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Your Hair

FOR your hair to look its best the shampoo must not impair the
oily secretion of the scalp; otherwise the hair will become dry
and brittle.

Ivory Soap is so mild and pure that it does nothing but cleanse. Its
copious lather enables it to absorb the dirt and any excessive oil there
may be upon the hair, but, because of its freedom from alkali and
other harsh materials, it does not affect the tiny oil ducts at the roots.

Because Ivory does not contain unsaponified oil it does not stick to
the hair. Rinsing is quick, easy and thorough, leaving the hair in
condition to dry soft, silky, fluffy and glossy.
IVORY SOAP SHAMPOO.—Make a warm suds with Ivory Soap Paste
(see directions inside wrapper). Saturate hair and scalp. Rub trﬁe scafp with

the paste and dip the suds over it. Rinse with spray or cup, gradually cooling
the water. Dry by rubbing, in the sun if possible, but do not use strong heat.

S CENTS

IVORY SOAPR 99%% PURE

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada
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The Renaissance
of Music

UST as Mr. Edison put music into millions of homes
with his invention of the first phonograph, so now the

beautiful world of music is reborn with the coming of

Zhe NEW EDISON

—The Instrument That
Re-Creates Music

It astounds. It amazes. You can have no conception of its
wonders, until you hear it re-create song, instrument and
speech in direct comparison with the original.

Demonstrations of this unparal-
leled achievement in the leading
cities, have proved to the satis-
faction of the greatest musical
critics that the New Edison is
unapproached in its range of
musical expression,

Do you want to know more about Mr.
Edison’s marvellous invention, which
one of the musical critics describes as
‘“the Phonograph with a soul”? If so,

send to us for a copy of the brochure,

‘“ Music’s Re-Creation ”; and the booklet

*“ What The Critics Say ”. 6

Thomas A. Edison, Inc. Dept. 8231, Orange, N.J.
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| fowash Blankets OOLLENS are getting

| ST2 LU faber i dearer. Wash them right,
, = g though, and you give them
ety years of life. Never twist or
l,' A s g g wring them—the wool fibres become hard,

Kinse in three relays of hot -3 THEE s i AR 4
B s o o e thick and brittle.  Just stir your woollens

waler out carefully and hang about in tepid water after the LUX flakes
to dry. Result : Smowy, 5 E v .
fleecy blankets. have been dissolved in the water while hot.

Use

N
\ : .
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e ettty
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— pure essence of soap in flakes—and you'll be delighted with the fresh,
fleecy, clean, NEW feeling your woollens take on. LUX can’t harm
anything that pure water may touch. No rubbing needed with LUX—
pure essence of soap in flakes.—So1d by all good grocers, and British-made by—

loc LEVER BROTHERS Luwiten, TORONTO 10C.
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WON'T SHRINK WOOLLENS
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The January Number

Our Strangle-Hold on the German Spy System

A notable article in ‘““The Last Phase” series, by William Le Queux,
author of ‘“‘Spies of the Kaiser” and an authority on all things relating to
the secret service systems of Europe.

Sir Thomas White

By WILLIAM LEWIS EDMONDS

An intimate sketch of the man who has charge of (‘:m;ul:l.s financial
part in the great war, and who is looked on as the coming ‘‘Big Man” in
Dominion politics,

The Von Schultz Trial

By IRVING E. STRUTHERS

“On December 8th, 1838, there went out from that dungeon [Fort
Henry| to meet death on the scaffold, a man whose trial and tragic end are
associated with the name of Kingston’s most famous Cllllt’”v‘ and one of
Canada’s leading statesmen. That criminal was Niles Gustof Schobtewski
von Schultz and his counsel at his trial was John A. Macdonald.”

In fiction there will be an excellent short story, or rather character

sketch, by L. M. Montgomery, author of ““Anne of Green Gables”, a4 short "

story by Archie P. McKishnie, and a playlet of the war by John Markey.

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

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

200-206 Adelaide Street West - TORONTO
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E invite the banking ac-
Banking counts of business people

’ corporations and socicties,
BUSIHCSS also private and savings accounts.
Invited

The Bank of Toronto provides its cus-
tomers with a modern Banking Service.
In this it combines all the advantages of
sound banking experience with the modern
equipment and progressive outlook neces-
sary to meet present-day requirements.

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

! DIRECTORS
W. G. GOODERHAM, PRESIDENT
JOSEPH HENDERSON, VICE.PRESIDENT
William Stone, John Macdonald, Lt .Col. A. E. Gooderham

Brig.-Gen. F. S. Meighen, J. L. Englehart, William I. Gear
Paul J. Myler, A. H. Campbell.

THOS. F. HOV, GENERAL MANAGER
John.R. Lamb, Supt. of Branches. T. A. Bird, Chief Inspector.

—

INCORPORATED 1855
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“fondon Glove Company

n

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND.
The Great Specialists in

GLOVES,
HOSIERY,
and UNDERWEAR

An unrivalled variety In stock
AT

EXTREMELY MODERATE PRICES

i

Fully detailed Price Lists of
all Departments may be

obtained FREE, on ap-

plication, direct from the

Ontario Publishing Co.

Limited
200-206 Adelaide Street, West,
Toronto

Three Hore Snecialities

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

plication, direct from the

Ontario Publishing Co.

Limited

200-206 Adelaide Street, West,
Toronto

Depariments

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

Remittaoces, including tage, by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY,
eral Post Office, Lonm ngland. Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer

idress ~» The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England

e
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Oakey’s
SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP
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, ste+

OAKEY’'S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

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

Get That New Suit You are
Thinking of —NOW!

Why? Because there has been
a serious diminution in the pro-
duction of high-class Fabrics
since the War began and stocks
are rapidly becoming depleted.
You will get a much larger
variety of Samples to choose
from NOW=—and at more ad«
vantageous prices than will be
possible later.

SEND FOR SAMPLES NOW ™
of our world-renowned British ™
Tweeds, Cashmere, and Wor-
sted Suitings — triumphs of
manufacturing skill and in-
genuity,

Egenton ., Ruwinett)
nmJuﬂ ﬂIB ﬁmqeo

PEIIANENT COLOUI
““Royal’” Navy Blue Serges
have been a n)-m fal fonture with us
for nearly half a century, and thou
sands of Ladies and Gentlemen have
worn them and proved them to be
highly satisfactory and most reliable
Clothing Fabrica, -n
SUITS, as illustration, made-to-
measure with a high degree of per
fection in fit and workmanship in

stylish Tweeds and “Royal” Navy
Serges, at prices from $12 20 to » B85
Samples, Measurement hlanks, styles
ete. mailed on requess, post paid.

EGERTON BURN ETT, LTD.

R. W, Warehouse, Wellington, Solnorut, Eng.

HEAD OFFICE

CAPITAL AUTHORIZED..
CAPITAL PAID UP.......
SURPLUS .......

oN

HAMILTON

$5,000,000
$3,000,000
$3,475,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL

BRANCHES
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ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

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

Founded by the late George Dickson, M. A., tormer Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickson
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work,
Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball,

Hockey, Swimming Bath.
Write for Prospectus

MRS, GEORGE'I)ICKSON. MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,
President. Principal.

SUCCESSES 1916
4th and 21st places,
Entrances, R.M.C,
Kingston.
Entrance Royal Na.
val Coll., Osborne
C. S. Fosbery, M.A. ist, 7th and 12th
MONTREAL places McGill

Matriculation.

‘Qmestminster Qollege

Toronto
Hl Residential & Day School for Girls

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

Every educational facility provided. Pupils prepared for

Honor Matriculation.
Music, Art and Physical Education.
The School, by an unfailing emphasis upon the moral as well as the
intellectual, aims at the development of a true womanh R
For CALENDAR APPLY—
JOHN A. PATERSON, K.C. MRS. A. R. GREGORY
President. Principal.




Branksome Tbhall

10 Elm Avenue, Rosedale, Toronto

A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Hox. Prixciear : Miss M. T, Scorr
Prixcipar : Miss Eprra M. Reap, ML A,

Preparation for the University and for
examinations in Music. Art and Domestic
Science Departments. Thoroughly efficient
staft, Large Playgrounds. Outdoor games,
tennis, basketball, rink. Healthful locality.

Primary School for Day Pupils

FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPAL

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 9
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' 1866—  JIuhilee Year — 191G
B CThurch Residential

and

Day School for Girls

New Buildings-—Beautiful, healthy situa-
tion with 7 acres of Playing Fields

JUNIOR SCHOOL TO MATRICULATION

cASHBURY COLLEGE

Rockcliffe Park, - Ottawa

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Beautiful situation, Modern Fire-
proof Buildings., Ten acres play-
ing-fields. R. M. C. Entrance
1916, six candidates passed.

'rite for Illustrated Calendar.
Rev, G. P. Woollcombe, M, A., Headmaster

COURSE
| Household Science
; Music - Painting
President - The Lord Bishop of Toronto
Principal - Miss Walsh, M.A. (Dublin)

’ Vice-Principal, Miss Nation, M. A. ( Trinity College)

’ Head Mistress, Junior School - -

| Miss A. M. V. Rosseter (Higher Certificate Nat-
ional Froebel Union), late of Cheltenham Ladies’

‘ College.

l

For CALENDAR APrLy 10 THE Bursar

The Bishop Strachan School
Gollege Heinhts . s

Toronto

RIDLEY COLLEGE
St. .Calharlne:, Ont.

School won University Schol
1913 and four in 1914.

Lower School for boys under fourtee tirely separate. U, School prepares beys for th®
Univareitios and for pusiasms; Finest Scboel Goroeie a Conade VB! Sehe -

ips at Matriculation in six out of the past seven years; three in
REV J. O. MILLER, M A., D.C.L., Principal.

ST+ALBANS

cover 24 acres.
to young boys.

BROCKVILLE:
ONT.

A Boarding School for Boys

Separate Houses for Senior and Junior Boys.
Our own water supply.

RECENT SUCCESSES

R.M.C. 1915 3rd and 10th places

R.M.C. 1916 2nd and 13th places

No failures in any public exams. in the last three years.
For Prospectus, etc., apply to the Headmaster,

The School Grounds
Entrance Scholarships open

R.N.C. 1915 1st place
R.N.C. 1916 8th place

A. G. M. MAINWARING, M.A.




10 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ONT. * *=Si25aTiar scuoo

Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto.

Preparation for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Young children also received.
Fine location, Outdoor games and physical training.
The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, who for
twelve years taught in the School with marked success.
Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.
COLLEGE RE-OPENS JANUARY 10th,

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

| [ :
e St. Audrem’'s College
BUORUEE . 7 trbun Ane L seticis Canada

Careful Oversight. Thorough Instruction. Large Playing Fields. Excellent Situation.
REV. D BRUCE MACDONALD. M.A., LL.D,
Calendar sent on application HEADMASTER

Mail Courses | T

COLLARS
in Journalism, Short Story Writing Ackuowlolgnd
and Advertising are given under | g e
:‘I:.o ‘o\;.erybbets': result-producing con- il . h.o:I .02"{\'/:::

S, by the ' f Coll
proof Collare
Shaw Correspondence g 1| o
Schools :: Toronto THE ARLINGTON €0. =2 ober: 0
Anyone interested in these money- STORRRER, ANV o B,
making courses is invited to write et o i
for our descriptive booklet. FOPOEEY

W.H.Shaw, Pres., 391 Yonge St. Toronto |
|
The Margaret Eaton School of Literature and Bxpressidn

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

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

Send for Calendar

CURLY HAIR

“ WAVCURL ” imparts Beautiful PER ENT
CURLS. One packet sufficient, however listlessuye)rr hair
One testimonial says: “My hair soon became a mass of
wavy curls.” Results certain, Price 2s. 9d. Special re.

‘ (zillc;:ions fax fewt:r'eé:ks. Send 18.6d only for large size..
s. 9d. packet. NEW WAVCURL « 67 Crom.

% well House. 4

l Fulwood Place, Holborn, LONDON, W.C., Englana

STAMMERING

or stuttering overcome positively.
natural methods permanently restore
natural speech. Graduate pupils every-
where. Freeadvice and literature,

THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE
KITCHENER, - CANADA

THE

Inoepennent Oroer oF Foresters

Policies issued by the Society are for the protect-
Furnishes ion of your Family and cannot be bought, sold or Total
C let pledged. Benefits
a Lompiete Benefits are payable to the Beneficiary in case or Paid
Sy;ten of death, or to the member in' case of his total disability, 49 Milli
Insurance or to the member on attaining seventy years of age. Doll o
Policies issued from $500 to $5000

\ For further intormation and literature apply to

FRED J. DARCH, Secretar; ELLIOTT G. STEVENSON, President S. H. PIPE, F.A.S., A.LA., Actuary
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STUDY
DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL SERVICE.

Arts Courses only
ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA.

NNUAL examinations for entry of Naval

s C H O O L A Cadets into this College are held at the exam-
ination centres of the Civil Service Commise

July and August sion in May each year, successful candidates Joining

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

b Applications tor entry are received up to the 15th
Apnl by the Secretary, Civil Service Commission,
Ottawa, from whom blank entry forms can be
obtained,

U N I V E R S I TY Candidates for examination must have passed their

fourteenth birthday, and not reached their sixteenth

mN GSTON ONTARIO birthday, on the 1st July following the examination,

g Further:emilu LC“Mb: obll;:ncd 0:;l Avplk‘nli}m !:o

G. J. D rats, C.M.G., ty Minister of the

ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE gngnl Se:r\:g:. 'l)epartmcnl u';uthye Naval Service,
ttawa.

SCHOOL OF MINING G.]. DESBARATS,

Deputy Minister of the Naval Service.

MINING Department of the Naval Service,
CHEMICAL MECHANICAL S 3 o
CIVIL ELECTRICAL
ENGINEERING Unauthorized publication of this advertisement
will not be paid for.

GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar.

The Royal ilitary College

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

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
gyﬂ oubjrobcvtiad:dhich form such an important part of the Col ege course. Medical attendance

also p .

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

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 symnastics, drill and outdoor exercises
of all kinds, ensures health and excellent physical condition.

MCommiuiolx;s in all branches of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force are
off annually.

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

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

4 The l?ull)o cgg;g% the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, and all
extras, abou :

The annual competitive examination for admission to the College tak

ym".t tl;& hela.dquarters iot tt};nei several! millltary glstricts. -~ = Bine 1n May of

For fu culars regarding S examination and for any other inform -
Sion should be made to the Becretary of the Sriviis Council, Ottawa, Ont. or o trr Hica”
mandant, Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont.
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Canadian Publications

It is not necessary that Canadians to-day
should look to foreign periodicals for their
reading material, but, unfortunately, most peo-
ple in this country do not seem to have faith
in the products of Canada, or rather will not
show it.

The Dominion Government is spending large
gsums of money on thrift, advising the people
not to spend their money recklessly or need-
lessly, and also as far as possible to keep their
money in Canada. Foreign investments are
discouraged, in fact, are likely to be taxed.

Spending money on periodicals is not ex-
travagance. People naturally want to know
what is going on in the world, and to get the
opinions of men who are in a position to ex-
press them. But when these expressions of
opinion are published by the leading authori-
ties in the Canadian publications preference
should be given to them.

There are thousands of people in Canada
who have never bought a Canadian magazine.
Why? Because they think United States writ-
ers are the best. This may be so to a certain
extent in the lighter fiction of a kind, but one
has only to pick up one of the Canadian
periodicals and read it thoroughly, both ar-
ticles and stories, to see that the first are at
least on a par with foreign publications, and
the stories, having a Canadian atmosphere,
leave a better impression on the mind.

A great many people also buy a magazine
because the cover attracts them. It is well

to have an attractive cover, but having a
highly-colored, splashy,® melodramatic covem
leads one to suppose that the contents are on
a par with it.

Canadian publications tell you and show you
what Canadians are doing and their works are
just as great and important as are those of
any other nationality. If the publications of
foreign countries are read, to the exclusion of
our own ‘national periodicals, one is apt teo
conclude that the inhabitants of that country
are a greater and more energetic race than
our own, when that is most emphatically neot
the case.

The close proximity of Canada to the United
States, and the distance of both countries from
the Old World, leaves Canada open to the in-
flux of United States periodicals, which have
a tremendous population to serve, whereas the
Canadian publications can only serve our own
people of approximately one-fifteenth the num-
ber, consequently the few Canadian publica-
tions are almost lost amongst the many per.
iodicals from the other side, and Canadians in
purchasing their magazines should remembey
our own Canadian magazines and specify them,

The next issue of “The Canadian Magazine™
—February, 1917—completes the twenty-fourtlh
year of continuous publication, making it
many years the oldest magazine published in
Canada. We will continue as heretofore o
give our readers the very best material that
can be secured for the coming year.

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

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

200-206 Adelaide Street West - "

TORONTO
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BOND
OFFERINGS

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

Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 4% to 6%

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

Domimion SEcurtiEs

CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO . MONTREAL . LONDON.ENQ

A Charming Complexion

~Instantly

Friends are

N \‘\\ 3 \,,—' \< calling or you
0 ‘ have a sudden
=\ \ invitation.

\ ¢ f‘\\ Just a moment

to look your best. It takes but a
few seconds to apply

Gouraud’s

Oriental Cream

and obtain a perfect complexion—a soft,
clear, pearly-white appearance that is
always refined and in good taste. Non-
greasy. The favorite for 68 years.

Send 1 0c for trial size

Gouraud’s Medicated Soap

Thoroughly cleanses and purifies the skin,
Destroys poisonous matter, keeps the skin
pure and healthy. Ideal for skin troubles.

25¢ per cake at dealer’s or by mail

Ferd. T. Hopkins & Son., Montreal
R R R T R R S U

“I Should Have Taken More”’

HAT is about the only complaint old Policyholders make against this Company.
They claim that they could have been urged to take a larger Policy at the outset.

The results of LONDON LIFE POLICIES are so much better than the promises
that all Policyholders wish they had a larger amount of such insurance.

This is the Company in which ACTUAL PROFIT PAYMENTS EXCEED

ESTIMATES 40 7.

Full information upon request.

London Life Insurance Company

HEAD OFFICE

cCLARY,
i sident.

Pre:
J. G. RICHTER, F.A.S,,
Manager.

Worth while investigating isn't it.

LONDON, CANADA

Dr. A. O. JEFFERY, K.C.,
Vice-President.
E.E. REID, B.A, A.1.A
Asst. Manager and Actuary.
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SULPHOLINE

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

The slightest Rash, faintest Spot, irrit-
able Pimples, disfiguring Blotches, ob-
P A | stinate Eczema disappear by applying
!;[l”l (i [ SULPHOLINE which renders the skin

spotless, soft, clear supple, comfortable,

FOR 42 YEARS

SULPHOLINE

|
| HAS BEEN THE REMEDY FOR
1
Paid-up Capital - - s7,000000 ||| Phpie” | Rushes | Blotehes
i

Eruptions Roughness Acne
Redness Eczema Spots
Reserve Fund and Psoriasis ‘ Scurf ! Rosea

Undivided Profits - 7,250,984

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

Savings Department at all Branches.

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

Quickly removes the effects of Sunscorch.

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

General Banking Business. Wholesale, Lyman Bros., Toronto.

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 14,000,000
Capital Paid Up - 12,900,000 Total Assets - 275,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL
DIRECTORS:
SIR HERBERTS. HOLT, President E.L.PEASE, Vice-Presidend E.F.B. JOHNSTON, K.C,. #nd Wce-President
James Redmond G. R. Crowe D. K. Ellott Hon. W. H. Thorne
Hugh Paton Wm. Robertson A.J. Brown, K.C. W. J. Sheppard C. S. Wilcox
A. E. Dyment C. E. Neill M, B. Davis G. H. Duggan

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

356-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA—3656

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

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

SAVINGCS DEPARTMENT séinCHes




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Best”

NE of the most distin-

guished actuaries in Amer-

ica has pronounced The f
Mutual Life of Canada to be ¢
one of the best managed com-
panies on the continent.

The result of good manage-
ment is good dividends. It
therefore follows that one of
the best investmenis a man can
make is to secure an endow-
ment policy in the Mutual pay-
able to the assured on maturity.

Not only does the Mutual
excel in profits, but the terms
of its policies are most liberal
end include evcr{ modern
feature; a Mutual Life policy )
is one of the finest securities a i
man can hold. !
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May they always be protected
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Housekeeping
Accounts

We are becoming a cheque-using
people. The convenience of it en-

sures the growth of the practice.

The smaller things of life—hats,
shoes, books, groceries— are now
bought frequently by cheque, where
In the

small tradesman’'s wallet the green

once only currency passed.

of yet unlaundered banknotes is
sprinkled with the tints of clean, new
cheques.

The advantages of a cheque ac-
count appeal especially to the house-
wife. Itis a first aid in automatically
affording system, record and receipt,

We have a large number of ladies
among our depositors, and welcome
the accounts of any who may wish to
avail themselves of the facilities
we afford them. No amount is too
small or too large.

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Paid-up Capital. . . .. $6,000,000.00
Reserve Fund ... ... 4,750,000.00
Investments...... .. 33,546,242.74
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RESOLVE that beginning with the

4 B
year 1917 you will let your house-
work be made a pleasure. Make this
resolve and keep it. Let the elec-
tricity in your home help you. Get

any of the many ‘‘Canadian Beauty ' electrical
appliances. The use of electrical appliances will

save you labour; will help you to get through
the work sooner, The Zlectric Iron we illustrate
here will make ironing easier and cleaner. Enough toast

can be made for the family of six in a few minutes, a
coffee pot can be kept almost at boiling point, on the

Upright Toaster. The Toaster-Grill will boil, fry, broit, El@Ctrical Appliances

and toast, The Zwo-Plate Stove will be found very eco-
nomical for boiling, frying, etc. It will give years of

service, There are a number of other useful ‘‘Canadian
Beauty'" appliances. Find out about them. - Use them. —
Make housework easier in the new year, I K

TOASTER-GRILL
to demonstrate the

j/ i i t
uses of “Canadian IRON

TP AL T Rl UPRIGHT TOASTER TWO-PLATE STOVE

him for our catalog

or wiite us for it. REMfrew Electric Mfg, Co. Ltd,, Renfrew, Canw

NADIAN
OB[AUT A
Ly

APPLIANCES

Call in at the
“Canadian Beauty"

dealer's and ask him

American Life, years, it is important that you satisfy yourself regard.
Solid ing the standing of the other party.

Continent The North American Life commands the confidence
of every man.

Since its inception it has paid or credited to its

Policyholders or their beneficiaries over $16,500,000.

To-day it is stronger than ever, its financial position unexcelled with Assets at

December 31st last of $| 5.7]6,889.

Over $56,200,000 Business in Force is outspoken evidence of the popularity
of North American Life Policies.

North American Life Assurance Co.

“SOLID AS THE CONTINENT"
Head Office - TORONTO




L U
2 I T T T R T




From the Drawing by Louis Raemackers
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THE RIGHT HONOURABLE DAVID LLOYD GEORGE

Prime Minister of Great Britain and the o

THE WIN- THeE:-

nly Liberal Member of the War Cabinet

WAR

CABINECT
%y[ Ldsay C‘kzzgﬁr&

pa—cumrg| HE resignation of Mr.
i »”;/6-,} | Asquith and- the ereation
o \1 )/;w‘ p}x of a War Cabinet of five
e f"., ‘:};'("('? members, under the vir-
:{fi';(‘,"fhf L 'J" (@l tual dictatorship of Mr.
e 2 Lloyd George have fol-
Jowed with dramatic suddenness the
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occupation of Bucharest by the Ger-
mans and the failure of Allied di-
plomacy in Greece. In war there is
no such word as failure. The com-
mander in the field and the Govern-
ment at home must provide vietories
or retire. This is the inexorable de-



EARL CURZON

One of the three Unionist Members of the War Cabinet. He
is Lord President of the Council and leader in the House of Lords.

eree of fate. For two years the con-
duct of the war by the Asquith Cab-
inet has been under the lash of vitu-
perative criticism. The failure of the
Allies to save the Roumanian capital,
coupled with the extraordinary lati-
tude shown to the Greek Royalists,
did more to undermine the Asquith
Government than the hostile attitude
of the Northeliffe press and the eriti-
cisms of the Opposition in Parlia-
ment.. When Mr. Lloyd George de-
finitely threw in his lot with the Op-
position and dictated terms which no
Premier could accept it was apparent
to the merest tyro in politics that a
reconstruction of the Coalition Gov-
ernment was inevitable.  Bagehot
long ago drew. attention to the fact
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that Parliament, which is supreme as
lawmaker, has no controlling voice in
the making of war or peaece. This
gigantic struggle for national exist-
ence has led, virtually, to the suspen-
sion of Parliamentary government.
Mr. Lloyd George, as head of a War
Cabinet of five members, practically
assumes a dictatorship. Two of the
members of the War Cabinet are
Peers; three, as members of the House
of Commons, are relieved of any
necessity of seeking re-election.

The conditions brought about by
the war are the antithesis of a demo-
cratic system of government.- Under
the stress of an unparalleled war,
Governments, like armies, have revert-
ed to the natural state of man when



MR. ANDREW BONAR LAW

Who declined the task of forming a Government but accepted the
Office of Chancellor of the Exchequer

fighting for his life. For several
years before the outbreak of war the
British Parliament and the British
public had no knowledge of the ex-
istence of a definite understandl.ng
between Britain and France_ which
ecommitted the former to active co-
operation on land and sea in case
France was attacked. Since the be-
ginning of the war Parliament has
had no voice in the conduct of the
campaign and has existed solely as
an instrument for registering the de-
erees of the executive. War has bro-
ken up the foundations of the deep
and destroyed the safe anchqrages qf
hoary traditions. But behind this
military autocracy stands democracy
ready, when the “Last Post” .sounds,
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to assert its rights inherent in the
British Constitution and to resume
its place as the untrammelled will of
organized society in everything that
shapes the ends of the nation. The
Asquith Coalition is dead, but no one
wishes long life to the Lloyd George
dictatorship. A speedy issue out of
all the dangers of war and the return
of normal conditions is the prayer of
the British people. To guarantee na-
tional safety they have made tremen-
dous sacrifices in blood and treasure.
But greater than these is the sacrifice
made by the suspension of parliamen-
tary government, which is the life-
blood of British liberty and progress.

History will decide between As.
quith and Lloyd George. For the
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MR. ARTHUR HENDERSON

The Labour Member of the War Cabinet

present the British nation is out to
win the war and sets little store on
tradition and precedent in its adop-
tion of the instruments necessary to
achieve decisive victory.

A tremendous responsibility rests
on the head of the new Government.
Mr. Lloyd George is a man of rare
courage and enterprise. For him the
hour of opportunity and of fate has
struck. He stands or falls by the
march of events during the next six
months. He is the master of his fate.
He demanded much of the Asquith
Cabinet. Of him much will be re-
quired. Who is this man and whence
came he, on whose nod armies and
peoples wait for a lead? In the tur-
moil of the Boer War he came to
light in British politics as the most
uncompromising eritic of the war
policy of Mr. Joseph Chamberlain.
To-day he rides to power on his own
policy of “the vigorous prosecution of
the war to a triumphant conclusion”.
A son of the people, he was the pro-
phet of the New Democracy during
the epochal era of Liberalism that
closed with Germany’s challenge to

arms. In him more than in any other
member of the Liberal party the long-
suffering masses found a Moses to lead
them to the gateway of the land of
promise. To the British working
classes the name of Lloyd George is
imperishably associated with the
greatest social revolution in the his-
tory of the British people. Having
led the people to the land of milk
and honey he seems fated, like his
Hebrew prototype, to lay his bones on
Mount Pisgah. The new War Cabinet
marks the definite sundering of ties
between the Welsh statesman and his
former colleagues. War and the
whirligig of time have brought queer
changes, but none so striking as that
which finds Lloyd George in a War
(fabinet surrounded by his former ad-
versaries. Lord Curzon and Lord
Milner share with the Prime Minister
the control of Britain’s war machine.
Mr. Bonar Law will be too busy as
leader in the House of Commons to
be more than a eypher in the councils
of the Committee of Five. For other
and more obvious reasons Mr. Arthur
Henderson, the Labourite, will have
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LORD MILNER

One of three Unionist Member of the War Cabinet

little voice in the directing of the
war. Appointed to placate the La-
bour party, Mr. Arthur Henderson,
the lay preacher, is not likely to set
the Thames on fire as a war lord. The
real dictators will be the Prime Min-
ister and Lords Curzon and Milner,
The Lloyd George Government is not
a Coalition in the strict meaning of
the term. He has formed a new Gov-
ernment, it is true, but it leaves in
the shades of Opposition one of the
two historic parties of the State. Mr.
Iloyd George has been able to com.
mand the support of two extreme
wings. The union of Labour with
Feudalism may appear strange to
those who do not know England. The
dividing line between Liberalism and
Toryism is largely social. The line
of cleavage between the extreme wings
is economie, not social, for democracy,
as represented by the working classes,
has no social antagonism toward the
aristocracy such as permeates the mid-
dle elass, from which Liberalism so
largely springs. The social gulf be-
tween a Henderson and a Curzon is
fixed, impassable. There is no such
gulf between Asquith and Curzon.

The new Government is on trial.
Lord Curzon is remembered chiefly as
the particular Viceroy of India who
left for his successor a veritable sea
of problems. He found India in @
state of unrest and left it in a condi-
tion bordering on open discontent.
He has been deseribed as, in his own
proper person, a whole House of
Lords in the making, and besides a
child of the hereditary principle. The
son of Baron Secarsdale, he has taken
on fresh titles all through his career
—a Barony (with special remainder
to his daughter), a Viscounty (with
special remainder to his father), and
an Earldom; and he has been elected
as Irish Representative Peer. In all
things is he the representative of the
classes, rather than of the people.

Viscount Milner is a strong man on
whom, in the Boer War days, Lloyd
George fired broadsides of Celtic fire.
He, like Curzon, opposed the Lloyd
George Budget of 1909—the charter
of democratic freedom in the British
Isles. Lord Milner owes his success
mainly to his own abilities and indus-
try. He began life without any ad-
vantages of birth or wealth or fam-

T ————
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ily influence. His father was a physi-
cian who had settled in Stuttgart, in
Germany, and to this fact is due the
statement, so often repeated by Lord
Milner’s enemies, that he is a German.
His mother was a Miss Ready, the
daughter of an English major-general
who was at one time Governor of the
Isle of Man. Both parents died long
before young Alfred Milner had en-
tered public life. He had neither bro-
ther nor sister, and has, it is said, no
near relative at all,

Like other distinguished men, Lord
Milner served his apprenticeship to
stateseraft in the school of journal-
ism. Thirty years ago Mr. Stead and
Mr. Alfred Milner were writing “Oc-
casional Notes” for The Pall Mall
(Gfazette. In those days Milner was
a long, thin, apathetic young man.
He affected no sports, such as an Ox-
ford graduate might aspire to, but
was an accomplished and persistent
swimmer. Of the “copy” Milner used
to turn out Mr. Stead says it was “the
most untidy I have ever had to deal
with. He sprawled all over the
paper”. As a rule, Milner went about
his daily tasks bareheaded. It is said
that the only light article he ever
wrote for the newspaper was the ima-
ginary diary of a number of South
Afriean savages on a visit to London.
He did it so well that many readers
considered it the work of a savage
chief.

‘When Mr. Joseph Chamberlain re-.

signed the Colonial Secretaryship
Lord Milner was asked to succeed
him; but he declined, believing that
his duty at that time was to remain
in South Africa.

Mr. Bonar Law reached the leader-
ship of his party as a compromise
candidate. When Balfour resigned
the rivals for the position were Mr.
Walter Hume Long and Mr. Austen
Chamberlain. In the end Bonar Law
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was selected as the one more likely
to keep the Unionist party together.
As a debater he has few equals, but
he lacks the fire and inspiration that
make speeches live in parliamentary
history. He is the successful iron-
master in politics. As leader of the
House of Commons he does not mea-
sure up to the requirements demand-
ed of those who fill this delicate and
trying position. His lack of tact and
imagination are fatal flaws in the
armour of the man who essays to run
with smoothness the machinery of
Government in the House of Com-
mons.

Mr. Arthur Henderson is a quiet
type of Labour leader who is gifted
with the powers of persuasive elo-
quence. He served his apprenticeship
as a moulder and has always been re-
garded as a safe leader of the Labour
party in the House and in the coun.
try. As a representative of the La.
bour classes his selection will go far
to smooth the way for the new Gov-
ernment responsible for the manu-
facture of munitions and supplies.

On the whole the War Cabinet is
a leap in the dark. If it justifies its
existence it will live in the history of
these stirring times. It is led by a
man who stands midway between the
old party lines. He it was who de-
seribed Germany as “the road hog
of Europe”, and who now in the
greatest crisis of his career elects to
surround himself with men to whom
he was formerly opposed. He may
not be the man for carrying through
the terms of peace, but the country
looks to him to drive the car of war.
He stands in the full glare of the
limelight. He assumes office at a
time of great difficulty, but he is
secure in the knowledge that in the
vigorous prosecution of the war to
conclusive victory he is the embodi-
ment of the national mind.
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Illustratiens by Dorothy Stevens

was the summer Nita
had no new dress at all,
! and had to stay in town.
W Not particularly because
uu{)n of her clothes, or lack of
them—although a girl
does like to have plenty of pretty
vaeation things and wear them as
though she would have had them any-
way |—but because her father and
the girls took their holidays in such
a manner that she had to stay in town
all summer and keep the house open
for one or other of them.

A change of air and scene was not
imperative in her case. Her days
were calm and leisured; no press of
affairs dragged at her nerves and left
them torn and frazzled. So any re-
gret the others may have expressed
at leaving her to swelter was either
insincere—perfunctory—or speedily
forgotten. . g

“She will have a nice, lazy, quiet
summer,” they said. “It isn’t as
though we were leaving her anything
to do—but, then, she always has
plenty of time.” :

What she had she gave to them
quite cheerfully, sewing for them and
taking pride in the good appearance
they made on a small expenditure of
money. She managed to get the girls
off by the middle of July and then
turned her attention to her father.

“Remind me to take my blue floats
and an extra dozen hooks,” he cau-
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tioned. “Last year 1 was only half
supplied, and but for that I would
certainly have exceeded Barton’s
catch. Now, daughter, are you sure
you have remembered everything?”

She went carefully over his kit,
packed his bag and saw him on the
train. Then she flew home to get tea
for Florence, whose holidays were
finished and who was expected on the
five-fifteen.

“Remind me to send Molly a dol-
lar,” were her first words of greeting.
“I hadn’t enough for my parlour car.
And don’t let me forget to give you
the gloves she sent you. Dear me,
Nita,” she scolded later, as she watch-
ed her sister tidying the house, which
was literally webbed with Mr. Cot-
trel’s discarded fishing-tackle, “if
you had only reminded me about
father’s fishing-trip, I would have
taken my holiday a week earlier, so
as to give you a chance to get away—
although I hate going off in June.”

Nita laughed good-naturedly.

“Remind you, my dear girl,” she
protested. “How I envy you the abil-
ity to forget! Does the blessed man
talk of anything else from the first
of March, except his annual fishing-
trip? Don’t we have a monotonous
diet of Archer spinners, silver doe-
tors, blue somethings, and the searlet:
ibis at every meal ¥

Florence took refuge behind the fine,
stereotyped excuse of the family.

i v o
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“You know, I have no head for de-
tails,” she said. “The trivialities of
our daily existence make no impres-
sion on me, whatever—my thoughts
are on larger, broader things. Doubt-
less, my office training. You, on the
other hand, have nothing else to think
about—but what is the use of discuss-
ing the matter? If you are cut out
of a holiday this summer, you have
no one to blame but yourself.”

She never had! It is a bed-rock
certainty that had Nita Cottrel com-
plained that she had but one pair of
hands and feet, the family would have
told her that she had no one to blame
but herself.

But Nita was not the complaining
kind. She had a roof over her head
and a cellar beneath her feet. She
could have three meals a day if she
took the trouble to cook them, and
she could usually have something to
wear by making a new dress, blouse,
or lingerie for Florence, Maud or
Hilda, who then bestowed their old
garments upon her. She felt that
there were many worse hardships than
she had to bear. A great drawback
was, however, the lack of money in
her lean purse. As housekeeper and
homemaker, of course, she commanded
no salary. Therefore she would have
liked to possess a talent—to be mus-
ical like Maud, who taught in the Mil-
ford Conservatory; or clever like
Florence, who was a law stenographer
and could spell legal words of ten
syllables without ever looking them
up in a dietionary; or dramatically
inclined like Hilda, who was an elo-
cutionist and was greatly in demand
at entertainments where the perform-
ers were not paid for their services.
She had private classes in physical
and voice culture. Even Mr. Cottrel
had the artistic temperament; he
dabbled in water-colours and felt that
he only escaped being an R.A. owing
to the ignorance of an unappreciative
publie. :

But she had nothing—was nothing.
She merely inherited a mind for de-
tails from her mother. Mrs. Cottrel

had been bhut a gentle echo to har hus-
band and daughters, and it appeared
as though Nita were almost an echo
of an echo.

So she stayed in town all summer
and enjoyed herself as only the girl
who stays at home can. At a seaside
or mountain resort she is a drug on
the market, there are dozens of her
arriving on every train. She has to
pretend that frivolous things such as
men and flirtations no longer interest
her, and she carries a volume of
Henry James about. But at home
she is a rara avis, a prize. The light
which shines from behind her vine-
clad verandah is perhaps the only one
on the street, and to it flutter all the
eligibles and all the younger married
men, as moths about a flame. Indeed,
the verandah of the girl who stays in
town all summer becomes intimate
with chaps to whom the drawing-
room in winter is a total stranger.

“Ni-ta . . . we wa-hant Ni-ta,”
they carrolled, cheerfully sauntering
down the quiet street.

Florence looked after the depart-
ing throng with amazement. She had
not seen so many men during the
whole of her vacation.

“Poor boys,” she said. “They must
be hored to death, just sitting round.
without Maud’s musie or Hilda’s read-
ings! If you remind me, I will bring
home some new records for the gramo-
phone to-morrow.”

Instead of records, however, Flor-
ence burst into the house with a piece
of thrilling news.

“Frank T. Boyer is in town,” she
cried. “He has been in the office all
morning.”

“Yes?” returned Nita, non-commit-
tally.

Florence looked up sharply.

“T don’t believe you have the least
idea—Good heavens, Nita, don’t act
like a member of the public, child!
Don’t you know who Frank T. Boyer
is?”

Nita shook her head, removed the
napkin from a dish of smoking corn,
and motioned her sister to be seated.
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“‘She went carefully over his kit "
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““She has to pretend that frivolous things such as men and flirtations
no longer interest her”

“Why, he’s the biggest corporation
lawyer in the United States,” explain-
ed Florence, with a good deal of im-
patience and some exaggeration. “He’s
here to take our case against the D.
and I.—but you wouldn’t understand
that. The principal thing you must
get into your head is the fact that he
will be here to-night for dinner.”

“Dinner?” Nita gasped. “But,
why ¥’

Having burnt herself twice and
trickled butter on the front of her
last clean blouse, Florence lost pa-
tience. She refused to see anything
unusual in the biggest corporation

206

lawyer in the United States dining
with Mr. Blake’s stenographer—or
with two unchaperoned girls. But,
then, the Cottrel’s for that matter had
never been chaperoned ; to quote Nita :
“There were sufficient of them to make
even the most frivolous party respeet-
able.”

“Why ?” she repeated, with cutting
irony. “Why not?”

Truth to tell, circumstances did rob
the occasion somewhat of its unusual
features. The City Hotel was under-
going drastic repairs and had closed
its doors to guests; the Milford Club
had burned to the ground two weeks

e
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before, and Mrs. Blake, in company
with everybody else, was out of town.
Indeed, Mr. Blake, himself, had made
the suggestion. ;

“We want to give him a little relief
from ‘shop’, Miss Florence,” he had
said. “I wonder if you couldn’t take
him off my hands for dinner, and the
evening. ’Pon my word, I don’t know
what to do with the man.”

“lI am wondering what I can dig
up to wear,” the elder sister mused,
aloud.

Nita was wondering what she could
dig up to eat! Like many another
“small town” resident, she had the
idea that all New Yorkers live in
cafés; and that fish and flesh, fowl

and vegetables are rendered appetiz--

ing to them only after a complete and
thorough disguise, that food which is
recognizable to the eye or palate is
as offensive as a glass of pure and
sparkling—water.
Unfortunately, this
true in Boyer’s case.
In imagination she saw him tiredly
picking at a bit of something a la
Bordelaise, waiting for the Doo-dab
champignons which might just pos-
sibly interest him, only to pass it over
for a funny-doodle nestling on a hot-
house lettuce leaf and flanked by a
cohort of lemon slices. Queer and
unfamiliar dishes to her, she knew
that they were old acquaintances of
his, and that as far as food went he
ecould discover nothing new under the
sun. With a panicky feeling she
thought over all the deserts in her
rtoire—the fanciest things, the
most troublesome things, those which
one sets to-day and which—unsettle
one, to-morrow. She discarded them
as hopeless and bent her thoughts up-
on salad. What kind of salad could
she offer this jaded cosmopolite when
he must have grown tired of every
sort known to cooks—Waldorf, Pol-
ish, Russian, Ritz—salads made of let-
tuce, endive, fruit, meat, vegetable—
everything, indeed, except the kitchen
! ’

m?lorence broke in upon her.

was largely
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“When you are not doing anything
else,” she suggested, “you might take
a stitch in my white silk skirt. I
meant to ask you to remind me to do
it, but one seems to have so many
things to think about. And just order
what you want; make everything as
elaborate as possible, and I will make
the necessary apologies for our coun-
trified simplieity !”

They fell upon deaf ears, however.

Frank T. Boyer, thirty-seven, blasé,
of superior intelligence, a minion of
Mammon, and a man aceustomed to
the highest artificiality in everything
—people, clothes, food—fell wupon
Nita’s simple dinner with a greedi-
ness which embarrassed him. He had
forgotten there ever were such things
to eat. For, instead of trying to rival
the Broadway chefs and selecting the
most intricate recipes in her cook-
book, she had chosen the simplest, the
most unpretentious.

Vegetable soup, redolent of real
vegetables, and not essence from a
bottle, came first, then a roast of this
spring’s lamb, with that rarest of
articles, a well-baked potato, and but-
ter such as one used to get on grand-
mother’s farm; peas, fresh from the
garden, unspoiled by the insidions
flavour of tin casing, and a bursting
head of cauliflower. So far not a let-
tuce leaf, a canned mushroom, pa-
prika, pimento, or a slice of lemon.
There was home-made bread, however,
and lots of smooth brown gravy.

He was not conscious, somehow,
that Nita got up and changed the
plates; she had a quiet, soothing way
of doing things, and he was served
with delicious fresh asparagus almost
before he knew it. This is where he
made the acquaintance of Nita’s
mayonnaise—as different from what
he had met before, as a salty tub bath
is different from the ocean. He shame-
lessly took two helpings and began to
hope that desert was to be some fool
pudding he did not like. But, no—
peaches were placed before him; not
les péches Melba with whipped cream
which will not stand without the
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friendly support of cornstarch or
gelatine, but plain, Milford peaches,
covered with plain unadulterated Mil-
ford eream, and accompanied by good,
substantial, old-fashioned ginger-
bread !

Boyer began to suffer, but found
he could not stop. It was a clash be-
tween abandon and restraint, and re-
straint lost by long odds. He won-
dered how efficient were the Milford
medical men, and thought fearsomely
of going to bed.

As a matter of fact, nothing hap-
pened. He returned to Blake’s linen-
covered, wifeless home, slipped into
a man-made bed, and slept dreamless-
ly. That’s the difference between
home cooking and the hostile mixtures
one pays for in hotels.

Just before he drifted from that
comatose state which is half-waking
and half-sleeping, into untroubled
slumber, however; just while his
thoughts revolved around a slip of
a girl with flushed cheeks and pie-
turesque ruffled hair, a sense of an-
noyance came to him. Some jacka-
napes across the street was singing
as he got undressed. Boyer roused
himself sufficiently to listen for a mo-
ment.

“Ni-ta .. .. .. .We wa-hant Ni-ta,”
the words of the old song floated out
of ‘the fragrant night to him.

“So would anyone, old chap,” mut-
tered the corporation lawyer. Then
he fell asleep.

The case against the D. and L. did
not come off immediately, and Boyer
could have gone back to New York
or its adjacent resorts. He didn’t,
though ; he seemed to have a good deal
to do in Mr. Blake’s office, and he ac-
quired the habit of walking home each
day with Florence. She certainly was
a clever, up-to-date girl. Arrived at
the house, he frequently allowed him-
self to be persnaded to stay for lunch
or dinner.

“T am dead to all sense of greed or
shame.” he used to say. “I can’t re-
sist—faet is, T am half starved, truly!
Blake gives me a sort of porridge

made of coffee grounds in the morn-
ing, and he smokes up a perfectly
good piece of bread, then calls it toast,
but somehow, that is not awfully sus-
taining diet for a man who has to
work over the intricacies of the D,
and L. Really, Miss Florence, but
for your charity I should have to
turn my back upon Milford.”

Florence waved any hint of obliga-
tion gracefully aside.

“It’s nothing, absolutely nothing—
no trouble at all,” she said. “An ex-
tra place at the table and the offer-
ing of our simple fare. As for charity
—why, it does me no end of good to
discuss ‘shop’ with you.”

And Nita took this as her cue to
go off and wash the dishes.

But by the time Mr. Cottrel and
the girls came home, Boyer had learn-
ed a thing or two about a kitchen. He
discovered that when he and Flor-
ence, trying to help, had stacked
greasy dishes together, without first
rinsing them under the tap, Nita was
always twice as long about her work;
he discovered that there is a differ-
ence between the use of a dish-towel
and the cloth one grabs to wipe up a
puddle of milk on the kitchen floor;
he learned how to dry the big platter
without kneeling down on the floor
to turn it over, and he really knew
where things were kept much better
than Florence.

“At the office I know where to put
my hand on everything, from carbon
paper to Mr. Blake’s gas bill,” she
boasted. “But at home—well, it
seems such a waste of time for a wo-
man with brains to clutter her head
with these idiotic details. What does
it matter where the can-opener be-
longs? Just like setting a splendid
mathematician at turning a freezer
of ice cream, isn’t it?”’

Boyer dropped the plate he was
drying. At least, Florence thought
he dropped it, but Nita would have
sworn he threw it on the floor. Any.
way, it gave him an excuse to order
a beautiful set of Worcester for them.

He did not see much of Nita after
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“'Then all at once she felt herself clasped very, very close"”

the others came back. Maud returned
prostrated by her labours as musician
in a small summer hotel—u_tterly
prostrated—up to five o’clock in the
afternoons! She required breakfast
and lunch in bed, something delicate
and appetizing. Hilda, suffering from
an excess of artistic temperament,
found it totally impossible to confine
herself within the bounds of ordinary
living and demanded especial atten-
tion. She rehearsed Lady Macbeth’s
sleep-walking scene with candle, gore
stains and other “props”, in the mid-
dle of the night; and she did a re-
markably good imitation of Rip Van
‘Winkle’s nap by day. Evel_l Mr. Qot-
trel was not himself, declaring things
lost which were right under his nose,
forgetting things which were useless

when remembered; making, in brief,
only such a nuisance of himself as
can the inconsiderate man who loafs
around the house all day.

Each of the girls found in Boyer
their affinity, and they fought for him
in the sweetly affectionate way so
artistically employed by certain types
of catty women.

“You must let me have Mr. Boyer
to-night,” Maud would say at dinner.
“I want his advise on some of the de
Bussey musie . . .”

Or Hilda would saunter in as de-
sert was being served and claim for a
diseussion on Browning’s “Strafford”.
Florence, of course. demanded him
most frequently by reason of the in-
disputable legal bond existing between
them and by right of prior claim.
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Even Mr. Cottrel was not to be out-
done by his daughters, bearing the
guest off whenever possible for an
airing of opinions—his opinions—on
Turner’s upper sky effects.

There seemed no excuse, however,
for thrusting a discussion of domes-
tie science into this intensified artistic
atmosphere. Beside, Nita had little
time to sit and talk. There was pick-
ling to be done, and the autumn
house-cleaning loomed ahead, a hate-
ful, menacing shadow.

Everything began suddenly to grow
irksome and difficult to her. Never
had the kitchen seemed so hot, the
dishes so numerous, the nights so
short, or the days so long. Several
times she scorched the food, forgot
to remind Hilda, overslept herself,
and therefore caused her father to
miss painting his masterpiece—a late-
summer sunrise. Florence found
holes in her stockings, had to mend
them herself, and was late for the
office. She was furious. Severally
and individually they all expressed
themselves in the unmistakably frank
way which signified flagrant disap-
proval of the youngest member of the
family.

But even this failed to rouse Nita
to a sense of her shortcomings; she
felt as though a film had come be-
tween her and life. Moving about in
a dull and dreamy sort of way, she
fell a prey to that kind of absorption
which makes a person jump when
spoken to—for the third time. She
would cateh herself standing perfect-
ly still, in an attitude of waiting,
much as one would stand listening to
a clock striking. Only in Nita’s case
the final clang never sounded. She
kept foolishly listening—waiting.

The case against the D. and L. was
called and . “We won,” said
Florence smugly. “Of course, T knew
we would—with you here, Mr. Boy-
er.”

Hilda uncurled herself from a dark-

ened corner of the verandah.
© «Well, that is some confession from
you, Florrie,” she remarked sweetly.
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“Usually, you take the stand that it
was your connection with the firm
which carried the day.”

Unprepared with a sufficiently net-
tlesome retort, Florence held her
tongue at the moment, but she took
her revenge upon Maud, who returned
shortly afterward from the Conserva-
tory concert.

“Artistically, I think, we may con-
gratulate ourselves,” Maud murmur-
ed. “And my own small share in the
huge success is entirely due to you,
dear Mr. Boyer. But for your sug-
gestions, I am sure I should have
phrased that passage differently.”

“Maud, my blessed child,” inter-
rupted Florence, “don’t fall into the
habit of taking your strumming too
seriously. What difference could it
make to the whole concert whether
you put a comma or an exclamation
point after a bar? Music is one of
those vague, indefinite things which
does not depend upon any degree of
accuracy. Not much like the mighty
law, is it, Mr. Boyer?’ she smiled
brilliantly.

Nita came quietly out to the veran-
dah carrying a tray with coffee and
mocha cake—Boyer’s favourite. She
sensed the strained atmosphere at
once and flushed with embarrassment.

“I’m so sorry you and Flo couldn’t
have heard Maudie play to-night,”
she said easily. “Really, dear girl,
vou surpassed yourself. I, for one,
shall not be surprised to hear that
they have put you on the Conserva-
tory staff.”

She handed the first cup to Flor-
ence. :

“There, ‘you’ll feel better for that,
Flo. I always hate these days when
a long case is being tried. Simply
exhausting for one who works as con-
scientiously as you do, dear. Isn’t it
a shame, Mr. Boyer, that women are
debarred from practising law in our
Provinee? I am not a bit of a Suffra-
gette—haven’t enough brains—but T
do think it grossly unfair for a wo-
man with Florence’s mind not to have
an equal chance with men.”
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Florence nibbled the icing on her
cake and thought how shabby Nita
looked in that awful old blue dimity.
She decided that she could spare one
of her serge skirts—perhaps.

“T'wo lumps and no eream?” Nita
turned to Boyer.

Her pretty matter-of-factness was
blissfully restful after the sharp,
would-be cleverness of the other girls.
She was not the sort of ereature who
would absent-mindedly sew a pajama
button on an evening shirt or give one

eream and no sugar if one liked coffee -

the other way.

He murmured his thanks as he took
the cup from her, and she noticed that
his hand shook, but she could not see
the expression in his eyes.

Then feeling that the girls were
mollified, that her immediate work
was accomplished, she left them, and,
like Cinderella, went slowly back to
the kitchen.

She stood in the middle of the floor,
her physical eye on the pot of pickles
all ready for to-morrow’s boiling.
Heaven knows what she was thinking,
but suddenly that physical eye filled
with scalding tears which rolled down
her cheek in a hot line and splashed
on the faded old blue dimity.

The kitchen door behind her open-
ed. Nita strangled a sob and bit her
lips hard. She did not turn. Then
all at once she felt herself clasped
very, very close; a beloved face press-
ed against hers; the trembling of her
mouth was stopped. She was in Boy-
er’s arms. 3

“It’s onions,” she muttered irra-
tionally, a moment later, wiping her

es.
ey“It’s dew-laden rose leaves,” he
contradicted, again kissing her lips.

Tt was three weeks later.

' Nita sat a long time by the window

in her tiny, hot room under the eaves,

looking into a sapphire, silver-span-

gled sky. She was too utterly tired to
and her over-worked brain buz-

zed and whirred like a tightly-wound

spring suddenly released.

Had she reminded everybody of
everything—her father to get his
clothes pressed, Maud to buy seven
more silver bugles, Florence to wash
her hair, Hilda—well, she made a list
of the things Hilda must be reminded
to do, and she put it somewhere .
somewhere Had she seen to
everything about the house, her own
hurried trousseau? Would Mrs. Ro-
bertson remember to bring over the
extra china without being reminded
again?

She flung herself across her little
cot and thought with almost hyster-
ical joy of the morrow.

“When I leave home,” she said to
herself, trying to blink back the tears
and quell the unusual rebellion which
would rise in her heart, “I won’t have
to remind anybody of anything ever
again!”

Then a ludicrous thought popped
into her head. Harry Graham had
said he married to be emancipated
from drum-sticks—he was the young-
est of a large family—but Nita Cot-
trel will be married so as to be emanci-
pated from reminding!

The wedding day dawned ecloud-
less and bright. But even happiness
could not erase from Nita’s appear-
ance the marks left by fatigue and
a racking headache. She dragged
herself listlessly about and superin-
tended everything from the decor-
ating to the culinary arrangements.

“Ought you to have reminded Dick
to bring the wedding ring?”’ asked
Florence, as though pleased with her-
self for remembering such an unim-
portant trifle.

The ceremony passed off without a
hitch. Nita had not remembered to
remind Nita that the bride should eut
the cake, and Florence usurped that
privilege herself, but everyone ac-
cepted it as a joke, so what did it
matter?

She dressed in her simple costume
mechanically, feeling as one does in
a horrible dream when one suddenly
finds oneself abroad with insufficient
clothes on. Had she put on her petti-
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coat outside her skirt, or was she
wearing an apron instead of a blouse?

“Am I all right ?” she asked desper-
ately trying to prod her mind into
an upright position. And the girls
looked at her -carelessly and said,
“Oh, yes, you’ll do.”

She flung her bouquet into the sea
of faces below her, impressed with
the grotesque fact that. they looked
like a blur of vari-shaped teeth; she
felt Boyer’s arm about her as she
ducked and ran for the taxi. Some-
thing stung her face and dribbled
coldly down her back.

“The dashed fools,” her husband
muttered, shaking the rice from his
clothes.

The trip in the train, the jerky

drive through New York’s crowded
streets at dusk, even dinner at the
hotel, made no impression upon Nita.
There is to this day a hiatus in her
mind. It was not until later that,
filtering through the fog of her numb-
ed senses, Boyer’s words meant any-
thing to her.

“All tired out,” he said sympa-
thetically, sitting down on a comfy
davenport beside her. “Well, we’ll
Jjust have a great old rest at the sea,
vou and I-—won’t do a thing but sit
around. . . . Oh, by the way,
dearest,” he broke off suddenly,
“please don’t forget to remind me to
get new razor blades to-morrow. 1
can’t remember these things, so you’ll
have to be the mind of this family

“THE HOUSE 1S STILL”
By P. M. MAcDONALD

HE house rang through with noisy joys
From tender dawn till gentle night ;
The floors were littered o’er with toys
And armies waging mimie fight.

There was no room where riot died;
The dust could find no place to sleep;
The stairs were his toboggan slide—
Down he careened with elamorous sweep.

But with the darkness came his rest,
And, when we stole to see our boy,

We kissed his hands upon his breast,
And said, ‘‘In sleep he can’t annoy’’.

Now in the churchyard’s kindly clay
His curls are wet with autumn’s rain,
While we are pining for his play,
With mingled memories that pain.

And all the house is still, too still;
Night is like day and day like night—
Oh! could he but return and fill
Its placid gloom with stir and light,

No aged behaviour would we aski
No studied silence deep and wise;
With thankful hearts in every task,

Our way would wend ’neath rapturous skies.
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[.—MARIE ANN LAJIMONIERE: SETTLER AND HOMEMAKER

o ONSCIOUSLY or uncon-

sciously, the pioneer is
a pathfinder, discover-
ing the way for other
people to walk in, or a
soldier, preparing the
road for the marching of an army.

The word rings grandly in our
Canadian ears. It is a synonym for
eourage, resource, perseverance,
bringing to mind one picture after
another of men of fine, simple, heroic
mounld, doing and daring and build-
ing better than they knew.

And the word is no less full of im-
port, as applied to women—to Cana-
dian women, thousands of whom,
treading divergent paths, bridging all
manner of difficulties, struggling for-
ward to different goals, have prepared
for us of to-day—and are preparing
for the army of those who come after
—new highways to the worthy ends
of life. _ g

This series of papers will deal with
the work of a few distinguished Cana-
dian women, chosen almost at random
from the number who in some way
or other may claim rank as pioneers.

First on our list is the name of
Marie Anne Lajimoniére, a pioneer in
the sense in which the word is per-
haps most frequently used. She has
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been described as “the first Canadian
woman in the Northwest”, and her
story, translated from the French of
M. PAbbé G. Dugast, was published
in 1901, by the Historical and Scien-
tific Society of Manitoba. Though
written in a somewhat dry, matter-of-
fact fashion, it contains all the ele-
ments of a wild romance.

The narrative begins when its hero-
ine, Marie Anne Gaboury, was a
pretty young woman of twenty-five,
Her skin, we are told, was very white
and her features regular; her charac-
ter we are left o make out for our-
selves. At this time she had been
living for eleven years in the quiet
house of the village priest of Maski-
nonge, but the succeeding eleven
yvears of her life were full to over-
flowing with joy and sorrow, change
and adventure, privation and danger.

In the winter of 1807 the villagers
were stirred to unaceustomed excite-
ment by the return of one of their
number, Jean-Baptiste Lajimoniére,
who had travelled almost, as it seem-
ed, to another world—the far North-
west—and had seen and done won-
ders since he had left Maskinonge,
five years earlier. Of course, he was
feted and made much of, and at some
of the gatherings in his honour Marie
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Anne obtained permission to be pres-
ent. The result was that she lost her
heart to the bold voyageur. It may
be that, like Desdemona, she loved
him for the dangers he had passed,
and he

“‘Lov’d her that she did pity them?”’.

At any rate, the restless fellow in his
brief visit home wooed and won and
wedded her.

But here comes in the tragedy of
her life. The girl thought her bride-
groom meant to settle down after his
wanderings—to farm in his native
place. But whether or not the de-
ception was intentional, the call of
the wild proved stronger than the
entreaties of his bride, and not many
days after the wedding, Marie Anne
had to choose between giving up her
husband to go back alone to the wil-
derness or bidding farewell to her
kith and kin and her old quiet home.
She made the choice that perhaps most
true women would have made, and a
few days later set out for what was
then a very far country, though she
lived long enough to see the union of
the whole vast land in one Dominion.

Doubtless in the hour of parting
Marie held fast to thoughts of a hap-
py meeting with her own people at
some future time, for she was young
and surely courageous. But these
hopes, if she cherished them, were
doomed to disappointment. She lived
seventy years longer, to the extreme
old age of ninety-six, without ever
even “hearing of the relations, whom
she had left in Canada”.

The next chapter of her life opens
with the two months’ journey to the
Red River. At Lachine, Lajimoniére
took passage for himself and his wife
—the only woman of the party—in
one of a brigade of great canoes bound
for the trading forts of the mnorth.
Each of these vessels had a crew of
eighteen men and was so heavy that
it required eight men to carry it at
the numerous portages.

Now began for Marie Anne the ex-
perience of sleeping out on the bare
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ground beneath the stars, whilst twice
during the voyage on Lake Superior
the travellers were overtaken by vio-
lent tempests. Several of the canoes
were lost, but that which bore the
white woman and her husband escap-
ed, and in due time they reached Lake
Winnipeg and paddled up the Red
River to Pembina.

Lajimoniére, during his previous
sojourn in the wilderness, had taken
an Indian wife. This woman was liv-
ing near Pembina and, though she
had been deserted for a year before
the hunter left for his old home in
the east, she was naturally jealous of
the woman he had brought back with,
him. Plotting vengeance, she pre-
tended great friendliness to her inne-
cent rival, but another squaw to whom
she had confided her intention of poi-
soning Madame Lajominiére, warned
the hunter, who carried her off out
of danger for a while.

Soon, however, he judged it safe to
return to the fort at Pembina, and
there was born Marie Ann’s first child,
a daughter. This infant was not five
months old, when her roving father
determined to make a journey up the
Saskatchewan, with three other Cana-
dian traders and their Indian wives.
Of course, his wife had to go alse,
She followed the Indian fashion of
packing her baby in a moss-bag and,
as the canoes were small, was forced
to be content with the smallest pos.
sible supply of provisions and “neces-
saries”. They spent weeks on the w.
hunting and fishing as they went,

Reaching Fort Cumberland, Marie
Anne found that her fame had travel-
led before her, and the Indians, be.
lieving that the wonderful white wq.
man could kill them by a glance, en.
deavoured to gain her favour with
presents and long speeches.

“Have mercy on us. We only wish
to look at you,” they cried.

After a brief rest the party push.
ed on, but one of the hunters
blinded and horribly mangled by &
bear, and for the remainder of thag
weary journey, Marie Anne had tq
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care for this poor unfortunate as well
as her baby.

Summer had ended when they
reached the Fort of the Prairies,
where Edmonton now stands. At this
post Marie spent four successive win-
ters, whilst her husband went off on
his hunting expeditions. In the sum-
mer she used often to accompany him,
and once, when she and the Indian
wife of one of her husband’s comrades
were alone in a tent on the prairie,
they were surrounded by a fierce-
looking band of Crees. The white
woman suffered nothing worse than
a terrible fright, but on the following
day, Lajominiére started with her for
the fort. She rode with a bag of
provisions hung to her saddle on
one side, and on the other her little
child in her moss-bag. Suddenly a
herd of buffaloes crossed their path,
and the horse, accustomed to the
chase, started madly in pursuit. Marie
was in terror lest he should come up
with the herd and she and her child
be trampled to death, but in vain she
tried to check him. She could only
eling to his mane with all her strength
till Jean-Baptiste contrived to cut
across the runaway’s path and stop
him. A few hours later her second
child was born in a camp on the

rairie.
g This child, a pretty little fellow
with blue eyes and fair hair, was
much admired by the Indians. A
Blackfoot squaw almost succeeded in
stealing him, and an Assiniboine
chief wished to buy him for two
horses and a child of his own. :

It was not without reason that his
mother feared the Indians, for in
1809 the Cree wives and children of
Lajominiére’s associates were mas-
sacred by the Sarcees, and Marie
Anne and her husband only saved
themselves by a ruse and flight.

In 1811 rumours reached the Fort
of the Prairies concerning Lord Sel-
kirk’s intention to found a colony on
the Red River, and Lajimoniére, pro-
posing at last to settle down, set out
eastwards with his family. Possibly
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the lonely Canadian woman dreamed
dreams of a peaceful home and con-
genial friends after her toilsome wan-
derings. But little peace or comfort
was to be hers for many a long year
to come.

The family now had to share the
troubles and disasters that befell the
Selkirk colony, whilst trying to make
good its footing in Manitoba. Sent
out under the auspices of the Hud-
son’s Bay Company, the settlers were
met by the bitter hostility of the rival
North-West Company. Lajimonidre,
an independent trader, took sides
with the Hudson’s Bay Company, and
in the autumn of 1815, four years
after his return to the Red River, he
undertook the perilous commission of
carrying a letter from the Governor
of Fort Douglas to Lord Selkirk in
Montreal. He made the outward
journey safely, but returning was
captured by the Nor’~Westers and
was held prisoner at Fort William
till released by a force of armed men,
sent by Selkirk to protect his colony.

During three of these stormy years,
Marie had lived with her children
(now four in number) in a hut on the
banks of the Assiniboine, a dozen
miles from the nearest neighbour.
With difficulty Lajimoniere support-
ed them by hunting, and the hut was
a wretched one, without either door
or window. Before his journey to
Montreal, he took his wife and her
little ones to Fort Douglas, but dur-
ing his absence Governor Semple and
some twenty of his men were killed in
an encounter with the Nor’-Westers,
and Madame Lajimonidre had to fly
from Fort Douglas (which was speed-
ily surrendered by the settlers) to
take refuge with a friendly Indian.

Her next ahode was a deserted hut,
and here her husband, whom she had
mourned for months as dead, found
her, making a brave fight to keep
alive her helpless children, of whom
the eldest was not yet ten years old.

When Selkirk visited the colony, he
gave Lajimoniére a grant of land on
the Red River, opposite Point Doug-
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las, which, in 1882, was sold by one of
his sons for $100,000. But here Marie
Anne spent her first winter in a hole
in the ground, covered with thatch.
Next summer, however, when two
Roman Catholic missionaries arrived,
she was able to offer them hospitality
in a real house, built of logs.

She was delighted to see the good
fathers, in whose work she assisted to
the utmost of her power. A few days
after their arrival, they baptized
about a hundred little Indians and
half-breeds, who were under six years
of age (as well as the two youngest
Lajimoniéres) ; and Marie Anne, “be-
ing the only Christian woman in the
colony, stood godmother to them all”.

At last life seemed to be brighten-
ing for this much-tried woman. It
was a great joy to take part again in
the services of her beloved church and
to dwell in a settled home. It was
not a small thing to have a little eivil-
ized food to supplement the “wild
meat” on which she had lived for
twelve years, never tasting bread. By
some means Lajimoniére had become
possessed of one of the four cows
then in the Red River country, and
his wife and children cleared a small
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piece of ground. But their troubles
were not over.

For several successive years grass-
hoppers destroyed the settlers’ erops,
another season a plague of mice de-
vastated the fields, and seed grain be-
came hard to obtain. But 1824 and
1825 were joyous years of abundant
harvests.

Then in 1826 came the historie
flood, when the Red River rose high
above its banks, inundated leagues
of that flat country and swept
everything the people owned into
Lake Winnipeg. Lajimoniére’s little
house went down with the rest, and
he and his family were very nearly
starved, on the patch of higher
ground where they had taken refuge,
before the eruel flood subsided. His
wife wished then to return to Can-
ada, but Lajimoniére, still determin-
ed to remain, speedily built a new
house; and so it came about that
Marie Anne lived for over fifty years
longer in the Red River country,
spending her last days in the house
of her son, Benjamin, youngest of the
children whom she had brought up
under such extraordinary trials and
difficulties.

The next sketch of this series will treat of the life and work of Dr. Emily Howard
Jennings Stowe, the first Canadian woman doctor of medicine.
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ESSAY 111.—THE SECOND RENAISSANCE OF CANADIAN NATIVISTIC POETRY

N another occasion in
The Canadian Magazine

\ I noted the decade be-
WM tween 1903 and 1913
respectively the year
which saw the close of
the First Renaissance of Canadian
poetry with the publication of Paul-
ine Johnson’s “Canadian Born”, and
the year following the publication of
R. W. Service’s volume of verse, en-
titled “Rhymes of a Rolling Stone”,
which marked the end of the vogue
of what I have called “The Vaude-
ville School of Canadian Poetry”, as
a period of vulgarity, and even of
obscenity, in the nativistic verse of
the Dominion. I was, however, care-
ful to observe that there was during
that decade considerable pure poetry
wrought by such singers as Arthur
Stringer, Peter McArthur, Alan Sul-
livan, Archibald Sullivan, Albert E.
8. Smythe, W. T. Allison, Albert D.
Watson, J. W. Garvin, James B. Dol-
lard, Archibald MacMechan, J. Edgar
Middleton, William E. Marshall, Eric
Mackay Yeoman, J. C. M. Dunecan,
Isabel Ecclestone MaqKay, Jean
Blewett, Jean Graham, Virna Sheard,
Helena Coleman, “Katherine Hale”
(Mrs. Garvin), “Richard Scarce”
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(Mrs. Williamson), Marjorie Pick-
thall (who is sui genmeris), and by
other singers gifted with the vision
of beauty, obedient to the wmsthetic
conscience, and devoted to the en-
visagement of artistic ideals in all
they wrote. These devout servants
of the Muse Euterpe were successors
of the Robertsian group of poets, not
mere imitators; and had it not been
for their saving grace, the decade of
the vaudevillian vogue in Canadian
poetry would have witnessed a deluge
of vulgarity, and Canadian nativistie
verse would have become an abomina-
tion.

After the deluge of the vaudevillian
verse, which has ended, a Second
Renaissance of Canadian poetry was
inevitable, and it is already upon us.
I recall that I had prognosticated this
new movement when I reviewed the
first volume of Lloyd Roberts’s verse,
“England Overseas”, in 1914, in The
Montreal Herald and Telegraph. Sil-
ence in the matter on the part of
other Canadian literary ecritics led
me to believe that no one else saw
signs of a second renaissance of Cana-
dian nativistic poetry, even though
Mr. Newton MacTavish, in his review
of Roberts’s volume, called attention
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to the faet of my prognostication.
But T am no longer alone in my view.
No less important Canadian man of
letters than Mr. Peter McArthur de-
clares The Globe, Toronto, February
6th, 1916, that he is “just about con-
vinced that we are enjoying a re-
awakening of the poetic spirit, which
may give us new songs and new ideals
for the days of trial that are threaten-
ing. The signs all indicate that a lit-
erary revival [in Canada] is now in
progress”. In this reference Mr. Me-
Arthur mentions the names of such
Canadian poets as Robert Norwood,
James B. Dollard, Arthur Phelps and
Arthur S. Bourinot; and because he
finds the verse of these and other later
Canadian poets reprinted in Ameri-
can newspapers and periodicals and
frequently runs across “enthusiasts”
in Canada who take him aside and
repeat to him the verses of these poets,
Mr. MeArthur regards these two facts
as “sure signs” of a genuine renais-
sance in contemporary Canadian
poetry.

As the First Renaissance of Cana-
dian poetry had its origin and in-
spiration in Nova Secotia, so the Sec-
ond Renaissance was initiated by men
and women who, in general, are na-
tives of Nova Scotia and the sister
Maritime Provinces and who, in par-
ticular, have been born or educated
or poetically inspired, or all three, in
Nova Scotia. Others belonging to the
same group and movement are natives
of Ontario and of the Prairie Pro-
vinces. The most significant poets
and poetesses contributing to this See-
ond Renaissance of Canadian nativis-
tic and national poetry are Eric Mac-
kay Yeoman (deceased), Lloyd Ro-
berts, Robert W. Underwood, Alex-
ander Louis Fraser, W. A. Creelman,
Charles F. Crandall, William E. Mar-
shall, Lucy M. Montgomery, Clare
@Giffin, Hugh John Maclean, Arthur
L. Phelps, Bernard F. Trotter, An-
drew Rae Macdonald, Norah M. Hol-
land, Laura E. MecCully, Andrew
Doane Merkel, Carroll C. Aikins,
Mary Cornell and Arthur S. Bouri-
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not. From the points of view of
quantity of verse and of systematie
publication, the movement is some-
what tentative or not yet positive and
strong. Only a few of the foregoing
poets have published even their first
volume of verse. But though so far
they may not, as a group, have con-
tributed anything substantially im-
portant to the great sum of Canadian
nativistic poetry, they all have en-
gaged themselves to envisage pure
beauty in their themes and to be
loyal to ideals if fine artistry and
craftsmanship in whatsoever they
write.

It is not to be expected that the
poets and poetesses of the Second
Renaissance of Canadian nativistie
verse will be able to contribute by
way of new themes anything original
to the corpus of the poetry of the Do-
minion. Like their predecessors, they
have Canadian external nature, his-
tory and achievement, and Canadian
ideals, institutions, and civilization

.for poetic inspiration and treatment,

but these themes have largely been
pre-empted by the Robertsian group
and their immediate successors. The
new group of poets and poete
then, were, and will be, left free to
choose strictly nativistic or national
themes, or un-Canadian themes, and
to devote themselves to originality of
invention, or conception, or technical
artistry—to imaginative vision, in-
carnation of spiritual essences, and
pure beauty of imagery, verbal colour
and music. And so we find it. The
poets and poetesses of the Second
Renaissance are either nature-paint-
ers and nature-musicians, or lyrists
of love, or singers of “the noble liy-
ing and the noble dead”.

By accident of death and also of
post-humous publication of his eol-
lected verse, compiled and published,
with an Introduction by Mr. Newton
MacTavish in 1910, Eric Mackay Yeo-
man is here precluded from being
considered more than the first sig.
nificant poet of the new movement,
Had he lived, it is altogether likely

>
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that Yeoman would have published
either before or synchronously with
Service’s last book of verse (1912) a
considerable volume of authentic
poetry, and thus have been the genu-
ine initiator of the Second Renais-
sance of Canadian nativistic poetry.
But as fate has begrudged him that
distinetion, I must give the honour
of initiating, at least chronologically,
the new movement to another. I can-
not, however, pass without briefly sig-
nalizing some of the qualities of Erie
Mackay Yeoman’s poetry. The de-
ceased poet was born at Newecastle,
New Brunswick, in 1885, and was
educated at Halifax, Nova Scotia, and
Dalhousie University. After gradu-
ating from college, he entered the field
of journalism in that city. He died
of brain fever in 1909. In the brief
time that Yeoman devoted himself to
literary work, he produced, as Mr.
MacTavish says, “poetry of a uni-
formly lofty character and pure lyrie
beauty”—tinged, let me add, with a
sort of Keltic melancholy or regret
for the perishableness of all the love-
ly things of earth and life. His
“Rosalie”, a sonnet sequence, is full
of beauty and contains many arrest-
ing lines. Beauteous, too, are such
poems of his as “To a Violet”, “Au-
tumn”, and “Sing Low, Wild Bird”.
I can give a suggestion of his lyrie
quality and of the note of melancholy
in his verse by quoting Yeoman’s two-
stanza poem, “The Sweetest Things
are First to Die”:

“‘One morn in meditative mood

I wandered where the flowers grew,

And found beside the green wildwood
The fairest flower I ever knew,

Next morn ’twas dead. ‘Ah, me!’ said T,
“The sweetest things are first to die’.”’
“T had a love; gold was her hair,

Her eyes were blue as summer skies.
She showed me joy was everywhere—
Taught me Time’s wings dropped melo-

es.
is dead. ‘Ah, me!’ I cry.
‘B'l.;;e.i;:mut things are first to die”.”

Little, we may suppose, did the
young singer of that sweetly sad lyrie
realize that he was, to use that most

expressive Gaelic term, “keening” his
own passing; for he went the way to
the vale of Avalon barely after reach-
ing manhood and the first expression
of his poetic genius. We his elders,
who watched his coming and waited
for the glory that was not to be, can
now only write his epitaph: “Vir opti-
mae spei”—a man of the finest prom-
ise; but, alas, promise given no chance
by Fate to fulfil itself.

The honour of giving reality, if
not a constructive impetus, to the
Second Renaissance of Canadian
poetry seems to belong to Mr., Lloyd
Roberts, who, early in 1914, publish-
ed a volume of delectable verse en-
titled, “England Overseas”. Mr. Ro-
berts is the son of Mr, Charles G. D.
Roberts; and though born at Fred-
ericton, New Brunswick, was reared
and educated during the years in
which his father was professor of
literature and creative man of letters
at King’s College, Windsor, Nova
Scotia. Aside from the mere tem-
porary place of his birth—for the
place was a mere domestic incident—
the younger Roberts is essentially a
Nova Scotian, and had his poetie
genius formed, his eye for colour and
the beauties and the music of nature
developed in his Nova Secotia home
and environment. No doubt, he in-
herited the bias fo poetry from his
father, and no doubt learned the prin-
ciples of fine technical artistry from
him, but, as a matter of fact, in his
published verse, young Roberts shows
qualities—love of sprightly nature
and the gift of a singularly lyrical
lilt—that are nearer the verse of his
father’s cousin, the inimitable lyrist
of the seasons, the vagrom heart, and
the open road, Bliss Carman. In his
first volume, the younger Roberts is
an enchanting lover of nature, a vivid
colourist, and a most melodious verbal
musician. In this volume, nature is,
in his own phrase, “the star”—always
the theme and in the foreground. In
a recent letter to me he states that in
his next volume of verse, now in pre-
paration, he has changed his “pagan
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penchant for a more, as it were,
Christian or spiritual attitude”, and
will use nature only as a background
to his imaginative and musical verses.
The younger Roberts, however, is, as
I have said, a brilliant nature-paint-
er and a winning verbal melodist. I
quote an example:

THE SCARLET TRAILS
Crimson and gold in the paling sky;
The rnn;pikca black where they tower on
high—
And we follow the trails in the early dawn
Through the glades where the white
frosts lie.
Down where the flaming maples meet;
Where the leaves are blood before our
feet,

We follow the lure of the twisting paths
While the air tastes thin and sweet.
Leggings and jackets are drenched with

dew;
The 1ong' thin barrels are cold and blue;
But the glow of the Autumn burns in our
veins,
And the eyes and hands are true.

Where the sun drifts down from overhead
(Tangled gleams in the scarlet bed),
Rush of wings through the forest aisle—

And the leaves are a brighter red.

Loud drum the cocks in the thickets nigh;
Gray is the smoke where the ruffed
grouse die.
There’s blackened shell in the trampled
fern
When the white moon swims the sky.

The next important poet of the
Second Renaissance is Robert W. Nor-
wood, an Anglican clergyman, rector
of Cronyn Memorial Church, London,
Ontario. Mr. Norwood is a Nova Sco-
tian by nativity and education, hav-
ing been born at New Ross, Lunen-
burg, Nova Scotia, and educated at
several Canadian universities, includ-
ing King’s College, Windsor, Nova
Scotia, where he came under the in-
tellectual and msthetic influence of
Mr. Charles G. D. Roberts. Like the
younger Roberts, Mr. Norwood is an
exquisite colourist and musician; but
he is sui generis as a singer of spirit.
ual love. It is his mastery of verbal
colour and music and his power of
spiritual exaltation that made his
first volume of poems, “His Lady of
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the Sonnets” published in 1915, the
most novel and appealing volume of
original verse by a Canadian that has
appeared in a quarter of a century,
I quote two examples:

I meet you in the mystery of the night,

A dear Dream Goddess on a crescent moon;

An opalescent splendour like a moon

Of lilies; and I wonder that the height

Should darken for the depth to give me
light—

Light of your face, so lovely that I swoon

With gazing, and then wake to find how
soon

Joy of the world fades when you fade
from sight.

Beholding you I am Endymion,

Lost and immortal in Latmian dreams:

With Dian bending down to look upon

Her shepherd, whose aeonian slumber
seems

A moment, twinkling like a starry gem

Among the jewels of her diadem.

Is there any love-sonnet as such in
American or in English literature
more winning in colour and verbal
music than the foregoing from My,
Norwood’s arresting and emotionally
pervasive sequence? An an example
of his rare genius for spiritualizing
love, I quote the following:

Last.dnight I crossed the spaces to your

side,

As you lay sleeping in the sacred room

Of our great moment. Like a lily’s bloom,

Fragile and white were you, my spirit-
bride,

For pain and loneliness with you abide,

And Death had thought to touch you with
his doom,

Until Love stood angelic at the tomb,

Drew sword, smote him and Life’s door
opened wide.

I looked on you and breathed upon your
hair—

Your hair of such soft, brown, translucent
gold!

Nor did you know that I knelt down in
prayer,

Clasped hands, and worshipped you for
the untold

Magnificence of womanhood divine—

God’s miracle of Water turned to Wine!

In those exquisitely wrought, sensu-
ously-coloured and yet spiritually ele-
vating or transmuting verses, I dis-
cover a new note of authentic poetry,
as if Dante, or Rossetti, or Keats, or
Patmore, or Tennyson had returned
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to earth, reincarnated, so far forth, in
the genius of Robert W. Norwood—
a new note heralding the coming of
a novel quality and a fresh excellence
into Canadian nativistic poetry of the
Second Renaissance. Mr. Norwood
expresses his poetic genius also in
other verse-forms—dramas and dra-
matic dialogues—in which he shows
decided originality of invention and
treatment. But, in my view, it is as
a colourist, musician, and interpreter
of the spiritual meanings of human
experience that he is a superb and
superior poet.

Like a bolt of lightning out of a
clear sky, came into the revival
in Canadian poetry an unexpected
lyrist, having a new note or notes.
This was Hugh John Maclean, son of
William Maclean, M.P., proprietor of
The Toronto World, and himself man-
aging director of that journal. The

t was born near Toronto, and edu-
eated at Toronto University. In
February, 1914, there appeared in
The New York Times Sunday Maga-
zine a poem, with the uninviting,
laconie title, “Just a Clerk”, by H.
J. Maclean. It caught the attention
of the New York literary critics, and
set them inquiring who the new poet
eould be. For they had noted in the

an unusual sincerity, a direct
gimplicity in treating poignantly a
lowly theme, and refined technical
artistry. There was hardly any colour
in it, and no elaborate structure and
musie, but only elemental humanity
and pathos.’ These, then, are the new
notes that Hugh John Maclean has
introduced into Canadian nativistic
of the Second Renaissance,
namely, sincerity, humanity, and sim-
ple pathos, winningly phrased. I
quote Mr. Maclean’s “Just a Clerk”:

Lord, I am but a little clerk,
That seratches with a pen;

1 rise and eat and toil and sleep,
Just as all other men.

only colours in my life

n.:n drabs, and duns, and grays,

Yet on the whole I am content
To tread the beaten ways.

WL ™. ’S‘J
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But sometimes when the mid-spring mist
Floats on the scented night,

Strange spirits whisper in my ear,
And visions cross my sight.

I see myself a gracious youth,
In purple and bright steel;

The golden spurs of knightly worth
Are glistening on each heel.

I ride into a world of dreams,
And with my pennoned lance

I pierce the mystic veil that hides
The land of high romance.

But as I pass through Galahad’s glades,
Adventuring on my way,

A ghost is ever at my back,
The ghost of every day.

And soon or late its horrid hand,
That never yields or strays,

Will hurl me from the land of dreams,
Back to the beaten ways.

O, Lord, some pray to Thee for gold,
Some for a woman’s smile; ;
But all I ask is breath of life,
Once for a little while.

Grant me, before I pass beyond,
One chance to play a part,

To drop the guise of the little elerk
And show the man at heart.

Now, that poem might have been
only a brilliant stunt. But Mr. Mae-
lean, in a subsequent poem, entitled
“A  Masque”, showed convincingly
that the gift to envisage and poign-
antly to express elemental humanity
and pathos in exquisite, though sim-
ple, verse, was the essence of his poetie
genius. In “A Masque” the poet re-
veals the nobility of the jester’s or
the “low comedian’s” réle in the
drama of life. 1 quote:

These three before the Judgment-Seat:
A Priest, a Soldier, and a Clown.

THE SOLDIER

I fought Thy fight,
My sword’s red reck
Was as rare incense at Thy Shrine.
Of Vandals that defiled Thy name
Few were left standing in the line.

THE PRIEST

I spoke Thy Word,
And men, enthralled,
Fell penitent at Thy dear feet;
I won the sinner from his sin,
T sought the tares and made them wheat.
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THE CLOWN

I could not preach,
I ¢ould not fight.
My work was small through all my
years,
Thy Children lay in agony;
I made them smile amidst their tears.

THE VOICE

All three have served,
And, service done,
The well of peace shall slake their
thirst.
The Kingdom lies behind the Throne;
Enter—But let the Clown be First.

As a poetic treatment of a moral
paradox, or of the discrepancy be-
tween God’s and Man’s ways of think-
ing and of justice, Mr. Maclean’s
poem is as original in conception as
Leigh Hunt’s “Abou Ben Adhem?”,
while in choice of poetic form, dra-
matic presentation of truth, and in
spiritual conclusiveness Mr. Maclean’s
poem indubitably surpasses Leigh
Hunt’s, and is unique at least in Can-
adian, if not in English, literature.

I am not eompiling an anthology of
later Canadian verse, but noting and
signalizing distinetive persons and
fresh original notes in the Second
Renaissance of Canadian nativistie
poetry. Much, then, as I wish to
quote at length from other members
of the new group of Canadian poets
and poetesses, I must desist from fur-
ther illustration, and merely mention
Lucy M. Montgomery’s poignant love
lyrie “You”, and her exquisitely win-
some nature-pastel, “Memory Pic-
tures”, with its memorably fine line,
“Fyes holy as a prayer”; William A.
Creelman’s lofty lyrie, “Along the
Skyroads”, Charles F. Crandall’s
colourful and romantic descriptive
verses, “Inland”, Andrew Doane Mer-
kel’s dainty miniature, “The May-
flower”, and his fine descriptive and
narrative poems, “Sea Gulls” and
“The Loyalists”, Andrew Rae Mac-
donald’s sensuous and musical love
lyrie, “The Vagrom Heart”, Miss
Clare Giffin’s noble sonnet of spiritual
love, “The Questing Heart”, Miss
Norah M. Holland’s exquisitely col-
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oured and tender war-lyrie, “April
in England”, Carroll C. Aikins’s im-
pressive apostrophe in blank verse to
the Provinee of Alberta, and Arthur
S. Bourinot’s moving sonnet to the
memory of the late Rupert Brooks,
and his tender and musical war-lyrie,
beginning, “They are not dead, the
soldier and the sailor”. I have men-
tioned only a few of the best poems
by a few of the Second Renaissance
group. But there is one whose work
I must specially consider and esti-
mate, namely, Mr. William E. Mar-
shall, lyric and elegiac poet.

Prior to 1914 only one Canadian
poet had composed an elegiac poem to
which could be applied the epithets
“great and noble”, or which could
justly take a place beside such mono-
dies or threnodies as Milton’s “Luei-
das”, Shelley’s “Adonais”, Matthew
Arnold’s “Thyrsis”, or Emerson’s
“Dirge”. This Canadian monody was
Mr. Charles G. D. Roberts’s “Ave”,
which, though subtitled “An Ode for
the Centenary of Shelley’s Birth”, ig
so suffused with ideas and emotions
of death and of spiritual loss that it
is essentially a threnody.

The next really fine and noble Can-
adian monody or threnody was Mr.
W. E. Marshall’s “Brookfield”, which
is a memorial to the genius and char-
acter of the late R. R. MacLeod, who
was, or may be called, the Nova Seo-
tian or Canadian Thoreau. Publish-
ed in 1914, it consists of twenty-five
stanzas, composed in the Spencerian
stanzaic form. Before publication it
had received the high commendation
of the scholarly and brilliant Cana-
dian editor and essayist, Dr. Andrew
MePhail, and immediately on its ap-
pearance in print was hailed as a not-
able poetic performance by eritics in
the United States, particularly by
Mr. E. W. Thomson, himself a gifteq
poet, and one of the literary ecrities
on the staff of The Boston Transcript.
Mr. Thomson signalized “Brookfielq*
as a threnody exquisitely wrought
and compellingly expressing “certain
poignant notes of personal aﬂection'
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even such as immortalize Bishop
King’s ‘Exiquy of His Wife’, Emer-
gon’s ‘Dirge’ and ‘Threnody’, the
‘Lyeidas’ of Milton, Matthew Arnold’s
“Thyrsis’, Whitman’s ‘Captain, My
Captain’, Kipling’s ‘A Charm’” I
quote the concluding stanza of
“Brookfield” to show something of the
poet’s quality :
O, friend, who so didst joy of knowledge
use,
That 1,nen look up and brighten at thy
name,
And speak of genius, and put by the news
To tell some good of one death cannot

Nor life x"eqnire to read in sculptured fame,

The wind upon the hill hath sweetest hush;
The day is melting into tenderest flame;
And from the valley, where the waters

Comes :q) the evensong of the lone her:
mit-thrush.

Mr. Duncan Campbell Scott’s
“Tjines in Memory of Edmund Mor-
ris”, published in 1915, is the third
elegiac poem in Canadian literature
that has in it the qualities of quintes-
sential poetry. A detailed apprecia-
tion of these three elegiac monodies
would require an essay by itself; I
ghall, therefore, say no more about
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them except to remark that it is a
signal distinetion that three Canadian
poets—two of the First Renaissance
(Roberts and Scott), and one of the
Second Renaissance (W. E. Marshall)
—should have written monodies that
artistically and emotionally consid-
ered have won the admiration of
scholarly and sincere erities who have
praised them as being noble and ex-
alting and worthy to be remembered
with the great threnodies of the Eng-
lish and the American poets.
Elsewhere I have submitted that a
renaissance in a people’s literature is
equally a renaissance of that people’s
genius and national life. The cur-
rent reawakening of the poetie
spirit in Canadians must be noted as
significant of progress in national
civilization. The true poet is no mere
“idle singer of an empty day”, but
the essential spirit of a people ex-
pressing in sublimated speech their
dearest and most ardently desired
ideals. “Vain was the chief’s, the
sage’s pride!” once sang the great
18th century English poet, Alexander
Pope:
Vain was the chief’s, the sage’s pride!
They had no poet, and they died.

The next article of this series is entitled ‘‘ Canadian Poets and Poetesses as Lyrists

“ m”.




THE SQUATTER'S CUP
Dy Wit H. Ogitvie.

NANADIAN was a very

il tall chestnut horse, with
(Ml three white “stockings”
and a “blaze” down the
7l face; he carried a
Queensland brand, and
I had no reason to doubt, the word of
the drover from whom I eventually
bought him when he said that he was
bred on “The Cooper”, that his mo-
ther was one of the fastest mares that
ever looked through a bridle, and
that if this lanky, untried colt could
not gallop with any race-horse on the
TLachlan River he’d eat his stock-
whip.

Dave Wilson liked the look of him,
and T had an immense respect for
Dave’s judgment in horseflesh; so the
bargain was struck. I gave over my
fat brown horse with the wire-blem-
ished hind-leg, and a cheque for
seven pounds in addition, and led my
purchase home. He was as lean as
a rake, and very leg-weary, and drag-
ged hopelessly on the halter. We
came in for a good deal of chaff as
we rode up to the station building.

“Halloa! Billy, where did you get
the hat-rack ?” asked the Boss in jov-
ial greeting.

“We was just out of dog’s meat,”
was the cook’s comment.

Ned, the cook, was our licensed
comedian. Hammond, the book-keep,
thought the new acquisition would
be handy in flood-time for packing
rations across the swamps, and
Hughie said the cap-rail on the stock-

yard gateway would have to be raised
if my horse was to go under it every
morning.

But there was nothing wrong with
Canadian. He filled out and flour-
ished—he was only three years old—
on the rich bluegrass in the back pad-
dock, and every month saw him im-
proving and thickening, till at last
even the cook admitted that he was
“a great slashing fine colt”.

Nine months after I bought him
I took him up and rode him, and the
first morning I mounted him he
caught me unawares as I was getting
on and threw me heavily against the
fence. T introduced him to whip and
spur, fought him, and beat him, and
thereafter we became the best of
friends. I got him thoroughly quiet,
and then one morning Dave and [
went out along the sand-hills and
gave him a half-mile gallop with old
Mosquito. He left the old horse, who
was himself pretty useful over the
distance, so far behind that we could
hardly believe our eyes, till a second
gallop put the question beyond doubt.

A little later we tried him against
Paleface, Dave’s famous little raece
mare. He beat her so handily by two
lengths over a mile that, even allow-
ing for the difference in our weights,
we knew we had “a good one”.

“The Squatter’s Cup is as good ag
won,” said Dave as we rubbed the
big colt down with a bunch of barley-

grass.
We kept our knowledge to our-
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selves, and trained the chestnut with-
out any outside assistance. He thriv-
ed on hard work, improved in his
style of galloping, and flattered us in-
to believing that, bar accidents, he
was as nearly a certainty for the big
race at Hillston as anything in raec-
ing can be.

At last the eventful day arrived.
The sun blazed down on the parched
brown course and paddock, on the
square, barn-like grand-stand, with
its galvanized iron-roof, and on the
erowd that moved in and out in an
ever-changing kaleidoscope of colour.
Here and there one of the race-horses
held court in a little circle of admir-
ers, or a figure flitted through the
erowd carrying a saddle or a weight-
eloth. In the shade of a kurrajong
tree on the slope of the hill, Hughie
‘Warren held Canadian, awkward and

gtrange in the unaccustomed clamour .

and movement. The colt looked im-
mensely tall and leggy and was very
light in flesh, but his coat betokened
perfeet health, and the muscles stood
out upon him like cord.

Dave had pushed through the
erowd. Hughie met us with an anx-
jons face. “Where’s the boy?” he
asked. ;

“Just weighing out,” T said: “here
he comes!” And our diminutive joe-
kev. saddle on arm, stepped up at the
moment. His small cunning face
geanned each one of us furtively as
though to question how much we knew
of his past misdeeds, for he had the
reputation of being a magnificent
horseman, but a conscienceless scoun-
drel, who would sell his own brother
m a race. However, he was the only
boy we could get at Canadian’s
weight—seven stone-ten—and we con-
gidered that by promising him the
snbstantial premium of seven guineas
if he won this race we had precluded
the chance of any of the bookmakers,
or others, bribing him to pull our
horse.

Dave Wilson had agreed to run
Paleface in the race, so as to ensure
a strong pace for the colt, and as her

weight was nine stone Hughie was
able to take the mount. Albert took
Canadian’s bridle and Hughie went
off to weigh out for the mare.

“Now,” T said to the boy when I
had fastened the surcingle and swung
him into the saddle, “the race is a
mile and a half, and this colt is a
good stayer and is very fast. The
brcwn mare will make a pace for
you, and you’ll steady him behind her
till you come to the mile-post. At
that point you’ll take up the run-
ning, and unless we’re all out in our
reckoning, he’ll come right away with
you and nothing can live with him
up the straight. But, whatever you
do, don’t wait after you pass the
mile-post, wherever the mare may be.”

He nodded sulkily, and the toss of
his head implied that he knew more
about riding a race than any owner
could tell him. I watched him walk
Canadian down to the other horses;
I noted the easy seat, the light hand,
the confident assurance of the shoul-
ders, and I thought it a pity so splen-
did a horseman should bear so tarn-
ished a reputation.

Hughie rode up to me on Paleface.
His features were a study in anger,
disgust and dismay. He bent down
to me and spoke hurriedly.

“We're beat,” he said, “beat before
ever we start; the colt’s stiffened.
The boy’s been bhought by them con-
founded bookies. Barton’s offered
him ten quid to pull the chestnut, and
he means to do it. Jem Rutherford
heard ’em fixin’ it up, and he came
straight over and told me.”

I was staggered by this bit of news.
I stood to lose rather more than T
could afford if the chestnut failed us;
more than that, T had set my mind
for months back on winning this par-
ticular race. Above all, my best friend
and devoted comrade, Dave Wilson,
was “on” him to his last pound, and
I knew what failure would mean to
him. For a moment I had nothing
to say, no plan to offer.

Dave Wilson joined us, and we told
him the plot. For a moment his face
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darkened. Then a smile, Dave’s per- considering what Hughie had just

ennial smile, broke over it. “The
chestnut’s a hard horse to stop when
he’s galloping, isn’t he, Billy?”

I knew this was true; my shoulders
still ached at that moment as the re-
sult of the morning’s gallop on him.
No horse I ever rode before or since
pulled so strongly and so steadily.
But I looked at the workman-like fig-
ure of our jockey as he rode down
towards the post. “Yes,” I said,
“that’s true enough; but where’s the
horse on earth that crooked Nat can’t
hold 9”

Dave only smiled, and whispered a
word of two to Hughie, who gathered
up the mare and cantered off after
the others.

“Well, of all the scoundrels I ever
knew or heard of—” I began, but
Dave Wilson stopped me.

“Wait a bit, Billy,” he said; “the
race isn’t lost yet.”

I marvelled that he should take
things so easily, and followed him,
wondering, as he threaded his way to
the rough grand-stand.

There were seven horses in the race,
and Bygone, from Lachlan Springs,
was favourite. Paleface, on her repu-
tation, was backed to win quite a lot
of money; but the others, including
Canadian, were practically friendless,
and it was quite easy to get twelve
or fourteen to one about the unknown
chestnut colt.

“I’ll lay twenty to one Canadian,”
yelled Barton, the bookmaker, as we
passed his stand. “Twenty-five to one
to you Mulga Plains gentlemen!” he
called to us.

Dave straightened himself, and a
steely glitter came into his honest
eyes. For a moment I thought he
was going to hit the man. Then he
spoke very quietly, and with a court-
esy that must have cost him an ef-
fort:

“T’ll take you, Barton—twice over,
in pounds.”

The layer of odds booked the bet
with ill-concealed avidity.

I was aghast at Dave’s confidence,

told us, and I remonstrated with him
as we climbed the steps of the grand-
stand. “The chestnut’s a hard horse
to hold when his blood is up, Billy,”
was all he would say.

The start was a good one, but soon
Hughie, on Paleface, pulled out in the
lead, and the others followed in g
string ; Bygone second, Winnie third,
Canadian fourth, and Donnelly’s
gray a bad last.

At the end of half a mile, with the
pace a cracker all the way, Paleface
had increased her lead to three
lengths, Bygone and Winnie wepe
racing neck and neck, and Canadian
pulling Nat half out of the saddle,
was a length behind them.

“If that infernal scoundrel stops
him,” T muttered, but Dave put his
hand on my arm. “Wait a bit,” he
said. “Wateh Hughie!”

At the mile-post Paleface was tip-
ing, she had come the full distance
at the top of her speed, and now she
began to drop back to her horses.
Winnie now gained on her rapidly,
and Bygone was only a length bhe-
hind. Two lengths farther back the
big chestnut horse, full of running,
was fighting for his head, Nat up in
the stirrups holding him easily with
gentle, magnificent hands. Sick at
heart, I turned my head away and,
P’m afraid, swore deeply and whole-
heartedly. There was a roar of “Pale-
face is beat!” and when I looked y
‘Winnie and Bygone were racing neeg
and neck in the lead, and Paleface
had dropped back alongside Cana-
dian. Then, suddenly, I saw Hughie
draw his whip and bring it down
onece, twice, thrice, with what seemegd
cruel and unnecessary vigour.

“What’s the use of him floggi
your little mare like that, Dave?? Y
said. “She’s done; he must know
that !”

But Dave was chuckling to himself
behind his race-glasses.

“Good old boy; give it to him

And, even as he spoke, the chestnut
colt, maddened with the blows of
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Hughie’s whip, sprang wildly for-
ward. Even crooked Nat’s superb
hands could not hold him now, and he
tore up the straight like a horse pos-
sessed by a devil. For a stride or two
Hughie raced the mare up behind
him and gave him a parting slash
across the rump that put another foot
on his stride. Seeing that all chance
of stopping him without attracting
the attention of everyone on the
course was now over, Nat loosened
the good horse’s head, and he shot
up to the leaders like an arrow from
a bow. In a few strides he had both
of them beaten, and going on alone he
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won the Squatter’s Cup by a full four
lengths.

How we cheered as the riders came
back to scale; whole-hearted cheers
for Hughie Warren, who had saved
us our money and won me the cup.

“Yes,” said that dapper little
stockman afterwards, as we stood in
Canadian’s box talking it all over and
examining four savage-looking welts
upon the colt’s shining quarter, “yes,
I laid it on to him pretty heavy, poor
beggar, but I handed Mr. Nat a
couple over the thigh at the same time
just to show there was no favourit-
ism.”

HIS SOLDIER MOTHER

By MARGARET YANDIS BRYAN

AQUIET night, with just a distant roar

Of eannon!

So it is with war.

Life goes on in the same old way,

And as the dawn must usher in the day

So we must find our hopes and hold them true,

Our hopes for victory, for home, and you.

If we are brave, dear one, who gives us courage to keep on
Our way, and to be manly, to be strong?

‘Whose letters bring to us most joy and cheer?

Who tells of home news, never letting fear

Creep in those lines? She, who has put us in God’s care,
Must reflect strength and love to us in prayer.

Who gave her sons with all a woman’s grace,

And left a memory for them—her smiling face,

Her faith, her trust, her love? There may be heroes, dear,
Upon the battlefield; but those who speak no fear,

‘Who fight their battles silent and alone,

Sitting beside the firelight at home,

They, too, are heroes; for it is most true

God made the hravest of the brave in such as you.



THE WHITE GARDEN
By LOUISE MOREY BOWMAN

OU care for me (oh, so tenderly),
And you bring me to sit in the garden,
Watching me all so anxiously.
And I love you and ask your pardon,
Because I can laugh no longer.
But I try—oh, I try—to tell you
That it’s really not all sad
And that here in my white, white garden
I am almost, almost glad!
For love (O, my Lover!) is stronger
Than blood and blackness and death.

He was such a glorious lover!
(Oh, the years of golden weather!)
And how we joyed in the colour
That we found in the world together:
From the tawny shades of our Eastern rugs
And the gleam of our copper-lustre jugs,
To the rose and the green and the weird ice-blue
Of winter and summer and springtime hue!
Oh, the hyacinth-beds when the “south-west” blew !
But love (O, my Lover!) is stronger
Than blood or blackness or death.

I wish I could make you understand

As my Lover does in his far-off land.
For he knows why my flowers are all silver white;
He knows why the sun is like pale moonlight ;

He knows why the brown and golden bees

Are white, and the grass and the whispering trees.
Only the sky so far away
Grows bluer and nearer every day—

For love (O, my Lover!) is stronger

Than blood and blackness and death.
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ISR Y, mademoiselle, what
A \/‘%: on earth are you doing
_\ \'/ \'/,\\\'3{

fout this slippery day?”
| “It is for my soldier.
I am his godmother.
There is of some linen, some tobacco
and tenez, madame, I send money
also,” she replied.

She was standing before the money-
order cage at the post-office, the old
fingers trembling with eagerness. The
little eyes were as piercing as gimlets,
and an expression of beatific satisfac-
tion illumined a face of hills and hol-
lows like the brightness of motor-
lights overspreading a worn roadway
on a black night. Seeking le mot
juste, 1 should say that mademoiselle
presented a Gothic facade. Her bon-
net of amethyst velvet was a pointed
arch with a delicate tracery of lace
ornamenting the apex; the white hair
was pompadoured in a corresponding
point; the nose and eyebrows were
Gothie, and the high cheek-bones
made pendant arches to the central
motif. She was always garbed in
good taste. I often wondered hqw
she did it. She looked so genteel in
her black’ mantle, and the purple cle-
matis on the bonnet contributed an
unmistakably Gaulois cachet.

“You must let me take you home
in the motor. With this coating of
sleet on the streets it is not safe for
you to be mounting the electric cars,”
I said. : .

I had visions of mademoiselle with
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a broken hip laid up for months at
the Old Woman’s Home, her ultimate
shelter since she had become too feeble
to hold her place at the Seminary,
where she had been instructor in
French for years.

“Madame,” she excitedly continued,
nodding acceptance, “the miracle has
happened. Figurez-vous, when I read
in Les Annales the announcement that
Monsieur Brieux—ah! ce bon Brieuz
—was selling the brushes made by
the sightless ones, the poor soldiers
who have lost their eyes, I wrote at
once and sent two dollars for a brush ;
ordinaire, pas grande chose, any brush
from ce cher Brieux is great thing, is
it not, madame? This morning the
brush arrives, and there was on it
carved a name in straggling letters—
letters traced by the fingers without
the eyes.”

Her lips quivered and the cracked
voice ended in a sob. I took her arm
and led her to the automobile, inquir-
ing:

“And the name?”

“It was the name that has been
carved on my heart for fifty years.”

“Not the young professor at Am-
sterdam ?”

“Yes, the same. I have just posted
a letter to André Rouet, care of M.
Eugéne Brieux at Chartres. ‘Perhaps
le Bon Dieu will send me of his news
after all these years”

“The same name,” I considered ;
“it may be his grandson.”
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“Tt will be four weeks to get an
answer. Then I shall know.”

“Mademoiselle, do tell me some
more about André and those days at
Amsterdam.”

“You really like to hear?”’

“Indeed I do.”

“Ah, well. T was a governess for
two years in the family Maertens.
On their walls there was an ancestor
by Rembrandt, a burgomaster—they
were grande famille. Fulda, my
charge, was thirteen, and Urlus was
eleven.”

“She was very delicate, was she
not ”

“Consumptive. For that we spent
much time in the open. On fair days
we made promenades in the country,
passing the afternoons among the
fields and by the canals. We sang
always; it was good for Fulda to sing.
André was tutor for Ulrus, for the
Latin and the French, and they liked
very much to accompany us. Ah! we
have many happy afternoons to gather
the poppies! André like to hear me
sing. He said it was to him the
rossignol at Salons, and he saw al-
ways the long white road and the tall
poplars of his dear Provence. One
day, when we returned to the house,
at the door André press in my hand
a little box and he say: ‘Léontine, it
is my message to you—to-morrow
may I say it¥ For a moment he held
my hand and I look into his eyes like
mirrors and feel my face red like the
poppies on his hat. Then I go to
my room and lock the door to open
the box. It is a gold heart on a chain.
On the front, there are letters: “A.
Léontine. A.R’ Scratched with a
knife on the back of the heart, very
fine, is: ‘Je vous avme.” 1 have never
seen him since that day.”

When mademoiselle was moved she
always resorted to the present tense.
Perhaps she found it more primal.
Her glow had faded to twilight sol-
emnity. I dared not intrude upon a
sacred moment, and waited silently
for her to resume the confidence.

“That night I dreamed of the pop-
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pies. I stopped to pick a crimson
one, and vite—the flower change to
a snake and stung me on the fore-
head. I awoke with a start, conscious
of a knocking on my door. ‘Made-
moiselle, mademoiselle, you are to
come at once!” It was the voice of
monsieur at my door. I threw on my
long mantle and sought the apart-
ments of madame. She had the white
face and the eyes of tragedy. Kneel-
ing at Fulda’s bedside, she was speak-
ing to her and rubbing the hands,
Fulda’s eyes were closed and she look-
ed like a waxen image. The tiny blue
threads of veins on her temples were
the only signs of life. The pillow
the white linge—all—all was dreneh:
ed with the red blood. I knew the
dreaded hemorrhage had come.

“¥The doctor, madame, he must
come at once!’ I said.

“‘Monsieur has gone for him. Get
quickly the brandy and the hot wa-
ter,” she replied.

“The maids, aroused by monsieur
entered and we worked to put warmt.h’
into the little white body. When the
doctor came, he found the pulse ve
weak. By morning she had silently
gone to sleep. There was no more
blood for the heart to pump and it
stopped. During the days which fol-
lowed, I never left the chamber of
madame. The house was a tomb.
Every evening I found poppies in my
room. Franz, the but{;r, said that
André left them for me at the door.
One evening there were no poppies.
It was about the sixth day. I wrote
a few lines, giving the letter to Frang
to earry to André&’s lodging that night,
The next morning, Franz came to tel}
me that André had gone. Since the
evening before he was not there—
disparu, and Frau Helst knew noth.
ing of him. I wait and 1 wait, but
I hear nothing. When madame pe.
covered a little her strength, she saiq

she could not see me any more; jt

made the heartache worse. So I went
to my sister in London, and very

I place myself in the famille Weay.
thern.”
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“And you never heard from André
again?” T asked.

“Never. I left with Franz a letter
for André should he return. He had
also my address, but after one letter
I hear nothing from Franz Tt is as
though the city of Amsterdam were
swallowed by the sea.”

I had heard the bare outlines of
mademoiselle’s story before, but with-
out the dramatic human values which
the name on the brush had now
brought forth. I dropped her at her
door, and did not see her again for
several weeks. Upon my return from
New York, I went out to resume my
French lessons. She was dictating to
me the opening chapters of “Peére
Goriot”, and the interminable sordid-
ness of the Maison Vauquier offered
few allurements, save as art—which
is always long. Upon entering the
building, I encountered some of the
members of the board and learned
that mademoiselle had fallen into dis-
grace and was not in favour with the
lady managers of the Home. She had
offended these bombazine souls, who,
enthroned on horsehair sofas and sur-
rounded by an aura of piety as un-
yielding as the horsehair, sat in judg-
ment on her frivolities. Mademoiselle
followed a road to heaven other than
the one staked out by the board of
managers. She had committed an
unpardonable sin; she had the effron-
tery to remain seated at her knitting
while prayers were being said in the
parlour for Miss Lucy Brown, whom
the Lord had seen fit to release at the

of eighty-one.
ags'l'here she sat, knitting gray yarn
for the soldiers, just as though Miss
Lucy were in her bed instead of her
coffin,” said Mrs. Keever.

“Yesterday she ordered a dozen
grape-fruit from Drone and Jackson,
and gave them around to the old
ladies. They’ll be so spoiled they’ll
think they are living at the Plaza
Hotel. I never saw anybody so care-
less with money,” said Mrs. Closen,
who would never have that particular
sin to answer for.

“What should she do but spend
four dollars for a new-fangled elee-
tric pad just because Aunt Marie
Owen has cold feet at night! And
our electricity keeping it going,” re-
joined Mrs. Keever.

“But the worst of all was that she
wrote Dr. Simeox when he treated
her neuralgia.”

“What was it, Mrs. Closen?” T ask-
ed, knowing that she was bursting to
tell.

“She sent him a bust of Lord Byron
and said she knew that Lord Byron
was tired of living in an Old Woman’s
Home. And her room so comfortable,
with two windows!”

“It is a rule of the Home that half
of what anybody earns should be
turned into the treasury. These old
ladies are like children, they should
be disciplined,” renewed Mrs. Keever.,
“All winter long she has been giving
French lessons and sending bundles
to the trenches. Spends every cent
on those soldiers, and says she is a
godmother. She even sent one a watch
—as if they had time to be wearing
bracelet watches!” (One would have
thought that the entire French army
was strung in watches as thick as
scales on a fish to have seen Mrs.
Keever’s expression of intolerance,)
“Now she has spent all her money
again and can’t go to Chatauqua this
summer. It ain’t no use at all send-
ing all that money to France,” con-
cluded Mrs. Keever, who on occa-
sions of strong feeling sometimes
lapsed in language.

“I suspected as much,” I replied.
I did not tell them that mademoiselle’s
friends had on foot a little scheme to
defeat the ends of justice, alias Old
Woman’s Home managers.

“Can’t you talk to her and persuade
her to give less?” said Mrs. Closen,
appealing to me.

“But it makes her so happy to give.
Her whole life has been spent in giv-
ing. That is why she is here. She
gives me more time than I pay for.
She gives her books to her pupils, her
fruit to the old ladies—and her heart

-
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to France. Please don’t discipline her
this time,” I pleaded.

‘When I arrived within the portals
of mademoiselle’s room upstairs, I
found her even busier than ever.
She was sewing up a bundle, headed
for Paris, in the stout eloth demanded
by the French postal authorities. Her
little nest gave out an innocently il-
logical air of gayety. There was plenty
of fresh air; a pot of primroses was
smiling on the window-sill, and be-
side it lay a basket, of Indian weave,
full of oranges. On the table, ready
for reference, there was a fat La-
rousse and several numbers of Les
Annales. The place diffused a little
atmosphere most unexpected in the
chamber of an inmate.

“Bon jour, madame. So you are
back again; and I have a letter from
France!” was her beaming greeting
to me.

“Good! Am I to see it?”

“It is wonderful—quite wonder-
ful,” she replied, passing me a letter
of many sheets of foreign paper.

I glanced at the writing in dismay.
It was the finest possible seript, be-
ginning at the very top and extend-
ing to the last fraction of the page.

“The writer of this is certainly en-
dowed with the national virtue—the
thrift which mademoiselle lacks,” I
thought. “Surely ‘A la Prévoyance’
hands over his lintel, even though it
be not a visible sign.”

“Mademoiselle, do read it to me!
It sounds so much more beautiful on
your tongue,” I said, returning her
the steel-point manuseript. And she
did. I found it younger and quite
as vital as Balzac. The following
translation is made from my note-
book :

‘‘Chere Marraine:

‘It is I, Jeanne, who write for André.
I am his eyes since he came back from
Verdun with the bandage on his head and
the decoration on his breast. I go every
day to the hospital and read to him the
great events and the glory of France,
while he makes the brushes. On fair days
the soldiers work in the garden. It is
called the Garden of the Sightless. Now,
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since Maitre Brieux sells the brushes, they
cannot work fast enough. The whole of
France wants a brush from the shop of
the Maitre; even you of the far Tennessee
have sent them your aid.

‘I am so happy that André and I were
married before he went to the frontier
and gave his eyes for ‘La Patrie’. He
bids me thank you, chere Marraine, a
thousand times for your letter and the
money. The letter was to him the voice
of the past speaking to the present. He
is a great-nephew of André Rouet, of
Salons, who was once a tutor at Amster-
dam. Unecle André told him many times
of the great love that came to him there
and of the evil misfortunes which follow-
ed. To the end, he hoped that the blessed
Providence might cause you to know that
he was never faithless.

““When André, as heir, made the exam-
ination of the papers and things which
Unele André held dear, he found a yellow-
ed ‘mouchoir’ with the name Léontine
embroidered in the corner. Folded beside
it, there were some poppies which fell to
pieces when he touched them. André bids
me write you that Uncle André went at
once to seek you when he recovered from
the long fever which carried him almost
to the gates of the Great Beyond. You
had gone to London, and his former pupil
knew nothing of your address. The
‘famille’ Maertens could not pardon the
long absence and refused to receive him.
There was a maitre d’hotel named Frang
whom he sought, but Franz had retired to
Volendam to live with his son, who owned
a schooner. Together, they had sailed for
some port in Denmark. Neither Franz
nor the sechooner ever returned. Tt was
an accident that caused the fever, and
Unele André knew nothing from the me-
ment that he was struck on the head hy
the boom of the boat until he awoke in
the hospital. When he began to remember
and inquired where he was, Soeur Beat-
rice, who nursed him, told him that seven
weeks had gone by while he laid the
parched by the fever and tortured by the
effort of the brain trying to think. She
said that he was brought to them almost
drowned. The sailor who dragged him
from the water insisted that he had called
a warning before shifting the sail. Unecle
André, it seems, had sat like one in g
dream and was swept overboard before jt
was known what was happening.

¢“André bids me write that his unele
remained ‘vieux garcon’ for all the years
that followed the luckless search. He he-
came a professor at Grenoble and liveq
among his books. André feels that you
are his godmother d’amour and sends tqo
you his tender affection. He bids me
he is happy to make brushes for the honoyy
of France, whose single soul is Valouy,
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There is yet a chance that he may see
when the doctor removes the bandages. I
pray every day to the Blesséd Virgin, who
wnas once a mother, that he may see the
face of the little one who is coming soon.
““Your grateful godehild,
‘‘Jeanne Rouet.’’

“Ah! mademoiselle,” T sighed, “all
the romances are not in books, after
all. Did you have faith in him all
these years?” -

“The faith of youth is strong—"

“And yours did not grow feeble
with age?”

“André was so clean-eyed, madame,
but it is good to know. This is for
the little one, and this flannel will
make him warm petticoats, and 1
shall embroider them with a feston
bien solide for the dear Jeanne,” she
said, displaying billows of pink wool
and white flannel with that radiant
expression which every woman wears
when she fondles the trappings of an
anticipated baby.

“Mademoiselle, I am afraid that
the army of France will wear your
Chautauqua trip on its back this sum-
mer, as it did last.”

“T have so much to make I will not
know if it is hot. Besides, there is
the young Cordon; he wants lessons
all summer to pass the examinations
of the autumn.”

“But, mademoiselle, you know seec-
ond summers in the heat are often
dangerous for old ladies, as well as
babies,” I hinted.

“] ecan be very comfortable on the
north porch to crochet the caps, and

there will be letters to write,” she
parried.

“As well try to stem a torrent with
a toothpick as to attempt to divert
the earnings of mademoiselle from the
needy,” T thought while taking leave
of her.

Two months later, when the heat
swooped down upon us like a swarm
of clouds from Hades, and the man-
agers of the Home grew restive under
the apprehension of another spell
similar to mademoiselle’s illness of
last summer, her friends made up a
little purse and presented it with an
instant command for mobilization at
Chautauqua. When I went out to
say good-bye, I found her too happy
for expression and overflowing with
a gratitude that put mere words to
shame.

“To think, madame,” she said, “it
is a little girl—and they have named
her Léontine. 1t is such a beautiful
world, and everybody is so good to
me.”

“You cast your bread upon the wa-
ters—" I began.

“I cast bread? What have I ever
done for anybody? Dites, madame,”
she eagerly continued. “I am making
the christening-robe. Would you use
the blue or the pink ribbon?”

“I would use red, white and blue.
The tri-colour for Léontine, by all
means.”

“Bien. Of course, she will be a
patriot. Vive la France!”

“And la Victoire!” 1 fervently con-
cluded.
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NOTABLE MARYS
%y Tcda Buransh

FHHE title “Notable
o Marys”, may suggest a
romantic vision—the vis-
Ml ion of lovely, hapless

| Mary Stuart, and of her
attendant Marys busy
with harp and lute and song and deli-
cate embroideries, as in that famous

‘‘palace of pleasaunce

Might be a pattern in Portugal or

France’’

they encirele their brilliant Queen. It
is a charming vision, but the notable
Marys with whom this sketch has to
do must be viewed from a more pros-
aie standpoint.

They are notable chiefly to-day for
their personality and work, rather
than their beauty; for their promin-
ence as forceful thinkers of their cen-
tury; for the fact that in clearness
of insight and breadth of sympathy,
they stand more closely in touch with
the progressive woman of the moment
than do many sisters of her own gen-
eration.

Their lives in point of time cover

the eighteenth century. The “Letters”.

of the Lady Mary Wortley Montagu
were written during the first half of
that century, up to the time of her
death at the age of seventy-one, In
the year 1761. Mary Wollstonecraft’s
book, “The Vindication of the Rights
of Woman”, was published in the
year 1792. Her life was short in
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comparison with that of her pre.
decessor, as she died at the age of
thirty-eight, in the autumn of 1797,

Of the ease and brilliancy of Lady
Mary’s style in writing, of her unique
experience as ambassadress in the
East, as of her clever and amusing
chronicles of the Court of George the
First, it is unnecessary here to speak.
Many criticisms and appreciations of
her work have been written. But
few, if any, have emphasized the fact
that she was the first woman of her
century to make public protest
against the limitations of her sex,
especially regarding education.

Before noting what she has to say
upon this subject, it may be well to
glance at the status of woman at that
time, as gathered from authentie
sources. From Lady Mary’s bio-
grapher we learn “that the education
of women had then touched a low
ebb, that if they were not coquettes,
gossips, or diligent card-players, their
best praise was to be notable house-
wives”.

The ideal of a notable housewife
of that day is rather curious in eom-
parison with our modern interpretg-
tion of the term. ‘“The mistress of g
country mansion,” continues Lord
‘Wharnecliffe, “was not only to invite
that is, to urge and tease, her com:
pany to eat more than human throats
could conveniently swallow, but to
carve every dish when chosen with

iy .l'-‘{ -I %
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her own hands. Each joint was car-
ried up in its turn, to be operated on
by her and her alone, the department
of the host being to push the bottle
after dinner., As for the crowd of
guests, the most inconsiderable among
them—the curate, the subaltern, or
the squire’s younger brother—if suf-
fered by her neglect to help himself
to a slice of the mutton before him,
would have chewed it in bitterness
and gone home an affronted man, half
inclined to give a wrong vote at the
next election. There were then pro-
fessed carving masters, who taught
young ladies the art scientifically,
from one of whom Lady Mary said
gshe took lessons three times a week
that she might be perfect on her
father’s public days, when in order
to perform her functions without in-
terruptions she was forced to eat her
dinner alone an hour or two before-
hand.” J

Mr. St. John, a more unsparing
eritie, declares that Lady Mary lived
in an age when women in general
studied scarcely at all, when they re-
eceived no instruction beyond what
was then (he is writing in the first
year of Victoria’s reign) bestoweg on
cooks and housemaids. Other writers
indicate that her education was large-
ly self-acquired, her studies under-
taken spontaneously.

Yet another alleges that she was
instructed by the same tutors as her
brother, receiving with him the same
classical training. If this be true,
Lady Mary stands forth a most signal
success as a first product of that co-
education which was to be so ardently
demanded by her successor, Mary
Wollstonecraft.

‘What Lady Mary herself had to
say upon the subject of woman’s edu-
cation in her day is expressed very
clearly in a letter to Bishop Burnet.
After an apology for touching on
such “improper” subjects as Church
and State, she continues: “For my
sex is usually forbid studies of this
nature and folly reckoned so much
our proper sphere, that we are par-
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doned any excesses of that sooner
than the least pretension to reading
or good sense. We are permitted no
books but such as tend to the weaken-
ing and effeminating of the mind. Our
natural defects are every way indulg-
ed and it is looked upon as in a de-
gree criminal to improve our reason or
fancy, if we have any. We are taught
to place our art in adorning our out-
ward forms and permitted without
reproach to carry that custom even
to extravagancy, while our minds are
entirely neglected, and by disuse of
reflection, filled with nothing but the
most trifling objects our eyes are daily
entertained with. This custom so long
established and so industriously up-
held makes it even ridiculous to go
out of the common road and forces
one to find as many excuses as if it
were a thing altogether eriminal not
to play the fool in concert with other
women of quality whose birth and
leisure only serve to make them the
most useless and most worthless part
of creation. There is hardly a char-
acter in the world more despicable
or more liable to universal ridicule
than that of a learned woman: these
words imply, according to the receiv-
ed sense, a talking, impertinent, vain
and conceited creature.”

This was a bold onset, and the eol-
lege girl to-day rejoicing in establish-
ed liberty has reason to remember
that boldness as a potent factor of
her freedom.

Of marriage Lady Mary makes no
mention, but on the question of
motherhood she has registered a plain
opinion. In a letter to her daughter,
Lady Bute, congratulating her on the
birth of a son, she writes as follows:
“That part of life which we passed
together you have reason to remember
with gratitude, though I think you
misplace it. You are no more obliged
to me for bringing you into the world
that I am to you for coming into it,
and I never made use of that common-
place argument as exacting any re-
turn of affection. In the case of your
infancy there was so great a mixture
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of instinet I can scarce even put that
in the number of proofs I have given
vou of my love, but I confess I think
it is a great one if you compare my
after conduct towards you with that
of other mothers who generally look
on their children as devoted to their
pleasures and bound by duty to have
no sentiments but what they choose to
give them—playthings at first, and
afterwards the objects on which they
may exercise their spleen, tyranny
and ill-humour. I have always thought
of you in a different manner. Your
happiness was my first wish and the
pursuit of all my actions divested of
self-interest. So far I think you
ought, and I believe you do, remem-
ber me as a real friend.” Here this
writer of an older time steps far in
advance of her contemporaries in
that, at a period when parental au-
thority was rigid, she established a
confidence between her daughter and
herself very similar to that of the
modern mother and daughter, best in-
terpreted perhaps in modern speech
as “being chummy.”

Finally, Lady Mary is notable as a
pioneer in social effort. That she was
one of the few women of her century
to realize that a woman’s sympathies
could be useful outside her own four
walls is best shown by her endeavour
to introduce inoculation into Eng-
land. Ever alive to new ideas, she
quickly realized the worth of that
practice whose results she studied
while living in the East. Satisfied
while there of its efficacy, she had her
young son inoculated during her stay
in Belgrade. But on her return to
London, her proposal that the prac-
tice should be tried in that city was
received with bitter opposition. With
" the exeception of Dr. Maitland, the
surgeon who had accompanied the
Wortley Montagus to Turkey, the
medieal faculty in a body rose against
it. An excited spectator of the day
asserts that even the clergy thundered
from their pulpits against “the im-
piety of taking events out of the hand
of Providence”. Lady Mary, un-

daunted, finally prevailed so far as to
have the experiment tried upon five
criminals. Four recovered satisfae-
torily, the fifth confessing that he had
had smallpox in childhood. Still the
proof was not considered sufficient.
Lady Mary then had her infant
daughter treated, inviting four of the
most eminent doctors of the city to
wateh the progress of the case. But
so opposed were they still to the idea
that she writes to her sister that she
was afraid to leave the child alone
with them for a moment, so unwilling
were they that the treatment should
succeed. None the less the fact is now
acknowledged that the benefits of
vaccination which followed inocula-
tion should be tested in England.

Two hundred years have come and
gone since all this happened. How
little and how great has been the
march forward of women during
these intervening centuries it may be
interesting for the woman of the
twentieth century to investigate for
herself. Glancing backward, an his-
torian of modern times reminds us
that the general ideas as to the men.
tal education of women in the early
days of the Georges were entirely
different from those which dictateq
the education of men. That the
idea that a sister should read anq
study the same books as her brothep
was as foreign as that she should
learn to swim or to manage a rapier,
The more honour then is due to Lady
Mary that hers was the sole voice
raised in protest against such limi.
tation.

The century had passed its meri.
dian when that voice and protest alike
sank into their final silence. But al.
ready new things were at hand. A].
ready there was growing up in Lon.
don a second Mary, who was
on to wider issues the effort so brave
begun by her namesake and predeces.
sor. Though their mental point of
view was largely similar, the circum.
stances of the lives of these two M.
could not well have been more unlike
Wealth, position, opportunity await.
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ed Lady Mary from her birth. Pov-
erty, struggle and sorrow were the
birthright of Mary Wollstonecraft.
By her perseverence and energy she
managed to educate herself sufficient-
ly to obtain a position first as mistress
of a school, later as private govern-
ess. And it was while occupied with
private pupils in Ireland that she
wrote her first novel, now chiefly in-
teresting as a record of her personal
experience.

It was not till she settled in Lon-
don in the year 1787 that she turned
her attention seriously to letters.
During the four years spent in that
city she worked for Mr. Johnson, the
well-known publisher, bringing out
several books for children, educational
in aim, and occasional articles for
The Analytical Review. Mr. John-
son thoroughly appreciated his young
Irish friend. From first to last,
through all her dark days, as her
bright ones. he remained her unfail-
ing eounsellor. At his house in Lon-
don many of her happiest hours were
spent. It was frequented by many
of the foremost men of the day, the
weadiest and keenest thinkers, and
among them, as a listener to and shar-
er in their talk, Mary felt her mind
spurred on to fresher effort.

It was during these years that
Burke’s celebrated essay, “Reflections
on the Revolution in France”, was
published, and it touched the mipd of
his young countrywoman as with a
live coal. The discussion it at once
stirred up regarding the Rights of
Man drew from this second Mary her
prompt argument for the Rights of
Woman. Her alert brain was instant
to understand, and at the moment
seemed to be the only one to under-
stand that the one proposition must
follow the other. She was the ﬁ_rst
woman to hear the faintly growing
murmur of remonstrance of her sex,
the first to gather up the growing
sentiment regarding the emancipation
of women and to give it expression.

It is for this service to her genera-
tion that Mary Wollstonecraft is not-

able, and not as some would rather
say, for the romantic experiences of
her life that shortly followed—the ex-
periences of those stormy days in
France, succeeded by such quick de-
spair in England, that had it not
been for a kindly hand stretched out
to her at a very awful moment, the
dark waters of the Thames would
have closed forever over yet another
vietim. It is comforting to know that
kindness, love and home awaited her
beyond that darkest hour, even thongh
her final days of sunshine were des-
tined to be short.

Her book “The Vindication of the
Rights of Woman” is memorable as
being the first proclamation of that
movement peculiar to the nineteenth
century, and which is still continued
as the “Woman Question”. Its de-
mands, summed up, are two—those
of equality of education—alike for
woman as for man—and equality of
civil rights.

The evils it sets forth concerning
woman are first the abject nature of
her economic existence; and second-
ly, the stunting of her growth, intel-
lectually and morally, by the rigid
exactions of men in holding her sub-
ordinate to serve their pleasure. Its
author admits the mental inferiority
of women in her day, but holds it
largely due to the over-wrought sensi-
bility demanded of them by man, to
the neglect of the development of
their powers of mind. Perhaps no
better treatise has been written on
this subject of over-sensibility than
the searching analysis of Meredith in
his novel “The Egoist”,

As a furtherance of higher educa-
tion the book in question proposed
first a system of national schools with
co-education. For very young chil-
dren it foreshadowed kindergarten
methods. It argued further that
should such higher education be grant-
ed to women, all professions should
be opened to their choice as freely as
to men’s. Finally it suggested a wo-
man’s capacity for the study of medi-
cine and nursing.

S———
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So much a matter of course is every
one of these propositions to-day, one
is apt to forget the courage displayed
by their originator in throwing her
gauntlet so boldly in the face of pub-
lic opinion. The same methods of
reply were customary then as now.
Sarcasm, jests, not always of the fin-
est, patronizing pity were poured
forth upon her. Horace Walpole pro-
claimed her abroad as “a hyena in
petticoats”, though he admitted he
had never read a word of her book.
To his mind such a work was distinet-
ly a revolutionary factor, and he
hated revolutions as noisy and dis-
turbing. Hannah More, famous as a
member of the Blue Stocking Set,
likewise refused to read it, on the
plea that she, personally, had all the
liberty she wanted. An array of in-
fluential periodicals flocked into the
fray. The Monthly Review wavered.
‘While agreeing that both the condi-
tion and character of woman was cap-
able of improvement, and admitting
that the book suggested much that
was deserving of attention by the
publie, it carefully skipped out of
danger by adding that the writer’s
opinions were fanciful, her projects
romantic. Other critics advised her
manfully to return to the weak ele-
gance of mind, the sweet docility of
manner, and to the exquisite sensi-
bility which was the acknowledged
ornament of her sex. Finally, The
Critical Review capped the climax by
lordly suggesting that to commit both
author and book to oblivion would be
the kindest treatment that could be
shown.

Amidst this clamour an encourag-
ing note was heard. William God-
win, one of the ablest thinkers of the
day, openly commended the book.
Knowing something of its writer per-
sonally (at a later date she became
his wife), he knew that it was not
restlessness of unfilled days or life
that had evoked the work, but the
sincere conviction of its author that
she was speaking the necessary truth

universal
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in the cause of a fuller and abler
womanhood. His logical mind real-
ized that if the abstract right of man
will bear discussion and explanation,
the abstract right of woman cannot
be excluded from the same test. In
consequence he admired not only
Mary Wollstonecraft’s insight and
her courage in striking straightly and
alone at the false foundation on which
woman’s whole life was then based,
but the courage likewise of her soli-
tary hope that it might be rebuilt
upon as firm and free a basis as the
life of man.

‘With regard to the second proposi-
tion, the demand for civil rights, the
little book in question voices for the
first time what John Stuart Mill so
boldly proclaimed a little later, that,
given democracy, woman must re-
main comparatively powerless so long
as the franchise is denied her. The
practical accomplishment of this de-
mand remains to be thrashed out in

future, but as a matter of abstract

right it stands to-day unquestioned.
At the date, however, of the publica-
tion of this book the advocation of
suffrage was distin
shocking. None knew better indeed
than Mary Wollstonecraft herself the
ridicule it would provoke; that it
would be considered and condemned
as the wildest of all Utopian schemes.
Yet, laughter to the contrary, her de-
mand so early formulated has not
only persisted through two centuries,
but repeats itself anew as a compel-
ling problem of a third.

In the matter of the social work
that appeals so nearly to the sym-
pathies of the modern woman, the
book has little that is definite to say.
Yet occasional suggestions indicate
that its author had an inkling at least
that such questions as the true consti-
tution of the family, the relation he-
tween domestic and political prob.
lems, the prevention of crime, ang
other social complexities must event.
ually to some extent find their soln-
tion at the hands of women.
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V.—WAR INFIRMITIES AND THERAPEUTIC MARVELS

RN a study of the war it
WR! is uncertain which rouses
the most wonder, the en-
gines of destruction, the
&8 unprecedented physical
effects on the soldiers, or
the development of surgery and medi-
eine. The remarkable advance of the
destructive machine I have already
treated in part, although each suec-
ceeding week proves that there is no
limit to it. At the time of the pen-
ning of that part there were no
“tanks”, although a few of us had
gome unproclaimed idea of their com-
ing; and even they are but the be-
ginning of war’s frightfulness.

The side of war less known to the
publie, because less dramatie, less
pleasant to contemplate, less immedi-
ately material to the progress of vie-
tory, is the physical conditions in-
dneed by this novel strug_gle. In the
old days of stand-up fighting, of mere

s and rifles, where some shadow
of honour clung to both sides, there
was small incentive to advanced sur-
gical methods and practically none
to new medical ideas. Soldiers fell

jerced by a bullet or a sword or a
ance, and the result differed imma-
terially from the accidents of daily
life. Sickness was merely the sick-
ness of civilian life and was treated

ch.
”B'Et with the arrival of trench war-
fare everything altered, from the
training of the soldier to his ailments

ol

and treatment. It is no longer a
matter of passing out from a camp
to a pre-arranged battlefield, like a
great military tournament, with re-
tirement at fall of darkness for rest
and care of the wounded. There are
no eamps now, save rest-camps, where
the soldiers are out of the struggle
for a definite period. The fight is
carried on without ceasing from ex-
posed trenches that make camp life
at the rear a rest indeed. And retire-
ment is temporary defeat; rest is but
the substitution of brigades or divis-
ions whose period of relief has ex-
pired.

Whoever heard of “trench-shins”
or “trench-feet” before this war? Or
of shell-shock?” And even nephritis
and rheumatism and hernia, while
illnesses of peace, have become much
more the illnesses of the style of
warfare in Flanders and France.
“Trench-shins” may sound like a flip-
pant name for an unimportant ail-
ment, but to the sufferer it is tempor-
arily as bad as a serious wound and
less eager to respond to treatment.
In reality it is a form of rheumatism
that attacks the lower part of the leg
in painful form, due to standing in
mud and water. It is as incapaci-
tating in time as a shrapnel wound.
“Shell-shock” is more descriptive, but
fails utterly in the indefiniteness of
its application; for shell-shock may
range from a mere mental surrender
of the moment to staring madness or
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complete and everlasting paralysis.

Nephritis, an inflammation of the
kidneys, has attacked many an other-
wise strong soldier, and at the first
of the war was not appreciated in all
its seriousness by the doctors, largely
because its inducement by such a con-
dition was, of course, entirely new.
But soon it entered into the list of
diseases which received special con-
sideration and yielded to modern
therapeutics with gratifying readi-
ness. Of course, in its favour stood
the physical record of the sufferer,
whose presence in the army denoted
a constitution prepared for its eradi-
cation. That it was taken in time
stands to the well-being of hundreds
of Canadians whose previous health
had unfitted them for describing their
symptoms to the doctors.

Other kidney diseases have been in-
duced by exposure in the trenches, be-
ing assisted by conditions of diet and
bodily protection and care. But with
the more careful study of results the
soldier has been safe-guarded in a
manner never thought possible at the
beginning of the war.

The menace of rheumatism was
more thoroughly understood from the
first, and it has always received spe-
cial treatment. “Frozen” feet are
seldom frost-bitten, but a form of
rheumatism caused by the continued
cold and damp. The provision of
trench mats, a raised slat walk along
the bottom of the trench, has done
much to keep feet dry—at least to
give them a chance to dry. Never
after that awful first winter have those
fathomless depths of mud so incon-
venienced and threatened the soldiers.

Although I have never heard hernia
officially recognized as a war injury, I
have come across too many cases not
to see the connection. ' In modern
warfare the manual labour forced on
the soldier is infinitely greater than
at any other stage of war’s history.
Always there stands within easy range
of rifle fire a great line of men who
must be kept supplied. There are
trenches to dig at fever pace and un-
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der all kinds of conditions. There
are wire fences to erect, wounded to
be retrieved under fire, strenuous
night patrolling. And, while motor
transport has been developed to com-
pleteness at the rear, everything near
the front line is the work of human
hands.

Take an ordinary night’s duties. A
relieving column is going in. That
in itself is a novelty of this war.
And each man carries a load that
would frighten him under peace con-
ditions. In addition to his equipment
of rifle, cartridges and pack, he prob-
ably staggers along under a roll of
barb wire, or fence-posts, or extra
supplies for those who remain at the
front. And the conditions of ap-
proach to the front line are in them-
selves a strain. Perhaps for miles
the incoming soldiers twist and turn
and bump along through utter dark.
ness in a trench not wide enough to
give them ease of swing, and so
crooked that a wall always seems to
be facing them. Here and there are
holes, probably filled with water
cave-ins, the chaos of recent shelling
dropped equipment and supplies. Thé
physical strain is, of course, tremen-
dous. And to evade the irritation of
blind trench progress some who per-
fer to risk the open stagger into shell-
holes or deep trenches whose first an.
nouncement is coincident with a few
broken ribs or a bruised body. Walk.
ing unannounced into a six-foot
trench in the dark is not a recreation
to encourage.

The most interesting of the physi
effects is shell-shock, both fll')on};81 tet:le
variety of its evidences and from its
treatment. Essentially a thing of this
war, its every mood and twist is g
novelty which has called to its sty
the best medical minds in the coun
While in every case shell-shock is g
nervous affection, it is far more varieq
in its forms than anyone but those jn
daily touch with it would su
There are those who maintain that
fifty per cent. of the soldiers, even in.
cluding those in the trenches, suffep
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to some slight extent from it; and my
own observation leads me to believe it.
Its existence is noticeable in a petul-
ance at unnecessary or sudden noise,
and in the apparently unreconcilable
effects of extreme sensitiveness to ir-
ritation and extreme indifference.

In its least serious recognized form
it may go no further than a slight
trembling under excitement, perhaps
a profuse perspiration. Sufferers by
the thousands have been temporarily
relieved of trench life for nothing
more than a startled shrinking at the
sound of a gun. It has been found
that it is much better to give the suf-
ferer a chance to recover from the
first slight symptoms than to leave it
until months of careful treatment is
required. A slightly more advanced
stage in some is the perspiration that
breaks out, the debilitating effects of
which anyone can appreciate.

Of course, shell-shock is the result
of the guns. In some cases it may
come from the mere overwhelming
roar itself, as anyone may have felt
the mental irritation caused by the
uproar in a stamping mill. But usual-
ly the physical condition of the sol-
dier protects him until the shells be-
gin to crowd him in quantities thg,t
leave him no time for recovering his
poise. But the event of bombardment
that claims its shell-shock vietims by
the score all along a much strafed line
is being buried by the earth thrown
up by an exploding shell. Very few
cases of shell-shock have I encounter-
ed that were not induced by this ter-
rifying experience or started on their
way by it. :

The story of shell-shock lends itself
to dramatic effects, to startling nar-
ration of incident, for in it lies at
times the weirdness of mental unbal-
ance, of physical uncontrol, of ludie-
rous action, of mystifying and sud-

recovery.
%ere the effect is slight—it may
not appear slight to the uninitiated—
the sufferer usually treats it so light-
ly that the onlooker sees but the funny
side of it. This is increased by the
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knowledge that shell-shock is ordin-
arily but temporary in its serious ef-
fects. For instance, seated at a card-
table one evening with a French-Cana-
dian soldier who looked fit for any
trench, someone brushed a tiny ash-
tray into his lap. Instantly, trivial
as the incident was, one hand began
to shake so violently as to threaten
the table itself. It was early in my
acquaintance with shell-shock, and
while T recognized it immediately 1
was much embarrassed for the suf-
ferer. But embarrassment was un-
called for. For a second or two he
watched his own right hand waving
back and forward as if it belonged to
someone else. Then he calmly seized
it with his left and held it still, smil-
ed down on it, and addressed it in
the most pleasantly detached manner:
“Hold on, there. KEasy now, easy.”
Twenty seconds later he was dealing,
The relieving feature of it is that
the boys themselves treat it so lightly.
A certain few make fun of it in
others, and lay it to “funk”. But
there is none of that in the vast ma-
jority of cases, V.C.s suffering with
others, colonels with privates; and
many of them are as eager as their
more fortunate comrades to return to
the fight. While, of course, it is
“nerves”, it is a form that comes so
suddenly in its worst type as to be
uncombattable. To me it is always
distressing, and sometimes beyond de-
seription in its dire effects on the
nervous system for the time being.
One of its worst forms is to deprive
the sufferer temporarily of sight, or
speech, or power of movement. That
mental equipment has some influence
on it seems evident from the fact that,
at least in these forms, it is much
more prevalent among Imperial than
among Canadian troops. One Cana-
dian soldier I know was paralyzed at
first from head to foot. When I met
him power had returned as far down
as his legs, and he was most cheerful
and hopeful. Slowly life crept down-
ward, accompanied by pains- like
rheumatism, and soon he was walking.
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The cures—that is the wonderful
part of it. Being “nerves”, it some-
times demands treatment that might
appeal to the outsider as cruel. There
are in London special hospitals de-
voted to its cure. It was found that
the treatment it demanded could not
be administered in the ordinary hos-
pital, nor could the disease be studied
save by those whose attention was
undiverted by the other injuries of
war.

The essence of treating mere trem-
bling is absolute mental rest, with
sufficient physical exertion to keep the
mind engaged without fatiguing body
or mind. This, too, is the method for
the final stage of recovery in all
cases. By the experiences of one con-
valescent home situated in the midst
of a large garden, work in the garden
produced surprising results. The pa-
tients were set to raking or tending
flowers or keeping a certain path in
condition. On the results was found-
ed a special hospital at Buxton. The
work must be quiet, free from sudden
noises and movements, and restful in
every way.

The treatment for the various
forms of paralysis is different. The
very prineiple of it is surprise. Which
should prove the diversity of shell-
shock. A man whose tongue refuses
to express itself, whose eyes refuse to
register, whose limbs refuse to per-
form their work, must be taken out
of himself. The recoveries are usual-
ly amusing. A dumb man by mis-
take presses to his lips the lighted end
of a cigarette—and cusses involun-
tarily. A friend tries to cheat him at
cards—and in the blaze of the mo-
ment is told the particular kind of
rogue he is. He falls into the water
—and screams for help. One dream-
ed that he was entangled in the Ger-
man wire and shouted his fear.

Blindness is more difficult because
it cuts off the most active sense and
makes counter-shock less startling.
But it yields like speechlessness in
the end. Paralysis forgets itself.
One shell-shock patient rose from his
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invalid’s chair and leaped into the
Thames to save a sinking girl. At
a “revue” an actor fired a pistol, and
a helpless paralytic jumped to his
feet.

It is the knowledge of these recoy-
eries that has developed a treatment
along lines hitherto unrecognized by
therapeutics. In shell-shock hospitals
mesmerism is a standard experiment
that is frequently effective. The doe-
tors bully unmercifully at times, un-
til the exasperated dumb patient ex-
presses his anger. More than one has
found it impossible except by word
of mouth to convey his repugnance
at the doctor’s frank convietion that
he is faking. A doctor comes to the
chair of a paralytic and suddenly op-
ders him to stand. In sheer surprise
and alarm the patient may obey. Op
the doctor seats himself quietly by the
bedside of a speechless patient asl
and begins to talk. The patient awakes
and replies before he remembers his
affliction. Once a nurse so angered
a patient by telling him that he was
no gentleman that he exploded in g
vivid recital of his impressions of
her, although he had not spoken for
weeks.

In another case speech returned to
the soldier through embarrassment.
The nurse accompanied him to a
ber’s, excused herself while he wag
in the chair, and when settling time
came the poor soldier found he hag
not a cent. He began to explain thagt
he would return with the money,

Again, friends of the sufferer lay
themselves out to cure him. An Ays.
tralian was made to speak by hig
friends cutting the cord of a ham.
mock in which he lay above a stream,
As he clambered up the bank, boil.
ing with rage, “Who the 3
that?” he roared. Trick cigare
and matches are given, to explode
near the patient’s face. Bent pPins
are placed beneath them. Bad news
is suddenly delivered. They are cuff.
ed and booted and trodden upon
generally made miserable. And
or later some instinet within Protests
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at further maltreatment and yields.
The dumb or blind or paralyzed shell-
shocked soldier leads the life of a
dog—for his own good.

For the ordinary cases, especially
where the evidence of shell-shock is
localized in a limb, massage is most
beneficial, the subtle progress of the
treatment from soothing gentleness to
stiff kneading and rapping—always
under medical advice—breaking down
the barrier of nerves.

Perhaps the disease which the pub-
liec and the soldier have most feared
is spinal meningitis. Evidence seems
to prove that the Canadians brought
it to England early in the war, but
its spread—in so far as it did spread
—cannot be ascribed to the Cana-
dians. The infection of an English
nurse who died from it was traced
to her association with a Canadian
officer, who was found to be a germ
earrier ; but other cases have develop-
ed in France where there were no
Canadians. '

There has not been much loss of life
from it, and its treatment has ad-
vanced to the point where there is
little danger. I have talked with &
number of Canadians who have com-
pletely recovered, although recovery
is slow. It seems that the disease is
being carefully watched, and when
taken early is not necessarily danger-
ous. Three or four English physi-
eians have made a special study of it.

At this time it is safe to say that
at one stage of the war the most seri-
ous menace to the English arms was
measles. The details of its preval-
ence during two or three months of
the second year will probably never
be known, but whole camps were in

tine. No one but the authori-

ties will ever know the anxiety that

iled.

pr;;athe surgical department has been
the most remarkable advance. It was
quickly found that the greatest dan-
was not from the wounds then}-
selves, but from a variety of sepsis
that seemed to breed in the very soil
of France. Wounds in themselves

trivial developed seriously, and the
word went forth that the utmost en-
deavour must be made to dress the
slightest wounds as quickly as pos-
sible and to get the wounded man
back to the hospitals without delay.
There the main effort was towards
frustrating septiceemia. Success has
been marvellous. Even shrapnel
wounds, the worst of all and the most
likely to become infected, are looked
upon with less anxiety.

The very method of disinfecting
altered, and as this is writing it is
still altering. That, of course, is the
essence of wound treatment. The old
application of peroxide of hydrogen,
the standard the world over before
the war, has been left somewhat in
the limbo of the past. Iodine, in
various forms, is the immediate hope;
and it has justified itself. In hos-
pital it changes again. A simple
saline solution that anyone can make
in a few minutes is the universal dis-
infectant and cleanser. Its curative
properties have astounded the pro-
fession. It is a return to grand-
mother’s remedy, but slightly altered
in preparation and strength.

Now a new method is being experi-
mented with by the celebrated Ameri-
can physician Dr. Carrol. His solu-
tion is simple but more or less arbi-
trary at this stage, and its applica-
tion is a development of flushing that
has prevailed for many months at the
front. The result thus far is a wound
healed in a fifth of the time formerly
considered satisfactory.

There are, too, several discoveries
that assist materially in the healing
process. For instance, an FEnglish
doctor has experimented successfully
with the application of a ecelluloid
covering to the wound beneath the
dressing. The celluloid does not ad-
here, and in redressing the wound is
never irritated and the patient is
saved much suffering.

Much of the success of the hospi-
tals depends upon the attitude of the
wounded. Never have men gone
through so much with such lightness
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of heart, such unfaltering courage.
I will never forget a visit to one of
the largest London hospitals where
special attention was paid to face
wounds. The doctor, showing me
some of the worst cases—I would soon
have had enough had it not been for
the cheer of the sufferers—brought
me to a bed where a Scots lad had
received enough shrapnel in the face
to have killed him at any other stage
of the world’s medical development.
I will not describe his face, as it had
healed. Sufficient to say that one eye
was gone, the other equally useless
for any practical purpose.

“How the things to-day?”’ inquir-
ed the doctor, in that careless way
which alone admits inquiry concern-
ing health. In the broadest of Scots
the poor, deformed face lifted itself
towards the doctor’s and a patient
smile twisted it. “Canny, doctor,
canny.” Then with a surge of exul-
tation, as if every ill had dropped
from him: “I can see the light.”

“I can see the light!” How petty
the indispositions of civilian life!

“What got you ?” I asked a Toronto
lad, the terrible condition of whose
head was concealed by dressings that
had been changed twice a day for a
year. He grinned. “Don’t know.
Must have been a sixteen-inch shell,
direct hit, T think,” he laughed. His
only worry was how the silver plate
which he would be compelled to wear
through life would act under the cold
of Canada.

The work of the surgeons is beyond
belief unless one is moving amidst it.
Thousands of men will return to Can-
ada capable of resuming their work,
who would never have had a chance
under the surgical knowledge of even
the beginning of the war. And thou-
sands whose lives would have been
unbearable will suffer only slight in-
convenience. The small proportion
of deaths would have startled even
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the theorists of pre-war days. And
so much of the recovery is practically
painless that the wounded soldier is
openly congratulated by his compan-
ions. It means “blighty” for him,
and comparative comfort.

“You shouldn’t be here; you shonld
be dead,” blurted out a doctor to a
lad whose forehead, from temple to
temple, a bullet had ploughed. And
the fortunate fellow knew no ineon-
venience save the dressings.

Hospital is pretty nearly heaven to
the soldier who has spent mueh time
in the front lines in the winter sea.
son. I personally know many of them
who, convalescing in the summertime
from old wounds, purposely deceived
the doctors so as to return to the
trenches by early fall with the chanee
of getting back wounded to the hos-
pitals for the winter. It is one of the
best influences on his fighting that g
soldier dreads the trenches more than
the wounds that will send him fo the
rear. He may be killed—although
the chances are unbelievably small—
but if he is only wounded he is will-
ing to take the chances.

The last stage of refitting the sol-
dier for the fight of life is worth a
book to itself. New limbs that aet
almost like the original, nerves and
bones that are made once more to do
their work, muscles that are renewed
—the details are as wonderful as the
rareness of amputation. And stil]
medical science is in its infaney. That
is one of the grandest results of the
war, that the science of human eon-
servation recognizes more than it ever
did its incompleteness and is deter.
mined to seek the remedy.

War is indeed terrible, but much
of its terror has been eliminated by
the call of necessity. As the engine
of destruction amplifies, the problem
of conservation and physical salyg.
tion grows with it and goes even he.
yond it.
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The Hicge of Germany
from the Sea

BY COMMANDER CARLYON BELLAIRS

THE FIRST OF A SERIES OF ARTICLES ON WHAT MIGHT BE CALLED
“THE LAST PHASE OF THE WAR"

Xl addressed to neutrals, it
¥ is frequently argued that
| the Kaiser’s silly charge
%yl that we brought on the
war is disproved by our
failure to prepare an army. It would
be better to recognize any lack of
preparation as our statesmen’s folly,
and learn the lesson to look ahead and
mest the future.

Ag our alliance consists of five first-
elass navies against two, and wielding
for re of at least three to one, the con-
ditions afloat are more favourable
than those for which we have always
held our navy prepared. The Allies
have a reserve of naval strength far
gregter than has existed in the land
war. They have consequently had no
diffienlty in carrying out the chief
ohject of war in that they have main-
tained at sea all their military and
eccnomie activities while completely
deny.ng the surface of the sea to the
enemy, except in the Baltic and the
Sea of Marmora. This success we
knew from history could not end a
war, but it is a condition leading to
a vietorions peace. It is only when
we examine the secondary objects of
naval war that we see indications of
failure, due to the fact that we did
not plan ahead, and that the different
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articles by Englishmen, '

navies do not possess the co-ordinated
and united effort of one force under
a single direction.

Our forefathers, for instance, knew
how to handle a situation where neu-
trals like Holland and Denmark were
supplying some of the trade an enemy
could not get into his own ports di-
rect. Vast neutral interests have
been created in this modern form of
smuggling, interests which not only
work for Geymany, but will power-
fully influence these neutrals, whose
territory might be so useful to us in
the strategy of war, against interven-
ing at a favourable moment, as Rou-
mania has done. Drifting into error
is usnally followed by concealment of
error, and this has not only been the
case in regard to the blockade, but in
other directions. For instance, Mr.
Belfour in his controversy with Mr.
Churchill, revealed that the Admiral-
ty had failed to anticipate the need
for cruisers on the routes to defend
our trade, and had not provided a
single submarine-proof harbour on the
six-hundred-mile stretch of our east
coast. The worst case of unexplain-
ed inaction was the failure to make
cotton contraband. Had this been
done any time during the first six
months of war, the enemy would have
exhausted his available efficient pro-
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pellent explosives, and the war would
have ended months ago. What that
means to the Empire, and almost
every family in it, can easily be ima-
gined. Take the Zeppelins, as an-
other example. We possessed photo-
graphs and measurements of every
detail of the Zeppelin type before
the war. We did not build one, and
yet the argument is clear. Germany
was sure to use the submarine and
mine, and made no secret of the in-
tention. Our naval scouting could
therefore be most efficiently done by a
Zeppelin, which could manceuvre for
many hours clear of both these dan-
gers, and see across much greater
areas than a surface vessel. Another
example where imagination would
have helped us was the mine-field,
since we did not provide any sea
mines until long after war was de-
clared. Lines of mines are the
trenches of the sea, more potent than
trenches on shore, for their position
is unknown to the enemy, and no
artillery can destroy them. So long
as the enemy’s fleet exists, mines can
only be removed by vessels protected
by a superior fleet, and that involves
too great a risk of attack by sub-
marines. One more instance is per-
missible of how the brain of the navy
failed to get to work. We provided
the best submarines, but we did not
send any to the Baltic until a few
went there several months after war
broke out. What was the obvious line
of argument?

(1) Our strength in surface vessels
would prevent German ships from
showing in the North Sea, whereas
the advantage in surface vessels lay
with the Germans in the Baltie.

(2) Germany would therefore offer
our submarines hardly any surface
targets in the North Sea, whereas her
commerce with Sweden, her opera-
tions against the Russians along the
coast, such as von der Goltz forecast-
ed, and the blockade of the entrances
to the Baltie, would cause her to offer
plenty of targets in the Baltic. These
easily foreseeable conditions should
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have caused us to send a large flotilla
of submarines to the Baltic on or
about the outbreak of war, ere ar-
rangements could be made to prevent
us.
The result of our failure to face the
future—and many other cases could
be cited—is that after over two years
of war, against a navy which dare not
engage in battle, we have yet been
denied by mines all entrance into the
Baltie, the Dardanelles, and into ex-
tensive areas of water off the German
coasts. We have vacillated in a way
known to all in our blockade, and we
have failed to terminate Germany’s
trade with Sweden. Nearly all our
movements in the North Sea are pe-
vealed to the Germans by Zeppelins,
and to judge by the number of troops
we keep in Great Britain the naval
authorities have given no guarantee
against invasion. Across the pie-
ture of “the might have been”, must
be written “Too Late”. We are bad
starters, good stayers and sure win-
ners; and our navy has splendidly
atoned for administrative mistakes,
It was brought late in the erisis to its
unprepared base, but seamanship rose
superior to all difficulties. In the bat-
tle of Jutland not only did our men
show themselves superior in morale,
but the Germans were both strategie-
ally and tactically defeated, escaping
only through the information given
by a Zeppelin.

The failure of Whitehall has leq
many to Mr. Blatchford’s idea that
new blood and reform should be
brought in, and he has secured a great
following since the Admiralty momen-
tarily failed, on the first reports of
the battle of Jutland, to support the
gallant seamen who had won a net-
able victory. Some time ago Mr. Bal.
four refused a request in Parliameng
for reform because he disliked chan
in war! He has now introduced one
officer with sea-going experience dyp.
ing the war. That is not enough. The
First Sea Lord should be a
strategist with the most recent
experience. All the Sea Lords of the
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Board should be relieved of their ad-
ministrative routine work, and hold
the posts among them of Directors of
the War Staff, Operations and Air
Services. The present Directors are
not on the Board, which is kept too
busy with mere routine duties which
tax energy and cramp imagination.
On the whole the navy has done so
well afloat that one longs to see its
own high standard applied to those
in control ashore. The knowledge
that there is room for improvement
is really a most encouraging thought,
because with every advance we in-
erease the stringency of our siege of
Germany. The navy’s great services
are so obvious that Mr. Balfour’s able
statement of them addressed to the
countrymen of the naval historian,
Admiral Mahan, seemed hardly neces-
gary. The fuss made over the Moewe
and the Deutschland, by a nation
which in peace-time possessed the see-
ond navy and the second mercantile
marine in the world, speaks volumes
as to the siege of Germany in one
direction, and contrasts with the
regularity with which the supplies of
the Allies pass over the seas. The fall
of the last of the German colonies and
the consequent release of British ship-
ping employed, shows vividly the
operations of our sea-power in an-
other direction. The Germans know
of it, dream of it, feel it in every
fibre of their bodies—this tyranny of
sea-power. It leads Hindenburg to
exclaim that England is the enemy.
It is what brought Napoleon down
and made him ery out to his generals
after a victory: “We want greater
things than this, we want ships, col-
onies and commerce.” Slowly the
dim consciousness that DBritish sea-
power will make an end of Prussian
militarism is turning to stark reality.
Our brains must get to work on the
blem of how to use our sea-power
with the best effect. If the Germans
think they can circumvent it, that
thought will prolong the war. For
every man and woman then the pro-
blem is to make the Government bring

home to Germany the hopelessness of
such an idea. One method is pub-
licity. If we are really building to
the full limits of our resources, the
more Germany knows of it the better.
If we sink submarines, the sooner
Germany hears of it the better. If
we get munitions from America let
the fact be rubbed in. To constrain
neutrals whose frontiers march with
those of Germany is the way to reach
the mind of the Hun, for he will very
soon hear and feel our action. When
he feels that he is so ringed in that
there is no relief from any point of
the compass, he will be in the mood to
surrender. His allies must feel our
sea-power mnot merely passively but
actively. Let us remember that both
Nelson and Dundonald were keen
advocates of coastal operations. Syria,
which offers a promising field for such
raids, was the scene of Sydney Smith’s
successful exploit at Acre against Na-
poleon, causing the latter to say that
a British captain made him miss his
destiny !

The test of these operations is that
they should inflict great damage in
proportion to the forece employed and
cause a large force of the enemy to
be absorbed in the defensive instead
of the offensive, otherwise they come
under Napoleon’s ban that “the Eng-
lish love to wage war in small pac-
kets”,

To know what to avoid is as import-
ant as to know what to do. I am con-
stantly told that we ought to employ
all our destroyers in hunting sub-
marines, and our fleet in knocking
Heligoland to pieces. That certainly
is not the Jellicoe touch. It was by
having his destroyers with him that
Sir John Jellicoe was able to accom-
plish so much at the battle of Jutland.
It was a terrible mistake to give up
Heligoland, but we do not wipe out
o?r mistake by piling another on top
of it.

There is, however, a point at which
it is redundant to add to the High
Seas Fleet, and this should leave a
large surplus of vessels for hunting
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through the North Sea and protect-
ing the trade to Holland, and through
the Skaggerack. We can do more
with the Allied navies, and our great
object is to make their pressure and
offensive felt simultaneously with the
offensives on all fronts by the armies
on shore. The submarine hunt is
foremost among these secondary ob-
jectives because the submarines inter-
fere with the transport of troops and
munitions, and sensibly reduce day
by day the 3,600 ocean-going steamers
with which we started this war. So
much are our steamers wanted in this
war that we have taken over half, or
fifty-two per cent., for the war pur-
poses of the Allies. The important
thing is to turn the hunted into the
hunter by arming all the steamers.
A twelve-knot Italian steamer is said
to have recently sunk one submarine
and beaten off two on her way to New
York, and it is significant that in
spite of the operations of the U53 an
armed Italian steamer sailed, while
unarmed British steamers postponed
their sailings. The war statistics are
conclusive as to the advantage of arm-
ing not only the steamers, but all
patrol boats hunting for submarines.
If the guns are equally available for
sinking floating mines and firing at
Zeppelins, all the better. Economy of
guns and men can be obtained by
changing them over from vessels pass-
ing out of the submarine zone to those
passing in. That is a detail. The im-
portant things to remember are that
it takes time to replace a lost mer-
chant ship, it is expensive to build,
and it interferes with naval work.
From every point of view it is better
to arm existing ships. Sometimes we
need them badly for a certain purpose
other than aetual work. Supposing
we held a hundred vessels in the
Mediterranean, so that troops there
could be rapidly transported from one
point to another. That fact alone
would place the whole German plan
in jeopardy, for they have no men
to spare to meet a new situation, and
the transport of troops by sea is much
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more rapid than by the poor railway
systems to be found near the coast of
the eastern hasin of the Mediterran-
ean. Should the military plan in con-
junction with Russia and Roumania
open up a road from those countries
to the Mediterranean, wheat supplies
would come to us by a quicker route
than the Argentine.

Always we must distinguish be-
tween what is vital and what is mere-
ly useful. Tt is not vital that so much
of our shipping should bring us more
than what is necessary in supplies, or
that it should dance attendance on
our navy merely because it may be
useful in some conjectural circum-
stances. We need a stock-taking in-
quiry on the use of shipping so that
it may be employed on what is vital.
But let us keep what we have got of
merchant ships by arming them. Net
a submarine would dare work on the
surface in action if all merchant shi
were armed, and their speed below
the surface is not more than twelye
knots, or possibly fourteen knots for
a couple of hours in the latest t
Let us, furthermore, recognize that if
we build a few Zeppelins, they would
be, in association with our fleet and
seaplanes, more than a match for g
number of German Zeppelins, and so
complicate the German navy’s scout-
ing tacties. If our naval movements
were co-ordinated with those of the
Russians in the Baltic, it is quite pos-
sible to break the Baltic blockade of
the Sound against submarines and
commerce. Finally, let us think out
ahead how to use Zeebrugge and Qs.
tend, and the canal systems, and Ant.
werp, when they are once more in our
hands.

My last point is the blockade. It
has to be made more stringent. If i
involves, in the case of Holland ang
Denmark, with frontiers marehi
with those of Germany, certain delj-
cate points of national rights, we
should ask ourselves this question:
‘We believe the war involves our Eurg.
pean civilization while all Europe, in-
cluding Holland and Denmark, will
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come under the Prussian heel of mili-
tarism if it is lost. The greater right
to defend civilization swallows up the
lesser right of international laws
formed before railways gave new
means of supplying an enemy and a
new meaning to a principle more than
once enunciated in our prize-courts
that a neutral ought not to acquire a
new trade with our enemy by reason
of the fact that the enemy’s shipping
has been driven off the sea. All these
considerations point to the fact that
we have still means at our disposal
of bringing an increasing pressure to
bear on our enemy, and if under the
present mild conditions of our siege
of Germany the Hun has begun to

“squeal”, we have every reason to
hope for satisfactory results as our
sca power strengthens to a strangle-
hold.

In the case of Greece we have pre-
scriptive rights under our guarantee
of the Constitution and under the
treaties, and it is permissible to point.
out that with her coast, the Corinth
Canal, and the majority of the people
on our side, sea power can very effec-
tively be brought into action so as to
clear up the situation in a very short
time. To bring Greece to our side
would save us much transport work,
besides giving us vietory in the East
against the German railway system
to Constantinople.

The next article in this series is entitied ‘‘Our Strangle-hold on the German Spy
m’’. It is written by William LeQueux, the famous authority on secret service

and Continental spy systems, and author o

5

f ‘‘Spies of the Kaiser’’, ete.
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HE suggestion arose in

this way. One evening
! at dinner we were dis-
| eussing the origin of the
war, and after some
argument Professor Mor-
gan said, with his usual air of au-
thority :

“We have only circumstantial evi-
dence, but it amounts to a demonstra-
tion. All the lines converge, and the
effect is cumulative. Germany want-
ed and willed the war.”

“Oh,” said Mrs. Crawford, one of
the day boarders, “that depends on
the point of view. Possibly the lines
are parellel. An illusion of perspec-
tive, Professor Morgan.”

“An ingenious argument,” said the
professor, with unusual deference to
a contrary opinion, “but there is a
marked convergence not attributable
to the point of view. Indeed, there is
but one scientific point of view—that
of the impartial observer, the neutral.
But I thought you were for the Allies,
Mrs. Crawford.”

“Yes, yes,” said Mrs. Crawford
lightly. “I am a native American, as
my husband was, and yet I begin to
see something of the other side—per-
haps because of my German ancestry.
1 should like to know what Mr. von
Posenberg thinks of the question.
Tell us, Baron, about the real origin
of the war. You must know.”

The Baron looked embarrassed.
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“How should I know, Mrs. Craw-
ford? I am not the Lord God, nor
even the Kaiser. But this will I say:
it was inevitable; it had to be.”

“Tnevitable! Had to be!” broke in
Professor Morgan. “In that sense
everything is inevitable. We are not
discussing philosophy. The question
is—who wanted the war? Who willed
it? Who is to blame?”

“I blame nobody,” said the Baron,
in a sad voice, “although I have lost
relatives and friends on both sides.
I will say, even, that T pardon every-
body. Tout comprendre est tout
donner. Not that T understand it all,
but the more I understand the more
exenses I find.”

“Fxcuses!” exclaimed the Profes-
sor. “That is the word. Exe
but no justification—none whatevep.
I do not excuse—I accuse. I accuse
the Kaiser, the German aristocraey,
the whole German people.” :

“You cannot indict a whole nation »
said the Baron mildly. “But as to
the military party, I quite agree with
you. It is they who are responsible
—the militarists of Germany, Russi
France, England—all the countries.

“Not all the countries, by
IXialans,” retorted the Professor. ¢

ies were on the defensi
their military preparations, ::;ghn:
they were, were designed to resist
German aggression.”

“That is partially true,” admitteq
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the Baron. “All growing nations are
aggressive. But consider the aggres-
siveness of England, of Russia. No,
the pot must not call the kettle black.
They all make the same mistake.”

“What mistake ?”

“The mistake of thinking that there
is not room for all. The world is
large, Professor Morgan, and there is
room for both Germans and English;
yes, even for Russians. Their inter-
ests are mutual, harmonious, if only
they knew it. When they realize this
there will be prosperity, good-will,
and peace.”

“You talk like Norman Angell”
said the Professor, becoming personal.

“Yes” said the Baron. “I am his
disciple; and, T am proud to say, his
friend. He is an American, almost.”

“Fle is a good man,” said the Pro-
fessor, somewhat mollified by the com-

.pliment, “but he is an optimist, a
dreamer.”

“All prophets are dreamers, Pro-
fessor.”

“Yes, but not all are safe leaders.
If England had listened to the paci-
fists, what would she have been to-
day? A lamb in the midst of wolves.
1t is well that she had a few Dread-
noughts, if nothing else. A Cassan-
dra is the prophet that England needs,
and we also—mot fools that ecry,
‘Peace! Peace! when there is mo

ce.’”

“But,” interposed Mrs. Crawford,
quickly seizing the opportunity to
restore harmony between the debaters,
“should we not try to allay suspicion
and cultivate good fecling between
the nations? The pacifists have done
good work in this way, have they

", -

“Possibly,” admitted Professor
Morgan grudgingly, “but if 1 were
planning to attack my enemy I ‘would
certainly try to allay his suspicion.”

This was a well-aimed shot, and .I
thought I saw the Baron wince as it
struck home, but he made no reply.
Presently he excused himself and
went to his room, where his light was
burning until long after midnight.

The rest of us adjourned to the sit-
ting-room, where we discussed the
Baron and his neutrality. y

“He is too neutral for me,” said
Professor Morgan suddenly.

“He is at least a gentleman,” said
Mrs. Crawford indignantly, “You in-
sulted him, Professor Morgan.”

“I did so intentionally,” said the
Professor grimly.

“In Germany you would he ealled
out for that.”

“T know it,” replied the Professor
calmly. “And it would not be the first
time, by any means. I remember an-
other such aristocrat at Heidelberg,
and our little affair. Tis serene
transparency was punctured, and he
was in the hospital for a month. Odd-
ly enough, he was a Posenberg, too—
an uncle, or cousin, no doubt, for the
resemblance is striking. Pacifist!
Neutral1”

“Why, Professor,” exelaimed Mrs.
Crawford, “I had no idea that you
were such a fire-eater. But why should
you attack the innocent nephew or
cousin 1

“He is a spy, Mrs. Crawford.”

“A spy! Professor, how can you?”

“Masquing as a pacifist.”

“Impossible. He is an absolute neu-
tral.”

“Suspiciously so.”

“If you are right, Professor, he
must be a most consummate hypo-
crite.”

“That is what I think. Do you
know that he was an officer in the
German army for seven years?”

“What of that, Professor? He is
retired.”

“Yes. And after that he spent
some years in England, chiefly as a
student at the University of Oxford.”

“Why not? There are many Ger-
mans in England.”

“Exactly.”

“But he was a prominent advocate
of peace.”

“Even so. The movement has been
worth twenty army corps to Ger-
many.”

“Yes,” broke in the instruetor in

e
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physical culture, “the Baron’s whole
manner is that of a German army of-
ficer. Notice his posture sitting or
standing, his walk, and the way he
clicks his heels together as he bows.
He shows his training.”

“What square shoulders he has!”
said the suffragette. “And how slen-
der his waist! He wears corsets, you
may be sure. But did you mark his
manner toward women? Overbear-
ing and offensive to a degree. Yes,
indeed, he may well be a spy.”

But have you noticed the change
in the food since he came?” said the
instructor in domestic science. “The
cook is a German, you know. Now she
puts caraway seeds in the soup and
vinegar in the potatoes, and we have
had sauerkraut twice in one week. It
looks suspicious.”

“Well.” said I, trying to divest my-
self of all bias, “T have said nothing
hitherto because T felt that we had not
looked at the question from all sides.
One of the chief vices in modern
thinking is that we do not take ae-
count of all the factors in human life,
that we do not consider social reality
as a whole. We omit to allow for
some cause, some motive, and our
whole train of thought is vitiated.
Your method is wrong, Professor Mor-
gan. You should have more facts,
and still more facts, before allowing
yourself to theorize.”

“T have all the facts I need,” said
the Professor very positively. “You
sociologists are always looking at
facts, and never perceive their true
relations. All the great discoveries
have been made by a sort of leap in
thought, a stretch of the imagination,
if you like. Besides, there is no time
for your snail-like methods, as the
Baron will leave the University in five
weeks.”

“You are most unjust, all of you,”
said Mrs. Crawford, looking around
the circle with flashing eyes. “The
poor man is an exile, a stranger in a
strange land, and you treat him as an
enemy. For my part, I will have
nothing to do with this eruel persecu-
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tion. Tt is most unfair, inhospitable,
un-American.”

Mrs. Crawford’s desertion to the
enemy’s side was something of a blow
to Professor Morgan, as he had been
on very good terms with the young
widow before the arrival of the Baron,
and the boarders were beginning to
gossip about them. But now the Pro-
fessor had an additional motive to
spur him on, and he redoubled his
efforts to prove his case, with the re-
sult that he soon collected a consider-
able amount of -ecircumstantial evi-
evidence, very damaging, as most of
us thought, to the Baron’s neutrality.
Only Mrs. Crawford and little Miss
Miller, the exponent of the Montes-
sori system, doubted and even ridi-
culed his conclusions; and, we beliey-
ed, told the Baron what was being
said, thus putting him on his guard
and preparing him for the inevitable
crisis.

Meanwhile, the Baron appeared to
be quite unconscious of our suspie-
ions, for he conversed amicably with
everybody, and showed no disposition
to evade a discussion of the great
question of the day in any of its
phrases. Indeed, he took part freely
in all our conversation, and no onme
could tell by word or tone, or any
other sign, that his feelings were js.
volved in the slightest degree, or that
he favoured one side more than the
other. For all that, Professor Mor-
gan and nearly all our company be-
lieved that the Baron was playing a
part; but a small minority, led by
Mrs. Crawford, stoutly held that he
was just what he professed to he—g
citizen of the world and a thorough-
going pacifist.

Even those who agreed with Pre-
fessor Morgan had no antipathy what-
ever toward the Baron, and the ques-
tion as to whether he were a spy op
not was merely one of academic in-
terest or common curiosity, affecti
in no way our normal rela‘ions ag
colleagues and fellow-boarders. With
Professor Morgan, however, it wag
quite different, for he regarded *he
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Baron as an interloper and an enemy,
and tried to make him compromise
himself in every possible way. Strange
to say, the Baron presentiy gave him
exactly the opening which he desirad,
and the astute Professor was neatly
led into a German trap.

We were speaking of the German
army, and of the fearful losses of the
Death’s Head Hussars on the banks
of the Yser, when the Baron casually
said :

“That was my regiment.”

He was apparently exposing him-
self to a deadly blow, and Professor
Morgan instantly replied:

“lI wonder, Baron von Posenberg,
that you are not with your regiment
at the present time.”

The Baron looked at Professor Mor-
gan with an expression of mild sur-
prise; was silent for a moment; and
then replied in calm, even tones:

“That is a very personal question,
Professor Morgan, but I will give you
the answer, if it will allay your curios-
ity. I was expelled from the regiment
for refusing to fight a duel with a
brother officer, my dearest friend,
gince when I have given my life to
the cause of peace.”

Professor Morgan was staggered,
but returned feebly to the attack, try-
ing to collect his thoughts.

“You are a disciple of Tolstoi, it
'!!m'”

“I do not stand with Tolstoi, Pro-
fessor Morgan, at such a time as this.
When the world is at war, a man’s

lace is with his country. I would go
gmk, of course, but that they made
me give my parole when I left Eng-
].nd‘” -
“Aha!” exclaimed the Professor,
iving a chink in his enemy’s arm-
our. “Doubtless you are serving your
country quite as well as though you
were at the front.”
“How so, Professor?” queried the
Wb

“T will tellgyou, sir,” said the Pro-
fessor, with cold steel in his voice.
“You are no more neutral than I,
though you have been posing as a

pacifist. I compliment you on your
histrionie ability, and T denounce you
as a spy—a German spy.”

The Baron laughed aloud.

“A spy! Lord God! A German
spy! What next? Presently I shall
be the devil himself. Would you like
to see my horns and hoofs, Professor{
I have them in my box, with all the
other properties. Histrionie ability !
That is good. How we find our latent
talents, little by little! If only I had
known it sooner! But it was left to
you, Professor, to make the great dis-
covery. Your researches in physics
are thrown in the shade. In my turn,
I would compliment you, sir, not up-
on your histrionic ability, exactly, but
upon the power of your imagination.
You also have missed your voecation.
A great detective—a sleuth, I think
you ecall it—was lost to the world
when you became a professor of
physics. Think of it! Tn a class with
M. Lecoq and Sherlock Holmes. Ha!
Ha! How refreshing it is to have a
good laugh.”

“Ridicule is not argument,” snap-
ped the Professor.

“No, but what argument can T give?
I am a German, and therefore a spy.
Now that I think of it, T wonder what
I am spying in this region, so far in-
land. Perhaps I am interested in
prairie dogs, or cactus, or sagebrush,
or mountains, or gold mines. Ah,
now we have it—gold mines, of conrse.
Germany needs them. You had bet-
ter look into it, Professor.”

“That is your best argument and
our only difficulty,” admitted the Pro-
fessor grudgingly. “We believe that
you are a spy, although we do not
know what you are doing here. But
wait a little.”

“As long as you like, Professor,”
said the Baron rising. “Before T go,
let me compliment you once more up-
on your vivid imagination and your
courtesy to a stranger.”

The Professor was clearly worsted
in this preliminary encounter, and
wisely made a strategic retirement in-
to the background of the boarding-
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house. There he did bitter penance
for his premature offensive, while
striving to equip himself for another
forward movement.

Meanwhile, the Baron held the field. -

He was now completely exonerated in
the minds of most of the boarders,
who were ashamed of their previous
injurious suspicions, There was a re-
,vulsion of feeling in his favour; sus-
picion and restraint were dispelled,
and he was received into our fellow-
ship as an honoured guest.

It was one thing, however, to treat
a distinguished traveller with duoe
courtesy and hospitality ; it was quite
another to receive with open arms one
about whom we knew but little. In
this respect the men of our company
were correct enough in their behav-
iour: but the women were, asg I
thought, somewhat effusive; and of
these the most conspicuous was the
young and charming widow who had
so courageously defended the Baron
in the time of his unpopularity. It
was only natural, after what had oc-
curred, that she should be more or
less interested in him; but that she
should so suddenly enter upon a career
of coquetry—or love—with a com-
parative stranger, seemed to me high-
ly improper, and even scandalous.

And yet, when one thinks of it,
there is nothing uncommon in an af-
fair of that kind. In our modern
society widows do not throw them-
selves on funeral pyres nor immure
themselves in convents; and middle-
aged bachelors are fair game at all
seasons. The Baron himself had more
than once commended international
marriages as a means of promoting
world peace. Moreover, he had pub-
licly said that he should personally
be glad to meet a young American
heiress who would take pity on his
loneliness and devote herself and her
fortune to rehabilitating his poor but
ancient family. Indeed, he had gone
so far as to ask our landlady whether
Mrs. Crawford were rich; and when
he learned that she had recently in-
herited a large fortune through the
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death of an aunt in New York he was
tremendously interested, and redou-
bled his attentions. It began to look,
therefore, as though the flirtation
were developing into a sericus love
affair, although it was less than twe
years since Mrs. Crawford had lost
her hushand—a young engineer em-
ployed by the Guggenheims some-
where in Mexico.

Oddly enough, the Baron did not
seem to be at all jealous of the late
Mr. Crawford. On the contrary, he
professed to be much interested in
his brilliant though brief career, and
talked about him frequently. He told
us that he had at one time intended
to be a mining engineer, and that he
had even studied at the celebrated
Bergakadamie in Freiberg. He had
never been in Mexico, but he had
thought of that country as the field
for his mining career, and was well
acquainted with its geographieal feg.
tures, its people, and even its poli-
tical affairs. Surely, we thought, the
Baron would not talk so freely of
Mexico if he had any connection v;rhgg.
ever with the political troubles in that
country.

One day Professor Morgan came to
my room with a mysterious air, o
tell me that he had discovered some.
thing of the greatest significance ;
when 1 asked him what it was, he
informed me that he had heard
Baron and Mrs. Crawford talki
Spanish, and that both spoke with g
Mexican accent.

“What of that?’ I asked. “He
have learned the language from g
Mexican.”

“Not at all likely,” replied the
fessor, his eyes glowing with the joy
of hunting. “The Baron has been
in Mexico, you may be sure.”

“And if s0?” I said, to draw him
out, although I could see the infep.
en‘cei:I quite cllearlg.

‘He is a liar,” whispered Morgan
“Count one against hisnp;.”

“You mean that he has told
lie,” T said cautiously. “But even it
he were a confirmed liar, what does
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that prove? All spies are liars, per-
haps, but not all liars are spies.”

“Your brain is not working to-day,
Wiggins, or you could see further im-
plications. Why did he say that he
had never been in Mexico?”

“He may have had one of a thou-
gand reasons, or no reason at all.
Punetilious truth-telling is an Eng-
lish, not a continental virtue.”

“Wiggins, you miss the point. The
Baron wished to deceive us—for a

urpose.”

y ""%’hat purpose, then?”

“That remains to be seen. He is
at least acting a part, or part of a
part.”

“Does the widow know ?”

“Of course.”

“Then she also is a spy.”

“No, not that. Wait a while.”

We waited patiently for some days,
but neither saw nor heard anything
of consequence until one dark and
sultry evening, as I was seated on a
bench in the park, I heard two peo-
ple walking on the gravel path, en-
gaged in earnest conversation. Pres-
ently they sat down on a bench di-
rectly behind me, and through the
ghrubbery I could hear every word
they said. It was the Baron and Mrs.
Crawford; and I had no compunc-
tions about listening, all things con-
nd“;e;f)(tll may be right, Max, in con-
eealing your true opinion, but I
ghonld like to hear you tell those peo-
ple what you think of them. What
an absurd collection they are—that
pompous athletic person, that aggres-
sive suffragette, that silly sociologist,
and the crazy professor of physies.
A monomaniac—don’t you think s0?”

“Yes,” replied the Baron with a
gnort. “They are a pack of asses, and
1 should like to tell them so. But I
fear that 1 could not do so without
violating my neutrality.”

“Neutrality, Max! Is it jest or
earnest, comedy or tragedy? How

you can play the part passes my com- .

prehension. It must be a fearful
strain.”

“Frightful. The calmer I am on
the surface the greater is the inward
tension. I am like a pierie acid bomb.
Some day I shall explode, and there
will be hell let loose. Verdammt! I
must not speak of it, or something
will happen. Yet it is a relief to talk
with you, Bertha, for you under-
stand. Ah, my dear, you under-
stand.”

“Yes, Max. No! No! You shall
not! Not yet. No, I tell you! Let
us go now. I had no idea it was so
late.” ‘

At once I hastened to Professor
Morgan to tell him the news, expect-
ing that he would be wild with excite-
ment, but he took it very coolly, as
though he had known it all before,
Even when I told him that Mrs,
Crawford and the Baron were already
calling each other by their first names,
and going still further along the path-
way of love, he seemed quite uncon-
cerned. I was puzzled, and even irri-
tated, at his indifference, and well-
nigh resolved to have nothing more
to do with the case. It was no affair
of mine, for a spy could not injure
me in any way, nor a widow contri-
bute in the slightest degree to my
happiness. Yet it distressed me to
think that another lovely American
girl-—for she was a mere girl—might
be carried away by the scion of a
foreign pauper nobility.

Two days later, after the close of
my lecture, as I was at my desk mak-
ing some preparations for the follow-
ing day, the telephone rang, and as
I put the receiver to my ear a low,
sweet voice spoke:

“Professor Wiggins?”

“Yes, Mrs. Crawford,” 1 replied.

“You know my voice, I see.”

“How could I forget it, Mrs. Craw-
ford ¥”

She langhed gaily.

“Pretty good for a married man.
But tell me, Professor Wiggins—is
Professor Morgan near by ?”

“In the next office, Mrs. Crawford.
Shall T ecall him9”

“Thank you, Professor Wiggins. I
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wish to speak to him about a matter
of some importance.”

When Professor Morgan came I
offered to retire, but he particularly
requested me to remain, saying, in a
jocular manner, that he might need
me as a witness. Then he gave his
undivided attention to the telephone,
or, rather, to the gentle voice vibrat-
ing there.

“Are you there, Mrs. Crawford %’

“No, Mrs. Crawford, and I have
been feeling quite disconsolate, I as-
sure you, since my rival appeared on
the scene.” :

“No rival? That is good news, Mrs,

Crawford.”

“Yes, Professor Wiggins is with
me. Silly sociologist! Ha! Ha! Yes,
we are both here. He does not quite
understand, but I will explain the
situation.”

;‘Th.e s;.)yf You have some further
evidence. I am glad of it.”

“Your husband’s papers? He has
not asked for them, of course.”

;‘Y(;ur .roo.m searched? TFline! T
expected that. Where was the
Baron ?”

“With you at the theatre? Very
good! A perfect alibi. Then it wag
the cook, or Miss Miller. Her name
is Miiller, you know. But they got
nothing, of course.”

“The First Trust Company? Yes,
perfectly safe. If they were publish-
ed we should be at war with Mexico
within a week.”

“You must lead him on, Mrs. Craw-
ford. You are a German sympathizer,
you know, and Germany needs those
papers. The more trouble for us the
better for her—war with Mexico,
war with Japan; labour war—all’s
grist that goes to her mill. Anything
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to save the Fatherland. Well played,
Mrs. Crawford! A great game! Go
on with it! You will win!”

“Oh, that is a mere detail. You
will, of course, not surrender the
papers without asking that the Baron
show his credentials—a letter from
the Ambassador, or at least the local
Consul. Then you will deliver a
sealed package addressed to the Am.
bassador, containing something op
other, and you will receive a receipt.
That is the barest outline, Mrs. Craw-
ford. Think it over and modify it
to suit yourself.”

“Then you will send the original
papers to the Department of State,
with a full account of all the circum.
stances up to date. The whole plot
will be exposed, the Baron diseredit-
ed, your husband avenged, and vou
will have done your country a great
service.”

“I shall have helped you, Mps
Crawford.”

“Good-bye, Mrs. Crawford.”

“Well, Wiggins,” said Morgan ag
he put down the receiver. “What do
you think of that?”

“Think?” said I, somewhat nettled.
“How can I think when I have no
facts? No material for thought !
all this mystery? Those papers—

“Forgive me, Wiggins. It was not
my secret; but now I am permitted to
explain. They are notes made by the
late Mr. Crawford in Mexico—a
account of the Madero-Huerta con.
spiracies and other matters—a most
intimate exposé of state secrets
one who knew—before he was mur.
dered.”

“Murdered !”

“Yes, that his secrets might die with
him. But Mrs. Crawford escaped ang
carried the papers with her. Germany :
would like very much to publish them
just now. The country would
aflame with wrath—as when the Maine
was destroyed. A war with Mexigg
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would put a sudden end to the export
of munitions, for one thing. You see,
Wiggins 1”

“Yes, I see.
conclusive evidence against the
Baron.”

“Conclusive enough for me. Only
one link missing, and now we have
it—a motive. Presently we shall have
documents to clinch the argument,
and the chain will be complete.”

“Oh,” said I dubiously. “That is
not so clear to me. There are too
many unknown quantities in your
equation. The Baron may be no
baron at all, for example.”

“The family resemblance is strik-

»

But this gives us no

“Or the widow may be no widow.
There was no murder, perhaps.”

“It is attested by witnesses.”

“Or there may be no such papers
as she describes.”

“I have examined them.”

“Or youn may have searched her
room yourself.”

“Wiggins, you are losing your mind.
Sociology has softened your brain.
Cease to look at reality as a whole,
for Heaven’s sake, and follow the
elues that we have found. Your
method gives us a tangle of discon-

.d threads, leading nowhere.”

“Well,” said I, in a conciliating
tone, seeing that Morgan was irrit-
able, “I do not deny that you have
a strong case, a very strong case. I
was merely trying to show the chance
of error. Science should make us
eauntious.”

It was fully two weeks before any-
thing definite occurred, and we were
growing anxious about the outcome,
although Mrs. Crawford sent us re-
assuring messages from time to time.
More than once it occurred to me that
she might be playing a double game,
but I instantly dismissed the thought
as an unworthy suspicion. As for

, he trusted her with a loveﬁ-’s
faith, and his only concern was whe-
ther ’liax!el could aZcomplish her diffi-

task.
e“ltM:lntthesrmspgnsecametoa.n

end. It was high time, for the sum-
mer session was about to close, and
on the following day our little com-
pany would disperse, never to meet
again. So it was a glad welcome that
I gave to Morgan as he burst into my
office, frantically waving an opened
letter in the air, and exclaiming, in
a voice that sounded like a trumpet
call—although it could not have been
louder than a stage whisper:

“We've got him! Ah, the damned
spy! We have him!”

“Aha!” cried I, only a shade less
excited than my colleague. “Good for
you, Morgan. What is it? Out with
it. But let me close the door first—
someone might hear.”

“True,” he whispered. “Walls act-
ually do have ears, in these days of
physical science. But listen to this:

Auraria, Eldorado, July 25th, 1015,
My Dear Professor Morgan:

After some delay and much finesse, I
have obtained the evidence about which
we spoke. The Baron is the most elusive
personality I have ever known. Be care-
ful, or he will escape us yet.

Please use the papers as you may think
%est, and believe me,

Very sincerely yours,
Bertha von Arndorf Crawford.

“That is satisfactory as far as it
goes,” T said. “But the widow’s name
—what does that signify?”

“Nothing,” replied Morgan. “The
name is German, but the family has
been American for three generations.
There is nothing hyphenated there,
but it misled the Baron all the same.
He thinks she would give her life for
the Fatherland. But here is some-
thing else. Listen!”

Mrs. Bertha von Arndorf Crawford,
Rumford Hall,
Avuraria, Eldorado.

Dear Madam,—As you have asked me
for a statement regarding the Freiherr
Max von Posenberg, it gives me great
pleasure to assure you that he is a gentle-
man of high family and unblemished repu-
tation, and that any confidence which you
may repose in him will be absolutely re-
spected.
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I have the honour to be, dear madam,
With high respect,
Frederick Hermann,
Consul-General of the German
Empire for Eldorado.

“That covers the ground, doesn’t
it?” said Morgan exultantly.

“Well,” T demurred. “It appears
to cover altogether too much ground
—like the Delphic Oracle. I wish it
were more specifie.”

“Wiggins, you are hypereritical.
Let me read you this”:

Received from Mrs. Bertha von Arndorf
Crawford, a sealed package addressed to
the German Ambassador at Washington.
The important papers which it contains
are to be returned to the owner as soon
as possible.

Max Freiherr v. Posenberg.

Witness,

Frederick Hermann,
Consul-General.

“That is better,” I admitted in re-
ply to Morgan’s look of triumph,
“and yet I have an uncomfortable
feeling about it—a vague sense of un-
easiness which I cannot explain.”

“You talk like a woman, Wiggins.
Get rid of your intuitions and vague
presentiments—nothing back of them.”

“I hope not, Morgan,” 1 retorted.

“But your mathematical demonstra-

tions are not always satisfactory. You
may get a plus or minus result, both
fulfilling the conditions of the equa-
tion. Von Posenberg is or is not a
spy—not very conclusive, that.”

Morgan laughed loud and long, and
in that moment of confidence I, too,
felt that my fears were groundless.

The dénouement came that very
evening, as we were talking of our
coming dispersal and our plans for
the rest of the summer. Professor
Morgan was, as I knew, awaiting an
opportunity to resume the attack, but
the Baron anticipated him, according
to the usual German method—offen-
sive-defensive.

“So, Professor Morgan, we part to-
morrow. You have made my stay 1n
Auraria very interesting. But do you
«till think me a spy? Have you any
further evidence ?”

“We have, indeed,” retorted the
Professor. “For one thing, you have
never been in Mexico, and yet yom
speak Spanish with a most peculiar
aceent.”

“I got it in Argentina, Professor.
Only an expert could tell the differ.
ence between the dialects. Anything
else, my friend ?”

“Then I am an expert, Baron. But
let that pass. You have been posing
as a neutral, for reasons of your o
but I have to tell you, sir, that youp
neutrality is a farce. It must be a
fearful strain to maintain so calm an
exterior when the inward tension is
so great. Some day you will expl
like a picric acid bomb. Would you
like to explode now, Baron %"

“So 1 was overheard,” said the
Baron, in sharper tones, his piereci
eyes searching our circle and fixi
upon me as the probable culprit. “Sq
you listened, Professor Wiggins. Well,
I trust you heard all T said. There
are spies and spies, as I see. And I
will tell you, my friends, that there
are two kinds of neutrality—the ney-
trality of the head and the neutrality
of the heart. In the former sense T
am absolutely neutral, for I perceive
the latent and active causes of wap §
every country; I deplore the folly ang
futility of it; I blame no country ang
no person; I hope and believe that
war will cease and the reign of peace
be established in the earth. But, ladieg
and gentlemen, friends and enemieg.
the man who says that I am neutral
at heart lies in his teeth. To
devil with such neutrality! I
German through and through. T pity
France; I despise Italy; I loathe Rus.
sia; I hate England; and 1 shoulq
like to see Germany trample all hep
enemies into the dust.”

“Including the United States of
America ¥’

“All her enemies.”

“I knew it,” said Professor Mor.
iandgaimly. “You are an alien en

nd do you still deny that you gwe
a spy 9 y are

“A spy!” sneered the Baron. e
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eanse I do not choose to declare my
gympathies in an enemy country, I
am a spy. I do not see the connec-
tion. What am I spying, then?”’

“I will tell you, Baron von Posen-
berg. You have been trying to lay
your hand on some papers relating to
Mexico, state secrets, that, if publish-
ed, might plunge our country into
war—a war that would be highly ad-
vantageous to Germany at the pres-
ent time.”

The Baron was silent for a moment,
as though stunned by the unexpected
attack. Then, recovering himself, he
burst into a harsh, mirthless laugh.

“IIa! Ha! Well done, Professor!
8o you have sprung the trap? Well
laid, T must say. Papers about Mex-
ieo! State secrets! That is news to
me. And where was I to find these
papers, Mr. Detective 1”

“They are the property of Mrs.
Crawford.”

“Mrs. Crawford—Bertha!
a fact?”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Crawford.

“And did you tell this man that I
was trying to obtain possession of
your papers?”’

“I did, indeed.”

“Then, Mrs. Crawford, it becomes
my painful duty to say in the pres-
ence of this whole company that you
are not telling the truth.”

“That is a deliberate lie, Baron von
Posenberg!” said Professor Morgan
sternly. “And a stupid lie, too, for
we have the proofs at hand. Do you
deny that you presented this letter
from the German Consul to Mrs.
Crawford authorizing her to trust you
with the documents?”

“The letter is genuine, my dear Pro-
fessor, but you are utterly wrong as
to the purpose of it. Read it again,
and T will interpret. There was a
tentative and conditional proposal of
marriage between myself and Mrs.
Crawford, and the Consul’s letter was
a testimonial to my social standing
and moral character.”

“Tegtimonial! Moral character!
Very good, Baron. And the receipt

Is this
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which you gave to Mrs. Crawford—
no doubt you can interpret that, also.”

“Assuredly,” said the Baron with
a smile of triumph. “It was, as I
understood, a receipt for some papers
establishing the right of Mrs. Craw-
ford to inherit the property of an
alleged aunt who recently died in
New York. As the aunt was of Ger-
man birth the Ambassador was in
some way concerned, and the papers
have been sent to him.”

“Highly probable, I must say. And
what interest had you in this pro-
perty 1’

“That is another very personal
question, Professor Morgan, but I will
satisfy your curiosity once more. The
inheritance was an essential condition
to the proposed marriage. It was
the dowry, you see.” :

“One more question, Baron von
Posenberg. What possible motive can
Mrs. Crawford have in denouncing
you 7

“Ah, Professor! Who can fathom
the mind of a woman? If I were to
guess, I should say that the dowry
was a fiction, and that the lady was
piqued at me for declining to take
her for herself alone.”

“Oh! Oh!” exclaimed Mrs. Craw-
ford. “What a tissue of lies!”

“Lies, madam? Then it is your
word against mine. But the Consul
will testify for me.”

“I also,” said Miss Miller. “The
Baron told me of the projected mar-
riage with Mrs, Crawford and I warn-
ed him against her.”

“The testimony of Fraulein Miiller
is thrown out of court,” said Profes-
sor Morgan, delivering his last shot,
“for she was seen leaving Mrs. Craw-
ford’s room on the day it was search-
ed. There is more than one spy, it
would seem, in our midst. Against
the testimony of the German Consul
I will place that of Professor Wig-
gins and myself, together with in-
formation from other sources which
I will show to anyone who may care

to see it. We have proved our case,
I take it.”



264

“You may think so,” retorted the
Baron, as he rose to go. He clicked
his heels together and made a formal
bow to each of the company in turn.

“Well,” said I, when the company
had dispersed, and only Mrs. Craw-
ford, Professor Morgan and I were
left to talk over the results. “Well,
Morgan, we did not secure a convie-
tion after all. The jury disagreed,
as I could see. It is a pity that we
could not present more conclusive evi-
dence.”

“What more would you have, Wig-
gins? You did not expect the Baron
to confess, did you?”

“No, but he had such plausible ex-
planations for everything. All the
facts fitted his theory quite as well
as ours.”

“Not at all, Wiggins. You miss
the point entirely. You do not doubt
Mrs. Crawford, do you ?”

“Surely not; but a purely unbiased
judge might. From the scientific
point of view all things are possible—
all good and all evil. I believe in my
friends—in myself—but I know that
we might sink into the nethermost
pit. I tremble when I think of it.”

“Tremble no more, Professor Wig-
gins,” said the window laughing.
“Take this little diary, Professor, and
after you have read it tell me whe-
ther you have a shred of doubt left.
If you have, T will show you some let-
ters from friends in Mexico, and an
interesting photograph of the Baron.
He was concerned in the death of my
husband. Do you wonder that I play-
ed the part of Delilah?”

“T believe you fully, Mrs. Craw-
ford. PBut why did you let him go?”

“He has not gone,” broke in Pro-
fessor Morgan, “and when he goes
he will be deported, sent back to
Mexico, where the Zapatistas are
eagerly awaiting him. It would be
better for him to be with his regi-
ment at the front.”

“I wish,” said I, hoping to clear
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up one more doubtful point, “that
we could have seen the papers which
the Baron was trying to get, and those
which he actually received. Then we
should have practically all the essen-
tial documents in the case.”

“We will show you the original
documents to-day, before they 20 on
to Washington. As to the contents
of the sealed package, there was noth.
ing but a letter addressed to the
Baron, a copy of which we have kept.
Shall T read it aloud, Mrs. Craw-
ford ?”

“Certainly. There must be no see-
rets from Professor Wiggins.”

“Except one, Bertha.”

“Be careful, or you will let the eat
out of the bag. Please read the let.
ter, Professor Morgan.”

“Well, here it is”:

Auraria, Eldorado, July 21, 1915,
Baron Max von Posenberg,
In care of his Excellency the German
Ambassador,
Washington, D.C.

Sir,—Before you see this letter you will
have realized, I hope, the impossibility of
my granting your request. The papers re-
lating to Mexico have been sent to
Government at Washington, and will aj
I trust, in saving my native land from the
assaults of declared enemies and the
treachery of pretended friends.

As to the evidence relating to the im.
heritance from my grand-aunt, Mrs. von
Arndorf, about which you were so m
concerned, you can, if you wish, veri
statements at the Probate Court in New
York.

I have the honour to be, sir,

Sincerely, your enemy,
Bertha von Arndorf Crawford.

“One more question,” said I, “if
have not bored you enough al »
Do you think that the Baron has read
this letter ?” :

“Of course,” said Professor Mop.
gan confidently. “How else could he
have prepared his defence! Othep
wise, T should almost believe him inne.
cent.” e i

That was what I was thinki \
I had not yet read the Giary. - & b
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TIME THE WRITER
By Wrs ArthurMupphy

(Janey

ool NE has yawned and said
8 how the year does noth-

This was an idle say-
ing, and ill-advised, like
declaring the covers are
all there is to a book.

In the 365 pages of the year’s vol-
ume none are blank, for Time’s pen
is ever at point and its record is in-
eradicable. Nothing can erase it, nei-
ther tears, nor blood; neither stamp
of censor, nor pencil of blue. Time
is a grim inexorable scribe. " “What
T have written,” he says, “I have
written.” .

Marconi writes on the air. The
Nazarene wrote on the sand. Moses
with his finger wrote on tables of
stone. We all write somewhere, some-
bow. Time keeps the copy. Not a
sign is lost, neither a comma nor a
dash; nay, not so much as one hlot.
Lady Macbeth might wash her hands
and say, “Out, dammned spot”, but
the eolour remained. “Yet, who could
have thought the old man had so
much blood in him?”

Once of a day, with his submarine,
the Prussian Spoiler wrote beneath
the sea—wrote with stealth and swift-
ness—but Time set out the lines for
all the world to read. Woe! Woe!
This was Time’s most baleful story.

5267 -
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Merey of God! this was the record
of a nation’s supreme sin.

On one page, it is a new map that
Time, the caligrapher, draws out; on
others a computation of figures, a
chemical formula, a standard of arms,
the staring folly of a man’s heart and
how he fashions evil; a young song
that is like sweet honey to our mouths,
or a strong ideal that has sprung
full-armed from the head of the
world. Yes! this is what he sets
down, and other things I cannot
mind, for Time knows nothing of an
eight-hour shift and he is the Lord
of Language.

Does a woman weep that the heavy
white years have come upon her; be-
cause of joy or weariness: that her
love is dead; that she is tossed into
the discard? Does a woman ery for
deceitfulness; because of a raging
shame; for lost anchors, broken cis-
terns, or for any of life’s false grails?
Time counts her tears. His inexor-
able pen is a mateh for all it sees.

“ Does a woman serve unnoticed at
an obseure post? Time sees and takes
the story. It maybe she but knits
gray soqks for the gray trenches, but
into their web she gathers the strands
of her broken life, her SOrrow—yes,
or even her sin. Once, a certain Mary,
who was a courtesan, brought the im-
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plement of her sin, which was a box
of sweet-smelling spikenard, and
broke it at the feet of a just man
made perfect. Time has told the tale
in scores and hundreds of dialects
and, as yet, it is only in the first edi-
tion.

Once, a humble man stood out
against the world.

But listen, O Gentiles! while this
story is most strangely bewitching, it
is an old, old one and oft repeated.
Let us leave it then; let us leave it
and hurry on.

Here at home, our Mother Canada
. has had many and diverse scribes.
Lest she forget, the Jesuits have left
her their Tramsactions; the Factors
of the Hudson’s Bay, their Logs; and
the Riders of the Plains, their Re-
ports. That she may then better re-
member, the Indians and Esquimaux
have set down their lineage, their his-
tory, their religious tenets, and the
stories of their chase—each in his own
tongue, each by his own pen. They
have set it down on totem poles, on
pottery, on walrus tusks, and in bas-
ketry. They finished their story and
are gone.

But, Time, the annalist, has never
written. Finis to his volumes, for his
tales are never concluded. The story
of the Magna Charta, the Crucifixion,
the finding of America, and of the
discovery of anwsthetics, are still in
process. There are a seriate which
bid fair to continue to the end of the
world. The translation of the Bible
is said to have cut off the head from
Charles I. The French Revolution
was the result of Rousseau’s Contrat
Social, and the results of the French
Revolution are still a continuous
operation. .

As a writer, Time knows nothing
of the egotism of the “we”—that is to
say, of one man endeavouring to per-
suade the public that he has the au-
thority of several or, indeed, that he
is backed in his opinions by all the
penmen of his political or literary
stripe. Contrariwise, Time has mod-
esty—a grace most amiable and de-

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE p o

sirable—and ever holds his pen to the
narrow and proper confines of the
first person singular.

While it is true that his yearly re-
cords may naturally frame themselves
into an epie, a lyrie, a drama, or a
pastoral, yet, never by any chance,
do they become didactic or philo-
sophic. Time, the chronicler, ex-
presses no opinion. ’Tis a courtesy
much above our deserving, and he
shall have praise of me unceasingly.

And, hark, ye people! As an an-
thor, he has other and stranger dis-
tinctions. (Where can you find his
like?) Here is a penman whose
“lode” is never worked out; whom ne
one “discovers”, and whose last story
is not of necessity “his best”. He
seeks no publisher; takes no royal-
ties; reserves no rights. His books
are open to all, and have no need of
translator.

Does he secribble on the fleshy
pages of our faces? They who run
may read. Does he scrawl on the
clay? Nature, in her cool dispassion-
ate manner, takes the page and files
it away that a million years hence
some weak-eyed, hairless, long-finger.
ed geologist may decipher the narra-
tive and republish it with annotations
to the confusion and taming of the
priesthood of his day.

Some have it that Time has nevep
written on the sea, but he will some
day—without a doubt he will, for, in
these latter times, it has come to
that the sea thinks and feels and is
a-thrill with life.

So ho! but this is a thing to aston.
ish the heart, how men hgve
her body through and through with
arteries, with nerves, and with
tongues of fearsome fire.

Of a truth, Time, with his pen, will
write many and many a wrinkle qn
her azure brow. He is sure to man.
age it someway.

And, after all, it may be that the
waves of the sea are actually wrinkleg
and that the Japanese are precise ag
well as poetic when they designate
the etched and crooked lines on g
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woman’s face as “the waves of old
»

Why Time writes I cannot say, un-
less it be as the bond-servant of
Eternity. Or it may be that the shar-
ing of his oil with the foolish is his
one and allotted mission in life. Some-
times, I am inclinable to the belief
that he writes just for the joy of it,
like any other good writer, caring no
whit for the reader or eritic.

Did I say he was a “good” writer?
I must have, for already the ferocious
felons—that is to say, the crities—
have risen to object. Time has no
originality, they say. As an author,
he is a mere narrator of facts. He
opens no virgin territory and is with-
out distinction of style. He is much
too heavy-handed; too madly luecid.

But such comments were to be ex-
pected, for no people, whether they
be critics or the actual readers of
books, have ever loved the faithful
chronicler of their age or country.
Speak admiringly in the South of a
southern writer and the room rises to
protest. “That lame boy,” they will
say, as Mary Chaworth said of Byron.
Tell the North a})out the charms of
their speecial annalist, and a score of
pistols are to your head. Like Byron,
too, he is “mad, bad and dangerous

to know”.

Yes! this is the trouble with Time
—he knows what everyone does bet-
ter than anyone,

There is a gossip-tale that, some
day, Time will die and that there
will be an end to his pestiferous pen.
One John, isolated on the Isle of Pat-
mos, himself a writer of no mean
calibre, declared how he had a vision
and in it he saw a mighty angel come
down out of the heavens.

And this angel, whose face was like
the sun, stood with one foot upon the
sea and one upon the land and swore
by him who liveth forever and ever
that Time should be no more.

Whenso Death may come to Time
is an idle speculation. I like to think
he will live always. It was Israel
Zangwill who said about Robert Louis
Stevenson, “Can. you bring home to
yourself the death of a man like
that 7”

But if Time should die—if Time
be dust and ashes (even as you and
I) then let us wish for him the same
agreeable end desired by the old pro-
fessor in Hyperion—that he might
die with a proof-sheet in his hand.

Some have it that Time is a ped-
dler with a pack; some say he is a
reaper with a seythe; I proclaim a
new symbol, Time is a penman with
a pen.

PR
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MacBETH

AUTHOR OF ‘‘THE MAKING OF THE CANADIAN WEST,"’
“OUR TASK IN CANADA," ETC.

7|HHEN theFathers of Con-
federation were gradual-
@1y evolving their great
plan for a new nation

: “under the old flag, they
were dealing primarily with the Up-
per and Lower Canadas and the areas
down by the Atlantic. But there is
ample evidence to show that “their
souls yearned beyond the sky-line”,
and that they were looking forward
to the annexing of the immense do-
wain stretching out from the Great
Takes to the shores of the Pacific and
the Arctic cceans. In other words, as
Sir Leonard Tilley is said to have ex-
pressed it in the language of the
world-visioned Psalmist, the hope was
cherished that the Dominion might be
from sea to sea. Accordingly we find
that men of both political parties co-
operating in a common cause, with
the approval of the Imperial authori-
ties, “took occasion by the hand to
make the bounds of Empire broader
yet”.

And so it came to pass after some
negotiations that the Hudson’s Bay
Company surrendered for a consid-
eration the charter which had prac-
tically given them the monopolistic
control of half a continent for two
hundred years. Then the tide of im-
migration began to come westward to
old Fort Garry and the country round
about, even though some eastern peo-
ple openly doubted the wisdom of
trying to settle and farm in such
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“hyper-borean regions”. And as the
Canadian Pacific went on driving its
iron horses across the plains and the
mountains to the western seal

the human tide followed closely to the
foothills of the Rockies, whenece it
surged more directly westward, fol-
lowing the wake of the railway inte
the rich mining, lumbering and farm-
ing areas of British Columbia.

But for years the great northern
hinterland towards the Peace and
Athabasca and Mackenzie Rivers was
left in its aboriginal wildness. Tru
settlers began to percolate through teo
old Fort Edmonton, on the North
Saskatclewan, but some wiseacres
shook their heads and wondered what
would become of these adventurous
spirits. To-day not only is Edmonton
a flourishing city at the heart of g
wealthy agricultural province, bug
away hundreds of miles beyond Ed-
monton there is opening up a New
North, to which there is flowing quiet-
ly but increasingly a stream of Anglo.
Saxon immigration.

This movement northward we eon.
sider a good thing for the human fam.
ily, for the north has always
the mother and the nurse of the strong
nations of the world. Not in
torial lands where a dream exist
ence can be dragged out or yslm
through, without even the necessi
of toiling for a livelihood—not there
have the great peoples of the
been cradled, but in the north whepe
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there is some need for effort, where
the crisp air gives a healthful tang
to the atmosphere, and where the
sweeping breeze puts iron into the
blood of men. Hence Canada should
be glad that she is finding an ever-
widening horizon and that a hitherto
unknown and wonderful northland is
coming to the front to be the nursing-
mother of a virile people.

Not long ago, in connection with
home mission work, I had the satis-
faction of taking a trip with two
others engaged in the same errand, in-
to and through the remarkable Peace
River country, and the desire to make
more definitely known this latest and
last great fertile area of Canada is
strong within me. When the war is
over everyone knows that the Domin-
jon of Canada will once more be the
Mecca for immigrants, and it is good
to know that not only have we room
for millions in the parts of Canada
already considered settled, but that
there is a new portion of the land
where many thousands of comfortable
homes can be founded. But because
real homes are the citadel of a nation
let us exercise discrimination lest we
invite immigrants to whom the idea
of the home as an institution is un-

rtant.

im%ye all were agreed at the end of
our journey that the people we met
in the scattered settlements and
of the north Tvl:ere of a
gingularl d type. ey are in-
terested }i'ngor:ligion and education,
they are eager for churches and
schools, and have them wherever there
is population enough, and they joined
in with the rest of Alberta in saying
hatically that they were going to
;:’id up their communities without
the moral and economic handicap of
the liquor traffic. Hence the people
who now go into the north will find
that those who are already there are
living up to the best traditions of the
older settled portions of Canada. This
is one of the best auguries for the

success of this new domain.

As a field for the operations of the

hunter and trapper and trader the
Peace River country dates many long
years back. But its history as a field
for the farmer, the man who is the
real basis of a country’s progress, is
only of this generation. For it is less
than thirty years since the late Sir
John Schultz, then a Senator of Can-
ada, began to urge upon Parliament
the desirability of investigating the
new north. A great many considered
that he was unreasonable in desir-
ing to put the country to the trou-
ble and expense of investigating what
they called a wilderness. But Schultz,
with his well-known enthusiastie Can-
adianism, persisted and secured the
appointment of a commission. Of this
commission he was made chairman,
and the results of the investigation,
as presented to the House in 1888,
amply justified the trouble and ex-
pense undertaken. That an enormous
agricultural area existed there was a
fact established beyond a doubt. But
in the report there was a note of hesi-
tation as to urging people to go into
the country in view of the fact that
it was a long distance away from rail-
way facilities. The same general note
ran through nearly all the literature
published in regard to the country
up to recent years, but it can now be
removed. For the Edmonton, Dun-
vegan and British Columbia Rail-
way, starting at Edmonton, is to tra-
verse the great district northward
and westward to the boundary of Bri-
tish Columbia, where it will eventual-
ly be linked up with the coast cities.
From MecLennan, a divisional point
on that road, the Central Canada goes
northward to Peace River Crossing,
where it will bridge the great stream
and then go on beyond it. And from
Spirit River, on the main line of the
Edmonton, Dunvegan and British
Columbia, another branch will run
southward to the famous Grande
Prairie district.

Within a few months most of these
points in the Peace country will be
reacheq by the steel, so that settlers
now going in need no longer fear iso-
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lation or great distance from markets.

Tn onr recent trip we had the plea-
sure of travelling by rail, trail and
river, going from Edmonton to the
end of steel, thence by trail to the
Smoky River, and on that swirling
rapid stream in a primitive boat down
to the majestic Peace and the new
town at the crossing there. From that
point we passed over and went over-
land by motor through the Blue Sky
country, north of the Peace River
some seventy-five miles westward to
the old Hudson’s Bay post, Fort Dun-
vegan. There, crossing the river
again, we drove by wagon-trail about
ninety miles through the Spirit River
settlement to Grande Prairie, from
which point we drove thirty miles to
the Smoky, and went down a hundred
miles more to the point nearest the
steel again.

We went through the country in
the harvest-time and so had good op-
portunity for seeing what it could
produce. We knew beforehand, of
course, that, at two world’s fairs, the
prize wheat had come from points
north of the Peace—from Shaftesbury,
on the north bank, and from Fort
Vermilion, two hundred and fifty
miles almost due north from the Cross-
ing. And we knew that a carload of
wheat from a three-year-old farm
(which we visited) in the Blue Sky
district, had been shipped last year
by team and train to Winnipeg, where
it caused some excitement by reach-
ing the highest grade. But even with
this knowledge we were hardly pre-
pared to find, as we did find, that ow-
ing to the prolonged daylight the har-
vest was considerably earlier than at
points farther east, and that there
were in the New North some of the
best fields of wheat and oats we had
ever seen in all our experience either
in the East or the West.

The extraordinary luxuriance of the
grasses and pea-vine should make the
whole country the delight of the
stock-raiser, while the climate was de-
scribed to me, by men whom I had
known elsewhere, as the best all-year-
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round climate they had known. We
experienced no storms or high winds
during our three or four weeks in the
country, and people claim that they
are few, either summer or winter,
throughout the territory. So that the
snow in winter does not drift.

At Peace River Crossing, where
there is already the nucleus of a city,
the scenery is superb. Into the silent-
flowing and majestic Peace at this
point there comes from the south-
eastward the rapid-rushing Smoky,
and from the south, through a mighty
canyon, the Little Heart River. The
river banks and ravines are heavily
wooded and the water of these streams
glistens through the everygreen in all
directions, so that for the last seven
or eight miles into the Crossing, the
Central Canada will be a wonderful
secenic route. So beautiful is it that
a famous old Vermont miner, whe
had travelled widely, told his friends
that when he died he would like to
be buried where his grave would look
up and down on this incomparable
scene. He died many miles away, but
friends fulfilled his wish, and so on
the high south bank of the Peace his
grave is found, with this pathetie but
goodly epitaph:

H. F. DAVIS,
Born in Vermont, 1820; died at
Slave Lake, 1893.
Pioneer, pathfinder, miner and
& - trader.
e was a friend to every man,
never locked his cabii door. e

Thus does the famous old minep
whose peculiar soubriquet of “Twelvgz
foot Davis” was derived from a cep.
tain claim measurement, testify by hig
resting-place to the unique beauty of
the situation.

Fort Dunvegan is on the north
bank of the Peace, some seventy-fi
miles or more west from the C i
and twelve miles north from wh
the main line of the Edmonton, Dyup.
vegan and British Columbia
passes on its westward way. The old
fort was built a century ago, by Fae.




LAND OF THE NORTH 273

tor McLeod, who, with the passionate
love of the homeland strong within
him, called it after the seat of his
gallant clan in the Isle of Skye. Some
irresponsible exploiters in real estate
put Dunvegan on the market a few
years ago, because the railway, though
not projected to the fort, had put the
name into its title in order to deseribe
the well-known district through which
it was passing on its way towards
British Columbia. But the old fort,
though never likely to see a city, is
still in the old business as a post on
the frontier. Its name remains as a
tribute to one of the grim, hardy, con-

scientious traders whose love for the
homeland did so much in early days
to hold this great country for the Em-
pire.

Spirit River, Grande Prairie, Sas-
katoon Lake, Ponce Coupe, Bezanson
and many other names stand for
splendid farming areas and some of
them will be centres of population in
the shape of towns. All of them are
yet in their infanecy, but their possi-
bilities are very great. They are only
beginning to hear the splash of the
waves on the edge of a wide land soon
to be covered by a great and inereas-
ing human sea.

LAND OF THE NORTH

By JAMES COBOURG HODGINS

AND of the north! to thee we raise

A song of love, a hymn of praise,
Pride of our hearts! we pledge to thee
Our utmost strength and loyalty.

May thy pure fame no foulness mar,
Nor clouds of passion dim thy star;
The future thine to hold in fee—
Thrice-favoured child of destiny!

Thou Greater Britain yet to be!
Thou mightiest of her progeny !
Hold as thine own the sacred trust
Of rule beneficent and just.

Defend her honour as thine own ;
Unbare thy sword to guard the throne;
Should threatening foes her place disturb
Aid her their insolence to curb.

From sunrise on the eastern sea,
To the Pacific glad and free,

Pace day and night the long patrol
That binds the Empire of the soul.

S ———
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MARR BRUERENS WEDDING
Ty Franklin 7B Wiley

’® the most curious
courtship you ever heard
1 about.”

Young Eliot Lerwick
§ glanced up at the speak-

er. She was just settling
into the car-seat ahead of his with
the deft, sidewise movement that
women make in swinging their skirts
out of the way as they sit down. He
caught a glimpse of the rose-tinted
curve on an oval cheek and the white
plumpness of a slender throat, from
which she was pushing back her high
jacket collar with a small, daintily
gloved hand.

It was her voice rather than her
remark that had attracted him, and
he listened now with a pleased intent-
ness to her clear, musical tones and
inflections as she went on talking to
her companion, a fresh-faced matron
dressed in mourning:

“They met at the Mayhew’s soon
after he settled in Maxfield last
April. But he didn’t call for the
longest time, although he was invited
to, of course, and it was perfectly
plain that he was deeply interested
in her. They had nearly given up ex-
pecting him when, one evening about
half-past nine o’clock, he called, and
stayed until after eleven. Think of
it! That was last June, and he has
called at the same hour almost every
evening since then. But he hasn’t de-
clared himself yet. Did you ever hear
of anything so queer? Why Philippa
Terwick allows it to continue I can-
not understang.”
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Fliot was startled by the sudden
mention of his sister’s name. It rous-
ed him with a sort of shock from the
mood of restful satisfaction that had
stolen over him while he was absent-
mindedly contemplating the girl, and
admiring the graceful poise of her
head, the well-bred jauntiness with
which her stylish hat rested on the
lustrous coils of her dark hair, and
the entrancing effect of a tiny eurl
that nestled just back of one delicate
shell-pink ear. :

He felt a natural desire to hear
more about this strange affair in
which hig sister seemed to be concern-
ed. But the girl’s next words wepe
drowned by the strident tones of g
train-hand as he hurried through the
car calling out the names of the sta-
tions at which the train was to stop
A minute later the car began to move.
and the next moment it rolled out of
the huge, dusky interior of the train.
shed into the failing light of the late
September day.

Unable to make out amid the rum.
ble and jar of the train what the gir]
was now saying, Eliot leaned comf:
ably back in his seat and looked i
out of the window, while the egp
swung with gathering speed across
;chehswitl(;hes, s;;va,ying from one side
o the other with each rapid shi
track éo track. P

At first he could think only of
he had just overheard. It gerplth:;
and annoyed him. Who ecould this
newcomer in Maxfield be? Why diq
Philippa let him call so regularly at
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such an hour? She must have
known that it would be talked about;
so why had she not stopped it before
people began to gossip ?

But at this point he reflected that
there was no use in puzzling over the
matter when he would soon be at
home and could ask his mother and
gister themselves about it. He tingled
with pleasure at the thought, and his
memory went back with a leap to the
chilly April day when he had last
seen them, more than two years be-
fore. He remembered with what a
forlorn sinking of the heart he had
responded to the final good-bye they
waved to him from the front veranda
as the company marched past on its
way to the station; and he recalled
with a faint smile how hard it had
been just then to carry himself with
the martial dignity which he felt was
demanded of him as a second lieuten-
ant. He wondered if they had chang-
ed very much, and if they would be
surprised at the alteration in himself.
Of course they would not expect to
find him exactly the same. But would
they be prepared for the transforma-
tion that more than two years of cam-
paigning in distant lands and climes
had wrought in him? To be sure, he
still showed to some extent the effects
of the wound that had resulted in his
being invalided and sent home on a
gix months’ furlough. But the
home-voyage had done wonders for
him. He was almost as bronzed as
before he had been shot, and he had
regained more than half the weight
he had lost while in the hospital. He
might still be a trifle gaunt and sal-
low; but he assured himself, with
pardonable pride, that no one could
help remarking the difference between
the boyish subaltern of two years be
fore and the veteran ecaptain of
volunteers who was now chafing with
impatience to realize the bright an-

ticipations of his home-coming.

" The train had already left the long
rows of city houses behind, and was
geeding across the picturesque
iverdale Fens toward the open
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country. Some tall poplars and the
high arch of a small stone bridge
stood dark against the crimson west.
Then the view was shut off by the
wooded shoulder of a low hill, past
which the train dashed with a re-
sounding roar, and swept into the
stretch of straight track that runs
like a rule from Valleyford to Glen-
wood.

Eliot looked with delight- at the
familiar features of the home land-
scape. In the fading afterglow, mea-
dows and hillslopes, house roofs and
church spires seemed almost as un-
substantial and dream-like as in the
visions of them that he had so often
seen in his mind’s eye by the eamp-
fire and on the march. But his heart
sang within him that it was all a joy-
ful reality, and his hungry eyes feast-
ed on each well-known prospect as
the train rushed on.

Before Hillshorough was passed it
began to grow dusk, and when the
train stopped at Maxfield, the station
lights were gleaming through the
growing darkness. Eliot alighted just
behind the two ladies, who hurried
across the platform and entered one
of several carriages that were in wait-
ing. All that he could see in the un-
certain half-light was that the
younger one was tall and trim of fig-
ure and quick and graceful in move-
ment. He did not get a look at her
face, but he heard her voice once
more, and was sure that its vibrant
melody would enable him to know her
again.

As he started homeward it made
him feel almost like a stranger to
find that the straight board walk
which used to lead from the end of
the station platform to the turnpike
had been replaced by a curving
gravel path bordered by shrubbery,
and he welcomed with a momen
sense of relief the sight of the old
familiar elms in the little green on
the other side of the road. He began
to wonder what changes he would find
at home, and to question whether he
had done well in planning to surprise
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his mother by arriving before he was
expected.

The night had fallen swiftly; a few
stars were already out, and here and
there a window was lighted up. As
he paused at the crossing to let sev-
eral carriages from the station go by,
three men came up behind him.

“I tell you there is some mystery
about it,” one of them said.

“The whole affair is certainly pecu-
har,” declared another, whom Eliot
instantly knew by his voice to be
Maurice  Vernor, an old classmate;
“and one of the queerest things about
it is the way he acted when Gregory
congratulated him on his engage-
ment.”

“When was that?” exclaimed the
first speaker. “I hadn’t heard before
this afternoon that there was any en-
gagement.”

“Neither had Gregory,” replied
Vernor dryly, as they moved on only
two or three paces behind Eliot. “But
you know him—always taking things
for granted and putting his foot in
it. His wife heard some gossip a
short time ago about Miss Lerwick
and her mother having been shopping
in the city a great deal, and told him
that she believed there was an en-
gagement, and that they were getting
the trousseau ready. Of course it
didn’t take him long to twist this
harmless bit of conjugal guesswork
into a positive statement that the en-
gagement had actually been announc-
ed. So when he saw the major at
the station yesterday morning he
stepped up and congratulated him. I
never in my life saw a man look more
puzzled than the major did at first.
Then, as he grasped the meaning of
what Gregory had said, he flushed
violently and the next moment turn-
ed so pale that I thought he was go-
ing to faint. He recovered himself
with a palpable effort, and looking
Gregory straight in the eye with a
glance that was like a sword thrust,
he said, ‘Mr. Gregory, gentlemen do
not jest on such a subject and if I
hear any more loose joking at the ex-

pense of the young lady whose name
you have so unwarrantably coupled
with mine, T shall hold you personally
responsible.” And with that he swung
on his heel and left Gregory literally
quaking.”

“But look here!” cried the first
speaker. “You say this happened
yesterday morning, and the wedding
invitations were posted early enough
to-day to go out by the last mail de-
livery this afternoon. You don’t
mean to tell me that there has been
time enough in the interval for them
to come to an understanding, set the
day, order the invitations, and get
them engraved, printed, addressed,
and mailed so as to reach us when
they did!”’

“It doesn’t seem possible,” agreed
Vernor.

“I tell you,” pursued the first
speaker, with impressive emphasis,
“either the ordinary time-record for
doing all these things has been brok-
en into little bits, or else the major
lied to Gregory.”

There was a significant pause,
which Vernor ended. “I give it up*
he said. “It’s beyond me. But
there’s something wrong.”

“T only wish I had the right to in-
terfere and sift the matter,” burst
out the hitherto silent one of the trig,
“P’m certain Miss Lerwick is bei
imposed upon in some way. I think
that brother of hers might have had
horse-sense enough to stay at home
and look after her and his mother
instead of taking somebody else’s
place at the front.

A moment later “good-nights®
were exchanged, and the last speaker
came on alone at a more rapid pace.
He passed Eliot with a swingi
step, but hung on his heel for an in.
stant at the next corner while he
lighted a cigar. A carriage was just
turning from the side street into “the
Pike,” and as the flare of the mateh
fell for a second on his face, a voiee
—the same that Eliot had heard on
the train and at the station—ecalleq
from the vehicle: :
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“Oh, Mr. Gilbert! How fortunate!
I was just on my way to your house.
Would you mind taking this parcel to
Harriet? She needs it for to-night;
and ’'m afraid my mother may be
growing anxious about me. Thank
you ever so much! Yes, I came out
on the express with Mrs. Mercer. She
returned from Washington this af-
ternoon. I’ve just left her at her
house. By the by, she’d only heard
a hint about Philippa Lerwick and
the major; so I had to give her the
details.” ¢

“I’ll wager you didn’t give her the
very latest news about them, Miss
Percival.”

“What makes you think so? What
is it?”

“Their wedding invitations are
out; they came in the last delivery
this afternoon.”

“Mr. Gilbert! you don’t mean it!
Why, I told Mrs. Mercer that he had-
n’t proposed yet. When is it to.be?”

“The seventeenth of next month,
at Saint Paul’s.”

“QOh, I’'m sure there must be some
mistake. I shall go straight over to
Philippa’s this evening and ask what
it means. Why, Mr. Gilbert, the
major went in on the train with me
this morning, and he never mentioned
Philippa nor gave me the slightest
hint that there was anything between
them:; and he told me he would pro-
bably be away three or four weeks.”

«phree or four weeks! That’s cool!
The seventeenth is only a little more
than three weeks away. He’ll have
to leave off the last week, if he means
to be at the wedding.”

By this time Eliot was beyond ear-
ghot, hurrying on more anxious than
ever to reach home—his hgad in a
whirl; a thousand thick-coming fears
and conjectures treading tumultu-

on each other’s heels, as he has-
tened under the arching elms along
“the Pike” and up the winding drive
to Merryhill, the family home.

He faltered at the door, smitten
with renewed fear as to the effect
that the shock of his sudden return
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might have upon his mother. But
quick ears within had heard his foot-
falls; there were rapid footsteps in
the hall, the door opened, and his sis-
ter appeared on the threshold, while
a little way behind her stood his
mother, with one hand pressed against
her bosom.

“Dear Eliot! I knew it was your
step,” eried Philippa, as he kissed her
and then caught his mother in his
arms.

There was no chance for any ex-
planation in the early part of the
evening, much as Eliot desired it.
Even had there been no interruptions
from Betty the housemaid, who trip-
ped in several times, her face wreath-
ed in smiles, to ask for directions, or
from old Hugh the butler, who came
in grinning broadly to get Master
Eliot’s baggage checks, it would not
have been easy to make inquiries,
for his mother and sister, who fairly
beamed with happiness, so plied him
with questions that he had little op-
portunity to ask any himself.

Even after dinner, when they went
back to the fire-lighted library, the
gentle catechizing was continued. But
at length the tide of talk began to
ebb; and finally a moment ecame when
only the snap and crackle of the burn-
ing wood were audible as the leaping
flames in the wide chimney-place
sparkled over the shining brass of the
andirons and fender and the polish-
ed mahogany of the furniture, and
gleamed on the gilded backs of the
serried rows of books all around the
room, and sent fantastic shadows
flickering over walls and ceiling.

Eliot’s impatience for an explana-
tion of the meaning of what he had
heard on his way home had become
somewhat tempered by reluctance to
intrude a topic that might disturb the
quiet of this peaceful hour. But if
the habit of self-control, born of his
two yeaz:s’ training as a soldier, had
up to this moment enabled him to re-
press every sign of his turmoil of
mind, the habit of acting with deci-
sion and without delay, acquired in
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the same hard school, now impelled
him to take prompt advantage of this
opportunity. to learn at once what he
wished to know. Without hesitation,
therefore, he turned to speak to his
sister; but, as he looked at her, his
purpose wavered and a sudden
strange diffiGence seized him.

This was not the Philippa of form-
er days, girlish, care-free and open-
hearted—this regal woman reclining
in her easy-chair as on a throne of
state, while the firelight shone on the
coiled glory of her burnished hair,
the white and rose of her flower-like
face, and the exquisite outlines of her
shapely form. He was still debating
how he should begin to question her,
when she looked at him, a tender
smile curving her imperious mouth
and brightening in her clear brown
eyes, and said with a pretty air of
gentle reproach :

“You have not congratulated me
yet, Eliot.”

“About what, Philippa ?” he inquir-
ed innocently.

“Didn’t you get my letter?” she
asked in surprise.

“Which one?” he responded. “I
1hafven’tu had any from you since I
eft.” :

She exclaimed in dismay. “I sent
it in care of the steamship company
at Montreal,” she explained. “I
was sure it would reach there in time.
But I remember now, you told us
that the steamer made ah unusually
quick trip and got in ahead of time.”

“Yes,” he assented, “that’s probably
why the letter missed me. But you
haven’t told me whatt the news is
vet.” ;

“I am going to be married,” she
said softly.

“My dear girl,” he cried. “He is
the one to be congratulated.”

“Ah, but you won’t say so, when
you know who it is.”

He was too absorbed, however, to
take in fully the implication of her
words. On the instant he came to a
decision. “Perhaps I do know him in

a way,” he said gravely; and added,
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in response to her look of questioning
surprise: “I overheard some people
talking about you both, on my way
out from the city, and, to be fr
what they said rather startled me.”

“What did they say?” Philippa
calmly inquired.

“They said, for one thing,” Eliot
replied, “that ‘the major’ as they all
called him, has been coming here
after nine o’clock almost every even-
ing sinece some time last June, and
staying until nearly midnight.”

“Oh, no!” cried Philippa quickly,
“he has called only two or three times
a week, and he has never stayed mueh
after eleven; has he, mother?”

“No, dear,” answered Mrs. Lerwick.
“But it is true that he always comes
after nine o’clock; and you know,
Philippa, I have repeatedly told you
he ought to call at a more seasonable
hour.”

“But he is unable to,” protested
Philippa.

“You know well enough you have
admitted that he has never given you
any good reason why he cannot,” pe-
turned her mother severely; “and he
always calls everywhere else except
here at the proper hours.”

“That is strange,” remarked Eliot.

“Oh, it is not the only strange thing
about his conduct,” declared Murs.
Lerwick. “He never seems like him-
self when he is here; he is as prim
and stiff as an automaton; and some-
times he ignores what is said to him
in a way that I think is positively
rude. But Philippa can see nothi
to criticize, and he is certainly devot-
ed to her. So far as I can learn, he
talks of nothing but his love for her,
and hers for him. In speech he is g
paragon of a lover. Otherwise the
man is a perfeet stick. Would
believe it, Eliot, he has never even
offered to kiss her!”

“Mother!” cried Philippa, with g
crimson face.

“It’s true; you told me so youp.
self; and you didn’t warn me not to
tell.”

“You like him, anyhow,” declareq
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Philippa desperately, “you know you
do.”

“Yes, dear, I do,” admitted Mrs.
Lerwick at once. “He has impressed
me from the first as one of the best
and most delightful men I have ever
met; that is, he has impressed me
that way everywhere except in my
own house. It’s curious, Eliot, now
I think of it, how I’ve seen more of
him and learned to know and like
him better elsewhere than I have
here; and how Philippa has seen so
little of him anywhere except here
that, if he had not called on her so
regularly, she would hardly know
him. My belief is that he’s so sensi-
tive and has such a horror of gossip
that he has tried to avoid it, and has
simply made matters worse, as re-
tiring people are so apt to do.”

“By the by, how long have you been
engaged?” Eliot abruptly asked his
gister at this point.

“Just eleven days to-morrow,” she
replied with amusing promptitude.
“Rleven days!” he echoed, “and the
invitations out already! Isn’t that
rather rushing matters?”

Philippa flushed. “Mark had spe-
cial reasons,” she explained, “for
keeping our engagement quiet and fgr
hurrying the wedding. But .how did
you know about the invitations?”’

«T overheard about them,” he re-

lied, “and more than that, T over-

geard Maurice Vernor telling how

your major denied at the station yes-

terday that you and he were en-
ged.”

Mrs. Lerwick uttered an exclama-
tion and Philippa looked mystified,
but incredulous. Before she could
:geak, Betty went bustling through

e hall, and immediately Eliot heard
the voice of Miss Percival at the front
door, and Philippa hastened out to
greet her. ;

A low-toned colloquy followed, in-

rsed with silvery laughter and
the sound of kisses, and then t.he two
came into the library and Eliot was

introduced.
m“'I’ve heard so much about you,
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Captain Lerwick,” said the newcomer,
graciously extending a little hand,
“that you hardly seem like a stranger.
T hope you have entirely recovered
from your wound.”

Her limpid gray eyes looked solici-
tously into his. But when, still re-
taining her hand, he assured her, with
needless fervour, that he was quite
well again, the humorous dimples at
the corners of her large, mobile mouth
deepened, and her red lips parted in
a smile so bewitchingly sweet and yet
so roguishly challenging that, with
soldierly promptitude, he lost his
heart to her then and there,

Meanwhile Philippa had lighted a
large piano lamp and now drew her
friend down beside her on a sofa, and
for the next half-hour the talk was
wholly about bridesmaids and dress
and the wedding arrangements. But
Eliot could see that their pretty
neighbour had something on her mind
and at last out it came.

“Philippa, dear,” she asked hesitat-
ingly, “is the wedding really to be on
the seventeenth? TIs the date on the
invitations correct 1

Philippa looked at her in amaze-
ment. “Of course it is, Rhoda,” she
replied. “Why do you ask?”

“Because the seventeenth is only
a little more than three weeks off,”
answered the girl, blushing with em-
barrassment, “and the major told me
this morning on the train that he was
going away and would probably not
be back for three or—four weeks.”

Eliot saw his sister’s hands close
convulsively and the colour die out
of her face. But with assumed care-
lessness, she answered in a strained
voice, “Probably he did not stop to
think exactly how short the time is
to the seventeenth.”

Rhoda changed the subject at once,
and, after a few common-place re-
marks, said that she must go. She
declined Eliot’s offer to see her home,
declaring that the maid who had come
with her would be all the escort she
needed. Eliot did not press the point.
He had a question which he was
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anxious to ask, and, as soon as their
visitor had gone, he asked it.

“Philippa,” he inquired bluntly;
“did you know that the major was
going away ?”

“No, Eliot.” .

“Didn’t he speak about it last even-
ing? Don’t you know where he has
gone ?” questioned Mrs. Lerwick.

“No, mother.”

“Humph !” ejaculated Eliot indig-
nantly. “By the way, who is he?
You haven’t told me yet.”

“You know him,” responded Philip-
pa. “Major Bruerton.”

“Bruerton! Good God!” exclaimed
Eliot, staring at her.

“What is -it?” she cried, growing
paler if possible than before, as she
watched his darkening face.

“There is some rascality back of
all this,” he said at last. “Just what,
I can’t fathom now. But I’ve some-
thing to tell you about Bruerton that
I never thought to breathe to anyone.
Under the ecircumstances, it’s only
right that you should be told. As
you know, he commanded our bat-
talion for several months, and took a
great fancy tc me. I liked him im-
mensely, and we became very inti-
mate, and when I was wounded he
helped to carry me off the field. That
evening I told him about Aunt Caro-
line’s diamond ring that mother in-
sisted T should take with me because
she thought that it might help me
where money might not, if I ever hap-
pened to be in a tight place. I show-
ed it to him, and begged him to keep
it for me. But he demurred, because
he was likely to be in the field for
an indefinite time, and feared he
might lose it. He was much worried
about it, and finally hid it under the
lining in one of the bottom corners
of my leather despatch-case. In the
night I was aroused from a doze by
someone moving near me. It was
Bruerton, and he had my despatch-
case in his hands. I saw him take out
the ring, slip the case back behind
my pillow, and leave the tent. I was
so dazed by the surprise and sudden-

ness of it, and so weak and light-
headed, that I never stirred nor
spoke. I thought it might be a delir-
ious fancy, and in the morning T ask-
ed the attendant if anyone had been
in to see me. He said that Major
Bruerton had. T managed to get out
the case and examine it. The ring
was gone. I have never seen Bruer.
ton since.”

As Eliot ended, his mother threw
her arms about Philippa, erying, “Oh,
my poor darling!” and burst inte
tears. But Philippa herself, erect and
dry-eyed, continued to regard him g
little longer with an inscrutable look.
Then, murmuring that the lamplight
hurt her eyes and the firelight was
pleasanter, she gently disengaged hep.
self from her mother’s clinging em.-
brace, and, rising to her feet, steadied
herself with her left hand on the baeck
of the sofa and reached over to put
out the light.

Eliot saw that she was trembling in
every limb, and stepped forward to
help her. As he did so, his eye was
caught by the flash of a diamong
sparkling on the third finger of hep
left hand in the full radiance of the
lamplight. The setting was of a
rather peculiar pattern. He stood
stock-still gazing at it for an instant,
and then, seizing her hand, raised it
nearer the light and examined the
ring intently.

“Who gave you this?”’ he asked.

“Mark,” she replied breathlessly_
“It is my engagement ring.”

He dropped her hand and stepped
back, facing them both.

“Mother! Philippa!” he saiq
hoarsely. “I will take my oath that
this is Aunt Caroline’s ring that
Bruerton stole from me at Sap
Mateo.”

Philippa swayed, and he was Jjust
in time to catch her as she fell. She
had fainted.

In the anxious weeks that follow
no message was received from the
missing major, and no glimmer of
light was shed on the vexed questio
why he had left and where he had
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gone. In all Maxfield there was no
one about whom so much was said
and so little was known as Major
Mark Lawton Bruerton. But Philip-

a’s confidence in him never wavered.
%ven the shock of Elliot’s revelations
could not shake it. For her faith in
her lover’s loyalty and integrity rose
guperior to all such trivial things as
evidence and proof. She knew that
he could explain everything when he
eame back, and that he would come
back she did not doubt.

So the wedding preparations went
half-heartedly on, and the day for
the ceremony drew nigh and finally
dawned. In the interval Eliot had
naturally found it necessary to hold
frequent conferences with Rhoda Per-
eival, ostensibly about Philippa; and
it was astonishing how many points
were constantly arising that needed
immediate and prolonged considera-
tion before they could be satisfactor-
jly settled. Doubtless he derived
more profit, if less ple'asure, from his
discussions with Maurice Vernor, and
his occasional consultations with
Rhoda’s father and Dr. Heath, the
family physician; but he generally
found it easier to dispense with these
than with his talks Wit!l Rhoda, espe-
cially when some detail of the wed-
ding had to be settled. Feeling sure,
however, that there would be no cere-
mony, Eliot had privately had a cir-
enlar engraved, announcing that the
wedding had been postponed, for un-
expected and unavoidable causes, to
a date that would be announced later;
and he had arranged to have copies
of this circular delivered about an
hour before the time set for the cere-
mony, if the Major had not returned
and explained matters before then.

‘When therefore Philippa, looking
like a spectral Dido in hgx: shimmer-
ing wedding robe and trailing orange
blossoms, insisted on being driven to
§t. Paul’s at the appointed hour, it
was to peer forlornly into an empty
church, and pace in tragic silence a
draughty vestibule, and then pass
back with a stony face to the carriage,
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and be driven home in despair too
deep for tears.

As a last resort Eliot had that
morning bethought himself of tele-
graphing to a friend in the Militia
Department at Ottawa on the
chance that, although the major had
resigned from the army, the depart-
ment might have kept track of him.
Late in the afternoon came a long re-
ply stating that Major Bruerton had
recently been in Vancouver in at-
tendance on a private court of in-
quiry held, pending action upon his
resignation, to investigate charges
against him of conduet prejudicial to
the interests of the service. The
court had reserved its decision owing,
it was said, to the perplexing fact
that, although the testimony proved
that the major had done what was
charged, it also proved that he had un-
questionably done it from the most
worthy and commendable motives,
while he himself denied positively
that he had done it at all.

About half-past eight that evening,
Eliot was sitting alone in the library
at Merryhill, trying to make out what
this fresh instance of the major’s in.
comprehensible conduect could mean,
when Vernor came in with the news
that the missing man had returned
and was at home. Three-quarters of
an hour later, the two friends were on
their way to the major’s, in company
with several other hastily summoned
witnesses, including Mr. Percival, Dr.
Heath and young Gilbert. At their
destination they were informed that
the major had gone out at the hour
when he usually called on Miss Ler-
wick. Hastening to Merryhill, they
entered the drawing-room to find Mrs.
Lerwick stooping over Philippa, who
was seated upon a fauteuil sobbing as
if her heart would break, while a few
feet away, stiffly balanced on the edge
of a reception chair, was Major Bruer-
ton.

He was a tall, compactly built,
strikingly handsome man, with pier-
cing eyes and a soldierly presence. His
gaze was fixed intently on his betroth-
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ed, and there was a pathetic expres-
sion of baffled devotion and deep
yearning in his look. As Eliot,

Vernor, and two or three others step--

ped in front of him, his glance wav-
ered as if he were trying to gaze past
them at Philippa again. Otherwise
their presence did not seem to discon-
cert him in the least, and he did not
alter his attitude.

“Perhaps, Major Bruerton,” said
Eliot sternly, “you will condescend
to explain your unexpected presence
here this evening after your most ex-
traordinary absence from town this
morning.”

The major slowly rose, and still
more slowly sought out Eliot’s som-
bre countenance in the circle of un-
friendly faces before him.

“Eliot,” he said, in a monotonous
voice, “I did not expect to find you
here.” Then, after a pause, he add-
ed, “I came to see Philippa.”

To the onlookers his cool indiffer-
ence of manner and extreme delibera-
tion of speech savoured of studied in-
solence. Eliot’s blood glowed through
the dark tan of his cheeks, and with
a fierce oath, before any one could in-
terpose, he struck the major full in
the face.

The latter, to the amazement of
every one, made no effort to ward off
the blow. With a strange, distressed
ery, he staggered against the chair
on which he had been sitting, and
clutched the back of it. Steadying
himself, he gave a most portentous
yawn, and straining back his shoul-
ders and half raising his disengaged
arm with a prolonged muscular con-
traction, as if he were stretching, he
rose to his full height, and glancing
round the ring of lookers-on with a
wide-eyed stare of utter bewilder-
ment, exclaimed in a thrilling tone,
“What does this mean? Where am
1%’ and sank back unconseious.

Under Dr. Heath’s prompt treat-
ment he soon revived, and a half-
hour later the doctor entered the lib-
rary, to which the rest of the party
had retired, rubbing his hands with
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satisfaction and showing a cheerfyl
countenance.

“I am happy to be able to repo
gentlemen,” he said, “that no ill ef.
fects are likely to follow the shock
which Major Bruerton has suffe
and which in some instances of this
kind has been attended by the most
serious results. As you have doubt-
less already surmised, he was a som-
nambulist of the most pronounced
type. I say ‘was’ because, so far as
medical science can forecast the fut-
ure, he will never be one again, The
blow that roused him from his life-
in-sleep broke forever the fetters that
bound him to that extraordin
existence. The mystery of many of his
acts is a mystery no longer. Altho
the impulses that governed him in his
active sleep owed their origin to his
waking thoughts and feelings, he
was as completely unconscious in one
existence of all that he did in the
other as if he had actually heen two
men, each living in a different hemi.
sphere. He tells me that for years he
has been subject to attacks of over.
powering drowsiness in the evening,
At first, when they recurred only at
long intervals, he tried to resist
them; but, as they increased in fre-
quency, he gradually fell into the
habit of going to bed as soon as he felt
them coming on. He had begun to
fear that in time they might foree
him to relinquish society, as they had
already caused him to resign from
the army. This dread and the eh
es hanging over him kept him from
showing the charming young lady
who has promised him her hand
attention in his waking life, but could@
not prevent him from following the
irresistible impulse of his heart in his
life asleep. Tt is somewhat trying to
her to find that the man who w
and won her is in a sense not the man
who is to wed her. But”—ang
good doctor’s eyes twinkled—s
will be glad to know that I have
every reason to believe the major win
eventually succeed in reconciling hep
to the change.”
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From the Drawing by Louis Raemackers

A BELGIAN HOME, 1914






THE PIONEER FORT OF THE

HUDSONS BAY COMPANY
%yﬂ .J Fraser

gy 1l . impecuniosity  of
e ERa Charles 11. gave birth to
A two great monopolies,
only one of which has
survived the attacks of
rival ecompetition. The
Hudson’s Bay Company, though its
chartered rights have these many
years been surrendered, still wields
in the particular region in which they
first exploited the trade a dominance
over all other rival concerns. It is a
monopoly still, of fact if not of law.
Especially is this so on the shores of
the great bay where their first trader
landed. Here, where about two hun-
dred and forty years ago the flag of
the “H.B.C.” was first unfurled on
land, the company reigns supreme to-
day. Throughout the whole of the
Canadian northland it wielded an in-
fluence that has gone far in shaping
the destinies of the land, and in the
Hudson Bay region it is still supreme.
The Government treaty agent, the
“missioner”, the commandant of po-
lice, all hold minor rank in the eyes
of trapper, Indian, or half-breed.
Their liege lord is still the factor of
the Company.

All men are now free to come and
go, to trade and sell and gather furs
in the northern territories, but dis-
tance and climate and the difficulties
of transportation still raise more
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formidable barriers against strangers
than law or protection could devise.
Nature’s laws of limitations have af-
forded more protection to the fur-
trader than all the man-made laws of
the state.

It was Henry Hudson who, in 1607,
first sailed into the great inland sea,
and though he lies in an unmarked
grave the name of the dauntless mar-
iner goes down to posterity attached
to the waters which elaimed his life.
In the natural course of events the
great fur-trading company adopted
it as their own.

Radisson and Groseilliers and Gil-
lam are to us but three of the many
illustrious names associated with the
making of early Canadian history.
But to the men of the “H.B.C.” they
carry weight, for they were its pion-
eers. :

Two hundred and forty-odd years
ago a ship sailed away from England
bearing in it a company of adven-
turers whose destination was the far-
away little-known shores of James
Bay. To-day we would dread to ven-
ture into unexplored waters in a ves-
sel the size of the Nonsuch. But these
early navigators and seekers after
wealth were adventurous spirits, and
they fearlessly entered the great un-
charted waters of the north. Though
Hudson had long ago perished, and

p——
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Frobisher, Fox, Baffin, Davis, and
James later on followed the course of
his tiny vessel, but little information
of a practical value had been ob-
tained. ;

Despite the difficulties, unknown
dangers on sea and land, the pioneer
traders of the great Company sailed
westward, undaunted. Up to this
time the greatest obstacle to their am-
bitious plans had been the lack of
capital and a royal consent to the un-
dertaking. Radisson and Groseilliers
were brothers-in-law and life part-
ners. They long had been familiar
with the Canada of the French and
the great lands beyond the lakes. In
1659 they had even made a journey
northward to the shores of the inland
sea, and the visions of wealth to be
made in that region had fired them
with the ambition to make it theirs.
But in Quebec and in New England
they failed to interest merchants in
the scheme of establishing fur-trading
posts in the bay. Then to Paris they
went. They had little success there.

They then turned to the English,
and in court cireles found their man.
The dashing Prince Rupert became
their sponsor, the necessary capital
was found, and with hearts aglow
with enthusiasm over the “great idea”
the adventurers pierced the northern
barriers of ice and guided their little
vessel southward again to the foot of
James Bay. Captain Zachary Gillam
was the navigator, and Radisson and
Groseilliers the traders, “trail-break-
ers” for the Honourable Company of
Gentlemen Adventurers Trading into
Hudson Bay.

The summer of 1668 was well ad-
vanced when the Nonsuch arrived oft
the mouth of a river in latitude north
fifty-two. = The exploring traders
named it Rupert. 'When the barque’s
keel grated on the gravel the journey
was ended; a boat was lowered and
Gillam and Groseilliers went ashore,
and the site of Fort Rupert, the pion-
- eer post of the Company, was se-
lected.

Little has been told us of the de-

seription of the “fort” the first-comers
erected on the low bank of the Rupert
River, beyond that it was of the type
common to most of their later estab-
lishments. A stockade of heavy spruce
timbers was loop-holed and supported
by four corner bastions. The second
voyage of the Nonsuch brought sey-
eral small brass cannon, which wepe
mounted on the walls, but used for
little else than saluting purposes.

Within this enclosure were the
trading-store and depot, the houses of
the trader and his clerks, and a row
of less pretenious shacks that housed
the artisans who were brought out by
the company in its earliest years. As
the little colony grew, these scattered
about the bay, and their places were
taken by the French and Scotch half-
breed progeny that sprang up in the
country. Of this, the first post of the
“H.B.C.”, nothing now remains but
a row of hollows on the bank, lined
with crumbled brick—the sites of
Radisson’s buildings.

For some fifty years after its eree-
tion the Company held a precarions
tenure of the little fort. In 1686 wild.
looking men, more Indian than
French, under the joint leadership of
the Chevalier de Troyes and Iberville,
marched from King Louis’s settle.
ments in Canada over the height of
land to the north. They were rivals
who had sensed the possibilities of
the great trade of the northland. Fort
Rupert was raided, and the ene
carried off the little brass howitzers
that, though serving to overcome tlie
Indians, failed to check the bold
coureurs des bois.

Seven years later an English ex.
pedition recovered the place, but the
following spring overland forces from
Canada again drove the Company’s
men from Rupert. Then, one year
later, the British warships Seaforth
and Bonaventure worked their
through the ice of the bay and the

Company came once more into its

own. By stipulation of the Treaty
of Ryswick, in 1697, the posts wepe
turned over to the French, and net
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PIONEER FORT OF THE HUDSON’S BAY COMPANY

until 1713, when the Treaty of
Utrecht put an end to hostilities be-
tween the English and the French,
was the Company’s flag again raised
over the much-contested fort, to fly
unmolested to this day.

From the ashes of the old timbers
sprang up a new stockade. The sup-
ply ships returned in the summer
with Scottish factors superseding the
French pioneers, and the trade was
carried on as never before. The peo-
ple of Rupert were molested no more,
and though the trade warfare was
waged in the west, and the “North-
westers” and the free-traders gained
a foothold on the prairies and in the
mountains, this post saw no rivals.
The banners of the “H.B.C.” were car-
ried northward, eastward and south-
ward from Rupert and planted on
the sites of tributary posts. It is only
in recent years that the house-flag of
a rival company has been raised
alongside Rupert’s House. In 1902
the world-wide fur-trading firm of
Revillon Fréres established a post
close by. .

Since that date keen-witted French
traders have attempted to break the
natives' allegiance to the old Com-
pany’s factors, whose forefathers first
bartered “skin for skin” with the
aboriginal runners of the woods. *Tis
trne that the trade is now divided,
but the canny, close-dealing Scotsmen
still retain the lion’s share.

Austere and haughty lords were the
old traders, governing with a hand of
iron the thousands of wild children
of the forest who hunted within their
particular domamn. Some cause for
pride had these hard-living pioneers,
for oftentimes the raw Scottish lad,
a year or two after leaving the Old
Country, would become ruler over a
domain larger than his native Secot-
land, with undisputed sway over the
lives and destinies of the half-savage
tribes who trapped fur for their lord
and master. For over forty years
Alan Nicolson, the latest factor at

rt House, has combined scholar-
ly pastimes and a taste for a higher
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literature with a rare understanding
and masterly control of the natives
under his influence. The spell of the
old Scottish hospitality is cast about
the visitor, and the simple, yet full,
life as exemplified in that of the fac-
tor draws those who have once met
and lived with him and his kind back
again through the gateways of the
north. Well has he earned the dis-
tinction—“last of the Hudson’s Bay
kings”.

Seated among us on the deck of
our little schooner in the Rupert
River he told us the story of his past.
And, though for many long, weary
months in the north the home-hunger
had been gnawing at our hearts, we
fought it down. For the hour the
spirit of the place held us in its thral-
dom—that fascinating bondage of
the far-away places. The depot, with
its precious store of rich, silky pelts:
the place of barter, whose time-aged
floor moccasined feet had worn and
polished; the little white-steepled
mission-house, soul guardian of the
trader and the Cree—these carried
our thoughts far back into the past.
Our vessel rode where hundreds of
vears earlier the eraft of Radisson
and Groseilliers had tugged at its
anchor. Faintly shrouded in all the
beauty of a June evening in the north
Rupert House lay before us, the pion-
eer post of the great Company.

Tiny fires burned brightly before
each smoke-stained tepee, and the
strong twilight still picked out from
the white and dark green background
the brightly-hued dresses of the
squaws. Purple and erimson and blue
and the ever-present shawls; the tar-
tans of a score of Highland elans
shrouded dark-skinned faces and
raven locks, fitting tributes to the
hardy, fearless Seots who had hewn
out of the primeval forest these cities
of the wild. Behind all, from a gray
black, billowy bank of cloud, the full
yellow moon erept forth. The beach
fires lost their brilliance, and the sha-
dows slowly merged into one, from
which stood forth only the whiteness
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of the buildings and the tents. Sleigh
dogs ceased their wrangling, to unite
in a common cause. From the throat
of one gaunt, shaggy brute issued the
old, old ery of the wolf-blood, deep
and long; one by one the pack joined
in, and that weird, nerve-stirring ser-
enade began. As far back as man can
trace, the wolf-dogs have thus herald-
ed the rising of the moon.

Gradually the twinkling fires burn-
ed low to a glowing red; one after
another they faded out. Overhead,
the stars, this while unnoticed, took
up their short night’s wateh; a smell
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of resinous spruce tops, mingled with
the faint smoke of dying driftwood
coals, was lightly wafted from the
shore. “Four bells!” rang sharply on
the night. We sighed because we
could not rent apart that curtain of
time, years and numbers of years, and
see with our own eyes all that the
fading scene conjured from out the
past—the struggles against nature
and with man, the tragedies and sue-
cesses, the scenes of adventure sup.
rounded by the glamour and gran-
deur of the growth and being of the
great Company.

THE COAL MINER

Bv A. D. MERKEL

AWAY, in the depths of the earth,
His rough-hewn workings run,
Stored there by the countless years
And the might of an unknown sun.
He wars with their alien breath,
Their dank and their fevered gloom ;
He has weighed and he knows their worth,
Pays court to an awful doom.

He sees not his fellow’s face,
He hears but his muffled tread;
For the glimmering light has passed,
And is lost with the ray it shed.
He bridges some hidden stream,
He knows not its source; nor cares
Where the gurgling waters pass
On their way through the darkened years.

The way of the world o’erhead
Goes on with its gain and dearth;
He feels not its varied throbs
Through the miles of the tumbled earth.
ITe hears but the pick of his axe,
Or, oft in the dark, afar,
The pant of some weary horse
And the clank of its laden car.

He has bowed his back to the task
Where the night and the day are one;
And he shambles the upward slope,
‘When the toiling hours are done.
Weary, he stumbles along,
Oh, for the strength to run,
To cateh with his dazzled eyes
A glimpse of the setting sun!

AN




FATHER FORSTER

A Sketch of the President of Assumption College
S Wtk "

@ TUDENTS of the high
, school at Simecoe, On-
f|l tario, a little more than
a quarter of a century
fl ago, will easily recall the
dark-haired, brown-eyed
freshman, somewhat diminutive in
stature, then known as “Frank”, who
was ushered up from a district school
with all the seriousness and applica-
tion that usually attend the youth
gimilarly favoured from the outstart.
That youth is now the Reverend
Father Forster, president of Assump-
tion College, in the same town.

The picture is still before us of a
boy who seemed always enjoying life
to the full, who laughed heartlly,
played football vigorously, handed in
his exercises with scrupulous atten-
tion to neatness and developed the
provoking capacity of inevitably gain-
ing the highest marks in examina-
tions. Published examination reports
seem to indicate that this latter fail-
ing pursued him throughout his
career as a student. ]

The first year in a high school lends
few opportunities for leadership, and
still there was somethlng irresistible
about the manner of this beardless
boy, the smallest in the class, and even
the wise and dignified members of
the second form found themselves

:elding to his contentions and views
upon matters under dispute. His
rapid rise from one important posi-

tion to another.has not taken any of
us by surprise. To hear that at the
beginning of his professional career
and at a time when the rest of us
were thinking of settling down to the
seriousness of life, he had been ap-
pointed head of a Southern States
college was just as might be expected.
His recall a few years later to the
presidency of his own college in
Sandwich followed as a matter of
course. This institution had had a
most successful past. Many of its
graduates are numbered among the
influential men of western Ontario,
Michigan, and Ohio. It was generous
of those older men, who had added
years of valuable experience to all the
greatness with which their alma mater
had endowed them to look with fav-
our upon the boy president. They
really hoped the good work would go
on. It was the age of young men,
and there was no telling how near
earnestness and attention to duty
might come to maintaining the pres-
tige begotten of previous success.
Less than a decade of years has pass-
ed, and the same devoted admirers
of former traditions speak with pride
of college buildings, almost doubled
in extent, of an equipment increas-
ing, multiplying constantly, of a staff
becoming more and more efficient, of
a complete reorganization of the cur-
riculum and methods of diseipline,
of testimonials in the highest form
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FATHER FORSTER

A Western Ontario Educationist who is endeavouring to improve
the methods of Education in his native Province

any educational institution can lay
claim to, as well as the confidence of
its patrons.

It is one of his early friends who
stands responsible for the following:
“If T were asked to say what is the
distinetive characteristic of Frank
Forster I should answer an incapacity
to admit the existence of an obstacle”.
Difficulties there may be in abund-
ance, but difficulties exist only to be
overcome. If you have a hundred
acres of land covered with pine
stumps, you have only to remove the
stumps to have a farm. No small
undertaking you will answer, per-
haps, but no man would allow a dif-
fieulty to stand between him and the
object of his ambition.

T remember an amusing evidence of

this disposition in his early school
days. A teacher, whose name is
sacred, had a hobby. It cost hi;
pupils an immense expenditure oi‘
time and energy upon the very unin.
viting task of committing to memopry
long lists of words which were pro.
duced as exceptions to certain rules
of grammar. Class after class ap:
proached this stage in dread and hop-
ror, accepted the task under protest
but submitted to the inevitabie’
There was absolutely no hope of ]‘p:
lief: the venerable man clung to his
pet scheme in defiance of all opposi-
tion. Frank Forster had seen some.
thing of it, and decided upon a pri-
vate interview. Like Smike, he dareq
Not at all baffled by the extreme in:
difference with which this dignifieq
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rsonage treated his youthful visi-
tor, he held his seat and with calm
determination advanced one argu-
ment after another until the good
man certainly saw his hobby as others
gaw it. Forever afterward pupils of
that class were liberated from this
drudgery. 3

I am told that experiences much
more daring are matters of common
occurrence with Father Forster in his
present position.. All who have taken
Part in the management of a board-
ing-school profess a readiness to face
anything in the ordinary round of
diffienlties with one single exception
—the irrepressible solicitude of the
all-wise mother insisting upon relaxa-
tions and modifications of the rule in
behalf of her much-indulged boy,
with the less enthusiastic father press-
ed into service as an auxiliary. The
world has not heard how many
boarding-school presidents have prov-
ed unequal to the assault. Nor has
the world perhaps realized that the
oft-deplored relaxation gradually
taking hold during the past quarter
of a century is due in great measure
to the persistent entreatings of one
: t after another, urging every
eonsideration for that “only boy” on

h.

eu'.l"the President of Sandwich has had
those parents to deal with also. Their
story has been listened to with a
tience so untiring and courteous as
‘pparently to guarantee compliance
with every request put forward. A
Jong time was necessary to deliver
the answer, and it was nothing less
‘han an heroic attempt to reverse for
411 time to come the parqnts’ views
yegarding the needs of their precious
. It was not a matter of refusing
assent, much less an honest effort to
a present conflict of opinion,
but the eradication of an abuse so
completely as to prevent its ever ap-
ing again. From Father For-
ster’s viewpoint, no other measure, of

eourse, could be considered.
1t is altogether within the range of
probability that some day when the
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Department of Edueation will have
said “take a chair” to this almost un-
known colleague they will soon after
discover that a long interview is in
prospect, because the caller is there
intending nothing less than to con-
vince that distinguished body of the
unreasonableness of certain favourite
measures which many schools
throughout the Provinces are respect-
ing under protest. Nor need we be
surprised to hear soon after that the
Superintendent of Eduecation has
come to look upon the aforesaid regu-
lations as provisions which have out-
lived their usefulness.

Blessed with a splendid physiecal
constitution, Father Forster is tax-
ing it to the very limit. Equally at
home, in the pulpit, conducting a
class of higher mathematics, discuss-
ing business propositions in tens or
hundreds of thousands, enforcing the
discipline requisite in a large residen-
tial institution, climbing to the high-
est point of the roof to account for a
leakage, inquiring into new schemes
for developing the possibilities of the
college farm, his round of duties pre-
cludes all hope of leisure. There is
no day in which he is not engaged in
several of these; there is no season
when such a novelty as a holiday can
be ever dreamed of. I believe it is
on record that he was absent one sum-
mer vacation on a business trip to
Europe. Authorities do not agree
how much ground was covered with-
in those few weeks, but it seems gen-
erally admitted that sight-seeing was
tolerated after business hours. It is
only busy men who have any time to
spare; this principle must have guid-
ed the society in their choice of a
general manager in addition to the
ever-multiplying duties incumbent
upon the head of a large and grow-
ing institution.

Readers invited to interest them-
selves in a career are usually given
to inquire about formative influences.
To such, Simecoe high school takes
the credit of contributing a year or
two in this instance. No doubt other
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centres of learning and influence did
their share also. But it might be
fairly questioned would the result be
very different if neither high school
nor college had lent a hand to his
education. The history of most men,
it is true, depends upon opportunity :
but there are few men of achievement
for the explanation of whose success
we do not look both further back and
forward than to the years spent in
institutions of learning. On a large
farm a few miles out of town nine
or ten sons were brought up under-
standing their duty to God and fel-
lowman and knowing from early
vears the value of habits of industry
and faithfulness to duty. They learn-
ed how to do everything that had to
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be done: then attempted many things
that had not to be done. Any boy
who has held his own with eight or
nine keen, vigorous, enterprising bro-
thers will likely meet men in after
life with equal assurance and urban-
ity. All the members of this excel-
lent family and among them a high-
ly esteemed church rector located in
this district not many years ago, one
after another in their respective call-
ings have won the success which ster-
ling character, ready compliance with
duty and practical efficiency alone
can secure. A mother gone to hep
reward, a father whose slower step
and diminishing frame record four-
score years and more did their part
and did it well.

A et
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THE WATCHMAN AND OTHER
POEMS

By L. M. MonTgoMERY. Toronto: Me-
(lelland, Goodchild and Stewart.

LTHOUGH the author of
8l “Anne of Green Gables”
and “Anne of Avonlea”
has been known for
years to all readers of
~ The Canadian Magazine
as a poet of fine sense and fancy,
this is the first volume of her poems
that has appeared. That fact is per-
haps not so noteworthy as the grati-
ing circumstance that this time this
ifted Canadian writer’s work is of-
fered to the public by Canadian pub-
lishers. Heretofore her books have
been published by a Boston firm. The
change, of course, does not mean that
Mrs. Maedonald (L. M. 1\_Iontgom-
ery is in private life the mistress of
the manse in an Ontario town) is
neglecting her large American audi-
ence. Her novels have made her sure
of that, so that if the copyright laws
permit it, she might well publish her
next novels first in Canada. Her verse
is marked by gentle rhythm, exquisite
eonceits, and actually breathes out
the fragrance and beauty of field and
wood and murmuring brook. She is
above all else a nature poet. Here is
an example of her work:

he flowers of a hundred springs
i‘;??imtpley the souls of beautiful things.

jes aflame with gold and red
g:iepffgl kisses of lovers in days that are

purple nsies with dew-drops pearled
me the rapianbow dreams of a youngling

- world.
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The lily, white as a star apart,
Was the first pure prayer of a virgin heart

The daisies that dance and twinkle so
Were the laughter of children in long ago.

The sweetness of all true friendship yet
Lives in the breath of the mignonette.

To the white narcissus there must belong
The very delight of a maiden’s song.

And the rose, all flowers of the earth above,
Was a perfect, rapturous thought of love.

Oh! surely the blossoms of all the springs
Must be the souls of beautiful things.

%
THE WHITE COMRADE
OTHER POEMS

By KaraeriNe Have. Toronto: Me-
Clelland, Goodchild and Stewart.

HERE also is the work of a fre-

quent contributor to The Cana-
dian Magazine. Katherine Hale made
her mark as a poet even more widely
known shortly after the beginning of
the war by her brochure entitled
“Grey Knitting”. Now, however, we
have a more ambitious venture and
one that will place its author well up
on the list of Canadian poets. “The
‘White Comrade” is a pretentious nar-
rative in blank verse depicting the
spirit and emotions of the gallant
Canadians who have gone to France
to fight for the Empire. It is not so
introspective, yet as essentially liter-
ary, as some of her other work, par-
ticularly the lyries, but perhaps for
that very reason it will meet with
wide popular favour. Here are the
closing lines, which will give some

AND
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idea of the style and idea of the poem :

So comes the Comrade White, down silent
ain,

Hepcomes to woods and battlefields to-
day,

(Sometimes I think he loves the woods
the best)

And finds free souls flung skyward, glad
to go.

Among the lonely and the pain-racked
ones

He comes—not death at all, but radiant
life—

Comes in the eyes of comrades, lives in
hearts

That give all, taking nothing in return.

He is & rumour and a far white light,

He is the singing bird, the children’s
flute ‘
That called us wooing forth to give our

all,
The floating glad things of the buoyant

Young earth’s warm children, music and
delight,

Live in His eyes: those deathless azure
eyes,

That smile upon the moment we thought
hard,

And turn our sacrifice to kindling light,

They pass through radiant gates on whom
He smiles!

Katherine Hale is a Toronto lady,
the wife of Mr. J. W. Garvin, editor
of an anthology of Canadian verse
recently published.
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INCLUDING YOU AND ME

By STRICKLAND GiLLILAN. Chicago:
Forbes and Company.

EVERYONE who has enjoyed tne
rhythmical story of Finnigan,
who sent the famous message to Flan-
nigan :
“Off agin, on agin,
Gone agin—Finnigan”.

will be interested in a new volume of
verse by the same author. The book,
which contains a large quantity of
the sentiment that appeals to most
human beings, is composed of poems
that make us laugh at ourselves. The
author is a Western journalist, of
whom Wilbur D. Nesbitt once wrote
the following parody :

Once a reporter, was Gillilan,

Down on the Richmond ‘‘Palladium’’—

Whenever the eity was seanty of news

He’d chew on his pencil and study his
shoes,

Then write a lovely hexameter—

A poem two feet in diameter;

That is, this Gillilan

Wrote it for fillin’ in.

When Gillilan quaffed the Pierian

He wrote stuff in ancient Assyrian,

He also wrote yards on the subject of love,

And twittering birds and the blue sky
above,

And the editor wrinkled his forehead then

And said many things that were torrid
then,

That is, to Gillilan,

He talked of killin’ him.

One day on the section one Finnigin,
Who ran a handear out and in agin,
Sent in a report of a wreck that oceurred—
Sent in a report that, in fact, was a bird.
Now, Finnigin sent it to Flannigan,

And Flannigan showed it to Gillilan.
That’s the way Gillilan

Came to write ‘‘Finnigin’’.

Then Fame came and boarded with Gil-
lilan—

He’s proved to be true Indianian—

And Richmond grew famous in less than
a night

Through owning the poet who sat down
to write

The rhythmical story of Finnigin,

Who pencilled the message to Flannigan:

‘“Off agin, on agin,

Gone agin—Finnigin’’.

Since then it’s been splendid for Gilli-
lan—

Though no one knows what came of Fin-
nigin.

But Gillilan’s dealing in meters and feet

On the easiest corner of Broad Easy
Street—

And fortune has chuckled and smiled on
him

And honours and comforts are piled on
him

Dear he is, near he is—

Here he is—Gillilan!
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THE LEOPARD WOMAN

By StEwWArRT EpWaArRD WHITE. To.
ronto: The Musson Book Cempany.

THIS is a highly imaginative story

of excitement and intrique. While
bearing on the present great war, its
setting is, however, in Africa. An

G RN,
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Englishman has been sent with an im-
portant message for delivery to an
African chieftain. At the same time
a German is sent on to the same place
on a similar message. Both know the
country well and the almost insur-
mountable difficulties they are sure to
encounter. This is the first part of
the book, and that is about all there
is until the Leopard Woman appears
with her caravan in the wilderness, a
beautiful, exotic creature who speaks
English with a foreign accent, and
tells the Englishman she is travelling
out of sheer love of adventure through
a country which has never even been
mapped. She appears first as merely
selgsh, inexperienced, haughty to the
int of silliness. And it is not very
Jong before she falls into serious trou-
ble in her wanderings, and the Eng-
lishman, who has left her after their
first casual meeting, turns up provi-
dentially to rescue her and bring or-
der out of the chaos of her native
camp. He takes charge of her ser-
vants—whom she is utterly unable
to “manage”—and is willing to act as
guard to her for the rest of her fool-
hardy journey. But at this point he
finds detailed maps of the district—
marked in German—in her tent, and
decides that in no case will he let her
out of his sight!
How he travels on with her through
the wilderness, how he is sa'ved from
ve danger, what her mission really
js, and how he wins out in the end—
this is the matter of the last half of
the book. The errand of the Leopard
Woman, and the way she carries it
through to the last verge of success,
is very clever indeed. She herself is
not econvincing, not attractive; but
she is obviously intended not as a
it of a woman, but as an in-
strument in the telling of an adven-
turous tale; and as such she is en-
tirely successful. Culbertson himself
is more possible as a human being.
But the best character in the book is
the African, Simba, and the most hu-
manly moving thing in the story is
his devotion to his magic bone. For
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the rest the novel is a somewhat me-
chanical, though unfailingly interest-
irg, story of modern adventure. Its
narrative style is terse and vigorous,
and its glimpses of African country
and customs are often illuminating.

3k

SONGS OF UKRAINA

By F. Ranpann Livesay.
J. M. Dent and Sons.

OW that there is so much discus-

sion of the proposal to introduce
into the schools of Canada a study
of the Russian language these excel-
lent and unusually poetical transla-
tions from the Ruthenian should be
read with great interest and value.
Mrs. Livesay has devoted a great
amount of time and study to a sincere
consideration of the poetry of the
Ruthenians, and the book, which is
the result of her labours, should give
a distinet impetus to the exchange of
culture that should take place between
the people of the British Empire and
the people of the Russian Empire.
We quote three of the translations:

SONG OF THE WOODS
What did she bring us, the beautiful
spring?
Fair trees, maiden’s beauty.
A maiden’s beauty is as dew in summer
Washed in a spring, dried in an oven,
Set on a table, wrapped in paper.

Toronto:

Springtime! And now what is it she brings
us?

She brought us strength, beauty of boys.

Beauty of boys is as dew in summer,

Washed in a rain-pond, dried on a fence,

Set on a table, wrapped in rags

SONG OF DEPARTURE: A BRIDE OF
BUKOVINA
Dear my mother, weep not!
I shall not take all;
See, the cows and oxen
Leave I in the stall.

I take just, black eyebrows,
Only eyes of blue;

And upon your table
Tears I leave for you.

And the little pathway
Where my footsteps fell
While I brought you water

Daily from the well.
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A WEDDING SONG
In the green fnrden is fresh-fallen snow;
Horses are galloping to and fro.

A mother follows the hoof-marks deep:
My Marusenka, where dost thou sleep?

‘‘Help me, O Lord, her steps to trace!
Home I would take her from this place.

‘‘Come, Marusenka, come to me!
If now ill-treated thou mayest be.’’

She is not in her small white bed.
She sleeps upon the straw instead

‘““In what straw, pray, now lieth she?’’
She lieth in the rough barley.

‘“Whose barley pillows now her breast?’’
A neighbour’s barley gives her rest.

3

FIGHTING MEN

By C. Fox-Smirm.
Mathews.

MISS FOX-SMITH has added one

more to her splendid list of books
dealing mostly with the doings of men
who go out upon the high seas. Here
is one which treats, on the other hand,
with men upon land :

London: Elkin

THE ROUTE MARCH

We’ve got our foreign service boots—
we’ve ’ad ’em ’alf a day;

If it wasn’t for the adjutant I’d sling the
brutes away; )

If T could ’ave my old ones back I’d give
a fortnight’s pay

An’ chuck ’em in the pair I got this
mornin’!

We’ve marched a ’undred miles to-day—
we’ve ’undreds more to go,

An’ if you don’t believe me, why, I’11 tell-

'ow I know,

I’ve measured out the distance by the
blister on my toe, :

For I got my foreign service boots this
mornin’, &

We’ve got our foreign service boots—I
wish that I was dead;

I wish I’d got the colonel’s ’orse and ’im
my feet instead;

I wish'I was an acrobat, I’d walk upon
my ’ead, i

For I got my foreign service boots this
mornin’,

We’re ’6ppin’ an’ we’ve ’obblin’ to a
cock-eyed ragtime tune,

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

Not a soul as isn’t limpin’ in the bloomin’
. ’'ole balloon,
But buck you up, my com-e-rades, we’re
off to Flanders soon,
For we got our foreign service boots this
mornin’,
£

PENROD AND SAM

By BoorH TARKINGTON. Toronto: S.
B. Gundy.

THIS is a remarkable collection of

short stories, forming in all an
outstanding study in boy psychology.
Penrod’s mental processes are repro-
duced with an accuracy which at
times seems almost uncanny. He ig
constantly doing something, and that
something is frequently, from the
point of view of his much-tried par-
ents, distinetly iniquitous; yet Pen.
rod very, very seldom indulges in g
piece of deliberate naughtiness, and
when he does, as in the episode of
Margaret and Mr. Claude Blakely, he
is occasionally astonished to find that
he has behaved in a manner which
calls forth rejoicing and not repri-
mands. Usually it is simply that an
idea enters his mind, fascinates him,
and lures him on until, after he has
translated it into action, he discovers
to his dismay that he has made him-
self a subject for swift and vigorous
punishment.

Penrod himself is, of course, the
central figure in this series of short
stories—for, although divided into
chapters, this book is really a volume
of short stories—but Sam Williams
and Roddy Bitts, Herman and Ver.
man, Maurice Levy and the exemplary
Georgie Bassett appear more or less
often in the course of the different
narratives. They all take part in the
game of “bonded prisoner”, which
had the rather extraordinary and to
them quite unknown result of con-
vincing Penrod’s sister Margaret that
she was a medium; “I mean, if she
would let herself,” as Mrs. Schofield
explained to her husband. Penrod’s
experiences as a militarist, however,
were shared only by Cam; they were

Pap—
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sad experiences, showing that the real,
when attained, is apt to vary in a
startling manner from the ideal. Pen-
rod was accustomed to seeing “pic-
tures of real pistols being used to
magnificently romantic effect * * *
upon almost all the billboards in
town” ; most of the books he read had
in them weapons of some kind, while

the “movie” shows he frequented
“eould not have lived an hour un-
pistoled”. What wonder, then, that

he saw visions of himself moving
through vague and thrilling dramas,
a trusty “revolaver” in his hand ? But
after actual, though brief, possession,

his fervent desire was, “Wish TI’d
never seen one!”
3%
NELSON’S HISTORY OF THE
WAR

By Joux BucaAN. Toronto: Thomas

Nelson and Sons.

TTTE more one reviews this popular
history of the war the more one
is econvinced of the exhaustive study
the author has given to the subject.
Tast month we called attention to
Volumes 1, 2, 3 and 4. Volume 5
treats of the “War of Attrition” in
the west, the campaigns in the Near
F.ast, and the fighting at sea down to
the attempted blockade of Britain.
Volume 6 takes up the campaign on
the Niemen and Narev, the struggle
in the Carpathians, Neuve Chapelle,
and the first attempt upon the Darda-
pelles. Volume 7 considers the sec-
ond bhattie at Ypres and the beginning
of the Italian campaign. Volume 8
deseribes the midsummer campaigns
and battles on the Warsaw salient.

3*

SONS OF CANADA

By Avcustus BroLeE. Toronto: J.

M. Dent and Sons.

THIS book. as the title might i_ndi-
cate, contains sketches (thirty-
four in all) of men who have taken
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MR. AUGUSTUS BRIDLE

Author of **Sons of Canada”

an active and prominent part in vari-
ous branches of the Canadian na-
tional growth. “Not,” as the jacket
on the cover announces, “who their
fathers were, nor what their sons may
be, but what they themselves did with
all their might.” There are sixteen
crayon portraits by the well-known
Canadian artist, Mr. F. S. Challoner,
R.C.A. Although Mr. Bridle has been
connected with journalism in Toronto
for a good many years, and latterly
as editor of The Canadian Courier,
this is his first book. He has had
much experience in writing sketches
of this character, and in the book he
has adhered to the light, personal,
whimsieal style that always has char-
acterized his work. Most of the men
of whom he writes are still living and
still aective, and many of them he
knows personally, some of them inti-
mately. So that the work is original
and is done from an individual point
of view. The sixteen portraits intro-
duce Mr. Challoner in a new rdle and
are an attractive addition to the vol-
ume,



TWICE~TOLD TALES

“MAIr STIR IN PARIS”

A story worth repeating is going
the rounds in Paris. It relates to a
certain piper in the Scots Guards
who recently visited the French capi-
tal with contingents of British and
colonial troops taking part in the 14th
of July celebrations. The British
troops had a great reception. The
streets through which they passed
were thronged with enthusiastic spec-
tators, who cheered the passing troops
and pelted them with flowers, The
piper in question did not say much
at the time, but he thought a great
deal, and finally reached a definite
conclusion. On the first opportunity
he made inquiries of such French
friends as he could communicate
with, as to the openings for a piper
to a French gentleman after the war.
“Mind, I canna speak much French,”
he said, “but I can play the pipes,
and I can see there’s mair stir in Paris
than in Inveraray.”—Christian Sci-
ence Monitor.

M.
"

CAVIAR
A million atoms massed,
A touch of sauce tartare—
It comes, ’tis here, ’tis past—
The oval urn is bare!

A something crisp that erunched,
An evanescent tang;

I knew not I had lunched,
Save for a passing pang;

A pang that strikes me dumb
And leaves my mind a wreck,
Arising from the sum
1 see stamped on my check.
—Maurice Morris.
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JusT A NAME

Mrs. McTavish met Mrs. Brown on
a country road near a Scottish town.
The former was carrying a queer-
looking parcel and Mrs. Brown in-
quired as to its nature.

“Oh, ay, 1t’s jist some ham fur Me-
Tavish. I always buy my ham frae
Sandy, in the toon. McTavish likes
his ham better than any other.”

“Indeed, so? Weel, my mon is
verra fond o’ ham. I’m thinking I'l]
be getting some for him at Sandy’s™

Arriving in the town she called at
Sandv’s provision establishment and
demanded a pound of ham.

“Whit kind o’ ham ?”

“Oh, the same kind o’ ham that ve
serve Mrs. MeTavish wi’.”

“Ah reet!” said the grocer, addin
in a whisper: “Whaur’s yet bottle $*

£

Tae Spor BALL

The presence of Royalty sometimes
causes amusing incidents to happen.
It is not generally known that King
George is an excellent billiard player,
and once, when he was Prince of
Wales, he visited some naval dock-
yards and in the evening entered g
billiard-room for a quiet game.

When the marker was told that
Prince George was to be one of the
players, his self-possession forsook
him altogether. Creeping up to an
officer who was present, he asked in g
whisper loud enough to be distinetly
heard by the royal visitor:

“Execuse me, sir, but do I ecall %y
Ye Royal ’Ighness or ‘Spot Yaller® 9

.

|

L eame———c— ST A ——————
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TUUNPREPAREDNESS

O’Flaherty : “Misther O’Sullivan,
will ye stop and have a friendly dis-
cussion on the matter of Home
Rule ?”

O’Sullivan: “It’s sorry I am, but
it’s not convenient just now.”

O’Flaherty: “And why not?”

O’Sullivan: “Why, to tell ye the
truth, O’Flaherty, T haven’t got me
shtick handy.”—T'it-Bits. .

3%

Some Use

It was in London. A gorgeously
dressed foreign officer was walking
down Whitehall when he was met by
two Irishmen fresh from the country.
Amazed at the glittering apparition
elanking towards them, one exclaim-
ed to the other, with a sharp nudge
in the ribs: .

“Begorra, wouldn’t I like to pawn
him!”

ES

A fashionable painter, noted for
his prolific output, was discussing at
a stndio tea in New York a recent
scandal in the picture trade. “Look
here, old man,” said a noted etcher,
“do you paint all your own pictures ¢”
“1 do,” the other answered hotly,
“and with my own hands, too.” “And
what do yvou pay your hands?‘ the
etecher inquired. “I'm thinking of
starting an art factory myself.”

3
Trae Roap 10 FAME

William Dean Howells was talking,
at his cottage at Kittery Point, Me.,
about a writer who, after a good be-

ing, had degenerated into a pro-
f trash.
d‘llffr s:pi)ose,” said Mr. Howells, “he
disecouraged with the moderate
sale of his good work, and now hopes
to sell his poor work abundantly.”
Mr. Howells shook his head and

Y‘ 2» 3 ({34

“The road to fame,” he said, “is

erowded with men who, discouraged,

are hurrying back.”—Philadelphia
Bulletin.
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Of all the funny stories I recall at
the present moment I think I can
work up the best laugh over the tale
of the two Irishmen who were argu-
ing about the relative merits of New
York and Chicago. You know, there
is a type of person who, when he
knows nothing about a thing and finds
you don’t know either, will start in
and explain it to you. These two
were both of that kind. Said one:

“Why, in New York we have grass
growing right on the roof, just the
same as down on the ground. You
can have your front yard on top of
your house.”

“That’s nothin’,” declared the other.
“In Chicago we play golf on the
roofs.”

“Golf? You mean that game where

‘vou knock a ball back and forth across

a net?”
“Yes, that’s it.”

“You dommed idjut, that’s not
golf! You’re talkin’ about eroquet.”
“Well, I meant to say eroquet.”

“Yes,” said the other one, “I know
you couldn’t mean golf. How would
they get the horses upon the roof for
a golf game ?”—Senator J. Ham Lewis
in Everybody’s Magazine.

MARVELS OF CREATION

A Scotch preacher had been abroad
and when he came back he was preach-
ing to his congregation on the marvels
he had seen.

He wound up with this: “And the
same Creator who made the vast
ocean, made the dewdrop. The same
Creator who made the mountans made
the pebble. Yes, and that same Crea-
tor who made me *:nade a daisy!”

A milkman was proceeding home
after his labours, when he was accost-
ed by a recruiting sergeant, who asked
him :

“Wouldn’t you like to serve your
King? It would be the making of
YOI - v
“Sure,” declared the expectant
milk-carrier. “How muech does he
take each day?”



300

Poor Orp BiLr’s Luck.

First Coster: “Well, poor old Bill’s
gone.”

Second Coster (scornfully) : “Poor,
indeed! Luckiest bloke in the mar-
ket. Couldn’t touch nuffing wifout
it turned to money. Insured ’is ’ouse
—burned in a month. Insured ’isself
again’ haccidents—broke ’is harm first
week. Joined the Burial Serceity last
Toosday, and now ’e’s ’opped it. I
call it luck.”—Pall Mall Gazette.

3%

Captain John Stevenson met a re-
cent arrival from the “auld countree”
and speedily got into a chat with him
over conditions there. The new ar-
rival told feelingly of the terrible toll
of war upon the fair land of Scotia,
the sad tales of young men killed and
maimed, the sufferings of the families
left behind. His was a right sad tale
in every way.

“Why, mon, we're jist plum dis-
tracit wi’ it,” he concluded.

“And I suppose the war has caused
the price of provisions to go up in
Scotland as well as everywhere else,”
commented Captain Stevenson with
sympathy.

“Aye, mon, ye’re richt,” agreed the
visitor. “Proveesions has gone up in
price saxpence the bottle.”—Argo-

nawt.
%

Marks oF MAJESTY MISSING

A good many years ago, when her
Majesty was spending a short time in
the neighbourhood of the Trossachs,
the Princess Louise and Beatrice paid
an unexpected visit to an old female
cottager on the slopes of Glinfinlas,
who, knowing that they had some con-
nection with the royal household,
bluntly ejaculated, “Ye’ll be the
Queen’s servants, I'll thinkin’?” “No,”
they quietly rejoined; “we are the
Queen’s daughters.” “Ye dinna look
like it as ye hae neither a ring on
your fingers nor a bit gowd i’ your
lugs "—Farm and Home (British).

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

“Ler Nor Your LEPT . . »

“Did you hear what happened to
young Dowder Simpkins?”

“No. What was it$”

“He hurt his right arm in a motor
accident, and now he’s compelled to
hoist highballs with his left. It’s
deuced awkward, too.”—Birmingham
Age-Herald.

N
”»

The kirk in a certain Secottish vil-
lage was in urgent need of repair,
and Sandy MeNab, a very popular
member, had been invited to collect
subseriptions for the purpose.

One day the minister met Sandy
walking irresolutely along the road.
He at once guessed the cause.

“Man, Sandy,” he said earnestly,
“I'm sorry to see ye in this state.

“Ah, weel, it’s for the good o’ the
cause,” replied the delinquent hap-
pily. “Ye see, meenister, it’s g’
through these subscreeptions. I’ve
been down the glen collectin’ fun’s,
an’ at every hoose they made me hae
a wee drappie.”

“Every house! But—but—but sure-
ly, Sandy, there are some of the kirk
members who are teetotallers?”

“Aye, there are; but I wrote tae
those !”—T'it-Bits. p

Ky

UNPROFITABLE

A six-weeks-old calf was nibbling
at the grass in the yard, and was
viewed ‘in silence by the city girl.

“Tell me,” she said, turning im-
pulsively to her hostess, “does it real-
ly pay you to keep as small a cow ag
that ¥’ —Harper's Magazine.

E -
A Dowmustic EPISODE

“A penn’orth each of liniment ang
liquid cement, please.”

“Are they both for the same
son, or shall T wrap separately

“Well, T dunno. Muvver’s broke
’er teapot, so she wants the cemen
but farver wants the liniment. *R’g
what muvver broke ’er teapot on.”—_
Pall Mall Gazette. ;




THE WONDERFUL MISSION

OF

THE INTERNAL BATH
'BY C. G. PERCIVAL, M:D.

Do you know that over three hun-
dred thousand Americans are at the
present time seeking freedom from
small, as well as serious, ailments, by
the practice of Internal Bathmg?.

Do you know that hosts of enlight-
ened physicians all over the country,
as well as osteopaths, physical cul-
turists, ete., ete., are recommending
and recognizing this practice as the
most likely way now known to secure
and preserve perfect health?

There are the best of logical rea-
sons for this practice and .these opin-
jons, and these reasons will be very
interesting to everyone. 8

Tn the first place, every physician
realizes and agrees that 95 per cent.
of human illness is caused directly
or indirectly by accumulated waste in
the colon; this is bound to accumu-
late, because we of to-day neither eat
the kind of food nor take the amount
of exercise which Nature demands in
order that she may thoroughly elim-
inate the waste unaided.

That’s the reason when you are ill
the physician always gives you some-

to remove this accumulation of
waste before commencing to treat
your specific trouble. :

It’s ten to one that no specific trou-
ble would have developed if there
were no accumulation of waste in the

And that’s the reason that the fam-
ons Professor Metchnikoff, one of the
world’s greatest scientists, has boldly

specifically stated that if our
eolons were taken away in infancy,
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the length of our lives would be in-
creased to probably 150 years. You
see, this waste is extremely poison-
ous, and as the blood flows through
the walls of the colon, it absorbs the
poisons and carries them through the
circulation—that’s what causes Auto-
Intoxication, with all its pernicious
enervating and weakening results.
These pull down our powers of re-
sistance and render us subject to al-
most any serious complaint which
may be prevalent at the time. And
the worst feature of it is that there
are few of us who know when we are
Auto-Intoxicated.

But you never can be Auto-Intoxi-
cated if youn periodically use the pro-
per kind of an Internal Bath——that is
sure.

It is Nature’s own relief and cor-
rector—just warm water; which, used
in the right way, cleanses the colon
thoroughly its entire length and
makes and keeps it sweet, clean, and
pure, as Nature demands it shall be
for the entire system to work pro-
perly.

The following enlightening news
article is quoted from the New York
Times:

“What may lead to a remarkable
advance in the operative treatment of
certain forms of tuberculosis is said
to have been achieved at Guy’s Hos-
pital. Briefly, the operation of the
removal of the lower intestine has
been applied to cases of tuberculosis,
and the results are said to be in every
way satisfactory.
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“The principle of the treatment is
the removal of the cause of the dis-
ease. Recent researches of Metchni-
koff and others have led doctors to
suppose that many conditions of
chronie ill-health, such as nervous de-
bility, rheumatism, and other dis-
orders, are due to poisoning set up
by unhealthy conditions in the large
intestine, and it has even been sug-
gested that the lowering of the vi-
tality resulting from such poisoning
is favorable to the development of
cancer and tuberculosis.

“At the Guy’s Hospital Sir William
Arbuthnot Lane decided on the
heroie plan of removing the diseased
organ. A child who appeared in the
final stage of what was believed to
be an incurable form of tubercular
joint disease, was operated on. The
lower intestine, with the exception of
nine inches, was removed, and the
portion left was joined to the smaller
intestine.

“The result was astonishing. In a
week’s time the internal organs re-
sumed all their normal functions, and
in a few weeks the patient was ap-
parently in perfect health.”

You undoubtedly know, from your
own personal experience, how dull
and unfit to work or think properly,
biliousness and many other apparent-
ly simple troubles make you feel. And
you probably know, too, that these
irregularities, all directly traceable to
accumulated waste, make you really
sick if permitted to continue.

You also probably know that the
old-fashioned method of drugging for
these complaints, is at best only par-
tially effective; the doses must be in-
creased if continued, and finally they
cease to be effective at all.

It is true that more drugs are prob-
ably used for this than all other
human ills combined, which simply
goes to prove how universal the trou-
ble caused by accumulated waste real-

ly is—but there is not a doubt that
drugs are being dropped as Internal
Bathing is becoming better known-——

For it is not possible to conceive
until you have had the experience
yourself, what a wonderful bracer an
Internal Bath really is; taken at
night, you awake in the morning with
a feeling of lightness and buoyaney
that cannot be described—you are ab-
solutely clean, everything is working
in perfect accord, your appetite is
better, your brain is clearer, and you
feel full of vim and confidence for
the day’s duties.

There is nothing new about In.
ternal Baths except the way of admin-
istering them. Some years ago Dy,
Chas. A. Tyrrell, of New York, was
so miraculously benefited by faithful-
ly using the method then in vogue,
that he made Internal Baths his spe-
cial study and improved “materi
in administering the Bath and in get.
ting the result desired.

This perfected Bath he called the
“J. B. L.” Cascade, and it is the one
which has so quickly popularized and
recommended itself that hundreds of
thousands are to-day using it.

Dr. Tyrrell, in his practice and re.
searches discovered many unique and
interesting facts in connection with
this subject; these he has collected
in a little book, “The What, the
the Way of Internal Bathing,” which
will be sent free on request if yoy
address Chas. A. Tyrrell, M.D., Room
534, 163 College Street, Toronto, and
mention having read this in The Can.
adian Magazine.

This book tells us facts that we
mever knew about ourselves befo
and there is no doubt that everyone
who has an interest in his or her owy
physical well-being, or that of the
family, will be very greatly instruet.
ed and enlightened by reading this
carefully prepared and scientiﬁcally
correct little hook.
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“THIS CAKE IS SURE
TO BE GOOD”

Good mixing makes good cake and Lantic
Sugar, on account of its ''Fine'' granulation,
mixes quickly with the butter, making a rich
creamy batter,

Lantic
Sugar

is the best for baking, preserving and the table.

It comes to you pure and clean, just as it was packed
at the refinery, no hand touches it but your own.

2 and 5 Ib. cartons. 10, 20 and 100 lb. bags

‘ The All-Purpose Sugar”
Made from pure cane

Send a red ball trade-mark, cut from a Lantic bag or
carton and we will send you a free copy of the Lantic Sugar Cook Book, with many new recipes
for delicious sweets.

Address—Dept. C.M., ATLANTIC SUGAR REFINERIES, Ltd.,, Power Building, MONTREAL

Look for the red ball trade-mark on each package
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Ingersoll Ingersoll ‘ Ingersoll Green
Pimento Cream Cheese Chile Cheese
Cheese

Consists of Inger-
soll Cream Cheese
and sweet Spanish
Pimentos.

Very appetiz;ng.
In packages 10ec.
and 15c.

“Spreads like Butter”

—is superior to any ordinary
cheese— in flavor—in rich
creaminess—in nutritive
properties. It spreads like
butter, never loses its fresh-
ness and is l’lig}aly economical.

In packages 15c. and 25c.

Ingersoll Cream
Cheese blended
with California
Chile. Piquantand
delicious.

Iﬂ pockngen 156.

07

The Ingersoll
l’ackin¥ Cox Ltd.

ngersoll, Ont.
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Known the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

Currers 10 His Majesty

SHEFFIELD E - - ENGLAND

CLARK’S SPAGHETTI

= WITH TOMATO SAUCE AND CHEESE
: V 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
ol BRITISH channels.

———

. CLARK, LIMITED, MONTREAL

S

w

—
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This Little Girl Has Always Been An
Active Out-Door Baby

Her Mother Writes :

“Virginia still loves Grape-Nuts and always did. When she
stopped taking her bottle, I did not want to begin feeding her every-
thing, so decided on Grape-Nuts with hot milk.

“She thrived on it perfectly and for months ate nothing else.
She still has it for breakfast, but, of course, eats other things now.”’
Name given on request by Postum Co., Battle Creek, Mich.

GraPE-NUTS

supplies in delicious and easily digestible form an abundance of the
simple, thorough nourishment so essential to health in growing chil-
dren, and to mental and bodily vigor in adults.

i

Mothers everywhere have found Grape-Nuts a big factor in keep-
ing smiles and good cheer in the home.

“There’s a Reason’’

CANADIAN POSTUM CEREAL CO. Lrp., WINDSOR, ONTARIO
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Use “Made in Canada”

elephones

We can supply telephones for
any and every service Write
us and describe your telephone
need and we will mail you one
of our Bulletins that will be of
particular interest to your wants.

Let us send you particulars of
the PRESTO-PHONE, the
Canadian Automatic for factory
and inside private systems.

Canadian Independent
Telephone Co., Limited

Adelaide Street West, Toronto

e
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VICKERMAN'’S

Permanency
of Color —=

It matters very little how fine the yarn may
be, how even the weave or how perfect the
finish on a piece of cloth, if the dye is inferior
there is inevitable disappointment in store for

the wearer. When the color fades the suit
becomes shabby-—the dressy appearance is
gone.

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

VICKERMAN.

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

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

©.£ BVICKERMAN &SONS[™> &4

NISBET & AULD, Limited, TORONTO
Canadian Selling Agents

BLUE BLACK GREY
|SERGES AND CHEVIOTS
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For Whooping Cough,
Spasmodic Croup,
| Asthma, Sore Throat,
Coughs, Bronchitis,
Colds, Catarrh.

“ Used ,while you sleep

A simple, safe and effective treatment, avoiding drugs

Vaporized Cresoline stops the paroxysms of Whooping
Cough and relieves spasmodic Croup at once.

It is a BOON to sufferers from Asthma.

The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inspired with
every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore
throat and stops the cough, assuring restful nights.

Cresoline relieves the bronchial complications ot Scar-
let Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in the treat-
ment of Diptheria.

Cresoline’s best recommendation is its 30 years ot
successful use.  Send us posta! for Descriptive Booklet,

For Sale by all Druggists.

Try Cresoline Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the ir-
ritated throat, .-..m,“.wfnf slippery elm bark, licorice,
sugar and Cresoline. They can't harm you. Of your
druggist or from us, 10 cents in stamps.

The VAPO-CRESOLENE Co.,

Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada

A safe and palatable laxative
for children

Mrs. Winslow's
Soothing Syrup

A bsolutely Non-narcotic

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

By checking wind colic and correcting in-

estinal troubles common with children during

the period of teething, helps to produce
natural and healthy sleep.

Soothes the fretting baby and
thereby give relief to
the tired mother.

|
|
|
|

ADVERTISER

Another
Triumph
of O'Keefe's

For more than 60 years, the
name O'’KEEFE has stood
for all that’s purest and best
in wholesome beverages.
Now,we have scored again

with
SPECIAL PALE DRY

GINGER
ALE

The flavour is unique—try it
Other beverages bearing

O. K. BRAND

Belfast Style Ginger Ale, Ginger
Beer, Cola, Sarsaparilla, Lemon
Sour, Cream Soda, Lemonade,
Orangeade, Special Soda.

Order a case

from your dealer.

0’'Keefe’s - Toronto
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FEARMANS
SagBrand

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

J

PP S———

Original

'Genuine

You Don'tWear Your
éagement Ring on
our nght Hand

Then why use carbon paper that is the wrong
finish, weight and manifolding power?

Let us prescribe the Carbon Paper that

exactly fits your work—il's FREE
Just tell us what special results you wish to
obtain. Also give your dealer's name.
Make the usual number of carbon copies.
Send us the original together with copies
and sheets of carbon paper used, all in place,
and we will prescribe the correct degree of
ink finish, weight and manifolding power
that exactly FITS your needs. With the pre-
scription we will send free a SAMPLE
SHEET of the carbon paper you ought to
use.
CANADIAN DIsSTRIBUTON

UNITED TYPEWRITER CO,, 135 Victeria 5t., Terents, Can
F. 5 WERTER ¥ ONGRESS NT., PORTON, MA

25

The

and

only

Imitations Sold
on the

MINARD'S
LINIMEN1

Beware of

Merits
of
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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.
Th?h 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
possiblc of what can be used or sold. For Canada at this junclure 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.. Aussistant Superintendent of Emigration,
11-13 Charing Cross, London, S.W., England.
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“A TOILET TREASURE

Gentlemen!

Baldness 1s a disease
that can be cured, then
why not

PAY ATTENTION TO
YOUR HAIR

Our treatment is simple,
scientific and effective. Send

for free booklets.
DELAY IS FATAL

|
Boultons Correspondence School i

Without exception the
best and most popular
Toilet Perfume made

the Bath it is cooling
and reviving ; on the
/ Handkerchief and for

general Toilet use it is
B Celightful ; after Bhaving
(M it is simply the very best

thing to use.
of Mair Culture ; 3. g
p. O. Box 1353, Vancouver, B.C. Ask your Dmgg& for It
| Accept no Substitute !

Iroquois Assortment
Choice Nuts and delicately-flavored
Chocolates in a variety of combinations.

Another revelation of the high
standard of

= :
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7S oGNS TN
e S

oz




CANADIAN MAGAZINE : VADVER’IV‘IVSER

ONGE THIS BEAUTY
HAD PIMPLES

Stuart’s Calcium Wafers Proved That Beauty Comes
from the Blood and from Nowhere Else.

Prove this with free trial package.
Plaster your skin all over and you'll stop breathing in an hour.
There is only one way to remove pimples, blackheads, eruptions and
eczema with its rash and itch, and that is by the blood. In Stuart’s Calcium

Wafers, the wonderful calcium sulphide at meals serves to supply the
blood with one of the most remarkable actions known to science. This
is its activity in keeping firm the tiny fibres that compose even such
minute muscles as those which control the slightest change of expression,
such as the eyelids, lips, and so on. It is this subs:tance.which pervades
the entire skin, keeps it healthy and drives away impurities. Get a 350
cent box of Stuart’s Calcium Wafers at any drug store and learn the great
secret of facial beauty. )
A free trial package will be mailed if you will send this coupon.

FREE TRIAL COUPON 4

F. A. STUART CO0., 346 Stuart Bldg,, Marshall, Mich. Send me at once, by

return mail, a free trial package of Stuart’s Calcium Wafers.

T e R I s SR e SR PRI 1 T ey S AT SRR o
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DUNLOP

SEALO
QUALITY QUALITY

No other tire maker in Canada can give you tubes made by the world-famous
Doughty Process.

Yet the Doughty Machines, used exclusively by us, represent the greatest step
forward in the tube-making industry.

Before the advent of the Doughty Machines there was a more-or-less fractional
difference in tubes of the same rated size.

THE SURE WAY IN TUBE-MAKING,

There are many operations—all important— in the making of each and every
Dunlop Automibile Tube. The result is a True-Right-Through Tube which qualifies
for records like the "Traction Tread' Transcontinental Triumph of 1912,

On that memorable trip one tube, without being pumped up a second time, went
from Halifax to Vancouver; two went from Halifax to Cranbrook, B.C., and the fourth
went from Halifax to Portage la Prairie—all these accomplishments on the first supply
of air to each particular tube. How is that for a test of durability and general efficiency?

Tubes made by the exclusive Dunlop Doughty Process are absolutely air-tight.
When the thin layers of fine Para Rubber, which compose Dunlop Tubes, are placed
together, and vulcanized, they become a solid, inseparable, unleakable unit, Besides
being free from every semblance of a flaw, Dunlop Tubes are always uniform in size and
thickness.

Learn what these Doughty World-Famous Machines have done'for motorists—use
Dunlop Auto Tubes.

DUNLOP TIRE & RUBBER GOODS COMPANY, LIMITED

Head Office and Factories, TORONTO. Braoches: Victora, Vancouver, Edmonton, Calgary, Saskatoon,
Regina, Winnipeg, London, Hamilton, Toronto, Ottawa, Montreal, St.!1Jobn, N.B., Halifax.
Mabkers of High-grade Tires for Automobiles, Motor Trucks, Motorcycles, Bicycles and Carriages’

and High-grade Rubber Belting, Packing, Hose, Heels, Mats, Horse Shoe Pads,
Tiling, and General Rubber Specialties.
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Enjoy 1917

Touring Canada’s Highways and Boulevards

in Canada’s Standard Car

Enhanced pleasure and satisfaction are
attained by owners of a motor equipage em-
bodying efficiency, comfort, beauty and
economy.,

McLaughlin engineers have perfected a
mechanism of maximum efficiency around the
valve-in-head motor.

McLaughlin body types for 1917 are ex-
quisite models of our master coach builders'art.

When miles are measured by the gallon,
McLaughlin gasoline economy is proved be-
yond argument, This fuel saving, with the
McLaughlin power, speed and flexibility, has
established the McLaughlin valve-in-head
motor car as

CANADA'S STANDARD CAR

A _NEW McLAUGHLIN 7-Passenger car will be announced in January, 1917,
description and prices on the model best suited to your needs.

1917 sees McLaughlin motor cars even
further in the lead than before. Our new series
includes models of Four and Six cylinder cars
from $880.00 up to $1520.00 in roadster and
touring car bodies, and a Sedan at $2350.00.

Model D-4-35—the new McLaughlin Four—
the challenge in 1917 motor car values — 5
Passenger touring car.

D-6-63—a new Mcl.aughlin Six with 41 h.p.
valve-in-head motor, taking the place of last
season’'s D-60.

D-6-45—Canada’s Standard 5 Passenger
Touring Car.

D-45 Special, a replica of D-45, with added
refinements and improvements.

Send for

ModeljD-6-63—a new McLaughlin Six Cylinder Touring Car, 112 in. wheelbase, 41 h.p.

alve-in-head Motor,

a continuation of, and improvement on, Model D-60.

The McLaughlin Motor Car Co., Limited

Oshawa, Canada
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A NEW SERIES

Price of the new
Chevrolet with all
latest improvements,
touring car or road-
ster types, $650.00
f.0. b, Oshawa.

Fitted with All-
weather Top $750.00

The new Chevrolet is ready. It possesses
all of the remarkable points of former
models and contains many new ones.

In"the matter of detail much has been
done. New and improved upholstering is
provided. This is true of the cushions and
backs. The front spring construction is
new. The gear shifting is easy and free.
No effort is required. A steel channel sec-
tion frame, reinforced at every necessary
point, insures great strength, The clearance
of the car is ample.

A patented electric lighted oil feed is
another new feature. A speedometer and
ammeter, both standard equipment, are
mounted on the dash. Non-skid rear tires
are furnished.

All these are unusual features and never
before offered at the Chevrolet price.

CHEVROLET MOTOR COMPANY

OSHAWA,

of Canada, Limited
ONTARIO

Send for Descriptive Literature

“MADE IN CANADA"
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The treat thatits loverslearn
to expect from a cup of
“SEAL BRAND” COFFEE,
isalways realized to the full-

for “Seal Brand” holds its
aroma and flavour to the last
spoonful in the air-tight can.

In }4, 1 and 2 pound tins. Whole—ground—pulverized—also fine ground
for Percolators. Never sold in bulk.

CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL

This £550 Prize Baby was fed on
Robinson’s ‘Patent’ Barley

Physically, this boy is as nearly perfect as a child can
@ e » be. In a competition organized by the ‘¢ Daily Sketch®
3 of London, England, this baby, in competition with a large
number of other children, won the first prize of £50. His
mother, Mrs, Ethel Hodge of Trafalgar Crescent, Brid-
lington, Yorks, writes as follows, ‘“He is a fine, healthy
and strong boy, as shown by the photo, having been en-
tirely fed on Robinson's ¢ Patent’ Barley and milk from
three months old."’

Thousands of babies that have been unable to retain
any other food, have been strengthened and nourished on
Robinson’s ‘ Patent’ Barley. The fact that Robinson’s
‘ Patent " Barley is prescribed by nurses and physicians is
its strongest endorsation.

Our booklet, *“ Advice to Mothers " is indispensable o
every mother and will be sent free upon request.

191 St. Paul St. W. MAGOR, SON & Co., Limited 30 Church s¢,
Montreal Sole Agents for Canada Toronto
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The finest product of American creative
ius
D.S.WHITE Prest. JW.MOTT, Gen. Mgr.

13 cost of more than $5,000,000, uf&

s —
ished Rep-
ashionArt,
and States

ERE conqre?ate the Distinqu
. resentatives of the Worlds of

§ Literature, Science, Commerce

B mansmr.Amcncan or European Plan. Every

Convenience, Comfort and Luxury, Visit

‘ the famous Submarine Grill and the

FunTL T, 4orgeous Peacock Room.Grand Opera

I I T 2

ATLANTIC CITY N. 4.
G_—:lcn Hall, ATLANTIO CITY, N7

Hotel and Sanatorium.
New stone, brick & steel bullding. Always
spen, Always ready, always busy. Table
and attendance unsurpassed

~ BOSTON MASS.
i HOTE L SS0aI0at
' THORNDIKE
o mgsl‘n'm'l‘u:ﬁ-mrwna/
v,”v.‘-',v, ded 1o e Requirements o .
Tog .‘i'

373 o4 account of i3 Plegsant

s ation and Accessibility from fvery
i, == Linfield Damon, Prop

WHERE-TO-GO is the highest class, most
effactive diregtory in the world of publi-
wity. Seen in 10 best magazines monthly
Feheunry Forms close Jan. 1, with mags-
gines off the press Jan. 25,

“PALM BEACH By-the-Sea,” Fia.

“ “ M" By rail 33 hrs. Booklet,
‘ g 850. 2Golf L'k s, Cottages, Outdoor dances

+ mae frormad than largest hotel. Wire Feb Mch. best.

~ HMOT BPRINGS N.C.
r“iﬂ Pal’k HO‘C & Hot Mineral

Springs Baths

Concerts in the Grand Promenad_eJ

___GALVESTON TEXAS

i HEALTH RESORTS
HoTEL= GALVEZ Gawesron| Robertson-Blackman Sanifarium
TEXAS ( No hos
New $1000000 Hotel («\tlnnu\.T hl.' l‘ nm 'r"lltnl. {;le‘mblnlv
' ate reatment, Die Y4 ¢
on Guif of Mexico.- At |(.:l|' 4 Cure, M_«-cllrnun‘v‘n, "nuu-.-l;mn:l)l_
sl %ﬂmmm Disorders of Nutrition and Elimina.
=zbBoating Bathing Fish tion. Cheerful, homelike surroundings.
| n!m -Golf-Motoring - Excellent climate, Culsine the best,
| Write qu Write for {llustrated booklet and rates,

FOR RHEUMATISM

PARK HOTEL

MOUNT CLEMENS, MICH
Send for booklet. P. 0. Box 247

________PASADENA CAL.
LasBncings Dhe{sas, O, 4 penita-

Homelike surroundings, Individualmed).
cal supervision (dietary, treatment, and
exercise closely supery hwd": complete
electrical and h\'dml’lwm;- ¢ departments.,
No tuberculosis or insanity taken.

____SEATTLE _WASH.
OTEL BUTLER jyra

Cafe without peer. Center of things. Taxi fare 25e

Solid steel trains via shortest route through
Washington, Richmond and the noted
L FLORIDA RESORTS \
! St. Petersburg, Belleair, Tampa, Sarasota,
Resort Booklets and schedules for the ask \ |
ing at our offices in Boston, Philadelphis,

TRAVEL
CAROLINA RESORTS
3 Bradentown, St. Augustine, Ormond, Day-
Baltimore, Washington, Buffalo, W. E \

. merion’s leading Health and Pleasure Re-
M"'“n:u Tennis, Open swimming pool, Moun-
i Brwile Hlorseback riding, Oreh. F.J Puller, Mgr

r consideration as a hi
invites yor goutw:

~ FLORENCE VILLA, AT FLORENCE VI

h-class Southern Resort Hotel, catering to a nn'crlminl!ln

(0 ﬂ/ﬂ//ﬂﬂﬂ/ﬂ/ﬂ//f’m{
SEABOARD AIR LINE RY. t{
g “*Southern Pines-Pinehurst-Camden” §
\ Columbia and Savannah to the famous
toos, Rockledge, Palm Beach, Miami.
HAVANA, CUBA
%}r«:sn\'.\‘.o E. P. A, 1184 Brosdway, N.Y. %
O e

Rooms $1.00 up; with bath §2 00up.  Home com forts
to the traveler A. CHESHIRE NIT( lflll !!v

FLORIDA

tronage; Golf with Turf
f)(!‘l":. Mapmr.

Bass Fishing. Write for booklet to FRANK 8. DO

Futting ﬂanlL!"lf_!_"" Boat e D00 ¢ 10 FRANK 8. DODGE, Ma TR W
Weymouth Hei}htl HICHLAND PINEQ INN Southern Pines, N.C.

of winter golf. Tennis. Turkey and Quail shooting. 700 ft. elevation. Just right climate. No snow. Pure & vrinr\\ulrr.
'M"m::f everything. Cottages. Bungalows. Orchestra. Write CREAMER & TURNER, Lessees and Managers, for booklet

e .
SR 4 |
iti

—
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Th

r‘?rc‘),st efficient work.
may be easily follo
Diet System™ has
research, It will
The book is free. Write for it no

DIET AND HEALTH

?fou want to keep well-up to the Top-Notch-Strong,Healthy,
icient; then you must know how to eat. v

e body is a machine. It demands certain quantities and qual
es, and only under favorable conditions will the body do its

ensed set of Health Rules-every one of which

wed at home. It tells how the Battle Creek

. been built through years of exhaustive scientific

give you a new idea of life and its possibilities,
W.

SANITARIUM, BOX 109 BATTLE CREEK,MICH.

i5 book is a cond

THE BATTLE CREE
—_—

GENUINE

N\

Terms 207, d
weekly.

JACOBS BROS.,
15 Terente Arcade

CASH OR CREDIT

We trust any honest person.
Write for Calalogue to-day

WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE
RY MURINE EYE REMED

No Smarting —Feels Fine— Acts ulekl],

Tryitfor Reg. Weak, Watery Eyes .31 Oru’)-
ulated Byelids. Illustrated Book in each Pack-
age. Murine is compounded by our Oculistg—
Dota“Patent Medicine"—but used in successtal
Physicians’ Practice for many years, Now dedi-

DIAMONDS

own and $1, $2, $3

Diamend Importers

TORONTO, Cas, Cated o the public and sold by Druggists at g
Tobes, o and Se.  Muring Bys) pelvoin Asepiie

ye Remedy Co., Chicago
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c.nb%“: The

ag:;'::M Double Track Route

WINTER TOURS

— TO —

CALIFORNIA

and all Pacific Coast Points

FLORIDA, TEXAS
NEW ORLEANS, Etc.

Winter Tours Tickets now on sale
Stop over privilege allowed

Apply to any Agent of the Company for particulars

G T, BELL W. S. COOKSON
Passenger Traffic Manager General Passenger Agent
MONTREAL MONTREAL
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“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RITE-HITE’ WARDROBE
TRUNKS B

Every appointment
in its construction—
every convenience
in the making—
every point in the
manufacture of the
‘Rite-Hite’ Ward-
robe Trunk is one
more good reason

why it should be
the trunk of your
choice in contem-

plating a longer
or shorter trip,
summer or winter.
In a very real way
it is the most complete of wardrobes, and apparel travels
in it with as little risk of crushing as it would right on
the ‘““hangers” or in the ‘‘Ches* of Drawers” in the home.

(Have it demonstrated in the store, or_write for special booklet.)

$332 to $902°

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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Canadian Pacific

FLORIDA

Via DETROIT and CINCINNATI

Why not Florida for your Winter Tour ?
The Attractions are Unsurpassed

Beautiful Palm Trees—Warm Sea Bathing—Orange
and Bananna Groves—Golf—Tarpon Fishing—
Luxurious Hotels for all Pockets.

TWO NIGHTS ONLY FROM TORONTO
Winter Tourist Tickets Now on Sale

Fast Train 4.00 p.m. Daily from I
Toronto, via

CANADIAN PACIFIC
MAKING DIRECT CONNECTIONS AT DETROIT

Particulars from Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents or write

W. B. HOWARD, District Passenger Agent, Toronto “
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CANADIAN NORTHERN :

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.

OU would find it a decided convenience to
centralize your purchases of office supplies—

and perhaps an economy as well. Every require-
ment is here at your dis-
posal — typewriters, desks

We have a 250 page cata-
log of general office supplies
and furniture, stationery and accessories. A copy
(blank books, ledgers, etc.), L= will be sent you upon re-
printing, lithographing, embos- quest. It is a cyclopedia of office

sing. needs.
USE MAPLE LEAF RIBBONS AND CARBON PAPERS

United Typewriter Company, Limited
Underwood Building, 135 Victoria Street, Toronto

AND IN ALL OTHER CANADIAN CITIES
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NATIONAL SERVICE

PUBLIC NOTICE is hereby given under the authority of the
“War Measures Act, 1914, that during the first week in January,
1917, an inventory will be made by the Post Office Authorities, of
every male between the ages of sixteen and sixty-five, residing in
Canada.

National Service Cards and addressed envelopes for their
return to Ottawa have been placed in the hands of all Postmasters
for distribution amongst the persons required to fill in such cards.
Every male person of the prescribed ages is required to fill in and
return a card enclosed in an envelope within ten days of its receipt.

Any person who fails to receive a card and envelope may
obtain the same upon application to the nearest Postmaster.

R. B. BENNETT,
Ottawa, 15th December, 1916. Director General

THE NATIONAL SERVICE CARD

. What is your full name?

., Where do you live? Province... .... . In what country were |
you born ? - - I}

A me , town,
ilage or Post Ofce ) - In what country was )
Street .. g . In what country was |

your mother born? | 7" :

. How much time have vou lost| . Were you born a British subject? .
in last 12 months from sickness ? | . If not, are you naturalized?

. Have you full use of your arms? ... .. 15. Which are you— married, |

 Of your legs?........ : 13. Of your sight? single or a widower? - | °°
sy 16. How many persons besides |
. Of your hearing?........ i yourself do you support? | °

. What areyouworking at foraliving?. ........... ..... ... i
. Whom do you work for? ..
. Have you a trade or profession?

. Are you working now?

. Would you be willing to change your present work for other necessary work at the same pay during
the war?

. Are you willing, it your railway fare is paid, to leave where you now live, and go to some other place in
Ennuin. to do such work?

GOD SAVE THE KING
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= . 1847 ROGERS BROS.

“Silver Plate that Wears”

( r) | The beautiful Old Colony pattern is shown in

\
A\

this chest. Surpnsingly low in cost are some

of these chcm being priced according to the

N number of pieces contained, and can be
had in almost any combination.

Always sold with an unqualified guarantee made possible

by the actual test of over 65 years. At ali leading

dealers. Send for illustrated catalogue “ Z-47"

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Limited
HAMILTON, CANADA
Menripex, Coxx New Youx Crcaa«

The \‘;ndd'o Largest Makers of Stedling Silver and P‘l:\r

SAN Francmoo
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Fairy Soap produces a rich, free lather in any kind
of water; its cleansing qualities are most agreeable
and refreshing.

Fairy Soap is white—pure—made with expert skill
from carefully selected materials.

The oval, floating cake fits the hand and wears
f ,ﬁ' down slowly to the thinnest wafer.
4 rrie K FAI R BAN K €onrant |

LIMITED
MONTREAL

““Have you a little Fairy in your home?”’




To Beat the Time Clock

IG BEN men are all-
there men when the day
begins at the works.

They make the time clock
boost their game—put them
in strong with the boss.

For, everywhere, it’s factory talk
that Big Ben starts the day—he
gives the boys their breakfast call
long before the whistle toots. They
used to pound the pillow right up
to the last dot—till Big Ben showed
’em a better way, as the paymaster
soon found out.

La Salle, IIL, U.S.A.

Bingo, Sleep-Meter,

Western Clock Cq.

Other Westclox: Baby Ben, Pocket Ben, .
Ir

Just give Big Ben a trial, your-
self; make your roll-over-time pay.
To have extra time about the
house, and beat the last minute
bunch.

You'll like Big Ben face to face. He's
seven inches tall, spunky, necighborly—
downright good all throug! i
ways—ten half-minute
five minutes.

Big Ben is six times factory tested. At
your dealer’s, $2.50 in the United States,
$3.50 in Canada. Sent postpaid on receipt
of price if your dealer doesn’t stock him,

wheel
pecial pro patented, of course,
¥, less friction, long life.

Makers of Westelox

Lookout an




It’s a Fine Thing
To Be Well

The comfort and vigor of many
persons are interfered with by
coffee.

Thousands have won back
health by quitting it and using the
delicious food-drink—

POSTUM

Nowadays its popular to be
healthy.

“There’s a Reason”’

Tarnished
Silverware-
There’s the Rub

It is so beautiful when clean
and brilliant, but what =a
difference when tarnished.

There is no practical way to
prevent tarnish—to remove it
there are many ways, good—
bad, and indifferent. One way
(Ehe best), proven by 50 years' experience is
Electro Silicon. This great polishing powder
does not injure the finest surface, Its fame
is universal. Beware of the kind that takes
off the silver with the tarnish—they work
easy but—

You can now purchase Elec Sili i
as well as powd(."r. The :relalvlr: lf(r)(;':d‘:cl::hl:‘ mrm

popular, comes in large glass jars, 25¢. Powder formme
full size box, 15¢. * Sold by dealers everywhere. ey

THERE IS NO SUBSTITUTE

Send for Samples—For two cents n
usl;luupu we will send samples of Klectes

icon Cream and Powder Send
to-day to

DAVIS & LAWRENCE CO.
MONTREAL - CANADA

Sole Canadian Agents for the
ELECTRO SILICON CO.. ¢
NY, USA -

START THE
NEW YEAR WELL

by joining the vast and ever-increasing
multitude of those who find in Life
Insurance the one sure way of protect-
ing dependent ones — while making
timely provision for their own future
at the same time.

Join the ever-increasing number
who have found, in the Policies of The
Great-West Life Assurance Company,
all that can be desired in profitable
Life Insurance.

Thus you will obtain protection at
low cost, and will secure a share in
the profits that are being paid to
Policyholders of

Ghre
GREAT-WEST LIFE

Assurance Company
Depr. “P°
Head Office, - Winnipeg

In requesting information, ask for a
Desk Calendar for 1917.

Made in Canada

Loose Leaf

Ledgers--Binders
Price and Memo

Books

Sheets---Specialties

Complete Stock unsurpassed for QUALITY
STYLE, or VALUE 1

BROWN BROS.

Manufacturing Stationers, Bookbind
Account ook Manufacturers e

SIMCOE AND PEARL STS., TORONTO

T. H. BEST PRINTING CO. LIMITED, TORONTO




