new
gun and $5.—Kansas City Star.

B

A Brrrae CORONER

“Wednesday was a beautiful,
bright, sunny day, and in the after-
noon we observed that Mr. Richard
Mason, the distriect county attorney,
availed himself of these enjoyable
conditions to drive out, accompanied
by Mrs. Mason, to the Riby Wold
Road Farm of Mr. Addison. Here
he held an inquest. . Mr. Mason
must have many pleasant drives in
the spring and summer, as his dis-
triet embraces ninety-one parishes,
and many of the wold villages are
very beautiful, and well worth a
visit."—The Grimsby News.

One can almost hear Mr. Mason
saying to his wife: ““It’s a fine day,
my dear. Let’s hold an inquest.”’—
Punch.
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Bovril keeps the Food

o Make all your soups and
Bllls down stews more nourishing with
Bovril. It takes a joint of beef to make a bottle of Bovril.
The body-building power of Bovril is from ten to twenty times

the amount taken. Bovril means more strength—less cost.
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" Made in
like Butter.” Canada.”

Here is a delicious trio—prepared
from the finest ingredients money
can l)uy. Each has a character-
istic flavor and can be used in
innumerable dainty ways.

Ingersoll Cream Cheese

is a real cream cheese—rich in cream—
pure and nourishing—far nicer than ordi-
nary cheese. 15c. and 25¢. a package.

Ingersoll Pimento Cheese

Pure INGERSOLL CREAM CHEESE
and sweet Spanish Pimentos. Very appe-
tizing. 10c. and 15c. a package.

Ingersoll Green Chile Cheese
Pure ' INGERSOLL CREAM CHEESE
with spicy California Green Chile. Piquant
and tasty. 15c. a package.

The Ingersoll Packing Co. Ltd.
: Ingersoll, Ont. /

(08)
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All Outdoor Persons And Especially
Soldiers Appreciate The

Waltham Military Watch

e

7 £ 488

This splendid wrist watch has its own armor plate which protects
and partially covers the crystal. It is very substantial and has a |
solid back case with two bezels rendering it weather proof. Many
gallant Canadian soldiers are now wearing this watch. Ask to see

it at your jewelers. It is supplied in 7 Jewel grade at $12, and
15 Jewel grade at $15.

We can also now supply wrist watches (full open face style) with
luminous dials and hands. With these watches you can easily read
the time in pitch darkness.

FOR NURSES. We are offering a special nurses watch with

an extra large seconds dial, an advantage every nurse will recognize.

Our free booklet would interest you. Please send for it.

Waltharh Watch Company |

Canada Life Bldg., St. James St., Montreal
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Yes, for those
who build it!

To be lucky is more a mat-
ter of being prepared than
of idle chance. And sound

body and clear brain are essen-

tials to preparedness.

Grape-Nuts

FOOD

is delicious, “good luck” nourishment for
body, brain and nerves.

Made from whole wheat and malted barley,
it retains the vital mineral salts—potash, sodi-
um, iron, etc.— often deficient in ordinary
foods, especially those made from white flour.

'Grape-Nuts is partly pre-digested in the
making. The starch of the grain be-
ing converted into grape-sugar to
a degree that insures easy,

quick digestion.
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BUY AT
MADE-IN-CANADA E
CORSETS

T

contribute to
the $700,000.00
sent from Canada in 1913 to
corset makers in the United States
and to the $245,000.00 paid in customs on them?

Keen Canadian Shoppers have for years bought the “D & A" and the “La
Diva” Corsets in preference to the Imported, because they are better value.

Justify our statement by comparing *“ D& A and the * La Diva’’ against foreign makes.
It's pnly a few old style prejudiced firms who do not sell these Made-in-Canada Corsets.

_— v/6‘609
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Plain Sauce Chili Sauce Tomato Sauce

A palatable and nourishing meal pre-
pared from the highest grade beans and
flavoured with delicious sauces.

Cooked to perfection and requiring to
be warmed for a few minutes only, they
provide an ideal summer dish and save
you the labour and discomfort of pre-
paration in a hot kitchen.

The 2's tall size is sufficient for an
ordinary family.

W. CLARK, Limited - - Montreal
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A'Supper Story
For the Boy

Some night when the boy is eating his dish of Puffed Wheat in milk, tell him this story about it.

Each grain of that wheat contains 100 million food cells, made up of many kinds.

Each food cell is a globule which must be broken to digest. That's why we cook or bakeit.
Raw wheat would not do. But, until late years, no process was known which would break up
all those food cells.

Prof. Anderson’s Discovery
: Prof. Anderson found that each food cell held moisture. He conceived the idea of convert-
ing that moisture to steam,

To do this he sealed up the grains in guns
fearful heat. Then he shot the guns and the s

to pieces.
Think of it—a hundred million steam explosions occur in every Puffed Grain. That's what

p}lﬁ's them into bubbles, eight times normal size. And that’s how whole grains are made wholly
digestible, so every atom feeds.

. Then he revolved those guns for one hour in a
team in each food cell exploded, blasting the cell

uffed Wheat, 12¢{
: Puffed Rice, 15c}

Except in Extreme Wes

The same story applies to Puffed Rice.
Tell it to children, boys or girls. 'Twill increase their respect for grain foods, which are

better for them than meat. And for Puffed Wheat and Rice, the best forms of grain food. 5,798
These delightful morsels are scientific foods. They seem like bonbons—flaky, toasted,
almond-flavored bubbles. But there's vaster reason for them than enticing taste. [ ]
Not all grains can be puffed. But those that can be should be largely served’in] this

The Quaker Qals (Ompany

Peterborough, Ont. Sole Makers  (1072) Saskatoon, Sask.
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CA Youngster at Fifty

e

e

A man is as old as he feels—and whether he feels old at fifty
or young at sixty depends upon the food he eats, the exercise
. he takes and the habits that govern his social intercourse and
business activity. 'To keep the body young and active and. the
mind alert and bouyant, cut out heavy, high proteid foods and
eat Shredded Wheat with fruits and vegetables.

Shredded Wheat

contains all the body-building material in the whole wheat grain
made digestible by steam-cooking, shredding and baking. It
represents the last word in scientific preparation of the whole
wheat grain for the human stomach. It contains everything
needed for the building of the perfect human body—a food

for youngsters and grown-ups.

LT

Shredded Wheat is ready-cooked and
ready -to-serve. Try one or more of
the delicious little loaves of baked
wheat for breakfast with milk or
cream. Serve for lunch or supper with
sliced bananas, peaches, berries or

other fruits.
The Canadian Shredded Wheat Co., Limited, Niagara Falls, Ont.

TORONTO OFFICE: 49 INGTON ST. EAST
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THE GREAT SUPERIORITY

OF THE

“CADILLAC”

Electric and Hand Power Vacuum Cleaners was demonstrated

at the Canadian National Exhibition to thousands of Visitors,
who were most interested in the following important features which
are exclusive in our machine :

Revolving Brush in the Nozzle,

Concealed Handle Switch for starting and stopping
machine.

Insulated Grip avoiding any possibility of shock.

The simple arrangement by which the handle stands
erect.

And the Three Stationery Rollers on the bottom of the
machine so that it can be used on Hardwood Floors, and also
avoiding any injury to the Rugs or Carpets.

Write us jfor particulars and descriptive Booklet

CLEMENTS MFG. CO., 78 Duchess St., TORONTO

AWARDED

Grand Prize and Gold Medal
Panama-California Exposition, 1915

GOLD EDGES €] qugg-(o'ers

OFFICIALRULES
CARD GAMES

ISSUED YEARLY
EN,

MADE IN CANADA
For Social Play

Not to know Congress Play-
ing Cards is to deny oneself

a thousand pleasures.

Air-Cushion Finish Club Indexes

MADE IN CANADA

For General Play

Every why hath a where-

fore, Bicycle Playing Cards are

knownandused the World over.
Ivory or Air-Cushion Finish

if the roller

OW often has this happened in your
home ? And how often, too, have you
had shades which couldn’t be made

to stay down? Hartshorn Shade Rollers avoid
these annoyances. That is why they are
used in over 10,000,000 homes. No tacks

Stewart Hartshorn Co.
E. Newark, N. J.

HARTSHORN §

Pull! Pull! The shade won’t go up —

is not right

are necessary. They cost but a few pennies
more than the worst rollers you can buy,
FREE. Send for valuable book, ‘‘How to
Get the Best Service from Your Rollers.”
To be protected in buying rollers, always
look for this name in script

Sloioard Yarlidrrn

HADE ROLLERS
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Quaker Oats Premiums f:™

For 10 Quaker Oats Coupons

We are offering many premiums to Quaker Oats users, in Silver
Plate, Jewelry and Aluminum Cooking Utensils. A circular in each
package illustrates them.

This takes the place of large advertising, and gives all the saving
to you. Each 10c. package contains one coupon. Each 25c. round
package contains two coupons. Each coupon has a merchandise value
of 2¢ to apply on any premium.

We make very attractive, very liberal offers.
package.

Note them in the

The Final
Fruit

Of the Oat Field is the Well-Fed, Energetic Child

Nature has finished with the 1915 oat crop.

But that's merely the start of the harvest.
Now come luscious breakfasts, steaming, fra-

: grant, to greet folks every morning.
_Then comes the fruition of Nature's object in making this wondrous food. Well-built
brains and bodies, vivacity, capacity, spirit, vim and go.
In millions of homes there will ripen in this way the final fruit of this oat crop.
Be sure you get your share.

Quaker Oats

Vim=Food Made Doubly-Delicious

Some of the finest oats which grew this year have
come to the Quaker Oats mills.

But with even those choice oats two-thirds are dis-
carded in making Quaker Oats.

We pick out the queen grains—the big, full-flavored
grains. We get but ten pounds of such oats from a bushel.

The luscious flakes known as Quaker Oats are made
from those grains only.

Regular Package, 10c

Peterborough, Ont. T"e Quaker oats @m Pany

Except in Far West

That's the secret of this flavor and aroma. And
that’s why this brand is sent for the world over. Quaker
Qats is now the favorite wherever oat lovers live.

Some people send 10,000 miles to get it. And some,
in countries far away, pay a double price.

You can get it at your nearest store, without any
extra price. You can get it always, for this brand never
varies. Don’t you think it worth while to specify this
grade in buying food like this? It will come if you say
you want it—i% you specify Quaker Oats.

Large Round Package, 25c

Saskatoon, Sask.

New Round 25c Package

This season we bring out a new large package of Quaker Oats.
proof. A permanent top protects it until the last flake is used.
premium coupons with a merchandise value of 4c.

It is a round package, insect-
This package contains two

Ask for it—price 25c.  We still continue our

large 30c package with china. Also our 10c package.
(1083)
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ROBINSON'’S “PATENT” BARLEY

Is a precious food at all times for children and invalids
but every summer and during our changeable Fall weather
it actually saves the lives of hundreds of children.

Barley water made with Robinson’s ¢‘ Patent” Barley
is easily made, and will keep up the strength of a child whose
disordered bowels prevents him keeping other food.

When mixed with milk Robinson’s ‘‘ Patent ”’ Barley is
a splendid strengthening diet and will build strong and
healthy children.

80 page Booklet giving many useful hints about children's

food, etc., together with large size sample tin, sent free

on request.

,’ fRAueo gamsk £

E3(“!!.‘.!1';0!! 1908 &/
MAGOR, SON & COMPANY, LIMITED
191 St. Paul Street, West, Sole Agents for 30 Church Street,
MONTREAL the Dominion. TORONTO

THE NEW BIG FLAT BOX

Ganong‘s GJouring Special J

An Assortment of Chocolate Covered—Brazil Nuts, Burnt Almonds,
Nougatines, Milk Chocclates, Almontinos and Maple Walnuts

Qanoqg’s @ Chocolates

S, b e e
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VICKERMAN’S

BLUE

From the Standpoint
of Economy

In ordering a suit today it is poor economy
to take a chance on a cloth that is an unknown
quantity and on which no guarantee is given.

It is true that price is a material consideration
with most men, but perhaps you have known the
disappointment that invariably follows the pur-
chase of an inferior quality—a purchase that is
generally induced by a low price.

VICKERMAN’S cloths are not low priced,
but they are cheap buying because they are worth
the price or more. The value is unquestionable.

To order a VICKERMAN
is True Economy. '

Wear and Color Guaranteed.

Canadian Selling Agents:
NISBET & AULD, Limited, TORONTO

BLACK

GREY

SERGES AND CHEVIOTS
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Mediom Grain Coarse Grain

EOPEGIALLY FOR- JELLIES

USE ST. LAWRENCE SUGAR

It has long since passed the experimental stage

St. Lawrence is not a new or untried sugar, in an
experimental stage, but a sugar which has a repu-
tation behind it—a sugar which, under the severest
and most critical tests, shows a sugar purity of
99.99 per cent. as per government analysis. For
successful jams and preserves you can always
absolutely depend upon St. Lawrence Sugar
as its quality never varies. Remember, the
slightest foreign matter or impurity in sugar
will prevent your jellies from setting and cause
your preserves to become sour or ferment.

Is it not \vell Worth your wh1le to a%k tor St. Lawrence
Extra Granulated and to make sure that you obtain it. .

MADE FROM
PuRe CANE SYRUP Get the original Refinery Sealed Packages; cartons

2 or 51bs., Bags 10, 20, 25 and 1001bs. each.

ST. LAWRENCE SUGAR REFINERIES, LIMITED - MONTREAL

Keep Young

Some people are always

_g youthful, full of vim and en-
;;Z/ L. ergy, but those who are at the
cﬁ mercy of a weak digestion
with its consequent loss of

appetite — oftentimes severe
dyspepsia—will become worn

out before their time.

Wllsons

BIG BOTTLE
ASK YOUR DOCTOR INmms PO.
ALL DRUGG'STS (ala QumduPeﬁ-ou)
/ postpones the encroaching frigidity of
advancing years. It is unexcelled as a vitalizing tonic as it is a blend
of nourishing, building, bracing, palatable ingredients.
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Edwardsb
“Crown Bran

L4

POUR IT ON PORRIDGE

YOU can’t imagine how delicious a dish of Qatmeal Porridge

becomes when it is sweetened with “‘Crown Brand”’ Corn Syrup.

Have it for breakfast to-morrow—watch the kiddies’ eyes sparkle with the first
spoonful—see how they come for ‘ more’.
Much cheaper than cream and sugar—better for the children, too.

Spread the Bread with “Crown Brand’—serve it on Pancakes and Hot
Biscuits, on Blanc Mange and Baked Apples—use it for Candy-Making.

“LILY WHITE" is a pure white Corn Syrup, more delicate in flavor than
“Crown Brand.” 'You may prefer it*
ASK YOUR GROCER—IN 2, 5, 10 AND 20 LB. TINS.
THE CANADA STARCH CO., LIMITED
Makers of the Famous Edwardsburg Brands.
Works :—Cardinal, Brantford, Fort William. Head Office :—Montreal,

T R e R <l <L Dl S S R T <R T < < < AP i3 TR O e <R - e

THE CONNOR BALL BEARING WASHER

is the solution to your Wash-Day Trials. Through it your
washing is done in less than half the time required”in any
other way. By its improved method of washing the boiling hot
suds are forced through every thread and fibre of the clothes, while
the clothes, are also washed by the gentle rubbing of the rub-board.
It will not injure the most delicate fabrics—stands ready to
deliver at all times the most pleasing and satisfactory results.
May we have your enquiry by early mail?  We can supply a
machine anywhere in Canada.

J. H. Connor & Son, Limited . Ottawa, Ont.

R A A R RS A I O O S R U Vi G S S <ETE AT W N

: - .2 | WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE
Can You Write Short Stories? RY MURINE EYE REMED

No Smarting — Feels Fine— Acts Quickly,

be made quite profitable. Send S cents in stamps for our “ Help Try it for Red, Weak, Watery Eyes and Gran-
ulated Byelids. Illustrated Bookin each Pack-

Booklet”, which gives several useful pointers and explains how }

we are prepared to assist new writers to get a start. Our service | age. Murine is compounded by our Oculists—
[ not a “‘Patent Medicine”—but used in successful
|

You never know until you try. It is interesting work and can

has the best recommendations. 5 1
A ’ . Physicians’ Practice for many years. Now dedi-
Canadian Authors’ Service Bureau cated to the public and sold by Druggists at %c

. and 60c Per Bottle. Murine Hye Salvein Aseptic
Box 34 . .. General P,O., Toronto. Tubes, 2¢ and 60c. Murine EyeyRemedy Co., Chicago
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IMPORTED GOODS ARE
= NOT ALWAYS BEST

For instancer YOU cannot buy better underwear
anywhere than

MADE IN CANADA FOR 60 YEARS

“CEETEE” is manufactured from only the very finest Australian
‘Merino Wool, scoured and combed over and over again until every
particle of foreign matter jis taken out and every strand is as clean as it
is possible to be made.

It is then carefully manufactured on expensive and exclusive machinery,
very different from the ordinary style of underwear machinery —fashioning
each garment to fit the human form. It has all selvage edges, therefore
cannot come unravelled; every join is knitted together, not sewn as with
ordinary underwear. .

People wear “ CEETEE” Uaderclothing, because they
know it to be perfectly comfortable.

CANADIAN MADE FROM START TO
FINISH AND ALL BRITISH MATERIAL

Worn by the Sold by the
Best People Best Dealers

Made in all Sizes for Men, Women and Children.

THE C. TURNBULL CO. OF GALT, Limited,
GALT - - ONTARIO
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Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s
“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc.

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

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

“20 years old, but still
clean, clear and legible’’

Lasting legibility is a big
R/(I)mt_ to remember about =

ultiKopy. Aslong asthe
paper. holds together, you
may be sure that blue or
black MultiKopy copieswill
remain clear and legible.

Economy is another of
MultiKopy’s strong points.
A singlesheet of MultiKopy
often gives 100 clear copies,
or you can manifold 20 cop-
ies at one writing. E s

MultiKopy is always uniform, never dries
out, nor goes bad on your hands, nor changes
under any weather conditions.

MultiKopy keeps the files clean because it
doesn’t rub nor smudge.

Write us on your letterhead for your FREE
sample sheet today—good for 100 letters.

Carbon Paper

Canadian Distributors:
UNITED TYPEWRITER CO., 135 Victoria St., Toronto, Can.

F. S. WEBSTER CO., 363 Congress St., Boston, Mass.
Asl for Star Brand Typewriter Ribbons.

NO JOB TOO LARGE AND NONE TO SMALL

Printing and BWookbinding

Q An up-to-date-plant in a modem building.
§ We are pleased to submit prices for any
work in our line required. Let us figure on

your next job !

¢ We number among our

customers the largest consumers of printed

matter in Canada.
when promised.

 We deliver work

T. H. BEST PRINTING CO., Ltd.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE BUILDING

200-206 Adelaide Street W., TORONTO
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Prized equally in
hospital and home,
because no other
Coffee is at once
so rich, so strong,

so delicate, and so
unfailingly good.

In %, 1 and 2 pound cans.
Whole —ground — pulverized —
also Fine Ground for Percolators,

CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL.

160

The New Folding
Autograplizc
BROWNIE

ALL the Brownie simplicity of

operation—but a long step
ahead in compactness and efficiency
—and it has the Autographic feature,
heretofore incorporated only in the
Folding Kodaks.

Cleverly constructed, it is ex-
ceedingly compact although nothing
has been sacrificed in length of
focus of lens or efficiency of shutter
in order to reduce the size.

Specifications:  No. 2 Folding Autographic
Brownue, for 2 x 3% pictures. Loads in daylight
with Kodak Autographic Cartridge of six expos-
ures. Size 14 x 3} x 6] inches. Fitted with men-
iscus achromatic lens. Kodak Ball Bearing shutter
with variable snap-shot speeds of 1/25 and 1/50 of a
second, also time and “‘retarded bulb” actions.
Shutter is equipped with Kodak Autotime Scale.
Camera has automatic focusing lock, two tripod
sockets; is made of metal, covered with a fine imi-
tatio? leather and is well made and finished in every
detail.

Price, with meniscus achromatic lens, -  $6.00

At all Kodak dealers’.

CANADIAN KODAK CO.,
Limited, Toronto.
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PRECISION
QUALITY
DELIVERY
GUARANTEED

IF YOUR JOBBER CAN'T SUPPLY YOU
WRITE US DIRECT

Pratt & Whitney Company

of Canada, Limited
DUNDAS, ONTARIO, CANADA
MONTREAL VANCOUVER
723 Drummond Bldg. 609 Bank of Ottawa Bldg.

WINNIPEG
1205 McArthur Bldg.
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Just Right for a Ford!

Here's the very thing you're looking for.
Neat — Compact — Moisture-Proof and
Fire-Proof.

9 _ “Perfect” G
Pedlar’s wecicia Garages
are made in various sizes to accomodate any car.

The garage illustrated is just right for a Ford Car
and sells or $79, complete with front and rear doors,
windows, hinges, locks, etc. All parts packed in
bundles for immediate shipment. No experience
required.

For those who want the best garage that money can
buy we recommend our ‘‘ ALL-METAL " type.

Write for Garage Booklet “C. M.”
THE PEDLAR PEOPLE LIMITED

ESTABLISHED 1861
Executive Office and Factories 38-R
OSHAWA - - - ONT.

Branches: Montreal, Ottawa, Toronto, London, Winnipeg

EDISON —-DICK

MIMEOGRAPH

SELF-FEEDING DUPLICATOR

All the latest Improvements make this
Machine the most

PERFECT DUPLICATING DEVICE
ON THE MARKET

SPEED 50 TO 100 COFIES PER MINUTE
Write for Samples of Work and Prices

BROWN BROS.:

Agents : Simcoe and Pearl Sts., TORONTO

Complexions
that Stand Scrutiny

THOROUGH daily cleansing with the
mild, creamy lather of PALMOLIVE
is the surest means of securing the
healthy natural complexion that bears close
inspection. Thus the Palmolive doctrine of
soap and water has been adopted by hundreds
of thousands of progressive women, who
appreciate the value of this scientific com-
bination of Nature's greatest cleansing
agents.

The value of these famous oils was discovered 3,000
omen of ancient Egypt, who

years ago by the royal wome \
derived great benefit from their use even though obliged

to use them in their crude natural state.

Fortunate modern women are inheritors of their

great discovery.i

PALMOLIVE SOAP ;

The PALMOLIVE line includes PALM-
OLIVE SHAMPOO, which is pure liquid
PALMOLIVE especially prepared to make
proper care of the hair easy, and PALM-
OLIVE CREAM, a delightful cream which
freshens and invigorates the complexion.

All sold everywhere by leading
dealers. For trial packages please

accept our
THREEFOLD SAMPLE OFFER—A
miniature cake of PALMOLIVE SOAP,
bottle of SHAMPOO, and tube of
CREAM, attractively packed, mailed on
receipt of five 2c. stamps. Address

B. J. JOHNSON SOAP CO., Limited
155-157 George Street, Toronto, Ont

American
Address:
B. J. Johngon
Soap Co., Inc.
Milwaukee,
Vis,

(466)
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HOT WATER STEAM : STOVE KELSEY WARM AIR

Which Expression will you have this Winter ?

There is only one way you can have the happy contented expression of the care-
free man and that is by installing

THE KELSEY WARM AIR GENERATOR

No matter what the weather is like, the Kelsey, by a patented device which
enables you to turn more heat into any room without shutting off the heat from the
rest of the house, keeps all your rooms at the same even temperature.

The Kelsey booklet explains to you the greater heating surface which this generator
has over any other make and how by installing it you can cut down your coal bills 307 ;

The Kelsey has gladdened the heart of many men. Werite us and we will con-
vince you that it will relieve you of your furnace trouble and gladden your heart.

THE JAMES SMART MANUFACTURING COMPANY, Limited.
BROCKVILLE, ONTARIO.

THERE are thirty models

of the UNDERWOOD
for every purpose of record-
ing, accounting, or statisti-
cal work.

Concerning one of these special
purpose  UNDERWOODS
a manufacturer says:

‘ The condensed Billing Typewriter which you installed for us has saved

its cost every three months. We consider it the best investment we ever made.”

United Typewriter Company, Limited
Underwood Building
135 Victoria Street, Toronto
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‘“ My baby was so sick that both
she and I were almost dead—
my mother prevailed on me to
use your—

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup

She had raised her children on it.
My baby is now doing well, sleeps
as sound as anyone, is cutting
her teeth and she and I are both
comfortable,

MRs. LueLLA KELLIHER,
Woodland, California.

Mrs. Winslow’s
Soothing Syrup”
For Children Teething

SOLD EVERYWHERE

rA Perfume for the

Most Refined Taste

A leader amongst leaders.
After being in use for

NEARLY A CENTURY

Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA
WATER

is just as popular as ever

BECAUSE:
=) IT is a Floral Extract of
absolute purity and H
. enduring fragrance;
i it refreshes and revives as
| does no other Perfume;
{ itis delightfulin the Bath
i and the finest thing after
¢ Shaving: because it 18, in
W4 fact, the most reliable
wyork. Fl a1 d satisfactory Tmlet.
Perfume made, H

1 Ask your Druggist for lt
§  Accept no Substitute!

The Match of To-day

IS THE PERFECTED PRODUCT OF
QVER 60 YEARS EXPERIENCE IN
THE MATCH MAKING BUSINESS.

Eddy’s “Silent Parlor” Match,

IF CORRECTLY HELD AND STRUCK ON
ANY ROUGH SURFACE, IS WARRAN-
TED TO GIVE A STEADY CLEAR LIGHT

THE E. B. EDDY COMPANY, LIMITED
HULL, CANADA.
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““Made in Canada’’

ALWAYS

Insists on

COSGRAVES

(Chill-Proof)

PALE ALE

when he takes a bottle of beer

with his meals.”

He says he knows COSGRAVES
is the best.

On sale at all dealers

and hotels.

The ONLY (Chill-Proot) Beer.

There is nothing quite so
appetizing for Breakfast as

Fearman’s Star Brand
Bacon.

and at the present prices
there is nothing more
economical.

Ask your Grocer for

Fearman’s Star Brand
Made by

F. W Fearman Co., Limited,
Hamilton.
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Economy in

War Time /

ECONOMY is to-day the duty of British Peopl
ple.
ECONOMY means spend judiciously and get value
for your mone&.
. FALSE CONOMY is to buy a shoddy article
simply because the price is low, it means buying another
to replace it in a short time and the garment is not

worth rclagalr.

TRUE ECONOMY is to avoid extreme fashions,
buy a good article of sound material and well made that
will give long wear, continual comfort and pleasure to /

I

the wearer angl will look well to the end; such garments
are worth taking care of and repairing.

Jaeger Pure Wool Wear has been tested for 33 years
and has il.ven satisfaction to thousands all over the
world. Think of this when you need Underwear and
Knitted Goods this year.

Jaeger Goods are True Economy

A fully illustrated catalogue and Dr. Jaeger's
Health Culture will be sent free on application to

DR. JAEGER =L Co. LIMITED

Montreal, Toronto, Winnipeg.

Incorporated in England 1883 with British
Capital for the British Empire. ,

SULPHOLINE

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

OO AR A SEARARROROE

The slightest Rash, faintest Spot, irrit-
able Pimples, disfiguring Blotches, ob-
stinate Eczema disappear by applying
SULPHOLINE which renders the skin
spotless, soft, clear supple, comfortable.

Bottles 60c. and $1.50
FOR 42 YEARS

SULPHOLINE

HAS BEEN THE REMEDY FOR

Eruptions Roughness Acne
Pimgles l Rashes l Blotches
Redness I Eczema I Spots
Psoriasis Scurf ‘ Rosea

Quickly removes the effects of Sunscorch.

i

Sulpholine is prepared by the great Skin Special-
is‘tlsf’ J‘? llggpl:Eg &pCo.. LTp., Bedford Laboratories,
London, S. E., and can be obtained from any
Chemists and Stores throughout the World.

Wholesale, Lyman Bros., Toronto.

L%f@
Bran
Needed Every Day

The doctors of America have brought
millions to bran food. Well-advised people,
at least once daily, now serve bran in
some form.

The best form is a morning dainty—
Pettijohn’s. It is soft wheat flaked,* with
25°/o bran hidden in flakes.

The bran is unground, which makes
it efficient. It is tender. In this combination
it is very inviting. This is a luxury made
to foster brain habits. See how well it
does that.

Fettijobns

. Rolled Wheat with Beanblokes

If your grocer hasn’t Pettijohn’s, send us his name
and 15 cents in stamps for a package by parcel post.
We'll then ask your store to supply it. Address

THE QUAKER OATS COMPANY
East of Manitoba, Peterborough, Ont.
West of Ontario, Saskatoon, Sask. 1046

SECURED OR FEE RETURNED

PATEN Ts Send sketch for free search of Patent

HOW TO OBTAIN A PATENT and WHAT TO

Office Records. E !
INVENT with List of Inventions Wanted and Prizes FREE
offered for inventions sent free. Paten!s advertised

WANTED, NEW IDEAS. Send for our List of Patent Buyers,
VICTOR J. EVANS & CO., 835F Washington, D.C.

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

Acknewledgedto
be the finest crea-
tion ‘ofc “l/llter'
ollars
sm=s made., As
9 0
g gy

THEfAOtI;::::,olg‘tﬂ.io. stores or direct
58 FRAZER AVENUE
TORONTOQ

or 25(:.
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PURE BLOOD
BRINGS BEAUTY

Pimples, Blackheads, Boils and Poor
Complexion Vanish by Using
Stuart’s Calcium Wafers.

TRIAL PACKAGE MAILED FREE

All your;dreams of a beautiful, clear complexion can be made to
come true. It makes no difference how spotted and disfigured your
face may be with pimples, blackheads, eczema or liver-spots you may
reclaim your heritage of good looks. There are thousands of people
today whose fresh, clear faces are a living proof that Stuart’s Calcium
Wafers do cure pimples and cure them to stay, in only a few days.

Stuart’s Calcium Wafers cure pimples and similar eruptions by
thoroughly cleansing the blood of all impurities. ~With a pure blood
supply, it is simply impossible for a pimple to remain on your face.
And the invigorated blood will replace your dead, sallow skin with the
glowing colors of a perfect complexion.

Your self-respect demands that you avail yourself of this remedy
that thousands have proved before you. Get a 50c box of Stuart’s
Calcium Wafers of your druggist today. Make your dream of beauty
come true. Also mail coupon today for free trial package.

FREE TRIAL COUPON

F. A. STUART CO., 302 Stuart Bldg., MARSHALL, Mich. Send
me at once, by return mail, a free trial package of Stuart’s Calcium
Wafers.
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GENUINE
\\\\\////% DIAMONDS

ON CREDIT

Save money on your Dia-
monds by buying from us.
We are Diamond Importers. Terms 200/o down, $1, $2
or $3 weekly. We guarantee you every advantage in
Price and Quality.
Write to-day for catalogue, it is free.
We send Diamonds to any part of Canada for inspection, at our
expense. Payments may be made weekly or monthly.
JACOBS BROS., Diamond Importers,
15 Toronto Arcade, Toronto, Canada.

100 VISIBLE
OLIVER No. 5

Typewriters

Price Reduced from $125

to $56 — Terms $4 a

Month — FREE Trial—
DUTY PAID!

Latest No. 5 model, per-
fect machines only, not
damaged or shopworn.
Every feature; backspacer,
3 tabulator and ruler. Un-
conditionally guaranteed
against defect of material
or workmanship. Metal
cover—complete outfit. Only 100 of these machines at this price.
They are now in Canada and the duty prepaid—you save more
than half the regular_price. This is the greatest typewriter
bargain ever offered in Canada. Send name and address
promptly for free catalog. (328)
Typewriters Distributing Syndicate, 1510-73G Wabash Av.,Chicago.,U.S.A.

The use of wall board as an improve-
ment over lath and plaster is becoming
universal. Being a non-conductor of
heat, it saves fuel in cold weather and
keepi outthe heat of summer. The great
service and very low cost of our materials
have led to their enormous use from
Greenland'’s icy mountains to India’s coral strand

Certainteed

Roofing and Board

These are the materials that give the best service at
the most moderate cost. gcrlaln-lecd Roofing is
guaranteed 5, 10 or 15 years, according to whether
the thickness is 1, 2 or 3 ply, re\pcctivdgy

There is a _Cerlain-teed dealer in your loc’xlxty who
will be pleased to quote you prices and give you
further information about our products.

General Roofing Manufacturing Co.

World's largest manufacturers of Roofing
and Building Papers
New York City Chicsgo Philadelphia St. Louis
Bos on Clevelunzl l’ltnburah Detroit San Francisco
Kansas City Seattle
Atlanh Homton “Londen Hamburg Sydney

It's the Lig

Beer mn

=

ight Bottle
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“Julian Sale”

The name behind the Goods is ydur Guarantee for the Quality

Many People
Have Waited
Till Now

To make the trip across the continent
Rz to the great Exposition. We know
that from just what we've heard in

our salesrooms from folks who have been selecting travelling
goods of late, especially from those to whom we have had
the pleasure of demonstrating the convenience, capacity,
points of service and strength, the fittings and appoint-
ments of those two best of all the travelling “equipment”

“Rite-hite” Wardrobe Trunk, $33 to $70

And the

“Berth-high” Steamer Wardrobe Trunk,
$30 to $50

Besides other lines of leather goods that are desirable for travel
comfort, such as

Dressing Cases, Toilet Rolls, Collar Bags, Writing Cases,
Purses, Bill Folds, Hand Bags, and other things
that you find at their best in the
“Julian Sale” Stocks.

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Company, Limited
105 KING STREET WEST, TORONTO
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Feel the thrill in matching your
skill with the cunning of bass,
trout, pickerel or giant “lunge.”

French River Point au Baril Georgian Bay
Kawartha Lakes  Rideau Lakes The Muskokas

Good fishing in almost virgin waters, good
living at camp, hotel or boarding house, and
Out-of-Doors to put red blood in your veins.

For new Folder, ** Resorts in Ontario,” wrile

Particulars from any Canadian Pacific Ticket Agent, or write
URPHY, District Passenger Agent, Canadian Pacific

Railway, Toronto.
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What a great Newspaper
says about Telephones:——

With telephone service recognized as
a necessity in the home, the factory, the
school, the departmental building, it was
not surprising that the telephone ex-
hibits at the Canadian National Exhibi-
tion attracted the attention of and creat-
ed much interest among all classes of
the community. The manufacture of
telephone equipment by independent

. firms making their products for sale to

the general public goes back comparative-
ly only a few years, but during the time
that these manufacturers have been in
the business there have been great and
rapid strides made in the development
of telephone equipment for all the pur-
poses mentioned above, and the great
improvement and advancement made in
the telephone art may be largely credit-
ed to these manufacturers.

This was demonstrated by the exhibit
made in the Process Building by the
Canadian Independent Telephone Com-
pany. This company is the pioneer in-
dependent telephone manufacturing com-
pany in Canada, and has confined its ef-
forts to telephone equipment only, con-
stantly developing new features in its
equipment with a view to increasing ef-
ficiency of service and simplicity in
maintenance. It aimed especially at sup-
plying the local telephone companies
with equipment, and has been actively
identified with the development of the
independent movement in Ontario par-
ticularly, and throughout Canada gen-
erally.

The exhibit included switchboards,
central office equipment of all kinds,
telephones for every service, as well as
construction materials and linemen’s

tools, of which the company maintains a
large stock constantly on hand. In tele-
phones there was the central energy
telephone, both automatic telephone cap-
able of serving systems; the magneto
telephones and switchboards for rural
party line systems; the Presto-Phone,
an automatic telephone capable of serv-
ing 100 telephones without the aid of an
operator for factories and private sys-
tems; special types of telephones for
schools, and small inter-communicating
systems. All this equipment was of the
very highest class of workmanship, and
demonstrated not only the ability of the
company to produce apparatus of qual-
ity, but also indicated the progressive-
ness of the engineering staff of the firm.
“Made in Canada” was the sign the com-
pany had on its exhibit, -and certainly
the exhibit indicated that there was no
necessity to go outside of Canada to pur-
chase telephone equipment, for whatever
service was desired.

The company has left its old factory,
which was badly damaged by fire early
in the year, and is now installed in the
fine new building at 263 Adelaide Street

-West, and their representative stated

that, while the fire had been a bad ex-
perience, they had come through it suc-
cessfully and were now in a better posi-
tion than ever to give prompt service
to all customers and to turn out tele-
phone equipment of uniform quality for
every service.

The company also solicits correspond-
ence from anyone interested in telephone
matters of any kind, as their engineering
staff will gladly supply any information
desired.—Toronto Mail and Empire, Sep-
tember 11th, 1915.

CANADIAN INDEPENDENT TELEPHONE CO.

Limited

203 Adelaide St. West

Toronto, Ont.
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‘Silver Plate that Wears™

The beautiful Old Colony pattern is shown in
this chest. Surpnsingly low in cost are some
of these chests, being priced according to the
number of pieces contained, and can be

had in almost any combination.

| Always sold with an unqualified guarantee miade possible

| by the actual test of over 65 years. At all leading
dealers. Send for illustrated catalogue “Z-47”

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Limited
HAMILTON, CANADA
MERIDEN, CONN NEW YORK CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO

d'sl..amestMag‘ of Sterling Silver and Plate
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Armies Fight on
Their Stomachs

It takes Good Digestions to Win in War or in
Anything Else—Use Stuart’s Dyspepsia
Tablets to Aid Digestion.

Send for FREE Trial Package.

If your stomach can’t take care of your food properly by
itself, what is the logical thing to do? Not to give up and resign
yourself to being a dyspeptic semi-invalid. No, the thing to do is
to aid your stomach, to give it a little vacation, so that it can
gain strength, by using Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets after meals.

Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets go into your stomach just like
food.” They help digest this food. Then they enrich the blood and
thus when the next meal is eaten the system is better prepared to
do its work without assistance.

All Druggists have Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets in 50c boxes.
Get a box today, or send coupon below.

Free Trial Coupon

F. A. Stuart Co., 203 Stuart Building, Marshall, Mich., Send me a.
once a free trial package of Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets.
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Anti-skid

Dunlop ““Traction” Tread Auto-

mobile Tires went to the front and

stayed there, because the skid-re-

sisting surface forms a permanent
part of the tire.

DUNLOP TIRE & RUBBER GOODS
COMPANY, LIMITED

Head Office: TORONTO Branches in Leading Cities
Makers of Tires for Automobiles, Motor Trucks. Motorcycles, Bicycles,

and Carriages, Rubber Belting, Packing, Hose, Heels, Mats, Tiling, and
Tio6B

General Rubber Specialties.
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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.
The farmers of Canada are today playing an all-important part in the European
conflict.

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

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

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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FA IRY SOAP
FOY a"armoc;l?)tath uses

Expert soapmaking talent; the
choicest materials; the best Tacil-
ities—all these combine to pro-
duce a true soap in “Fairy.”

It cleanses refreshingly and gives
unfailing satisfaction.

The white ﬂoating oval cake
fits the hand

FAIRBAN Kcoreany i
LIMITED
MONTREAL

“Have You a Little Fairy in Your Home?”
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You and

ROM that very first
happy morning greet-
ing, Big Ben will be a
new inspiration—to speed
you on through those busy
early morning rush hours.
He will start you on the
“straight - ahead” track with
extra steam and capacity for
that &7y job in sight, and you'll
look forward to the wind-up
time with a feeling of securily.

Made tn LaSalle and
Peru,lll.. by Westclax

Big Ben

Big Ben will share your room
like a bully-good companion—
shoulder your ‘‘get-up” trou-
bles, and regulate your habits.
He will make the morning call

any way you say— with a
straight five minute ring or
with ten gentle taps at half-
minute intervals.

Big Ben stands seven inches high—
has a clear white dial with black nu-
merals and bold hands. His price is
$2.50 in the States, $3.00 in Canada.
If your jeweler hasn’t him, a money
order addressed to his makers, West-
clox, La Salle, Ill., will bring him to
your door with all charges paid.




( —
What’s
the Use

“Dosing” for troubles if
you keep on drinking coffee ?

You can get good results
by quitting coffee and using

INSTANT
POSTUM

—the pure food-drink.

Ten days’ trial usually
shows the way to comfort—

“There’s a Reason”
Sold by Grocers.

ki i

= The

% Original
and
only

Genuine

Beware of
Imitations Sold
on the Merits

of

MINARD'S
LINIMENT

T WM. BEST PRINTING CO. LIMITED. TORONT®

TOOTH PASTE

Delightful — Refreshing
Cleansing — Antiseptic
MEDALS 38 AWARDS

ESTABLISHED 50 YEARS

JOHN TAYLOR & CO., LTD.
TORONTO

TIPPERARY
ROSE 4 I
PERFUME ‘&

‘DISTILLED IN CANADA
MEDALS 38 AWARDS
THE NEW PERFUME

ASK YOUR DRUGGIST OR N 3
Mail ys 10¢ for trial botile to 1



