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HE first cake of Ivory Soap was made

in 1879. That Ivory Soap has survived
the years and attained an immense sale de-
spite the keen competition of soaps that
followed in its wake proves that it meets a
need and meets it best.

The need is for a white, mild, pure, floating
soap to sell at a price within reach of all.
Ivory Soap best meets this need because it is
a white, mild, pure, floating soap of the highest
grade and sells for five cents.

There are any number of soaps claiming to
be as good as Ivory but every one of them is
lacking in one or more of the desirable quali-
ties which have given Ivory Soap its long life
and ever-growing popularity.

S CENTS

[VORY SOAP. . L"Eﬁ‘u 99%% PURE

T FLOATS

Ivory Soap is made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada.
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Walls, white or covered with foliage paper, with blue or grey Eredominating; woodwork white; rugs,
plain dark blue centre with floral border; hangings dark blue; pictures, eighteenth century
sporting prints or reproductions of Gainsborough, Reynolds or Romney.

A Chippendale Dining Room Suite

By the Toronto Furniture Co., Limited
“MANY A THING DIVINELY DONE BY CHIPPENDALE AND SHERATON"—Andrew Lane.

QF ALL furniture, that made by Chippendale is ~ STRUCTURAL

: . : DETAILS
surely the most beautiful and practical, Beauti- Rk g

ful because of its delicate carving, graceful mvedrawersandthreevelve

lined trays for table silver.

curves, perfect proportions and soft, deep-toned color- May be had with or without

mirror back. All drawers

ing.; practical because in everything pertaining to jate dustproof bottoms.

design, Chippendale subordinated all other elements cscnsion. China Cabinei-

may be had with or without

to that of structural stability. € In our replicas of dsavers.  Sewiny Table —

22 ins. x 43 ins. ood —

Chippendale furniture, we have reproduced with fine Mexican mohogany, fnished
sympathetic feeling and admirable skill the beautiful eee-shel gioss.

decorations, simple chaste lines, perfect proportions,
and clear luminous finish that make the originals so
delightful. @ The very simplicity which you admire in this Chip-
pendale suite enables us to produce it at a price at least no higher
than that demanded for ordinary furniture, lacking its distinction
of style and finish. We invite you to view this and other notable
periods in our line at the leading dealers in your {ocality,

TORONTO FURNITURE CO., LIMITED

Show Rooms and Cabinet Shops: 163-187 DUFFERIN ST., TORONTO, Can.

Look for
the shop
Mark
inside
the
drawer
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LUX keeps khaki clothing clean

and comfortable

T leads the way, being first and foremost in preventing the
textures of loosely woven fabrics from matting and shrink-
ing in the wash. LUX is anideal preparation for washing

khaki shirts, flannels, socks. It has great respect for the cloth
—it won’t shrink woollens or khaki. Clothes washed with
LUX give free play to the limbs and great comfort to the body.

10c. at all grocers.
MADE IN CANADA
LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED, TORONTO
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Announcement.

( The budget for the June Canadian Magazine includes a host
of good things of infinite variety, ranging from an arousing,
even melodramatic war story entitled ‘‘The Ghurkas’ Night,”
by A. Judson Hanna, a tale of the revenge of Indian soldiers
in Flanders for their conception of Lord Roberts’s death, to
«“ Winter on the Prairie,” with unusually interesting photo-
graphs of animal life, by H. H. Pitman. There is also a E
delightful description of the St. John Valley in New Brunswick,

TR (RN

il

NN

e il

with charming illustrations, by T. C. L. Ketchum. Mr. Britton
Cooke will give a characteristic sketch, a result of personal inter-
views in France, of General Sir E. A. H. Alderson, Commander %
of the Canadian Overseas Forces. ¢ War Babies” is the title b3
of a humorous story by William Banks, author of *William 2
Adolphus Turnpenny.” There will be other interesting con- %

tributions, such as ¢ The Spell of Montreal,” by Bernard
Muddiman, and ¢* The Battle of Windmill Point,” an incident
of '37, by George C. Wells.

b

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

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

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

o uAMYhﬂ M
ME@&N@ INK |

REQUIRES NO HEAT.  WARRANTED INDELIBLE

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

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Lb. TN e ENGLAND
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HORROCKSES’

Longcloths, Sheetings,
and Flannelettes,

are the very best “the old country”’produces.

Certificate
of the
Incorporated
Institute
of Hygiene

REFUSE
SUBSTITUTES

See the name “HORROCKSES” on the selvedge every two yards

OBTAINABLE FROM THE LEADING STORES
- IN THE DOMINION

For information as to the nearest Store where procurable
apply to Agent: Mr. John E. Richie, 417 King's
Hall Chambers, St. Catherine Street West, Montreal.
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: LONDON GLOVE COMPANY

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND

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

The “*CONNAUGHT”*
Ladies” Superior
Quality Cape Gloves,
British made, in
Tan shades, Spear
Points, Prix seam
sewn, 2 Press But-
tons .per pair €3C

Ladies” Strong Doe-

skin Gioves, ‘‘Ante-
lope " Finisfl, Pigue
sewn, British made,

Dark Grey and Tan,
2 Press Buttons,
per pair 71 cents

The “CANADIAN’? Ladies’ Buckskin
Finlsh Gloves, excellentwearing, in Tan
or Grew, Prix seam, self sewn Points,
3 Buttons, per pair..$1.03
Ladies” Real Deerskin
Glovee, Dark Tan and Dark
Grey, Pique sewn, British
made, 2 Press Buttonrs,
per pair $1.20
Ditto, stouter quality, PriX
seam sewn, Dark Tan an!
Dark Grey, British made, 2
Press Buttons, ¢
S per pair $1.44
Ladies’ Strong Oape Cloves,
in Tan or Oak shade, 6 But-
ton Length, with Wide Arms,
Strap and Press Button as
illustration, Spear Points,
Prix seam sewn,
per pair $1.20
Ladies” ““ CANADIAN*’
Buck Finish in same
style as above, in Tan or
Dark Grey, |
per pair $1.44
: MEN'S CLOVES
8trong Doeskin, Buck Finish, in
Tan or Dark Grey, British made,
Prix seam sewn, 1 Press Button,
per pair 3 cenlts

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

Men’s Real Deerskin Gloves, in
Tan or Dark Grey, British made,

Prix seam sewn, 1 Press But-
OB e xdiea per pair $1.44
Real Reindeer. The L. G.

Company’s Best Quality, British
made, Prix seam, hand-sewn,
self-sewn Points, Very Special
Value. In Tan or Grey, 1 Button,

per pair $2.31

SUPPLIMENTARY DEPARTMENTS—Ladies, Men's and Children's Hosiery )

and Underwear, English manufacture, at equally moderate prices.
PRICE LISTS may be obtained free, on application to the Ontario Publishing Co , Ltd., 200-206 Adelaide St. West, Toronto™
Remittances, including postage, by International Money Order, payable to

General Post Office, London,

Address
all Orders

ngland.

Vitoniii cini per pair, $1.09

| and Press Button,

| Button, as illustration,

Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer

The LONDON CLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England.

e

Ladies® Dark Tan Cape
Gloves, Pique sewn, Wool
Lining, Brown Fur Tops,
with Strap and Press But-

Ladies® Best Quality
Doeskin Cloves, Sax
shape, Strap and Press
Button at Wrist, Lined
with soft fine Wool,
Pigue sewn, in Tan
or Grey, |

per pair $1.34

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

per pair $1.20

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

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

per pair $1.34

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

per pair $1.83

“Fur Lined Ladies”’
“‘Buekskin,’” in Tan or

Grey, Lined Fur
throughout, Pique sewn,
usset rist, Strap

per pair $2.56

MEN'S CLOVES

Strong Cape, Prix seam
sewn, Double Palms,
Wool Lining, in Tan or
Black, Strap and Press

-per pair $1.20

Men’s Strong Coatskin
Cape Gloves, in Dar
Tan shade, Lined with
Best Quality Peerless

ool, Hand sewn
with Strap and Press
Button, as illustra-
tion, per pair 1.69

THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY,
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SUPERIOR QUALITY BRITISH SUITINGS

For Ladies’, Gentlemen’s and Children’s Wear

Queen Mary, Queen Alexandra, the late Queen
Victoria, H.I.M. The Empress of Russia and many
other royal and titled personages have honored
EGERTON BURNETT, Ltd.
mands—an incontrovertible proof of the high-class
character of their business and the superior quality
of their Clothing Fabrics.

SAMPLES MAILED|PROMPTLY AND POST PAID

with their

com-

EGERTON BURNETT'S new ranges of Gentlemen's Suitings and Trouserings represent
many of the choicest productions of British looms, excellent in quality, refined in style,

dependable in wear, and distinctive in appearance.

Their Costume, Dress, and Waist

Fabrics for ladies and children, in Cotton and Woollen textures, fashionable plain colours,
stripes, checks, spots, figure and floral designs will be admired and approved hy every
lady who appreciates really high-class goods.

YOUR INSPECTION IS INVITED. MAIL A POST-CARD FOR SAMPLES TO-DAY

s
Well-tailored Suits tor gentle-
men, made-to-measure as illus-
tration, in E. B's permanent
colour ‘‘Royal” Navy Blue Ser-
ges, in light, medium, and heavy
weights, from $15.10 duty and
carriage paid to destination.
Also in fashionable British-made
Tweeds, Cashmeres, Worsteds
and Flannels from $15.45 duty
and carriage paid.

HIGH-GRADE TAILORING
MADE-TO-MEASURE

in English or Canadian style by means of a simple
system of self-measurement which ensures satis-
faction when carefully followed.

Write for a Spring and Summer Fashion Book
giving particulars of a large variety of stylish gar-
ments for ladies, gentlemen, and children.

NOTE THIS EVIDENCE OF
SATISFACTION GIVEN

W. C, C. Esq., wrote: ‘I beg to acknowledge safe
receipt of the Lounge Suit and am greatly pleased
with it." Cranbrook, British Columbia

D.A. Esq., wrote: *“ The two Suits are an excellent
fit and in every way satisfactory.” Saskatoon, Sask.

THE HALL-MARK OF
- Sgentor  Bwinett)

Hoyal €[5 Berges

INTRINSIC WORTH

PERMANENT COLOUR *‘ROYAL’ NAVY SERGES

For lasting good appearance, durability in wear, and
great usefulness, there can scarcely be more com-
mendable fabrics than these pure wool *“ Royal”
Navy Serges which have been subjected to many
severe tests on land and sea and have given genuine
satisfaction for nearly half a century.

SPRING AND SUMMER SAMPLES

Tailoring Styles and Price Lists, Self-Measurement
Blanks, &c. mailed to any address, on application.

Any quantity of material supplied.

Well-tailored Costumes for
Ladies, made-to-measure as
illustration in the * Clifton™
“ Royal” Navy Blue Serge, a
beautifully fine, soft, light tex-
ture fabric, rich, permanent
colour, for $29.70 duty and
carriage paid to destination.

Address: EGERTON BURNETT, LTD.

R. W. Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, England

B S AR M
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BENGER’S
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most eminently

may be enjoyed and assimilated in most
Invalid conditions when other Foods cause
pain and distress.

It forms with milk a dainty and delicious
cream, ‘rely free from rough and indigestible
particles, and rich in all those elements of Food
which go to sustain nature and rcstore health.

BENGER’S FooD IS FOR
INFANTS, INVALIDS & THE AGED.

Booklets 2ud Samples may be obtained post free from the manu-
facturers—BENGER'S P! Works, Manchester,
England, or from their Wholedale -Agents in Canada :—

NN \

suited \
for ILLNESS and Invalid M\
conditions. \

W
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is above all FOODS the \N\&\
N\

N

Hallfax.

//M/////WMWM

London,

///

The National Drug & Chemical Co. o
or any of their branches a

N.S.

St. John, N.S. Hamilton, Ont. Nelson, B.C.

Ont,

Winnipeg, Man. Victoria, B.C.

f Canada, Ltd., ontrul.

"«‘)"m

oronto, Ont Ca\qar} " Mta.

§

\

Vancouver,B.C, Ottawa, Ont.
Regina, Sask.

through whom supplies may be obtained. \\
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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
Wellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E.

CURLY HAIR

“* WAVCURL ” imparits Beauliful PERMANENT
CURLS. One packet sufficient, however listless your hair.
One testlmomal says: ‘“My hair soon become a mass of
wavy curls.” Results certain. Price 2s. 9d. Special re-
ductions for few weeks. Send 18.6d. only for large size—
2s. 9d. packet. THE NEW WAVCURL CO., 67 Crom-
well House.

Fulwood Place. Holborn
NDON, W.C., England.

STAMMERING

or stuttering overcome positively. Our natural methods
permanently restore natural speech. Graduate pupils
everywhere. Write for free advice and literature,

THE ARNOTT INS'I'ITUTE
RLIN, - CA

DRAWING FOR MONEY

Are you fond of Drawing ? Fond-
ness means talent. urn your
talent into money-earning channels
by learning how to illustrate,

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

Our courses were prepared by 6 of
the ablest Artists on the continent
We have successful graduates everywhere.

One of our recent graduates in Fashion Drawing
was placed in an excellent position a a good
salary.

We can do the same for you—fill in name and address—
cut out this Ad. and mail today.

Address .
SIIAW CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL
393 YONGE ST., TORONTO.

e 1 e
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Production and Thrift

—

4 ANADA from her abundance can help supply the Empire’s
needs, and this must be g comforting thought for those upon
Whom the heavy burden of directing the Empire’s affairs has heen
laid. Gain or no gain the course before the farmers of Canada
is a§ clear as it was last year—they must produce abundantly in
crder to meet the demands that may be made, and I believe this
to be especially true in regard to live stoek, the world’s supply
of whieh must be particularly affected in this vast struggle. Stress
and strain may yet be in store for us all before this tragic con-
flict is over, but not one ot us doubts the issue, and Canadians
will do their duty in the highest sense of that great word,’’—
HON. MARTIN BURRELL, Minister of Agriculture,

‘ Y » .
: M()IH',RN war is made by resources, by money, by foodstuffs, as

well as by men and by munitions. Whiie war is our first
business, it is the imperative duty of every man in Canada to pro-
duce all that he can, to work doubly hard ‘while our soldiers are in
the trenches, in order that the resources of the country may not
only be conserved, but increased, for the great struggle that lies

before us. ‘Work and Save’ is a good motto for War-time,
SIR THOMAS WHITE, Minister of Finance.

THE CALL OF EMPIRE COMES ACGAIN IN 1916

TO CANADIAN FARMERS, DAIR‘{MEN, FRUIT GROWERS, GARDENERS
WHAT IS NEEDED? THESE IN PARTICULAR—

WHEAT, OATS, HAY, CANNED FR UITS, FRUIT JAMS,
BEEF, PORK, BACON, SUGAR, HONEY, WOOL, FLAX, FIBRE,
CHEESE, EGGS, BUTTER, POULTRY, BEANS, PEAS, DRIED VEGETABLES

We must feed ourselves, feed our soldziers, and help feed the Ailles. The need is
&reater in 1916 than it was in 1915.  The difficulties are grealer, the
lask is heavier, the need is more urgent, the call to patriotism is
louder—therefore be thrifty and produce to the limat,

“THE AGRICULTURAL WAR BOOK FOR 1916

is now in the press. To be
had from The Publications Branch,

department of agriculture, Ottawa,

THE GOVERNMENT OF CANADA 2

THE DEPARTMENT OF AGRICULTURE THE DEPARTMENT OF FINANC

E
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ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

E., TORONTO, ONTARIO

10

149 BLOOR ST.

A Residential and Day School for Girls

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

Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work |
Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball =

Hockey, Swimming Bath.
Write for Prospectus

MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,

MRS. GEORGE DICKSON,
= Principal.

President.

i
A4

p—
ALl

Rl

e R Ml

RIDLEY COLLEGE Lower School for boys under fi entirely separate. Upper School prepares boys fox
l'f"\‘;. s ‘;" : and (lojr' i 5 I\F; ilnen‘ll SchoolMGtounl{: in Canada—&!: ll::re'. :
iversity Scholarships at atriculation in six out of t t s
St. Catharines, Ont. | T3 914~ i AR L ER A S Pncndl

5

SUCCESSES 1915
include :-—

2 EntrancesR.M.C.

Head Master:
2 4th and 6th places

C. S. Fosbery, M.A. i i
obery A yONTREAL  JiihI"

Trinity College Schoo) 1]
FOUNDED 1865 s
PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential Church School for Boy‘

Beautiful Healthy situation, overlooking Lake Ontario wi 1
20 acres of Playing Fields, Gymnasium, Magnificent Net‘h'

Covered Rink. 1 “h i
Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal Military Colle
and Business. Religious training throughout the cou. e |
Special attention given to younger boys. Several entrap °% ]
scholarships for young boys. Ce |
Next Term begins Monday, May 1st.
For Calendar apply to the Headmaster—
REV. F. CRAHAM ORCHARD, M. A, (Camb.)
(Late Headmaster St. Alban’s School, Brockville)




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER ' 11

ishop Tra:hanﬁthTmJ

College Heights & oronta

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

Household Science, Music, Painting.

President, The Right Revd. The Lord Bishop of Toronto. Principal, Miss Walsh M.A.

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

A Home-School of
Culture for Girls

COma Lacties) @llege

33 years record of success

Branksome Thall

10 Elm Avenue, Rosedale, Toronto

A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Ho~. PriNCIPAL : Miss M. T. Scorr
PRINCIPAL : Miss Epirn 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

For prospectus and terms, write
the Principal

R. L. WARNER, M.A,, D.D., 61
ST. THOMAS, ONT,

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ONT. A REsteNTiaL scuoor

FOR GIRLS
Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto,
Preparation for the University and for the examinatio.
Young children also received.

ine location, Outdoor games and physical training.

The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, who for
twelv'e years taught in the School with marked success.
Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress,

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

ns of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.

The Margaret Eaton School of Literature and Exrpression

North Street, Toronto., B - Mrs. Scott Raff, Principal

English Literature, French and German, Physical Culture. Voice Culture, Interpretation,
Oratory and Public Speaking, and Dramatie Art.

Send for Calendar

' ASHBURY COLLEGE Rockdliff 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.

For Calendar apply:— Rey. Geo P. Woollcombe, M. A. (Oxon.) Headmaster

Ottawa Ladies College NEW BUILDING, ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF

Perfectly Sanitary, fitted with every modern convenience
Academic work up to the first year 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. Zor 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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GET MADE IN CANADA GOODS

HOM'E SIMCOE
STUDY PHOTO ALBUMS
Arts Courses only Interchangeable Leaves
SUMMER
SCHOOL

QUEEN’S |
UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON, ONTARIO

it
. K00 0 i s i

ARTS ‘EDUCATION MEDICINE
BOUND IN WALRUS AND SEAL
SCHOOL OF MINING GRAIN LEATHERS, FLEXIBLE
MINING COVERS.
CHEMICAL MECHANICAL Every Collector of Snap Shots requires onme.
CIVIL ELECTRICAL
ENGINEERING Brown Bros., Ltd.

GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar.

Simcoe and Pearl Streets, TORONTO

s 3 3 | s |||um||muu|m|||m||m|||1mmmummmunummnumun|nmmmlnmmnulmnnnlllmllumnumunnmmnnm!

e 7ING A BOARDING SCHOOL ||
e '~ MAIL COURSES

Headmaster--A.G. Mainwaring, [

M.A., Trin, College, Cambridge. ‘

Housemaster — J. J. Stephens, In Accounting, Banking, lllus-

M. A., Dublin University. | trating, stenography, Short

Visitor —The Lord Bishop of ‘ Story Writing, Journalism, and

Ontario. o | English are given under the

Separatc houses for Senior and | | £ best result producing condl-

u . ocnc 4 L

cover twenty-four acres. tions by The Shaw Correspond-
\ ence School, Toronto. Free
|

(TN

Recent R.M.C. S ¢ 1913,
BROCKV“‘LB h, 6t " iath | Booklet on any course desired

4th, 6th, 7th, 11th, 13th places;
will be mailed on request. Write

1914, 3rd, 6th, 7th, 8th places. R.N.C,, 1915, 1st place.
FOR PROSPECTUS, ETC., APPLY TO THE to 395-7 Yonge Street, Toronto.

HEADMASTER

£
g
g
£
g
=
£
£
g
g

S

THE

I NDEPENDENT ORDER OF FORESTERS

Policies issued by the Society are for the protect-
Furnishes ion of your Family and cannot be bought, sold or Tntg.l
Conalet pledged. Benefits
a Lomplete Benefits are payable to the Beneficiary in case or Paid
Sy;te- of death, or to the member in case of his total disability, 42 Million
or to the member on attaining seventy years of age.
Insurance Dollars
Policies issued from $500 to $5000

For further intformation and literature apply to

FRED J. DARCH, S.S. E. G. STEVENSON, S.C.R. TEMPLE BUILDING, TORONTO

#
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* Security First’

One Hundred and Thirty-Seven Dollars

Of Assets for every $100 of Liabilities,

ONE VERY GOOD REASON WHY YOU
SHOULD INSURE IN

THE
EXCELSIOR qualities of refined charcoal in a
LlFE | dainty and delightful dentifrice. It

polishes the teeth beautifully, puri-
INSURANCE
COMPANY

- Send 25c¢ to-day for Full sized tube of this
WHICH E fine Tooth Paste and free sample bottle

of Corson’s ‘‘Ideal Orchid’’ Perfume.
WILL OTECT YOUR DEPENDENTS FOR
MAI;;; P?EARS AFTER YOU ARE GONE. - SOVEREIGN PERFUMES LIMITED

146 BROCK AVENUE TORONTO

(Corson's

CHARCOAL
TOOTH PASTE

A TOOTH PASTE that combines

the cleansing and purifying

I

fies the breath and gives a fine
feeling of fréshness and mouth

cleaniness.

Apply to-day for a Monthly Income Policy

Head Office
EXCELSIOR LIFE BLDG., TORONTO, CAN.

Superior Toilet Requisites, Made-in-Canada Exclusively

! 2 I

The Royal Military 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.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

For full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, applica-
tion should be made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont., or to the Com-
mandant. Royal Military College. Kingston, Ont.
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MANY people are not
aware that a Deposit
Account may be opened
with this Corporation with
One Dollar. We cordially
welcome the deposit of a
Dollar, knowing that in
most instances the incentive
to save, and the regular
addition of interest, will
ensure a steady increase in
the balance at the deposi-
tor’s credit.

Your deposit of a Dollar will,
therefore, receive the same care-
ful attention as if it were thou-
sands, and we shall be pleased
to see you as Often as you Wish
to add a Dollar to your account.
You can conveniently deposit by
mail. Twice each year we add
Interest at ;

THREE AND ONE-HALF
PER CENT

per annum.

Canada Permanent

Mortgage Corporation

Established 1855

TORONTO STREET, TORONTO

)

B

THE “MUTUAL”
IDEA

In what way does a
Mutual Life Insurance
Company such as The
Mutual of Canada differ
from others ?

It differs from them in having
no private capital upon which
shareholdersare paid dividends.

A mutual company is an
association of policyholders
carrying on the business of old
line, legal reserve insurance at
the lowest cost consistent with
absolute security.

The profits from all sources
are credited solely to the policy=
holders, and may be drawn in
cash or used to reduce future
premiums, so that the insurance
may be said to besold “at cost.”

There is only one such Com-
pany incorporated in Canada,
and it is known as

The Mutual Life
of Canada
WATERLOO  ONTARIO

7 % Investment

Embodying three essentials required by care-
ful and shrewd investors,

Safety, Profit, Money Back

your attention is directed to an exceptional oppor-
tunity for investment in onds that will pay you
7% interest in place of 37, that you are getting on
your money.

These Bonds carry absolute security, a guar-
anteed interest of 79, per annum, and the privilege
of withdrawing all or any part of your investment
at any time after one year on 60 days’ notice.

Bonds are issued in denominations of $1,000,
$500 and $100 each, and are absolutely non-
assessable, and afford an excellentopportunity fo
the investment of large or small sums of money.

"Write for full particulars to

National Securities Corporation

LIMITED

CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING
TORONTO CANADA
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BOND : |
OFFERINGS |

Lists of bonds which we offer sent on
application.  Every Security poss-

i A soft, refined,
esses the qualities essential in a sound :
|
|

pearly - white
appearance,
the choice of
Ladies of
Society, is

investment, combining SAFETY OF
PRINCIPAL AND INTEREST

with THE MOST FAVORABLE w :;s:;i | be ?}Lle
INTEREST RETURN. f use of AN
Qovernment — Municipal ; Gouraud’s o

Corporation and Proven |

Industriai Bonds. - | Oriental Cream
Yield 47 to 6, ’ Refreshing and healing to

4 ‘ the skin. The perfect, non-
We shall be pleased to aid vou in the | i y
selection of a desirable investment. greasy liquid face cream.

Dormmion SEcurrTiEs

f In use 68 years. Try it.

[ Send 10c. for trial size

i FERD. T. HOPKINS & SON

[ 344 West St. Paul Street  Montreal, Que,

TORONTO . MONTREAL . LONDON.ENG

CORPORATION-LIMITED I’

1915—A RECORD YEAR

FOR THE

LONDON LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY

LONDON, CANADA

New Business Written. Gain in Business in Force. Increase in Cash
Income, in Assets and in Surplus. All reached High-Water Mark in 1915.
Profits to Policyholders exceeded Estimates one-third
and a further increased scale goes into effect for 1916,

The following comparative statement shows the excellent progress made in recent years :—

1909 1911 1913 1915
Insurancein Force...... ... ... ... .. $14,189,613 $20,237,984 $27,118,375 $34,820,327
Insurance Issued..... ...... .. .. g 5,011,227 7,369,183 8,828,189 11,060,511
Total Assets.. ... R 2,927,055 3,589,797 4,645,695 6,075,323
Policy Reserves . ... ... ... .. .~ 2,667,513 3,278,616 4,226,152 5,459,242
Premium and Interest Income . ... ... ... 754,307 959,185 1,295,840 1,666,122
Rate of Interest Earned ... ....... . . . 6.57% 6. 68% 6.81% 7.08%

Our “‘Endowment at Life Rate’ is one reason for the remarkable progress of the Company.
pany

FULL INFORMATION GLADLY GIV. EN UPON REQUEST

JOHN McCLARY DR. A. O. JEFFERY, K.C. J. G.RICHTER,F.AS E. E.REID,B.A., A.LA.
President Vice-President Manager Asst. Manager & Actuary
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"The Verdict

of the Canadian public
again favours The

Great-West Life en-
abling its Agents during

ﬁ !n;.'?’:,'.'.},f ‘.:),i

1915 to write a larger
business in Canada than
the Agency force of

e, . weenks ] ey ofher Coppis |

Undivided Profits - 7,245,140

206 Branches in Canada. THE GREAT-WEST LIFE
Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.
Savings Department at all Branches. ASSURANCE CO.
De; ts receiv o and upwa and interest
BTy o s g Head Office - Winnipeg

General Banking Business.

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 13,236,000 |
Capital Paid Up = 11,150 ooo Total Assets - 214,000,000 :

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS:

SIR HERBERTS. HOLT, President E.L.PEASE, Vice-President E.F.B.JOHNSTON, K.C,. 2nd Vice-President
Hon. David Mackeen G. R. Crowe James Redmond A. J. Brown, K. C. D. K. Elhott -
Hon. W, H. Thorne Hugh Paton T. J. Drummond Wm. Robertson C. S. Wilcox
W. J. Sheppard A. E. Dyment C. E Neill

Executlve Oﬂ"icers.
E. L. Pease, Managing Director C. E. Neill, General Manager
W. B. Torrance, Superintendent of Branches F. J. Sherman, Assistant General Manager

325-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA—325

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

LOIDOHI EIIG.‘ Bank Bldgs., Princes St.. E.C. NEW YORK, Corner William and Cedar Sts.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT s/dNeHes
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The Banking Accounts of
Partners, Societies, Etc.

ARTNERS in business, Husbands

and Wives, Societies, Clubs, or

Joint Treasurers of a Trust Fund
will find a Joint Savings Account in the
Bank of Toronto a very great con-
venience. With an account of this
nature, either party may deposit or
withdraw money. Highest current rate
of Interest is paid on balances.

A Joint Account is particularly con-
venient in household management.

YOUR BANKING ACCOUNT AND BUSINESS SOLICITED

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

THOS. F. HOW, General Manager. JOHN R. LAMB, Supt. of Branches.
» T. A. BIRD, Chief Inspector.

— v — S—— . S . S 5 SE— T  S— " S—"

INCORPORATED 1855

5
:
i
|
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North American Life

“SOLID AS THE CONTINENT ™

PROGRESSIVE.

New Business issued during the year
1915 exceeded that of the previous year
by One and a Quarter Millions. Total

Business in Force at December 31st,

1915, amounted to over $56,200,000.

PROSPEROUS.

Net Surplus held on Policyholders

account increased during the year by

$385,927, and now amounts to over $2,500,000, while Assets amount to over
$15,716,000. 9ltis a Policyholders Company. A ‘‘Solid as the Continent™ Policy

is a safe and profitable one to hold.

North American Life Assurance Company roronto
Epwarp Gurney, President. L. GoLpman, ist Vice-President and Managing-Director

CAPITAL AUTHORIZED.. $5,000,000

CAPITAL PAID UP $3,000,000
SURPEUS /. ivivt s 93415000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
BRANCHES
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CANADA

Put Your Hand To The Plow!

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

Hon. W. T. White, Canadian Minister of Finance, says: “In order to
meet our interest payments abroad, sustain our share of the burden of the war,
and promote to the greatest possible degree prosperity throughout the Dominion,
it is the duty of all Canadian citizens to co-operate in producing as much as

ssible 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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One way for you to have a clear
complexion and a perfectly
healthy skin is by using

LIFEBUDY

It contains the H E A LTH Y

cream of fine
oils and this

forms a smooth S A
velvety lather

which soothes and heals while it
cleanses. The mild ecarbolic solution
of Lifebuoy makes it the healthiest

of all soaps. ‘‘The odor vanishes
quickly” after use.

"
pasanaie
Iu-nuul"“

SRR TRTRRRERRINAREIEE

Teangggy
il
...lllllll:l'

Sold by
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From the painting by Bertha Des Clayes.

STARR’S POINT, NOVA SCOTIA

The Basin of Minas, which is historically
interesting because it was upon its waters
that the Acadians set sail at the time of their
expulsion, contains no more interesting spot
than Starr’s Point, which as a community is
not even a village.. It contains, however, a
few homes, and there is a delightful sandy
beach, with battered cliffs and caves. Large
orchards streteh back into the country, while
the view in front embraces the promontory
of Blomidon, at whose base may be found de-
posits of amethyst and other interesting, even
if less valuable, formations.
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JOHN HENRY THE SPY
@ Charles S. Blue

statesman has declared that
“wars are won as much by emis-
saries as by armies”. It might be said
with even greater truth that the
agents of diplomacy and militarism
not only win wars but provoke them.
No one can study the inner history
of the struggles which marked the
eighteenth and the early part of the
nineteenth eentury without being im-
pressed by the important and sinister
part played behind the scenes by de-
signing ambassadors, secret agents,
and common spies. They served the
State with zeal, but not always with
diseretion, and sowed seeds of distrust
and disaffection which too often rip-
ened into war and revolution.
Despite the iniquity of the Stamp
Act, and the egregious policy of
George III. and his Ministers, it is
doubtful whether Britain would have
lost her American colonies had it not
been for the mischievous activities of

the American agents in London.
13

ﬁ DISTINGUISHED British

“There are men walking the streets
of London to-day who ought to be in
Newgate or at Tyburn,” observed one
writer of the period, referring to
Franklin, Quiney, and other repre-
sentatives of the colonies; and it was
the opinion of Goldwin Smith that
Franklin, “by the dishonourable pub-
lication of an exasperating correspon-
dence, which he had improperly ob-
tained, shared with Grenville, Town-
send and Lord North the guilt of
bringing this disaster (the loss of the
Ameriean colonies) on the English
race”, !

With still greater historical accur-
acy can it be said that but for the in-
trigue and treachery of a Canadian
secret agent, the War of 1812 might
never have taken place. Concerning
what is usnally referred to as the
“Henry affair,” our historians are
somewhat reticent. In their view, it
was a disereditable business, of which
the less said the better; and, accord-
ingly, it is dismissed in the text-books
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with a brevity which leaves the reader
rather in doubt as to the facts. He is
informed that at a critical period,
when the hostile attitude of the Unit-
ed States towards Great Britain
seemed to presage war, the Governor-
General, Sir James Craig, despatched
one John Henry across the border on
a confidential mission, with the os-
tensible object of ascertaining the
state of public feeling in the New
England States regarding the pro-
bability of hostilities; that Henry re-
ported on the situation in a series of
letters addressed to the Governor’s
secretary; and that, subsequently,
failing to obtain a reward for his ser-
vices, he betrayed his mission to Pre-
sident Madison, who made use of the
information to inflame public senti-
ment in the United States against
Great Britain, and so brought about
a condition which eulminated in war.

That is practically all that the his-
torians tell us of an episode as singu-
lar as it was grave. Who John Henry
was, how he came to be employed as a
secret agent, the precise nature of
his mission, and the circumstances
under which he was led to betray it,
ete., are matters upon which little
light has been shed.

Of Henry, Kingsford says, “noth-
ing is known but his conduet,” and
other writers are equally uncommuni-
cative. There is less doubt as to his
character, however, Henry Adams,
the American historian, gibbets him
as “a political blackmailer, an adven-
turer and, like a good many of his
political superiors, more or less of a
liar”. According to other authorities,
he was also something of an impostor,
who cleverly deceived the head of one
State, hoodwinked that of another,
and pocketed a handsome fortune as
the proceeds of his infamy. But, as
Macaulay once observed, “spies, and
deserters, by whom Governments are
informed of conspiracies, are general-
ly bad men” who have at least one
redeeming virtue—there is usually an
interesting story attached to them.

And John Henry was no exception.

His was a strange and romantic car-
eer, the record of which is not un-
worthy of preservation among Can-
adian annals of adventure.

Born in Ireland about the year
1775, Henry emigrated to the United
States when a youth of sixteen. One
story has it that the motive which in-
duced him to cross the Atlantic was,
not so much an ambition to push his
own fortune, as a desire to participate
in that of a rich uncle in New York.
Presumably, his expectations were not
realized, for in 1793 we find him edit-
ing a newspaper in Philadelphia and
married to a local lady with means.
Of his restless and adventurous spirit
there are early evidences. Abandon-
ing newspaper work, he started a wine
merchant’s business, which, in turn,
he gave up to join the army raised
by President Adams. Obtaining a
commission as major in an artillery
corps, he served at various points in
New England, and when soldiering
palled he took to farming in northern
Vermont. Here he remained for five
years, relieving the monotony of his
bucolic pursuits by studying law and
writing for the press articles strongly
denunciatory of Republicanism,his pet
aversion, and of Napoleonic tyranny.

According to some authorities, it
was these journalistic anathemas
which brought him under the notice
of Government circles at Quebec and
led to his migration to Canada. An-
other view is that, having made the
acquaintance of some of the promin-
ent fur-traders of Montreal, he was
persuaded by them to try his fortune
where his political opinions and busi-
ness talents would, in all likelihood,
find readier recognition and reward.
Whatever may have been the induce-
ment, it is, at all events, the fact that
in 1807 he removed to Montreal, where
he lost no time in using what influence
he possessed to advance his interests.
He had not been many months in the
country when there occurred the fam-
ous embroglio which resulted in the
dismissal of Judge Thorpe from the
Court of King’s Bench in Upper Can-



JOHN HENRY THE SPY b

ada; and though he possessed abso-
lutely no qualifications for the office,
nothing would hinder Henry from ap-
plying for it. Among his friends were
Edward Ellice and William MeGil-
livray, the fur magnates, who strong-
ly backed hig elaims, and he was not
without supporters among the leading
men of Upper Canada; but Lieu-
tenant-Governor Gore would have
none of him. “An Irish adventurer,
not even called to the bar, and a citi-
zen of the United States who has ob-
tained the favour of the merchants of
Montreal by advocating their conduct
in a party newspaper”. Such was the
caustic characterization of the appli-
cant which Gore communicated to the
Under Secretary of State, and it ef-
fectually settled the matter.

Disappointed in one direction,
Henry promptly turned his attention
to another. What Upper Canada had
refused, Lower Canada might offer.
There his influence was stronger, and
he was better known, perhaps, also,
more liberally appreciated. By his
conitributions to the press in support
of the English party in Quebec, as
well as through the good offices of the
“fur gentry”, he had found a friend
and patron in H. W. Ryland, the
able, if somewhat self-assertive, secre-
tary of Sir James Craig. That keen
politician recognized in the Irish-Am-
erican a man of ability, vain and am-
bitious, and not over scrupulous,
whose facile pen and knowledge of
affairs in the United States might be
of service to the Government.

An opportunity to make use of him
soon presented itself. In March, 1808,
Henry received intelligence that his
agent at Boston had suffered consider-
able losses in consequence of the em-
bargo imposed on American shipping
by President Jefferson. The disastrous
effects of that restrictive measure, in-
tended as a blow at Great Britain.
jwere nowhere more severely felt than
in the New England States. There
the Jefferson régime had never been
popular, and the adoption of a policy
which interfered with the lucrative

commercial intercourse that had de-
veloped with Canada, and which
threatened to paralyze trade general-
ly, was not calculated to improve the
temper of a people many of whom,
attached to the Federalist party, had
become so embittered as to threaten
secession from the Union.

The situation thus presented was
interesting to the Government at Que-
bee, not merely from the point of
view of Canadian trade, but because
of the increasingly hostile spirit shown
by the United States Administration
towards Great Britain. Consequently,
when Henry found it necessary to
cross the border for business reasons,
it was not unnatural that his friend
Ryland should conceive the idea of
turning his mission to political aec-
count. In the event of war, the atti-
tude of the people of the northeast-
ern States would be of vital import-
ance, and there was no man in Canada
better qualified to gauge the poten-
tialities of the situation there than
the former Vermonter.

Accordingly, in March, 1808, we
find Henry on his way to Boston,
carefully taking notes of the state of
public feeling, as he passes from one
place to another, and communicating
his impressions to Ryland. In north-
ern Vermont he reports that the
clamour against the Administration
is such that armed resistance to the
embargo law may be expected. At
another point he finds “every caste of
society against the Government”;
while at Boston, “ the men of talents,
property, and influence are resolved
to adopt without delay every expedi-
ent to avert the impending calamity,
and to express their determination
not to be at war with Great Britain
in such a manner as to indicate re-
sistance to the Government in the last
resort”. His summing up of the sitna-
tion is that “in case of a war, the
States on our border may be detached
from the Union, and, like the Ger-
manic body, each State consult its
own safety and interest”. Incident-
ally he informs Ryland that, owing
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to the failure of his Boston agent, he
has lost $8,000, a significant hint
which was probably not lost upon the
Governor-General’s astute secretary.

Anxious to do his friend a good
turn, Ryland handed over Henry’s
correspondence to his chief, who, im-
pressed, apparently, by the nature of
the information disclosed, forwarded
the letters to Lord Castlereagh. “Mr.
Henry,” he wrote, “ is a gentleman
of considerable ability and, I believe,
well able to form a correct judgment
of what he sees passing. He resided
for some time in the United States
and is well acquainted with some of
the leading people of Boston.” Sir
James Craig added: “He has not the
slightest idea that I should make use
of his correspondence, which, there-
fore, can have no other view than that
of an unreserved communication with
his friend, who is my secretary”.

From this it is clear that, whatever
may have been the understanding be-
tween Ryland and his friend, the Gov-
ernor-General had mnot, up to this
point, ecommitted himself to any en-
gagement with Henry. Indeed, the
suggestion that the latter’s services
might be further requisitioned seems
to have emanated, not from Sir James
Craig, nor even from his secretary,
but from Downing Street. Thus, in
a letter dated July Tth, 1808, the Col-
onial Secretary writes: “The secret
intelligence transmitted ap-
pears to come from a person of good
information and discretion, and he
deserves encouragement”. The point
is of some importance, since it proves
that if, in employing Henry as a
secret agent, Sir James Craig acted
indiseriminately, as most historians
allege, he acted -with the authority, if
not approval, of the Home Govern-
ment.

A few months later Ryland informs
Henry that, “the extraordinary situa-
tion of things at this time in the neigh-
bouring States has suggested to the
Governor-in-Chief the idea of sending
you on a secret and confidential mis-
sion to Boston”; and, by way of in-

ducement, the secretary adds, “There
is no doubt that your able execution
of such a mission would give
you a claim, not only on the Governor-
(eneral, but on his Majesty’s Minis-
ters, which might eventually contri-
bute to your advantage”. Influenced
probably less by a desire to serve the
public interest than by the prospect
of a substantial reward for his ser-
vices, Henry promptly accepted the
invitation; and among the records is
a letter, signed by Sir James Craig,
setting forth the objects of the mis-
sion and giving instructions. Henry
was to endeavour to obtain the most
accurate information of the true state
of affairs in the New England States,
and to report upon “the state of pub-
lic opinion both with regard to their
internal polities and to the probability
of war with England, the comparative
strength of the two great parties in
which the country is divided, and the
views and designs of that which may
ultimately prevail”. The appearance
of being an “avowed agent” of the
British Government was to be avoid-
ed, but if any members of the Fed-
eralist party wished to “‘enter into any
communication with our Government”
he was authorized to receive and trans-
mit such overtures to Sir James.
Armed with these instructions, a
credential to be used if necessary, let-
ters of introduction, and a cipher
code, Henry set out for Boston in
February, 1809. Since his previous
visit, however, the political situation
in New England had considerably
changed. The embargo had been re-
moved in the interval, and though a
good deal of dissatisfaction and un-
rest remained, the possibility of seces-
sion was no longer seriously enter-
tained. Even the dread of war with
Great Britain had, for the time being,
vanished. In these -circumstances
Henry had to be content with chron-
icling small beer. He mixed freely in
the political circles of Boston, fra-
ternized with members of what he
termed the “Federalist junto”, listen-
ed to the gossip of the taverns, and
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wrote a series of letters to Ryland
signed “A.B.”, which, though giving
an accurate enough description of the
condition of affairs as then existing,
conveyed little information that could
not have been gleaned from the New
England newspapers.

Of his sojourn in the Eastern States
we have an interesting glimpse in the
“Memoir of Josiah Quiney”, the Fed-
eralist leader. “Henry came to Bos-
ton,” wrote Quincy, “ostensibly for
health and amusement, bringing let-
ters of introduction to many families
in the place—among others, to mine.
He was received with the attention
due to the respectability of the let-
ters he brought, and regarded as a
man passing idly through the world,
seeking and entitled to no special in-
terest or confidence. He flitted about
New England, sometimes at Windsor,
and sometimes at Burlington, in Ver-
mont, but chiefly resided in Boston.
His manners being manly and his let-
ters of introduction good, he was ad-
mitted freely into society, and heard
the conversation at private tables, but
without any reference to him”. One
can picture the disgust of the veteran
Federalist when he learned that his
gentlemanly guest was a spy.

Recalled to Quebec in June, 1809,
Henry expected perhaps not without
reason, that his services would be
promptly rewarded ; but he was*doom-
ed to disappointment. Ryland had
gone to England to look after his own
interests; Sir James Craig was on the
eve of his departure, and his succes-
sor, Sir George Prevost, was not the
kind of Governor to accept responsi-
bility for a transaction of which he
knew little and approved less. He
recommended Henry to apply to the
home authorities, and to London the
importunate Irishman went in the
early part of 1811, only to be referred
back to the Governor-Genmeral. An
appeal to Ryland proving equally
vain, and exasperated by what he re-
garded as his ill-treatment, he re-
solved to have revenge. And it was
while meditating in the Isle of Wight

upon what form it should take that
fate brought him into contact with a
character even more amazing than
himself.

This was a French adventurer nam-
ed Soubiran, alias Emile Edouard,
alias Edward Wyer, a fugitive from
justice, who had sought temporary
asylum in England, there to obtain
needed relief from the attentions of
Napoleon’s police and to plan further
rascalities. In the French Archives
in Paris there is preserved a memoir
of Soubiran, together with a series of
letters, in which is given, with all the
appearance of veracity, an account of
the strange meeting and subsequent
intrigue of these two consummate
rogues. Soubiran describes his new
acquaintance as “a young Irishman,
a very handsome man, with an air of
melancholy showing some secret trou-
ble”, and adds that he is “about thirty-
six years of age, blonde, about five
feet nine inches in height”.

Drawn to each other by the com-
mon bond of misfortune, as well no
doubt by a certain affinity of type,
the two adventurers quickly became
friends. “Soon our acquaintance be-
came intimate,” writes Soubiran,
“and we confided in each other our
most secret thoughts.”

In the Irishman’s story of his secret
mission to New England, and particu-
larly of his efforts to bring about a se-
cession of the northern States from
the Union, the engaging Frenchman
saw an opportunity to assist his friend

and, at the same time, to do himself a

good turn. “I profited by this
avowal,” he unblushingly confesses.
“I discovered the discontent that
seemed to animate him, and I turned
to the profit of France what was in-
tended to destroy her cause.” Said
the tempter: “Why not sell the docu-
ments in your possession to the United
States Government ?”

The idea had probably occurred to
Henry already, but it was Soubiran
who conceived the means of carrying
it out. Posing as Count de Crillon,
the owner of large estates, from the
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enjoyment of which he was temporar-
ily debarred by the ill-favour of the
authorities in France, he claimed to
be a friend of the French Ambassador
at Washington, and offered to use his
good offices in that guarter to assist
Henry in the prosecution of his de-
sign, stipulating, of course, that in
return he should obtain a share of the
reward.

Thus was formed a conspiracy
which was to bear remarkable fruit.
Having perfected their plans and
gworn eternal fealty, the two plotters
sailed for the United States in the
early part of 1812. “I neglected nei-
ther promises nor hopes,” boasts the
bogus Count, “and at last master of
the correspondence and the official
despatches, T reached the continent of
America.”

In his memoir and letters Soubiran
takes credit for having not only in-
spired but negotiated the betrayal,
and it would appear that for the most
part Henry was content to remain in
the background, while his accomplice
beguiled the authorities at ‘Washing-
ton.

Cireumstances were favourable to
the accomplishment of their object.
The feeling of antagonism to Great
Britain, inflamed by a series of un-
toward events, had become intense.
The party supporting the Madison
Administration clamoured loudly for
war, and all that was needed to pre-
cipitate a declaration of hostilities
was a pretext which would render
such decisive action popular. Secarce-
ly less propitious, from the point of
view of Henry and his intermediary,
was the strength of French influence
at Washington. Lafayette was still a
name to conjure with in the capital,
and politically, as well as socially, the
entente cordiale prevailed to a degree
which assured any Frenchman of a
warm welcome. With his engaging
manners and aristoeratic bearing,
Count de Crillon took Washington
society by storm. Wearing the cross
of the Legion of Honour, which prob-
ably he had stolen or counterfeited,

he represented himself as a chevalier
of all the orders who, having unfor-
tunately incurred the displeasure of
Napoleon, had come to the United
States in the hope of being able to
render some service to his beloved
France, which would rehabilitate him
in the eyes of the Emperor. He be-
came the social “lion” of the season.
The doors of the White House were
thrown open to him; Madison and his
Ministers courted his company, and
no society function was complete with-
out his presence. Even the French
Ambassador, M. Serurier, though sus-
picious at first, succambed to the fas-
cinating personality of the accom-
plished adventurer. “The man has
such exaltation of brain,” he wrote,
“he shows so delicate a sense of
honour, that one cannot suppose him
engaged in a double intrigue.” The
British Ambassador, Mr. Foster, alone
was undeceived. After dining with
the Count, he denounced him as an
impostor, whereupon Soubiran wrote
him a most insulting letter, which he
was careful to show to President Madi-
son, with the effect anticipated.
Meanwhile Henry was lying low,
patiently awaiting developments. He
had not to wait long. Blinded by
their hatred of Great Britain, and
eager to fan the flame of public ani-
mosity, Madison and Monroe, the Sec-
retar® of State, swallowed with avid-
ity the Count’s story of Henry’s mis-
sion and accepted almost without ques-
tion the dgeumentary evidence pro-
duced in support of it. Of the nego-
tiations we have an interesting ac-
count in a letter written by M. Ser-
urier on February 18th, 1812. “The
bargain was concluded on the 7th”
he writes. “The papers are in the
hands of Mr. Monroe. Mr. Henry at

- first asked £25,000 sterling, and the

secretary granted it; but on examin-
ing the affair afterwards with the
Secretary of the Treasury it appeared
that the President could not dispose
of more than $50,000 for secret ser-
vice. Mr. Monroe offered to give that
amount first, and to pay the rest, after
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publication, with the necessary ap-
proval of Congress. These clauses
displeased Henry, who declared that
he would rather burn the papers than
haggle over them. As he is a very
violent man, they took alarm. M.
Crillon said that he thought the price
too high, and that he would persuade
his friend to come down to £18,000
sterling, but the same difficulty re-
mained for the £8,000 in excess of the
$50,000. Mr. Monroe put the whole
negotiations into his (Crillon’s)
hands.”

How the Count succeded in per-
suading his friend to come to terms
forms one of the richest parts of the
story. Producing a package of papers
purporting to be the title deeds of his
castle and estate of St. Martial, in
Spain, he offered to cede them to
Henry as part of his reward if the
latter would agree to accept the $50,-
000 offered by Monroe. To the pala-
tial residence, thus generously con-
veyed, he could retire with his for-
tune, live a life of opulence and ease,
and forget the base ingratitude of the
country he had served. The offer was
too tempting to be resisted. The bar-
gain was sealed and, three days later,
Henry sailed from New York for
France on the Government vessel
Wasp, carrying with him $50,000
minus De Crillon’s share, the amount
of which does not appear to have been
very large, and the title deeds of the
castle in Spain, which, needless to say,
existed only in imagination.

The sequel is known to every reader
of history. On March 4th, 1812, Pre-
sident Madison announced his great
discovery in a message to Congress.
“I lay before Congress,” he grandilo-
quently declared, “copies of certain
documents which remain in the De-
partment of State. They prove that
at a recent period, whilst the United
States, notwithstanding the wrongs
sustained by them, ceased not to ob-
serve the laws of peace and neutrality
towards Great Britain, and in the
midst of amicable provisions and
negotiations on the part of the Bri-

’
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tish Government through her public
Minister here, a secret agent of that
Government was employed in certain
States, more especially at the seat of
government in Massachusetts, in
fomenting disaffection to the consti-
tuted authorities of the Union, and in
intriguing with the disaffected for the
purpose of bringing about resistance
to the laws, and eventually, in concert
with a British force, of destroying the
Union, and forming the eastern part
thereof into a political connexion of
Great Britain.”

The effect of this inflated pro-
nouncement was precisely what Presi-
dent Madison and his advisers had
calculated upon. The Federalists, at
whom it was aimed, probably as much
as at Great Britain, were compelled
to disclaim pro-British sympathies
and to repudiate any taint of disaf-
fection ; opposition to the bellicose at-
titude of the Administration was ef-
fectually silenced, and a wave of war
sentiment swept the Republie, giving
the President the support he needed
for the declaration of hostilities which
followed three months later.

Whether the Henry letters were
genuine, or forgeries, or garbled
copies of the originals, doctored to
suit the American taste, is a question
upon which opinions have differed,
and will probably continue to differ.
Certain it is that they were not worth
the price paid for them. As one emi-
nent American historian pithily puts
it: “Henry got $50,000 from Mr.
Madison for revealing intrigues
which Boston Federalists had not had
with the British Government.” Indis-
cretion there may have been on the
part of Sir James Craig in employing
one so unworthy of confidence on a
mission capable of being misinterpret-
ed, though in the circumstances per-
fectly justifiable; but whatever lapse
the Governor-General may have been
guilty of, history has forgotten it in
condemnation of the treachery of his
agent, and of the blunder of the
statesman who was beguiled by it into.
declaring a disastrous war.
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Of Henry’s subsequent history little
definite is known. That he was still
in France in 1814 we learn from a
letter written by his forsaken friend
the “Count” in July of that year. The
latter had followed his fellow con-
spirator to France, hoping, no doubt,
to obtain a larger share of the spoils
than had been allocated to him, and
possibly also to secure pardon, if not
reward, from the authorities of his
beloved land. But he was rudely dis-
appointed, for immediately after land-
ing at Bayonne he was arrested and
sentenced to a term of imprisonment.
Not long afterwards he was again in
the hands of the police, and in his
possession was found a letter address-

ed to Henry, whom he had trailed
through the streets of Paris in the
vain hope of obtaining an interview.
He reminds the Irishman of what he
had done for him, reproaches him for
his ingratitude and neglect, appeals
for assistance, “since I have no longer
a sous”, and assures him of his desire
“to renew an acquaintance formed
under very unfortunate auspices, but
such as has always opened for the
future the participation of what one
might attain when one is aided by
your counsels and your genius.”

That is the last we hear of a pair
of rasecals as symmetrical as any to be
found in the rogues’ gallery of his-
tory.

TO RUPERT BROOKE

BY MILLICENT PAYNE

OOD-NIGHT!

It chanced all idly that I saw

Your picture on the fly-leaf of a book—
Your heart-songs; and, as one who dares to look
Hulf-curious through his neighbour’s open door
And wonder what is he who dwells within,

So 1 peered in.

Passion I knew had been there, and delight;
Love that was ended, and a gloom of pain

Shot through with shining threads of hope again,
As gleams of comfort flashed athwart the night
That once had darkened all your life’s keen joy,

You—still a boy!

Though you are dead now, and the life and laughter,
Love, and the pain of love have left you now;
Though your brief song is merged in the hereafter,
Your musie stilled, I know not why nor how—
Though in the darkness of all-shrouding space

I cannot see your face—

Still, for a deathless world of thought surrounds us,
Finding your own, my-heart can say, “I know;

1, too, have felt that grief which lies around us,
With you have wondered why should things hurt so”;
Yet, in the sureness of a coming light,

Once more I say, “Good-night”.
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é I YHE hour was noon ; it had been
wet all the morning, but now
the rain had ceased. A dug-

out in the bay leaned wearily forward
on its props; the floor of the trench,
foul with blood and accumnulated dirt,
showed a weary face to the sky. A
breeze had sprung up, and the watch-
er who looked over the parapet was
met in the face with a soft, wet gust
laden with rain swept off the grassy
space in front. A gaunt willow peep-
ed over the sand bags and looked
timorously down at us. All the sand-
bags were perforated by machine-gun
fire, the gun was hidden on the rise
on our right, but none of our obsery-
ers could locate its position. On the
evening before it had accounted for
eighty-seven casualties ; from the door
of a house in Loos T had seen our men,
who had attempted to cross the street,
wiped out like flies,

The regiment to which T belong
was now holding g support trench;
in front was our firgt line, and very
heavy fighting had been going on there
all through the morning. Several
bomb attacks were made by the enemy,
all were repulsed. For the men in
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the front line trench the time was
very trying. They had been up there
for four days; we had also been four
days in our position, which we had
taken at a great cost from the enemy.

“’Ow long ’ave we been ’ere?” ask-
ed Bill Teake, my Cockney mate, as
he removed a clot of dirt from the
foresight guard of his rifle. “I’ve lost
all count of time.”

“Four days we’ve been here,” T told
him. “It’s a long time to be in after
a charge.”

“Time’s long a-passin’ ’ere,” said
Bill, leaning his head against the
muddy parados. “Gawd, I’d like to
be back in Nouex Les Mines drinkin’
beer, or ’avin’ a bit of g kip for a
change. When I go back to blighty
I'll go to bed and T’Il not get up for
umptee-eleven months.”

“We may get relieved to-morrow
night,” I said.

“To-morrow’ll be another day near-
er the day we get relieved, any’ow,”
said Bill sarcastically. “And another
day nearer the end of the war,” he
added.

“Pm sick of it,” he muttered, after
a short silence. “I wish the damned
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war was blurry well finished. It gives
me the pip. Curse the war! Curse
everyone and everything! If the
Allemongs would come over now, rd
not lift my blurry pipe. I’d surren-
der; that’s wot I’d do. Curse

Damn . . BIRSt 5 =

1 slipped to the wet floor of the
trench asleep and lay there. No sleep
for three nights in succession.

1 awoke with a start; somebody
jumping over the parapet had plant-
ed his feet on my stomach. I rose
from the soft earth and looked round.
A kilted soldier was standing in the
trench, an awkward smile on his face
and one of his knees bleeding. Bill,
who was awake, was gazing at the
kiltie with wide open eyes.

The machine-gun was speaking, a
shrewish tang in its voice, from the
enemy’s line, and little spurts of dirt
flicked from our sandbags shot into
the trench.

Bill’s eyes looked so large that they
surprised me; I had never seen him
look in such a way before. What was

. happening ?

Several soldiers belonging to strange
regiments were in our trench now;
they were jumping over the parapet
in from the open. One man I noticed
was a nigger in khaki . . .

“They’re all from the front trenc e
said Bill in a whisper of mysterious
significance, and a disagreeable sensa-
tion stirred in my being.

“That means,” I said, and paused.

“Tt means that the Allemongs are
gettin’ the best of it,” said Bill, dis-
playing an unusual interest in the
action of his rifle. “It’s goin’ to be
a blurry row ’ere,” he muttered.
“We’re goin’ to stick ’ere, wotever
’appens. No damned runnin’ away
with us!”

The trench was now erowded with
strangers, and others were coming in.
The field in front of our line was
covered with figures running towards
ns. Some crouched as they ran, some
tottered and fell; three or four crawl-
ed on their bellies, and many dropped
down, and lay where they fell
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The machine-gun swept the field,
and a vicious hail of shrapnel swept
impartially over the quick, the wound-
ed and the dead. A man raced up to
the parapet, which curved the bay in
which T stood, a look of terror on his
face. There he stood a moment, a
timorous foot on a sandbag, calculat-
ing the distance of the jump. . . .
He dropped in, a bullet wound show-
ing on the back of his tunic, and lay
prostrate, face upwards on the floor
of the trench. A second man jumped
in on the face of the stricken man.

T hastened to help, but the newcom-
ers pressed forward and pushed me
along the trench. No heed was taken
of the wounded man.

“Back! get back!” yelled a chorus
of voices. “We've got to retire.”

«(Op the blurry ’ell said that?’ I
heard Bill Teake thunder. “If ye’re
not goin’ to fight, get out of this ’ere
place and die in the fields. Runnin’
away, yer blasted cowards!”

No one seemed to heed him. The
cry of “Back! back!” redoubled in
violence. “We’ve got orders to re-
tire! We must get back at once!”
was the shout. “Make way there, let
us get by.”

It was almost impossible to stem
the tide which swept up the trench
towards Loos Road, where the road
leaves the village. I had a fleeting
glimpse of one of our men rising on
the fire position and gazing over the
parapet. Even as he looked a bullet
hit him in the face, and he dropped
back, clawing at the air with his fin-
gers. Men still crowded in
from the front, jumping on the strug-
gling crush in the trench. In
front of me was a stranger, and in
front of him was my mate, Rifleman
Pryor, trying to press back against
the oncoming men. A bullet ricochet-
ted off a sandbag and hit the stranger
on the shoulder and he fell face down-
wards to the floor. I bent to lift the
wounded fellow, and got pushed on
top of him.

“Can you help him?” Pryor asked.

«Tf you can keep the crowd back,”
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I muttered, getting to my feet and
endeavouring to raise the fallen man.

Pryor pulled a revolver from his
pocket, levelled it at the man behind
me and shouted :

“If you come another step farther
I’ll put a bullet through your head.”

This sobered the soldier at the rear,
who steadied himself by placing his
hand against the traverse. Then he
called to those who followed: “Get
back! there’s a wounded man on the
floor of the trench.”

A momentary halt ensued. Pryor
and I gripped the wounded man, rais-
ed him on the parapet and pushed
him into a shell-hole behind the sand-
bags. Lying flat on the ground up
there I dressed the man’s wounds.
Pryor sat beside me, fully exposed to
the enemy’s fire, his revolver in his
hand.

“Down, Pryor,” I said several times.
“You’ll get hit.”

“Oh, my time hasn’t come yet,” he
said. “I’ll not be done in this time,
anyway. Fighting is going on in the
front trench yet, and dozens of men
are racing this way. Many of them
are falling. I think some of our boys
are firing at them, mistaking them for
Germans. Here’s our colonel
coming along the trench.”

The colonel was in the trench when
I got back there, exhorting his men
to stand and make a fight for it.
“Keep your backs to the walls, boys,”
he said, “and fight to the last.”

The Irish had their backs to the
wall, no man deserted his post. The
regiment at the moment was the back-
bone of the Loos front; if the boys
wavered and broke the thousands of
lives that were given to make the vie-
tory of Loos would have been lost in
vain. Intrepid little Bill Teake, who
was going to surrender to the first
German whom he met, stood on the
banquette, his jaw thrust forward de-
terminedly and the light of battle in
his eyes. Now and again he turned
round and apostrophised the soldiers
;yho had fallen back from the front
ine.

“Runnin’ away!” he yelled. “Ugh.
Get back again, and make a fight of
it. Go for the Allemongs just like
you’d go for rum rations.”

The machine-gun on the hill pep-
pered Loos Road, and dozens dropped
there. The trench crossing the road
was not more than a few feet deep
at any time, and a wagon which had
fallen in when crossing a hastily-con-
structed bhridge the night before, now
blocked the way. To pass across, the
men had to get up on the'road, and
here the machine-gun found them;
and all round the wagon bleeding
bodies were lying three deep.

A young officer of the — Regiment,
whose men were carried away in the
stampede, stood on the Loos road with
a glinting revolver in his hand and
tried to urge his followers back to the
front trench.

“It’s all a mistake,” he shouted.
“The Germans did not advance. The
order to retire was a false one. One
regiment had to make room for an-
other, that was all. Back again ; boys,
get back. Now, get back for the regi-
ment’s sake. Come now, make a stand,
and I'll lead you back again.”

Almost simultaneously a dozen bul-
lets hit him and he fell, his revolver
still in his hand. Bill Teake procured
the revolver at dusk.

The rush was stopped for the mo-
ment. The — Regiment recovered its
nerve and fifty or sixty men rushed
back. Our boys cheered. s But
the renewed vitality was short-lived.
A hail of shrapnel caught the party
in the field and most of them fell.
The nigger whom I had noticed earlier
came running back, his teeth chatter-
ing, and flung himself into the trench.
He lay on the floor and refused to
move, until Bill Teake gave him a
playful prod with a bayonet.

Our guns were now speaking boist-
erously, and the German trenches on
the hill were being blown to little
pieces. Dug-outs were rioting, piece-
meal, in air, parapets were crumbling
hurriedly in and burying the men in
the trench, bombs spun lazily in air,
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and the big caterpillar howitzers flung
their projectiles across with a loud
whoop of tumult. One thousand and
one guns were bellowing their terrible
anthem of hate.

I eame across Pryor standing on
the first step, his bayonet in one hand,
an open tin of bully-beef in the other.

“There’s no damned attack on at
all,” he said. “A new regiment of
our men came up and the got
orders to retire for a few hundred
yards to make way for them. Then
there was some confusion, a telephone
wire got broken, the retirement be-
came a retreat. A strategic retreat,
of course,” said Pryor sarcastically,
and pointed at the broken wagon on
the Loos Road. “A strategic retreat,”
he muttered, and munched a piece of
beef which he lifted from the tin with
his fingers.

The artillery now lessened in in-
tensity, and the men who had just
come into our trench plucked up cour-
age again, and took their way back
to the front line of trenches, keeping
well under cover of the houses in Loos.
In twenty minutes’ time we were left
to ourselves; nothing remained of
those who had come our way save
their wounded and their dead; the
former we dressed and carried into
the dressing-station; the latter we
buried when night fell.

“Blimey ; *twasn’t arf a blurry go!”
said Bill Teake when speaking of the
incident later. “We were feared, all
of us. We turned blue with fear, and
the nigger turned white. This is no
job for a man no’ow. If there doesn’t
come a good ration of rum up ’ere
this ’ere night I’ll go over to the Alle-
mong trench and surrender.”




THE PAN-SLAVONIC IDEAL
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"I YHE Slavonic nations are in a
position to-day very similar to
that of the Italian States be-

fore the Union of Italy into a com-

pact entity in 1870, but with this im-

porant difference: the Italians have

always had a commonly-recognized
literary language, while all the Slavs
have not as yet fixed upon any idiom
which might be used as a general

Slavonic medium. Outside this dis-

tinetion, however, the comparison be-

tween Slavs and Italians holds good.

Every Italian state before the Union

used its own dialect, not merely for

purposes of conversation, as is still
the case in most parts of Italy to-day,
but also, to some extent, for literary
purposes. In spite of this diversity
of language and feeling, the House
of Savoy, aided by the Garibaldian
activities, seized the opportunity
made by the eculmination of a general
discontent which had long been seeth-
ing, and with a few deft strokes mar-

vellously welded what had been a

heterogeneous mass into an enduring

and solid nation.

The Italian dialects differ from one
another far more radically than do
the Slavonic languages of our time.
Thus a Pledmontese or DBolognese,
speaking in his own tongue, would be
quite unintelligible to a Florentine,
a Roman, a Neapolitan, or a Sicilian.
The common linguistic bond between
the Italian tribes is now- the Tuscan
idiom, which had for centuries been
the higher literary medium among the
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educated classes of all Italy. This
Tusean language the unifiers of Italy
found ready to their hand, and they
made it the official language of their
united country, requiring Tuscan to
be taught in the army to the levies
from every corner of the kingdom, so
that, at the present day, it is a rare
thing to find an Italian of middle age
who does not speak and understand
the lingua toscana.

Unlike the Italians, who before
their Union were satisfied to develop
only purely local serio-comiec litera-
ture in their various dialects, each
Slavonic people has, most unfortun-
ately, striven to foster a national
literature in its own idiom. Of
course, geographical separation is
largely responsible for this tendenecy,
which has had more effect than any
other influence in keeping the Sla-
vonice peoples apart from each other,
and thus has hindered the growth of
a true feeling of that Slavonic bro-
therhood, which has, however, arisen
and grown in spite of all obstacles.

The rise of these distinctive na-
tional literatures is unfortunate also
from the wmsthetic point of view, in
that only two Slavonic peoples have
succeeded in producing truly great
modern literatures. There are at-
tempts at literature, for example,
among the Bulgarians, the Slovéks of
northern Hungary, the small tribe of
Serbs known as Slovenes in the neigh-
bourhood of Trieste, and even among
the Wends of Germany who, although
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surrounded as they have been for
centuries by alien German hordes,
have maintained their Slavonic char-
acter and during the last fifty years
have established a Matica or literary
association for the purpose of devel-
oping a purely Wendish literature.
Of the people just mentioned, not one
has succeeded in bringing forth any-
thing of permanent value from a liter-
ary point of view. On the other hand,
the Serbs and Croats, who use the
same language, have done better in
fixing their idiom as a literary ve-
hicle. The only difference between
Serbian and Croatian is the fact that
the Serbs, who are Orthodox in reli-
gion, write their language in the mod-
ern modification of the Cyrillic al-
phabet, while the Croats, who are
chiefly Roman Catholie, use the Latin
letters.

Among the Serbs proper there have
existed from very early times certain
popular epics and lyrics of consider-
able literary value which were collect-
ed in the eighteenth century by
Miosié and attracted the attention of
Goethe himself, owing to their sim-
plicity and beauty of form. The
little medieval republic of Ragusa
was for centuries the centre of a very
charming Croatian lyrie literature,
the productions of which, although
greatly influenced by the Ttalian style,
are none the less characteristically
Slavonie. The Czechs in Bohemia
also have produced a well-marked
national literature which has consid-
erable merit, although in this branch
of Slavonie expression, more than in
any other, it is possible to feel the
Germanie spirit; a not unnatural re-
sult of the historic position of Bo-
hemia during the middle ages.

It was reserved for Russia and
Poland to develop a really great line
of literary men who have brought
forth two European literatures second
to none in profundity of thought and
beauty of expression. Westerners
may find fault with the analytical
sadness of much of the Russian liter-
ature. the introspective character of

which has been attributed by some
critics to Scandinavian influence.

The prevailing tone of sadness in
some of the Russian expression is un-
doubtedly due to the joy in gloom in-
herent in the northern Slavonic na-
ture, not unlike the marked delight in
sorrow perceptible among the Irish
and Highland Scottish Celts. No one
can deny, however, that the Russian
literature is the exponent of a genu-
inely great effort. Moreover, the
Poles have been excelled by no mod-
ern people in poetry, for which their
imaginative national character has
peculiarly fitted them. It is a pity
that Mickiewicz wrote practically for
the Poles alone; that much of this
poetical effort is masked from the
world by the intricacies of the most
difficult Slavonic language. It is
true, we know something of Polish
prose literature from the excellent
translations of the late Jeremiah Cur-
tin who rendered Sienkiewicz’s stir-
ring style into vigorous and idiomatic
English, but of the great mass of
Polish literary effort we know as yet
but little. Tolstoy, Dostoevsky, Tur-
genieff and other great Russian names
are also well known through English
and French translations, but it must
be regretted that unhealthy pro-
ductions such as “Sanine” and
the “Millionnair” of Artsibasheff
should have such vogue among the
English speaking peoples as to give
an unpleasant colour—one might al-
most say “unpleasant odour”—to
modern Russian literature.

With such a diversity of interest
and so much feeling of separatism as
exists among the Slavonie nations. it
is not diffieult to see that these peo-
ples are still far from a common Sla-
vonie ideal, although the underlying
impulse to incline towards each other
is undoubtedly there. The various
Slavonic idioms are really mutually
comprehensible. Tt is possible for an
orator to deliver an address in any
Slavonic language to a mixed audi-
ence of Slavs and make himself gen-
erally understood. The present writer
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has often spoken in Russian to hear-
ers of every Slavonic tribe and been
followed well enough to be questioned
as to the points of his address by non-
Russian Slavs speaking their respec-
tive idioms. Here, then, there exists
a p()ssjl)](' connecting l.ink fOl' a com-
raen Slavenie fellowship, and, at the
same time. a cause of disunion, as
all these nations are still very jealous
regurding their own vernaculars. For
example, Poles are apt to feel offend-
ed if they are addressed in Russian;
they ridicule Bohemian and despise
Slovaik. Serb or Bulgarian they
would consider idioms quite beyond
the pale, as they affect to regard the
southern Slavs as mere barbarians. In
fact, the Poles at the present moment
are the enfants terribles of a possible
united Slavia. Their horizon is, as a
rule, bounded by the limits of their
own language and they are opposed to
all efforts to promote a common Sla-
vonic feeling, not being far-sighted
enough to perceive that only in this
way can the smaller Slavonic nations
hope to preserve their individuality
in the coming readjustment of na-
tional values after the present war.
And yet no impartial observer can
deny that there actually exists a
feeling of common Slavonic brother-
hood in spite of all these mutual
jealousies, and this feeling is rapidly
growing under the influence of the
war. Accounts reach us constantly
of the unwillingness of Slavonic
levies in Austria to serve against Rus-
sians and Serbs. We hear of willing
surrenders to the Russian forces of,
for example, Bohemian and Slovak
troops; of similar surrenders to the
Serbian army, before their evacua-
tion of Serbia, on the part of Croats
who had been sent against them by
the Austrian. That there is a well
marked underlying tone of mutual
Slavonic good will is evident to any-
one who has his ear to the ground.
The pro-Ally attitude of the majority
of the large Bohemian and Slovak
colonies m pr York may also be cit-
ed as a significant barometer of this

tendency. We have Serbs and Croats,
Bulgarians, Bohemians, Sloviks and
Poles, all striving to assert them-
selves as national factors and yet not
one of them strong enough to stand
alone without support, which could
be had from no Slavonic nation save
Russia, for no Slavonic nation except
Russia has been able to found a per-
manent empire.

Disagreeable as it may seem to some
of the smaller Slavonic separatists,
the only possibility of a common Sla-
vonic future lies under the Russian
aegis. This does not mean at all that
Russia must absorb her smaller sis-
ter peoples, but that she must be
placed in the position of being able
to protect them, not only from out-
side interference, but also against
themselves, for in local matters they
are too often apt to be as inharmon-
ious as the average meeting of Con-
naught Irishmen! What is needed is
not a strong compelling hand, but
a firm guiding hand; nor is it neces-
sary for the lesser Slavs to fear that
Russia would try to quench the other
Slavonic languages and literatures.
Within her borders to-day Russia ac-
quiesces in the existence of a flourish-
ing Little Russian (Ukrainian) lan-
guage and literature. She makes no
effort to still the literary and linguis-
tic aspirations of the Letts and Lithu-
anians; and there is no reason to ima-
gine, if the smaller Slavonic states
were to agree to look to her as their
arbiter and natural protector, that
Russia would do more than encourage
the study of the Russian language as
a common inter-Slavonic medium and
also strive to prevent internal dissen-
sions among them, leaving each in-
dividual nation to develop itself in-
tellectually as it might wish.

Nowhere is the feeling of Slavonie
brotherhood stronger than among
Russians. “Our brother Slavs” is a
common expression among them and
one rife with the deepest feeling to-
day. The interest which Serbs, Bo-
hemians and Sloviks are beginning
to show in the Russian literature and
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language is a very hopeful sign that
the smaller Slavonic nations may soon
be brought to believe that they ought
to extend a friendly hand to a Rus-
sia which shall show herself equally
friendly to local Slavonic ideals. The
heroic wounds of the Serbs, driven
from their hard-won territory by the
irresistible force of alien hosts; the
sullen, but necessarily restrained, op-
position of the Bohemians and Slov-
aks to an alien ideal; the pathetic cry
of such Bulgarians as have not been
blinded by the dazzling and illusive
promises of the non-Slavonic Ferdin-
and—and there are many such—; the
in-born objection of the Croats to
serve against their brethren; all these
are elements which can be turned in-
to a great unifying force.

A united Slavoniec confederation
should on no account be viewed with
apprehension by the people of the

British Empire, for it would be with
such a Slavonic union headed by Rus-
sia that an enormous mutual com-
merce would grow. Even now, Rus-
sia having lost Germany as her chief
source of supply, is erying out to the
British Empire to feed her with the
necessities of civilization. It is high-
ly likely that the other Slavonic peo-
ples, if they had the slightest political
solidarity under the hegemony of
Russia, would add to British markets,
both in export and import trade.
These nations have not yet had their
day, but if such a day is to dawn
under the influences of common Sla-
vonic interest and similarity of

speech, it is to be hoped that it will
be an auspicious one, not merely for
the Slavs, but also for the English
speaking peoples who can become
their natural allies both diplomati-
cally and commerecially.
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HOW A UNIVERSITY GRADUATE WON THE SYMPATHY OF A
WHOLE CAMP OF FOREIGNERS

HEN W. E. Givens, Master of
\ XI Arts, undertook to conduct a
reading-camp for the edifica-
tion of two hundred navvies laying
steel on the Canadian Pacific Rail-
way between Monitor, Alberta, and
Kerrobert, Saskatchewan, he put
aside his good clothes, rubbed eclay
on his hands and overalls and asked
the boss, a Swede, for the hardest job
he could assign.

“T,00k here, Mr. Johnson,” he said,
“'m a Reading-Camp man and want
something to do, the hardest job you
have. I wouldn’t be clerk or time-
keeper for a farm.”

That was a great surprise to the
Boss. He had never been asked for
a hard job hefore.

“T,o0ks lak Englisman, too,” he
thought to himself, “talk Englis,
damn good looker. A Canadian-Am-
erican Englisman want hard yob on
railway! Someting goin’ to happen.”

Johnson looked him over for a few
geconds and asked, “You Englisman
or Canadian?”

(ivens hesitated a few seconds. He
would go to another camp rather than
tell a lie about it. Finally he blurt-
ed out, “I'm from Indiana.”

“Don’t look lak Hindoo,” said the
Boss, “no nighteap, must be half-
breed.”

“I’'m from the States, man,” replied
Givens, laughing. “Will you give no-
one but a foreigner work ?”

“Yankee man rader mak machine
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work for him dan work hisself, but,
hell, go and buck ties wid da Gali-
cians and hip to it. Dat’s the hard-
est yob around here,” said Boss John-
son, greatly wondering.

As is usual on railway construe-
tion, the great majority of the men
were foreigners. In this case eighty-
three were Poles and one hundred and
four Ruthenians, two of the races

]
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MR. W. E, GIVENS

A University graduate who became a navvy and a
Reading-Camp Instructor



INTERIOR OF A READING-CAR.

generally supposed to be least easily
assimilated. Only ten were English-
speaking, about five per cent. of the
whole camp.

Chief Engineer Reid placed a cook-
car at Givens’s disposal, but left him
to adapt the car to suit his own pur-
poses. This was entirely to Givens’s
liking. He cut the dining-table in
two, making a reading-table for one
end and an instruction table for the
other. He had so much faith in the
work he was given to do—the uplift
of the Canadian navvies—that for the
remainder of the day he forgot to
eat. When night overtook him he was
so busily engaged cleaning and fixing
up his car that he had not realized he
had missed both dinner and supper,
until at length the engine struck his
car to pick it up and attach it to the
work train. In fact when he woke
up the next morning they were on the
open prairie with no provision for
food and, as so frequently happens
on newly-laid track, were delayed.
They reached the end of steel the
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MR. GIVENS 1S IN CENTRE FRONT

second morning, just as the gang were
going to work. And Givens had to
start as a bucker.

New track is laid by means of the
material train, carrying suitable
machinery for handling rails and ties.
The front car is called the “Pioneer”
because it is the first over the line.

In laying steel the rails are run out
on rollers at one side of the pioneer
from flat cars in the rear. They are
picked up, swung around and placed
in position by the crane. The ties
are also forwarded automatically,
but on the other side of the Pioneer.
As they are lighter than rails and
more are needed, they are not handled
by the erane but by hand.

This receiving of the ties from the
Pioneer and laying them in position
on the new grade is known as “buck-
ing ties”. Such work is not generally
sought after by Anglo-Saxons, not
only because it is heavy work for a
ten-hour day, but also because the
company anticipates the laying of
the steel, holds up great quantities of



GENERAL VIEW OF A CAMP WHERE READING-CAMP INSTRUCTORS
CARRY ON THEIR WORK

hay, oats, flour, beans and other sup-
plies formerly toted over unspeakable
roads, and urges on the task at break-
neck speed. Twelve, thirteen, four-
teen and even fifteen is the usual
number of hours a day put in by the
steel, jack, tamping, and ballast
gangs. It is small disgrace to the
English-speaking man that he shuns
this job. The newly-arrived foreign
immigrant has seldom any choice in
the matter. In a strange country he
must take the first thing that turns
up. It is therefore little wonder that
the Swede Boss was astonished at a
strong, fit, in-at-the-elbows-and-knees.
Anglo-Saxon seizing the chance to
“buck ties” as if it were a sinecure.
Givens started to work at once and
soon set a new pace for a twelve-hour
day. According to Henry Ford, an
eight-hour day pace is faster than a
ten-hour gait, and generally this is
true, but Givens set an eight-hour
pace for a twelve-hour day and kept
it up. When his energy at the close
23

of the day was remarked, he simply
replied, . “My strength comes in
mighty nice, now that I have to work
from ten to fourteen hours a day”.

The men were astonished that a
sane looking man should work as if he
were insane, and they expected to see
him collapse or at least slacken his
speed considerably. The few Eng-
lish-speaking fellows—eclerks and engi-
neers—were surprised that a college
man should not only work with the
Poles and Ruthenians but that he
should hobnob with them and make it
known that he was pleased to be one
of them and to serve them. In his
own words he said, “T tried always to
be patient and kind and to be their
servant in all matters, always recog-
nizing them as my equals and in some
things as my superiors”.

This in itself was enough to win
the foreigners. The Anglo-Saxons
had always treated them as a lower
order of beings, rarely speaking to
them except when business demanded
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READING-CAMP INSTRUCTOR GIVING A LESSON IN GEOGRAPHY

it. Givens’s conduct contrasted sharp-
ly with that of a certain medical stu-
dent whom the Reading Camp Asso-
ciation once sent to a southern Mani-
toba construction camp. As it hap-
pened the gang there was also com-
posed of Galicians, and the student
was asked to work with them. He
went to the eamp, but on seeing the
men refused to work, returned to On-
tario and held the Association up for
other work, claiming that he did not
know his contract implied his work-
ing with foreigners.

Givens told his fellow workmen, the
first day he was with them, that he
was there to teach them English and
that it would cost them nothing. That
they appreciated his offer was wit-
nessed by the fact that he had seven-
teen in his instruction car the first
evening, twenty-one the next and
within a few days he had forty-five,
while his average for the summer-was
forty-two. One cannot help but won-
der if when thirty-five per cent. of a

gang of Galicians working from ten
to fifteen hours a day at thirteen
cents an hour could be induced to at-
tend night school seven days a week,
what percentage would attend if
working eight hours a day and earn-
ing thirty cents an hour.

On arrival at camp Mr. Givens
found only one Ruthenian boy out of
a gang of one hundred and eighty-
seven trying to improve his spare time
intellectually. He tells us that this
lad had some Canadian school read-
ers, an arithmetic book, a Ruthenian-
English dictionary and a couple of
note-books. “He moved these into my
car and spent all his spare time in the
car reading and studying. He would
come in with the rest right after sup-
per, and while they recited he sat in
one corner reading or working pro-
blems, and when they were through
he recited. He studied English,
arithmetic, geography, history, gram-
mar, and spelling and liked very much
to read the Bible. He was a Greek
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INTERIOR OF A READING-CAMP NEAR SUDBURY

Catholic and seemed well satisfied
with his church. While we played
baseball on Sundays, he was in the
reading-car at work. He did not
play cards, gamble, drink, use tobacco
or swear. His religion meant much
to him in his practical every-day
life.”

Mr. Givens’s success in forming a
good night school was due not only to
the fact that he did more work than
any other man in camp, but also that
he liked fun better than anyone else.
After the longest day’s work he re-
turned to camp singing at the head
of the gang. The very first Sunday
in ecamp he held a field meet and or-
ganized nearly all the popular Ameri-
can sports. Had it not been for this,
he might never have attracted the at-
tention of the walking boss, Stanley
Chadawoski, also a Galician, com-
monly known as “Stock”.

While busily engaged coaching the
boys in a hop-step-and-jump that none
of them could approach, Givens saw
two men drive up across the prairie
in an automobile and recognized the
larger of the two to be Chief Engineer
Reid, whom he had met at Red Deer.
The visitors looked on in silence for
a while, and Reid’s companion was
overhead to remark:

“That’s a great thing for the boys
in this camp. He has not only chang-
ed the life of the camp, but he is the
best d man in the gang. You
never have to tell him anything, and
he does about twice as much in a day
as the rest of them.” :

Givens afterwards learned that the
man who so appreciated his efforts
was the walking boss.

After Reid left camp Givens went
to “Stock’s” car, had a confidential
chat with him, and from then on they

T ———
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became fast friends. That evening
“Stock” got his first lesson in Eng-
lish, and as he seemed rather asham-
ed to go to the instruction car, Giv-
ens went to his. His gratitude to his
teacher knew no bounds. Givens was
only two months in camp when the
boss urged the chief to promote him
to the position of an assistant fore-
man. Although there was no opening,
Reid gave his consent, and a position
was created. The next evening after
(ivens dismissed his class in the read-
ing-car and had gone down to teach
his star pupil, the walking boss, he
said to him, “That new job is a sine-
cure, Stock, there’s nothing for me to
do. You have plenty foremen without
me. I’m going back to buck ties in the
morning, where I’'m needed.”

Stock laughed and replied : “You’re
the d— t man to work I ever see.
You can do anyting you like about
this camp; if you like your own way
best, then buck away. We don’t need
another foreman, but we can’t afford
to let a man like you kill himself.”

Givens went back bucking ties
again, but their friendship marched
on apace. Every evening the classes
were held in the car, three classes and
part of the time four.

The last thing he did before go-
ing to bed was to go to the bunk cars
and visit the sick and injured, car-
rying with him a miniature apothe-
cary shop.

The water-boy, a young Pole, was
a devoted admirer and diligent pupil
of the Instructor. His attachment was
shown in various ways. There were
fourteen tie buckers in front of the
pioneer. They could not stop for
more than a few seconds to drink, as
the ties kept rolling out. “Casey,”
for that was the boy’s nickname,
would invariably offer the first drink
to Givens. Some of the others thought
this unfair and would maul the poor
chap roughly. Givens avoided trou-
ble by pretending that he was not
thirsty and, after the others had all
been served, saying that he guessed
he would take a little. Casey also

showed his devotion by hard study.
He was the champion in ciphering
matches, and he was nearly always
first in the speed test in multiplica-
tion and division.

Givens honestly tried to act on the
principle that the Sabbath was made
for man and not man for the Sab-
bath. Although a student for the
ministry at Union Seminary, New
York, he began the Sabbath in a man-
ner that would shock many orthodox
Christians in civilization. But, had
they been with the one hundred and
eighty-seven Galicians and been par-
takers with them of his self-sacrific-
ing services they would have admitted
that had he started the day with a
Bible Class he would not have had a
corporal’s guard present. These men
would not have understood him, and
what little they would have grasped
would have offended the Greek and
Orthodox Catholies. Instead, he did
little acts of kindness to the men,
which they interpreted perfectly and
which touched their hearts so that
they worshipped him. Instead of be-
ginning Sunday morning with formal
prayers, he used his instruction car
for a barber-shop from breakfast to
eleven o’clock and taught classes from
eleven to one. What an advertise-
ment for a school! The barber is the
most popular man in camp. No pupil
who had been given a good “trim-
ming” would play truant. After din-
ner came baseball and other sports.
After a few Sundays they insisted on
more games after supper. They had
known nothing of baseball or other
American sports before, but “by the
end of the summer they were playing
fair ball while often as many as a
hundred would come to see the game
and “root,” to use Mr. Givens’s own
words. Nothing raised Givens in the
estimation of the men more than this
ability as an athlete.

One Sunday afternoon he made the
boast that he could throw anybody in
camp. The walking boss at once took
him up, saying, “I’se throw you”. But
as he knew none of the tricks of the
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game and lacked fifty pounds of the
college man’s weight he was worsted
every time. Givens was surprised to
see how readily they yielded the palm
after Stock’s discomfiture. Their
champion defeated, it was almost im-
possible to get anyone else to try. Only
one other could be persuaded to try,
but he wrestled solely on the defens-
ive. Although a heavier man than the
boss, he counted on defeat from the
beginning. He knew his opponent.

When the writer visited Mr. Giv-
ens last, he remarked, “The men, tak-
en as a whole, are more peaceable,
more moral, and more gentlemanly
than any two hundred American
labourers that I have ever known and
I grew up on hard work, and am
therefore capable of judging. They
are good-natured, big-hearted fellows,
just longing for someone to do some-
thing to help them.”

This is mission  work of a high
order. It is the antithesis of the kind
that would “compass sea and land to
make one proselyte”. It is the kind
that respects another’s religious con-
victions ; the kind that the late Bishop
O’Connor, Roman Catholic Bishop of
Peterboro’, commended—an honest,
self-sacrificing effort to make all men
good children of God, leaving their
desire to identify themselves with any
Church to take a free course.

The writer wishes to add his testi-
mony to that of Mr. Givens. The
foreigner on railway construction in
Canada is a better type than the Eng-
lish-speaking navvy, perhaps because
the former are men who have failed
in other walks of life and are there
because down and out, while the lat-
ter are making a new start in a new
world and take what comes to hand.
Colour is lent to this theory by the
fact that the foreigner in the city does
not show up better than the native.
I have never carried firearms, never
had the slightest fear of any of the
many and diversified men I have met
on the grade; while meeting their
confreres in the slums of the city, one
does not have the same sense of se-
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curity and appreciation of their
worth. Is it because we have neglect-
ed the foreigner at his work on the
right of way that he often drifts
into the city’s cess-pools?

Mr. Givens was in camp when war
broke out. He observed that the men
showed little emotion except at the
danger of their having to return to
fight. They would all say: “War
hell; Austria no good; me stay Can-
ada”. After a few days, when they
learned that they could not return,
and that if they attempted it, they
would be held as prisoners of war,
they seemed perfectly contented. The
only man who expressed a wish to go
home was a “straw-boss”, who wanted
to go solely in order to dispose of
some cattle. he owned, before they
should be commandeered by the Aus-
trian army.

These were rough and picturesque
men. The nature of their work and
their living conditions made that in-
evitable. They showed little emo-
tion, but they heard and were touch-
ed by the unspoken sermons of loving
service. It mattered not that those
sermons took the form of a Sunday
shave or hair cut, a game of baseball
or a lesson in arithmetie, the results
attained were the same as those
brought about by the preaching of
Newell Dwight Hillis, Cardinal Gib-
bons, or Charles Haddon Spurgeon.
Men were refined and elevated, their
hearts were touched with the love and
devotion of their English-speaking
brother. They abstained from filthy
and blasphemous language in his pre-
sence. They returned his kindness in
kind. They were in short born again
not of the “corruptible seed” of love
of gain and ease and sinful pleasure
but of the incorruptible seed of good-
ness and honour and virtue and of a
citizenship like to the big man who
sought not his own good but loved
himself last and the strangers in a
foreign land first and always. Giv-
ens’s whole life at camp was a mani-
festation of a nature bent on pleasing
and helping his fellows. That it was
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understood and appreciated by the
men who could not make their grati-
tude known in well-rounded sen-
tences, he had many evidences. On
one occasion he found his old work-
ing-boots, which he had discarded as
worn out, neatly mended and polish-
ed up by an expert, without ever find-
ing out who had done the kindness.
When he left camp the Galicians
voluntarily collected a purse of twen-
ty dollars out of their small earnings

and commissioned one of their num-
ker to give it to him. Givens had be-
come endeared to every man in camp.
By play and work, teaching and doe-
toring, he touched most of their lives,
and he himself got a glimpse of the
magnitude and manner of the task
before Canada and the United States
if the immigrant is to become a citizen
indeed and not remain estranged, mis-
understood, often despised and politi-
cally and socially dangerous.

FROM A HOSPITAL COT

By CARL HAWES BUTMAN

T first they said I was dyin’,
But I prayed to my God not to go,
There’s the folks back ’ome and Jimmie;
T’ve been missin’ ’em lately, you know.
1 fought best I could in the trenches, .
Do you think that I wants to be ’ere?
But wot could I do? I was shot through and through.
An’ they ordered me back to the rear.

We'd ’ad an ’ard fight with the Deutschers;
T must ’ave plugged forty or more,

Orders came to advance on the beggars—
1 must ’ave got ’it in the fore.

But I never knowed that until later,
When I woke in a ’ospital cot,

With a nurse fussin’ round, ’andy some’ow ;
I was clean, but the fever burned ’ot.

, To-day I’'m more fit an’ quite ’opeful,

That last charge—it ain

’t ’arf been told;

We’d been waitin’ and waitin’, most tiresome,
With weather first “ot and then ecold.
When it rained you were wet to your middle,
You couldn’t keep dry an’ stay whole;
Everyone was clear out of tobacco,
And the stench from the field *urt your soul.

Well, the charge come at last, on a Sunday,
We was up an’ away at the sign,
‘Twas me and Jimmie, me Bunkie, ,
Were a-leadin’ that khaki-clad line.
There was bullets and shrapnel a-plenty—
Small wonder we didn’t all die,
But we fired from prone on our bellies
At nothin’ mostly, an’ ’igh.
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I’d sort o’ lost track o’ Jimmie,
E was firin’ somewhere on the right;
I was busy a-workin’ me Enfield, ,
An’ a-cussin’ with all o’ my might.
Then 1 noticed a figger far forward,
A-shootin’ and crawlin’ like ’ell,
No sooner’n I saw it was Jimmie
’E was lost in the burst of a shell.

"T'was then I ‘eard “Retire” sounded,
But I wouldn’t leave Jimmie to die;
The Captain, ’e couldn’t stop me—
Il get ’ell for that by and by.
Jim wasn’t *urt much—just knocked looney.
’E_was moanin’ and tearin’ the sod;
But I managed some’ow to drag ’im
Out o’ reach o’ the Deutschers, thank God.

On a sudden, I sort o’ went ’elpless, ,
Just as Jimmie was comin’ around;
An’ T didn’t know nothin’ till later,
When I come to, my wounds bein’ bound.
I’d been ’it in three places, they tell me,
An’ fainted, just like a kid,
But Jim ’auled me to First Aid and safety;
Swear to God, I’ll repay wot ’e did!

That was only one serap in a ‘undred ;.
It didn’t count much on the whole,

But us as was there won’t forget it—
Some fifty less answered the roll.

I’ve written a postal to Lunnon,
Tellin’ all about Jimmie an’ me;

’Ow I wish we could drop in on mother,
An’ sample a pot of ’er tea.

You say you come from the Colonel,
The Captain reported me, then?
No? It’s a cross that you’re bringin’?
That can’t be for me—it’s for Jim.
’E’s got one, too—we’re both sergeants?
The Captain’s not angry? That’s fine!
I'll soon be out now, back with J immie,
A-holdin’ my place in the line.




RANGING THE NIPIGON
6]5}7 M lll'.‘?. ] %Imy'v

HIS is the story of a man-size
job handled with neatness and
despatch—by public servants.
In these days when “government” not
infrequently means inefficiency, and
the civil service is meither civil nor
serviceable, it is not only pleasant
but right to give credit where it is
due. Few Canadians know of the
Nipigon Forest Reserve as a name,
and still fewer of them have visited
it. Until very recently there were no
transportation facilities within its ex-
tensive confines, and small encourage-
ment for zeal existed in the shape of
recognition or rebuke. It speaks much,
therefore, for the men to whom the
preservation of this national heritage
has been entrusted that their work
should be performed tirelessly and
efficiently from day to day, in dif-
ficulty often and in silence always.
This great reserve was created by
the Ontario Government not long
after its accession to power in 1905.
It is eight thousand square miles in
extent, and embraces all territory ad-
jacent to the Nipigon Lake and River.
The land is extremely rugged in for-
mation, and is densely covered with
virgin forest, through which practical-
ly no one but Indians and trappers
have ever passed. The conditions are
such, therefore, that should a fire
originate, either spontaneously or
through carelessness, it could easily
spread devastation for miles. For this
reason, given even normal circum-
stances, the price of prevention is
vigilance and prompt action. But
from the first the rangers’ task has
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been immensely complicated by the
problems attendant upon railway con-
struction in such a natural tinder-
box. Parallel to the northern boun-
dary of the reserve for its entire
length is the National Transcontinen-
tal Railway, while the Canadian
Northern Railway traverses its south-
east corner, touching both river and
1§1ke. Ag is well known, these two
lines were under simultaneous con-
struection, but the fact may not convey
a proper sense of the situation to the
layman without some explanation.

Where the engineers have located a
proposed railway line through exten-
sive tracts of forest land the only
practical method of clearing the right-
of-way is by burning, since to cut
down and haul out millions of trees
would be both slow and costly. By
dint of care and close supervision it
is possible for this to be done without
needless destruction of timber, but in
too many cases the contractors have
not been greatly impressed with the
ideals of national conservation, in
addition to which, among large num-
bers of uneducated and foreign la-
bourers, the thoughtless handling of
fire has been almost inevitable.

After the right-of-way has been
cleared come bridge and tunnel gangs,
steam shovel gangs, grading gangs,
track-laying gangs, and all the vari-
ous divisions of the army of construc-
tion. These bring with them engines
breathing fiery sparks, a single one of
which is sufficient to set the wilderness
ablaze. Small wonder, therefore, that
for years after the opening of a new
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line travellers look out from either
side of the track on a dreary prospect
of charred stumps and blackened
turf.

The facts of the case in Nipigon
were that not only was the Canadian
Northern Railway burned in the mid-
dle of the summer, when wood is dry,
but that construction was going on at
the same time in two sections of the
reserve, from fifty to one hundred
miles apart, in spite of which, and
with only some seventy-five rangers,
the completed line runs through green
and unblemished bush, while no seri-
ous conflagration has marked the his-
tory of Nipigon Forest Reserve to the
present time. That such a seeming
miracle was possible is due in large
measure to the restraint of the con-
tractors as a whole, which the rangers
are willing to admit, but beyond
this one must look for an efficient or-
ganization directed by executive abil-
ity of no mean order.

As to the second factor, one may
offer the personality of Mr. L. E.
Bliss, chief ranger of the Nipigon,
who speaks of himself with quiet pride
as being “only a bushwhacker”., Here

is a man full of contradiction. The
first impression is that of a practical
man of action; yet Mr. Bliss speaks
to you as a college graduate. Short
and thick-set, he leaves you entirely
unprepared for the quick, nervous
action that is his, while a rugged jaw
and shaggy brows are at open variance
with a quiet voice and a most genial
manner. Mr. Revells, assistant chief
ranger, is a second factor. While the
chief sits in his office at Nipigon town
and drives the machine, Revells is out
seeing that every part is in working
order. He is short but wiry, and is
distinguished by the fixed expression
and slow speech of one who has been
much out-doors and alone. Like the
moose, the caribou, and other wild
things of the woods, he has no roof to
cover him, for he is continually on the
trail, except for those brief oceasions
when some matter of importance
brings him to headquarters. It is
rumoured that even then he prefers
the office floor to the easier springs
and mattresses of civilization.

For the staff it is only necessary to
say that the Provincial department
knows when it has a good thing in

VIEW FROM FIRE-RANGERS' LOOKOUT STATION ON THE

NIPIGON FOREST RESERVE




MR. L. E. BLISS, CHIEF RANGER OF THE NIPIGON FOREST RESERVE

Mr. Bliss, and leaves him to do his
own hiring and firing—no small mark
of confidence. No callow students find
a summer’s occupation here, for the
rangers are all seasoned natives of the
district, with its best interests at heart,
who wear their metal badges of office
on brace or shirt as proudly as does
the more decorative city policeman
his uniform.

So much for the men, but what of
their work and methods? At this
point it should be said that the Nipi-
gon River, filled for its forty miles
with the largest and gamest speckled
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trout in the world, attracts a yearly
influx of sportsmen and camping par-
ties, while the lake, roughly, sixty
miles square, is the home of numerous
Indians, who fish for sturgeon and
lake trout, or hunt and trap over its
eight hundred miles of shore. These
conditions necessitated the wide dis-
tribution of rangers, and a constant
patrol so that when a fire did break
out, much time used to be wasted in
getting word to headquarters and
more in mobilizing a force to fight it.
As a solution, a telephone system was
put into every fire ranger’s lodge, so
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that Mr. Bliss, sitting in his office at
Nipigon, can keep in touch with his
farthest patrol, and reinforcements
can be despatched wherever necessary
without delay. The stringing of the
wires throughout this large area of
rolling hills and dense timber was
“gome stunt”, nor is it an easier feat
to keep the line clear, for falling trees
and branches break the wire, as also
the awkward horns of moose or cari-
bou, in spots which are not always
readily located. The lodges themselves,
established at every strategic point,

the hills confined the outlook for those
kelow them it would also enlarge it
for those on top. Four lookout sta-
tions were accordingly established on
commanding peaks and men with fam-
ilies put in as stationary posts, who
are obliged to report to Nipigon every
hour. As a result, efficiency was still
further increased, while work that
previously required some seventy
rangers is now performed by less than
thirty, a statement which one striking
instance will bear out. At a quarter
to six on a certain morning, Station

CAMERON FALLS, NIPIGON RIVER

are comfortable and well kept, and
time has been found not only to post
hundreds of Government fire warn-
ings conspicuously but also to leave
fire buckets and axes and to erect pub-
lic conveniences near every campsite
and to build neat landing-places at
every portage. After the telephone in-
stallation it was possible to work more
efficiently, but still Bliss was not satis-
fied. Owing to the character of the
country already referred to, it was
necessary to have short patrols and
a correspondingly large staff, but if

No. 3, south of Lake Nipigon, report-
ed a fire near Armstrong, across the
lake and seventy-two miles farther
north. Owing to the great distance
this report was not very seriously
taken, but to play safe a party
was sent on a gasolene speeder on the
Canadian Northern and fast motor
boat to the head of the lake, where
Mr. Revells, who had just come from
this very place and knew nothing of
the fire, was met. The latter turned
back, and on arrival at Armstrong
foand that fire had actually been
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VIEW ON PINE PORTAGE, NIPIGON RIVER

VIRGIN FALLS, NIPIGON RIVER
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naticed in the neighbourhood at seven
o’clock in the morning, or an hour
and a quarter after Nipigon, 112
miles distant, had received the report.
At present these stations consist only
of shelters on the cliff-top, but Mr.
Bliss has in contemplation the eree-
tion of high towers, which will com-
maud a much wider prospect, and so
each year the service is strengthened
and improved.

One final incident will throw light
upon the fearlessness with which these
men enforce the law of the reserve.
As has been said, the conduct of the
railway contractors as a whole was
exemplary, but some exceptions, of
course, were found. The regulations
say that fire sereens must be placed
upon all smoke-stacks to prevent dan-
gerous sparks, but these sereens must
be renewed from time to time and cost
a certain amount of money, so that a
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certain sub-contractor thought that he
wounld do without. The chief ranger
drew attention to this deficiency, and
the boss evaded, whereupon the chief
threatened to put on extra rangers at
the expense of the offending company.
This move was treated as a bluff, and
so it was backed up by a telegram to
Ottawa, after which things began to
happen rapidly, and Mr. Boss, a big
six-foot man-handler, thought he had
better step down to Nipigon and rea-
son with this persistent individual.

Asking for Bliss, he demanded,
“What’s this about fire screens?” in
a manner certainly not calculated to
reassure any timid person.

“You’re quite a bit bigger than I
am,” answered the chief, “but I guess
we’d better settle this thing. In the
first place, the law requires you to
put them on in the public interest,
and in the second place, you are only
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a sub-contractor for the contractor.
If T didn’t make you put them on
and a five started the Canadian North-
ern would want to know what the fire
rangers were up to. Here is my tele-
gram to Ottawa; it’s up to you.”
After a glance at the document re-
ferred to, Mr. Boss growled: “I see
there’s no d——d Tammany Hall
here. Tl tell you what—if I promise
to get sereens and to fire any foreman
or hand who doesn’t use them, will

you cancel that wire to Ottawa?”

“Sure, if you’ll give me a letter to
that effect.”

‘Which done, Bliss wired a second
time that the authority of the Depart-
ment had been upheld, so that further
steps would be unnecessary. There-
after the two men became fast friends.

There are other reserves in Canada,
and if the same high standard of ac-
complishment obtains throughout, the
country is well served.




THE GAEL w NEW SCOTLAND
',Z?y S. P, Bbacdonald

Nova Scotia the greater part of

the population is Gaelic. They are
the four counties of the island of Cape
Breton and the two easternmost coun-
ties of Nova Scotia proper. The
anglicizing influence is strong in the
peninsula, and though the mountain
tongue is still much spoken, such char-
acters as the novelist Neil Munro
loves to paint are to be found mostly
in Cape Breton. A mile of sea-chan-
nel and a long delay in the building
of a long-promised government rail-
way are largely responsible for this
happy condition.

In this land of lonely glens and
populous valleys, of rugged moun-
tains and rolling hills, of lake and
forest and torrent, the Gael resembles
his ancestor more closely than in any
other part of America. The influ-
ences of the great outside world have
hardly touched him, in many cases.
Not seldom he speaks any other lan-
guage than Gaelic with much diffi-
culty. His talk is mostly of the past;
he peoples his glens with ghosts and
his knolls with fairies; his heroes won
their fame not later than ’45, except
for those to whom glory came in
“Bonaparte’s war”; he is generally
great of body, and of heart, too, and
the story of a fine fight goes to his
blood like a horn of Farintosh.

I have before my mind’s eye a cer-
tain glen. It runs parallel to the
breadth of the Gulf of St. Lawrence
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IN six counties of the Province of

and opens at one end on a broad and
gentle stream. A noble mountain
shuts it off from the gulf, throwing up
a barrier to the north wind. Part of
its slope is gentle, and jibs of eculti-
vated land eut deep into its maples
and beeches ; part of it is almost sheer,
but even here a deep soil hides the
rock and gives root to grass and trees,
taking away from the sternness of the
scene. A slightly lower mountain, of
more regular swell, stands guard to-
ward the rising sun, with a slow deep
stream at its feet and broad meadows
stretching across the glen. Right in
the heart of the higher mountain, and
piercing it for a depth of two miles,
is a tributary glen. The great moun-
tains ecrowd it so close that from the
upper end the perspective hardly
shows a gap at the other. It has its
little river, tumbling over a little
precipice as it leaves the glen, a few
cozy farmers’ cottages and a busy
water-mill. T dare not attempt a more
minute description. It is the only
spot in which I have ever been able
to see that ideality of detail which
you will find in a painted scene, but
generally seek in vain in the original.
There are other glens near, and each
has its own charm, but this is my per-
fect glen, even down to its name,
which leaves a Gaelic tongue with a
fine full-throated roll that would seem
to have taken its tone from the dis-
tant roar of falling water. Many a
June morning have I walked it, when
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the rising sun sent a level ray along
its whole length, turning the little
river into liquid silver, while half-
way up the mountain great ghosts of
trees loomed through the rising mist.
Perhaps I like it even more on an
autumn evening, when the vivid green
of its aftergrass is restful to the eye
filled with gazing on the gorgeousness
of the forest. I bless the day on which
the dusty miller with the heart of
gold first led me through my glen, and
T return to it when I can, and dream
of it and speak of it when I cannot,
with a regretful sigh that some gentle
Wordsworth cannot be found to cele-
brate its beauties. There are not
many scenes so perfect as this in New
Scotland, but there are a very many
worth a better description than I can
give. Surely the Highland emigrants
could have found no other region in
all America so thoroughly agreeable
to their character and tastes.

The people of the great glen are
Highland, almost to a man. Ask one
of them what he is, referring to his
nationality, and he will answer that
he is a Gael, adding at once the name
of his ancestral district, and claiming
it in all seriousness as his own. The
appellation “A Lochaber” or “Moi-
dart” or ”Skye” man is, perhaps, al-
most as common in New Seotland as
in the Old Country. The distinction
according to ancestral districts sur-
vives even in the differences of dia-
lect, which are as well-marked to-day
as they were a hundred years ago.
“Tisten to the Uist man,” I heard a
descendant of the Keppochs say once,
as his ear caught the accent peculiar
to that island, and he put into his
tone all the mainlander’s traditional
contempt for the islesman. “And how
is Uist a bit worse than the Braes of
Lochaber ?” answered the Uisteach. =1
am a Clanranald, too, and that would
make me as good as the best Lochaber
man that ever lived, even if 1 were
from the Isle of Muck.” There was
no Muckman present, but if there had
been I should have heard, (}oubtless,
some comparisons of Muck with Barra

by no means complimentary to the
land of the MacNeils.

Let us enter now a typical farm-
house of the great glen. It stands
near the foot of the smaller glen of
which I have spoken, just where the
steep side of the mountain falls away
in a long easy slope to the highway.
The interior of the house makes a
favourable impression at once. It has
been painted in quiet colours, and
there is an air of neatness and good
taste about it all. No hideously-
coloured carpets hide the floor,
and its bareness is just enough re-
lieved by a few rugs of simple pat-
tern, home-woven. There are no flar-
ing magazine prints to disfigure the
walls. The few pictures hanging up-
on them make little appeal to the
artistic sense, it is true, but at least
they do not shock it. The housewife,
comely and capable-looking, will greet
you with a quiet courtesy that is whol-
ly unconscious because wholly natural,
the delicate but hearty Gaelic court-
esy which you can never doubt is
based on generous sentiment and
which never offends by obtrusiveness.
Or it may be her daughter, fresh as
one of the new-blown roses at the
door, looking you straight in the face
from two very deep and very quiet
eyes. She has her mother’s dignity
and courtesy, only adding to it the
charm of maiden bashfulness. It was
the mother who welcomed me when
the golden-hearted miller introduced
me into the household. Her husband
was out, and she led me at once to
the “old folks”, his parents. The old
couple arose, and gave me the kindly
Gaelic welecome, the old man keeping
his grip on my hand till he had asked
“And what Macdonalds are you of?”
I ran up my paternal tree to the
fourth generation, adding simply,
Moidart people”. “Ah, yes, a Clan-
ranald,” he said, “good stock, good
stock. There’s not much of the old
glory left, except what’s in the songs
and stories, and that’s not a little,”
and then he placed me beside him and
counted over “the heroes of my line”,
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from the first red-hand Clanranald to
him who fell at Sheriffmuir. “Foolish
people,” I put in, willing to draw him
" out, even at the cost of taking liber-
ties with the facts of history, “if they
had kept on the safe side, with the
Hanover party, instead of fighting for
the Stuarts, a Clanranald might still
be lording it at Castle Tirrim.” The
words struck like steel on flint. There
was a flash from the old eyes, the old
head went up with a gesture almost
kingly, and the heavy stick he held be-
tween his knees came down on the
floor with a force that set the windows
a-rattling. “And what the devil else
would a Clanranald do but fight for
the Stuarts, and what the devil would
one of them be doing courting a Ger-
man laird?” The argument was un-
answerable. 'What, indeed, could a
Clanranald do, with the traditions of
his house behind him, but fight for
the Stuarts? I could not keep back
a smile of satisfaction, which the old
man was quick to see and understand.
“Ah, you rasecal, you don’t believe a
word of what you said. You were
just teasing the bodach.* But it’s a
great relief to know you haven’t lost
the spirit of your race altogether.
Jennie, a cheist, look and see if your
father is coming. We are moving an
outhouse to a new foundation, and
some of the neighbours will be here
soon to help”—I knew all this from
the miller, and had accepted his in-
vitation to make the visit all the more
readily for it—“My son Angus is
gone to the store. You won’t leave
here till you have dinner, and you’ll
be just as if you were in your own
house. I must leave you now for a
little while to help get ready,” and
the old man of five and seventy strode
through the door, erect to the full of
his six feet and more, with the free
swing of five and twenty.

In a little while T followed. Hardly
had T got out the door, facing the
footpath to the main road, when I saw
a sight that held me fixed and admir-

ing. A magnificent blonde giant was
coming up the pathway. He could not
have been less than six feet and four
inches in height, with a mighty spread
of shoulder and swell of chest, and
his huge body pillared on legs massive
as the spreading elm under which the
path led him. His shirt and trousers
—he wore no coat—were of honest
homespun, and his lower legs were
cased in cowhide knee-boots. After
the first glance, which took in all these
details, my eyes fixed themselves on
his face. It was broad and open, a
little lacking in expression, the eyes
almost babyish in their soft clear blue-
ness, hair and long drooping mous-
tache of the colour of straw. “What
a figure of a viking!” was the first
thought that struck me after my eyes
had had their fill, and surely no bet-
ter could be found. The complexion,
the hair, the eyes, the great body,
even the gait, a little sprawling and
unsteady, like that of a man whose
feet are more accustomed to the deck
of a ship than to firm land, all bespoke
the Norseman. And yet he was High-
land, and bore a fine old Gaelic name,
but just as surely the blood of the
vikings who wasted the Scottish coasts
long ago was in his veins. I soon had
an opportunity for a study of con-
trasting types. Another man was mak-
ing his way up the footpath, and his
appearance was striking enough to
withdraw attention even from my vik-
ing. He, too, was of great size, but
I judged, until the two stood almost
shoulder to shoulder, that he was
smaller than the fair-haired giant. I
saw then that he was full as tall and
as great of body, though his finer pro-
portions partly concealed his gigantic
bulk. In carriage and expression and
features he was an almost complete
contrast to the other. His hair, which
he wore longer than the ordinary, was
of a deep rich brown, and it showed
in long waves under his back-tilted
hat. Homespun shirt and trousers,
and cowhide boots made up a costume

*0ld man.
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like enough to the viking’s, yet it sat
on him far more gracefully. His car-
riage had an ease and erectness un-
asual in men of his stature, and he
moved with a long lilting swing, like
the gait of a man when good red blood
is tingling to martial musie. The fea-
tures were no less bold than expres-
sive, and the eyes a dark elusive Cel-
tic gray, equally ready to flash with
sudden anger, or sparkle with mirth,
or darken with the Gaelic gloom. There
was a little haughty lift to his head,
heritage of his chieftain ancestors, and
as I looked at him I could not repress
a feeling of regret that he had not
come into the world in the Highlands,
and a couple of centuries before our
time. What a foray-leader he would
have made, and how the glens would
have resounded to the rallying ery of
the clan had he sent out the call to
“gather together for Charlie.” “In
the name of all the heroes,” I said to
the old man, who had joined me and
was watching me elosely, perhaps di-
vining something of the thoughts that
were running through my head—
“Fionn, and Oscar, and Gall, and the
rest of them, who is that young man
who is dressed like a workman and
looks like a king?’ “That,” he an-
swered, “that is Ronald Donn,* son
of my good neighbour, Black Donald.
A fine lad, is he not? I doubt if
he’s as handsome a man as his father,
though. Forty years ago Black Don-
ald was counted the handsomest man
in Cape Breton. And fight! I remem-
ber a trip he and I made to Hali-
fax—” “But who is the other giant?”
1 interrupted, “the light-haired one.”
«That’s Donald Ban, nephew to Black
Donald, and cousin of Ronald Donn.
They don’t look very much alike. You
see, his father’s people were all dark,
but his mother was a Lewis woman.
There’s Norwegian blood there.”
«“well,” T answered, “it seems to me
you might as well go ahead with the
work. Two such men can surely pick
up the outhouse and walk away with

it “Oh, aye, they're strong lads.
T'm doubting, though, that either of
them is what his father was. Not
much to choose between them for
strength, but, Lord! Ronald Donn
would tie Donald Ban in a knot. He’s
active as a cat and ready as a grey-
hound.”

The work of moving the house was
soon begun, but not, however, before
the old man had made the round of
the workmen with a huge earthen-
ware jug, out of which he dealt to
each a generous measure of whisky.
Then he invited me to climb the moun-
tain with him and enjoy the fine view.
I succeeded in staying close behind
him all the way, though in truth it
was only shame that youth should lag
when age was so sprightly that kept
me at the task. I reached the top
with bursting lungs and aching sides,
and threw myself flat on the ground,
panting and puffing, while the old
man, fresh as when he started, point-
ed out and named every hill and
valley and stream for twenty miles
round. At noon we were back, and
found the table spread for dinner.
My viking and my Highland chief
were both in their places, but there
was another individual present who
drew my attention from them. He
was very tall and very spare, but sin-
ewy, and his face matched his body
for length and leanness. Its skin had
the colour and apparently the thick-
ness and toughness of undressed lea-
ther, yet it was an agreeable face, full
of humour and shrewdness, and won-
derfully lightened by a pair of very
bright eyes. His appearance, and a
tattooed anchor on the back of one
huge hand, told me his occupation. He
was a seaman, a deep-water sailor in
his youth, I learned, and now a shore
fisherman. In twenty years before
the mast, “ten of them on the clipper
ship Greyling, five hundred tons, sail-
ing out of Baltimore, the fastest ship
on the seven seas in her day,” as he
was sure to tell you before you were

* The brown-haired.
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long in his conversation, he had visit-
ed nearly every important port in
the two hemispheres. Though his
stock of learning was small, his na-
tural good sense and shrewdness made
him a keen and intelligent observer,
and his accounts of foreign lands,
people, and customs, were far more
accurate than it is usual to find in
wanderers of his class. Withal he had
the Gaelic mysticism and the Gaelic
superstitions, intensified rather than
dissipated by years of communing
with the sea. There was something in
his manner of speaking of it, and it
showed even in the most commonplace
remarks, that brought back to me
scenes in “Children of Tempest”. The
sea was something more to him than
a great mass of water. He would not
have owned that he believed it an ani-
mate being, yet he spoke of it as one
speaks of an intelligent power. “Aye,”
he said, when one of the young men
spoke of the pleasures of a sailor’s
life, “just sailing along from one for-
eign port to another, like Angus the
sailor here in the Greyling”—as he
put it—“Aye, lad, it’s very fine to
travel and see the world, and it’s
finer still to be on the sea when it’s
in good humour, as I’ve seen it many
a time, when you would think every
inch of it had a fairy dancing on it,
and the ship herself seems to be toss-
ed along by the water spirits. I tell
you, lad, never a horn of the best
whisky ever distilled in a Highland
glen, where the foot of a gauger never
stood, could get to my heart like the
playful sea. But it’s treacherous—
treacherous and ecruel”—and his
voice took on a solemn tone—“a few
hours after it has been playing with
the ship, and smiling up at you from
every ripple of it, it has become
blacker than a thunder cloud, and the
ripples are changed into mountains of
angry water, and every fairy is turn-
ed into an evil spirit. They chase the
ship, not to play with her, but to
drown her, and many’s the brave hoat
they’ve dragged down with their cruel
hands. Beautiful, and treacherous,

and cruel the sea is, and remember-
ing and revengeful, too. I saved a
man from drowning once at San Dom-
ingo, after he had gone down the
third time, and I never put foot in
my fishing-boat but I fear I shall pay
for it with my own life. I saw such a
thing happen once. One of the Grey-
ling’s crew, a Norwegian lad, fell
overboard. He was a good swimmer,
but he took a cramp and couldn’t
even keep himself afloat. We threw
three or four life-belts at him, but
they fell either short of him, or be-
yond him. A boat was lowered, but
the first two men over the side upset
her. By that time the Norwegian had
gone under. Then the second mate,
a fine strapping young Highlander
from Oban, Angus MacNeil his name
was, jumped overboard after him. He
got his man by the hair of the head,
six feet under water, and we hauled
the two of them on board. But mark
you what happened. That same night
came a fearful storm, and it drove us
all the night and all the next day,
with never a rag of sail to a mast.
It was the blackest and angriest sea I
ever laid my eyes on. The Greyling
staggered through it, taking blow af-
ter blow from waves that washed the
length of her decks. The morning of
the second day the storm was worse
than ever. The seas were coming
down on us faster, and, I swear, as
I looked at them I thought there was
more than natural force behind them.
Then one came—I saw it long before
it reached us—higher by a fathom
than any of the others. It looked like
the old father of them all, and you
would think it was angry with its
children for failing to sink us. 1
closed my eyes and clasped my hands
around a shroud before it struck.
Everything was silent for a moment
—just as if the smaller waves were
getting out of the way to give the
old monster a clear passage. The ship
trembled under my feet, and then,
every plank in her screaming to-
gether, she seemed to be picked bodily
out of the water and pitched the
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length of a cable. A rush of water,
swifter than a mill-race, swept my
feet from under me, but somehow or
other my hands kept their hold. When
I opened my eyes the breaking wave
had beaten the sea flat around, and
we were in the middle of a valley of
swirling foam with mountains of
water around it. Men were hanging
on to the rail and shrouds all about
me. Then, above the roar of the sea
and the howling of the wind, came
a sharp, short ery. I looked, and
there was Angus MacNeil struggling
in the water. He was just at the edge
of the valley of foam, and I sprang
for a rope, for there was a bare chance
to save him in the calm which the
wash of the wave had made. But be-
fore I had time to lay my hand on a
line the mountains tumbled over one
another and filled the valley and we
never saw him again. That was the
end of the storm. Before dark the
fairies were dancing and the sea was
smiling again. Well it might! Tt
had had its revenge on the man who
had robbed it of its own.”

The story was told with a power of
graphic and picturesque description
that was partly from the immanent
richness and expressiveness of the
(Gaelic and partly from the man’s own
vivid recollection of the awful scene.
T looked around to see what effect it
had had on the hearers. The viking’s
eyes were big with the wonder of a
child, but Ronald Donn’s were two
mountain tarns, holding in their
deeps all the mysticism of his race,
all its tending to the strange and
weird, to the mingling of the natural
and supernatural. All were silent,
with the faces of men who are sud-
denly fronted with a scene so awful
as to compel the mind from every un-
becoming feeling. One moment
springs of wit and humour were bub-
bling over on every side, and converg-
ed into a full stream which carried

the whole company along in gay for-
getfulness of everything but the joy
of life; the next, they were transport-
ed to the twilight land of shadowy
shapes and mysterious powers. The
old grandfather was the first to rouse
himself. @ Come, come, Aonghais
Sheoladair*—so the man was called
by everybody in the great glen—
“Guidhidh ms wmarbhphaisg ortt
‘We're as gloomy as the sea before a
squall when we ought to be as happy
as the birds.” Then he raised a voice
still steady and clear in the well-
known notes of Duncan Ban Macln-
tyre’s famous drinking-song:

Bheir a stuth grinn oirnn seinn gu fileanta,
Chuir a thoil-inntinn binneas ’n ’ar cainnt,
Chaisg i air n’iota ’n fhior dheoch-mhilis,
Bu mhuladach sinne na’m bi’dh i air chall.

“If Angus the sailor is going to put
the gloom on us Fear na Toiseachd
must lift it off.” He left the table as
he spoke, to return in a few moments
with the earthenware jar under his
arm. “One drink is good,” said he,
as he placed the jar on the table, “two
are better, three are worth while,
four are enough.” The glasses were
filled and raised high; the voice of
Angus the Sailor started the chorus
“O sud an deoch mhilis”t in a tone
deep and powerful as the bass of the
ocean, the company took it up, and
the stream of mirth ran at flood once
more. Oh, the Gael, the Gael! With
the waves of shadow and light chas-
ing each other over his soul, with his
dark wells of sadness beside the
bright springs of mirth, with hig
poetry and his mysticism and his
universal sympathy, As I sat there
and took note of the scene the west-
ern ocean shrank into a brook, and I
should have felt no surprise if, throw-
ing a glance through the window, my
eyes had rested on a heather-coveredq
Highland mountain, or, wanderi
about the room, had encountered the
glint of broadswords on the walls,

* Angus the sailor.

4 ¢¢I shall wish (or pray) for a death-shroud on you’’, a common imprecation in

Gaelie.
4 ¢¢Oh, that is the sweet drink.”’
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“The blood, the blood, it’s aye the
same,” cries a Highland writer. Aye,
the same when the Druids did their
awful rites, and when the noble truths
of Christianity had supplanted the
gloomy religion of his fathers in the
responsive soul of the Gael; the same
in the days of his glory and inde-
pendence, of his humiliation and sub-
jection; the same on his native heath
and in the land of his exile. Always
and everywhere its call is the same,
and 'always and everywhere the Gael
answers. Therefore it is that his
heart is so greatly foolish, that he is
the first forlorn-hope volunteer, that
he plays the pioneer so often only to
prepare a place for others, that his
sentiments of loyalty to a cause have
swayed him so often in defiance of
every rule of self-interest. And the
Gael realizes it all, too. Many a
time have I seen the faces of men
darken, while deep curses came
through lips compressed in anger,
when a woman’s voice rais-
ed one of those wonderful heart-
piercing Gaelic songs of lament for
dashed hopes and a lost cause. And
yet the very men who tell you they
would “fight for Charlie” if only he
could come back, are the same who
will be the first to answer when a
Saxon voice sounds the danger call of
the Empire. “The Gael goes forth to
war,” said my namesake of The Tor-
onto @lobe, when he had visited the
Highlands and had seen with his own
eyes the progress of recruiting for the
army which is to bring to earth the
vaulting ambition of the Prussian war
lord, “The Gael goes forth to war,
gut he never comes back”. Would we
have it otherwise? It would be to
exchange our gifts for those of an-
other people, and that may not be;
the Gael “Maun dree his weird.”

The evening brought music and
dance with it. Late in the afternoon,
a light carriage had driven up, and
a man of middle age, but active as a
boy, alighted. The swelling hips and
shapely legs were made for tartan

kilt and hose, but alas! they were
cased in trousers, a garment made to
conceal, not reveal, the comeliness of
mountaineer limbs. There was no
need to ask what the late-comer was
and why he had not come in time to
take part in the work. The short
springy step, the sidelong glance of
the eyes, the tilted hat, the air of
importance—all betrayed the High-
land piper. Black Angus MaecDon-
ald was, and indeed is, the most fam-
ous piper of the countryside. I have
heard the skirl of his pipes at many
a wedding and fair, and sometimes at
funerals, for though the custom of
carrying the coffin shoulder-high is go-
ing out, many of the older people,
who carried the dead of the first gen-
eration of settlers on their broad
shoulders, will make it their last re-
quest to be borne to the grave by stal-
wart youths, with the funeral dirges
of the old land sounding in the ears
of the living. My friend the miller
told me a story, in the course of the
evening, of a fine old Highlander of
the neighbourhood who had died a
few months before. He had been
confined to his bed for weeks, and
knew that the end was near. “I
want to hear the pipes once more be-
fore I die,” he said one day. “I won-
der if Black Angus would come and
play for me.” Black Angus would,
and did. One fine afternoon he came.
Fearing that the tremendous volume
of sound might over-excite the shat-
tered mervous system, he tuned up
the pipes in the room farthest re-
moved from the sick chamber. The
old man was in high displeasure at
once. “The sound of the pipes,” said
he, “puts life into a Highlander, it
does not take it away. Tell Black
Angus to come near.” The piper took
a seat at the door of the room, and
played his best clan-gatherings,
marches, laments, strathspeys, and
reels. The old man’s delight was
boundless. “There’s no music on
earth like the old Gaelic tunes,” he
cried, “long may there be pipers to
play them and men to love to hear
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them. Now there’s one more thing I
must see before I die—a reel, a
blithe, lively foursome reel. On the
floor, four of you, and dance your
best.” The young people hung back
till they saw refusal would really
grieve the dying man, and then, un-
der the shadow of the reaper’s wings,
the house resounded to the brave
notes of “Tulach Gorm” and “Cabar
Feidh,” while active feet tapped an
accompaniment on the floor. When
the reel was finished the old man
spoke his thanks. “God bless you all
for your kindness to a dying old man,
and especially you, Angus, my friend.
1 shall never listen to the grand musie
of the pipes again, but I can die
easier for having heard them to-day.
Very soon the brave young lads will
be carrying what’s left of me to the
churchyard yonder. Youll come
again that day, and you’ll pipe them
to the church and to the grave, and be
sure that the last tune you play be
“Lochaber no More”—the last our
fathers heard before they left the old
land. Perhaps it will help to remind
the young folks of what they owe their
ancestors.” A few days after the
brave old heart was still, and Black
Angus, I am glad to say, came to the
funeral to sound the exile’s lament for
an exile returned forever to the house
of his father.

During the dancing, one room was
set apart for the old men. I was
conducted to it early in the evening
by the master of the house himself,
who introduced me by leading me to
the centre of the room and declar-
ing my name and lineage to the com-
pany. It was enough. Everybody in
Cape Breton knows everybody else
within a radius of thirty miles. “A
grandson of Seumas Mae Alasdair
Mhoir,” said one of the old men as he
grasped my hand, “I knew him well.
It is, let me see, seventy-five years at
least since I saw him first. He spent
a night in my father’s house on the
way to bring home his bride. The
next day I went with my father and
mother to the wedding. I remember

it all as if it were yesterday, the hap-
py erowd—and a fine crowd it was, I
can tell you—the red-faced piper, the
young people stepping it out on the
floor and the old people apart, as we
are here, God bless us, and your
grandmother, rest her soul, filling the
glass for everybody once round—she
held it to my own lips for just a tiny
sip. Ochoin, the old days!”

For a time the talk ran on country-
side topies—erops, prices, the fish-
cateh, the prospects for good harvest-
ing weather. Then it turned sudden-
ly as an April breeze. The old man
who had been at my grandfather’s
wedding broke into a lull with the
remark, “Black John’s widow will
have a short watch, I'm thinking.”

“How’s that!” demanded the master
of the house, “I didn’t hear anybody
was sick.”

“Red Donald MacIntyre. He took
a turn this morning and the doector
says it will be the last.”

“Red Donald! A peaceful death to
him, poor man, if he must go. How
old would he be?”

“He was ten years younger than his
brother John, and John was born the
year of Waterloo. I have heard him
tell it often enough. Figure it out
for yourself.”

“Well, well, Black John’s widow
will have a short watech indeed.
Which of us will have the next
turn ¢’

I watched the old faces while this
conversation was going on. With the
first mention of the graveyard watch
they changed from their usual expres-
sions to the subdued and awed look
I had noticed when Angus the sailor
told his story. Swiftly and suddenly
as the clouds on a June sky the change

had come. The eternal twilight of
the spirit-land closed round us
once more. There were a few mom-

ents of deep silence, and then the old
man whose words had wrought the
magic spoke in the solemn tones of a
patriarch. “The grave will have us
all soon. For my own part, short or
long the watch, it will not matter
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much, so long as it is peaceful. But
God be between me and Sandy big
John’s watch!” The old men shook
their heads and raised their hands,
while a murmur of “God be between
us and that, indeed,” ran round the
room. “Sandy big John,” I said, “I
don’t remember to have heard the
name before.” “Sandy big John,”
answered the first speaker, “was one
of the first settlers in this part of the
country. A sour, hard man he was,
and none too good a neighbour, they
say, though it’s not well to say such
things of the dead. Well, Sandy big
John was one of the biggest and
strongest men that ever came across
the water. They say he felled his
horse with a single blow of his fist,
one night the beast got stubborn while
Sandy was on his way home from the
village. An awful man he was in
drink, too, and often he took it. No-
body would come near him when he
was drinking, for it seemed to be his
greatest delight to pick a quarrel and
then beat his opponent almost to
death. When he could get nobody in
the glen to fight him he took to mak-
ing journeys miles away just to keep
his hand in, and they tell of one night
he rode twenty miles to just such a
dance as this, and was alone in the
house by daybreak. As he got older
he became sourer and bitterer. When
he was spoken to he grunted his
answers like a pig or snapped them
like a dog. The liquor-sellers took to
locking their doors when they saw him
coming, but still he got the drink, no-
body knew how or where. Things
went on in this way for a few years,
and then one night Sandy big John’s
horse came home without his rider.
They found him the next morning,
lying beside the road, with his head
almost touching the stone that had
dashed out his brains. Well, they
buried him in holy ground, and the
prayers were said over his grave, but,
God help us! it seems his watch was-
n’t peaceful, for night after night

those who had to take the road past
the graveyard heard the most awful
noises, gaspings and groanings, and
short, sharp shouts, and dull sounds
like the trampling of heavy feet, like
as if a dozen strong men were hav-
ing a fight to the death. Black John
MacNeil, a holy man, who had the
second-sight, drove by the graveyard
one night because there was a broken
bridge on the road he usually took,
and reached one of the neighbour’s
houses with his horse in a white lather
of foam, and trembling all over, and
himself so weak that they had to help
him into the house. What he heard
everybody knew, but what he saw no-
body could find out. But ever after-
wards, when people spoke of the noises
in the graveyard, he would shake his
head sadly and say, “spiorad an duin’
fhoghainnthaich ga sharachadh’*
The story of Sandy big John’s
watch was the opening of a flood-
gate, letting free a torrent of mystic
lore which swept the company along
—willing voyagers—to the dim shore
of the world of ghosts and fairies, of
fable and financial legend. Not a re-
source which the fertile Gaelic fancy
has ereated to satisfy the craving for
something beyond the things of sense,
or which a higher power has given to
that end—was left unworked. From
ghosts the talk shifted to fairies and
the spirits of air, earth, and water,
and then to the deeds of Fionn and
his warrior gand, and last of all came
the sgialachd “Mac righ Eirinn’s
nighean righ Eilean na h’Oige.”t No-
body in that company wished to re-
member that he was moving among
shadows. The fairies, and the king’s
daughters, transformed into swans,
and the golden boat with the silver
oars, following the path of the set-
ting sun to the Island of Youth—
these were more real than the sweat of
toil or the pinch of poverty. Onece or
twice there were little interruptions
which threatened to break the spell,
but they were brushed aside with im-

* The strong man’s spirit oppressed,
t The King of Irela

nd’s son and the daughter of the King of the Island of Youth.
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patient gestures and more impatient
words. And when at last the sober
dawn broke, and the time of parting
came, the farewells were said in low
and hurried tones, as if each wished
to be alone as soon as possible that
he might warm the dying delusion at
his breast.

The scene re-enacts itself often and
often in my memory, and always the
question follows “Will the old langu-
age and the old traditions and the
old Gaelic spirit pass away, and the
Gael cease to be a Gael?” I know
there are many signs which point to
dissolution, but I will not believe that
these things will be allowed to perish
from the earth, or that our noble her-
itage will rust away through disuse.
T want the Gael to retain his Gaelic
character, all the more that our age
has sore need of just such a spiritual
element as he can supply—

We are the makers of musie,
We are the dreamers of dreams,

and we must continue to make the
music and dream the dreams. We
have our share to do in the building
and maintenance of empire, but it is
not to rule. The skilful forging of
tempered laws is for the Saxon; but
for the Gael—not that he must be said
to lack gifts of reason and judgment
—the quickening imagination, the
soul responsive to all generous im-
pulses, the mysticism, the conservat-
ism, the spirituality, the broad sym-
pathy. In a word, the cool, brainy,
reasoning Saxon will bring to the
common store the sound and saving
common sense and the lessons of long
experience—not indeed that he can
offer nothing else, but because the rul-
ing genius is his above all; the Gael
will add the spiritual leaven to the
mass. It is a combination such as no
other country that is or was has
known, and that can never be known
again, because no other races that re-
main can bring such gifts for the
blending.




THE BIGELOW MANSION
Ty I Coggeshall

‘Tt simply must be done.”’
“There is no such auxiliary as
»” re_

lT ought to be done!”’

‘must’ in poverty’s dictionary,
marked Cecilia Bigelow calmly.

“There is no other,” asserted her
gister Janet. ‘‘The house has got to
be painted. It is a libel on our ances-
tors. It will soon be known as ‘Peel-
ing-paint Paradise’ instead of the
‘Old Bigelow Mansion.” I, for one,
am ashamed to turn in at the gate’’;
and to make her words as emphatic
as her feelings Janet brought her hand
down on the table with a thump that
made the dishes rattle.

“The cloth is getting thin, Janet,”’
Mrs. Bigelow mildly suggested.

““To match the paint on the house,’’
remarked Cecilia.

“A harmony of transparencies!’’
came from Janet.

“Do you realize, girls, how much
it would cost?’’ Mrs. Bigelow asked.

“Fifty dollars.”’

‘“‘Nearer a hundred. It is useless
for us to talk about it this year. An-
other winter it may not be so cold, our
coal bill will be less, and in the spring,
or summer following——"’

“Or the autumn after that, or the
spring succeeding! The same old
story. Just how long ago did it have
its last coat, Mamma? 1 know I was
in pinafores, for I remember getting
some of the yellow ochre on my best
dimity one. It was the summer before
I had the measles—I must have been
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six years old. Twenty years ago!
‘Whew, nobody can blame the paint.
It’s got to be done some way, by hook
or by erook,”’ and Janet again made
the gesticulations of her hand enforce
the determination of her mind, but
this time she spared the tablecloth.

““It’s horrible to be so poor!’’ said
Cecilia, seraping her preserve dish.

““Awful!’’ echoed Janet. ‘‘A huge
joke in books, but a long-continued
tragedy in real life. For the present
we will swallow our pride and wash
the dishes, but my determination re-
mains unaltered. The house must
and shall be painted.”’

The house whose unpainted condi-
tion was thus agitating a usually quiet
family circle was a square frame
building, standing back from the
street with a shaded lawn sloping to
the sidewalk. It had been built by a
certain Judge Bigelow in the early
thirties, when size, rather than archi-
tecture, was indicative of opulence,
and was now occupied by three of his
descendants, Mrs. Charles Bigelow and
her two daughters, both teachers in
the public schools.

The old Judge had been reputed
rich and had surrounded himself with
the splendours of his time. His de-
scendants sat penniless among the
faded glories of a past grandeur. To
be sure, ingrains and mattings had
replaced the old-fashioned body brus-
sels and tapestries, but the heavy
mahogany furniture still gave an air
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of distinction to the big rooms, and
old family portraits lost none of their
dignity because they were daily wit-
nesses to innumerable small economies
and menial acts which the Judge, in
the flesh, would have considered de-
grading to a gentlewoman. As Janet
had once remarked in the bosom of
her family, there was no trade she had
not mastered, from paper hanging to
tailoring. Fortunately for the Bige-
low pride, their friends were not in-
quisitive, and though they often re-
marked to one another how well the
interior of the old mansion was pre-
served, they were not particular as to
how a new coating of paint was put on
or when the faded wall papers were
replaced by newer and more modern
ones. But while the inside was thus
kept up by active brains and busy
fingers, the outside presented each
year a shabbier face to the world.
First the north and west sides, then
the south and east, assumed the ap-
pearance of a gray, yellowish and
green patchwork combination which,
like a chameleon, had the power of
taking on different hues—especially
after a rain storm—when it would
present most startling and distracting
colour schemes.

“If there were only less of it!”’
Janet would often sigh to herself as
she came up the broad front walk.
But now she had determined that
something must be done, some remedy
must be found, and when Janet Bige-
low made up her mind ‘‘firm and
square,’’ as she called it, the elements
had to move. People who knew her
said it was the old Judge in her, and
that if she had been a boy she would
have made the family fortunes again.

A trivial incident, which Janet for
various reasons did not repeat to her
family, had brought about this deter-
mination. That night, on her way
home from school, she had overheard
the conversation of two gentlemen just
in front of her.

The first had said:

«“It is a standing disgrace to the

street.”’

And the second:
appearing place.”

Both had looked at the once haughty
mansion. Janet felt for it and for
herself. She crept on behind the
speakers with a shame-faced air,
passed her home, turned down the
next street and stole like a culprit in
at the back gate, her teeth set and her
resolution made. But how to put her
resolution into effect was now the
question uppermost in her mind. Plan
after plan passed through her brain
for more than a week, and then, one
beautiful June morning when the
birds were singing their early matin
song, a solution came. It popped into
her head like an inspiration. She
rushed from her room in robe de nust
and floating hair and banged succes-
sively at Mrs. Bigelow’s and Cecilia’s
doors. Both ladies sprang out of bed
in the wildest consternation.

“I’ve got it! I’ve got it!’’ Janet
was repeating in a high treble.

‘““Got what—a fit?’ inquired
Cecilia, cross at being thus rudely
3roused at sunrise on a Saturday holi-

ay.

‘“What have you got?’’ echoed Mrs.
Bigelow, relieved to find that Janet
was not holding a burglar by the hair.

““The solution to the problem. The
key to the enigma. The secret of
painting the house.’’

““You haven’t discovered a gold
mine in the cellar, have you?’’ yawned
Cecilia.

‘‘No, but I have thought of a treas-
ure in the attic. There’s the beard
that Uncle Henry used when he acted
‘Falstaff,” and the moustache that
Cousin Jennie insisted upon wearing
as ‘Romeo,’ because you remember she
said no girl could properly thrill at a
kiss unless she felt hairs, Angela
‘Woodman least of all; and besides,
there must be shirts, and trousers and
lots of other truck belonging to men.”’

““For mercy’s sake, what have false
beards and moustaches and shirts to
do with painting a house?’’

“If you will listen I will explain.’’

Cecilia, anticipating a long explana-

“A neglected-
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tion before the connection between a
beard and a freshly-painted house was
established, crept back into bed, while
Mrs. Bigelow, with something of the
game idea in mind, swathed herself in
a muslin apron.

“It’s just this. Vacation begins
next week and we shall have a deal
more time than money. At present,
thanks to the summer foliage, the
house is comparatively hidden from
observation. Under such favourable
conditions T am going to paint it my-
self.”’

‘e You ! ”»

“Yes, I—disguised as a man.”’

““Janet Bigelow, you have taken
leave of your senses!”’

“Not at all, my dear mother; and
as for Cecilia, she need not gurgle so
derisively from the bed clothes. Why
is it any more difficult to paint a clap-
board outside than a mopboard in?
And I have earned a diploma at the
last. The paint, as near as I can find
out, will only cost about twenty dol-
lars—perhaps less. We can afford
that outlay. As for the rest, I shall
enjoy the air, the novelty, and, more
than all, that the house is being
painted.”’

“‘Ridiculous! Impossible! What a
notion! You will break your neck!”’

“Didn’t I pick all the pears last
August from the topmost branches,
and all the cherries the year before?
You will see whether I am foolish or
not. On the 19th the Briggses go to
their summer home, and the Thurbers
follow three days later. That leaves
the coast clear on the front and one
side, and Mrs. Arlington told me night
before last that she and her husband
expecetd to take a trip to Niagara and
the Thousand Isles for the first two
weeks in July. Their departure clears
the other side, and that is the time I
will take to do it.”’

No persuadings, threats or warnings
could dissuade Janet from her pur-
pose, and Mrs. Bigelow and Cecilia
settled down into regarding it all as
a huge joke, not even being convinced
of the reality of Janet’s determination

when she unrolled a scroll of sample
paints and asked their advice on the
selection of a shade.

Meantime, many and mysterious
were the preparations Janet made.
As if fearful that her own resolutions
would weaken, she proceeded at once
to carry out her plans. Much of her
time was spent rummaging in the
large, old-fashioned attic, her first
available find being a pair of ancient-
style duck trousers. These had been
finely laundered in some far-past day,
and Janet felt it almost criminal to
destroy their shiny whiteness, but
necessity knew no law and, hanging
them over a bottomless chair, she vig-
orously be-spattered them with the
mixed contents of several tubes of oil
and water colours, until they resem-
bled a prize landscape from the im-
pressionist school of art. Having dried
them in the sun, she completed their
degradation by sundry laps and folds
until her feet became visible and her
waist was encircled but once. But the
worst was yet to come, for they had
been cut and made far back in the
time of hoop skirts, when man, wish-
ing to reserve a small share of space
for himself, had attempted to combat
woman’s possession of it by giving a
bloomer effect to his trousers. With
all her skirts tucked into them there
was yet space to spare. In her dilem-
ma Janet sought Cecilia, who, though
utterly disapproving of the serious
side of the project, was not unwilling
to lend her aid to the comical.

““They do look rather flabby, that’s
a fact!’”’ was that young lady’s ver-
dict. ‘“You will have to grow to them,
Janet, or stuff them. How would
wadding do?”’

‘“Wadding—in July!”’ exclaimed
Janet, paling at the prospect.

““You might put another pair under
them. Those are meant for overalls,
anyway. Men- always wear a better
and heavier pair underneath.’’

“So they do. What a dunce,” and
Janet mounted to the attic again.

There had been few men of late in
the Bigelow family, and what trousers
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they had left behind had long since
been absorbed by the rag-man or the
moths. Janet delved into box after
box and finally drew forth from the
depths of an old chest a black broad-
cloth suit. It was carefully folded in
a white sheet and had a very sacred
appearance, but Janet, feeling sure it
could not have been used for either a
burial-shroud or a christening-robe,
and knowing of no other commemora-
tive epoch in life, concluded it must
have belonged to her grandfather the
Judge, and saw no reason why a past
splendour should not yield to a present
necessity. When she again presented
herself before her mother and sister
she was arrayed in the entire suit,
long, close trousers, swallow-tailed
coat and white satin vest. Cecilia
rolled over on the floor in a fit of
hysterical laughter, while Mrs. Bige-
low looked the image of despair.

‘“‘Janet Bigelow, those were your
father’s wedding clothes!”’

““Oh, dear!’”’ said Janet, an amus-
ing mixture of contrition and comical-
ity.

““Nothing is sacred, nowadays, no-
thing,’’ sighed Mrs. Bigelow.

“I couldn’t find anything else,”’
protested Janet, but Mrs. Bigelow had
left the room. j

‘T think mamma was crying,’’ said
Cecilia. ‘

““Oh, dear!”’ repeated Janet, again
wishing she were more than five feet,
six and not so slim. “‘‘I’ll see they get
back all right, and will look further,
though I cannot promise not to get
into something else sacred to mem-
ory.”’

“Your feet look decidedly queer!’’
remarked Cecilia as Janet was disap-
pearing through the doorway.

Janet paused and surveyed her trim
414 A’s ruefully.

““What shall I do? I don’t believe
there is a pair of men’s boots on the
premises.”’

““Buy a pair of cheap sneakers.”’

““Txactly ! Cecilia, you’re a brick!”’

A masculinity of feeling and action
seemed to have come upon her with

her change of costume, and when the
metamorphosis was complete—her
long hair tucked up under a cap, the
beard and moustache upon her face,
sneakers on her feet and an outing
ghirt tucked into the bespattered
ducks, she felt like quite another being
and confided to the much-horrified
Cecilia that, with the addition of a
pipe, she thought she could swear.

‘‘No one would ever recognize you
as Janet Bigelow, never,”” ecried
Cecilia in an ecstasy over her make-
up. ‘‘Don’t come too near me; it
makes me nervous to have you so fam-
iliar, you are so much like a man. But,
whatever happens, don’t let your hat
blow off or your hands be seen. If
you do your secret’s out.’’

“‘I might wear gloves.”’

‘“ And be a house painter!’’

‘“At least I can keep my hands in
my pockets” ; and suiting the action to
the word they disappeared from sight,
and she swaggered off, whistling.

““There’s a law against women
wearing men’s clothes,”” said Mrs.
Bigelow, in a last forlorn effort to
stem the tide of events, for she and
Cecilia had by this time decided that
Janet was really in earnest and fully
determined to execute her threat.

As to Janet herself, she was not
without misgivings as to the outecome
of her scheme. The nearer she ap-
proached its realization the more her
trepidation increased, though she
bravely hid it under a joking ex-
terior. Over and over again she asked
herself what it was she feared. She
was more athletic than many of the
opposite sex; she could mount a lad-
der and manipulate a paint brush.
She had brains and skill; what she
lacked, then, must be courage—cour-
age to face the novelty of a new posi-
tion. She might feel the same on the
eve of embarkation for a trip to
Europe.

She saw Mr. and Mrs. Arlington
start on their provisional tour with
mingled feelings of satisfaction and
dismay, for with their departure seri-
ous work would begin. That night




THE BIGELOW MANSION 51

she got her paint pots ready and
with Cecilia’s help dragged the long
ladders out and planted them firmly
against the house.

The next morning Janet Bigelow
had disappeared from view, but a
bearded man in painter’s garb could
be seen carefully removing the blinds
from the Bigelow mansion, and later
applying a new coating of paint to the
weather-worn clapboards. When Jan-
et first ascended the ladder she felt
a creepiness, and the gables of the
old-fashioned house seemed leagues
away from the greensward below, but
a girl who in the summer could wave
her handkerchief from lighthouse
summits, and dive from the piers at
low tide, was not likely to be daunted
by an aerial position. The day was
beautiful, the air soft and cool, and
Janet began to enjoy her high perch.
Once or twice she caught herself
warbling strains from familiar oper-
as. Then realizing they were not con-
gistent with her character, she whist-
led them lustily, instead. At regular
intervals Mrs. Bigelow would ask
from behind the curtain:

“Are you safe, Janet?” and the
bearded painter would answer in dul-
cet tones, “Perfectly, mamma.”

That day Janet ate her dinner from
a pail in the barn, for, as far as pos-
sible, she was determined to carry out
the masquerade. While she was eat-
ing it with a zest, born of an outdoor
appetite, two urchins approached tim-
idly from the street.

“Please, mister,” the elder said,
“‘can me and Tim have them cherries
on yander tree?’’

‘“Get out of here, both of you,”
cried Janet in a gruff voice, and the
hasty stampede of their bare feet was
a compliment to her first assumption
of masculine severity.

In the afternoon two ladies of
Janet’s acquaintance passed by the
house and, after a critical survey as
if to satisfy themselves they were not
the victims of an optical delusion, one
said to the other that she ‘‘guessed
the Bigelow girls had concluded to

paint the house at last, but she won-
dered that, after waiting so long, they
should choose that homely shade of
green instead of one of the fashion-
able yellows.”’

When the day’s work was done
Janet’s ankles were stiff from balane-
ing on the rounds of the ladder, and
her wrist lame from the constant
wielding of the brush, but, for a sur-
face covering many square yards, the
old house had assumed such a rejuve-
nated appearance that Janet would
not have minded a whole body of
aches. She felt like a stockbroker whe
had made a desperate deal and won.

Day succeeded day and the work
went on without molestation or inter-
ruption. Each morning the painter
reappeared from somewhere, and
again disappeared at nightfall. The
few families left in the city for the
summer were not likely to be inquisi-
tive as regarded his coming and
going. When the suspicions of the
public are not aroused they can very
easily be hoodwinked, and the rumour
had gone forth that Janet was spend-
ing the early part of July with
friends at the beach. Visitors who
called left their love for her, asked
when she was coming home, hoped
she was having a good time, etc., until
Cecilia declared that if she wasn’t
painting the house herself, she was
breaking every commandment in the
decalogue to have it done.

Meantime the weather remained
singularly cool and beautiful, and
Janet’s courage rose rather than sank
as she became inured to her work.
Mrs. Bigelow, having ceased in a
measure to worry about her daugh-
ter’s personal safety, began to deplore
Janet’s increasing brown rugged ap-
pearance, and declared she would not
be able to wear a muslin dress for the
remainder of the summer; but Janet
philosophically explained that it was
no worse for the complexion than
riding a wheel or indulging in the
hatless fad.

The front and one side were res-
plendent in a bright, new smartness,
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and Janet was patiently beautifying
the second side, when a letter was re-
ceived which threw the whole family
into the wildest consternation. It
was written from New York, addres-
sed to Mrs. Bigelow, and ran thus:

Dear Harriet:

My son Ned and myself have reached
here on our way from the West, and in
response to many urgent invitations from
you in the past, are planning to spend a
few days with you and your daughters as
soon as we can complete arrangements to
do so. Will you allow us to drop in upon
you in the same unceremonious manner
that was my custom when you were first
married? My purpose in coming East is
to acquaint my son with his relatives, and
to revisit, before I leave them forever, the
familiar and unforgotten places of my boy-
hood.

Hoping you can make us welcome, I am

Affectionately yours,
ROBERT L. BARSTOW.

Now, Robert Barstow had been
John Bigelow’s chum-cousin in the
days when they were boys together,
but later he had gone West, married,
and become a multi-millionaire.

The letter was read aloud at the
tea-table and all three ladies looked
at each other aghast. ‘‘Heaven!”
exclaimed Janet when she found her
voice. ‘‘What’s to be done?”’

““It’s a dilemma.”’

“I shall tell him to come of
course,”” said Mrs. Bigelow. ‘I
would like to see Robert again very
much,”’

“But the house, mamma!” cried
both girls in chorus.

“I knew something would happen
before it was done,”” Mrs. Bigelow
said with the sententiousness of a
foreboding oracle.

“If we only had some of his
money,”’ sighed Cecilia.

‘“He might leave you some if you
made a good impression upon him,”’
said Mrs. Bigelow.

“Mamma, do millionaires eat pork
and beans, and bread and butter, and
common things in general?’’ asked
Janet, helping herself to the comest-
ibles mentioned with the bountiful-
ness born of an open-air appetite.

‘““Money can’t alter one’s digestion,
though it may one’s appetite,” com-
mented Cecilia.

‘“‘Robert was always very simple in
his tastes,”’ continued Mrs. Bigelow.
‘““He can’t have entirely changed.”’

“‘But there is the son.”’

‘“Probably a great, overgrown cow-
boy. Well, we will prepare for the
worst, and hope for the best—the best
being that these rich cousins of ours
from the ‘wild and woolly West’ will
not put in an appearance for a fort-
night at least,”’ said Janet.

But fate had evidently ordained
the worst, for the following afternoon,
while Janet was painting the frame-
work of a second-story window and
whistling an air from ‘‘Il Trovatore,’’
she heard her name called in a hoarse
whisper and saw Cecilia gesticulating
frantically just inside the window.

““Come down from there, quick,’’
she was saying, ‘‘for Cousin Robert
and Ned are in the parlour. Aunt
Angelina was taken suddenly sick
with the summer cholera, so they are
to make their visit here first.”’

Half an hour later a tall, pretty
girl in a gray muslin with blue rib-
bons tripped down the front stairs
into the parlour and was introduced to
Robert Barstow and his son as ‘“‘Jan-
et”. Ned Barstow, delicate and re-
served, as unlike the gawky cowhoy
his cousins had pictured as could well
be imagined, thought her the prettiest
and brightest girl he had ever seen,
an impression that was strengthened
every minute of the succeeding forty-
eight hours, for the next day being
Sunday, Janet had the privilege of re-
assuming her own personality.

Late Sunday night a conclave was
held in Mrs. Bigelow)s bed-chamber
as being the most remote from the
guest-room, and plans of entertain-
ment were laid whereby the Western
cousins would be spirited away dur-
ing the day under, as Janet sugges-
ted, Mrs. Bigelow’s and Cecilia’s
guidance; but here a new difficulty
presented itself. Mrs. Bigelow posi-
tively refused to leave the house while
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Janet was risking her neck on a lad-
der, and the sole responsibility fell
upon Cecilia, despite her protest-
ations that she was not equal to the
oceasion.

““I think Ned suspects something
already,’’ she said. ‘‘I saw him look-
ing at the house all over this morning!
And what a queer question to ask at
the breakfast table—who was doing
the work?’’

““A queer question, but I answered
it well when I told him ‘Mr. James.’
It was the name that came nearest to
Janet.”’

‘“‘But you grew as red as a poppy
when you said it.”’

‘‘Simply because I have not yet
reached the depth of depravity where
I can fib without a blush.”’

Monday and Tuesday all went well,
When Wednesday came, Cousin Ro-
bert bolted the programme, in a very
gentlemanly manner, but none the
less—bolted. He would rest that day,
if agreeable to his hostesses and carry
out the plan of visiting the Park and
Museum on the morrow.

Thursday found Cousin Robert suf-
ficiently rested to carry out any plans
that might be made for him, but his
previous surprise and that of his son
grew into open astonishment when
they learned that again Cecilia would
be the only one to accompany them.

‘“Not going?’’ said Ned Barstow to
Janet. ‘‘May I ask why?”’

But Janet’s only explanation was
an almost inaudible murmur about a
previous business engagement,

““It will not be half a day without
you,”’ he said, in a reproachful, con-
fidential tone that made Janet red-
den and wonder if people, especially
young men from the ‘‘wild and wool-
ly West,”” were given to taking sud-
den and violent fancies.

Cecilia was not only charming in
appearance but in manner also, and
she made a versatile and pleasant
companion as they went from place to
place, covering the points of interest
in the morning, dining at the Thorn-
dyke and finding themselves at the

R

Museum early in the afternoon. Then,
to Cecilia’s consternation, Ned plea-
ded a headache and asked her to allow
him to return home alone. All the
terrible consequences of such a move
passed with nightmare swiftness
through Cecilia’s brain and she deter-
mined to keep him at all hazards. As
she raised objection after objection
with the thin pretext of having his
welfare in view and he as readily
overcame them she became desperate.
Her desperation made her ridiculous.

“I am afraid to be lett alone with
Cousin Robert,”’ she said.

“Indeed! Why?’’ queried
young man, lifting his brows.

‘““He might have a shock, or a
stroke, or something.’’

““You have not seen signs of any-
thing of the kind, have you?”

“No-o,” answered Cecilia, realiz-
ing what an absurd remark she had
made and blushing hotly. ‘‘No-o, but
it is a warm day. The air is close and
your father was sick yesterday. Some-
thing might happen.’’

““My father, as far as I know, is in
perfect health. I think you have no
occasion to worry, Cousin Cecilia,
and if you will make yourself com-
fortable here, in front of this window,
yvou will find that, as soon as he feels
any fatigue, he will seek you out and
be quite willing to go. You have
brought him to an exceedingly inter-
esting place.”’

Cecilia realized the predicament
she had put herself in, yet made one
more valiant effort in Janet’s behalf.

‘“We might all return together, and
come again.’’

“‘By no means. Do not let my slight
indisposition annoy or hurry you.
Father is enjoying himself immense-
ly’’; and Ned glanced toward the
corner where the old gentleman was
engaged in an animated conversation
with the curator. ‘‘You see our com-
bined efforts could not tear him away
at this present moment. I shall look
for you at home later.”” And bowing
he left her.

Janet’s astonishment was unbound-

the
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ed when, from her vantage point on
the ladder, she saw her Cousin Ned
approaching from the house with a
camp chair in one hand and book in
the other. What did it mean? What
had happened? Where was Cecilia
and the Museum? Why had she had
no note of warning? She grew hot
and cold by turns as he came directly
toward her and stood by the foot of
the ladder.

““Nice day, Mr. Painter.”’

“Very.”

Janet tried to give a masculine
depth to her voice, but it only soun-
ded hollow and sepulchral.

“You’re making a slow, thorough
job of this.”

“I am trying fer it.”’

““How long have you been at it?"’

““(Yoing on two weeks.”’

“Do you live in the town?’’

S ¥en air!

The painter evidently did not care
to enter into a protracted conversa-
tion, and Ned and his camp chair took
possession of a shady place under the
trees, but, to Janet’s annoyance, just
where he could focus her should he
lift his eyes from the page.

There he remained the best part of
the afternoon, Janet meanwhile try-
ing to whistle, trying to be indifferent
to his gaze, trying to remember she
was for the time being ‘‘Mr. James,”’
and failing in each one. Would he
never go into the house or on to the
veranda? Would the slowly descend-
ing summer sun never reach a slant
where it would shine directly in his
face? Why did she ever take such a
herculean task or conceive such a
quixotic plan? Not until Cousin Rob-
ert’s and Cecilia’s voices were heard
coming up the front walk did he
nonchalantly take his book and chair
and disappear from view. No sooner
was he out of sight than Janet tumb-
led into Cecilia’s  bed-chamber
through a second story window, re-
gardless of any possible scandal that
might result.

Cecilia had just entered the room
by the natural ingress.

““How-did-you ever-let-him get-
away?’’ Janet cried throwing herself
on the bed and bursting into a par-
oxysm of hysterical laughter of tears.

“I gimply couldn’t help myself,”’
replied Cecilia, and then she gave
way to her own nervous tension at the
sight Janet presented curled up on
the bed, a strange mixture of mascu-
line apparel and feminine emotion,
and screamed with laughter until she
nearly wrecked a pillow case in her
attempt to smother it.

““It’s nothing to laugh at,’”’ said
Janet, dolefully, yet it was so irresis-
tible that she was obliged to join in
and seized another pillow. ‘‘Another
day like this and I shall have ‘nerv-
ous perspiration,” as good Mrs. Don-
ohue used to say,”’ and she related
her experiences of the afternoon.

“Do you think he suspects?’’ said
Cecilia.

“I don’t know,”’ answered Janet,
mournfully.

“He is nobody’s fool,”’
Cecilia, ‘‘if he is ‘woolly.’ ”’

“That he isn’t,”’ echoed dJanet,
heartily.

“‘ Anyway, get into petticoats again
and make your appearance as soon as
possible.”’

Janet tried to get the red out of
her eyes by diligent washing in cold
water, but only partially succeeded,
and she was sure by the way Ned look-
ed at her that he detected the bands
about them. She began to think she
detested this new-found cousin and
resolved that she would not paint
another bit under present conditions,
if the ‘‘Bigelow Mansion’’ were never
painted. :

It happened that evening that a
friend called for Cecilia to take a
walk, another to see Mrs. Bigelow,
Cousin Robert went to bed, and Ned
and Janet were thus left alone in a
shady corner of the porch. With the
mystery that encircled her, and the
suspicions that enshrouded him, Janet
had never felt so constrained in her
life. She blushed and stammered at
his most trifling remark, until she de-

asserted
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termined to hide her confusion in
silence. This seemed to have the op-
posite effect on her companion, who
grew more composed and talkative,
told her much of his Western life and
ways, referring often to incidents of
his younger days when, as he expres-
sed it, they had been ‘‘as poor as any-
body.”’

It was after Janet had become in-
terested in his stories and had quite
forgotten the experience of the after-
noon that he suddenly said, with a
mixture of humorous timidity :

“‘Cousin Janet, will you pardon me
if I take a cousinly liberty?”’

Janet’s suspicions returned all at
once, and she stammered out:

““I don’t know—of course.”’

“Will you allow me, then, to re-
turn this piece of property?’’ and he
tossed Uncle Henry’s false beard into
her lap. Janet made her final effort
at concealment.

“Mjne,’,

“‘Yes, yours, Janet Bigelow, alias
Mr. James.’’

“‘Oh,’’ was all Janet could say.

“I might as well tell you frankly
that I am on to your secret, that I
think you the smartest and pluckiest
girl alive, and to-morrow I am going
to convince you that I ean paint as
well as ‘Mr. James’ and become a
partner in the business.”’

‘““Oh!”’ said Janet, thankful that
red was white in a pale moonlight.
“How did you ever discover?’’.

“If you will tell me how you hap-
pened to frighten up such a lark, I’ll
tell you how I found it out.”’

‘“We are awfully poor, you know,”’
Janet began, thinking that to make a
clean breast of the affair was the best
way out of it. ‘‘Awfully poor,’’ she
repeated; ‘‘and the house positively
had to be painted—and there was no
money to pay for it—and I had
plenty of time and—don’t you un-
derstand ?”’

I think I do,”” said Ned Barstow,
gently, very gently, almost tenderly.

‘“Oh, you needn’t pity me,”’ said
Janet, bridling. ‘It was great fun

until you came. If Aunt Angelina
had only eaten her mushrooms later.”’

‘I shall never cease to thank Aunt
Angelina for that act. But for that
I should never have found out what
sort of a girl you were. Now for my
side of the story. The first night we
arrived, and had been shown to our
room, I was obliged to go back after
coming down, to get father’s spectac-
les. I made a mistake in the doors
and got into the wrong place. I
knew it was a girl’s room by the pret-
ty knick-knacks about. I have since
learned it was yours, but what sur-
prised me beyond measure was to see’
a suit of men’s clothes over a chair,
a painter’s overalls and cap and a
false beard and moustache on a table
near. My suspicions having been
aroused, each day’s proceedings only
served to strengthen them. Pardon
me if I resorted to annoying mea-
sures to confirm them. Your disguise
was excellent, but your hands were
too small and you continued to wear
the same amethyst ring you had on
at the breakfast. To-night, when you
so hurriedly disappeared through
the window—"’

‘“And you saw that?’’

““—From behind the clothes-reel—
you must have dropped your beard,
for I found it beneath, on the grass.”

‘“And I was so upset that I never
missed it!”’

‘“‘Now that I know it all, you will
let me help you finish. It’s all in the
family, you know.”’

‘I cannot.”’

““Then I shall consider myself un-
forgiven and regret that I ever re-
vealed my knowledge to you.”’

Much more was said by way of per-
suasion which has nothing to do with
this story, except that from that day
two painters instead of one worked
upon Bigelow house until finished.

This all happened three years ago,
but the ‘‘Bigelow House’’ still looks
well, though no brush has touched it
since, and Janet herself, as Mrs. Ed-
ward Barstow, presides over a pal-
atial residence in Denver.
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THE GARDEN OF €DEN
7 Florence (Uithrow

N Anglo-Indian army of trans- porters altercate, confusion reigns,
cendent bravery tramps or en- and you wonder if order and peace

camps this very hour up the
valley of the Tigris and Euphrates,
in the land where tradition says lay
the Garden of Eden. This ancient
Mesopotamia was the seat of vast
kingdoms, and in its sands are sepul-
chred millions of people who once saw
the glories of the Chaldean civiliza-
tion and the grandeur of the Assyrian,
the Babylonian, and the Persian Em-
pires.

At present it forms part of the de-
crepit Turkish Empire, and is mostly
a desert plain scattered with Bedouin
camps, Arab villages, and delapidated
Turkish towns. The Garden of Eden
is now a wilderness, but it may yet
blossom like the rose, for its soil, the
rich alluvia of two great rivers, is un-
surpassed in fertility when under ir-
rigation, and produces immense
quantities of dates, figs, nuts, melons,
grains, and wool, which are brought
by trains of camels to the river towns,
whence they are shipped to the Per-
sian Gulf, or carried to Smyrna and
thence borne to the uttermost parts
of the earth.

To the tourist there is strange fas-
cination in watching the desert cara-
vans wind into a town and unload in
the market-place or in the courtyard
of a caravansary. Noise and bustle
follow : the shrill call of the camel
boy mingles with the wunearthly
sounds of the camel, merchants and
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can ever prevail over this chaos and
bedlam.

Cities and villages abound in baked
mud huts where swarm scantily-clad
grownups and half-naked children.
One writer observes that if these be
descendants of our first parents, the
“descent of man” is here demon-
strated.

The tourists travel practically
by flat-bottom steamers on the Tigrig
or the Euphrates, with horse-back
rides into the desert, where stretch
vast plains of coarse waving grass
with roaming herds of cattle, sheep
wild asses and boars. Jackals and’
antelopes also infest the great level
wastes. Lagoons are formed by the
rivers’ overflow, where hover flocks of
ducks, herons, cranes and other wild
fowl. Black Bedouin tents of goat
hair stud the plain, where Arab horses
are reared whose beauty of form and
fleetness of foot is unsurpassed by any
steed. The arched neck, smooth limbg
alert eyes make these fiery creatures
highly valued. Indeed, some Arabs
say, “Easy get another wife, but not
another steed”, and if one dies the
whole tribe goes into mourning.

A Bedouin tent is a medley of the
artistic and the repulsive. Inside are
striped curtains, soft rugs, bright sad-
dle-bags, copper utensils, antique
arms. Outside are the refuse heap
and the offal pile. Your sensitive nos-
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trils are also offended with the nause-
ous cheeses and ill-smelling skin gar-
ments. But what matter, if you are
seeing life as it was 4,000 years ago!
The Sheik, clad like his ancestors, is
courteous and salaams in cordial fash-
ion, then regales you with black cof-
fee and sweets, after which he speeds
your journey, perchance relieving you
of considerable coin by way of bak-
sheesh,

It is to study ancient civilization
that the traveller is chiefly drawn to
this far-off bit of Turkey, where once
flourished populous cities, but where
now only mounds and earthern ram-
parts arise, around which prowl lone-
ly beasts. Innumerable ruined canals
and choked-up water-courses attest the
activity of those forgotten days.

Before turning to antiquities, let
us speak of one living city—Bagdad—
of momentous interest at the present
time. For the last 400 years it has
been the capital of a Turkish province
with only a mediocre history. But
twice it had a “golden age”, as a
proud Persian metropolis, and as the
centre of an Arab caliphate. What
scenes of the Arabian Nights it con-
jures up! Its brilliant past is reveal-
ed in those sparkling pages, but who
can predict its future? May it not
be that the gallant men now pressing
thitherward are to wrest it from the
efféte Turk and give to it the impetus
of a modern ecity like that which Bri-
tain gives to Cairo on the Nile?

As to its history, about the eighth
century, under the Abbasside Caliphs,
it attained greatest splendour and
with a population of 2,000,000 elaim-
ed to be the most brilliant city of its
day, where flourished commerce, sci-
ence and art. An old chronicler thus
describes a caliph’s reception to a
Greek Ambassador: “Resplendent in
gold and jewels, surrounded by gor-
geous courtiers, the mighty potentate
resembled a planet amid a galaxy of
stars. Gold tapestry of 38,000 pieces
ornamented the walls, 22,000 silk rugs
covered marble floors, 5000 bright
plumed birds fluttered in the gardens,

1,000 vessels, gaily decorated, floated
upon the Tigris”,

Other brilliant pictures are there,
embellished no doubt with Eastern
imagery, but serving to show the
riches of those luxurious days. But
the caliphate passed away, and the
“City of Peace” fell a prey to Tartars
and to Turks.

One word as to the caliphs (com-
manders of the Faithful), which title
was first assumed by Abu-Beker,
father-in-law and successor of the
prophet Mahommed. He shortly quar-
relled with Ali, the son-in-law, caus-
ing a division in the Islam sects which
exists unto this day. The warlike
Omar and Othman succeeded the first
caliph, but were followed by Ali and
his descendants, who extended Mos-
lem rule from the Indus to the Pil-
lars of Hercules and even into Spain,
where, but for Charles Martel, they
might have overrun Europe. After
Ali’s son Hassan, came the Ommia-
des, with their capital at Damasecus.
Next followed the Abbassides, who
transferred the Court to Bagdad,
where for more than 500 years thirty-
seven of these Saracenic princes ruled
with both sacerdotal and regal author-
ity. Other caliphates were establish-
ed in Cairo and in Cordova. Most of
these mighty rulers are forgotten, but
one endures, the fifth Caliph of Bag-
dad, Haroun al Raschid, the warrior,
statesman, scholar and lover of the
poor—the grandest hero of those
glamorous days. Let us commend
Tennyson’s  “Recollections of the
Arabian Nights”, which runs in this
wise :

Many a sheeny summer morn, adown the
Tigris he was borne,

By Bagdad’s shrines of fretted gold and
high-walled gardens green and old,

For it was in the golden prime of good
Haroun al Raschid, . . .

Behind his throne a floating fold, engar-
landed and diaper’d,

With inwrought flowers, a cloth of gold.
Thereon his deep eye laughter stirr’d
With merriment of kingly pride, sole star

of all that place and time,
He saw all—in his golden prime, the good
Haroun al Raschid.
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Qeholars flocked to his court, but
also base adventurers who depraved
the easy morals of the Moslems. Cor-
ruption and decay inevitably follow-
ed, hence by 1258 Tartar hoards cap-
tured the Arab city. This they held
under such conquerors as Tamerlane,
until the Turks came in 1638, when
the Turkish Sultan assumed the
ancient title of Caliph, and thus secur-
ed a lasting power over Arab tribes.

The Bagdad of to-day shows scarce-
ly a trace of the barbarie splendour
of its golden prime. Its mosques are
mediocre, and the buildings unimpos-
ing. The British Residency, establish-
ed years ago, and the Turkish arsenal,
with tall smoke-stacks, are among the
few European structures. No railway
enters Bagdad, for Germany’s pro-
ject is not completed. A floating
bridge spans the Tigris, here a half-
mile wide, upon which are curious
craft. Rafts on inflated goat-skins
carry passengers and freight, and
queer round tubs, such as were seen
by Herodotus, ferry horses, sheep,
Arabs, Kurds, Turks and Armenians
to the opposite shore. The best resi-
dences and the Pasha’s palace are
along the river, the latter presenting
an extended front of low buildings
with attractive grounds set with
arbours and divans.

The street scenes are similar to
other Turco-Arab towns, erowded and
confused, filled with filth and foul
odours. The few beauty spots are the
courts and gardens hidden behind
high walls, or an open grove of date
palms. The most beantiful shrines
are those of the lovely queen of
Haroun al Raschid, and of two des-
cendants of Mahommed, which glorify
the desert just outside the city.

Religious jugglers and professors of
the black arts abound among the
fakirs, howling and swirling dervishes
and the mendicant mullahs.  The
bazaars, markets and coffee-shops are
scenes of incessant activity, changing
colour and dinning noise, but the ear
becomes accustomed to shrill voices,
howling dogs, braying donkeys, tom-

tom processions, wailing mourners,
and the thousand other weird noises
of the East. One surely needs to be
nerve-proof and  gastronomically
secure to visit the Orient.

A common sight is that of water-
carriers bearing pigskins, filled from
the river, for a water system supplies
only a small district of the city. The
streets are seldom paved, and the neg-
lect of the slovenly Turkish Govern-
ment is everywhere manifest. Some
years back a progressive governor at-
tempted to modernize conditions by
civie and sanitary improvements, but
he was censured for not returning
larger sums from his province to Con-
stantinople, hence was recalled and
Bagdad has retrograded ever since.

Let us now turn to the antiquities
of Mesopotamia, which are its great-
est worth. But while journeying to
the sites of ancient cities you will pass
Mahommedan shrines where millions
of devout Moslems have made pilgrim-
ages to the tombs of Ali, Abbass and
Hassan, direct kin of the Prophet.
Their mosques are rich in arabesque
and tiling, and have domes of burn-
ished gold, which shine forth resplend-
gnt in the light of a bright Eastern

ay.

By devious ways and tedious rides
you will next reach the infinitely older
Tuins of Nineveh, Babylon, Ctesiphon
Seleucia, and other forgotten placeg,
of this ancient world. A survey of all
that remains of Babylon (on Euph-
rates) warrants belief in the most ex-
travagant glories of that corrupt city.
The first mounds discerned are those
of the palace of Nebuchadnezzar, and
of the hanging gardens. Some esti-
mate of their extent may be formed
from the fact that from them was
taken sufficient bricks to build Ctesi-
phon and Selucia. The fragments of
sculptured marble, alabaster and en-
amelled tiles attest the former mag-
nificence. Perhaps some of these
adorned the banquet hall of Belshaz-
zar. Every brick is marked with the
king’s name and innumerable tablets
describe his deeds. One very ancient
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tamarisk tree far up the mound is
popularly believed to be a last des-
cendant of those on the celebrated
gardens, Nebuchadnezzar proudly
said : “Is not this great Babylon that
I have builded by the might of my
power and for the honour of myself
But the wailing prophet declared,
“Babylon shall become heaps”. Verily
such has befallen the “glory of na-
tions”.

The Birs Nimrud, on the site of
Borsippa, a gigantic mound with a
circuit of a half-mile at its base and
rising 150 feet, surmounted by a tower
forty feet, tradition calls the Tower
of Babel. Among its excavated rub-
bish are found bits of marble and
basalt, showing decorative features of
great beauty.

Your next pilgrimage is to the site
of Nineveh, opposite Mosul on the
Tigris. Savants differ as to the size
of the city visited by Jonah. Rawlin-
son thinks that the walls which can be
traced in a circuit of eight miles en-
closed the entire city, while Layard
conjectures that mounds some miles
away should be included making a
circuit of fifty miles. In any case

it was a place of extraordinary mag-

nificence as revealed by the archeolo-
gists who have unearthed some of the
rarest treasures known, such as col-
ossal winged bulls, Assyrian lions,
lettered slabs and cylinders.

Just as hieroglyphiecs tell the his-
tory of Egypt so do cuneiform char-
acters disclose the Assyrian and
Babylonian. One of the largest of these
interesting inseriptions in cuneiform
ever deciphered is that of Darius de-
seribing the extent of his Persian Em-
pire and his numerous conquests.
Other records tell of the deeds of
Shalmaneser, Sargon, Sennacherib,
Asshur-banipal and others, and some
prove that Semiramis, the mythical
queen of Ninus the founder of Nine-
veh, was a real person. Still other
tablets give the Chaldean account of
the Flood.

The beginning of Nineveh is gen-
erally ascribed to about 2000 B.C.
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and its destruction by the Medes and
Persians under Cyaxares to 608 B.C.
In Xenophon’s time (400 B.C.) so
complete was its ruin, and that of
Nimrud, that both site and name were
lost.

Other ruins of supreme interest are
those at Ctesiphon now associated
with the heroic stand of Gen. Town-
shend’s forces where remains one stu-
pendous arch, a solitary monument to
Parthian monarchs and to Persian
kings who lived here in wealth and
luxury.

Mounds and earthen ramparts also
mark the site of Seleucia, which flour-
ished on the downfall of Babylon and
where the successors of Alexander
the Great built a beautiful city.

If you wander out of Mesopotamia
across the desert to Palmyra, ruins
of more recent date arise from the
sandy waste. Not mounds of brick
are they but temple columns and gig-
antic shafts which still rear their
stately forms to the clear sky. The
Golden City was so named, both from
its sun-gilded columns and from its
rich emporium, which arose through
the trade route from Persia to Damas-
cus. Its zenith was at the time of
the Romans when the desert queen
Zenobia was humbled by the mighty
Emperior Aurelian.

Many other treasures lie buried in
this Eastern land, for alas! the
world’s best ruins, excepting those of
Greece and Italy, are held by the de-
spoiling hand of the Turk. The pomp
and splendour of by-gone days are
lost in decay and desolation. Owls
and bats are now the only inhabitants
of fallen palaces and solitary jackals
prowl among ruined temples. All is
weirdness and waste. Even in the
desert a great wave of silence rolls,
and the voice of the wild beast makes
dreary moan. The Prophet’s utter-
ance is true: “The Lord of Hosts hath
swept it with the besom of destrue-
tion, and it hath become a dry land,
a wilderness wherein no man dwelleth
Verily there is a God which

:'iu(igei;h the earth”.



SOLDIERING

IN CANADA

FIFTY-FIVE YEARS AGO
By D Ceorge Bryeo

per Canada were colonized by

retired soldiers ranging from
private to Colonel, in very few spots
was the esprit mulitaire maintained.
The settler’s axe replaced the musket,
and it was only rarely, in the long
winter nights, that the old soldier in
Lanark, or Zorra, or Adelaide, or some
other nucleus could be induced to
“fight his gattles o’er again”. The
cause of this was that the struggle to
overcome nature and to conquer the
wilderness was so great that even
among military immigrants, except in
very rare cases, the spirit had fled.
To the young inquiring Canadians the
only story still remaining that was
within a quarter of a century of their
time was the incident of the 1837-8
rebellion.

The writer, born in the Gore Dis-
trict, where a good sprinkling of the
descendants of the United Empire
Loyalists, Highland Kilties and Wel-
lington’s soldiers were living, remem-
bers as a boy going with his father to
the Queen’s Birthday muster. Old
Colonel Perley, who was the military
Ajax of the district, had summoned
the men of soldiery age to meet him
on the Burford plains. Several hun-
dreds, instead of thousands, known as
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r I YHOUGH scores of places in Up-

“militia” men had assembled. While
perhaps better dressed than Fal-
staff’s brigade, they had nothing but
civilian’s elothes. The Colonel, who
had a soldier’s uniform, a belt, a
dangling sword, and a cocked hat,
was an objeet of great wonder to the
boyish spectator.

The men gathered on the green
grass of a beautiful Maytime meadow
and faced up in a long, irregular,
single line. An orderly in plain
clothes called the roll, and though the
citizen soldiery did not know “hay-
foot” from “strawfoot” they received
their compensating mark, got the
order “right face”, “break off”—and
the pageant was over. No red jack-
ets, no drill, no pomp and circum-
stances. It was a great falling off in
the right of the lads of that time who
had been reading the stories of Marl-
borough, the dash of Napoleon, or the
great siege and fall of Sebastopol in
the Crimean war.

However, the noise of battle was
soon to be in the air. The fratriei-
dal American war had broken out on
the issue of slavery. Young Canada
held itself to be British, yet the con-
fliet did not seem to be our war. Sud-
denly, Canadians were awakened. The
writer remembers well the thrill of
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anxiety that shot through the Can-
adian heart in 1861 when it was re-
ported that the Southern gentlemen
—Mason and Slidell, ambassadors
from the Southern States to Europe,
had been taken by force from the deck
of a British steamer. All the real
participation in war which Canada
had known was the enlistment of the
.Hundredth Regiment of 1,200 men to
go to the Crimea. The only deep
feeling shown toward this European
War by the Canadian farmers was in
their mourning over the fall in the
price of wheat after the close of that
war. But Great Britain and the
United States seemed really in dan-
ger of a serious rupture over the
“Trent Affair”. Britain could not
surrender her right to her own
“decks”, and the Americans claimed
the free right of capture. _

At this time really began the rise
of a patriotic sentiment among the
Canadian people. Omne reflects how
enormous a development has taken
place since that period of 1861 in the
enthusiasm and devotion shown by
Canadians in their support of the Em-
pire in the present European war.
In the “Trent Affair” the Empire was
all astir. Immediately British ships
were filled with Britain’s best regi-
ments, and these swept off to Canada
full of Tmperial help, in spite of the
“Little Englanders”. British regi-
ments were sent to Nova Secotia and
New Brunswick on the shore. There
being no railway to bring soldiers by
rail to the inland British provinces,
and the St. Lawrence being frozen,
the regiments for Upper Canada and
Lower Canada were brought by sleighs
over the untenanted snowfields of
New Brunswick. A regiment, or half
a regiment, was sent to every consid-
erable town in Canada, and in a few
Canadian centres a regular garrison
was established.

The writer remembers the soldiers
stationed in his country town of
Brantford. There was half a regi-
ment of one of Britain’s crack corps,
the Welsh Fusiliers. Their presence

strengthened the hearts of the peo-
ple. The Fusiliers had a mascot
with them—a goat—and this guard-
ian of their fortunes, on their
marches, stood erect on his hind legs,
leading the brave mountaineers.
Every Canadian town had in its sol-
diers, men who provoked patriotism
among the youths. Volunteer regi-
ments sprang up everywhere, even to
villages and mere country cross-
roads. Drill sergeants were sent to
train the bodies of recruits. Colonel
Perley, the coryphwus of the Burford
plains, had at his disposal a regular
drill sergeant from H. M. Regiment
69 to drill groups of young men. The
writer remembers well his companion,
William Winer Cooke, and himself
riding on horses, each with a sword
with iron seabbard rattling on the ex-
cited horses’ sides, going six miles
to take sword drill. The sergeant was
a veteran of the Crimea, and had a
scar some three inches long on his
brow, showing where a fragment of
a Russian shell had struck him in the
trenches before Sebastopol. We be-
came experts in sword drill in the
hands of our teacher, who fought over
for us his Crimean battles. Then,
as encouraged by the authorities, we
scoured the country on horseback in
a cirele with a radius of four or six
miles, and succeeded in raising fa
company of volunteers for the Brant
battalion. Our work was that of two
lads of about eighteen years of age,
and our company stood for years as
the evidence of the pluck of our coun-
try lads.

When the company was formed
and gazetted, the writer who was
going in that year to Toronto Uni-
versity, had no ambition for office,
but young Cooke who was in every
way suited for a commission, and who
well deserved it, was disappointed in
not receiving it, and when the “Trent
Affair” was over he crossed to the
United States and entered the Fed-
eral army. He was a splendid look-
ing ‘Canadian, more than six feet in
height and one born to command. He
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became a Colonel in the regular Am-
erican army, became the intimate
friend and confident of General Cus-
ter and, with his superior officer, af-
terward perished in the terrible In-
dian massacre. Some years after his
death an Indian with Cooke’s silver-
mounted revolver offered it for sale
in Pembina, on the boundary of Man-
itoba, but the writer, who would have
purchased it, failed to follow up the
vendor.

For several years Canada West
was a great camp, and the regular
system of Canadian Militia was or-
ganized.  Regular schools were
established for training officers, and
these were placed under British regu-
lars. One of these was established
in Toronto, under an officer of the
16th Regiment, when quartered in
that city. At the end of his first Uni-
versity year, the writer along with a
number of college companions in
Toronto University attended the mili-
tary School and took, some a certifi-
cate of being able to command a com-
pany, others certificates of ability to
drill a regiment.

Our grounds for training were be-
hind the old Government House at
the crossing of King and York
Streets. Our Instructor and leader
was Captain Carter, of the 16th. His
teaching was good, the work was
hard, and many of his men of that
time have arisen to high military posi-
tions. The year after (1865) one of
the most memorable military events
was the gathering of some 1,500
graduates from the several military
schools of Canada into a body to drill
for several weeks in a camp at La
Prairie, opposite Montreal. The Mili-
tary cadets were the very flower of
Canada’s young men, and were gath-
ered at government expense in over-
laden steamers from Ontario and
Quebee.

The camp +was under command
oof Colonel Garnet Wolseley, who
afterward gained great fame as
one of our greatest British general.
We lived in tents, with some ten

or twelve men in each. The course
of training was most unique, the in-
structors all being men who bore gov-
ernment military certificates. Kach
had to take a day in turn through
the various positions as assistant
cook, cook, corporal, and so on up to
captain. When one had reached hig
captaincy he then had to go to the
bottom as assistant cook and rise, per-
forming his duties of a day in each
of the matters required of him. Man
amusing anecdotes followed the camp
The wood supplied was dry maple a;
hard as a bone. The axes supplied
were British axes, very dull, and each
had a perfectly straight handle, about
two feet long. Many of us remember
a tall King street “swell”, slender and
more than six feet in height, who with
his stout-handled axe made fruitless
efforts to supply fuel for the evening
meal. One of his comrades, seein
the dilemma, shouted out, “Look here
H., give me that axe; we’ll have ng
supper at the rate you're going”. An-
other, now a prominent Canadian
undertook to boil rice for dessert in
the cover of a camp kettle foupr
inches deep. It was for Sunday din-
ner. Filling the vessel half full of
rice it began to boil and rise so high
that four or five times he had to
ladle out half of it in a dish to secure
anything at all for his hungry asse-
ciates. It was the story of the camp
Every man in camp admired and
loved the little Irish Colonel, wheo
understood Canadian life and wheo
appreciated the manliness and re-
source of his Canadian men. His ap.
preciation of Canadian pluck ang
adaptability was shown by Genera}
Wolseley when he expressed his ad.
miration of the Canadians, whom he
led on the Red River expedition jp
1870, through the rivers, rapids, sha].
low lakes and swamps of the Lake
Superior region, Rainy Lake, Lake of
the Woods and down the rapids ang
portages of the Winnipeg River. T4
was he who, leading many of his olq
T.a Prairie Camp in command of
expedition, raised the Union Jack
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over Fort Garry, which by Gallic
machination and American interfer-
ence, had been replaced by a rebel
standard. That Colonel Wolseley did
not forget his Canadian boys, was
seen when on his laborious and dan-
gerous ascent of the Nile in Egypt he
gent for a body of Red River voyag-
eurs to act as boatmen. These brave
fellows of oar and paddle did great
service on the Nile, though their lea-
der, Colonel Kennedy of Winnipeg,
on his return, died in London.

Since the time of the early impulse
of the “Trent Affair” the volunteer
system of Canada has grown enor-
mously, and from it sprang the
Kingston Military College, which has
supplied many officers who, trained
under Canadian skies, have done great
Imperial service. Canadians are
proud of such men as Otter, Steele,
Girourard, Walsh, Kennedy, (Father
and Son) and many others who have
gained distinction in the wars of the
Empire.

Next month Dr. Bryce will deal more fully with the Canadian soldiering of fifty
years ago, and particularly with the Fenian raids.

THE SPOILED SONGS
By ARTHUR L. PHELPS

I LIVE where Beauty walks with the old tread
Men tell of when they are about to die,
And poets when they live; I live with love.

Yet am I not content.

Is Beauty gone emaciate and pale?
Is Love a little little thing at last
In the story of the world?

I am not sure. When morning lights the bay
There is a coil of unfolding limpid glory
Moving like silver suddenly poured down

In tortuous liquidity of shine

Out of the sky molten, by some magic cold.
‘When the ducks fly T am outdoors to watch;
I see them like a little careless thread

At last, lying, while I look, upon the floor
Of God’s rooms, till His distance pick them up.
A man upon the road will turn my eyes;

T’ll see him past the church and Bennie’s farm,
And watch him down the hill.

Yet Beauty is not fire; Beauty is but

The like of ashes clogging up a fire;

And love is like a bellows broken out.

It is that stale and ancient poison, war,
Like reek of an old tooth,

Suddenly rolling forth.

When the war is over and men come home,
Maybe my songs will tell them this and that
They have forgot about of Beauty and Love;
But maybe the songs will be too spoiled

To make a man remember what they would.
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prepared her child for school,
serupulously or sketchily, as
the case might be, and, having dis-
patched him thither, washed her
hands of him until four o’clock in
the afternoon, with the brief inter-
val of noon. And, at four o’clock
the weary school teacher straightened
her desk, dismissed her class, and
gladly shifted the responsibility
back to the parent. The child’s life
vibrated between the home and the
school, but the home and school were
entirely independent of each other.
Within the last five years, these
conditions have been almost com-
pletedly altered. While the parent
is still willing to leave the education
of the child in the hands of the Pub-
lic School, the Public School is no
longer satisfied to leave the child’s
health in the hands of the parent.
Five years ago, the adenoid flour-
ished, and the tooth-brush was re-
garded as a burden. The School
Board was content to fill the child’s
mind, and to leave the filling of his
teeth to the diseretion of his parent.
Strangely enough, it was the parent
who neglected this tacit contract.
There are now fourteen dentists,
twenty doctors, and thirty-eight
nurses in charge of the health of the
Public School children of Toronto,
assuming the responsibility that an
astonishing number of parents are
shirking, whether through ignorance,
negligence, or sheer poverty.
64

[: VIVE years ago the Toronto parent

&.Lawry,

Meglical inspection of schools be-
gan in Europe, where education ig
a science. Brussels, Belgium, claims
the honour of inaugurating the first
full system of inspection, and this
system was copied and elaborated in
most of the large cities of Europe.
The United States was literally fore.
ed into its adoption through slum
conditions and an ever swelling for-
eign population. It was first intro.
duced into Toronto Public Schools
in 1911.

Inspection of school children fop
defects is simply a development of
inspection of contagious diseases. The
Public - School offers unexcelled op-
portunities for exchanging com-
municable diseases. Left to its own
devices, it can produce a very cred-
itable epidemic from a single healthy
germ. The inspection for contagious
disease aimed very commendably at
safeguarding the community, with.
out any special reference to the in-
dividual. But from safeguarding the
community to safeguarding the in.
dividual is only a step.

Now that it is here, the amazing
thing is that a plan so obvious, go
simple in its operation, and so effec.
tive in its working out, could evep
have been overlooked. Since the day
of Egerton Ryerson, we have been
“muddling through” on the utterly
stupid theory that all children ape
born physically and mentally equal .
that a row of children in one of oup
Publie School rooms possesses about
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as much individuality as a row of
teeth in a comb. The Public School
child struggled along from the cradle
of his education in the kindergarten,
to its grave, in many cases, in the
Entrance class, hopelessly handicap-
ped by adenoids, by carious teeth, by
the thousand and one conditions aris-
ing from lack of personal cleanli-
ness.

To-day, the child with defective
eyesight, hearing, or teeth is treated
and, if possible, cured before the de-
fect becomes disaster. And where
stertorous breathing and sagging
mouths proclaim adenoids and en-
larged tonsils there is examination,
and, if necessary, an operation.
Then, on this levelled basis of health.
the teacher is able to proceed with
the shaping of future scholars and
statesmen—with a wonderfully in-
creased prospect of success.

The normal child is expected to
complete the eight grades of the
Public School in eight years. In
view of this, the following table, tak-
en from the pamphlet issued by the
Russel Sage Foundation, gives food
for thought.

Physical defect present.

Carious teeth. .. 8 1-2 years.

Enlarged tonsils 8 7-10 years.
Adenoids ...... 9 1-10 years.
Enlarged glands 9 2-10 years.

Thus, a remediable defect brings,
inevitably, one of two unfortunate
results. The child continues to go to
school, wasting, in some cases. over
a year of his life, and a year’s tui-
tion at the expense of the city; or,
utterly out of love with this dis-
heartening business of getting an
edueation, he leaves school and en-
ters upon life in a century when a
fuller educational equipment is de-
manded than ever before.

The perfect human animal is prae-
tically non-existent. Out of five hun-
dred children, only one was discov-
ered to have perfect teeth, and that
one had a spinal disorder. A gloomy
picture! One has visions of small
spectacled human wrecks, beset by

the twin terrors, adenoids and ton-
sils, erawling about or sitting palely
in the sunny spaces of the school
playground. Fortunately, the small
human animal is hardy, and his ad-
vancement is only hindered and not
stopped by wrong habits of living.
The system of medical inspection is
not expected to perfeet the type.
But it hopes, by giving the child a
straight, strong body, and an un-
hampered mind, to equip him more
fully for future manhood and cit-
izenship.

In the un-analytical past, the
school-boy who could mnot keep
abreast of his companions was called
“backward”. Later, someone coined
the term “mentally deficient” to de-
seribe the child who, through some
unfortunate miracle, was without
any power of consecutive thinking.
The backward and the mentally defi-
cient were relegated together to the
hopeless group that never could
“pass”. Before mental deficiency, of
course, the medical inspector is help-
less. What he ean do, however, is
withdraw the backward child from
this unfortunate group, remove the
physical eause of his mental inactiv-
ity, and restore him to a normal
childhood.

Hygiene has always been on the
Public  School ecurriculum.  For
years the school child has been led
around the ecirculatory system, and
over the highlv unappetizing diges-
tive course. He may havé been a
bit vague on the tibia and fibula, but
he was very sure they were anatomi-
cal and not geographical. This is all
very important, of ecourse, but, in
addition to it he now learns a per-
sonal hygiene. The school doctor
and nurse teach him the value of
pure water and fresh air. and of
keepine his body clean: and through
the school dentist he is introduced
to the tooth-brush, often for the first
time, and learns that teeth, even tem-
porary teeth. are a responsibility not
to be held lightly. Tt is not easy.
There is no harder task in the world
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than to induce a child to take his
health seriously, and he is a very
eloquent dentist who can persuade
him to surrender the sticky joy of an
all day sucker for the cold comfort
of a tooth-brush.

But he does not forget it, even if
he does not immediately apply it. It
is the first time, in many cases, that
he has heard the gospel of health.
And now he hears it over and over,

emphasized and re-emphasized. He
sees it on charts and on leaflets. He
cannot escape it anywhere. There

is a card system of recording, of
Bertillon accuracy, which literally
keeps its finger on his pulse from the
time he enters the kindergarten to the
time he leaves the Entrance class. If
he is dirty or verminous, as sometimes
happens, he is sent home. If he is
sick, he is sent to the school murse
or doctor. If he has a tooth-ache,
he attends a dental clinic. In so far
as it is humanly possible, health is
absolutely thrust upon him.

It is hard to say just how far this
hygienic teaching reaches through
the child into wun-hygienic homes.
Families that have closed their win-
dows to the fresh night air, and
lived very comfortably in untidiness
and dirt for generations, are not
easily converted to the radical theor-
ies that their children bring home
from Public School. Tt means in-
finite patience and insistence. Cer-
tainly, the parent of a child in our
Public School, has no longer the ex-
cuse of ignorance.

The doctors and dentists employed
by the school board devote their
mornings from nine to twelve to in-
spection, while the school nurse gives
all her day to it. The city is divided
into distriets, the districts including
approximately four schools. In the
better residential parts of the city,
the need of medical inspection is not
so great, and doctor, nurse or dentist
can cover a larger area. Where the
foreign and poorer elements pre-
dominate, on the other hand, the
board finds it necessary to concen-

trate. Everything is systematized,
everything worked out meticulously
to avoid oversight in one part, and
overlapping in another. The centre
of these districts is a dental clinie,
A room in one of the schools is fitted
up with dental chair and accessories,
and here the children, who seem to
suffer from every known dental dis-
order except pyorrhea, are treated
and cured. In default of such an
office, the work is handled by a muni-
cipal clinie.

The introduction of small tooth-
brushes and a good dentifrice at g
purely nominal price, brought
about some startling discoveries.
Less amusing than appalling to the
prophylactic mind is the naive state-
‘ment made by one school boy.

“We don’t need a tooth-brush. We
use the boarder’s!”

A surprising number of the child-
ren had no idea whatever of the en-
tirely personal mission of the tooth-
brush.

In the report of 1911, when medi-
cal inspection was first instituted in
Toronto, the chief dental officer
states that out of 516 kindergart-
ners examined, two only claimed to
use a tooth-brush! 1In the case of
the very poor and ignorant, it was
not so much a question in the be.
ginning of converting them to the
use of the tooth-brush as of intro-
ducing them to it. It is useless to
tell a child that it is better to have
a dirty face than a dirty mouth
when he is quite unconscious of thé
heinousness of having a dirty face.
In dealing with a child of this type,
the new system has to create a prac-
tical theory of ecleanliness in hig
mind before it can acecomplish any.
thing. When a child has had a thop.
ough experience of the pleasure of
being clean, he is less likely to be
content with the discomfort of dirtj.
ness. Those that wish to be clean
clean they shall be. As to those that
wish to be foul, they have no choice
whatever in the matter.

The teacher has her share, too, in
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this campaign of health. It is a
large one, because she is in closer
touch with the child than any one
else. She is able to note when he
shows signs of lagging, of nervous-
ness, of straining sight or hearing,
and she reports it at once to the
medical inspector. These are the
cases largely, that fill up his morn-
ing. Twice a month, the school nurse
makes the round of all the children,
searching for the external evidences
of unclean living. In addition to
this, there is a routine examination
of all the pupils after holidays, for
the detection of infectious diseases,
and a complete physical examination
during the year. It is a drag-net
system that no defect or disease can
escape.

Neither can the parents escape it.
The inspector notifies them by card
that their child has been examined
and found to be in need of certain
medical or dental treatment. The
school nurse “follows up” the eard,
and ascertains whether the parents
are able to bear the expense of*treat-
ment. If they are, the patient goes
to the family physician or dentist
and is cured. If they are not, the
nurse sees that he is taken to a dis-
pensary, or, if the case calls for an
operation, to the hospital. There is
a fund of four hundred dollars re-
served to purchase glasses for those
children whose parents cannot afford
to remedy the defect themselves.
There have been cases—rare ones—
where parents have been stupidly
and criminally opposed to having the
child receive any treatment what-
ever. When this occurrs, the school
bhoard, pushed to an extreme. places
it in the hands of the Juvenile Conrt:
for the school board is very much in
earnest about this matter. So it con-
tinues to inspeet and to disinfect. to
cirenlate glasses and tooth-brushes
and dentifrice, accepting parental
help where it is offered, and compel-
ling it where it is not. The system
is parent-proof, and unbeatable.

But it does not act despotically.

If it is insistent, it is also courteous.
The school nurse, for instance, has to
combine the qualities of an angel of
mercy with those of an interna-
tional diplomat. Her leading char-
acteristic must be tact—the tact that
is laid on with a trowel and the rare
tact that conceals tact. She must be
able to clothe in graceful, casual
language the statement, “Madame,
your child should be gone over thor-
oughly with a fine tooth comb”, or
“Your child has already been sent
home three times for a bath”. She
must be able to discover, as indi-
rectly as possible, how far the fam-
ily will be able to finance the child’s
medical or dental treatment. Her
work lies largely among the ignorant
and the very poor, largely, but not
exclusively, of course, for in onr
democratic country, the son of the
wealthy manufacturer is quite likely
to go to school with the son of the
banana pedlar around the corner.
So she meets with every type of par-
ent—the intelligent and the ignor-
ant, the well-to-do, and the very
poor, the interested and the indiffer-
ent—and strives to convince them
all that the work of the system of
medical inspection is not interfer-
ence, but co-operation. Quite fre-
quently she encounters more opposi-
tion from the Canadian than from
the foreign-born parent, the Can-
adian declaring that he never, never,
never will bhe slave to any system,
and the foreigner, fresh from govern-
ment-ridden Furope regarding an
official visit and instrnetions with
respectful awe.

Nowhere, probably, does the ma-
chinery of the Government and the
machinery of social service work in
closer harmony than here. The
Government rounds up all the child-
ren in the country under fourteen
vears of age, and places them for
the formative period of their life
under the care of a body of trained,
intelligent men and women. Through
the medium of the school nurse, the
Public School is able to reach cases
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that the churches and social settle-
ments have failed to discover—cases
of mal-nutrition, and filthy habits of
living, the parents of tuberculosis;
cases of families too proud to ask for
assistance and in desperate need of
it—and cases of families imploring
assistance and possessing bank aec-
counts. The system reaches beyond
the diseases to the condition that
caused the disease. It is not merely
a health movement; it is a social
movement, widening and varying in
its activities, as the growth of slum
conditions keeps pace with the
growth of the city.

Too many parents regard medical

fication cards, secured by red tape;
or as an excuse on the part of the
Board of Education for raising the
rate of school taxation. There are
even those who, because it is essen-
tially modern, look upon it as g
rather sentimental fad. In reality,
it is one of the broadest humanitar.,
ian movements- of the day, and one
of the tenderest. For it is a move-
ment in defence of the child ; to wage
war on dirt and disease and the
strange perversities of nature that
threaten his development; to show
him the real meaning of living: to
teach him “to learn his lessons, and
thank God for cold water; and wash

inspection of schools as an inartistic

in it, too, like a thorough Engligh-
system of pink, blue and yellow noti- :

man.”

A KIRKFIELD TRAGEDY

By MAIN JOHNSON

IN blythest spring, when colours glowed,
And brown squirrels scudded ’long each lane,
Chasing their tails o’er bourge’ning boughs—
Ontario’s sky soft-blue again;

When pussy-willows charmed and soothed,
With warm caress of fur, soft, deep;

‘When drabness fled before the green,
We saw what made us stop and weep.

In a Canadian maple-wood,
‘Where sap was running sweet and clear,
‘With shining, long tin pails agleam
’Gainst rough, brown tree-trunks far and near—

Each pail full filled with liquid white,
All waiting to be lifted down,

And in old ealdrons iron black
Be boiled unto a syrup brown.

In midst of this rare ecstasy,
Within a pail filled with such cheer,

A squirrel lay drowned—his paws upstretched,
His fur still sleek, his eyes still clear!
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( :OINCIDENCE is certainly a
funny thing. Moreover, con-
sistency is seldom apparent in

its donations. It reminds one of the
hungry small-boy, the unlocked pan-
try, and the open cake-basket. Even
as Convention is first cousin to Pre-
cedent, so Coincidence is closely relat-
ed to Luck. A moneyless man may
order a plate of oysters on-the-half-
shell, and incidentally bite into pearls
of price. True, this oceurrence is not
prevelant, but here is an instance.

Mrs. William Hazlet, seated in the
tiny bay-window of her house on
Cook Street, was engaged in the un-
emotional task of sewing buttons on
her husband’s shirt. The houses on
Cook Street, being semi-detached and
stuccoed in pairs, were all seemingly
poured from the same mould. Facing
one another in two solid rows, they
dissimilated only in the numerous ash-
cans. Many a man, it is said, return-
ing home late at night, has bent his
latehkey trying the wrong door, think-
ing it to be his own.

The Street held a problematical lo-
cation; it contained too much of the
city to be called residential, and it
lay too near the suburbs to be known
as “down town”. Real estate agents
—those who belonged to the Ananias
Club—informed their customers (in
display type) that charming subur-
ban dwellings were to be had for
thirty dollars a month, on Cook
Street.

Mrs. Hazlet’s glance tailed up and
down the quiet street. A busy, store-
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lined thoroughfare crossed one end,
while a shady residential avenue could
be discerned at the other. An elec-
tric street-car angled past the shop-
ped corner; Mrs. Hazlet watched it,
wondering if it would stop. It did
not, but her eyes fell on a figure
which, turning the corner, came
briskly up the street.

It was a large, imposing gentleman,
arrayed in a black coat and light
trousers, topped by a tall silk hat.
In his hand he carried a black grip-
sack. As this distinguished stranger
advanced, Mrs. Hazlet noticed he
possessed a jovial, clean shaven coun-
tenance, wreathed in perpetual smiles.
Another man strolled around the
corner about fifty yards behind the
first. Mrs. Hazlet barely noticed him ;
he was a medium-sized man wearing
a light gray suit, his face partly hid-
den by a rakish Derby. She continued
to watch the first man, vaguely won-
dering where he was going. He walk-
ed quickly along the street, glancing
carelessly at the houses. Arriving op-
posite Mrs. Hazlet’s window he slack-
ened his pace; he hesitated a mom-
ent; then turned sharply, and walk-
ed up the cement path. Was this
flank movement caused by the con-
tour of the Hazlet ash-can? Who
can say ?

Mrs. Hazlet was greatly surprised.
She was all of a flutter. What could
it mean? Might he be a lawyer come
to—or was he merely an agent selling
tea? She whirled around, dropped
Mr. Hazlet’s shirt, and ran down.
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In the hall the electric bell rang
shrilly. Mrs. Hazlet looked down at
her skirt, and felt her collar. She had
once been the belle of the lace coun-
ter in Bayley’s Department Store;
moreover she was only feminine. Af-
ter surveying herself in the hall mir-
ror, and patting her hair into shape,
she went to the door.

“Excuse me, madam,” said the
frock-coated stranger, “but I have a
few articles that I’d like to show
you.”

“Only an agent after all,” thought
Mrs. Hazlet.

“T merely ask you to take a glance,”
proceeded the jovial-faced gentleman,
leaning forward tentatively.

Mrs. Hazlet made a hesitating mur-
mur, “Um-er-what is it?” she said.

“T’d like your opinion on these
here knick-knacks,” he replied, step-
ping inside the door.

The die was cast, and Mrs. Haz-
let’s curiosity was aroused. Her hus-
band was not a stout man, nor did he
wear a frock coat and a silk hat.
She let the engaging stranger in with-
out more ado.

“Some place I can put my bag
down ?” he murmured, glancing into
the hall. “Ah, here on the hall seat.”

Then turning his head, the unreluec-
tant caller glanced anxiously through
the open door.

“I don’t want to keep you standing
in a draught,” he said gallantly—
“Better shut the door.”

“T’1l close it,” offered Mrs. Hazlet,
stepping forward to do so.

His eyes mnarrowed past her, to
where the man in the Derby hat stood
irresolute on the sidewalk. Seeing
the door close the outsider shrugged
his shoulders, stuck his hands in his

pockets, and walked slowly on. Turn-

ing, about fifty yards away, he strol-
led slowly back. '

“Fxcuse me,” began Mrs. Hazlet,
meaningly, “but what is it you want?
Are you a book agent Mr. i

“Qmith. That’s my name. I re-
present one of the biggest industries.
—No: not exactly literary.”

He turned and unfastened his B
black bag. Mrs. Hazlet peered for- 3
ward. The bag seemed nearly full of
elastic-banded bundles of crisp slips
of paper. She thought they looked
like bank notes, but of course they
couldn’t be.

Mr. Smith inserting his hand in an
inner recess, smiled facetiously at Mrs,
Hazlet. , :

“My brother is upstairs,” said the
lady significantly, “he’s just home
from college.”

“Sure,” was the genial reply. “I
won’t keep you from his society any
longer than necessary. Just cast
your eves on this little joker. Ain’t
it the chicken-sandwich to a hungry
man? See how it glitters. The quick-
ness of the hand deceives the—er—
I mean, what d’ye think of it, eh %

He held up a magnificent diamond
ring, which shimmered and shone,
like a 48 candle-power incandescent
light at two feet distance. i

“Its beautiful!” ejaculated Mrs
Hazlet, faseinated. “Are—you selling
it ?” she managed to ask.

“Yes, madam, T am—er—disposing
of it o

Mrs. Hazlet’s heart sank. “They’re
lovely,” she said, “but I could never
pay the price.” She turned away.

“One moment, madam,” he inter
posed quickly ; “you haven’t heard the
price yet. I’d like you to try it on
see how it fits. Here you are.” He
handed over the ring, with as much
apparent care as if he was a hired-
man feeding the stock. y

Mrs. Hazlet tried it on with chok-
ing breath. She waved her hand back
and forth at an angle of forty-five de-
grees. She flattered herself that she
knew a diamond when she saw one,
“It’s gorgeous!” she breathed.

“T agree with you,” responded the
urbane gentleman. “You could eut
down your electric light bill with that
around the house.”

“Yes, but it’s too swell,” went on
Mrs. Hazlet sadly. “That’s the worst
of it. Anyway you might as well tell
me the price, and get it over.” e
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The “agent” looked at the door,
through the glass window he seemed
to see reasons for extending his call.

“Madam,” he began, “the price of
that ring at Ryne’s swell jewelry em-
porium would be one hundred and
fifty dollars.” He paused dramatical-
ly.
y“G}oodness gracious! Oh well in
that case—"

“But,” he continued, waving his
hands, “my rooms—that is to say—
the firm I represent, have decided to
offer this exceptional solid-gold, sin-
gle-stoned ace-of-joy at the extraor-
dinary price of one dollar down, and
one a month for eight months.”

Now, according to all the rules of
precedent, habit, and the thought of
the neighbours’ envy, Mrs. Hazlet
should have gasped incredulously, or
else have been overwhelmed with joy.

But none of these emotions af-
fected her. She merely said: “If
you think it humorous to offer me a
diamond ring like that, for nine dol-
lars, I don’t. If you’ve nothing bet-
ter to do than to trifle with a lady’s
feelings, I won’t detain you any lon-
ger.” \

“Madam, you do me wrong,” he
protested. “I haven’t the slightest in-
tention of putting up a game. Let
me explain. You see the—a—shop
which I travel for gets these little
bright eyes from our own mine in
South America, and they’re cut and
set by a special process, which also
cuts the price. In this way we are
able to hand them out at this low
figure.”

He drew a deep breath.

“Do you really mean it?’ gasped
Mrs. Hazlet.

When informed that he certainly
did, she re-examined the ring on her
finger.

“It’s perfect,” she declared. “And
only nine dollars. Why, that’s next
to nothing—only a dollar a month.
T believe I've got a dollar bill in the
kitchen. T’ll get it.”

The “agent” glanced through the
glass window in the front door. Just
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then the man in the gray suit and
Derby hat strolled past nonchalantly.

“This’s a rotten proposition I'm up
against,” ruminated Mr. Smith. “I
suppose I'll have to let this little*ace
of diamonds slip by.”

- Mrs. Hazlet was still gazing fondly
on her prospective purchase.
“Is there anything I’ll

sign ?” she suddenly asked.

Mr. Smith did not seem to expect
this. “Eh! What?” he said. “Sign?
Oh, sure; write your name under that
of the horse you choose—I mean—you
get the spondulix, cash, I mean, and
T’ll fix up something for you to sign.”

“All right, I’ll get the money!”

“One moment, madam, might I ask
vou,” he glanced toward the door
again.  “My larynx and vocal organs
are as dry as the editorial page of a
Western yap journal —in other
words, could you oblige me with a
drink—"

Mrs. Hazlet frowned; her lord and
master was a staunch temperance ad-
vocate.

“—— of cool limpid water,” finish-
ed Mr. Smith hastily.

“Oh, yes,” said the lady.
the dollar, too,” she added.

The houses on Cook Street were not
extensive, and Mrs. Hazlet was in the
kitchen almost before she had left
the hall. A thin, “second-best”
purse, a glaring temptation to deliv-
ery boys, lay invitingly on the table.
Grasping it with a practised hand,
she shook out the contents. There
was wafted forth a dollar hill, some
loose change, a back door key and a
street car transfer. She clutched the
bill with the joy of long-hoped-for
possession; turning, she faced Mr.
Smith.

“Don’t be alarmed, madam,” said
that gentleman beamingly. “I don’t
want to trouble you rushing that
glass of—a—water,” he waved a de-
precating hand, “so that I just
thought I’d step out. I hate to
bother a lady,” he said simply. Glane-
ing around the room, which was no
neater than it should have been, he

have to

“PIl get
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_remarked: “Ah, how this kitchen re-
minds me of the one me own mother
used to run.”

He set his hat and bag (which he
still carried) on a chair.

“Here’s a tumbler,” said Mrs. Haz-
let kindly. “That tap nearest the
window is eold—the one with the fil-
ter.”

“Thanks,” Mr. Smith with bulky
grace accepted the proffered tumbler.

He twice filled and emptied the
glass, his eyes wandering around the
room. Mrs. Hazlet was preoccupied
by the window, letting the light glint
from different angles on her intended
purchase. Mr. Smith watched her
narrowly. At last he put the third
tumblerful to his lips, but after a
few swallows set it down with a wry
face.

“Delightful view you have here,
madam,” he remarked, waving an
open hand window-wards.

Mrs. Hazlet had never considered
the outlook especially charming, but
she was too much engrossed to do
anything but assent. Never since her
gaze had encountered the finger of
Paul Duluth, the swell floor-walker in
Bayley’s, had she seen such a ring.
She remembered furtively that Mr.
Hazlet had often warned her to be-
ware of front-door salesmen. But
what did Will Hazlet know’ about
agents, or diamond rings either? Be-
sides Mr. Smith was a gentleman.
There could be no doubt of that. How-
ever, she would be careful. She
would justify woman’s equality.

“Is that a lane back there ?” inquir-
ed Mr. Smith. '

This was a subject nearer home, one
on which Mrs. Hazet could be vol-
uble.

“Yes, that’s a lane,” she admitted ;
“jt runs along the back of our lots,
from Maple Avenue.”

“And opens where ?”

“It opens on Grant Street—that
street you just come from—that one
with the shops. That’s the only thing
I’ve got against the lane,” she ex-
claimed, reciting a well-used griev-

ance, “at the Grant Street end there’s
a saloon—Keegan’s, I think they ecall
it—and at night there’s always some
drunken men hanging around the side
door on the lane. I sometimes won-
der,” she continued, seeing the
“agent” was an attentive listener, “I
often think these houses would be rob-
bed if there was anything in them
to steal. Those places are awful I

“I quite agree with you, madam,”
was the reply. “You have my sym-
pathy. However, as 'm steering for
Maple Avenue, I’ll just make use of
your lane, if you’re agreeable. T’lL
get there quicker.”

“TI suppose it’ll be all right,” an-
swered Mrs. Hazlet. “But youw’ll get
your coat all dusty. But why,” she
was compelled to ask, “do you want
to go by the lane?”

“It’ll save me fifteen minutes. Be-
sides, I want to see Kee— I mean
I’m in a hurry to get to this Maple
Boulevard place. And so, madam, T
will bid you good afternoon.”

‘With profound bows and a flour-
ish of silk head-gear, he backed from
the kitchen. He seemed to have for-
gotten all about the ring, also the re-
quired payment. Mrs. Hazlet did not
remind him. She watched his broad
back, which retreated down the yard
with a jaunty, self-assured air. The
watcher sighed as she saw him fum-
ble at the gate. Mr. Hazlet, evident-
ly, was not a big man.

The gate opened and Mr. Smith
passed through ; just then the electrie-
bell rang sharply. But Mrs. Hazlet
still watched; she noticed with sur-
prise that his black hat, which showed
above the fence, instead of proceeding
towards Maple Avenue and the elite,
bobbed in the direction of Grant
Street and perdition. The bell rang
again violently.

Mrs. Hazlet turned her back to the
window. “Who can it be?”’ Hurry-
ing through the dining-room she sud-
denly remembered the ring on her
finger. “It might be that awful Mrs.
MecStinger,” she murmured; “I could-
n’t bear her to see this.”

£

1
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Her glance swept the conventional
dining-room. On the corner of the
side-board a stiff-necked vase sat, or
rather stood, on three gilded feet. It
was a beautiful example of early Gre-
cian art, “made in Germany,” and
would have made a long-haired ss-
thetic tired of life. Mrs. Hazlet
thought it gave the room quite an
“air”. And now it gave her an in-
spiration.

So dropping the diamond in this
handy receptacle, she proceeded on
her way. The bell rang the third time
and the handle was twisted sharply
before she reached the door.

Opening it, she confronted the man
in the Derby hat.

The newcomer did not have exactly
a prepossessing appearance. His
head gear, tilted to one side, and the
loose gray coat, gave him the look of
a turbulent teamster.

“Well,” inquired Mrs.
“What is it you want?”

“Oh,” replied the stranger easily.
“I want to speak to that sport in the
glad rags that blew in here about half
an hour ago. See!”

“Why—Who do you mean ?”

“All right, lady, don’t get excited.
That guy in the silk lid is a pal o

Hazlet.

mine. I’d like to have a few words
with him.” And he advanced into
the hall.

“Well, you won’t be able to speak
to him here,” said the lady disap-
provingly ; “for he isn’t in the house.”

Her uninvited guest looked in-
credulous. Mrs. Hazlet felt annoyed.

“Do you mean to doubt my word 1”

“There ain’t a bit of use trying to
be funny with me,” said the man
sharply. “Just show me the room
Jimmie’s in and can the musie.”

“The room who’s in? I don’t know
what you’re driving at.”

“Who!” he echoed. “Why, that
fellow in the Prince Albert is Jim-
mie the Piker! T trailed him up this
street. Then I saw him come in here.
I didn’t want to butt in on a lady’s
private house. Say, where is Jim-
“mie?”’

“Look here,” rejoined Mrs. Hazlet,
with dignity, “what do you mean by
talking to me like that? Hadn’t you
better save that tone for my brother
upstairs ?”

“Excuse me, lady,” was the apol-
ogy. “But all the same I must see
him.”

“If that gentleman in the silk hat
is the man you want,” said Mrs. Haz-
let guardedly, “he went out the back
way.”

“What ?” yelled her interlocutor,

Mrs. Hazlet without words led the
way to the kitchen.

“There,” she motioned out of the
window. “If you must know ; he took
a short cut through the lane. He said
he wanted to get to Maple Avenue. I
thought he was an agent. He was
the nicest gentleman. You needn’t
get mad about it.”

For the man in the Derby hat look-
ed the opposite of a poet receiving a
check.

“Where does that lane run?” he
snarled. “I wasn’t wise to a back-get-
away. Where in—where does it run
to?”

“There’s no use to talk like that,”
Mrs. Hazlet protested. “It runs to
Maple Avenue, that way,” she point-
ed, “and at the other end it comes out
on Grant Street, beside one of those
awful saloons——"

“Keegan’s it is, so help me,” ex-
ploded the man, “ Jimmie’s old stand-
by, and he’s got twenty minutes.”

“What has he done?” gasped Mrs.
Hazlet, “and who are you, anyway ?”

“Done! I couldn’t begin to tell you
what he’s done. I've just had a phone
to cop Jimmie, on suspicion—they
said somebody’s gone through the
rear safe in Ryne’s jewelry store—
came in dressed like a big bug and
got away with a bagful of green-
backs and stones.”

“But who are you?”

“Me? I’m a detective, and I thought
I had him this time! But now—Oh
I’ll be——" he burst out, but encoun-
tering Mrs. Hazlet’s steady gaze,
lamely ended, “T’ll be hanged!”
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the war may come to an end
this summer. There is no tang-
ible ground for this belief. It arises
partly through the fears entertained
in finanecial circles that lack of funds
may compel the Allies to force an
early decision. Tt is due in part also
to the failure of the Germans to at-
tain any striking success at Verdun
commensurate with the gigantic losses
they have sustained. On the French
and British lines the Germans, con-
centrated for a tremendous effort,
have failed to gain the ascendancy.
For weeks the German guns have been
pounding away at the approaches to
Verdun, while the city itself is silent
and deserted. In military ecircles in
London it is contended that Verdun
is not the real objective of the Ger-
mans, but that under cover of these
terrific assaults the enemy is prepar-
ing for a mammoth drive at some
other point. There has been fierce
fighting on the British western front
at St. Eloi, in which Canadian troops
took part. So far, however, there is
no indication of what the enemy’s in-
tentions are. Indications point to
heavy operations along the eastern
front, where the Russians are concen-
trating for a decisive spring cam-
paign. As to how long the war will
last, who can tell?
That the end of the war will not
bring peace is evident from the pre-
parations being made to carry on an
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’ I YHERE is a growing feeling that

economic campaign after the war.

Does this mean that the Allies have

abandoned all hope of utterly erush-

ing the foe in battle? A trade war

would seem to be superfluous against
a Germany whose military power had
been absolutely destroyed. That an :
economic war is at all contemplated
would seem to indicate that there will
be no triumphal entry into Berlin,
and that the Allies hope to finish theij;’-
task not by foree of arms, but by th

economic isolation of the Central
Powe:rs. War has wrenched from their
moorings ancient political creeds and
shibboleths. The enormous expendi
ture on non-productive and destrue
t1_ve; operations creates abnormal con
ditions. Tariff for revenue purposes
to meet war expenditure on such a
gigantic scale implies a departure
from long-established traditions that
survived in days of peace. It is rather
premature, however, to talk of the
abandonment of Free Trade prin.
ciples.. The necessity imposed upon
the people of the United Kingdom of
cultivating habits of thrift and econ-
omy has led the Government to adopt
measures that will ensure Spartan
simplicity of living among all classes,
That the embargo on the importat’ion‘
of motor cars and other luxuries wil]
serve to protect home industries goeg
without saying. But it is a form o
protection which no one will begrudge
to the British manufacturer, havi
regard to the crushing internal im.
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posts which the war has rendered
necessary. The old controversy be-
tween Free Traders and Protectionists
is dead, and no attempt is made by
the Tariff Reformers to revive it in
the form adopted by Mr. Joseph
Chamberlain. Before the war the
argument of the Tariff Reformers was
on behalf of an Imperal zollverein.
Now the ground has been shifted and
a trade agreement between all the
allied countries is the order of the
day. It is obvious that anything short
of a trade alliance between the Allies
would not prove effective in an eco-
nomic war with the Central Powers.
The whole controversy, therefore,
comes back to the point at which it
started. Mr. Balfour’s argument in
favour of Tariff Reform several years
ago was that it would promote the ex-
tension of free trade within the Em-
pire. If Germany is to be humbled
to the dust by a ringed fence of trade
agreements shutting her out from the
advantages of exchange with the al-
lied countries, it can only be by the
extension of the principle of free
trade within the allied countries.
Those who write and talk glibly of the
death of Cobdenism and the triumph
of Chamberlainism cannot be accepted
as safe guides. Those who face the
diffieulties of the problem recognize
how impossible it is to reconcile the
conflicting trade interests of the vari-
ous parts of the Empire. That some
concerted action will be taken to
guard against German military re-
prisals for years to come may be taken
for granted. But why flaunt the
shibboleths of ante-bellum political
crusades ?

The report of the British Board of
Trade Committee on trade after the
war arrived at one significant con-
clusion, which has been endorsed by
an independent committee of eminent
scientific men organized to direct pub-
lic attention to the effects of “science”
on war. Both these bodies agree in
aseribing the failure of some British
industries to survive keen competi-
tion to the fact that insufficient im-

portance is attached in the United
Kingdom to technical training. Bri-
tish manufacturers and workmen have
not valued sufficiently the tremen-
dous importance of scientific investi-
gation into industrial problems. The
Board of Trade Committee recom-
mends that larger funds should be
set aside for the promotion of indus-
trial research and training, and that
universities be encouraged to carry
on research work in co-operation with
the manufacturers.

The other committee of scientific
men goes further. It not only attri-
butes British trade failures to lack of
scientific methods, but also aseribes
the failures in war largely to the lack
in the Government and public ser-
vices of men with a knowledge of
physical science and its application.
It is urged by these eminent scientists
that the time has come for the com-
pulsory allocation to matural science
subjects of a preponderating share of
marks in competitive examinations for
the public services. No doubt there
are sound educationists who will
challenge the wisdom of this course,
but it is significant that stress is laid
by these eminent scientists on efficieney
and not on tariffs as the foundation
of industrial progress.

General Smuts, with a superior
force, is encireling the enemy in Ger-
man East Africa. In the early stages
of the campaign the British in this
region were on the defensive on Bri-
tish territory, but the enemy has now
been driven across the border and
forced to retire.

. The following vivid details of the:
trying conditions, under which opera-
tions in German East Africa are be-
ing conducted are contained in a let-
ter sent home by a member of the Ex-
peditionary Force:

‘It is difficult to exaggerate the hard-
ships of carrying on war in this part of
the world. Vast stretches of desert cov-
ered with thorny serub have to be tra-
versed. The bush in most parts is so
dense that it is only possible for a column
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to march through in single file. Friend
or foe may pass without being aware of
each other’s presence, and this has oceur-
red more than once. The dreadful tsetse
fly is only one of the dangers to be guard-
ed against. Carnivora abound, and patrols,
when they are watching for enemy snipers,
must keep a sharp lookout for prowling
lions, leopards, and hyenas. The ‘Tommy’
unaccustomed to the jungle may well find
sleep impossible with night made hideous
by the tremendous noise of lions and other
wild beasts scenting their prey. It has
been no infrequent experience for our
pickets to watch full-grown lions drinking
at water holes less than fifty yards away.

‘‘The rivers abound with crocodiles, and
the snort of the giant hippopotamus min-
gles with the noises of the other denizens
of the world’s greatest uncontrolled zoo.
Many a trooper has suspected the plung-
ing of the zebra or buck through the bush
to be a reconnoitring party of the enemy.
Happily, most of the men are more or less
intimate with the jungle conditions, so that
lions, stinging flies, or waterless tracks
will not give us much concern.

‘‘The campaign is not without its roman-
tic aspeet. Our aim is to subjugate a
country of nearly 400,000 square miles,
which is peopled by ten million natives,
and a coast line twice as long as that of
the German Empire. Our men are found
picking their way through bush-land never
trod by white men before. Our comrades’
presence is alone a romance: one day they
are in London and next day they are gone,
and we hear nothing further of them till
they turn up in German East Afriea to
give the Germans a taste of what it is
‘Tigers’ can do.”’

One of the most damning indiet-
ments of German morality is to be
found in German Atrocities, an of-
ficial report of investigations extend-
ing over several months by Professor
J. H. Morgan, M.A. (T. Fisher Un-
win). This shilling volume should
prove a powerful aid to recruiting.
Within its covers the brutal soul of
the German is laid bare. Strong men
may curse and vow revenge as they
read of the wholesale murder of the
male citizens of Belgium who fell in-
to German hands, and of the shooting
of wounded and prisoners of war. But
these crimes pale into insignificance
beside Professor Morgan’s evidence of
the terrible fate of women and chil-
dren in the war zones. Some of the
outrages are so disgusting that Pro-

fessor Morgan prefers to publish them
in French. The revolting memory of
this devilish orgy of crime brought
home to the German army will remain
for all time as a social barrier be-
tween the German nation and its
European neighbours. It is not the
German Government only, or the Ger-
man staff that is responsible. “The
whole people,” says Professor Mor-
gan, “is stained with it. The innum-
erable diaries of common soldiers in
the ranks which I have read betray
a common sentiment of hate, rapine,
and ferocious credulity.” One of the
common tricks is to offer British pri-
soners food and then snatch it away
again. “The progress of French, Bri-
tish, and Russian prisoners, civil as
well as military, through Germany,
has been a veritable Calvary.” The
Bryce Report on German outrages has
never been answered. The German
nation, in the words of Lord Rosebery,
“is the enemy of the human race.”
The outrages on women and children
by German officers and men, as re-
vealed by Professor Morgan in his re-
port, are harrowing in the extreme.
Their inhuman conduct toward
wounded and captured Allied soldiers
while in their hands is a record of
refined cruelty such as one would ex-
pect from a savage tribe. These re-
perts of German atrocities will serve
one good purpose if they stimulate
eligible men to join the great army
of the Allies which wields the aveng-
ing sword of civilization.

The chief trouble in Mesopotamia
has been the lamentable breakdown of
the medical service. The expedition
for the relief of General Townshend
has been organized by the Govern-
ment of India, but whether the In-
dian or the Imperial authorities are
to blame for the lack of doctors, nurses
and supplies cannot now be deter-
mined. The whole matter is being in-
quired into by a commission. Mr.
Austen Chamberlain admitted in the
House of Commons that the medical
arrangements had been deplorably de-
fective. In one case three medical of-
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ficers were in charge of one thous_and
wounded, with scarcely any dressings
or bandages, and had to perform sur-
gical operations without anwestheties.
In another case a single nurse was in
charge of five hundred wounded, most-
ly amputation cases. Conditions have
since improved, but those found Te-
sponsible for this avoidable suffering
and loss of life should be severely pun-
ished.

One of the most implacable oppon-
ents of Irish self-government, The
London Daily Telegraph, in common
with other Unionist newspapers, .has
frankly changed its viewpoint since
the war. On St. Patrick’s Day it
wrote :

‘‘Whatever the future may have in
store, the British people will never forget
the generous blood of the sister mation
which has been shed on so many hard-
fought battlefields since this world-war be-
gan.’’

And yet there are newspapers in
Canada that reiterate the time-worn
taunt of “disloyal Ireland.”

But it is not only in Canada that
the Irish are damned with « faint
praise. A recent visitor to New York,
the wife of The O’Gorman, one of
the old landlord families, was tempted
in an interview to give expression to
her views regarding the Irish people
among whom she lives. The following
is a sample of the idle chatter with
which Madam O’Gorman regaled the
Yankee interviewer :

‘“The Irish are just a lot of delightful,
irresponsible grown-up children. They live
in a soft climate, in a drizzle of warm
rain. Everything is kept green and beau-
tiful by nature, and nobody wants to work
hard. If a tile falls off a roof it is easier
to let it alone than to put it back. It is
easier to remain uneducated in such a
country than to work hard for mental pro-
gress. But when the roofs leak and the
children are ignorant and the people live
roughly, it is not a matter of English mis-
rule, but a matter of climate and the tem-
perament of the people. Tt is much as it
is in Sicily and other warm countries.’’

As the O’Gormans have been in Ire-

land for a thousand years it is strange
they are so lacking in a sense of

humour. Have they not also lived in
the “soft climate, in a drizzle of warm
rain?” Does not the rain of Ireland
fall on the O’Gormans as freely as
on their peasant neighbours? By what
special dispensation of Providence
have the O’Gormans escaped the ignor-
ance and laziness that are alleged to
be the besetting sins of those who live
in Ireland? The fact that the O’Gor-
mans have lived so comfortably in Ire-
land for a thousand years, while their
tenants lived under leaky roofs and
with no prospect of amassing wealth,
places the onus of proof, as the law-
vers say, on the O’Gormans. Appar-
ently they cannot forgive their tenants
for acquiring their own lands, at a
price that enables the O’Gormans to
be proof against the impoverishing
effects of the drizzly warm rains of
the Emerald Isle, and to be immune
against the insidious evils that plague
those of “easy temperament” who are
forced to find in other climes “an
incentive to go to work”. For have
not the O’Gormans lived for genera-
tions on the sweat of their tenants?
Are they not of that privileged class
which toils not, neither does it spin?
Methinks Madam O’Gorman is a bad
travelling delegate for the New Ire-
land.

Which reminds me of a story, as
illustrating the false impressions
created by such interviews. In a
Dublin tram a couple of Yankee globe-
trotters were depreciating the condi-
tions in Ireland as compared with
those in the United States and other
places visited. In loud tones they
eriticized the “dirty” this and the
“dirty” that of Ireland. An old apple-
woman, with her basket tucked under
her arm, pulled the bell for the next
stop and, addressing herself in sten-
torian tones to the decryers of every-
thing Irish, thus retorted : “I’ve heard
about your thravils in foreign lands
and all the fine places ye’ve visited.
In partin’ wid ye all I want to say
is that, whin ye’re next thravilling
abroad ye can go to H—I11. Yi’ll meet
none o’ the dhirty Irish there.”
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THE BELOVED TRAITOR

By Frank L. Packarp. Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company.

HIS is the latest novel by the
author of “The Miracle Man”,

a Canadian novelist whose work
is attracting an increasing circle of
readers. “The Miracle Man” was re-
garded by theatrical managers as suf-
ficiently dramatic for presentation on
the stage, but it is doubtful whether
its appeal in that form was as firm as
the original book itself. Mr. Packard
is the author also of a more sentimen-
tal novel (“Greater Love Hath no
Man”) and a collection of most excel-
lent short stories of life in railway
construction camps. The short stories
have been published in book form
under the general title of “On the
Iron at Big Cloud”.

“The Belovéd Traitor” is the story
of a young French fisherman whose
instant and phenomenal success as a
modeller in eclay causes him to break
away from the simple scenes of his
childhood and youth, desert the girl
who has been his constant companion
and sweetheart, and respond to the
wiles of Bohemian life at Paris. The
novel begins with a fine deseription
of a storm in a small French seaport,
and in the first chapter the reader is
introduced to the young fisherman
and his sweetheart, Marie Louise, who
is the heroine of the novel, and indeed
the character .of most endurance.
They are a happy couple, these two,
unaffected, simple—happy in the pros-
pect of their coming marriage. But
their happiness is not suffered to re-
main unaffected, for to the seaport
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“ditions so primitive,

come an American connoisseur and
his daughter, a girl beautiful but
whimsieal. The father. discovers in
the young fisherman a genius for
sculpture, and in the hope of shed-
ding reflected glory on himself as the
discoverer, he telegraphs to Paris, in-
duces several crities to come and see
the specimens of the fisherman’s art,
and in time proceeds to Paris, where
his phenomenal protégé becomes the
artistic lion of the season. Omne is
inelined to doubt the genuineness of
an art that has developed under con-
but stranger
things have happened at Paris. The
personal interest of the story develops
around the sculptor and the beautiful
American girl, and, of course, the
reader is all the time wondering whe-
ther the man will return to his earlier
love or remain forever “The Traitor”™.

.
s

COMPARATIVE RELIGION

By Louis HenNry JorpAN. London:
Humphrey Milford, the Oxford
University Press.

T HE author of this book was at one
time minister of the St. James’s
Square Presbyterian Church, Toronto.
It was known that he was interested
greatly in several sciences, and at
length he severed his direet connee-
tion with the ministry in order to
devote all his time to the study of a
seience which he says is as yet new.
The term “Comparative Religion” is
very indefinite to the average person,
and indeed one might read the whole
of this volume and still feel that it is
a subject about which much might
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vet be written. Already this science
has induced Dr. Jordan to write sev-
éral books, . besides numerous pam-
phlets. Besides the volume in hand,
the sub-title of which is “Its Adjuncts
and Allies”, one other volume, “Com-
parative Religion: Its Genesis and
Growth”, has been published. The
third, “Comparative Religion: Its
Meaning and Value”, is to be publish-
ed shortly, while a fourth, “Compara-
tive Religion : Its Principles and Pro-
blems”, is in preparation. All are to
be uniform 8vo. volumes of 600 pages
each. The volume before us reveals
an immense amount of study and re-
search. It emphasizes the successive
stages of the evolutionary process of
comparative religion, and in order to
do that the author reviews or at least
calls attention to almost 500 hooks
dealing with the subject. Some of
the books are reviewed and criticized
at length. This volume is, therefore,
a special bibliography. All these 500
books, reviewed or scanned, as they
are, present a bird’s-eye view of the
ways and means by which a newly-
launched study has of late incontest-
ably been developoing into a science.
This volume is to be commended for
one particular reason: it dismisses,
perhaps curtly, the earlier explora-
tions of Max Muller, Tylor, Mann-
hardt, and others, and concentrates
on the very latest literature bearing
on this particular science. “The best
prodoucts of scholarship,” writes Dr.
Jordan, “in each of the fields under
review, have unquestionably appear-
ed during the last few years.” For
calling attention to this literature and
for reviewing in this compact form
and erudite fashion, students the
world over will feel under a debt of
gratitude to Dr. Jordan.

CAM CLARKE

By Jou~x H. WarsH. Toronto: The
Maemillan Company of Canada.

B Y persons who have not read much
fiction about western life, particu-
larly in the United States, this novel

MR. FRANK L. PACKARD

Author of the * The Beloved Traitor "

will be read with much amusement
and enjoyment. But to others who
have revelled in the tales of Bret
Harte it will not be read with the
same fulsome pleasure. It is told by
one of two boys whose fortune, or
misfortune, it was to come up together
in a town that is very much like many
other western towns—changing every
day—and for that very reason, if for
no other, the town itself can be said
to be typical, even characteristic. The
town, Washtuena by name, is indeed
a character, more of a character even
than the boys themselves or the
mother of Cam. Cam’s mother, never-
theless, is a fine character. She comes
into Washtuena, having buried her
husband on the way thither, with only
her son, two mules, and the caboose
in which they have travelled. Her
experiences, but mostly the experi-
ences of Cam, compose the book.
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THE QUESTION OF ALCOHOL

By Epwarp HUNTINGTON WILLIAMS,
M.D. New York: The Goodhue
Company.

ALTHOUGH this book is openly
out of sympathy with the prac-
tice of prohibition, it might be read
with advantage by all persons inter-
ested in the promotion of temperance,
because it regards the use of alecohol
as a great evil, and while it is ad-
versely critical of prohibition it does
not stop there. “We must under-
stand,” writes Dr. Williams, “that
aleoholism, which is the cause of so
much soecial and economical disaster,
is in itself an effect. The normal man
would not become a drunkard though
the choicest brands of liquor flowed
free in the fountains at every street
corner. The man with the squint
brain will get liquor if he has to go
through fire and water for it.
The possible reform that seems to lie
nearest to hand looks to the treat-
ment of these individuals who are vie-
tims of the lust for alecohol. At pres-
ent our treatment of the dipsomaniac
is grotesquely ill-advised and irra-
tional. We arrest him and send him
to jail for a few days or weeks, and
then release him, knowing that he will
immediately become again an aberrant
and disturbing element in the commun-
ity. . . . Segregation in a proper
institution for a term of years is the
only solution that at the moment can
be depended on.”

Dr. Williams’s analysis of the re-
sults in prohibition states of the
Union is not favourable to that form
of prevention. He makes the follow-
ing suggestions:

(1) Let the saloons remain under pri-
vate control, like other commercial enter-
prises, but grade the licenses on the Scan-
dinavian plan, and let a far higher license
be exacted from those handling distilled
liquors. Let there be striet regulations
about the sale of liquor to minors and
drunkards. Give to each licensee an of-
ficial list of persons arrested for intoxica-
tion, and let the sale of liquor to sueh
persons be absolutely enjoined for a term

of at least one year after such arrest.
Revoke absolutely the license' of any
dealer who disobeys this prohibition
against the sale to minors.

(2) Let the revenue thus derived by the
municipality be utilized exclusively for
the promotion of public utilities caleulated
to serve as counter attractions to the
saloon.

s
o~

GEORGIAN POETRY 1913-1915
By Fourteen Poets. London: The
Poetry Bookshop. .

TWO years ago “Georgian Poetry

1911-1912” was published for the
purpose of giving a convenient sur-
vey of work made public by some
poets of the latest generation. The
list of contributors included at least
two names that were then not widely
known, but that since have become
world-famous. And, unhappily, the
two names particularly in mind are
borne by poets who since then have
passed away—one (Robert Brooke)
dying of sunstroke while serving his
country in the Dardanelles; the other
(James Elroy Flecker) dying after a
long illness. Now a new volume of
these so-called Georgian poets has ap-
peared; and, as might be expected,
new names are introduced—Ralph
Hodgson and Francis Ledwidge. It
seems proper to quote from the work
of these two newer poets. From “The
Song of Honour”, by Ralph Hodgson,
which is too long to be given in full,
we take the first stanza:

I climbed a hill as light fell short,

And rooks came home in seramble sort,
And filled the trees and flapped and fought
And sang themselves to sleep,

An owl from nowhere with no sound
Swung by and soon was nowhere found,

I heard him calling half-way round,
Holloing loud and deep; ,

A pair of stars, faint pins of light,
Then many a star sailed into sight,

And all the stars, the flower of night,
Were round me at a leap;

To tell how still the valleys lay

I heard a watchdog miles away

And bells of distant sheep.

There is a peculiar and complete
charm to “The Lost Ones”, by Franeis
Ledwidge :
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Somewhere is music from the linnets’ bills,
And thro’ the sunny flowers the bee-
wings drone,
And white bells of convolvulus on hills
Of quiet May make silent ringing, blown
Hither and thither by the wind of showers,
And somewhere all the wandering birds
have flown;
And the brown breath of autumn chills
the flowers.

But where are all the loves of long ago?
O little twilight ship blown up the tide,
Where are the faces laughing in the glow
Of morning years, the lost ones scat-
tered wide?
Give me your hand, O brother, let us go,
Crying about the dark for those who
died.
3

OTHER VERSE.

“At the Shrine of the Temple,” by
Rev. D. A. Casey (“Columba”), is a
volume of verse published by the
author. We quote “Consolation”:

Sometimes when those we trust our trust
betray,
And, weary grown, we feel as though
’twere vain
Our daily cross, augmented, up to take,
When slander’s poisoned darts leave gal-
ling wounds 5 3 ;
Upon the naked heart—at times like this,
When all without is dark and winter-cold,
And midnight shadows lie athwart the soul,
How sweet the thought that Jesus under-
stands, :
Because He, too, hath tasted of despair,
And, having suffered like, can feel for us
Who in Gethsemane our vigil keep.

“The Outlaw and Other Poems” is

the title of a volume of Western verse,
mostly in ballad form, by Alanson L.
Buch (Toronto: William Briggs). We
quote from “The Ballad of Bill the
Bone” ;

Bill the Bone had a heart of stone—
A dernful heart and mind;

Yet Bill could ride the worst cayuse,
Locoed, vicious, or blind;

Some thought him hard, but a hefty pard,
And a heart where a heart you’d find.

They called him ‘‘Bone’’. A serap was on,
And the Indian braves were out,

And Bill had heard the fateful blare,
And joined the thewy scout;

A band of Sioux had sought him, too,
When his squad was hemmed about.

b

—“The War and the Jew” is the
title of a book by Rev. S. B. Rohold,
F.R.G.S., pastor of the Christian
synagogue, Toronto, (Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada). Pro-
fessor T. B. Kilpatrick, in the course
of an introduction, says that while
Mr. Rohold shows his awareness of the
fact that Jews are regarded in all the
lands of their dispersion with coldness,
suspicion and even bitter enmity, they
are nevertheless among the trusted
servants of all the powers now en-
gaged in the war, that Jews are loyal
t» the countries of their nativity, and
are to be found by the thousands
fighting in the armies of their various
nationalities.




TWRice-torLD. TALcH

THE TERROR OF THE SEA

A story is told of a Toronto girl
who made her first trip abroad last
summer. During the trip the young
woman kept a journal, which, upon
her return, a friend was privileged to
examine. It was the usual journal of
the schoolgirl, and very much like the

one that Mark Twain tells us he kept, .

wherein for seven days he recorded
the important facts that he “got up,
washed, and went to breakfast.”
There was this exception, however—
the girl described the trying time she
- had in crossing the English Channel.

“T firmly resolved to stay on deck,”
the journal read, “although the tem-
pest increased to such an extent that
it was only with the greatest difficulty
that I eould hold up my parasol.”—
Toronto Mail and Empire.

e
o

He was QUITE SLOwW

A shy young man had been calling
on the sweetest girl in the world for
many moons, but, being bashful, his
suit progressed slowly. Finally she
decided it was up to her to start some-
thing, so the next time he called she
pointed to the rose in his buttonhole
and said: “I’ll give you a kiss for
that rose.”

A ecrimson flush overspread his
countenance, but the exchange was
made after some hesitation on his
part. Then he grabbed his hat and
started to leave the room.

“Why, where are yau going?” she
asked in surprise.

“To the — er — florist for more
roses,” he called from the front door.
—Public Ledger.

82

In 1963

With a woman in the White House
and a female Congress, mere man
didn’t appear to have much of a show
in the United States. The visitor
from Australia was sightseeing in
town when he was alarmed by the loud
clanging of bells. Hastening to the
corner he addressed the stern-faced
traffic copess.

“What are the bells ringing for ?”
asked the stranger. “Is it a fire?”

“Fire, nothing,” replied the copess
as she waved him aside. “That is the
nine o’clock curfew for married men.”

AL
o

“More SwoINE Nor MEg.”

This story is being told of a certain
bishop who has a pleasant habit of
chatting with anybody he may meet
during his country walks.

The other day he came across a lad
who was looking after some pigs by
the roadside, and the bishop paused
to ask him what he was doing, that
being his usual opening to conversa-
tion.

“Moindin’ swine,” the lad replied
stolidly.

The bishop nodded his head thought-
fully. “Ah, is that so?” he comment-
ed. “And how much do you earn a
week 77

“Two shillin’s,” was the reply.

“Only two shillings,” remarked the -

bishop; then he continued pleasantly,
“T, too, am a shepherd, but I get more
than two shillings.”

The lad looked at him seriously for
a minute, then he said slowly: “Meb-
be you gets more swoine nor me to
moind ”’—Pearson’s Weekly.
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Narrow Escapre

The Irishman was relating to some
friends in Glasgow how one night on
retiring to bed he fancied he saw a
ghost, and, having a revolver handy,
he fired at it. Next morning he ex-
amined the object he had shot and
discovered it to be his shirt.

“What did you do then?” exclaim-
ed one of the company.

“Bedad, I just thanked heaven I
wasn’t inside ow it,” replied Pat.—
London Tit-Bits.

3%

A MisrorTUNE TELLER

Robley : “I feel awful. I just heard
that I'll not get uncle’s money, my
auto will be stolen, and Gracie will
turn me down for another.”

Wayburn : “Heavens, man, who told
you that ?”

Robley: “A fortune-teller.”

Wayburn: “You mean a misfortune
teller, don’t you?”’—Montreal Tele-
graph.

oM.
e

ExTIiNcT

English Tourist (in Bloody Gulch
Hotel) : “By the way, old top, is the
grizzly bear common around here 9”

Landlord: “Used to be, but it’s ex-
tinet now. Why, even Three-Finger-
ed Ike won’t allow it in his dance
hall "—Canadian Courier.

3¢
Waar His Fee was For

He was always boasting about his
ancestors and one day employed a
genealogist to hunt them up. In due
time the connoisseur of pedigrees re-
turned and was cordially received by
his patron.

“So you have succeeded in tracing
back my ancestors? What is your
fee ’”

“Two hundred dollars.”

“Isn’t that high?” objected the pat-
ron. “What’s it for?”

“Principally,” responded the gen-
ealogist, “for keeping quiet about
them.”

It Lookep Morr RESPECTABLE

In Scotland the walking-stick is
regarded as distinctly a secular and
week-day companion. Max O’Rell
records the pained surprise occasion-
ed during a visit to Edinburgh, when,
on going for a stroll on Sunday morn-
ing, he took up his favourite cane.
“Do you mind taking an umbrella in-
stead?” asked his host. “It looks
more respectable on the Sabbath.”—
London Chronicle.

b
EXPLORER’S REMARKABLE FEAT
Sir James Barrie's affection for ex-

‘plorers is no new thing. All who

know his “Edinburgh Eleven” will
remember the aulogy of Joseph Thom-
son, the Dumfriesshire Scot, who did
pioneer work of the Livingstone kind
in Africa. It is a fine pen picture of
a dour, brave man, but it has flashes
of the early Barrie. This, for exam-
ple:

“Perhaps his most remarkable feat
consisted in taking a bottle of brandy
into the heart of Africa and bring-
ing it back intact.”—Glasgow News.

e

THE SAVING GRACE

Edith was light-hearted and merry
over everything. Nothing appealed
to her seriously. So one day her mo-
ther decided to invite a very serious
young person to dinner and he was
placed next to the light-hearted girl.
Everything went well until she asked
him :

“You speak of every one having a
mission. What is yours?”

“My mission,” said the parson, “is
to save young men.”

“Good !” replied the girl, “I'm glad
to meet you. I wish you’d save one

for me.”
%

TALKATIVE
“So you’ve broken with Jack. ‘Why,
I thought he loved you still.”
“He did. But he said I was still
too seldom.”—Montreal Telegraph.
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APTER THE DOLLAR

Effie’s Brother: “Do you love my
sister Bffie?’ :

Effie’s Steady Company: “Why,
Willie, that is a queer question. Why
do you want to know ?”

Effie’s Brother: “She said last night
she would give a dollar to know, and
1’d like to seoop it in.”—Puck.

o
o

Love Your ENEMIES

Bishop Thorold used to advise
young married couples, in his wedding
addresses, to take only a short honey-
moon, and to plan out a kind of sec-
ond expedition together later on when
they had gained a little experience of
home life. I feel sure he was right.
A long honeymoon may degenerate
into boredom.

Punch, many years ago, had a pie-
ture of a bride and bridgegroom seat-
ed on a rock at Land’s End looking
at the ocean. He murmured, “It
would be nice to meet a friend,
wouldn’t it, darling?” She replied,
“Yes, George! Even an enemy.”

M.
“w~

Fern INTo HIis ARMS

He was not a very rapid wooer, and
she was getting a bit anxious. A
persistent ring came at the front door.

“Oh, bother!” she said. “Who can
be calling %’

“Say you’re out,” he suggested.

“Oh, no, that would be untrue,”
she protested.

“Then say you are engaged,” he
urged.

“Oh, may I, Charlie?” she cried, as
she fell into his arms. And the man
kept on ringing the front door-bell.

3%

“Qome movelists don’t know what
they’re talking about. Here’s one who
speaks of a girl’s ‘raven hair. ”

“What’s wrong with it?”

“Al]l wrong. Ravens don’t wear
hair. They wear feathers!”—ZLiver-
pool Mercury.

Nor A GooD SWIMMER

For once the American had discov-
ered something British that was bet-
ter than anything they ecould produce
“across the pond”. His discovery was
a fine Collie dog, and he at once tried
to induce its owner, an old shepherd,
to sell it.

“Wad ye be takin’ him to Amer-
ica?” inquired the old Scot.

“Yes, I guess so,” said the Yankee.

“I thought as muckle,” said the
shepherd. “I couldna part wi’ Joeck.”

But while they sat and chatted an
English tourist came up, and to him
the shepherd sold the Collie for much
less than the American had offered.

“You told me you wouldn’t sell
him,” said the Yankee when the pur-
chaser had departed.

“Na,” replied the Scot, “I said I
couldna’ part wi’ him. Jock’ll be back
in a day or so, but he couldna’ swim
the Atlantie.”—Pearson’s Weekly.

R
-

He Became THRIFTY

“Eh,” said Sandy to the minister,
“yon was a powerful deescourse on
‘Thrift’ ye preached the Sabbeth!”

“Ah’m glad ye were able to profit,”
said the minister. _

“Profit! Why, mon, I would have
pit ma saxpence into the plate wi'out
a thought if it had not been for your
providential words. They saved me
fourpence there and then!”

e

Friend of the up-to-date painter’s
valet: “You know, John, a cow never
looked that way.”

Valet: “They does look quite dif-
ferent, Henry. But that’s the way
they’re painted these days.”—Flie-
gende Blatter.

K

GeENUINE PITY
“Mr. and Mrs. Whiffer never have
any arguments.”
“How does that happen ?”
“My, Whiffer won’t argue.”
“The poor woman !”"—Birmingham
Age-Herald.
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Concentrated
Economy

The beef of a whole bullock is required to
make a dozen bottles of Bovril. You can
safely reduce butcher’s bills if you use Bovril
in soups and stews. But—it must be Bovril,
in the Bovril bottle. No substitute will do.
The strength and nourishment of Bovril can-
not be compressed into cheap cubes.

S M8,

Hoouseil o NQErS ;
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Here is a delicious trio—prepared
from the finest ingredients money
can buy. 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. Pigquant
and tasty. 15c. a package.

b, The Ingersoll Packing Co. Lid.
Ingersoll, Ont. /
— (08) :

e
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The Factory Behincl the
Watch

NATURALLY the greatest watch factory
in the world should stand behind the

world’s most famous timepiece.

The WO!’d

Waltham

on a watch dial conveys
the assurance of accuracy
and dependability to the
wearer. If anything ever
happens, wherever he may live
or be, he will ﬁnd a Waltham
Jeweller to whom he can
safely entrust its repair.

Everywhere you will en-
counter prominent persons, and
those who appreciate accuracy,
directing their waking hours

by Waltham time. You, Write for the booklet “Con-
too, should learn the satiss cerning a Timepiece.”
WALTHAM WATCH COMPANY
MONTREAL
\-. t S i
o - o oo
- ..:.‘m’.. 2 i EHEEEERT! adal AR FEER RISy ummmllmnnrrn ;
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faction of being master of time.
Let the Waltham help you
control Your activities with the
accuracy you admire in others.

There are Walthams as low
in price as any good watch
can be sold, and as high in
price as any one should pay.

Your Jeweller will gladly show

you any of the Waltham
Watches, or ﬁt a Waltham

Movementto your present case.
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HE difficult, uncertain
life of the fire fighter

calls for resourcefulness,
skill and courage at un-
expected moments.

An alert mind, a quick
eye, stout muscles, and
steady nerves are essential.

Many a man helps to
keep himself fit for any
emergency, by regular use
of the sturdy wheat and
barley food— :

Grape-Nuts

(Made in Canada)

Not long ago a certain fire company took the
prizes In two competitions after a training on
Grape-Nuts food.

It gave them endurance to outlast the other
fellows -a normal, healthful endurance that was built
into them by right feeding.

You, too, can build better by improving your
method of living, and it's worth while.

A dish of Grape-Nuts with cream or good milk is
the regular morning ration of many successful men
who appreciate the power for success that comes

with health of body and brain.

“There’s a Reason”
Sold by Grocers everywhere!
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Rodgers

TRADE

Known the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery
Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

CutLErs TO His MAjEsTY

SHEFFIELD - - - ENGLAND

CLARK S SPAGHETTI

WITH TOMATO SAUCE AND CHEESE

A highly nutritious and partic-
ularly appetizing dish.

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

circulating in Canadian and
'BRITISH channels.

W. CLARK, LIMITED, MONTREAL
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A bonbon dish, filled with
these airy tit-bits. You'll
find that you can’t resist it.

The writer keeps Puffed Grains
on his desk — Puffed Wheat
or Puffed Rice. Within an hour
it's empty.

So, Mrs. Housewife, it will be
with you, if you place them on
your writing desk.

For these bubble-like morsels, crisp and flaky, are real food confections.
They taste like nut meats puffed.

Bonbons for Breakfast

This is a plea to serve these bonbons for breakfast, oftener than you
do. Let them make more meals delightful.

There are two Puffed Grains, each with its own fascinations. There
are many ways of serving.

They are so dainty, so flimsy, so flavory that the meals which bring
them seem like festivals.

Yet they stand supreme as scientific grain foods. Prof. Anderson’s
process explodes every food cell. Thus every atom digests and feeds.

Puffed Grains seem like tit-bits. But they are super-foods. No element
in them is wasted.

Puffed Rice ¥« 15c¢

As foods, serve with cream and sugar, or in bowls of milk, or mixed
with any fruit.

As confections, use in candy making, as garnish for ice cream, or for
eating dry like peanuts.

Use them as wafers in soups.

These are perfect grain foods, which look and taste like sweetmeats.
And they can’t be served too often.

It’s too bad that more grains are not puffed,

The Quaker Qats ®mpany

PETERBOROUGH, ONT. SOLE MAKERS SASKATOON, SASK.
(1280)
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Chase @ Sanborn’s
Coffees have been
% dependable for ¥
more than fifty

yYears

ANV hean W

[ Y
MPORYED RoasTED 6 PACKED ©

HASE & SANBORN 5t

NG Mo AL 2,
» °°°ogN°T25b9°°o
e ——

In %, 1 and 2 pound cans.
Whole — ground — pulverized —
also Fine Ground for Perco-

ators. 170

"

Certain-teed

] ANrRoofing M

CERTAIN-TEED is exactly what you want on
your buildings. It’s safer than wood shingles; it
looks better than galvanized iron or tin, is easier
to lay and cheaper than either.

It is guaranteed for 5, 10 and 15 years, according:
to ply—actually lasts longer. This guarantee is
backed by the biggest roofing concern in the
world, and is as dependable as CERTAIN-TEED it-
self. CERTAIN-TEED is very different from the
cheap roofing sold by mail.

Get Certain-teed from your local dealer whom youn
know and can rely upon. It will save you money in
the'end. Certain-teed is sold by good dealers all
over Canada. at reasonable prices.

General Roofing Mfg. Co.

World’s Largest Manufacturers of
Roofing and Building Papers.

Distributing_centers: Toronto, Montreal, Ottawa, Halifax,
St. John’s, N. F., Winnipeg, Regina, Calgary, Vancouver,

A safe and palatable laxative
for children

Mrs. Winslow's
Soothing Syrup

A bsolutely Non-narcotic

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

By checking wind colic and correcting in-

testinal troubles common with children during

the period of teething, helps to produce
natural and healthy sleep.

Soothes the fretting baby and
thereby give relief to
the tired mother.
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The Natural Result
of a Definite Policy

VICKERMAN'S Cloths excel not by chance,
but because every ounce of wool is specially
selected and every tub of dye is carefully prepared
from the highest grade of dye chemicals Added
to this is a close inspection of every operation in

the process of manufacture. :

This is the VICKERMAN policy and it is \

followed absolutely to-day in spite of unusual

s

difficulties, It is because of this that VICKER-
MAN'S cloths excel, and are always sold with a

full guarantee of satisfaction.
ASK YOUR TAILOR.

WEAR AND COLOR GUARANTEED.

NISBET & AULD, Limited, TORONTO

Canadian Selling Agents

BLUE BLACK GREY
SERGES AND CHEVIOTS
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For Every Figure

thereis a D & A. or a LA DIVA Corset
giving greatest possible styleand comfort
at the most reasonable price.

The D & A Model 790, as shown, is a reducing Corset without straps. with
wide elastic over abdomen, aluminum double boning, graduated clasps, etc.
It sells in progressive stores at about $3.00, not much more than half the
price asked for similar imported models.

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

Dominion Corsel

0. y
Quebec, Montreal
and Toronto.

IF BABY IS UNDER-NOURISHED GIVE HIM

ROBINSON'S “PATENT” BARLEY

Is your baby peevish and irritable ?
Is it under-weight and not gaining
strength or weight? Is it restless at
night, constantly crying and unable to
retain food? Any of these symptoms
would indicate that baby is not getting
the right food. There is nothing bet-
ter to nourish and strengthen your
children than Robinson’s “Patent”
Barley. It is easily digested and read-
ily assimilated. Read what Mrs. Moore
of Yew Tree Farm, Pleasenhall
Suffolk, England, says about her bos;
(whose picture is shown), “He wasg
brought up entirely on cow’s milk and
Robinson’s “Patent” Barley until he
was 14 months old.”

Send today for our invaluable little booklet, entitled
““Advice to Mothers

MAGOR, SON & CO., LIMITED, Sole agents for Canada

191 St. Paul Street West, 30 Church Street,
Montreal Toronto
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Here is a New
Salad Recipe

or the readers of
The Canadian Magazine

(;("-’lfy'n(.
cu b
slery, P tungy fish,

nely "’;"P’)(‘(}
'.. . i -0l ives,
S e Zr‘:‘?i . \x":»::.:f“"""':“’ salt
add ‘l“""}']k‘ Belatine iy Cayenne, uls Vinegar.
tung n\‘,' bw'l(‘d

Have you sent for
your copy of the New Recipe Book?

It tells how to make Desserts, Salads, Puddings, Ices, Ice Creams,
Candies, also wholesome dishes for the convalescent.
It will be sent free for your grocer's name. If you wish a pint sample

enclose a 2 cent stamp.
KNOX SPARKLING GELATINE
180 St. Paul Street, West Dept. A Montreal, Canada
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F \ES
MADE IN CANADA.

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

e (| YR ) T
? w‘?&@“—l—;—:ﬂlﬁ’ﬁﬁ “=E =l—lL—
)

UNDER THE BED

SLIP it under the bed when you're
through with your sewing. Carry
it up and down stairs under your arm

FAELITE

FOLDING TABLE

is useful all over the house. Only
weighs 11 1bs:, yet steady and strorfg
—never a wobble! Every housewife
can see a hundred different uses for
such a table in her home. Your Furni-
ture Dealer has it, or will get it for
you. Ask him.

HOURD & CO., LIMITED,
Sole Licensces and Manufacturers

London, Ont. 8-A

—

“\7

AING CARDs

Selling Agents in Canada
For Social Play

Oonfreﬁs COards are the most beau

tiful in the world, and they are Bl

just as good as they are handsome []FF|G|A
Air-Cushion Finish Club Indexes  Fal\=la]c-\ |3
/Ssygp YEARSS

GOLD EDGES SEND 15¢

UP-TO-DATE

For General Play

Better cards can not be had at
the price. Good cards can not
be sold for less than Bicycle.

Ivory or Air-Cushion Finish

i e S
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There is nothing quite so ap-
petizing 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

Dot Worry

About Pimples

£ W

P St S

N 5 Y
\ \ 2(/ ~
| \ ;v/ Dl |

/MNE | Ut o\ \
Cuticura$
A}ll(llf)lillrlit1 Oﬁlt)
Will quickly remove them
in most cases when all else
fails. The Soap to cleanse
and purify the clogged, irri-
tated pores, the Ointment
to soothe and heal. Noth-
ing purer, sweeter or more
speedily effective at any

price than these fragrant,
super-creamy emollients.

Trial Free by RefurnMail

For free sample each with 32-p. Skin Book
by return mail, address post-card, ‘“*Cuticura,
Dept. 58, Boston.”” Sold throughout the world.

it |
'8
\
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Mammoth Vertical File

For PLANS,
DRAWINGS,
BLUE PRINTS.

This is the usual way! Crushed, torn papers,
dusty pigeon holes. Never can find any record

when you want it.

T'S just like filing papers in a Vert-
ical File—the large pockets of
heavy paperoid contain from I to
20 plans of any size up to44 by 30

inches—every drawing, blue print or plan
is indexed for instant finding.

Write us for booklet. This is only
one of many * Osco” time-saving office
devices.

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

Y MAKERS OF HIGH GRADE FILING CABINETS Office Specialty

{@DFFICE SPECIALTY MFG.(. ,, """

\ : MITED Made in Canada.
DN R AT AND OFFICE FURNITURE IN STEEL AND WOOD
&S /A NAD . A Maker to User.

Largest Makers of Filing Devices in the British Empire

Home Offices at Works - Newmarket, Ont.
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HEN you get to the dotted line nothing should distract.
pain from your corn may rob you of your steam at the

A%

a part of your preparation for efficiency as proper food and sleep.

simple, safe, sure Blue-jay Corn Plasters,

15 cents and 25 cents BAUER @ BLACK, Chicago and New York
At Druggists Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc.

psycholog-
ical moment and give the other fellow the order. Blue-jay is as much

corns will yield to the first application of this wonderful little plaster—and
the rest give up to the second or third. And they are ended—not merely relieved tempo-
rarily, as is the case when you pare them. For the sake of full personal efficiency use the

Also Blue-jay Bunion
Plasters

A shot of

91% of all

——— r—'mmﬁ—g =
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Z16-ZAG HEAT TUBES
HEAT EVERY ROOM ALIKE

They heat ALL the rooms ALL the time

No cold corners or draughty hallways. Every part of the house is
kept equally comfortable and cheerful.

The Kelsey is the heater that gives large volumes of warm, pure, fresh
air, rather than a small quantity of dry superheated air. It is easily and
economically managed and is gas, smoke, and dust proof,

Flowers thrive in the home heated by the KELSEY the same as they do
outside in the summer. The air is heated but not enough to take the moisture
out of it.

Now is the time when you are using your furnace, to consider your heating arrangemen s for next
year. If you will send us a card, we will send you full information about the Kelsey system.

THE JAMES SMART MANUFACTURING CO.,, Ltd.
WINNIPEG, MAN. BROCKVILLE, ONT.

THE

Underwood
Typewriter

has won the highest award for
mechanical excellence at all the
International Expositions (includ-
ing the Panama-Pacific.) It has
won also, all world’s champion-
ship contests for speed and accuracy. The present record of
136 net words a minute for one hour’s writing was made on

the Underwood in October, 1915.

United Typewriter Company, Limited
Underwood Building
135 Victoria Street, Toronto
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TWO GREAT WEAPONS

The Iver Johnson Safety Automatic Revolver is unquestion-
ably the most satisfactory small arm that is made. Steel of
finer temper never went into a revolver. For accuracy, hard
shooting, stopping power and absolute dependability, it has no
peer. And it is safe! The Iver Johnson can be fired only
by a purposeful pull on the trigger. You can ‘‘Hammer the
Hammer.”” Costs from $6. to $8.

At the left, is our new double-barrel gun which we have
been working on and perfecting for four years. Just because
it costs only $20., don’t compare it to ordinary $20. guns.
We have equipped our plant to produce this gun in quantity,
and by automatic machine processes. For these reasons we
can offer you at $20. the equal of guns costing a lot more.
Experts tell us this gun is 7ight for the finest kind of shooting.
Examine it at your dealer’s store carefully. To do so will
save you money.

IVER JOHNSON'S ARMS &
CYCLE WORKS
145 River Street
Fitchburg, Mass.

99 Chambers Street, New York
717 Market Street, San Francisco

Regular Model with Large
“Perfect” Grip— $7.00

For th

For nearly sixty years, Edwardsburg ** Silver Gloss '’

Send for this
FREE
BOOK

Our big $4-page book
tells all about Iver John-
son Revolvers, Shot Guns,
Bicycles and Motoreycles.
It shows how to get your
money's worth in service
and satisfaction. It’s free,

Laundry

has been the standby.

In one pound packages and six pound fancy enamelled tins.

THE CANADA STARCH CO., LIMITED

FORT WILLIAM.
' Corn Syrups and Benson's Corn Starch.

Silver Gloss Starch

MONTREAL. CARDINAL. BRANTFORD.
Makers of * Crown Brand™ and ** Lily White®

'

236
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“In the Spring the
young man’s fancy
lightly turns to
thoughts of what to |
wear.”

The wise man selects the best.

“lashionCraft”
Clothes

are the best made, we claim,
but—the only way to prove it,
is to buy a suit and be convinced.
Prices vary — make and satis-
faction always the same.

New Spring Models
await your visit

Shops of /4

{4

P. Bellinger Limited,

22 King Street, W.

102 Yonge Street  TORONTO

426 Yonge Street
Also at 200 Points throughout Canada

%_
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CENUINE DIAMONDS

\\\\\ ///% CASH OR CREDIT

Terms 20 ,/° down and $1, $2, $3

weekly. We trust any honest person.

|
|
|

Write for Catalogue to-day

JACOBS BROS., Diamond Importers
15 Teronto Arcade  TORONTO, Can:

Now it's a mess!
Why bother with unreliable shade rollers
when it costs only a few cents more to have
Hartshorn Shade Rollers? It pays, and 10,-
000,000 homes have proved that {t DAYS, Lo
look when buying shade rollers }ur' this

signature: : E:

No tacks or bother required with Hartshorn
improved Rollers. Send for the free book
‘‘How to Get the Best Service from your
Shade Rollers”.

STEWART HARTSHORN CO.
(Made in Canada) Dept. 5, TORONTO, Ont,

_HARTSHORN SHADE ROLLERS

J

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

Aclnowledledw
be the finest crea-
tion of Water
proof Collars
ever made. Asl
to see, and buy

All
THE ARLINCTON CO. ©™° other. p
of Canada, Ltd.

58 FRAZER AVENUE
TORONTOQ

Over fifteen years of faithfl service is no uncommon
record for Bissell's Carpet Sweeper; our files contain
many letters telling of swee ors in use for even twenty
years and more. Think of I‘w bhrooms that would have
been worn out and thrown away in those long years;
think of the back-aches and weariness saved: the galn in
comfort; the actual saving of money. It's no exaggers
ton to say that Bissell's does the work of 40 or 0 brooms
~the dustiess, eMcient, thorough

BISSELLS

Carpet Sweeper

Now this cleaning stand-by has a companion in Bissell's
Vacuum Sweeper that is easy to operate; thatempties
from the rear of the dustbag, without sofling the hands;
that in every detail offers the general machanical
superiority guaranteed by the name Bissell's.

Use the Vacuum Machine for general cleaning, the
Carpet Sweeper for daily sweeping

~The ideal, dustless, sanitary, efficient Bissell
Combination.

The price of “* Cyco* Ball Bearing Carpet Sweepers, is
$3.00 to #4.50; Vacuum Sweepers and Cleaners (with and
without brush) $11.50 and $9.50 Nlightly higher in the
Western Provinces, Sold by dealers everywhere,
Booklet on request. (253)

BISSELL CARPET SWEEPER CO.

Largest and Oldest Exclusive Manufacturers
of Carpet Sweeping Devices in the World

Dept. 194, Grand Rapids, Mich.
Made in Canada, too

N
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Book on

DOG DISEASES

and How to Feed

to any address H. CLAY GLOVER, V. S.
by the Ruthor. § 218 W. 31t Street N Y. U.S.A.

Prevent
Seasickness,
Trainsickness and N

be sure to remember to put in his bag a box of 2 TSN S T

M_otl]erjsill’s Seasick Remedy | WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE

or money A |
Recognized generally as the world’s most de- nv . "n l " E EYE nE. E n

. pendable preventative of nausea. Contains nococaine, |

ine, opium, chloral, coal tar products or their (i No Smarting — Feels Fine— Acts Quickly.
(’.1';‘:1‘-'3:3\'.;_ S by leading dngzgists_ 50¢ box Try it for Reg. Weak, Watery Eyles nm'llGrnn-
enough for 24 hours. $1.00 box for ocean voyage. :}'@Mym’:‘;? s %2‘:;3::&203; our Oculisie
A copy of Mo‘lliz:ra}{{;; ﬁ"}.f;' Book sent by 43 not a “Patent Medicine”—but used in successful
OTHERSILL REMEDY CO.. Detroit, Mioh. [} Satia Lo the DUbIIc and SCId by Drigsicts s o

. \ cal a C al O
- Also at 19 St. Bride Street, London; Montreal, New York, : and 80c Per Bottle. Murine sy Salvein Aseptic

L)
e i ¢~y | Tubes, 25¢ and Glc. Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago
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Production and Thri

Minister of Finance.

™ O win the war with the decisiveness which will ensure lasting peace, the Empire
will require to put forth its full collective power in men and in money. From this

view point it is our true policy to augment our financial strength by multiplying

our productive exertions and by exercising rigid economy, whichreduces to the minimum
all expenditures upon luxuries and non-essentials.
make good the loss caused by the withdrawal of so many of our workers from industrial
and find the funds for its continuance. It

activities, repair the wastage of the war,
ﬁressed upon our people that the heaviest

cannot be too frequently or too earnestly im;
burdens of the conflict still lie before us, and t
remain at home, supreme patriotic duties upon whose faithful fulfilment our success, and
consequently our national safety, may ultimately depend.”"—SIE THOMAS

Only in this way shall we be able to

at industry and thrift are, for those who

WHITE,

PRODUCE MORE, SAVE MORE.

MAKE LABOUR EFFICIENT.

SAVE MATERIALS FROM WASTE.

SPEND MONEY WISELY.

LET US PRODUCE AND SAVE—

The war is now turning on a contest of all
forces and resources—men, munitions, food,
money. The call to all is to produce more and
more. It may be necessary to work harder.
The place of those who enlist must be taken by
those at home, men and women, old and
young. The more we produce the more we
can save. Produce more on the farms and in
the gardens: Save more and help to win the
war.

LET US NOT WASTE OUR LABOUR—

In this war-time all labour should be directly
productive or should be assisting in production.
Make it as efficient as possible. If your labour
is on something that can be postponed, put it
off till after the war and make your labour tell
now. Making war is the first business of all
Canadians. Efficiency in labour is as important
as efficiency in fighting.

LET US NOT WASTE MATERIALS—

Begin at home. The larger portion of
salaries and wages is spent on the home—
food, fuel, light, clothing. Are any of these
things being wasted? $20.00 a year saved
from waste in every home in Canada will more
than pay the interest on a war debt of
$500,000,000.

LETUS SPEND OUR MONEY WISELY

Are you spending your money to the best
advantage? What do you think of extrava-
gance in war time? Tens of thousands of
Canadians are daily risking their lives for us
at home. Is it not our duty to be careful and
economical ? Canadian dollars are an im-
portant part of the war equipment. Make
them tell. Have a War Savings Account. Buy
a War Bond, ¥

THE GOVERNMENT OF CANADA 3

THE DEPARTMENT OF AGRICULTURE.

THE DEPARTMENT OF FINANCE
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Catch the disease carrying
fly that strays into your home

CX8UWL QROOYEY
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6 babies poisoned in 11 states;
fortunately some recovered.

The Journal of the Michigan

with safe, efficient, non-poison-
ous TANGLEFOOT,; not ar-
senic poison in an open saucer
set within reach of the baby,
or a can from which a poisoned
wick portrudes, sweetened to
attract both flies and babies.

Flies kill many babies, and fly poison more
than all other poisons combined—

— But in homes where careful mothers have
protected their babies from such risks by using
only TANGLEFOOT, both dangers are avoided.

State Medical Society reports
26 cases of arsenical poisoning
from fly destroyers in 1915 in
only 11 states; in 1914 there
were 46 cases in 14 states.

It states editorially:

“Symptoms of arsenical poisoning
are very similiar to those of cholera
infantum; undoubtedly a number of
cases of cholera infantum were really cases of arsenical
poisoning, but death, if occurring, was attributed to cholera
infantum.

* We repeat, arsenical fly destroying devices are dangerous
and \lmu!d be abolished. Health officials should become
aroused to prevent further loss of life from their source.
Our Michigan Legislature, this last session, passed a law
regulating the sale of posionous fly papers.’

Made in Canada by THE 0. & W. THUM CO., Walkerville, Ont.

American Address: Grand Rapids, Mich. )

39
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Pilsener
Lager

The Light Beer in the Light Bottle
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Twice a Day
~ for Half theYear

OMEONE has to attend to the furnace; most people
look on it as an irritating, dusty job. It need not be.
It is not, if you have a Sunshine Furnace.

Shaking down the Sunshine Furnace does not raise a dust.
The fine ashes are drawn up the chimney; there is never
that fine sprinkling of dust that lights on everything in
the basement, and even floats up through the house.
No. That is one thing the owner of a Sunshine Furnace
never has to contend with. The Sunshine is as clean
|| as a piece of furniture.

There are extra sturdy grates that turn with a long
handle to crush with ease the hardest clinkers. A slight
rocking that hardly requires stooping, cleans down the ashes.
The ashes fall as the grates are shaken, for the sides of the fire-
pot are straight. This saves bothér—and heat; because if
ashes bank up around the fire-pot they stop the radiation of heat.
The ashes come out in a big ash-pan. There is no shovelling or
spilling ashes about.

And the door is large, as it should be for convenience in firing up.
Or if need be, a large chunk of wood will go through this door.
The dampers can be operated from the rooms above. This saves
you the nuisance of running up and down stairs to shut off the
drafts and open up the check damper.

M‘Clary."s
 Sunshine

Farnace

Would you like to have definite information
about the cost of installing a Sunshine Fur-
nace in your home ? Send the coupon for

our booklet ‘Sunshine.” At the same
time, if you wish to know what it will
cost to heat your own home, our

Heating Engineer will tell you.
He will show you how to plan

the distribution of heat so as
to get the utmost warmth
from the coal you burn.

No, there is no charge.
Simply address him at *
802

Kindly -
send me with-
out expense on N
my part i— ; N
1. Your booklet on "\
the Sunshine Furnace.
2. Also forms for filling

N
N

| out, so that your heating
| engineers can tell me how to N
order and install a system that will

} properly heat my home.

{ NAME . . A0 cvireaiedienis cals pis Chs
ADDRERE oL ts s v botn o kb v s s N\
London, Toronto, Montreal, Winnipeg, Hamiiton, Dnlg‘n
vancouver, Saskatoon, Edmonton, 8t. John, N.B_ ‘
e T ae —
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A Great National
Public Utility

That concerns all merchants and all people

THF. original Cash Register rang a bell, indicated
and recorded the amount of the purchase. It
benefited the merchant only.

In a third of a century this old model has developed
into a Cash Register that directly benefits every man,
woman, and child who spends money in a store.

This new Cash Register equally concerns every mer-
chant and clerk, every banker and wholesalerin this land.

It furnishes every customer with a receipt or sales-slip.

It prints on this the amount paid or charged.

On this is also printed the date of the sale and who
made it.

[t forces a duplicate, printed record for the merv.hant.

It prevents disputes over charges and bills paid.

It saves shoppers’ time. ;

It gives the merchant all his profits. It gives him
more money for his family.

It promotes more and quicker sales.

It protects each clerk against making errors and
against the mistakes of others.

It rewards the diligent clerk by telling his employer
which one makes the largest number of sales and
which one gets the greatest amount of business.

It assures the banker additional security for the money
he loans the merchant.

It gives the wholesaler additional assurance that the
merchant will have money to pay his bills. :

It furnishes the banker and the wholesaler mechani-
cal evidence that the merchant’s statement of his
business is correct.

It is a business mecessity.

Merchants:

We have new 1916 models
that give this perfect ser-
vice.

Write us to-day or see our agent
in your city and learn how you
can secure onme of these public
service machines.

Liberal allowances will be made for old
National Cash Registers that were good
in their day, but do not so completely
protect you or give the valuable service
Address Dept. S 1o our 1916 models do.

The National Cash Register Company, Toronto, Canada

LOOK FOR THIs SiGN
I* THE WINDOW

e S et

—
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Telephone Wants

We can take care of your Telephone Wants
whether they are for service in the City,
Rural Municipality, Departmental Building
or Residence.

We make everything in the Telephone line—
make it in Canada—in Toronto.

Is the newest thing in Telephone
Systems for inside private service.
It will operate up to. one hundred
telephones without any girl operator,
giving quicker, more accurate and
efficient service than can be secured
by any other telephone system.

Qur No. 5 Bulletin tells all about it
and may be had for the asking.

Write us if you want any telephone service and we will be
pleased to give you our best advice and recommendation.

Canadian Independent Telephone Co., Ltd.

263 ADELAIDE ST. WEST, TORONTO
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N v \ No more trudging off to the

ﬂ |\ public garage in dripping
Il wet or snow. Just step out

of your door and—there you

have it. Your own, fire-

proof, artistic and durable

garage,

PEDLARS ;. GARAGES

=3

make it easy for a woman to get the car
in and out herself, with comfort. Plenty
of room to get around, clean and sanitary,
Pedlar's Garages are well lighted, easily
ventilated and do not harbor noxious
odors. Sizes and styles to suit any car
and harmonize with your home and
surroundings. Portable all steel frame
and covering. Cannot burn.

Your dealer will gladly show you the Pedlar
Garages and how easily anyone can put them up
in a &w hours. Or write today for the Perfect
Garage Booklet C. M.

THE PEDLAR PEOPLE, LIMITED
Established 1861
Executive Office and Factories: OSHAWA, Ont.

Branches: Montreal, Ottawa, Toronto, London,

|
|
Jr—

s D

Iroquois Assortment PRy |
Choice Nuts and delicately-flavored _’“’ A | s » ;
Chocolates in a variety of combinations.  MNI\ W57 :

Another revelation of the high
standard of

qanongs
Cholafes

DLZ_S BN ST
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Niagara ¥
to the Sea

OUR beautifully illustrated

booklet “Niagara to the
Sea” tells all about these de-
lightful trips. Write for it
NOW, enclosing six cents to
cover postage.

The Premier
Vacation Trip

MAKE your vacation this summer both healthful and
enjoyable. If you have never experienced the
pleasure of this famous 800-mile trip through Canada’s
greatest and most interesting Vacation Waterway, you
have indeed missed a treat. The service is unexcelled
on our palatial steamers, leaving Niagara Falls, or
Toronto, for Kingston, Thousand Islands, through the
St. Lawrence Rapids to Montreal, quaint old Quebec,
Murray Bay, Tadousac and the famous Saguenay River. Trip may

be started at any point. Delightful Summer Cruises from Montreal, to
Lower St. Lawrence, Gulf, Prince Edward Island and Nova Scotia,

Canada Steamship Lines, Limited

46 Yonge Street, Toronto, or 6 R. & O. Building, Montreal

—
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For

WINNIPEG

AND

VANCOUVER

LEAVE TORONTO 6.40 P.M.
DAILY VIA THE TRANSCANADA

Th ough equipment including Electric Lighted Com-
pa tment Observation Car, Standard and Tourist
Sleepers, Dining Car, First-class Coaches

‘' The frequent C. P.R. Service passing through the Busi-
ness Centre of each City is an asset to the Traveller."

Particulars from any Canadian Pacific Ticket Agent
or wrile

W.B. HOWARD, District Passenger Agent, TORONTO

AT 8 L e RO A T

I
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ATLANTIC CITY,N.J.

UNIQUE FEATURES:
The vast Marble Exchange-
flanked with Flowers and
Sheltered Angles,the Forecourt,
Fountain of Fate,Cloister Garden,
Restaurant, Submarine Grill,
Rose Hall, Librar Tower,

Belvedere and Three

Decks looking on the
3 Boardwalk and
the Ocean.

THE LARGEST FIREPROOF
RESORT HOTEL IN THE WORLD

THE SPIRIT OF AMERICA
L A PEAY. T
MAGNITUDE AND CHEERFULNESS.

D.SWHITE,Prest, J.W.MOTT,Mgr. *
e

~ NEW YORK _ ‘ NEW JERSEY N TRAVEL E
> CITY, N. J. ® /9 SeasonJune
If Coming To New York  NEPENTNENITSOTICCRSNERED) 729) 7 ol sivs il

Pay Excessive Hotel Rates

New stone, brick & steel building. Always

. . | open, always ready, always busy. Table
CLENDEN]N li;:} “-1‘{“3;& and attendance unsurpassed.
ew Xor ——

Select, homelike, etonomical. Suite m' ERSE = SE > Uoile. Bant's. grestes Ll .

! o 3 b, I~y nele Sam's greatest playground in Montana®
of patlor, bedroom, private bath for ! FTlllt‘ . ('.‘01;." Rocky Mountain land. Mountain climbing, fishing,
two persons, $2.00 daily per suite. Full of pictures and motor tours. Modern hotels—Swiss chalets. Vaca-
Write forBooklet H..with map of city. information b ant | tions 81.00 to $5.00 per day. Write for FREE book-

1 ~4th Lake. Capacity 125, Lat- O iohod af | lets. H. A Nable, G.P. A., Great Northern Rail-
QoAWE st cauipment, cloctricity, | NAAGAZINE Rupury Park Na | 125 D6 185 5i Fuul, inn!

& Cottages running water every room. — “s A . F’ v
Garage. C. M. Longstaff, Old Forge, N. Y. | Next Where-To-Go forms close Apr. 30 ee merica & irst

New England Vacations

B ‘ | Maine Woods

Vacation Books

: The
= Come on A whole world of unusual, st ¥ make summer plasuat
too busy healthful, never-to-be-forgotten hit ng
= Don’t say youre d feel the summer experiences. in&,fmm‘;"npamy and other depeng, bl
Spend a week end and 1€ The best vacation for building up ing hoc"nf‘ermng the best ho:le
s go(\ effects for a yean - . tired bodies and nerves. 1000 Ney E"“SIC: dnn camps jp o:s
. t game-fishing in America In Explore wild lakes. Camp in the 81and resorts, e g
Best g L kes open, take wonderful canoe trips, try -
Maine's Forest La : game-fishing. Ve 3
ss that for siz€ Or live at one of the permanent camps or e
Salmon, trout and :’:‘:\Zd summer hotels among the lakes and woods, Bar Harbo, bscot Bq
and fight can't be m2 with their vigorous out-door life, summer of five states, T, a0 the oeeay ;s

sports and jolly social life.
Only 10 hours from New York. Expenses
most moderate

d inexpensive to g0
- lasnnnd camps full of real comfort.
o Send for booklet D

Send f,
you pre ,:’" booklet B state region

—_——

Address Vacation Bureau, 171 Broadway, Room 107, New York. New York, New Haven & Hartford R. R.—Boston & Maine R. R.—Maine Central R.R.

e Seashore
: Cod
Quaint Cape Cod &5
b/ 7 A Land of Vacation Sport and Rest—Fishing, Bathing, Sailing, Golf

Write Advertising Department, Room 472, New Haven, Ct., for Booklet

Delightful All-Water Trips, 35 Steamships Es New York City, Boston, Mass., Portland &
15 Routes, 80 Landin;:s.p}“ares are always EA Coast & Interior of Maine. Nova Scotia,|
lower than by rail. Unsurpassed Facilities. New Brunswick,other Maritime Provinces}

ETROPOLI Boston & New York. Lv. each city 5P.M. MAINES.S. LINE. Portland & New York, BOSTON & PORTLAND LINE. Dail
Ej}‘iﬁhp) i B INE. osl;:tun & points on Kennebec River. BOSTON & BANGOR LINE. Daily service. INTI‘.RNATIONAI: LINES. Boston z
St. John, N B. via Portland, Eastport and Lubec. PORTLAND & ROCKLAND, PORTLAND & BOOTHBAY, BATH & BOOTHBAY, MT. DESERT & BLUE HIy |
and FRONTIER LINES BOSTON & YARMOUTH 8. 8. CO., LT!). E ; s E

YARMOUTH LINE. Boston and Yarmouth, N. 8., connecting at Yarmouth with trains for all points in the Maritime Provinces.
For Tickets, Schedules and Hotel List (the latter ready May 1) write Passenger Traffic Department, India Wharf, Boston, Mass., or Pier 19, N. R,, N. Y. City.

- e —
Where-To-Go and its Travel Olub works day and night fer your interests. 10th Year.
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MAINE a1 : TRAVEL = | HEALTH RESORTS

T |

ouiShwya

Mmlern lA,lI“lel' nt throughout, Sea- |
son ; June 20th to Sept, 16th, A nwr i1
rfnl‘\nlh ons still available, Addre vll

N AR T o Ve 2 e A N TN

There’s
No Country

. C. Prior, Hotel Lenox, Bo-!cn | { { Like
I | B
i { Nova Scotia | i ey

| - i1
The essence of recreation and |
hesith, » fisherman's. paradise | BATTLE CREEK
garden and orchard country with 1| A Mecea for health seokers. Over 1,000
rare physical beauty, erisp brace different curative baths and treatments, re-
ing climate Moderate prices rule d nowned diet system | reducing and fattens

ing dicts scientifically regulated, thirty.
three specializing physicians, 300 trained
nurses, restful tropical garden, colossal
recreation gymnasium, swimming pools,
beautiful natural surroundings, vigorats
ing climate, just the place for rest and
health building.
Send for free booklot, ** The Simple Life in 0
Nubshell " and flustrated prospectus
THE SANITARIUM,
BOX 109, BATTLE CREEK,
MICH.

Overnight from Boston
By Combined Water and Rall Rowte

el 125

= ONL OIFMHIJIM“IHL' RESOR
MUSIC-BOATING - TROUT AND SALMON- BATHIN

Whrite for particulars on Tour Ne, 100

Dominion Atlantic Railway
R U PARKER, Gen'l Pase A
KENTVILLE, Nova Scotia

RS——— ]

TISHINCHUNTHG CANGEWGSUPERS) | |

@E{ UPIN, (oS cooune-OMTORTABLE CANPS l
{

|

|

FoR H[l & MIN SEND Iﬂ‘ FOR ILLUS
o%muo PASSENGER TRAFFIC MGR.| |
BANGOR & ARDUSTOOK RR BANGORME] | |

MT IN Moosenead Lake Me-Modern, | |
qu restful-Fishing,Hunting, Boat |
. Golf, Tennis - $3 up~Special rates F:mlhe)or { HE
?hes Booklet-A.A Crafts. Greenville Jct. M

INTERVALE WHITE MTS N, W, ?L“j 'UI'"

&SSO L T PO TR S 1™ (VN o WY AT ¢ VRO, W S P I T

|
INTERVALE HOUSE. I/A Summ'mm Or:;‘ ’ - .
> Nt AND REST WITH ArUSCMENT ALL [MPROVEME
'z:::suun Canmact & Gamase Livenies, Fve Roos. A Y 2 & Sautog' Sp“ngs N Y Medicnl
Sponts, Ororestea, Excru o Dt Bookler H S MubGETY. - S Sanitarium
DICBY NOVA SCOTIA Rérime, baths, climate, every essential for
\
¥ MASSACHUSETTS health building. Write Dr. H. F. Baright.
and mu'u.m
LOUR "LODGE i, "% Steuben Sanitavium "y
HOTEL PURITAN Golf, Tennis, Boating, Bathing, H""““ Every known advantage to rhnnflv inva-
Commonwealth Ave. Boston Garage. Write for booklet. 181 ' i
BOSTON HOUSE — lids, beautiful surroundings: every form of
'(I"NE' %lg‘u:"ﬁzﬂ’l‘(fm o g MOUNT CLEMENS MICH. |physical treatment: electric ity, hydrother-
|;|2 most homelike hotels in the world. — | Apy, ete. Pure air, pure food, pure water,
Your inquiries gladly answered Health & Pleasure Resort Hommaeﬂm l‘vrqu'l hygiene. Mod. rates. W ruplurhklt
APCostelloflgr _and our booklet mailed ~y-o with the famous Min- \ o — SEATTLE WABH, =

“ Sconset-by-theSea || €al Baths for the p—
Sconset Cottage Club Nowtueker, Mass. || rlief of Rheumatism, l-! ()’hl' EL BUTLER =e0o
Cafo without peer. Center of things. Taxi fare 25¢

Open June 15th.” Fine location. Excellent | Hotel & Baths under one ™
Rooms $1.00 up; with bath #2 00 u Home comforts

cuisi Surf bathing. Golf, Tennis. 83 = - 3 . '
and ?‘; Booklet. Address Isaac Hills mofOpenaIIyearBoom - | o the traveler. A. CHESHIRE MITCHELL, Mgr

POt s Uiless 2 R R T

I Fence—Not
Strongly mldo and closely sy

l
barrier against large animals as well as sm.ll pnul"y 'l‘op
) and bottom wires No. 9—intermediates No. 12 wire —~made
Y by the Open Hearth procau which time and other tests have
1. mivmmhethchwm catalog. Ak about our farm and

territory,
The Banwell - Hoxie Wire Fence Company, Ltd
Wiaiper, Nan, . Ramtway oot T

T GA OO P TP, T TN Tl ™ B30 1Y 0,00 11 TR 7YY 77 1,

DON'T YOU LIKE | NUMBER 6.
My Eyelashes | Catalogue of a Collection of Canadian and

and Eyebrows ? | Miscellaneous Books and Pamphlets

You can have the same

1829-1915
z - CANADIAN PUBLICATIONS
A Hair Food

lied once each day, will absolutely Tue Asove Lists Sext FrReg T0O
ar‘-};’d'uce thick and long eyebrows and eyelashes. | | ANY ADDRESS,

. %asy to apply—sure in_results. Lashneenis | | HISTORICAL PUBL]SH[NG CO.

an Oriental formula. One box is all you will need. Not

o Brbggine, Wil o it oF s ol ona 1 || CONFEDERATION LIFE BLDG.
| Canadmn Publications
Beuware of Imitations | a Spedialty. TORON 70

LASHNEEN COMPANY (Dept. 32) Philadelphia ||
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“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RlTE HITE’ WARDROBE
TRUNKS

So much of the pleasure travel being
on this side of the water during the
war time emphasises all the more the
utility of the “Rite-hite” Wardrobe
Trunk as the indispensible travelling

requisite.

g All the good points that could be concentrated and con-
served into one bit of ‘‘luggage” would seem to be included

in this most worthy trunk.

 Greatest in capacity. Most perfect in appointments. Most
generous in convenience. Fine in appearance, and of great
strength.

€ We have a very comprehensive booklet on the ‘‘Rite-hite”
Wardrobe Trunk which you may have for the asking.

Prices are $259_£ to $90?—3

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto




ALL THE WAY between

Toronto =Vancouver

Via PORT ARTHUR, FORT WILLIAM, SASKATOON AND EDMONTON

Connections at Winnipeg Union Station for
Calgary, Prince Albert, Regina, Brandon,

and all important pointsin Western Canada and the Pacific Coast

LEAVE TORONTO 10.45 P.M.
Monday, Wednesday, Friday
ALL MODERN EQUIPMENT RELIABLE EXPRESS SERVICE

Through tickets to all points, and berth reservations
from Local Agent or write to General Passenger
Dept., 68 King St. East, Toronto, Ontario : Union
Station, Winnipeg, Man., or Montreal, Que.

BT T

. Th . .
The Trip That Satisfies
( % ! Summertime will soon be here and with it the /
Aol - joys of a vacation trip. Where are you going?
;' The Great Lakes is the mecca for particular
) and experienced travelers on business
2, and pleasure trips. The D. & C. Line (|
Steamers embody all the qualities of {
- cpeed, safety and comfort. The free- =
=== dom of the decks, the cool refreshing <=
lalze breezes, the commodious staterooms and par- %
locs and unexcelled cuisine, makes life aboard
these floating palaces a source of continual enjoyment.

“D. & C. a Service Guarantee”

Daily service between Detroit and Buffalo and Detroit and Cleve.
land., During July and August delightful day trips between Detroit
and Cleveland—also two boats every Saturday and Sunday nights.
Four trips weekly from Toledo and roit to Mackinac Isiand and
Way Ports. From June 25th to September 10th Special Steamer
Cleveland to Mackinac Island direct, making no stops enroute
except at Detroit, each direction. Daily Service between Toledo
and Put-In-Bay, June 10th to September 10th.

Railroad Tickets Accepted

For transportation on D. & C. Line Steamers between Detroit, Buffalo and Cleve.
land, either direction. Send for Illustrated Pamphlet and Great Lakes Map, show-
ing routes, rates, etc. Address L. G. Lewis, General Passenger Agent, Detroit, Mich.

D. & C. TALISMAN—Send $1.00 cash or money order, for D. & C. Good Luck F' Charm
Men’s Scar f Pin or Women’s Brooch Pin, set with Mexican rubies and emeralc(l:n. .

DETROIT & CLEVELAND NAVIGATION CO. WAYNE STREET, DETROIT, MICH,
PHILIP H. McMILLAN, President A. A. SCHANTZ, Vice Pres. and Genl, Mgr,
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- THINK ABOUT IT!

MAKE YOUR PLANS EARLY
FOR YOUR

SPRING FISHING TRIP

o Grand Tronk Raiway System

== Reaches all the resorts in the * Highlands of Ontario™ where big catches
of game fish are assured.

THE KIND YOU CATCH AND WHERE
THEY ARE CAUGHT

MUSKOKA LAKES—Black Bass, Pickerel, Salmon Trout.
KAWARTHA LAKES—Speckled Trout, Black Bass and Maskinonge.
LAKE OF BAYS—Speckled Trout, Salmon Trout and Black Bass.
ALGONQUIN PARK—Speckled Trout, Black Bass and Salmon Trout.
TIMAGAMI—Black Bass, Lake Trout, Speckled Trout.

LAKE NIPISSING—Black Bass, Maskinonge, Pickerel, Pike.
GEORGIAN BAY—Black Bass, Salmon Trout, Lake Trout, Pickerel.

OPEN SEASONS

Black Bass—June 16th to December 31st.

Speckled Trout—May 1st to September 14th.

Salmon Trout and Lake Trout—November 6th to
October 4th following year.

Maskinonge—June 16th to December 31st.

Pickerel—May 16th to April 14th the following year.

Write to the following Agents for Jfull particulars—How to get there, maps, rates, ete. :
C. E. HORNING, Union Station, Toronto, Ont., or J. QUINLAN,
Bonaventure Station, Montreal, Que.

G. T. BELL W. S. COOKSON
Passenger Traffic Manager General Passenger Agent
Montreal, Que. Montreal, Que.
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A famous n i store
otemr half a oe}nnt ago.
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“Thats the make of silver
plate that we received
when we were marvried,
and we still have some
that was mothers"

t the best stores you will be offered
today as the leading brand of silver-

Y plate the same make that merchants

of fifty years and more ago recommended

to their customers.

It is quite the proper thing to start housekecping

with 1847 ROGERS BRoS.‘Silver Plate that Wears®

Sold with an unqualified guarantee made possible by
the actual test o(} over O3 years.

At leading dealers. Send for illustrated Catalogue “ F-23"

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Limited

HAMILTON, CANADA
MERIDEN, CONN, NEW YORK CHICAGO

The World’s Largest Makers of Sterling Silver

SAN FRANCISCO
and Plate

(ontinental
Pattorn

LA L ONE [ B v B B e e e o

f e

g T

AT

TR T TNt T b Tl T 04 TRV Py R 77 I 5, T T g Nl e

HT AR T WIN

SISOV,

TN



53 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

The McLaughlin Motor Car Co. is the
pioneer builder of * Valve-in-Head"

Motor Cars in Canada, and guarantees
that the McLaughlin * Valve-in-Head " he &r
Motor will develop and deliver more 3

power with less gasoline than any other -

motor of equal size, of any make. w‘th the
Valve-

®

in-Head
Motor

The
Firm
that
builds
1t

One of the oldest and largest vehicle
firms in Canada—in business since 1869
—operating twelve factory branch
houses, carrying large stocks of extra parts for all
models—hundreds of agencies from coast to coast
—guarantee McLaughlin owners an unexcelled
service.
Prices $1,085 to $2,375, F.0.B. OSHAWA.

Send for Catalogue.

2 o) AUGHLIN 4TOR CAR o Ly,

Twelve Branches Througout Canada




$1,724,000 for New Buildings

in Canada Since War Began
WHY?

Some time before the outbreak of war the
Tord Canadian Company decided on an
extremely broad policy of expansion.

If the demand for Ford cars should
increase in the way that it had every indi-
cation of doing, then new buildings would
have to be started at once to enable the
company to meet this demand. :

When war came the Ford Canadian execu-
tives saw no reason to change their plans—
their confidence in Canada’s prosperity
never wavered. e 7

So work was begun on a new building a
Ford City costing $452,000. This is used
as an addition to the office building gnd to
the main factory building. It adds 130,000
square feet of floor space to the Ford Plant,
bringing the total up to more than 9 acres.

Then followed a new machine shop cost-
ing $90,000.

The power plant was also enlarged at a
cost of $110,000. o

In four leading Canadian cities, hand-
some new buildings were erected as branch
assembly plants, sales and service stations.
Each one is as large as many automobile
factories. All are of similar construction,
being modern fire-proof buildings of brick
and reinforced concrete trimmed with mat

lazed terra cotta. The bases are of gran-
jte. The interiors are finished and fitted in
accordance with the very best modern prac-
tice.

One of the branch buildings is located at
Montreal, 119-139 Laurier Ave, East. It
is a four story bvilding containing 124,000
square feet of flor~ *pace and costing $333,-
000. Over 100 people are employed here.

The Ford Branch at Toronto, 672-682
Dupont St., is a five-story building contain-
ing 132,000 square feet of floor space. The
number of employees 1s abo.ur'l 50.

The third new branch building is at Lon-
don, Ontario at 680-690 Waterloo Street.
It is a three story structure having 49,872

F
Car_+ =
Ford T pord, Ontario

square feet of floor space and was erected at
a cost of $161,000.

The immeusely increasing demand for
Ford cars in Western Canada made it neces-
sary to build a fourth new branch at Winni-
peg. This is a handsome five story build-
ing located at the corner of Portage Avenue
and Wall Street. A quarter of a million
dollars was put into its construction.

The total cost of these new buildings
erected by the Ford Canadian Company
since war began is $1,724,000. Additional
to this are thousands of dollars spent to
equip these buildings.

Why has this been done?

First, to provide Ford owners with greater
service facilities. Each of these branches is
so completely equipped with parts and
machinery as to be able to build a Ford car
complete. Also they act as a base for the
hundreds of Ford dealers in their part of the
country, each of whose place of business is a
well equipped Ford service station, in giving
more rapid and more efficient service to
Ford owners.

The second reason for this great amount of
development work is to be found in the atti-
tude of the Ford Canadian executives. If
these men had followed the policy of many
Canadian manufacturers theg, with seem-
ing good judgment, might have held up
these plans for such enormously expensive
construction work.

But such was not their attitude. They
were convinced that progress and prosperity
were assured in Canada.

This decision was of vast benefit to Canad-
ian industries, Canadian merchants and
Canadian workmen in such a eritical time
as chis. Practically all the material for
these buildings was purchased in Canada.
Canadian workmen were employad in their
construction. And after the construction
work was over, the whole community bene-
fited from the enthusiastic,successful, wealth
producing and distributing activities of
these big establishments.

All :irs completely

equipped, including electrie

headlights. Equipment

does not include speedo-
5-F meter.
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Asked how he recognized a Traction
Tread Tire in action so easily, a motorist
said, “ Whuy, look at the fine features of
that fellow!” Those who value time and
detest annoying delays are never with-
out “THE MASTER TIRE.”

DUNLOP TIRE & RUBBER GOODS Co., 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 General Rubber Specialties. o o
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FAIRY SOAP

For toilet and bath

Fairy Soap produces
a rich, free lather in
any kind of water;
its cleansing quali-
ties are most agree-
able and refreshing.

The choicest materials are
used in making Fairy Soap.

The oval, floating cake is
also convenient to the hand
and wears down slowly to
the thinnest wafer.

A dainty tissue wrapper and
the individual box keep
Fairy Soap clean and pure,
as we make it.

THE N.K. FAIR BAN K corpany ]

LIMITED
MONTREAL

“Have You a Little Fairy
in Your Home?”’
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Chases
Dirt

MADE IN CANADA
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Cheer Up

The Cost is Small - Get an Overland h

8850

Roadster. $825 *

Model 75 fob. Toronto Ont

HE man of that family now escapes the utter
weariness which used to drag him down.

The mother of that family enjoys a new freedom
which makes her a better wife and mother.

The children of that family are ruddier—hardier.

They all lead a bigger, broader, healthier,
happier, more united family life.

And all because of their Overland !

This Overland costs only $850.

But it is every inch an Overland—a perfect
beauty. ; L

Though a small, light, economical car, it is
roomy, sturdy and powerful. .

And it is absolutely complete to the last detail.

Never before has a stylish, comfortable, com-
pletely equipped car been offered at anywhere near
so low a price.

Now for the first time, exacting pride and
strictest economy are fully satisfied in one and the
same car. '

And for easy riding this newest Ov.erlapd is not
to be compared with any other car of its size.

In fact, many a big, high-priced car is nowhere
near so easy riding.

Catalogue on request.

It has cantilever rear springs which absorb road
shocks more perfectly than any other type.

Large four-inch tires add to its easy riding
qualities.

And the seats are soft and deep, and built up
over long spiral springs,

The seats are also broad and wide—ample in
their roominess for five full grown people.

Of course it is electrically lighted and started and
the electrical control switches are located on the
steering column—right at your hand.

You should have a car this spring—

And if you want top class at bottom price, it must
be this Overland, for no other car meets both these
requirements.

No wonder it has swept the country—the biggest
and quickest success of all our long' line of record
breaking models,

But one thousand cars a day is the present limit
of our production.

That is more than double the capacity of any other
producer of cars of this size and class.

But the demand is in proportion to the excess
value of this car.

Order yours now to avoid delay.

See the Overland dealer today.

Please address Dept. 656

Willys-Overland, Limited "3 West Toronto, Canada

*
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Health Isn’t

Luck Alone

It is management—Ilargely proper

food and drnk.

Coffee is harmful to many.

A change to

POSTUM

is good management—clears the
way for Nature to rebuild coffee-
weakened nerves, head, heart, and

stomach.

“There’s a Reason”’
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WOMEN OF REFINEMENT
thousands of them  throughout the
world make daily use of the genuine

MURRAY & LANMAN'S

(The Original, Century-old)

Florida Water

Widely regarded as an indispen-
sable aid to beauty and comfort.
Its sprightly fragrance is accept-
able to the most discriminating
taste, and its delightful, refreshing
effect best attained when it is
added to the bath. e

Sold by Leading Druggists
and Perfumers

LANMAN & KEMP
New York and Montreal

edar

Polish

O

For House Cleaning

With a bottle of O-Cedar Polish

and a big piece of cheesecloth,
spring = house

cleaning will be
easy. Use it
on all furniture,
floors and
woodwork,
according to
directions.

From your dealer
25¢ to $3.00.

CHANNELL
CHEMICAL CO.,
LTD.

The
Original
and
only
Genuine

Beware of
Imitations  Sold
on the

of

MINARD’S
LINIMENT

Merits

T. H. BEST PRINTING CO. LIMITED, TORONTO
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