AUGUST, 1917 PRICE 25 Cents

THE ONTARIO PUBLISHING CO., LIMITED, TORONTO

e AT SR

PO—




For Everything

Ivory Soap is suitable for a hun-
dred and one things besides the
bath and toilet. You can use it
for fine laundry work, for dishes,
for silver, for woodwork, for car-
pets. Almost anything that
cannot be entrusted to ordinary
soap can be entrusted to the
mild, white, neutral Ivory.

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada
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THRIFT

AVE YOUR MONEY—economize—

avoid wasteful spending, Open a

a Savings Account at The Bank of
Toronto.

Your Saved Money will insure your
future, help you purchase a War Loan
Bond and give you a new incentive in life.

Savings Accounts for small or large sums
invited at all branches of this Bank.

119 Branches in Canada

ASSETS - - $73,000 000

DIRECTORS
W. G GOODERHAM, PRESIDENT
JOSEPH HENDERSON, VICE-PRESIDENT
William Stone, John Macdonald, Lt.-Col. A. E. Gooderham
Brig.-Gen. F. S. Meighen, J. L. Englehart, William I. Gear
Paul J. Myler, A. H. Campbell. $

THOS. F. HOW, GENERAL “ANAGER
John R. Lamb, Supt. of Branches. D. C. GRANT, Chief Inspector,
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Imperial Royal Flying"‘“Corps

Group of Officers and Men of the Royal Flying Corps

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

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

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

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

Canadian Cadets are trained in CANADA.

ApPPLY ROYAL FLYING CORPS

56 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO
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A Silent Salesman

Residences are built on one street, business blocks on another.
They don’t mix. People read ads. for ads., just as they go shopping
for shopping.

This is the reason why our advertising section is segregated.

A street with stores and houses mixed up on it looks unsightly.
The same is true of a magazine with its advertising grotesquely inter-
larded through its literary pages.

Advertisements should not be forced upon the reader by mixing
them through the reading matter. They should be made so attractive
that the reader is interested in them and wants to look at them.

The reader should remember that it is on account of the advertis-
ing that a magazine is enabled to get the best material and give it to
the readers at such small cost, and that therefore the reader owes the
advertiser the courtesy of looking through the advertising pages.

The reader that does look through the advertising pages is able
to keep in touch with new inventions and improvements, and to diseuss
them intelligently ; and knows when purchasing, what the latest thing
in that line is.

The advertisements in this magazine are really the wares of a
“Silent Salesman”, laid out before you when you have time to look
at them. They are not thrust upon you when you are engaged on
some other work, and the statements made about the articles are all
true, as they are made over the name of the manufacturer.

There is not a more satisfactory way in which one would rather
have these articles presented than in this way.

But look at it from your own point of view, not the manu-
facturers’. When you are purchasing, you like to get the most modern
article with all the latest improvements. The advertiser, when he im.-
proves on his wares, advertises the fact. He wants you to get the
latest. The storekeeper naturally wants to sell off his old stock first.
If you have not read the advertisements you may not be getting what
you want-—the best and latest in what you are buying.

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

g NYL” THE |
MAER'L@UN@ INK

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

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

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Lto. "%558808S™ ENGLAND

—



YOU CAN’TGET WET IN THE FIRST-GRADE

$10 MATTAMAC

19 ounce FEATHERWEIGHT WATERPROOF

-~ Mattamac " nt! in appearance with the usual London three-
A W - l:::‘l}lllny Hw it equals its much more costly competi-
ng, weighs one-third, and is absolutely Waterproof. |
Pt Hght and compact-folding, it is wind-proof as well
2% wat-proof and can be used additionally as a

$10

For Lady or Gentleman.
Also made in Military and Riding Models.
“Matta' Fabric is exceedingly compact. The
coat worn by the 6ft, man beneath when folded,
Just made this handful. This it an actual pho-
tograph of his hand and the * Mattamac” he
wears, folded to fit snugly into his pocket.

3 ozs. HEAVIER THAN AN UMBRELLA

oan carry s attamac” as easily as a newspaper or umbrella. You can
.-'- fobd it to ;l. l:tn your jacket pocket when the sun shines. Yet it gives
s ghete tion in the worst weather—at half the cost and one-third the |
wwtgit of ondinary Weathercoats.

Sporti
Thies 19 RPICES 7

ustrati are direct drawings from

Lgtunl vggl':mphl of ordinary stock

“Mattamacs,” Made in 6 Shades, 8 Models
and

against Ocean Risk and Duty and Postage Paid for Price.

MIADE FOR EVERY OUTDOOR PURPOSE

vilian 1s, in Fawn, Olive, Grey, or Tan Shades, |
Lady, CF l(;::l.s.n ha Lx:laé Cavalry Model, wide-skirted with Riding
pﬂ saddle Adjustable Leg Straps, ete. (220zs. weight) $14, as worn |
by many Officers hn France and by Horsemen in many Climes. |

Model §s made from the genuine ‘“Matta” Fabric, with adjust-
”'u»e:fﬁ wr.::r:mgzlxr :ng:,l lined shoulders, lan  sleeves,
‘,:’-y —‘.ar;nl. and the -tylm; West-end cut and finish.

‘MATTAMAC’ Art BOOKLETS POSE l'-;‘!!l-:!
Iustrating ribing “Matta” Fishing Waders, Sou"-Westers

e - -?.rgg;lmnnfge Series and Patterns of “Matta” Fabrie,
ulul)‘ send your order now.

ON SEVEN DAYS’ FREE APPROVAL

does stock, send chest Measurement over waistcoat,
m‘".:nml'ye:u“n‘ colour, and your “Mattamac™ will be sent
..4‘.‘ Paid and insured against Ocean Risk for price. If you are
fully satisfied, you can return it to the manufacturers within 7 days of
not o;;r money back in full, Write for Booklets, “Series 51 A."”
and g=t ng shades of ‘‘Matta” Fabric. Ordering Forms etec. to the

e 3 PTOOfS,
BROS' Sole Makers of ﬁhttinm;’c sml:m;mo b
Dealers are ll-"'w to write 45, COND?;I'GI' sqf'i‘fgar,

.y,g-al

oA
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At Training Camps

Muscles and ligaments that in
civil life are little used are called
into active service. The result
is soreness and lameness. Pre-
pare your muscles for the extra
effort by a rub-down with
Absorbine, Jr.—this prevents
the usual discomforts and you
will be ‘“fit” the next day.

Absorbine.J-

T

Stimulates and invigorates jaded
soothes. For
muscles that have been strained or
wrenched it gives prompt relief. After
a long hike, rest your tired, aching
feet with a light application of this
effective liniment. Absorbine, Jr. is
also valuable for cuts and bruises as it
is a positive germicide and prevents
infection.

muscles—heals and

Absorbine, Jr. is clean,
fragrant and safe to use
—purely herbal. It is
highly concentrated so
that only a few drops are
required at an application,
For a rub-down a solution
consisting of one ounce
Absorbine, Jr. to a quart
of water or witch hazel is
@ sufficiently strong.

Get a bottle of Absor-
bine, Jr. to-day and keep
it handy—it is health in-
surance of a high type.

$1.00 a Bottle
at dr:ﬂd- or Mailed anywhere
postpaid,

A Liberal Trial Bottle

will be sent to your address on
receipt ot 10¢€ in stamps.

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

187 Lyman Bullding

MONTREAL o OAN,

S Aoy Conditions o IDON, W. 1., ENGLAND
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“fondon Glove Company

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND.
The Great Specialists in

GLOVES,
HOSIERY,
and UNDERWEAR

Anfunrivalled variety In stock
wi AT

EXTREMELY MODERATE PRICES

Three Hose Specialities

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

plication, direct from the

Ontario Publishing Co.

Fully detailed Price Lists of

all Departments may be
obtained FREE, on ap-

plication, direct from the

Ontario Publishing go,

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

%‘&u"

Hﬁ\.‘?ﬁ “
‘401(1_1P5‘

Departments

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

&

i , includi tage, by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE comp
G:zne:rin‘ln;no‘:'O;f?:e‘.‘ Il.'::id%? neglaﬁd. Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer ANY-

Miorsers The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, Englang,

all Orders
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SUPERIOR FALL CLOTHING FABRICS

of British Manufacture and Reliability

From Nova Scotia to Vancouver—in big centres as

well as in remote corners of the Dominion—there are
many Ladies and Gentlemen who know from personal
experience the superior quality and refined character of
of EGERTON BURNETT'S British-made Clothing
Fabrics.

WILL YOU GIVE THEM A TRIAL?

Their new Fall Samples will be mailed for your inspec-
tion, post paid, on request. Send a post card for them
to-day.

Maxy Rovar

By APPOINTMENT
APPOINTMENTS

To H.M. Tue QuerN

The best quality Clothing Fabrics are the richest in colouring, the most refined in style, and
altogether superior in appearance, It is because of these distinctive features that EGERTON
BURNETT'S high-class Fabrics have gained the approbation of Ladies and Gentlemen in
many different parts of the world and are so extensively worn by those of discriminating taste.

HIGH-GRADE, Made-to-Measure TAILORING

In addition to supplying Ladies and Gentleme™
with cut lengths, E, B. Ltd,. make to measur®
in their well-equipped Taikoring Department un™
der superior hygienic conditions, Costumes’
Gowns, Waists, Suits, Overcoats, ete.. 1n many
different styles, and voluntary testimony of their
patrons as printed below is incontestible evidence
of their ability to give satisfaction in Fit, Style,
and Workmanship.
VOLUNTARY EVIDENCE
OF SATISFACTION

Mrs. W. R. C., wrote:—*‘ My parcel has arrived
very promptly indeed and the Costume is most
satistactory.’ Pine Lake, P.O., Alta,
W. A. V. Esq., wrote:—*"I enclose balance of
account due for suit which arrived promptly and
is satisfactory in every particular.”"  Jones, Ont.
D. Mc. C. Esq., wrote:—Your Suits give the best
wear and satisfaction of any I ever had.”
Keremos, B.C.

THE WALL-MARK OF

[ Sgenton ,Dwinetth

Mogal o5 3

|

INTRINSIC WORTH

Permanent Dye
‘“Royal” Navy Blue Serges

Ladies’ Street Costumes as
illustration made-lo-measure
in a variety of excellent
Fabrics especially suitable
for Fall and Winter wear, at
prices from $18.60 duty and
carriage paid to destination.

Address:

These pure wool Fabrics, which are guaranteed
to keepa good colour onland or seain any climate
of the world, have given genuine satisfaction in
Quality, Colour, Appearance, and Wear for
nearly half a century.

Prices from 90c to $6.35 per yard, double width.
Fall Samples, Tailoring Styles and Price Lists,
Measurement Blanks, etc. mailed post paid on
application.

Gentlemen's  Suits made-to-
measure 4s illustration in superi.
or English, Irish and Seotch
Tweeds, Suitings and Cheviots of
fashionable colouring and designs
alsoin permanent colom: “‘Royal”
Navy Serges at prices from $16.50,
auty and carriage paid to destina
on. -

EGERTON BURNETT, LIMITED

R. W. Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, ENGLAND
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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., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickson
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work,

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

Write for Prospectus

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

ranksomehallz=

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Hon. Principal, « Miss M. T. Scorr
Principal, M1ss EDITH M, READ, M.A,

Preparation for the University and for Examinations in
Music, Art and Domestic Science Departments. Thor-
oughly efficient staff. Large playgrounds, Outdoor
Games— Tennis, Basketball. Rink. Healthful locality.

PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS
AUTUMN TERM WILL BEGIN SEPTEMBER 13th.
For Prospectus apply to the Principal

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

Successes 1916, 4th place
R.M.C., Kingston. 1st,
7th, 12th places McGill.
Entrance Royal Navy.

Preparatory -
Physical Training,

Junior and Senior Manual Training, Swim-
ming, Rinks, Tennis

Departments. MONTREAL Courts, Riding, Draw-

ing, Music.

Lower School for boys under f, —entirel te. Upper School
RIDLEY COLLEGE | gy .né"fg business, Finest scﬁw%f:; in Cnadl—B:;;ﬂeu. prepares bays for the
The School iversity larshi t tion in six out of t 5 <
St. Catharines, Ont. | 1913 and ourin 1914, “REV J. O. MILLER, M RUBTLE e i

—
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BLISHED OVER Firry . il ~
A Qhureh  tths  pe
Residential and Day School for Girls H

New Complete Buildings erected 1915. Healthy situation—

seven acres playing fields. Courses — Kindergarten to

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

Principal : MISS WALSH, M. A. (Dublin).  Head Mistress Junior School:
MISS A. M. V. ROSSETER, (National Froebel Union) Late of Cheltenham
Ladies' College. For Calendar apply to the Bursar,

Reopens Friday, September 14th, Boarders enter Thursday, September 13th.

Glen Adawr

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

(Successor to Miss Veals)

Classical Tripos, Cambridge University, England
Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly situated.
Highly qualified staff of Canadian and European
teachers. The curriculum shows close touch
with modern thought and education. Prepara-
tion for matriculation examinations, Special
attention given to individual needs. Outdoor
games.

SOHOOL RE-OPENS SEPTEMBER 13th,
New Prospectus from Miss STUART.

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

accomplishing are not sufficiently understood by the general public.

The College {8 a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving
instruction in all branches of military science to cadets and officers of the Canadian Militia.
In fact, it corresponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst.

The Commandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial
Army, lent for the purpose, and there is in addition a complete staff of professors for the
g'ﬂl .ubje:vtild:dhlch form such an important part of the College course. Medical attendance

also pr .

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

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

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

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

ered annually.

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

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

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

The annual competitive examination for admission to the College takes place in May of

h year at the headquarters of the several military districts.

For full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, applica-
tion should be made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont., or to the Com-
mandant. Royal Military College. Kingston. Ont
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HAVERGAL COLLEGE_

=
m Main School || CoverleyHouse
354 JARVIS ST, 372 JARVIS ST,
m Honor, Domestic
Matricwlation, Science
Art, Gym' nastic
Music Training
Course
TERM OPENS | ll:)me.
September 13th | Nursing

The Hill School

2| ST.CLAIR AVE.
WEST

Boarding
and Day
School
Large
Grounds
Games

MISS KNOX, PriNciPAL, TORONTO

Junior School

278 BLOOR ST. W.
(Late Westbourne)

Preparatory and
Kindergarten
for Boys and Girls

TERM OPENS |
September 12th |

=D [——|c——|

mestm

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

Every educational facility provided,
Honor Matriculation.

Music, Art and Physical Education

The School, b_y an unfailing emphasis upon the mo
ntellectual, aims at the development of a true wom

School Reopens Wednesday, September 12th, 1917

JOHN A. PATERSON, K.C,
President.

inster College
Toronto

Pupils prepared for

ral as well as th
anhood. e

For CALENDAR Appry-
M

RS. A. R. GREGORY
Principal.

DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL SERVICE,

ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA.

NNUAL_ examinations for entry of Naval

Cadets into this College are held at the exam-

. Ination centres of the Civil Service Commis-

sion in May each year, successful candidates joining

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

Applications for entry are received up to the 15th
April by the Secretary, Civil Service Eommi-sion,
Ottawa, from whom blank entry forms can be
obtained.

Candidates for examination must have assed their
fourteenth birthday, and not reached their sixteenth
birthday, on the 1st July following the examination.

Further details can be obtained on application to
G. J. Desbarats, C.M.G., Deputy Minister of the
Naval Service, Department of the Naval Service,
Ottawa.

G. J. DESBARATS,
Deputy Minister of the Naval Service,

tment of the Naval Service,
Depa(;t!awa. March 12, 1917,

Unauthorized publication of this advertisement
will not be paid for,

ARTS

MINING
CHEMICAL MECHANICAL
CIVIL ELECTRICAL
ENGINEERING

GEO.”Y. CHOWN, Registrar,

HOME
STUDY

Arts Courses only

SUMMER
SCHOOL
July and August

QUEEN 'S
UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON, ONTARIO
EDUCATION

SCHOOL OF MINING

MEDICINE

§
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PORT HOPE,
‘For fifty years the

3Chure

for boys in Canada.

For prospectus apply to the Headmaster, REV. F. GRAHAM ORCHARD, M. A, CAMB.

ONT.

SKATING RINK

ading
h Boarding School

Next term commences Sept. 12th

COLLARS

Acknowledged to
be the finestcrea-
) ater~
ollare

po other.
stores or direct

THE ARLINCTON CO.
of Canada, Ltd.
58 FRAZIR AVENUE
TORONTO

stutt %lovercome positively.
mmnl methods permanently restore
naturals Graduate pupils every-
where. Free ndvlce and literature.

THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE
KITCHENER, -

[

|

ROYAL VICTORIA
COLLEGE

MONTREAL

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

A RESIDENTIAL COLLEGE FOR WOMEN
STUDENTS ATTNDING McGILL
UNIVERSITY

the main from those for men, but under identical
conditions; and to degrees in music.

For prospectus and information apply to the
Warden.

|

\

|

‘

|

| o $ £ i

I Courses leading to degrées in Arts, separate in
|

{

|

St. Andretw’s College  orono

A CANADIAN SCHOOL FOR BOYS
UPPER AND LOWER SCHOOLS

Careful Oversight Thorough Instruction Large Playing Flelds
AUTUMN TERM COMMENCES SEPT. 12th, 1917
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., LL.D.

Calendar sent on application Headmaster

The MMargaret Eaton Scbool of Literature and Exrpression

North Street, Toronto.

- Mrs. George Nasmith, Principal

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

Send for Calendar

| BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ONT.

A RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL
FOR GIRLS

Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto
Preparation for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.

Young children also received.
Fine location.

Outdoor games and physical training.

The Musical Department (Plano Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, who for

twelye years

taught in the School with marked success.

Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.
COLLEGE REOPENS WEDNESDAY, SEPT. 12th.

For terms and particulars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Majer S¢., T0l6lto.
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? STANSTEAD WESLEYAN COLLEGE |

Residential—for Boys and Girls—5 Departments
ACADEMIC—Preparation for Juniorand MUSIC—Piano, Voice, Violin and Organ

Senior Matriculation, and a practical Courses in the Eastern Townships College
English Course, * of Music.

BUSINESS- Thorough Courses in Book-

keeping,Penmanship,Commercial Law, MANUAL ARTS — Wopdwork. M"""
s~ Shorthand, Typewritingand French Work, Mechanical Drawing, Cooking,
R in Bugbee Business College. Dressmaking and Home Nursing.

' PRIMARY and INTERMEDIATE—for Children below Academic Grades.

Splendid location, 30 miles south of Sherbrooke. Good Railway connec-
tions. Modern Buildings, hospital, gymnasium, large campus, golf links,
,“2 and over 200 acres of woods and stream. Efficient instruction, careful
k.4 training and wholesome influences.

€2 Fall term begins September 13th. 13
Write for Calendar to

STANSTEAD, Que.

Lennoxville - -P- Q-
HEAD MASTER :—J. TYSON WILLIAMS, B, A.,, EMMANUEL COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE.,
Well-known Boarding School for Boys. Preparation for Universities,
R.M.C., Kingston, or for business life.
Fine Buildings, Beautiful Situation, Separate Preparatory School.
New buildings in course of construction. For illustrated calendar
i and information apply to the Headmaster.

oK

Doy<ala || Mail Courses

v e e S | in Journalism, Short Story Writing
, Short Story
An English Coliege under the l\ and Advertising are given under
f

direction of the Jesuit Fathers. f.':ﬁo'.f.'.’ b';‘.’.fe’w“‘"
Classical Course leading to the degree of B.A.

Shaw Correspondence

Beautiful new fireproof buildings, splendid equip- | h oo

ment, spacious playing fields. | Asnfoneoh(l:!rs;st:d. In -lrh?s:' omn i
Fees from $60.00 a year for Day Scholars, and [ making courses is invited to wn::

$350.00 a year for Boarders. | for our descriptive booklet.

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE. W.H.Shaw, Pres., 391 Yonge St. Toronto

ONTARIO LADIES’ COLLEGE

Academic courses from Pre- Domestic Science; Soclal Ee.

paratory Work to Junior Mat- onomics and Civics; Commer.
riculation, Teachers’ cial Work; Physica)
Certificates and First - Training — gymnas.
Year University; - i 1

] um, swimming pool
Music,Art, Oratory

systematized play’

Write for illustrated o by Reo. F. L. Farewell,

catalogue to Bl W B. A., Prin., W hitby.
———

'Yy 99 Private Residential School for Girl
OVENDEN" " s s}
4 Acres of Grounds. Lake View

Limited numbers, Scholarship Matriculation, Singing, Music
Art, Conversational French. Healthiest district in Canada‘
Summer and winter sports. Miss E. M, Elgood, Miss E, J'
Ingram, Mlle. Shopoff. >

FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPALS
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Taking Time to
Think it Over

A Mutual Life insurance agent
urged a certain man to apply for
$5000 insurance protection. The
man replied—*Give me Sunday
to think it over.” Instead of
thinking it over on Sunday, the
young man met with an accident
and lost his life.

The delay cost his dependent
relatives $5000. Insure now,
and do not make your family
take chances for another day.
Mutual Life Policies afford
protection at minimum cost.
Nearly 50,000 Canadian homes
are protected by Mutual Policies.
Write for folder entitled—
“What Does Your Life Line
Show ?”

»Mutual Life

of Canada
Waterloo-Ontcriom

I

TRAFALGAR INSTITUTE

(AFFILIATED 10 McCILL UNIVERSITY)
MONTREAL

Boarding and Day School for Girls. Preparation for
Univcni!vﬁﬁatriculation with Preparatory Departments.
Acting-President—Sir William Peterson, K.C. M. G.
LE lg : Vice-President — Ven. J. C. Norton, Arch-
deacon of Montreal; Principal—Miss Cumming, L.L.A.
(St. Andrews). Highly qualified staff of English and
adian Teachers

Cal;-‘t’e of re-opening for Boarders, Wed., 12th Sept.

Date of re-opening for Day Girls, Thur., 13th Sept.

no!g:irance Examination for new scholars, and Supple-
mental Examinations will be held at the school on Tues-
day, 11th September at 10 a.m. he principal can be
seen at the school on and after Sth September, 3

For prospectus a| pply to the principal or to A.F. Riddell.
Secretary, 80 St. Francis Xavier Street. Montreal.

< ASHBURY 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.

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

—_—
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At the Sea Shore

The sun and burning winds
of the shore will ruin the
hardiest complexion. You
cannot enjoy the evening
social affairs with a blem-
ished skin. Protect your
complexion before exposure
to the sun by applying

GOURAUD’'S =

ORIENTAL
CREAM

If you are now troubled with tan
or sunburn, use it, and this an-
noying condition will disappear
at once. For nearly three-quar-
ters of a century it has been the
supreme liquid face cream. Its
use cannot be detected.

Gouraud’s Medicated Soap
should be used to prepare the skin
before applying the Cream. It
thoroughly cleanses the skin and
removes all dirt and poisonous
matter from the pores. Most ef-
ficient in the treatment of skin
troubles. Splendid for the hair.
Purifies the scalp and removes
dandruff. Adds lustre and beau-

% ty to your hair,

T . .

rial Size Free—
Send for a trial size
Bottle of Gouraud's
Oriental Cream or
a trial size cake of
Gouraud’'s Medi-
cated Soap. Enclose
10c each to cover
cost of \Vrappin‘f and
Mailing or send 20c
for both.

P, R Ferd.T.
MEDICATED SOAP Hopkins

Mosntreal
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THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 14,324 000
Capital Paild Up - 12,911,700 Total Assets - 275,000,000

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

E. L. Pease, Managing Director C. E. Neill, General Manager

W. B, Torrance, Superintendent of Branches F. J. Sherman, Assistant General Manage

366-BRANCHES THROUGCHOUT CANADA-356

Al o 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.

I..IIOII ENC., Bank Bldgs., Princes St., E.C, NEW YORK, Corner William and Cedar Sts

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT &éhA:s

Matured Investment Bonds

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

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

Full information upon request

London Life Insurance Company
HEAD OFFICE : : LONDON, CANADA

JOHN McCLARY, Dr. A. O. JEFFERY, K.S:._ ;
President. ice-President,
RICHTER, F.A.S. E. E. REID, B.A,, A.IA,,
ik 'M;m'agér. Asst. Manager and Actuary,
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pald-up Capital - - 8 17,000,000
reserve Fund - - 7,421,292
Total Depositts - - 92,102,072
Total Assets - - - 121,130,558

233 Branches in Canada.
Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.
Savings Department at all Branches.

Deposi eceived of $1.00 and upward, and interest
o allowed at best current rates.

General Banking Business.

_—
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
IN1EREST RETURN.

Qovernment — Municipal
Corporation and Proven
industrial Bonds.

Yield 47, to 67,

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

Dormmion SecurimiEs

CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO . MONTREAL. LOMDON.ENG,

SAFETY FIRST

To most people, the absolute safety
of their money should be the first con-
sideration. This applies in a very
special way to the man or woman whose
income is limited.

The savings of these are necessarily
small, and must be conserved in order
to ensure a modest provision for the
day of lost or reduced earning power.
To such, the watchword must always
be ‘‘Safety First.”

It is to this class that the strength,
stability, and sound financial position
of this Corporation, with its long and
enviable record, especially appeals.
Having been established in 1855, it has
for more than sixty years been the

SAFE DEPOSITORY FOR THE SAVINGS

of thousands of our citizens. It has in
the meantime increased in strength,
and now has a paid-up Capital of Six
Million Dollars, and a Reserve Fund
of Five Million Dollars, thus placing

ELEVEN MILLION DOLLARS

of Shareholders’ Capital between the
depositor and any possibility of loss.
Deposits of one dollar and upwards are
accepted. Interest is credited and
compounded twice each year, at

THREE AND ONE-HALF PER CENT

per annum. Your account is invited,

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation
TORONTO STREET, TORONTO

ESTABLISHED 1855
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Capital Authorized ,$5,000,000
Capital Paid Up - 3,000,000
surplus - - - 3,500,000

Board of Directors

Sir John Hendrie, K.C.M.G., President
Cyrus A. Birge, - - Vice-president

C. C. Dalton W. E. Phin
Robt. Hobson ¢ L Turnbull
1. Pitblado W. A. Wood

Whether with the intention of taking

out insurance or associating yourself with

Solid The latest figures emphasize the un-
Continent excelled financial position of this Company.
Business in Force over $59,600,000
Assels “ 16,400,000
Net Surplus “ 2,600,000

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

North American Life Assurance Co.

Head Office - TORONTO
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From the Painting by G. Horne Russell

BATHING-BEACH

When the tide is at the flood the salt water
bathing in the Maritime Provinces is un-
excelled. Along any of the inlets, like this
one from the Bay of Fundy, the water usually

is temperate and clear as crystal.
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Canada’s Elmatcur Soldiers

BY EDWARD W. REYNOLDS

ECRUITING in Canada,
el under the voluntary sys-
o tem, is practically at an
[ end; there are a few en-
0| thusiasts who will deny
= such statements. Cana-

- da’s army of 350,000 full-blooded vol-

unteers is located in French tren-
ches, British concentration camps, and
on troopships proceeding ‘‘east.’”’
Practically all the men who have en-
listed for overseas service are out of
the country, and the question of pro-
curing more is now before Parliament
—a bufning national issue.

Since April, 1915, we have been
reading of the glorious exploits of our
men overseas. The name of Canada
has taken on a new meaning. Con-
gratulatory messages have been re-
ceived by Sir Robert Borden, as the
chief representative of the Domlmon
and by the Generals commanding the
Canadian forces overseas. Such place-
names as St. Julien, Festubert, St.
Eloi, The Orchard, Ypres Salient,
Somme, Courcelette, Ancre, Vimy
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Ridge. and Fresnoy, are names that
will receive the special attention of
the future historians, because in these
places Canadian valour was tested, in
these places Canada plighted her troth
with the liberty-lovi mg nations of the
world.

Who did this? Amid the distrae-
tions of the clash and clang of war,
the bereavements and the sacrifices of
the past two years the recorders of
war events have failed to draw atten-
tion to the classes and types of men
who composed the immortal First
Contingent, and of the contingents,
battalions and units which have fol-
lowed in its train.

At the recent sitting of the Parlia-
mentary Committee in Toronto, when
evidence was obtained with a view to
guiding the Federal Government in
its legislative plans affecting the re-
turned soldier, Mr. Fred Pardee,
M.P., asked Major Wilson, of Military
District No. 2, what type of officer or
military man should control the mili-
tary hospitals.



BRIGADIER-GENERAL ALEXANDER D. McRAE

A British Columbia merchant, who is now assistant to Major-General Turner commanding
Canadian Forces in England

‘“A professional soldier,’”’ declared
Major Wilson.

‘‘But there are no professional sol-
diers in Canada,’’ replied Mr. Pardee.

This is the sum and substance of
Canada’s military force. The men
who have vanquished the cream of
many Prussian units (the German
generals honoured the Canadians by
pitting their best men against them)
knew practically nothing of the mili-
tary arts before the outbreak of war.
Canada was treading the peaceful
paths of national development. Her
sons were devoted to her soil. When
the call came they were busy in the
fields, at the bench, in the factory and
at the office desk.  They went to fight
an army that had forty years of pre-
paration behind it. The I:esult.s are
the subjects of daily discussions in the
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newspapers. The object of the writer
is to call attention to one of two ex-
amples and records of men who left
their peaceful occupations to win
fame as military leaders, and to de-
monstrate the type, and the general
make-up of the various Canadian divi-
sions.

The Canadian army is the most
democratic of all the forces now en-
gaged in hostilities. In its ranks are
to be found ecollege professors, law-
yers, financiers, and even members of
parliament, while among the officers
are to be found plumbers and artizans
of all deseriptions from Canada’s in-
dustrial army. The Canadian forece is
cosmopolitan in every possible respect.

A British Columbian real estate
agent led the Canadians to the bril-
liant victory at Vimy Ridge. Horne’s



LIEUTENANT-GENERAL SIR ARTHUR W. CURRIE, K.C.M.G.. D.S.0,, C.B.

Commander of the Canadian Forces in France
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LIEUTENANT-COLONEL (DR.) HERBERT A. BRUCE

Author ot a much-discussed report, and now in charge of a large hospital area in France

army, of which the Canadians form a
part, was engaged in heavy fighting
around ' Arras, and Major-General
Currie’s Division was located opposite
the Ridge. He, therefore, had to plan
the actual details of the now-famous
attack, and the success of that opera-
tion is what probably led to his ap-
pointment to the command of the Can-
adian Army in the war zone, although
his earlier exploits had brought the
attention of the higher command to
his qualities of leadership.

From teaching school on a conces-
gsion line to the command of a big
army, succeeding famous British Gen-
erals of wide, life-long experiencg, is
a far cry, but this Canadian citizen
soldier has achieved this distinction.
Arthur W. Currie was born at Nap-
perton, Middlesex County, Ontario—
it cannot be found upon the map. The

spirit of adventure got him at an early
age, and he sought his fortune on the
Pacific coast. After trying to make
his way at teaching school, he engaged
himself to a realty firm, and spent his
evenings with the militia. He later
formed his own real estate company,
and for fourteen years gave his spare
time to improving the efficiency of the
garrison artillery. Latterly he joined
the Highland Regiment at Victoria
and went to Valeartier in 1914 as O¢f.
ficer Commanding the 50th Vietoria
Regiment. At the concentration camp
Lieutenant-Colonel Currie rose to the
rank of Brigadier General, and took
command of the 2nd Infantry Bri-
gade. When made Commander of the
First Canadian Division he became
Major-General. He is now Lieutenant-
General Sir Arthur W. Currie,
K.CM.G.,, D.S.O, C.B, and the pos-
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LIEUTENANT-COLONEL C. H. MITCHELL, D.S.0., Officer’s Cross, Legion of Honour, C.M.G

First Staff Officer, Second Army, British Expeditionary Force

sessor of several allied decorations. He
won fame as a military strategist at
Ypres, Courcelette, Thiepval, and at
Vimy Ridge. He typifies Canadian
adaptability, initiative, independence,
and courage. His rise to fame assures
the success of a democratic militarism,
like the Canadian militia system, over
the junker militarism of Prussia.
Lieutenant-General Currie’s record
is but an example of what has been
accomplished by thousands of other
Canadians. Hundreds of them who
left Canadian shores attired in their
first khaki suit, ranking as privates,
have since jumped the wide gap be-
tween non-commissioned and commis-
sioned rank, and large numbers of
them have gained their seniority, and
make clever and courageous field offi-
cers. The Canadian Army has, there-
fore, triumphed in its leadership as

well as in its victories over ‘‘the best
trained troops in the world’’.

When the European war clouds
were gathering, Mr. Alexander McRae
was selling real estate in Vancouver.
He had spent a busy life in the lumber
camps and on the real estate markets.
He was busy putting something by
for a rainy day. A typical Canadian
to whom the pomp and circumstanees
of military parades did not appeal.
The Canadian militia to this and
many other Canadians now occupying
prominent positions in the army, was
a plaything for those who would copy
the military spirit of the European
countries. He was devoted to his
business interests, and knew little, and
previously cared less, about fighting.
But the call to arms led him to Valecar-
tier. He proceeded overseas as a com-
missariat officer. He became a valued



MAJOR-GENERAL DAVID WATSON

A Quebec Journalist, who has distinguished himself as a military officer

officer and is now Quartermaster-Gen-
eral under Major-General Turner,
V.C, D.S.0., at the base in England,
with the rank of Brigadier-General,
red and gold inclusive. Here is an
example that is particularly apropos
to a description of the make-up of
Canada’s army.

Bill O’Hara, played baseball in the
big leagues. He outfielded for the New
York Giants and St. Louis of the Na-
tional League, but he ended his base-
ball career—for the time being—with
the Maple Leafs of the International
League. When war was declared
O’Hara forsook the baseball diamond
for the parade-ground. He proceeded
to Shoreham, England, where he took
an aviator’s course, but met with an
accident, and was declared unfit for
air service. He then joined a Cana-
dian infantry battalion, became 1its
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bombing officer, and was mentioned in
the Canadian press for his work on
the Somme, where he was wounded
leading his men.

Mat Weyman was a Socialist, a
typical soap box orator in Toronto.
who spent his time telling the “‘pro-
letarians’’ that the class struggle was
the only fight worth while. But he
finally enlisted, and his soap-box ora-
tions gave place to recruiting appeals,
He became a sergeant-major in the
169th Battalion, C.E.F., and his Com-
manding Officer declared him to be
one of the most efficient and zealous
non-coms. in the battalion. He served
and fell wounded in the fighting
around Arras, according to unofficial
reports. This man had often declareq
that a soldier ‘‘was the legalized mup-.
derer of the masses for the aristo-
cratic few’’, but when the real peril



BRIGADIER-GENERAL ROBERT RENNIE, D.S.0., M.V.O.

A seed merchant devoted to military work

confronted the Empire he was actuat-
ed by a patriotism that only a real
child of democracy can experience.
And thousands of such men as these
threw business and employment to the
winds, to demonstrate that it is not
generations of preparation and train-
ing that after all makes an army
measurably successful, but it is
brains with initiative and individu-
ality, mixed with some military stra-
tegy, that really count.

Colonel George G. Nasmith, C.M.G.,
Ph.D., ete., would be considered by
the ordinary observer to be too frail
for strenuous work in the war zone,
but notwithstanding his inexperienpe
in military matters, he went to Salis-
bury and to France, where he accom-
plished great things in the interests of
men of the First Canadian Division,
and later a whole British army corps.

zn

As a sanitary expert he gave the fight-
ers pure water, and when the first gas
attack occurred around Ypres he sue-
ceeded in discovering the nature of
the gas and a successful antidote. The
contributions of this tyro in military
work earned for him a Companionship
of the Order of St. Michael and St.
George, and the thanks of the Minister
of Militia,

Lieutenant-Colonel H. A. Bruce is
perhaps one of Canada’s foremost sur-
geons. He was plain Dr. Bruce until
appointed to investigate hospital con-
ditions in England and France. He
knew very little of army red tape, and
his report came like a bolt from the
blue. As a result of the controversy
that arose he sought a new field of
military work. The Imperial authori-
ties saw the value of this expert civil-
ian, and he has now been placed in
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COLONEL GEORGE B. NASMITH, C.M.G., Pu.D.

Formerly Head of Laboratories for the City of Toronto. Discovered an antidote for gas.

charge of a very important hospital
centre in France,

Lieutenant-Colonel Walter Gow, re-
commended by Sir George Perley for
the position of Deputy Minister of
Militia, overseas, was a busy counsel
for Brazilian and other traction inter-
ests until he enlisted in August, 1914.
He was associated with the late Dr. F.
S. Pearson, a well-known financier
who went down with the Lusitania,
and with Sir William Mackenzie. But
after taking out a commission with
the 48th Highlanders of Toronto,
where he got his first taste of military
work, he became adjutant of the 35th
Battalion, C.E.F. From being a com-
plete rookie, he rose by dint of perse-
verance, step by step, until he attract-
ed the attention of the authorities, and
earned the important position he now

holds.

Major W. G. MacKendrick was a
road builder, with a penchant for hor-
ticulture. He, too, knew nothing of
military work, but offered his services.
He finally proceeded to England,
where he obtained a commission on the
road-building staff of the Canadian
army. His efficiency and expert
knowledge was soon brought to the at-
tention of the authorities, and to-day
he is in charge of general road con-
struction on Field Marshal Haig’s
Headquarters Staff.

To step from a consulting engin-
eer’s office to the Intelligence Office of
Britain’s whole army in the course of
a few months, is a record that Colonel
Charles Hamilton Mitchell, D.S.0.,
might well be proud of. Before the
war he gave much of his spare time to
the Civic Guild of Art of Toronto,
helping to beautify the city. In Sep-
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LIEUTENANT-COLONEL W. G. McKENDRICK

A Cavadian who is in charge of Road Construction in Field-Marshall Haig's Headquarters Staft

tember, 1914, he journeyed to Valecar-
tier and to Britain, where he served as
Intelligence Officer for the Canadians.
In France he introduced many new
methods of gathering enemy informa-
tion, which were subsequently adopted
by the British and French Govern-
ments as the official methods. For
this work he received his D.S.0., and
high appointment. ;

At the top of Canada’s honour roll
probably will be the name of the late
. Major-General Mercer, who died fight-
ing with an infantryman’s gun and
bayonet at Zillebeke, Belgium. He
ga.ve his life fulfilling the task for
which he had prepared himself during
many years of local militia work,
though ordinarily engaged as a bar-
rister. As Colonel of the Queen’s Own
Regiment, Toronto, the authorities
naturally looked to him to form the

first overseas battalion in Toronto. He
proceeded overseas with this unit, but
in the réorganization of the Canadian
forces, he was promoted to the rank
of Brigadier. For his excellent work
in the Ypres salient, he received a
Major-Generalship. His friend and
fellow-soldier, Brigadier General Ren-
nie, is still doing good work in France.

A typical example of what firms en-
gaged in ordinary work are prepared
to do while the crisis is upon us is
given in the record of the firm of
Chadwick and Beckett, Toronto. Both
partners went overseas in charge of
battalions, while their staff enlisted to
a man. Colonel Beckett died leading
his men in a trench raid.

Men (amateur soldiers) are serving
their country equally well at home.
These officers and men have passed
through the monotony of daily drill
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and routine, fitting the men for the
sterner tasks in the war zomne. The
work of men like Major-General W. A.
Logie, a lawyer, who has been respon-
sible for training nearly 90,000 men
in Military District No. 2, has earned
prominent mention in the country’s
appreciation of a service well ren-
dered. What has happened in Mili-

tary Distriect No. 2 has happened all
over Canada. Thousands of the braini-
est business and professional men who
were engrossed in the ordinary pur-
suits before the war have added their
quota to the great cause and helped
the Dominion to win fame as a Jdefen-

der of small nations and a fichter for

freedom and justice.

TWILIGHT

By GRACE MURRAY ATKIN

Night falls around us.

Above the pale moon, clad in cloudy draperies,
Drifts and moves. The sounds of day have ceased.

Draw close to me,

And let us sit together quietly,

Just I and thee.

The twilight stirs one

Strangely. Faint hopes that dare not show themselves by day
Emerge then. And moods oft feared return.
Life leads through lonely ways, but I have all,

Since I have thee.

Love holds thee lightly,

But fate has not a greater prize in all her store
To give man than this understanding,

Perfect, complete.

To be close friends who see as with one eye,

Speak with one tongue.

Why are you restless?

And I have not begun to tell you all that love
Would make me. How I might touch the sky

And still the wind,

And do fine things in the world, my spirit

Made strong through yours.
But you would withhold

Your soul aloof. Well, have no fear. Each preserves his
Solitude. And to fire my spirit

By the flame of

Yours was but my dream, dear. For you are you,

And I am I

F Vg
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VIl —“KIT,”” THE JOURNALIST

g 1T’ was Irish through
and through—in her
Gl ready wit, her quick
‘tw sympathies, her way of
flashing from the gay to
the sombre and from the
commonplace to the droll or the poe-
tic. She was Irish by right of birth
and race. Born in 1864, at Castle
Blakeny in the west of Ireland, Kath-
leen Blake was educated in Dublin
and Belgium. At the age of twenty
she came to Canada, which was
henceforth her home.

Half a dozen years later, in 1890,
she began her brilliant career as a
journalist, by taking charge of the
woman’s department in the Toronto
Mail and Empire.

In looking over her work it is in-
teresting to note that at first her
“Woman’s Kingdom” to a great de-
gree followed the conventional type
of pages for women, rife with sug-
gestions as to dress and fashion, re-
cipes and household hints. But even
at the beginning, “Kit” threw in a
few book-notices and so forth. Later
she broke away almost entirely from
fashion plates and cook-books, to car-
ry her readers into the wider world
where real human interest comes to
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its own, and gowns and good things
to eat are relegated to the subordin-
ate (though not negligible) place to
which they properly belong.

It is not that one would belittle
that modern estimate of women’s ac-
tivities which insists that girls need
training to fit them for the duties of
mothers and homemakers and en-
deavours to lift the often despised de-
tails of domestic routine to the level
of household science. But it remains
true that “the life is more than meat
and the body than raiment,” and the
vastly important questions of food
and clothing can never be solved sat-
isfactorily by women. with outlook
bounded by their own kitchens or am-
bition limited to keeping abreast of
the fashion. War has taught us
something of the greatness of the task
(in such large measure the woman’s
task) of feeding and clothing the
people. Tt is not less great in times
of peace, but often the individual
toiler sorely needs a larger vision of
humanity to lift her work from tri-
viality, and, at its best, there was fine
inspiration in “Kit’s” conception of a
““Woman’s Kingdom,’’ not all kitchen,
or even nursery, but a realm vast and
varied as humanity itself.
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During the intervals when “Kit”
was absent on some special mission
for her paper, it might chance that
her page was again invaded by a
grand array of recipes or fashion
notes. On the other hand, “Kit” was
seeing the world, and painting it in
vivid impressionistic style, for those
left at home. The bright individual-
ity of her letters lent distinction not
only to her own page, but to the
Maal itself.

“Kit is as much read by men as
women,” said a writer in the “Galt
Reporter” in 1898, adding the involv-
ed but appreciative comment, “All
her work is such as to raise the ideal
conception of what good strong liter-
ary produetion a competent exponent
of the other sex can add to the mould-
ing of contemporary thought.” That
sshe was thus teaching newspaper
men the potential value of women’s
work was a veritable triumph of pion-
eering for women.

In the exercise of her profession,
+ “Kit” travelled far and saw much.
She endured discomfort and faced
danger with a “pluck” that won the
admiration of her male competitors:
she enjoyed strange sights and ad-
venture with eager zest; she could
work for long hours with marvellous
rapidity; and she scored many a
notable success as special correspond-
ent at the “World’s Fair,” of 1893,
and other exhibitions, at more than
one famous trial, at the “Diamond
Jubilee,” and in the Cuban War.

In 1892 she wrote a series of papers
on localities which had supplied to
Charles Dickens the setting for many
of the scenes in his novels. She call-
ed these articles “Tramps with the
Genius of London,” and hither and
thither into the strangest nooks of
the old city, she followed her shadowy
guide, often on foot, sometimes fail-
ing to find the spot she sought, but
frequently succeeding in discovering
the very court or house, which the
master of detail in world-painting
had peopled with the creations of his

vivid fancy.
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“Kit” loved Dickens for this,
amongst other reasons that he “taught
us to look around and see the misery
and distress lying at our doors:
taught the beauty of compassion and
kindliness for the lonely and the mis-
erable; taught us to be less selfish and
brutal and cowardly; to be braver
and better and more healthy in mind
and soul than we were before.”

She finished her pilgrimage by buy-
ing a little nosegay “of the wildest
and most simple flowers” she could
find in “Covent Garden, where little
David Copperfield—little Charles in-
deed—used to stare at the pine-ap-
ples when he had no money to buy
any dinner;” and then she went into
the quiet Abbey to slip her bunch of
flowers into a eranny close by the spot
where Dickens sleeps in the “Poets’
Corner,” and. as she laid it there, *a
glorious shaft of purple and erim-
son” streamed across the letters of his
name.

Five years later, “Kit” was again
in London to see for Canadians who
could not go that tremendous festi-
val of the British Empire, Queen
Victoria’s “Diamond Jubilee.” “Gray
old London, with the soft blue mist
of June enveloping her,” and her
strange glory of purple and gold, of
ropes of greenery and garlands of
flowers, was a wonderful thing to see.
To go into St. James’s Street, which
was covered with a swaying green
roof was “walking into fairyland,”
but the old palace at its southern end
was unadorned and, for impression-
able “Kit,” “London seemed to end
before these gaunt gray walls, piere-
ed with the narrow peering windows
that had seen so much. One realized
at this full moment that, despite her
frivolities, her gay trappings, her
make-believe  joyousness London
heavy, sad, very old, faced you, un:
compromising, stern,.a warrior al.
ways, a great creature, whose hangd
was the mailed hand of Britain, one
that gripped the edges of the world »

“Kit” was fortunate enough to have
an excellent view "of the amazing
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state-coach, with its eight cream-col-
oured horses, hidden under “gorgeous
erimson coats and headstalls” more
fortunate to see the face of the Queen,
“far and away handsomer than any
late picture” represented her—grave,
serious, “seamed by grief and pain
and yet full of benevolence, of dig-
nity, of sympathy.” “Right and left
she bowed, smiling very little, and
bowing oftenest to the poorer people
on the edge of the pavement.”

The roars of applause with which
the “Colonials” were greeted went to
“Kit’s” heart. “To see these bronzed
and black faces; these gallant well
set-up, handsome Canadian boys and
know that they served under the
same old flag that they had
come from far places to honour the
same Queen so adored by the London
populace, and above all that they told
—as nothing else could tell at the
moment—the might and strength of
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the British Empire, visibly affected
the people of England. A frenzy of
enthusiasm took them.”

When it came to the illuminations
at night, even “Kit” could hardly find
words to describe London. Yet her
pictures of the old city in the nights
of that great time “when fire” seem-
ed “to run with the people along the
ways and all that Secience, Art and
inventions of the Victorian era in the
way of illuminations” were being ex-
ploited, call up visions of this still
greater time when London, more than
ever the heart of the Empire, in her
determination and her sorrow. lies in
black darkness.

Nowadays, when searchlights send
up their beams above the shadowy
roofs of London, it means that they
are feeling after some raider of the
air which seeks to pour down death
on the crowds below, but the search-
lights which at the Jubilee, illuminat-
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ed the huge dome of St. Paul’s and young and “not nearly ready,” and

turned it into the semblance of a
“solemn, snow-capped mountain® rais-
ing “from the very heart of the
city,” gave to “Kit,” a “vision, mys-
tic, wonderful, suggesting Martin’s
picture of the New Jerusalem.”

Amidst all the wonders, “Kit,” re-
presenting a “Colonial” newspaper,
turned again and again to thoughts
of the Empire. In describing the
review of the Fleet, she wrote, “You
get an idea of the immensity and
solidity of the British Empire, which
you could get nowhere else but at
these Jubilee festivities. You saw all
about you here how much the colon-
ies meant to Britain ; what they would
do for her; how they loved her.”

But “Kit” lived just long enough to
see the same truth expressed in still
more unmistakable language, when,
in 1914, the whole Empire sprang to
arms.

In less than a year after that great
peaceful Jubilee, “Kit,” the first wo-
man war correspondent in the world,
“had seen something of war as it
really is. On the outbreak of hostil-
ities between the United States and
Spain in April, 1898, “Kit” confessed
that in youth, after reading a certain
type of romances, she had had “wild
longings to turn vivandidre and go
out to the wars,” though later studies
in realistic literature had opened her
eyes to the real horror and brutality
of war. However the old thirst for
adventure re-asserted itself, or the
ambition of the journalist carried her
away. She volunteered to go to Cuba
as war correspondent for the “Mail
and Empire,” and a few days later
she was in Washington trying to
wring from General Alger, United
States Secretary for War, permission
to go. It was granted at last: but
despite this she had the greatest diffi-
culty in getting off. :

She spent six weeks at “the slow lit-
tle town of Tampa” in Florida,
 where the great “volunteer army"’ of
the United States was being got into
shape. The “boys” struck her as very

the hardships of camp life (then as
now) were trying to patriotic enthus-+
iasm. At Tampa, these took the
shape, in part, of hot sun, unappetiz-
ing rations of beans and bacon, uni-
forms not forthcoming, black ants and
scorpions.

This is one of “Kit’s” pictures of
the place at evening. “The long
waste of brown burnt land ran to the
edge of the sea. The little white camp
cities lay stretched out along the
shore. The sea, grey and sad, shiv-
ered under the evening wind. An
immense melancholy took possession
of the soul. For a moment, it all
seemed futile, useless, so much pain
and grief and parting and misunder-
standing.”

About this time, the “Daily Mail”
of London, had an article on “The
Lady War Correspondent,” deserib-
ing her as “a tall, healthy, youngish
lady with a quiet, self-reliant manner
i an alert, intelligent, enter-
prising look” and “the prettiest touch
of the Irish brogue.”

“The censorship appears to harry
war correspondents greatly,” said
“Kit.” “War news comes high and is
hard to get at any price,” but “jour-
nalists trot discreetly in the rear of
things.” When the departure of the
troops was under way, the newspaper
men were cooped up on one hoat out
of the way of news or hope of
“scoops.” The one woman was in
even harder case. She was left be-
hind. She then went to Key West,
was disappointed again in her hope
of sailing on a Red Cross ship, but af-
ter being three times turned back,
reached Cuba on an old government
boat; the “Niagara,” some three weeks
before Santiago surrendered to Gen-
eral Shafter. The soldiers suffereq
sadly from fever and as “Kit” saw
things, there was woeful mismanage-
ment.

She returned on the transport
Comal. She was the only woman
on board. Though there were twen.
ty-seven very sick soldiers on the

s
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boat, it was sent out without a doctor,
medical supplies, or proper provi-
sions. There chanced, however, to be
one doctor amongst the passengers
and he did his best for the invalids,
with drugs collected from his fellow-
travellers. The vessel was quaran-
tined for a week near Tampa, but
still there was no ice, no limes, no
water fit to drink for sick or well.

In this year, 1898, “Kit” married
Dr. Theodore Coleman, but she con-
tinued her work with the Madl till
February, 1911—completing twenty-
one years of her “Woman’s King-
dom”.

During the short remainder of her
life she wrote many magazine articles
and syndicated her “Kit’s Column”
for women, in various newspapers.

In 1904, she was elected President
of the Canadian Women’s Press Club,
and it is told that many of the
younger toilers in her profession re-
ceived most kindly encouragement
from her. “Look at Kit, surrounded
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by her court!” said one writing wo-
man to another on the occasion of a
Press Club excursion; and, behold,
the “court” consisted chiefly of girls,
essaying to penetrate the diffieult
country of journalism, through which
“Kit” had blazed her own way.

It has been said by another woman,
who has scored a notable suecess in
the profession, “Newspaper work was
no sinecure for a woman in the days
when ‘Kit’ entered journalism. Wo-
men entered it on sufference and had
to do practically as much as two men
to prove that they were half as
good as one man. And that ‘Kit’
triumphed in the face of obstacles
such as will never be told meant
much, not only to herself, but to all
the women who ever will come after
her.”

In the late spring of 1915—in her
birth-month, May—“Kit” was seized
with pneumonia, and, after a brief
two-days’ illness, her busy, full life
came to an end.

The subject of the next sketch of this
sionary.

series is Dr. Marion Oliver: Foreign Mis.

BEHIND THE GUNS

By ARTHUR L. PHELPS

I’VE forgotten, you forget
‘Whose sad eyes are dim and wet ;
Here with many things to do,
We’re not human, I and you.

Some machine has got us thralled :

‘We move out when we are called,
Glad to go and glad to die—
Once I watched the quiet sky.

This is all a thing we dream,
Guns and battle and shell scream ;
‘We shall waken and be men

In this or some good world again.
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Once I heard a small bird’s note,
I was cooling a cannon’s throat ;
Before we fired our guns off next
I was shaking and all perplexed.

Somewhere there are grasses green,
Somewhere slipping in between
Daisy banks a little creek;
: Then I smelled the powder reek.

This is dreaming when we fire,
Careful, with the muzzle higher ;
Yesterday we laughed aloud
When they rolled at us like a cloud.

This morning just at gray daylight
You kicked hardly out of sight -
That green purple rotted head

Of that old man too long dead.

Oh, it’s dreaming that we are;

Last night there was one still star
Up above black clouds alone;

That’s you and me when we are done.

I want to waken up and see ;
Things all like they used to be;
I don’t want to laugh at souls
Being shot at from black holes.

I’ve a garden; it is queer

To think while we are wild out here
Doing things without a name

The green stuff’s growing just the same.

My wife says sweet peas are up;
We've our teeth in a broken cup

Of dirty rum. They re cool there
‘While we are choked in this black air.

Maybe when this trouble’s done
There’s a heaven, and one by one
We’ll ereep in; but my wife’s eyes
Are red with crying, I surmise.

I’ve forgotten, you forget
‘Whose sad eyes are dim and wet ;
Here with many things to do,
‘We’re not human, I and you.

SR oo



The Mew Trail

BY A. GERTRUDE JACKSON

AN August, 1899, the see-
ond summer of the great
Klondike gold rush, six
men set out over the old
Edmonton trail for the
greatest mining camp
on the continent—Dawson City. But
the way was long, and the trail inex-
pressible; within two weeks two of the
party turned back. Then the dark
days came, and the cruel cold; and
two more, wearied unto death, took
their long last sleep by the silent trail.
Desperate, but not despairing, the re-
maining two struggled grimly north-
ward. The long winter melted into
spring, and still they were mushing
by day and camping by night. When
at last they came to the end of the
trail, June had come, with its almost
perpetual daylight and its seorching
summer heat.

We have just finished reading that
old, faded diary written by one of
those men on that journey. Sixteen
years have yellowed its worn pages
and dimmed some of the writing into
illegibility ; but it holds an honoured
place in the library of one of the fin-
est sourdoughs in the Yukon. We have
marvelled at the revelation of those
simply-written pages; we have laugh-
ed hysterically, and cried shameless-
ly. It is the story of the first gold-
seekers who came all the way over
what was known as the Edmonton
Trail. Those who preceded them
turned aside, one by one, to the trail
whence no one ever returns. Ten
months of but half-revealed bravery
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cry out to us from those time-honour-
ed pages. Ten months! Edmonton to
Dawson—ten months!

The days of the old trail—the fam-
ous trail of 98—are gone; Qut in their
place has come the new trail, and al-
ready the eyes of the world are upon
it, for it leads through such a fairy-
land as we had thought existed only
in dreams. Swiss mountains and
lakes, Italian skies, Norwegian fjords,
gorgeous sunsets—the beauties of the
new trail are as cosmopolitan as was
the throng of gold-seekers who broke
the terrible trails to the gold fields.
Had there been no great war the new
trail would have come into its own
more gradually; but the unceasing
stream of American travel was divert-
ed abruptly from its European chan-
nel in August, 1914. The old trail to
the north had been merely a means to
an end, and at that no pleasurable
one; but the new trail is an end in
itself and it called at an opportune
moment. At first its newness lent it
charm, till people awoke to the won-
derland that lies at our very gates,
and the floodgates of tourist travel
were flung open-into the new trail.

“It is too far,” people objected when
the new trail was first suggested to
them. “Itis too dreary. It is a dozen
and one things we shall not like, and
it is too tame. If it had been *98 now
we might have been glad to go!”

They listened politely to assurances
that it was a wonderful trip. They
read advertising literature, but they
spoke doubtfully of the possibility of



seeing anything new, But some few,
more credulous and adventurous,
heard the call of the northland, and
answered it by leaving Edmonton on
almost the first train that travelled
over the new transcontinental line to
the coast.

Night trains leaving Edmonton are
far from the prairies by dawn; and
the traveller awakens to a glory of
mountain and snow and flaming gold.
The colours brighten and change into
a thousand shades till the sun itself
looks down from the white peaks
above, and smiles on Jasper Park.
This great national park is destined
to be one of the most famous play-
grounds in the world. On every side
loom gigantie, time-searred peaks. A
crowd of tourists, standing on Jasper
platform one June morning were
reading aloud the names of the moun-
tains from the signboards. They came
to the name of Mount Edith Cavell,
and a gray-faced man lifted his hat
and looked almost reverently at the
great peak.

“Edith Cavell!” he repeated slow-
ly, and the others turned towards him
at the sound of the emotion in his
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A PHOTOGRAPHIC IMPRESSION OF THE TOTEM POLES AT KITWANGA

voice. “At the Front her name was
like a battle cry.”

“The Front!” someone echoed,
“Then you were in the trenches

“Princess Pats!” he said briefly and
stood silent, with bared head, his tired
eyes looking at Mount Edith Cavell
as though he were gazing into some
distant pathway of time. And the
crowd respected his silence.

The possibilities of Jasper Park are
as yet unimagined. It covers over
four thousand square miles, and ig
the first bewildering suggestion of g
real elfland, with its Snowy mountain
crests, its flower-covered valleys, and
its panorama of lakes. With the
rapidity that characterizes dreams,
the scenery changes from river valley
to lake, from shady trail to sullen
cliff, from canyon to forest. Already
the white tents of the summer cami_)
gleam through the trees, and the light
touch of the paddle ripples the sha-
dow of its mirror-like lakes.

Mount Robson Park is a continug-
tion of the great tracts of land set
apart by the Government for the
recreation of the nation. Here al
minor attractions sink into insignifie-
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ance beside the stupendous grandeur
of Mount Robson, that incomparable
king of the Canadian Rockies. Iso-
lated, majestic, he lifts his mighty
head above the elouds like some great
brooding giant of the ages.

The influence of silent towering
mountains has always been an elusive,
over-mastering thing; at the foot of
Mount Robson one is lost in it. It is
like the domination of an overwhelm-
ing personality; all the egotism, all
the littleness of life, is effaced from
one’s heart, and before one’s wistful
eyes pass strange visions. A thousand
years are but a moment, and one’s
mind, swung abruptly from its nar-
row path, considers time and life in
terms of centuries and generations.
Then, perhaps, the clouds lift from
the scarred, snow-drifted peak above.
Someone speaks; and with a start one
comes reluctantly back to the little
things of life. But it can never be
the same, for something of that won-
derful influence has flung back the
lines of our horizon of thought, and
we have unconsciously wrung from
Mount Robson a new note in our own
personality that will be as indestruct-
ible as the mighty peak itself.

But the new trail sweeps on across
the range, and at every turn new won-
ders come into view. On the Bulkley
River, worn through the solid rock,
stands the famous Bulkley Gate, with
its vertical black rock as clear-cut as
though chiselled. Below, in its per-
petual shadow, the rapids swirl and
foam and break on the rocks. Above
the rapids a platform has been built
for observation, and it is amusing to
gee the camera-laden tourists flock
from the train and line the railing.

“What exposure did you give
yours?” they cry excitedly as they
snap madly here and there. “Have
you set yours at eight or sixteen? Oh,
I must get a snap from where you
are. I would so hate to miss a picture
of this.”

The Indian villages are unique, and
their naturalness has not yet been dis-
turbed by tourist travel. Kitwanga is
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one of the quaintest and most beauti-
ful, and the train makes a stop of
sufficient time to allow passengers to
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walk through the village, and along
the river bank with its queer Indian
graves and incongruous totem-poles.
One of the train officials accompanies
the crowd and good-naturedly passes
on his own information about the vil-
lage. Sometimes a silver coin will
open the lips of some half-friendly
Indian, and one may hear strange
tales of the meaning of those gro-
tesque totem-poles which hold such
a fascination for us.

From Kitwanga the trail follows
the Skeena River to the coast. The
mountains rise from either bank,
white-crested, here and there bearing
the huge scar of a gigantic glacier.
The river is a true mountain flood,
swift and tempestuous, of a trans-
Iucent, foam-flecked green, which
changes into shadowy blue as the river
broadens at its mouth. The last ten
miles of the Skeena hold the traveller
spellbound, especially if he be travel-
ling on the train that passes that way
at twilight. ° The river is a broad,
misty ribbon shot with blue and sil-
ver, and dotted with tiny fishing-
boats. The dusky figures of the fish-
ermen, looking very large and unreal
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in the hazy light, stand out against
the gleaming water. The amethyst
hills rise into gray, rose-tipped clouds
and, blending, lose themselves,

If Prince Rupert were the end of
the trail one would sigh when it were
reached. But the grandeur of what
is now known as the Alaska trip is
still before one. Bach year more and
befter steamships go northward on the
famous coast cruise, and one is puz-
zled to imagine what can yet be added
to insure the passenger greater safety
or comfort, for the newest and Iaré-
est Canadian boats are the very last
word in accommodation. With our
hearts still stirred by the story of the
old trail as it is revealed in the diary
on the desk, we are startled at the
grandeur of the new trail, for it has
all been accomplished in sixteen brief
vears.

Rooted firmly in our minds there ig
always the idea that the north and
cold are synonymous terms. Even
for the most credulous of us, nothing
short of seeing and feeling would con-
vince us that from Prince Rupert to
Skagway during the summer monthg
is a trip through inland, dreaming
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water, ruffled only by the warmest
winds. We are prepared for piercing
gales, and ice-dotted seas; but there
is only Taku, the great glacier of the
north, with its thousands of tons of
jee shifting more than a foot a day.
We see it only by the courtesy of the
transportation companies, for it is up
in one of the great inlets of the coast
and the trip adds twenty miles to the
regular channel route. But its wild
eclouring will linger in the memory
Jong after one has forgotten the gor-
geous sunsets, the dreamlike islands
floating in the shadowy sea, and the
mountains clouded in their purple
haze; for no other blue can even re-
semble that strange dazzling swath
of azure. The English language has
no word for it.
Those glacial rivers
Of serrated ice, unearthly” blue,
Slide soundlessly into the deep, and strew
Its surface with vast floating gems

That break the vagrant beams of the low

sun
Into a million lights and flames.
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There are several ports of call be-
tween Prince Rupert and Skagway,
but at each one there is time to go
ashore and drink in the novelty and
heauty of the northland. One may
see the salmon struggling upstream
at Ketchikan, leaping the falls in
often futile attempts to reach the
spawning grounds. Wrangell has the
most curious collection of Indian to-
tem-poles and reliecs of all places
along the coast. Juneau flaunts her
modernism gaily, and smiles across
the channel at Douglas, where are
sitnated the well-known Treadwell
mines. From either shore the nastur-
tinms blaze a flaming trail and mock
our preconceived ideas of a northern
summer

It is a long trail, and a new trail,
and it holds health and happiness and
a egolden harvest for the storehouse of
meracry. Who can forget those shim-
mering waters, island-studded, moun-
tain-shadowed ;*the wild glory of sun-
rise and sunset with their riot of
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SHOOTING FIVE FINGER RAPIDS, ON THE YUKON RIVER
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elusive gold; the faint, exhilarating
breath of salt in the wonderful air?
Steadily, surely, as one travels north-
ward, through narrows and inlets and
sleeping channels, the spell of the
North is tightening its hold on the
heart.

Skagway! This one-time rough,
lawless port has been transformed in-
to a garden. The asters sway, waist-
high, in the summer winds, and the
air is redolent with the fragrance of
blossoms. The sweet peas nod above
one’s head, and the marigolds lift
round faces like small sunflowers to
the sky. Reluctantly one goes aboard
the train for the long climb to the
summit. The wild loneliness of the
country increases; a thousand things
bring pietures of the old trail. One
is back in the days of the gold rush,
and a melancholy settles on the spirits
like a pall. Here was the old tent
city of White Pass, and yonder is a
glimpse of the Chileoot Trail. And
did you see that wooden cross rotting
at the side of that boulder? How ter-
rible to take one’s last sleep up in the
very attic of the continent!
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But the train swings down the
grade, the landscape changes to lake
and valley and tree-clad hill. Through
an ever-changing country one hurries
on to Miles Canyon and the White.
horse Rapids. What half-forgotten
stories leap into remembrance at those
familiar words! Shuddering, one
looks down into that boiling flood
which so many fought, and so few
conquered. It is well that Whitehorse
is the terminus of the railroad, for it
is not cheering to dwell too long on
the early tragedies of 98,

From Whitehorse the river steam-
ers take one over the last stage of the
new trail. They are roomy and eom.
fortable, and it is hard to believe that
there was ever any hardship attend-
ant on this trip to the gold fields. The
long down-river trip is quiet and rest-
ful. The mountains have become
hills, and are softer in outline and
with more verdure, and the river
winds swiftly among them. Perhaps
from the deck a venturesome brown
bear may be seen ambling down to
the water, or hunting berries: a lynx
may pause on the sand slopes, mg.
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tionless as stone; or a moose, some-
times, in the moonlight, may swim
silently across the stream and disap-
pear in the shadows.

The boat winds at last around a
gharp bend in the river, and the hills
of Dawson loom up suddenly, inef-
faceably marked by the handprint of
the great slide.

“Dawson!” someone cries out de-
lightedly. “The end of the trail!”

The captain smiles and shakes his
head.

“It used to be the end of the trail,
in ‘the early days,” he remarks
thoughtfully. “But the new trail has
no end; you may go on to St. Michael
and Nome, and then south again by
ocean-going steamer.”

Once more we turn over that record
of the old Edmonton Trail. Ten
months from Edmonton to Dawson!
To-day that trip may be made in eight
days! Surely the New Trail is one ot
the achievements of this wonderful
century !




Loyal to Ademories

BY R. MURRAY GILCHRIST

HAT morning, as Phoebe
Haslam dressed for her
friend’s wedding, her

; wits became somewhat
i) perlexed, and she wasted

i) a full half-hour. The
question was, after she had donned
her new gown of nut-brown silk, what
she should wear around her neck. Col-
lars of old lace she had in plenty ; but
after she had donned one after an-
other, she decided that the reflection
in the oval dressing-mirror was too
formal, and that she had the stiff and
melancholy air of a maid long since
crossed in love.

Outside, in the orchard of full-flow-
ered apple trees, the thrushes and
blackbirds were piping merrily ; now
and then the guinea-fowl grated as
though their tender throats were
grinding stones for toy sickles. A
cuckoo, whose note for once seemed
devoid of melancholy, flew over the
stack-yard, pursued by two angry
finches. The sunlight was richly
golden—the distant fields seemed sep-
arated by a sheet of pure quivering
water. There was no threatening
cloud; if omens were to be believed,
the bride would never have cause to
rue going to church with her beloved.

Phoebe’s hesitation came to an end
at last; she closed the drawer that
contained her laces and opened a black
lacquer box, embellished with gilt
temples and mandarins and ladies, re-
moved a layer of tissue paper, discol-
oured by time, and brought to ‘light f
large Indian handkerchief of silk soft
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to the touch as finest gauze. As she
shook out the folds, a subtle fragrance
escaped—one might almost have be-
lieved that now was the time of roses!

The handkerchief was quaintly
beautiful ; on a background of palest
fawn were depicted pomegranates and
palms and peacocks all in faintest
green. It suggested autumn—autumn
before the first frost had stripped the
trees. But it also brought thoughts
of spring-time, and as Phoebe stood
smiling, any stranger would have said
that she herself was just on the verge
of womanhood. Her cheeks had flush.
ed faintly, and her eyes were softened
with tenderness. It was no longer the
Phoebe of thirty, to whom fortune had
not been too kind ; but the Phoebe wheo
expected great things from the future,
Nevertheless in this moment, with the
old souvenir displayed, she was fapr
more charming than in those long-past
days when life falsely promised all
manner of romantic adventures.

Although time was passing, and in
another hour she must take her place
in Mr. Broster’s dog-cart, and drive
to the other end of the valley, she fel]
a-musing again, so that it seemed as if
to-day were only the morrow of the
greatest day she had ever known.
Surely it was no longer the height of
spring; surely the sunlight was more
mellow ; surely the orchard-trees were
covered with ruddy fruit instead of
fragrant flowers! And the corn wag
cut, and instead of the song of birds
she heard the creaking of wag(m’
wheels !

4
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On that day of days, when all the
rest of the household were working in
the fields, she had stayed at home to
prepare the food. At noon she had
harnessed the old donkey to a little
cart, laden with great stone bottles fill-
ed with home-brewed ale, and a veal-
pie in a dish as large as a cradle, and
a boiled pudding of plump green-
gages. The workers had all welcom-
ed her with glad exclamations, and
her father had patted her cheeks and
sworn that she was the ‘‘best huswife
as e¢’er lived”. She had eaten with all
the others; when the meal was finish-
ed, and all had stretched themselves
out for a brief nap, she had taken
away donkey and cart and empty
dishes.

The strip of sandy road between the
cornfield and the house was the scene
of Phoebe’s adventure. Just after she
had passed through the open gateway,
she heard the wild thudding of a
horse’s hoofs, and, turning, saw a
chestnut mare, ridden by a youth not
older than herself, advancing madly
from the direction of the moor. The
horseman was evidently a stranger, or
he would have known that beyond the
house the road turned dangerously at
the side of a steep and rocky ravine.
Without a moment’s thought for her
own safety, she drew the donkey cart
across the track, and moved forward
with arms uplifted in warning. The
frightened horse swerved and stopped,
but not before poor Phoebe had been
thrust with some violence against the
rough stone wall. The horseman dis-
mounted and came to her side. He
was panting for breath, and his hand-
some face was white as chalk.

“You are hurt!’’ he stammered.
““Why did you do it?”’

““There’s a turning near by!’’ said
Phoebe faintly. ‘‘You could not have
taken it; there would have been an
accident!”’

““The mare got the better of me,”’
gaid the gentleman. ‘I was warned
that she’d a temper—I ought to have
been more careful! But you must be
in pain?”’
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‘““My arm is sprained, that’s all,’’
said the girl. ‘I shall be quite well
again to-morrow!’’

Then she turned dizzy and would
have fallen if he had not drawn her to
a grassy bank.

‘“Sit down a while,”’ he said. “‘I
am very ashamed that I've been the
cause of this. You’re a very brave
girl!”’

She obeyed, and for a full minute
rested with her eyes tightly closed.
The mare, as if satisfied with the mis-
chief she had done, began to graze at
the wayside. As for the stranger, he
took from his breast pocket the quaint
silk handkerchief, folded it carefully
and tied the ends in a knot.

““T have made a sling,’” he said. ‘It
will be less painful if your arm’s sup-
ported. You will let me see you safely
home?”’

““The house is over yonder,”” said
Phoebe. ““But I am strong—you
needn’t trouble—"’

He slipped the handkerchief over
her head, and lifted her hand into po-
sition; then, after tying the mare’s
rein to a gate, he led the donkey
slowly along the road. Neither Phoebe
nor he spoke until they reached the
farmyard. Then she prepared to re-
turn the handkerchief, but he begged
her to wear it until all effects of the
little accident were removed.

““It must be a souvenir,”’ he said.
“I wish that it were something more
worthy. In all likelihood you’ve sav-
ed me from a serious mishap—"’

“I’d have done it for anyone,’’ said
Phoebe. ““If I hadn’t stopped you, 1
should always feel a coward!’’

““To-morrow I go abroad,’’ he said.
“I shall not be able to inquire how
you are. But, all the same, I shall
think of you very, very often 24

““And T of you,’’ said the glrl i |
don’t know who you are; but I’'m glad
at heart to have done you a service.
And, since you wish it, I shall be
proud to keep the handkerchief.”’

Her colour had returned, and the
lad’s eyes were full of admiration.
Although he was scarcely of the age

»



290 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

of manhood, he had seen much of the
world, but never before had he been
delighted with such a glimpse of fresh
country loveliness.

‘I don’t suppose that we shall ever
meet again,’” he said. ‘‘I’m not bold
——at least, I’ve never believed myself
bold—yet I'm going to say something
astounding. You will not be angry?”’

‘“No,”” replied Phoebe; ‘“because I
know you’d ask for nothing that I
can’t give.”’

‘““Even a kiss?’’ he said quietly.
“If T begged a kiss—here at your
gate?”’

In spite of the laughter in his eyes,
Phoebe divined that the request was
serious. Without another word she
moved closer, and her lips brushed his
cheek. But this slight impact was
anything but satisfactory to the lad,
who encircled her neck with his right
arm, and then kissed her with as much
warmth as a country lover displays to
the maid of his heart.

“If only I could live here—if only
I could see you every hour of the day,
I should be the happiest man on
earth,”” he said; ‘‘but now I must go
—and to-morrow I shall be hundreds
and hundreds of miles away. Don’t
believe that I shall forget—I can
never forget!’”’

Then, slowly and reluctantly, he
went away, and Phoebe stood watch-
ing him mount to the saddle, and ride
to the curve of the road. He must
have known that she followed with her
eyes, since there he turned, raised a
hand to his lips and waved it in her
direction. A few minutes afterwards,
as she stood looking into space, an-
other horseman appeared—an elderly
man with a troubled face. Phoebe rec-
ognized him at once as his Grace of
Ashford—the owner of the great es-
tate, whose distant palace could be
seen from the topmost windows of her
home. He was nervous and excited;
as Phoebe curtsied in the old-fashion-
ed way, he stammered inquiries con-
cerning the other, and the girl learned
that she had helped someone of very
exalted position. He disappeared in

his turn, leaving her filled with curi-
ous glamour. The house seemed no
longer a tumble-down homestead ; the
country had acquired a fresh loveli-
ness; in short, for some brief hours,
the rustic maiden lived undisturbed
in the land of romance.

But the sound of a kind old voice
suddenly disturbed her musing, and
turning to the chamber doorway, she
saw a little dame with a face brown
as a pedlar in October.

““Well, to think o’ it!’’ eried the
newcomer. ‘‘Here’s Mr. Broster mid-
way up the hill, and you not finished
dressing! Whate’er have you been
agate o’—’tisn’t your fashion to go
a-wool-gathering 9’

“Fact is, I’'m turning lazy,” said
Phoebe merrily. ‘‘Getting ready for
a wedding set me thinking about the
days when I was young!”’

‘“‘Hark to her!”’ exclaimed the

other. ‘“Why, Phoebe, my dear, you’re"

Just in your prime! And I do de-
clare you’re looking rarely pretty this
blessed day!”’

““’Tis the new gown, Cousin
Sarah,”” said Phoebe. ‘‘Brown flat-
ters me—"’

““Nay, ’tisn’t that, either,”’ inter-
rupted the woman. ‘‘Don’t tell me ag
the gown fetches up your colour till
‘tis like a rose, and makes your eyes
sparkle just as if you’d bathed ‘em
in dew! But I can’t waste time here
~—Mr. Broster’l]l be at the door in an-
other minute!’”’

She was a widowed connection of
Phoebe’s mother, and the last of the
young woman’s kinsfolk. Years ago
she had given up her little cottage in
Grassbrook village, and had come to
share the lonéliness of the old farm.-
house. The two had always been ex-
cellent friends, and had long since
agreed that as long as the one lived
the other would rest comfortably un.
der the same roof-tree. As Cousin
Sarah backed to the landing, Phoebe
drew aside the window-curtain,

‘“There’s no need for hurry,”’ she
said. ‘“Mr. Broster’s alighted Just at
the steep turn—?’
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‘‘He’s a merciful man, and that he
is,”” said Cousin Sarah. ‘‘I always
hold as one as is kind to animals is
kind to human-folk. You’ll never be
able to say I haven’t always given him
a good word. By'’r Leddy, I wish
’twas to be your wedding and his!”’

““Nonsense!”’ said Phoebe, some-
what sharply. ‘‘Such an idea’s ne’er
come into his head—not more nor it
has into mine! Because he’s grooms-
man and I'm bridesmaid at Lizzie
Carter’s wedding is no reason why
folk should think—"’

““Seems to me as you might go fur-
ther and fare a good deal worse !’’ said
her kinswoman. ‘‘He’s not much to
look at for sure—all the same he’s not
so plain as to force a lass to look an-

other way. There’s a many’d be glad-

LX)
!

to say yes if he put the question

‘““Maybe you’'re right—it doesn’t in-
terest me!’’ said Phoebe, deftly ar-
ranging the handkerchief on her
shoulders. ‘‘But for goodness sake
don’t go building castles i’ th’ air just
because I'm driving wi’ him up
t’other end of the valley. You may
make up your mind as—even if he
asked (and to be sure he won’t)—I’d
say no.”’

““Ah, well, we shall see what we
shall see!’”” replied Cousin Sarah.
There aren’t many chaps I’d like to
see you settle down with, but I'd
sooner ’twas him than any o’ the
others!”’

‘Without waiting for the young mis-

tress’s reply she decended the stair- .

case and went to welcome the visitor
at the garden-gate. Phoebe pinned the
ends of the handkerchief with a fine
gold brooch, at the back of which one
might see a willow-tree woven from
the hair of some ancestress; then she
took from its cardboard box her white
hat, with its fine wreath of faint-
coloured roses. In another five min-
utes she was ready and gloved, bidd-
" ing welcome to Mr. Broster, who sat
in the best parlour, sipping Cousin
Sarah’s esteemed parsnip-wine.

~ The bachelor had bought new
clothes for the wedding, and was very
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smartly attired in navy blue, with
brown boots whose toes were pointed
like the narrow end of a plover’s egg.
He wore a fashionable collar and a
white satin tie. He had also acquired
a pair of gloves. At sight of the young
woman his eyes brightened and the
frown left his forehead.

“Lord o’ me, but you do make a
pretty sight, my lass!’’ cried Cousin
Sarah. ‘I was just telling Mr. Bros-
ter here as folks’ll mistake you for the
bride, and him for the groom!”’

‘““You hadn’t ought to say such
things!’’ Phoebe expostulated. ‘‘’Tis
all very well to pay compliments to
Mr. Broster, but wi’ me there’s no
call. There’s little gay about my
gown—"tis the colour of a moor-hen’s
feathers!”’

‘“‘Seems to me’ tis rather the colour
of springtide,”” said Mr. Broster.
‘‘Russet for the boughs and green—’

““Green’s for forsaken!’’ interrupt-
ed Cousin Sarah. ‘‘But so far as I
know Phoebe’s had no trouble of that
kind !’

‘“Green’s for the young buds afore
they burst into full leaf,’’ said the
man, shaking his head. ‘‘Phoebe’s in
her month o’ May!”’

‘“Whate’er it may be,’’ said the old
lady, ‘‘I do think, and I always shall
think, as you make the best matched
couple as I e’er did see in all my born
days! I wish wi’ all my heart as I
was going to the wedding; but for
sure one o’ us needs stop at home.
There’s the young ducklings to feed—
they’re worse than babbies for the
row they do but make! Not as I was
not asked and shouldn’t be welcome!’’

“I've begged and prayed as you’d
go,”” said Phoebe, giving her friend a
kindly kiss. ‘‘The ducklings’d do well
enow—the lads could attend to ’em
for once—they’d take no harm. But
you're coming up in the evening—you
mean to give one and all a sight o’
your new silk gown!’’

‘‘Hark to her!”’ eried Cousin Sarah.
‘““Anybody’d think as I was a vain
yvoung girl! If I do come, why, twill
only be for to see you and Mr. Broster
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a-dancing together! Ah, to be young!”

The farmer mounted to his place,
and helped Phoebe to reach his side.
Then he flourished his hat, and she
blew a kiss to the laughing dame, and
they drove smartly down the hill. Not
until they had passed through the vil-
lage and reached the long avenue-like
road that runs on the right bank of
the river did either speak a word.
Then, just beside a narrow stone stile
whence a path ran down to the ‘‘lep-
pings,”” Mr. Broster reined his horse,
and drew out the big gold turnip
watch that dated from his grandsire’s

* days.

‘““We’ve gotten plenty o’ time,’’ he
said. ‘“You’re not expected for a
good hour yet, and after I’ve dropped
you, I'll be with the bridegroom in
less than five minutes. D’you know,
Phoebe, I've laid awake all night—not
a blessed wink o’ sleep have I
known !”’

“I’d not have believed it,’’ observ-
ed Phoebe, ‘‘seeing as you look so
fresh. Do hope and trust ’twasn’t on
account o’ any worry ?’’

‘“’Twas and ’twasn’t,”’ he replied.
““Fact is—I was wondering if to-day,
seeing you was to be in my company,
1 ought for to stop at this very stile.
You’ll be surprised when I tell you as
every time I’ve passed for a good
twelve years—afoot or in a trap—I’ve
always pulled up and given a thought
to the past.”’

“You’d not do it without reason,”’
said Phoebe. ‘‘For sure the place has
some memory for you?’’

““Ay, a memory, and a good mem-
ory,”” said Mr. Broster. ‘‘’Tis one I’ve
ne’er spoken of to any living person.
And yet last night it came again and
again to my mind as ’twas only right
and fitting as I should tell it to you
i . For after you know, I’ve sum-
mat to ask.”’

“I’m ready to listen,”’ said Phoebe.
““T’ve thought sometimes of late—as
perhaps you cared for me a bit. But
maybe I was wrong?’’ ;

‘T care for you more nor anyone in
the whole wide world,”” said the far-
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mer. ‘‘But once before—all those
years ago—I cared for another. I
was & lad and she was a lass—at yon-
der stile she gave me her promise,
"Twas the evening o’ a day like to-
day—the same time o’ the year.”’

Phoebe’s hand rose to the silk ker-
chief—the fabric seemed frail and soft
as a spider’s web.

‘“And she died, poor soul!’’ she
said gently. ‘‘I remember well. She
was the prettiest lass as ever lived.”’

‘‘She died, and I thought ne’er to
love another,’’ said Mr. Broster. ‘‘ But
now that the fever of youth’s over,
I’ve a better promise o’ joy.’’

‘“And if T have something to tell?’’
asked Phoebe. “‘If I was kissed—?

“I"d blame no man!’’ said Mr.
Broster. ‘‘You were always lovely,
but ne’er so lovely as to-day. Nay,
my dear, keep your secret.’’

‘“’Tis innocent as your own,’’ said
Phoebe, whose fingers released the
grasp of the silken ends. ‘‘Years and
years ago, same as you—’’

Mr. Broster shook his head and
chirruped to his horse. ‘‘At the next
stile we’ll stop again,’’ he said plead-
ingly. ““I’'m fain to kiss a lass once
more!”’

“But you’ll hark to my seeret,’?
said Phoebe. ‘‘Since you’ve given
yours—I must needs do the same!’’

‘“Ne’er a word, ne’er a word !”’ said
her lover. ‘“Why mar wi’ jealousy
my best hour? Keep the tale to your-
self—I trust you wi’ heart and soul,
and I'll trust you so to the day o’ my
death. Eh, but what a day this is—
wi’ the sunlight and the wind just
moving the leaves . .. I would it might
go on for e’er and e’er!’’

“’Tis the same wi’ me,”’ said Phoe-
be. ‘‘The morning sun’s mellowed
and there’s such a noontide to look
forward to—’*

““And yet I’d not have it last,”’ said
the wayward fellow. ‘‘'Twill be g
tenfold happier day—the day you
come to take the keys o’ my house!
But here’s the stile . . . Lord, I reck-
on the roads in Heaven above’ll be
like to this!”’



Canada and the SBritish
TWest Indies

BY-- LA M. LGYEKIN

=gy HE entry of the British
West Indian Islands in-
to the Canadian Con-
federation has recently
been advocated with
some warmth by the edi-
tor of The London Times, who volun-
teers the assurance that the people of
the United Kingdom would view the
proposed union with favour.  The
proposition, it may be noted in' pass-
ng, is not a new one and its revival
comes at a not inopportune moment
as it synchronizes with the semi-cen-
tennial of the Canadian union. But,
notwithstanding the hopeful antici-
pations of The Times, it may be doubt-
ed whether one per cent. of the people
of the three kingdoms have any in-
telligent conception of the issue or
could express a practical opinion con-
cerning it, whether viewed from the
econcmie, geographic or ethnologic
standpoint. I'or the most part very
few of the British people appear to
be aware that the West Indies were
an Imperial possession for a century
before any of the existing great Do-
minions. And it is a matter of his-
torical record that the first attempt
to form a federation in the American
possessions was made in the West
Indies. Charles I. granted a Royal
Charter to the entire Caribbees, with
a few exceptions, including Trinidad,
forming them into a commonwealth
or province to be modelled after the
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Palatinate of Durham. This scheme
did not come to a successful termina-
tion, in fact, was never in practical
operation. A writer in Truth has
undertaken the task of condemning
the union proposed by The T'imes on
the ground that it would “extend the
Canadian tariff barriers’’, which it
seems to imagine exist, in menace to
the ' trade interests of the mother
country, to the West Indies. As al-
ready stated, the British conception
of the West Indian Islands and other
possessions in the region round about
is decidedly hazy, and particularly so
concerning the trade and politieal is-
sues bound up with them. In his now
little read but, as Thackeray has
styled it, “most amusing of novels,
Humphrey Clinker’’, Tobias Smollet,
nearly a century and a half ago, made
a political parasite attribute to the
Duke of Newcastle the expression
of extreme astonishment on hearing
the announcement that Cape Breton
formed an island. “My dear C—,” he
cried to the parasite, “you always
bring us good news. Egad! T'll go
directly and tell the King that Cape
Breton is an island.” This may be
romance, but the incident has been
passed down to our own day and
ascribed to more than one public per-
sonage. The romance, if it be such,
at least lies like truth and reflects a
common weakness. When the late
President Cleveland, eager to do some-
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thing brilliant and more particularly
attractive to a certain class of voters
in the United States, brought Great
Britain to the very verge of war with
the Republic over the Venezuelan
boundary question, the impression
seemed very largely to exist, in many
cireles which ought to have been bet-
ter informed, that British Guiana
was a portion of the West Indies, and
a leading London journal gravely re-
ferred to the ‘‘Island of Demerara
as being of particular value in rela-
tion to the growth of sugar.” The writ-
er in The London Times referred to
adds to his suggestion the assurance
that “to link Canada with the West
Indies in a federal union would do
for Canada what the United States
has hastened to seize the chance of
doing for itself, a conclusion scarcely
borne out by the premises, whether
Cuba or St. Thomas be hinted at.
Apart from the not very practical
and possibly undesirable theory of
Confederation with the Dominion it
cannot be denied that the relations
between Canada and the “string of
pearls around the neck of the Carib-
bean Sea” will have to undergo a
change after the war, and this .in the
direction of a closer association of
more value than any political union.

MAP OF THE BRITISH WEST INDIES

B—Mona Passage

C—Anegada Passage

It must not be forgotten that the
population of the islands is for the
most part composed of coloured peo-
ple of varied shades, and it may be
reasonably doubted if an influx of
these diversified tinges of Negro,
Spanish, French and British, in great-
er or less degree, into our Parliament
would be either acceptable or advan-
tageous. The scattered chain of is-
lands, it has repeatedly been said,
should rather set an example of self-
federation, and with one or two some-
what insignificant exceptions, this hag
not ‘been done. Jamaica, owing to
her geographical position and trade
interests, which have grown up with
the United States—the British have
culpably permitted the latter to do
most of the exploitation of other ig.
lands as well—has shown no inclina-
tion to attach herself to the other is.
lands in political union. The nearest
of them is a thousand miles away
from her, a distance which is duly
taken into consideration. Nor have
the various groups, as a general rule,
acted eordially in the direction of self-
union. Canada has in the course of
the past few years sent successive
delegations to the islands commission.
ed to promote commercial intercourse,
but without much result, though it ig
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satisfactory to learn that the most re-’

cent effort has been more successful.
Former efforts brought into promin-
ence the fact that the islanders have
not held any very definite views con-
cerning their own political needs or
the best means of obtaining them.
Froude, in his book “The English in
the West Indies”, tells of his meeting
with one of the Canadian Commission-
ers, apparently the late Honourable
William Macdougall, and the latter is
described as bewailing the faet that
the islanders did “not know what they
wanted”. They were without spirit
to help themselves; they cried out to
others to help them, and if all they
asked for could not be granted they
elamoured as if the whole world was
combining to hurt them.

The recent Canadian mission to the
West Indies, resulting in an agree-
ment, indicates a better condition
of affairs in this respect, and closer
relations with Canada ought to fol-
low, at least in the direction of
commercial intercourse. And here
it may be noted, that the Cana-
dian mercantile community need be
in no doubt as to the commercial
opportunities opened to it in any
branch of commerce. The Department
of Trade and Commerce has recently
issued, as a supplement to its weekly
trade bulletin, a very exhaustive book,
from the pen of Mr. Watson Griffin,
a well-known authority on trade mat-
ters, who, as a special commissioner
to the West Indies, made a personal
tour throughout the islands. He has
written a minute and valuable re-
port.*

But there are other and grave
matters which will necessitate a thor-
ough understanding between our Con-
federation and the Islands. The con-
struction of the Panama Canal must
necessarily have a very’great effect,
not only commercially but politically,
on the British possessions in the Crib-
bean Sea. Commercially that work
will not be as great or important to

the British islands as some seem to
suppose, for with the exception of
New Zealand travel between Iurope
will not be materially benefited. Aus-
tralia is better approached by the
Suez Canal, one of the “five keys”
of the world’s naval supremacy which,
according to Lord Fisher, are all in
the hands of Great Britain. But the
completion of the Panama Canal will
cause the West Indian Islands to oe-
cupy a position of naval importance
far greater than ever before, and, as
well enough known they have been
in the past the scene of conflict and
the nursery of Britain’s marine great-
ness.  Greater indeed than when
Raleigh pointed to the Isthmus of
Darien as the weapon with which the
mastery of the Spanish Main might
be wrested from the great and proud
sovereignty. which once dominated
the west. For now the isthmus is not
only to be held by a foreign power,
but also pierced. Consequently the
waters on the eastern side become
once more of naval importance, and
no matter what power may hold or
threaten the channel the British Em-
pire will have to maintain her own
position at any cost or face a serious
and unpalatable alternative. A
glance at a map will show that Ja-
maica, as a base of operations, com-
mands the three passages northward
and eastward: the Windward, be-
tween Cuba and Hayti; the Mona, be-
tween San Domingo and Puerto Rico,
and the Anegada, passing by way of
the Virgin Islands. Jamaica is near-
er to all of these passages than it is
to the canal, and they form, prac-
tically, the sole direct lines of route
from the eastern outlet to Atlantic
ports of the United States. Jamaiea,
again, is opposite the Cuban port of
Santiago, a strong base, giving the
holder the means of seriously threat-
ening the Windward passage, and, in
fact, the Caribbean generally. The
demands on British sea power, as well
as on land, will necessarily be much

*¢“Canada and the British West Indes,”’ by Watson Griffin. Published by authority
of Sir George E. Foster, K.C.M.G., Minister of Trade and Commerce for Canada.
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increased by the operation of the
Panama Canal, and the seeming aban-
donment of the defence of the islands,
which have been acquired only by an
enormous expenditure of life and
money, changed for activity unless
the possession is to be given up or
taken away by conquest. The old
bases will have to be re-occupied and
strengthened and seeming indifference
changed to actual and practical effort
and interest unless unpleasant re-
sults are to arise. If Britain is indif-
ferent in this matter, others may not
be.

For a very long time Germany was
covertly endeavouring to obtain the
Island of St. Thomas from Denmark.
Had success crowned the effort previ-
ous to the present conflict, the results
of a German base, a new Heligoland
among the islands, may be imagined.
And now the United States have ac-
quired the coveted position. For what
purpose?, Philanthropy, trade or a
kindly desire to aid the finances of
Denmark? Hardly so; but the Re-
public has secured a strategic position
long enviously sought for, in the wa-
ters affected, and which we shall see
before long made the most of. And it
is for the future as affected by these
changes that Canada must prepare,
and her share in the defence and re-
tention of the islands will not be in-
considerable. In the first place, the
Dominion must hasten, as far as cir-
cumstances will allow, to grasp the
opportunity which the preferential
tariff agreement has opened up. Mr.
Griffin has entered into the most min-
ute details of the commercial position
and Canadian opportunities, and our
mercantile ecommunity can profit by
his guidance. But in the second place
we must look to the not distant period
when the question of defence will have

to be taken into consideration. A
squadron of petty ecruisers of the
Bristol class. of which we have heard
ad nauseam, will be of no avail in the
teeth of the methods of war which
seem to have taken a permanent posi-
tion—minus, we trust, the murderous
and brutal application in the Hun-
nish manner. Nor is there any reason
to believe, or hope, that after this
war is ended the age of peace will
have dawned, and in some dreamland
federation of the world and brother-
hood of man the battle flags will be
furled forever. There will be no long
era of restful peace when Germany
shall have been dealt with, and just
as Napoleon, after the battle of Jena,
which laid Europe at his feet, be-
thought him of the defences of Paris,
so Canada will be acting wisely if she
does not indulge in pleasant dreams
of security based on her fortless fron-
tier and sentimental theories concern-
ing her friendly environment, but
looks to the welfare and stability of
her armouries and the keepers there-
of. New foes will arise, new and bit-
ter hostilities be engendered, new lust
for power and possessions bred. And
in the formation of closer ties with
the West Indies the Dominion will
have to look forward and prepare for
external political intrigues and aspir-
ations, the consequences of which she
will have to confront. Canada has
now taken her place as a kingdom
within the far-flung Imperial Union.
And she will find both her power and
interest peculiarly necessary in the
West Indies alike in polities and com-
merce. Her union with that part of
the Empire can be maintained by
means more effective, as changing con-
ditions and demands may arise, than
by the kind of federation once more
suggested.

T
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England

in Elrms

BY LACEY AMY

IV.—LIQUOR AND THE WAR

@ REJUDICE, in a study
W of the drink question in
England is disastrous to

) either sound or safe in
- this time of war. The
temperance ‘‘crank’’ is faced at the
start by a great problem of expedi-
ency which concerns the co-operation
of the very public he presumes him-
self to be considering. It is not mere-
ly a question of ‘‘reforming’’ a people
against their will but of avoiding

their antagonism at a time when even '

public carelessness and lack of active
sympathy may be more disastrous to
the Empire than the worst imaginable
effects of the present extent of drink-
ing aleoholic beverages in England.
On the other hand, the noisy suppor-
ter of ‘‘liberty’’ has against him a
volume of figures and unassailable re-
cords of the effects of liquor on the
heart of the Empire that takes the
ound from under his feet.

So tremendous is the problem, so ex-
tensive its side issues, that no maga-
zine article can attempt more tha_m a
mere cursory consideration. Especially
is this so in any presentation of the
facts to Canadian readers, Who.l%ave
first of all to understand conditions
in England before even r_ea}chmg the
general question of prohibition or abo-
lition. ; :

A concise review of the complica-
tions that overthrew in§tantly the
stoek arguments of both sides may be
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the best preparation for a calm con-
sideration of the existing legislation
touching on the consumption and
manufacture of liquor. At this mo-
ment the immediate problem in Eng-
land is the supply of food necessary to
sustenance and strength, to which is
added the corollary of the demand for
man-power. Apart from the world’s
shortage, which would presuppose in
countries the recognition of the wis-
dom of applying all food stuffs to
their most complete uses, victory to
the Empire depends upon the main-
tenance of the United Kingdom’s
share for the United Kingdom’s peo-
ple and armies. And that maintenance
is almost entirely a matter of ocean
tonnage, since eighty per cent. of the
food of the United Kingdom is im-
ported. The Government can reason-
ably depend upon a certain propor-
tion only of the tomnage space of
ocean vessels reaching English ports;
and since the available tonnage is al-
ready insufficient it is most important
that every inch of it should be of the
greatest concentrated food value. It
is for that purpose that the importa-
tion of luxuries has been prohibited,
that our newspapers are reduced to
the minimum size, that even complete
foods like nuts and fruit have either
been cut from the lists or limited.
Under this heading I quote figures
that have been used in the public press
and presented officially in the House
without contradiction, so that their
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reliability is unchallenged, especially
when the press and the House are
against abolition. The beer produe-
tion of the United Kingdom in 1914
was 36,000,000 barrels, with almost
an equal amount of spirits—one and
three-fifths barrels for every man,
woman and child. In 1915 it fell to
34,500,000 barrels of beer alone, with
the spirits almost the same, and dur-
ing 1916 the beer was reduced another
million. The materials used in 1914
(barley, hops, sugar, ete.), amounted
to 2,100,000 tons for distilling and
brewing, the former being one quarter
of the whole. For the transportation
of this material there would be re-
quired almost 1,200,000 met register
tons of shipping (2,700,000 measure-
ment tons), more than the capacity of
ten boats of 5,000 tons size a week,
or one hundred and ten boats continu-
ously making five voyages a year—
more boats than the Germans were
able to sink during the first two
months of submarine ruthlessness.

Taking last year, 1916, as an inter-
esting example of the martial years:
During that year there were a million
and a quarter tons of barley turned
into liquor, 305,176 tons of other

. grains, 67,578 tons of rice, maize and
similar preparations, 134,000 tons of
sugar, and 41,115 tons of molasses.
All that in the third year of the war.
‘What this vast quantity of food ma-
terials since the beginning of the war
means in human sustenance is best
explained by the estimate that it
would make two billion two-pound
loaves of bread and the sugar would
support the entire army. And the
ships required to transport it would
have a total tonnage in the same
period greater than the entire sinkings
by the enemy up to the middle of
1917. At the end of 1916 there were
still 1,800,000 tons of shipping in such
employment.

Selecting sugar as the commodity of
greatest stringency thus affected, the
brewers have faced therein their
strongest opposition, since the greater
part of England has been on short
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sugar rations since early in 1916,

But there is other wastage attribut-
ed to the manufacture of liquor in
wartime. The expenditure by the
United Kingdom in liquor during the
war is estimated at more than two bil-
lion dollars, or sufficient to provide all
the expenses of war for more than two
months of the most expensive period.
More than 30,000 acres were devoted
last year to the growing of hops. Sev-
enty-five hundred trains were requir-
ed to haul the materials (and the train
shortage is one of the problems of the
war), and four million tons of coal
were used in the breweries; and the
Navy, the munition works, the dock-
yards, the Allies, and the people have
suffered seriously during the winter
from lack of coal. For the mining of
this coal more than a whole brigade of
able-bodied men are required ; and the
man-power represented in the brew-
eries, the addition trains, the porter-
age, has never been estimated save in
the form of being the equivalent of
the entire nation standing idle a
month and a half every year. .

The drinking habits of the English
affect the progress of the war in other
ways. What is called absenteeism is
the habit of the average workingman
to holiday on days not legally granted
him. The English working year is,
to the Canadian, a bewildering series
of customary and legal holidays.
New Year’s lasts for ten days in
some sections in peace times, Christ-
mas from three to five days, Easter
from Thursday to Tuesday, Whit-
sun in some places a week, but
always three days, and so on
through a list unknown in number
and scope to American experience,
Great manufacturing firms stop work
in mid-summer to enable their em-
ployees to spend a week of mirth ang
relaxation at Blackpool. And each
legal holiday is rounded off by another
one or two in recovery from the effectg
of the gaiety in which the working-
man’s holiday-making leads him to in-
dulge. No fewer than five million
hours were lost by absenteeism in one
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war year by Clyde firms, the average
in one firm employing 1,500 hands be-
ing nine hours each man every week.
Indeed, it was before the war custom-
ary in many localities and occupations
to consider work accomplished on
Mondays as so much to the good, and
large manufacturers tell me even to-
day that their average working week
is four days. For this liquor was
either responsible or a contributory
cause. The condition was generally
recognized and aceepted as unavoid-
able—so much so that the improve-
ment since the war began is taken as
a matter for pride. Early in the war
the figures concerning absenteeism
were made publie, but so startling and
unendurable were they to English
pride that Lloyd George almost sacri-
ficed his political future in the publie
use of them. They constituted a fact
that could not be contradicted, the ef-
fect of which on the vital industry of
war-waking dare not be permitted to
continue.

There is the other side, of course,
but it will not be so readily under-
stood in Canada as it is in England.
The main contention of the brewers—
supported by many influential news-
papers and writers—is forced to con-
centrate on something more weighty
than liberty of action. Wartime is in-
dependent of such arguments; liberty
counts only when it does not threaten
the State. It will come as a surprise
to Canadians to know that the defence
for the manufacture of beer is that it
is mecessary. It is seriously contended
that hard workers must have their
beer. Large advertisements repeat it
ominously. Letters to the daily press
insist on it. The soldier is wont to pre-
sent his experience as clinching the
argument. The working people are
unable to contemplate abstention any
more than the English man or woman
of a different class would submit to
prohibition of afternoon tea, which is
considered as essential a meal as
breakfast. It is a question of how far
a national habit becomes a necessity.
The very seriousness of the claim en-
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titles it to more consideration than
people accustomed to other ways
might be inclined to give it.

The debate between the two parties
to the question reached its keenest in-
terest towards the end of 1916 when
legislation was obviously necessary in
view of the food and man-power needs.
Availing themselves of the remark-
able power of the English press, both
bought space plentifully and present-
ed their arguments for human diges-
tion. On the one side was ranged a
body of men among whom were many
of England’s greatest. The Strength
of Britain Movement they called
themselves. The composition of the
organization added to its strength, for
it was not made up of temperance fa-
naties or no prohibition advoecates, but
of men who normally took their glass
but claimed to see in the exigencies of
war sufficient grounds for prohibiting
the manufacture of beer and spirits.
On the other side were those to whom
the liquor traffic meant wealth or a
living. Even the brewers submitted to
curtailment of production without
serious opposition.

One day the Movement would give
figures and draw deductions. The next
day the opponents would criticize fig-
ures and deductions. It was fair for-
ensic pleading until the anti-prohibi-
tionists resorted to an unfortunate
form of deception. A page of mild
tolerance or frank support of beer
drinking would be arranged in the
same form and make-up as the Move-
ment advertisements, and would be
concluded with the words ‘‘it is part
of the Strength of Britain’’, the last
three words in a line by themselves in
the same type as the same words in
the Movement’s advertisement, To the
casual reader it seemed like conces-
sions from the Movement. But the
scheme was too un-English to be pro-
fitable in England.

The anti - prohibitionists eclaimed
that the sugar for beer was entirely
unfit for public consumption. The
other side countered by reproducing
an order from the Port of London au-
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thorities forbidding a large London
caterer to remove from the docks a
shipment of sugar consigned to him,
because it was needed by the brewers.
The yeast by-product of the beer was
necessary, said the brewers. Look at
Canada and Russia, replied the Move-
ment. The trade was necessary, local-
ly and for export. The answer was
that its prohibition was necessary for
the winning of the war, according to
the Prime Minister. It was pointed
out that from every ton of barley used
for beer there was a large quantity of
excellent cattle food upon which the
milk of the nation depended. The
statement was met by the counter one
that the offals fed to cattle was infi-
nitely less wvaluable than the whole
barley. The demands of the army were
emphasized, and on that the Move-
ment was silent. The place of aleohol
in munition making had to be admit-
ted. The revenue from beer taxation
was made much of, and was faced by
the million and a half dollars a day
paid by the public as its drink bill
over and above the tax receipts by the
Government. The brewers contended
that tea and coffee occupied more
space in the tonnage than the materi-
als for beer; and that, too, the Move-
ment ignored.

Two incidents embarrassing to the
advocates of continued production oc-
curred in the House, and England’s
sense of humour was tickled. The brew-
ers had rashly contended that a given
quantity of barley and sugar, ete.,
produced more than their weight in
beer, a food product. Intended only
for the consumption of the unthink-
ing, it was brought up in the House.
The Secretary concerned tartly asked
where the extra food value came from.
‘When the brewers ran a series of ad-
vertisements contending for beer as
of real food wvalue, the Secretary
agreed with a questioner that if that
were so then the imbiber should elim-
inate other food in order to come with-
in the rationing orders of the Food
Controller. That argument died sud-

denly.
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It was a merry fight while it lasted,
and the arguments were a mirror of
the peculiar conditions existing in
England. The odds were unquestion-
ably with the prohibitionists, but only
because of the war. Under peace Eng-
land would not have concerred itself
to read or listen. But barley is food,
and food is a big factor in the Eng-
lishman’s life, in bulk and frequenecy.
The movement against liquor was
strengthened by several factors of sen-
timental effect. The King’s abstin-
ence for the duration of the war
spread to thousands of wealthy and
middle-class homes. Insisting purely
as a matter of expediency in which
the way had been shown by a beloved
Sovereign, the strongest advocates of
abolition were those who were known
to have no tendency that way under
normal conditions.

Lloyd George’s well-known prinei-
ples and opinions have produced an
interesting experience. As has been
mentioned before, his over-frank ad-
vocacy of prohibition in the early
stages of the war almost cost him his
highest place in English history. The
public outery at that time against his
bluntness in supporting his opinions
was so0 loud that the most fearless man
in English public life was silenced.
For two years he uttered not another
word on the subject, and when he be-
came Prime Minister he for several
months permitted himself merely to
hint at his feelings, confining expres-
sion to a connection between the ma-
terial consumed in liquor and the sub-
marine menace. Indeed, as Prime
Minister, with an eagle-eyed opposi-
tion studying his every move to dis-
countenance him, he realized the wis-
dom of leaving prohibition statements
to his subordinates.

In this public outery is that which
brings to a thoughtful halt those whe
would, without pause, close the saloon
doors and dismantle the breweries. Ag
an initial caution to walk warily is the
backing the manufacture of liquor hag
long had in England. When a great
church draws a large part of its reve-
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nue from the traffic, when a consider-
able portion of the wealth of England
is locked up in it, there is cause for
consideration whether the ammunition
is sufficient at the moment for making
the attack. There is in England no
sentiment against the brewer, the pub-
lican, the drinker. Rather, the non-
drinker is an object of ridicule.
Among the most influential men in
England are the brewers, and the
publican is a citizen of rank ex-officio.
Bishops not only have money invested
in breweries but preside over Associa-
tions that own publie houses. The bar
is not a place for a man to sidle into,
and for women to avoid. Men and
women enter one of the three or four
entrances that feature the English
saloon as a Canadian would enter a
store to make a purchase. Since the
selling hours were limited there is al-
ways a line-up at the doors before the
time of opening. Young men take
their girl friends in as to a Canadian
ice-cream parlour,and women and men
spend the evening therein as the great
club of the common people. Before
the doors, especially on Sundays,
stand baby carriages and wee children
awaiting the re-appearance of mother.
In England and Wales there are
90,000 public houses.

The greatest surprise in England to
the average Canadian is the unlimited
patronage of the bars.

The result of this licence is a men-
tal attitude that forms an essential
feature in any fight for prohibition
even in war time. In peace the pro-
hibitionist has a hopeless vision.

Where the question of expediency
enters is that, however convinced the
ardent prohibitionist may be that the
elimination of liquor would hasten the
end of the war, he has first to con-
sider whether the people would be
with him. Failing their support there
is the uncertainty of the effect of pro-
hibitive measures. A nation convineced
that it is doing no wrong is not going
to see its pleasures cut off without
dangerous protest. And the English
workingman has a habit of expressing
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his displeasure in effective form.
There is not the slightest doubt that
thousands would prefer even to lose
the war rather than to lose their beer ;
and the Government that attempted to
introduce prohibition at this time
would stare into a list of other conser-
vation measures that might be enfore-
ed with the consent of the people,
without attacking the workingman’s
entertainment. It is also feared by
some prohibitionists that any attempt
to enforce prohibition would meet
with such opposition that the revolt
would mean retrogression in any hon-
est movement later towards that con-
summation.

The general attitude of the people
is not uncertain. A vote to-day would
overwhelmingly defeat suggested in-
terference. Whether there would be
open revolt or repudiation of loyal
sentiments no one is in a position to
say with complete authority. Judging
from the munition strikes now on, the
experiment would be dangerous. What
is desirable in effect is not always what
is possible or wisest at the moment.

It is considerations such as these
which have handicapped the Govern-
ments of the United Kingdom since
the first of the war. The wisdom or
restriction was not associated in any
way with decided predilection for pro-
hibition. The early acts of Parliament
forbidding treating and curtailing the
hours of sale were intended to deal
with a great waste in man-power more
than in food. That they have done so
to some extent is certain, but other in-
fluences have cropped up that have
discounted their effectiveness. The
higher wage has enabled the heavy
drinker to indulge himself, and the
more thrifty one to open his pocket.
The effect of army life, too, has been
to throw liquor into the way of those
who had never before fallen seriously
under its influence. The drinking
among women has varied in the ex-
perience of different sections. In a
general way the wife’s allowance has
provided her with resources for drink-
ing previously denied her; and the
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missionaries of London say that con-
ditions among them are terrible. On
the other hand the report of the Con-
trol Board casts doubt on such an
opinion. Some investigation which I
have given the matter myself reveals
the existence of more drinking at
home, partly because of the shorter
open hours, largely because there is
money to purchase in greater quanti-
ties for organized orgies.

The official figures are so easy to
misinterpret. The convictions for
drunkenness in London and forty
other cities and towns in Great Brit-
ain of a population exceeding 100,000
amounted in 1913 to 119,000 men and
40,000 women, in 1914 to 115,000 men
and 41,000 women, in 1915 to 126,000
men and 38,000 women, and in 1916
to only 53,000 men and 24,000 women.
That these figures are misleading may
be gathered from the fact that the
consumption of absolute alcohol de-
creased between the first and the last
years by only twenty per cent. Of
course several million men were out
of the country in 1916, and the absence
of relation between the numbers of
convictions and the amount drunk is
explained by the greater latitude al-
lowed the drinker. The Home Office
had issued an order—which was with-
drawn in January of this year—that
soldiers’ wives were not to be charged
for a first offence; and drunken sol-
diers are very leniently dealt with,
while officers are disciplined only by
the military courts. It is admitted by
the magistrates that there is more
drinking but fewer convictions.

At the same time it is due the sol-
dier to say that very few are visibly
drunk on the streets of London; and
unfortunately the number of Overseas
men, Australian and Canadian, has
been greater than their proper pro-
portion. This is explained partly by
the eagerness of the English to ‘‘en-
tertain’’ the Colonial, partly by Cana-
dian inexperience with English beers.

The early efforts of Lloyd George
to effect prohibition having failed, and
the anti-treating and short hours reg-
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ulations having proved ineffective, the
taxation on liquor was increased. But
the increased wage of the munition

~maker rendered that move abortive,

and a Liquor Control Board was ap-
pointed. The duty of this body was
to control the interference of drunk-
enness with munition making, and for
this purpose they had absolute power
over the public houses of certain de-
fined munition areas. The effects of
the drastic measures it enforced were
immediate. Some bars in dangerous
districts were closed, the open hours
of others limited, and model publie
houses were set up. The weekly aver-
age of convictions within their terri-
tories in six large cities showed a re-
duction of almost sixty per cent., and
students of the figures found a direet
connection between the open hours
and the number of convietions. In
England, up to the middle of Febru-
ary of this year, the Board closed
eighty-five licensed premises in Great
Britain. As the members of the Board
are not prohibitionists there can be no
criticism by the antis of their hones
in enforcing that which they consider
necessary for the maintenance of the
output of munitions. Sunday selling
was forbidden, but mineral waters and
soft drinks were permitted, the pat-
ronage under such conditions proving
that the bar is more of a club than a
welcome opportunity for dissipation,
a fact emphasized by the Board in its
report.

In August, 1916, the output of the
brewers was restricted to 85 per cent.
of the quantity produced during the
previous year. On December 27th, g
Defence of the Realm regulation per-
mitted the naval or military authori-
ties, or the Ministry of Munitions, to
close altogether or curtail the hours of
licensed premises. That this power
was confined to an unproductive impo-
tence is shown by the demand of the
authorities at Aldershot, the great
military camp, to close fifty per cent.
of the surrounding public houses. The
Licence Commissioners first consulteq
the brewers and then refused.
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On January 3rd, 1917, when food
shortage loomed in the near distance,
it was promulgated that spirits should
be reduced to thirty degrees under
proof, the regulation not to apply to
liquors bottled before June 6th, 1916.
It was throughout this period, when
further restrictions were certain, that
was waged the newspaper advertise-
ment debate, the Government standing
—as it does in England during news-
paper discussions—to see how the
public stood before taking action.

On January 24th, the Food Control-
ler, head of the new department ealled
the Ministry of Food, founded but not
peopled in the time of Asquith, an-
nounced that after a careful investiga-
tion of the resources available for food
for the people he had come to the con-
clusion that the materials used in the
manufacture of beermust be curtailed.
After April 1st the output was to be
further reduced to 70 per cent. of the
output for the previous year. Thus
the brewers had two full months to
increase their output so that their
licence for the coming year might be
as liberal as possible. A correspond-
ing restriction was applied to the re-
lease of wines and spirits from bond.

The effect of this legislation was
that an output of 36,000,000 barrels
before the war was reduced in two
stages to 18,200,000. It would mean
a reduction in the use of barley of
286,000 tons, 36,000 tons of sugar, and
16,500 tons of grits. Lord Devonport
also pointed out that it would set free
for the use of agriculturists a greater
percentage of offals than was previ-
ously produced from brewers’ grains.
‘Whereas the brewers returned 25 per
cent. of the barley as offals, the farmer
would now have 40 per cent. after the
other 60 had been made into flour.

Three weeks later it was decreed
that no new contracts must be made
for the delivery of malt to brewers nor
must brewers make it for themselves.
At this time it was shown that prac-
tically no spirits were being distilled
except for explosives. The query as
to why the 140,000,000 gallons then in
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stock was not drawn upon instead of
using new materials was replied to in
the House by the official statement
that it would not pay, although that
step would be taken if found neces-
sary. Ten days later the manufacture
of malt was entirely forbidden except
;vith the consent of the Food Control-
er.

During these few weeks there had
been much public discussion of the
waste of food stuffs in the manufaec-
ture of beer, and the submarine men-
ace was opening the eyes of the people
to the seriousness of the shortage.
The Government took notice of pop-
ular feeling by revising the regulation
issued only a month before, to come
into effect in another month. The out-
put of beer was cut down to 10,000,
000 barrels, thus saving 600,000 tons
of food stuffs. Towards the end of
March, the sinkings of merchant ves-
sels having become alarming, the vari-
ous restrictions seemed justified. Some
attempt was made, both in England
and France, to exempt French wines
from the limitations, but the condi-
tions did not admit of argument even
on behalf of allied nations.

As the law now stands there are
367,000 tons of barley, 21,420 tons of
grits, and 44,700 tons of sugar being
utilized for the manufacture of beer.
‘Whether it is possible to convinece the
public that much of that vast quan-
tity of food can be better directed de-
pends to a great extent on the future
record of submarine sinkings. The
demand for further reduction, and
even for prohibition, is undoubtedly
louder, although as yet not one of the
powerful London papers has advocat-
ed the latter. It is a peculiarity of the
standing of the English press that no
such startling change could be effected
without newspaper support.

For many months there has been a
strong agitation for State purchase as
the only feasible method of controlling
the waste of food and the menace of
drunkenness at such a time. The
brewers resist it, probably because
they know the temper of the Prime
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Minister, but they have lent them-
selves, with almost every other influ-
ence, to past restrictions and do not
seriously oppose further steps in that
direction. The most stubborn sup-
porter of beer as a national stimulant
is silenced by the Food Controller’s
statement that even the malt at pres-
ent in stock would, if diverted to the
manufacture of bread, supply the en-
tire civilian population of Great
Britain with the approved ration for
eleven days.

State purchase has the official ear.
It has the only public support of real
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weight. The fact that it was consider-
ed in 1915 and discarded as too
heavy a financial burden has little
effect on thought of to-day. That
something must be done, and that pro-
hibition would entail a risk the coun-
try does not wish to assume in mid-
war, seems to point to State purchase
as the solution. And with it would go
local option. Probably before this is
read England will be expressing itself
by local balloting upon a question
which the greater part of Canada and
the United States has already settled
to its satisfaction.

The next article of this series is entitled ‘¢ Eduecation and the War.’’

SUMMER AFTERNOON

Bv L. M. MONTGOMERY

HUSH! Hath the world not fallen on happy sleeping,
A harvestry of poppied visions reaping?
Meadows and orchards seem lost in some orient dream,
And the low-lisping winds, their fragrance keeping,
Swoon on the margin of the deep-fringed stream.

Only the grasses murmur, swaying, swinging,

And the wide fields of wheat are softly singing

A lyrie to the sun, goldenly crooning on,

‘Where spendthrift roses all their wealth are flinging,
Remembrancing a hundred summers gone.

Summer, red-lipped from her ambrosial chalice,
Drowses where sunshine with the shadow dallies,
And fleets of cloudland lie in havens of the sky,
Above the hazy, slumbering, sea-girt valleys
‘Where the mute hours in linked sweetness die.

Noon holds her goblet up ; let us together

Drink of her vintage in this shining weather . . . /
Draught that the gods might deem their godship to beseem
And on this long, empurpled hill of heather

Lapse lingeringly into some pleasant dream.



Fllien MRaces in MRussia

BY LAURA DENTON

mT this time when our
are turned
%] toward Russia and the
Russians: it will be of
{ interest perhaps to con-
“ gider the people, who,
though foreign, have come under the
sway of the Russian Government.

The ethnology of Russia is a very
complicated study, for in European
Russia alone the number of alien races
reaches forty-seven, while there are
probably an equal number beyond
the Asiatic border. Among the most
important of these races there are the
Georgians, Armenians, Turks, Kurds
Tartars, Little Russians, Germans,
Lapps, Finns, Jews, and Poles.

In the Caucasus Mountains there
are thirty races, most of which show
Eastern and Persian influence. In
the rural and isolated parts each race
remains separate and preserves its
own customs and language; in the
towns, however, the population is
very mixed and shows a veneer of
European ecivilization. The Georg-
jans, who came under Russian sway
in 1800, number two million, and
there are half as many Armenians;
while many Turks and Kurds can also
be classed among the Cauecasians.

In the thirteenth century the Tar-
tars of the Mongolian stock in North-
ern China began under a certain
Khan to migrate westwards. Whole
villages moved across the country to-
gether. For a certain period they
were very powerful, but finally weak-
ened, and their last stronghold was
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from Nijni Novgorod down the Vol-
ga to Astrakhan, where their influ-
ence still can be traced.

The race which comes second in
number to the Great Russians them-
selves is that of the Little Russians,
or Ukranians, of whom there are thir-
ty million. The territory which they
inhabit is a broad strip extending
from Kieff into Siberia. Ukranian
autonomy lasted until 1775, and since
that time the Russian Government
has been trying to suppress Ukranian
nationality and language.

The German element has been very
strong also, especially in the Baltie
provinces of Kurland and Kovno.
Catherine the Second encouraged
German settlers in order to utilize
fertile soil, and because she thought
they would influence Russian agrieul-
turists, but the new settlers remained
quite German and did not affect the
peasants. It cannot be denied, how-
ever, that from a commercial stand-
point the Teufons have been of great
value to the Russians, who have al-
lowed thousands of villages to be set-
tled by German colonists, from the
western border, to the Volga, and
even in the Cauecasus and Central
Siberia. The German language,
which is particularly adapted to
trade, was current in all the towns
along the Volga; and in the cities of
South Russia and the ports of the
Black Sea the large Berlin and Vien-
nese firms had almost monopolized
trade before the present war checked
their enterprises. The Russians have
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always resented German influence in
business affairs and ecourt -ecireles,
where for years the Teutons have
been growing constantly more power-
ful.

Of the strange races which dwell
in the North, the Laplanders are the
most interesting. Their territory,
which extends from the border of
Sweden eastward along the northern
coast, is either mountainous or cover-
ed with moss-grown wilds, called tun-
dras. Their chief occupations are
fishing, hunting and reindeer raising.
They make no attempt whatever at
agriculture.

The Finns, who are of Mongolian
descent and first cousins of the Mag-
yars of Hungary, were among the first
peoples to cross the Ural Mountains
and settle upon the fertile plains of
Russia. As they were never sufficient-
ly powerful to resist the succeeding
tides of Slavonie, Tartaric, and Turk-
ish immigration, they were gradually
pushed in a northwesterly direction
until, at the present time, they occupy
the small territory lying between the
Baltic Sea and Lake Ladoga, which
equals Great Britain, Holland and
Belgium in area. Finland’s history is
a succession of struggles against Rus-
sia and Sweden, but although buffeted
between these two more = powerful
countries for centuries, this little
country still retains its national char-
acteristics. On the whole it is a flat,
undulating plateau with many beau-
tiful lakes and waterways, which are
used to a great extent in sending
yearly to the sea the millions of logs
of timber from the inland forests. The
many waterfalls render the ascent of
the rivers impossible, but these are
used for electricity. Of the thirty-
seven towns of Finland, Abo, Tam-
merfors, and Helsingfors, the capital,
are the principal ones. Helsingfors
is beautifully situated on the Gulf of
Finland, and can compare with the
most attractive cities of the world. It
can boast the charm of Paris, and the
cleanliness, order, and modern archi-
tecture of a German city.
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When in 1809 Finland became an-
nexed to Russia and the Czar took
the title of Grand Duke, it was not
an unconditional surrender, on the
part of the Finns, but a union, so
that the Grand Duchy was granted
the preservation of her ancient rights
and customs. Her religion, which is
ninety-eight per cent. Protestant, and
her laws, founded upon the Swedish
“Form and Government” of 1772,
were officially recognized and confirm-
ed. Within recent years, however,
Russification has begun in earnest. In
1898 the Finnish army, which pre-
viously had been maintained only for
use in Finland, was ordered to become
a part of the Russian army, undep
Russian officers. The Finns showed
effectively their strong objection to
this, and the culmination of theip
disapproval was reached in the as.
sassination of the Russian Governor-
General, so that an arrangement wag
finally made whereby the Finnigh
army was disbanded, and a fixeq
annual sum for means of defence wag
to be paid into the Imperial treas
ury. In 1900 an Imperial Ukase ord-
ered that all official documents
should be printed in Russian, ang
still more recently the ruble has re.
placed the Finnish mark, and the
Russian postage stamp has come in.
to use by manifesto of the Czar. Thege
were ominous events and forerunners
of more serious abridgements of theip
liberties, ordered by the very Czar,
who upon his accession to the throne,
had promised to allow the Finns the
continuance of their former priy.
ileges.

The government of the Grang
Duchy was under the administration
of a Russian Governor-General nom.
inated by the Czar, and the senators
were appointed in the same mannep,
The diet, which is one of the most
democratic and representative in the
world—there being universal gnf.
frage for every person over twenty.
four years of age—is composed of two
hundred members, elected annually to
sit for ninety days. It was interest-
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ing to note that the new Revolution-
ary Government sent the leader of the
Constitutional Democrats in the
Duma, to replace the former Gover-
nor of Finland.

To encourage education, the
schools are free, but owing to the pov-
erty in some rural districts, where the
people cannot send their children to
school, education is not compulsory.
A high standard is aimed at, how-
ever, and the clergy refuse to confirm
any boy or girl who does not know
how to read and write. The Uni-
versity at Helsingfors, with its 2,500
students, has a splendid reputation in
its various branches. In 1870 the
first woman to graduate from it creat-
ed a precedent which many women
have since followed. Perhaps in no
country in the world have women
reached such a state of emancipation.
They enjoy equal suffrage with men,
and the property rights are the same
for both sexes. In a recent diet
there were nineteen women repre-
gentatives. Many trades and profes-
gions are also open to them; they are
accepted as clerks in banks and pub-
lic offices, and they also can be seen
engaged in some of the trades.

Though the climate of Finland is
very severe in winter, the summer is
mild, owing to the proximity of the
Gulf stream. The Finns prefer the
winter, however, when they can in-

in their favourite sports such
as sleighing, skating, and skiing. In
appearance they are of the northern
type, with flaxen hair and blue eyes;
and in character they are industrious,
intelligent, imaginative and famously
hospitable.

There are records that there were
Jews in South Russia since the first
Christian era. In the ninth century,
a Tartar nation practised the Mosaie
religion, and in the tenth, the Jews
tried to convert a Russian Prince of
Kieff, who proved, however, more at-
tracted by the splendours of the
Greek Church of Byzantium. When
the Russians became Christians, they
inherited the Christian hatred of the
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Jews, which has been the cause of
intolerance and ecruelty throughout
the centuries. When Germany, Aus-
tria, France and Spain began their
persecutions of the Jews, the people
of Poland granted them exceptional
privileges, and consequently that
country was flooded with Semites.
The two mnations lived together
for a long time in entire
amity.  Under Catherine the Seec-
ond the strict Jewish Pale of set-
tlement was established, which com-
prised the territory from the Baltie
to the Black Sea. It was a district of
some three hundred thousand square
miles, and included Poland, Lithua-
nia, White Russia, and a part of
Little Russia. The Jews were sup-
posedly forbidden to settle outside
the urban districts of the Pale. As a
matter of fact, many did, and do, live
in outside towns and even in Moscow
and Petrograd. Under Nicholas I,
they were severely treated in order
to induce them to become baptized.
Alexander II. reversed the policy of
his father, and through his leniency,
thousands settled in cities outside the
Pale, and were allowed into many
kinds of trades. Before the death of
Alexander II. envy and nihilism
aroused riots, and after his assassina-
tion terror reigned. Synagogues and
Ghettos were burned and segregation
was renewed with vigour. More than a
million Jews fled from Russia in the
early eightiess and since then, sys-
tematic expulsions have greatly re-
duced their number. In Moscow and
Petrograd their quarters were raid-
ed and whole colonies practically dis-
appeared. In some places, such as
Kichinev and Odessa, there were anti-
Semitic riots which the Government
did nothing to stop. It has been the
constant fear of the Russians that the
Jews will gain the upper hand in
trade if given equal competition. A
law of 1876 declared Jews aliens,
whose rights were to be regulated by
special ordinances. Only the follow-
ing classes were allowed to live out-
side the Pale:
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(1) Merchants of the first guild
who had paid their fees for five years.

(2) Students in educational in-
stitutions.

(3) Men who had served twenty-
five years in the army.

(4) Skilled artisans and profes-
sional men. Even these have some-
times had to use bribery to enforce
their rights. No state or municipal
office can be held by a Jew unless he
becomes converted, and as he is not
allowed to hold land, he cannot be-
come an agriculturist. Heavy taxes
are imposed upon the Jews on things
necessary in the practice of their re-
ligion, such as the tax on candles in
the synagogues: and the fee which the
head of a family must pay for the
privilege of wearing a skull-cap dur-
ing family-prayers. These taxes are
supposed to provide for institutions
for the benefit of the Jews, but in
reality they are not always used for
that purpose.

In consequence of what the Jews
deemed unfair treatment, a society
was formed known as the Bund, to
which the richest and most prominent
Jews belong. The headquarters of
the Bund were in Warsaw, where
many serious strikes have heen or-
ganized, and from which ecity quan-
tities of forbidden literature have
been sent out. An organization of
Russians was formed to counteract
the Bund, known as the Black Bund,
and to it have been due many of the
anti-semitic disturbances.

In Russia the Jew has assumed the
air of a martyr through constant per-
secutions. The Ghettos in all cities
and villages are everywhere most un-
attractive and filthy. This is also
the condition in Austria where the
Jews are permitted much more free-
dom. The Russian Jew has a passion
for learning, but he is lazy and crafty.
Probably through the influence of
Ghetto life he has become selfish and
unsympathetic toward everything
outside of his own religion. Just af-
ter the outbreak of this war, of course,
the Czar proclaimed citizenship to the
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Jews, which will no doubt continue
with even greater privileges under
the present Government.

Poland was one of the first coun-
tries of Northern Europe to adopt
Christianity, and having adopted it
she made herself a bulwark of west.
ern Europe against those hordes of
Barbarians who moved westward un-
til they met the swords of the Poles.
Until the eighteenth century Poland
was the protector of civilization and
Christianity itself.  Vietor Hugo
says: “While my own dear France
was the missionary of civilization,
Poland was its knight.” Tt was John

Sobieski, King of Poland, who saved

Vienna from the Turks in 1683, For
this defence of other nations Polang
asked no reward, but the treatment
she actually received from Europe is
one of the crimes of the ages. From
the sixteenth to the eighteenth cen-
tury, Poland possessed a greater ter-
ritory than normal Germany to-day
but toward the end of the eighteenth
century, being troubled with qu
among the nobles, and disunion and
strife between nobility and peasant-
ry, she fell an easy prey to rapacious
neighbours. In 1772 Russia, Prussi
and Austria succeeded in taking 1
portions of Poland, and twenty-one
years later divided the remainder of
the kingdom among them. At the
Congress of Vienna in 1815, the city
of Cracow, the heart and ancient capi-
tal of Poland, was declared forever
a free, independent and nentral city
under the protection of Russia, Prys.
sia and Austria. This freedom
short-lived, however, for in 1846, the
last vestige of political Poland was
destroyed, when Austria took posses-
sion of Cracow. )

As a people, the hardships the
Poles have had to endure during thig
last century have only strengthenegd
their characters and deepened theip
patriotism. There is not a Pole to-
day who does not cherish the hope
that his country will be united agajn
and take her rightful place among the
nations of Europe. Three futile ef.
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forts have been made by the Poles
during the last century, to regain
their freedom, but their econdition has
only been made worse by their insur-
rections. Many thousands who took
part in them were killed, and others
banished to Siberia. After their last
vain effort in 1863, it seemed for a
time as if their spirit had been crush-
ed, put during the last half century
it has revived again, and has been
shown in the material and commer-
cial development of their cities such
as Warsaw and Lodz. It is impos-
sible to kill a people who have a will
to live, and that commercial spirit
which they formerly despised, they
have now seized upon as a weapon
wherewith to preserve their sense of
racial unity and to improve their con-
dition and prospects. A strong mid-
dle class has been developing among
them, the lack of which in former
times was the cause of their down-
fall.

One may well say, “Poor Poland!”
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What she has suffered from oppres-
sion during the last century is as
nothing compared to the treatment
she has received during the last
three years. Thousands of her towns
and villages have been destroyed,
millions been rendered homeless, her
whole territory placed in the hands
of her bitterest and most treacherous
enemy. But surely this is the dark-
est hour before the dawn of a renew-
ed and reunited Poland. The Czar’s
promise of autonomy will be fulfilled,
we hope, in even a more generous
manner by the new Russian Govern-
ment, which if properly representing
the Russian people themselves, will
prove to be just and generous.

These are the people; who, with the
millions of Russians, are to profit by
the downfall of a severe and anti-
quated bureaucracy, and who will re-
joice in a democracy which will offer
unhoped for advantages to all, from
the intensely ignorant to the extreme-
ly intelligent.




HOW’ 1ONG WIIL HATE 1AST?
By Austin FHlarrison
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) HE. war has brought a
@@7 ;;(;'}'t"", ) new feeling into our hap-
202 e\‘é{ ,M §'$/‘ hazard British civiliza-
.\zxf?s«_l n\"/.( ((4 . —‘—h s t t th
NSt ',,;{ M tion—hate, just a e
.'f({',x';‘(?; ﬂj{,%m moment when we were
o all talking of interna-
tional brotherhood and European
pacificism. It is a real question—How
long will it last?

Hate, of course, is an extreme, like
love. Philosophically viewed, there-
fore, hatred cannot continue indefin-
itely any more than any passion can.
We can say that finally to-day in the
apogee of our feelings. No condi-
tion is absolute. No extreme is con-
tinuous. Nothing is shorter than
memory in our modern world. There
must come a time when even this war
of hate will be no more than a bad
dream, like the Inquisition, the
Plague, or the long drawn-out Napol-
eonic wars which culminated at
‘Waterloo.

On the other hand, we have an his-
torical test whereby to arrive at an
estimate. The Hundred Years war
with Franee unquestionably left a re-
giduum of ill-feeling, mistrust, and
lack of sympathy between the French
and ourselves that is only now dy-
ing out on our common battle-ground.

We know we can hate; we can nurse
a grudge, maintain a tradition, per-
sist in an extreme. “Boney” was our
great bugaboo for decades, and what
with the Corsican and Puritanism the
volume of hatred nourished in the
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two countries can only be called ex-
traordinary when we remember how
deeply interested Englishmen are in
French art, in much of the Gallie
spirit, in the life and vivacity of
Paris.

What about the Germans? At pre-
sent we feel too deeply to reason quiet.
ly about them. As feeling runs to.
day, our natural inclination is to boy-
cott Germans and all things German
to ostracize the Hun, to sever all eon:
nection with him. The phrase Britain
for Britain, denotes far more than g
battle-ery. It is a philosophy, a pol-
icy; for the first time we have come
to see that our easy-going principle
of the open door may be a dangeroug
game played with a people who fat.
ten on our frankness and Free Trade
doetrines, who spy on us, to obtain a
hold on our economic resources, to
foster unrest and disintegration ang
weaken us within and without fop
ulterior military reasons. Here we
may hope that “Never again” will be
England’s watchword. The island
must be cleared of its alien infiltpg.
tion which threatened to become g
strangle-hold. Our whole political
system must be revised, reconstituted
It is as certain as can be that Wheli
the soldiers return they will not
back to the old ideas and shibbolethg
of government; there will be an im-
mense reconstruction. Nor is it like.
ly that we will again revert to a sSmal]
professional Army, and leave the mogt
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important affairs of State to be mud-
dled or neglected by the group of
politicians who happen at the time to
be in power. We shall thus clearly
have a new policy and a fresh atti-
tude. And without a doubt this will
foster hate of the Germans, and lead
to something like a campaign against
all German trade and all communion
with the German races. Personally I
believe that Germany will take the
place in the public mind that France
oceupied as the result of Crecy and
Waterloo. For a generation, we shall
see the maimed and crippled among
us as a constant reminder of war. In
tens of thousands of homes there will
be grief and poignant recollections of
the struggle. It is almost inconceiv-
able that we shall escape the severe
economic results of the conflagration,
for we have yet to pay for the war;
capital will be sparse, wages will
sink ; that Labour troubles will arise
on a large scale would seem unavoid-
able. In short, there will be wide-
spread misery, high taxation, discon-
tent, perhaps an enormous amount of
emigration, and sex difficulties, and
what not—all these results of war are
to be expected, and they will not con-
duce to our love of the enemy.

To this, there would seem a very
great probability of an acute trade
war.

Unless the Germans are smashed,
reduced that is, to humiliation, Cen-
tral Europe with its vast organizing
capacities, its potential economic
power, its State system and applied
scientific direction, will recover and
seek to begin the process of infiltra-
tion over again. The Germans still
are the sole possessors of the secret of
synthetic dyes. In many respects
they are more adaptable, more ingen-
ious than we are, and “Ca’ Canny” is
not the spirit of their trade unions.
It is quite on the cards that the war
will end to start an economic war, in
which case hate of tlre Germans is
likely to become more intense than
now, especially if it leads to the re-
consideration of our Free Trade pol-
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icy, and the political differences that
may develop in the transition. All
the appearances point that way. In-
deed it would seem the only thing left
to us, if Central Europe is able to re-
organize and start out anew, for per-
sonal feeling will never keep German
dump out of the country unless back-
ed by a State barrier of tariffs, all
the more as such goods will probably
come to us via neutral countries un-
labelled, as they are even to-day.
There is nothing like a trade war to
foster national antipathies. Should
that be the net result of the war, then
we may reconcile ourselves at onee to
a long space of hatred which may last
for generations. There is, of course,
a possibility that the war will last
much longer than is generally antiei-
pated, and may lead to an all-round
exhaustive and even to a negative is-
sue preparatory to a renewal of the
conflict. But this we ought not to con-
template. Better by far have it out
now and end the struggle at all costs
satisfactorily. Yet whatever the end,
we may be quite sure of this. One
chief concern will be reconstruction.
Our efforts will have to be construe-
tive in every sense. There is the Em-
pire to be considered, there will be
the matter of national defence, there
will be the huge labour questions. And
a nation engaged in refashioning its
polity and policy has little time for
hate, which is a negative attitude.
That we shall hate, and hate pretty
well, I feel certain. Perhaps for a
generation it will be our national de-
termination to exclude all German
products from these islands, to pun-
ish the Huns, as they would have pun-
ished us, had they been successful at
the Marne. We have yet to know
what the soldiers will say when they
return; much, if not all, will depend
on them. They will be the spokesmen
of future Britain. They will speak to
our politicians; the politicians will
have to follow them. We are apt to
forget this totally new force which
must arise after the war. What we
say here and think may be completely
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upset by the expression of the new
Democratic England fresh from the
battlefields with probably their own
leaders and a spirit which to-day no
man can define. It is on them that
our future course will depend. Al-
ready I ecan discern this feeling
among them. What shape it will
take, it would be idle to guess at. But
that they will give Britain her pol-
icy is certain, and whether we shall
hate will rest with the men who won
Britain to greatness.

It is conceivable that the war will
prove so catastrophic that Europe will
try to agree. 1 don’t know. There
are idealists who think so. Tt may be
that the nations will eco-operate to
form an international police under
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some system of federation; in which
case naturally it would be the object
of all to arrive at a common basis of
understanding and utility. All this
lies on the lap of the Gods.

Failing that Utopian ending to
Armageddon, it is diffienlt to see how
we can avoid a healthy hate of the
people who would have destroyed us;
who will yet seek to have their pre.
venge unless we take the needful
measures of protection now and here-
after, and that being so, hate is the
prospect before us. I only hope it
will be a constructive hate, in our in-
terests, that is. A foolish hatred

might well serve German interests, if
it blinded us to the movements and
spirit of Europe after the war.
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BY MAIN

Horace, a Thoreau or a
Virgil?

‘Will there be a literary flowering,
an artistic interpretation of the pres-
ent farm movement? Agriculture has
ceased to be the interest of any one
class or any one sex in Canada. This
year it has become a subject of uni-
versal importance, practised as well
as talked about by everyone you meet
in cities and country districts alike.

Bourgeois “backyards” which un-
der the ameliorating influence of so-
ciety, were gradually being trans-
formed into flower gardens, the haunts
of peones and nasturtiums, now have
undergone a further stage of develop-
ment into “farms”, and every man
and every woman has become a farm-
er overnight. These agriculturists are
either cultivating their own plots,
bordered by their individual fences
or hedges, or they are becoming glib-
ly and fearlessly communistic—dig-
ging, seeding, weeding, tending, har-
vesting and lunching in company with
their fellow citizens on -cultivated
land in the outskirts and vacant places
of the towns.

Farmers?
Rabelais?

Theocritus and his sheep—the al-
lusion is clear; Horace, too, and his
Sabine farm; Virgil and his coun-
try place in Mantua; Thorean and
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Yes, but what about
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his cabin in the woods of Massa-
chusetts, but—

‘Why should be inquire if a Can-
adian Rabelais is coming to sing the
agricultural Renaissance? Was Ra-
belais an accredited ambassador of
the farm? Was he not rather a foul-
mouthed, undesirable sort of person,
reeking with guffaws? Rabelais, to
believe some of his sponsors, was a
much more serious thinker and a more
worthy gentleman than superficial,
popular tradition would lead us to
think, but we do not care to be lured
into any theological dispute. All we
se¢k is to place him securely in the
hierarchy of literary farmers. And
here is the evidence.

“Let those who will,” he says, “dis-
pute about happiness and the sover-
eign good; but it is my opinion that
whosoever planteth cabbages findeth
instant happiness.”

It is quite remarkable, by the way,
the exalted rank occupied in litera-
ture by cabbages. When I quoted
this passage from Rabelais to some of
my friends the other day, we all seem-
ed surprised at the word “cabbages”.
It was only a sign of forgetfulness,
however, or of ignorance. If one
consulted a concordance under the
heading “cabbages”, one would doubt-
less find many other examples, but a
half hour’s undirected reading reveal-
ed two striking instances.

Horace, for example, in one of his
Satires, proffers this advice. “Cab-
bages,” he intimates, “grown in dry
soil are sweeter than those that come
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from the market gardens near Rome;
nothing is more insipid than the pro-
duce of a wet garden.” Until read-
ing this passage, I had not thought of
cabbages for our “farm”, but it is dry
enough, in all truth, and cabbages we
must have next year.

Juvenal perhaps does not go into
such details regarding cabbages as
Horace, but he shows that he consid-
ers them one of the treasures of life,
to be classed even with apples.

“Many traces of primeval virtue,”
he writes,” may have existed even
under Jupiter, but it was before his
beard was grown and before the
Greeks were yet ready to swear by an-
other’s head; when no one feared a
thief for his cabbages and apples, but
lived with garden uninclosed”.

Whitman is one of the most en-
thusiastic shouters for the farm.

“0, the farmer’s joys!” he exults,
in a “Song of Joys”.

“Ohioan’s, Illinoisian’s, Wisconsin-
ese’, Kanadian’s, Towan’s, Kansian’s,
Missourian’s, Oregenese’ joy!

“To rise at peep of day and pass
forth nimbly to work.

“To plough land in the fall for win-
ter sown crops.

“To plough land in the spring for
maize.

“To train orchards, to graft the
-trees, to gather apples in the fall.

“0, to realize space!

“The plenteousness of all, that
there are no bounds;

“To emerge and be of the sky, of
the sun and moon and flying clouds,
as one with them!”

The outstanding literary men of
the farm are probably Theocritus,
Virgil, and Horace. All these three,
like so many people nowadays who
are not even poets, had houses both
in the town and in the country. The
only difference is in the motor-cars.

Theocritus lived in the city of Syra-
cuse, but he also had a house and
farm in the country, and spent much
of his time in the open air of Sicily.
His poetry, if put in the modern cata-
logic form of Whitman, or Giovanit-

ti, or of Rupert Brooke in some of hig
aspects, would look something like
this:

Oxen, honey, olives, milk,

Cheese and cheese crates,

White goats,

Stall fed lambs, cream cheese,

Apples,. parsley.

Theocritus was especially interest-
ed in mixed farming and in the rais.
ing of cattle. His poetry should be
popular in the counties of Dundas
and Oxford, and on the ranches of
the West.

“Sweet are the voices of the
calves,” he sings, “and sweet the heif-
ers’ lowing.”

His Utopia differs from that of
More or Rabelais, Bacon or Wells.

“When peace returns,” he believes,
“thousands of sheep fattened in the
meadows will bleat along the plain,
and the kine, as they flock in crowds
to the stalls, will make the belateq
traveller hasten on his way.”

‘When he speaks of love; he is still
bucolic. He rowed over to the island
of Cos one morning, and there met
Myrto “the girl he loved as dearly ag
goats love the spring”.

In Virgil, the farmer and the poet
blend almost indistinguishably—in
the Eclogues, and more particularly
in the Georgics.

He arranges his subject, or at any
rate promises to build it, as architee-
turally as Hardy. This opening
sentence of the Georgics outlines his
plan:

“What makes the harvests jopous:
at what season is it best to plougﬂ
the earth and join the vines to the
elm; what is the proper care to give
to cows, and the best nurture fop
breeding sheep, and how to keep bees
—of these will T begin to sing”.

Virgil, on this classification, might
well be elected Honourary President
of the Graingrowers of the West, the
United Farmers of Ontario, the Fruit
Growers’ Union of British Columbj
the Eastern Ontario Dairymen’s Ag.
sociation, the Maritime Shepherdg
Guild, and the ancient and honony.
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able Society of the Beekeepers of
Canada.

When you begin to read Virgil’s
essays on the farm, you discover that
he does not hold as closely to his sub-
ject as the average well-conducted
farm paper. He is very Irish in his
temperament—always wandering off
and describing the fairies. He calls
them gods, but they are evidently the
same sort of creatures as inhabit the
hills round Dublin and the Irish
townships of Dundas county.

“In the spring is the sowing of
beans,” is one of his straightforward,
advisory sentences, but he is soon off
again to his fauns, his virgin dryads,
to Bacchus, Ceres and the rest.

His Celtic ancestry also emerges in
his superstition. One of his beliefs is
an incentive to leisure, and forms,
we must confess, rather pernicious ad-
vice for such a year as this, when we
all are urged to work strenuously and
incessantly. Certain days, with him,
are “taboo” for labour.

“Never work on the fifth of the
month,” he warns, “for on this day
pale Pluto and the Furies were
born,” and a lot of other terrible
things happened.

The seventh, fortunately, is more
propitious, and the tenth is even bet-
ter. The ninth is a peculiar sort of
day.

“It’s better for flight,” he says,
“but adverse for thefts.”

Sinee Canadian farmers neither fly
nor steal, this section does not apply.

Virgil is an eloquent advocate of
farm life.

“There is a peace secure there,” is
his contention, “and a life ignorant
of guile, and rich in opulence.”

In addition, (and this is another
passage glorifying leisure rather than
activity), “there are quiet retreats in
fruitful fields, grottoes and living
lakes; cool vales, the lowing of cattle
and soft slumbers under a tree”,

As for Horace and his Sabine farm,
he has immortalized the joys of the
covntry. To avoid misunderstanding,
let us say at once that there is not as
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much drinking of liquor on Canadian
farms as there evidently was in
Samnium, but the more legitimate
daily activities are alike. Horace
seems to have been a specialist in the
raising of poultry, and his voice may
vet be heard on the subject, although
Le is a little more exacting as to the
sculpture of eggs than our house-
wives or our raisers of hens can af-
ford to be.

“Remember,” he suggests,” to put
on your table eggs of a tapering
shape, for they have more taste and
are whiter than round ones.” As to
the chickens themselves: “If sudden-
ly in the evening,” he continues, “a
friend looks in upon you, I advise
you, if you wish to prevent the hen
just killed from being tough, to dip
it still alive into mead made of Fal-
ernian wine; then will it be tender.”
‘With the substitution of the words
“Canadian cider” for “Falernian
wine,” the advice may safely be hand-
ed on to Canadian farmers ourselves.

Horace speaks of mushrooms. “The
best ones,” he says, “are those gath-
ered from meadows; others one can ill
trust.” As to berries, he thinks that
a man “will spend his summers in
health, who ends his morning meal
with black mulberries”.

There do not appear to be left in
existence any photographs of the Sa-
bine farm, but Horace, in his six-
teenth Epistle, describes it.

‘‘Imagine a line of hills, unbroken, ex-
cept by one shady valley whose right side
the morning illumines.  You may well
praise the climate. As the thorns bear
so liberally the cornels and the sloes, as
the oak and ilex gladden the herds with
plenty of acorns and give their master the
joy of a thick shade, you would really
think that Tarentum was transported
there, with its leafy woods.’’

Nearly all the agrieultural litera-
ture which we have quoted pays at-
tention, naturally enough, to the beau-
ties of the surroundings. It is beauty,
even more than motives of public or
national policy, that inspires such
literature and such art. France has
its fertile valley of the Marne, the
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variegated hills of Champagne, the
olive groves of the South. England
has its Norfolk fields, its nestling
Haslemeres, its Kentish hoplands. Ire-
land has its far-reaching, cool green
vistas of Adavoyle. But Canada, in
its scenery, rivals any of these coun-
tries. What we do lack is a more
inspired or at any rate a more con-
sistent and continuous inspiration, a
spiritual and artistic interpretation
of our beauties.

The peacefulness of the Annapolis
Valley; the quaint old-worldly col-
ourfulness of the St. Lawrence habi-
tant farms; the warm and langorous
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fruitfulness of the Niagara Penin-
sula; the vast blue and white and
vellow spaciousness of the prairies,
and the cosy content of the Okanagan
—not now for the first time are these
beautiful. But to their beauty has
been added a sense of their vital share
in the solution of what has become a
world-wide crisis.

Under the influence of such a
beauty, renewed and vitalized by the
idea of a great time and a momentous
epoch, may we not hope for a flower.
ing and a stimulus, an artistic and a
permanent interpretation of the
Canadian Farm?

SONNET

By JAMES COBOURG HODGINS

O those who went, the dearest name on earth,
To those who, seeking shelter and soft sloth,

Paltered with God, forgetful of their oath,
A name to haunt throughout the world’s wide girth.
Full of high choler and heroic mirth,

The elected ones, from tendrils of old growth

Tore fiercely free and, to an ancient troth,
Stood faithful unto death and proved their worth.

But when the war is o’er and those return
Who, like great hearted heroes, rushed to fight—
God’s champions of the outraged and oppressed—
And passionate love in every heart doth burn,
Where shall ye stand—base recreants to the light?
Full in the ranks of cowards self-confessed !



UWhat’s in a TMame?

BY EDGAR WALLACE

S ANIEL GREE was

\| gray and old and brok-
en.

May Excels was young
and beautiful. This is a
bad claim, yet such a
claim could be made with greater de-
tail and less accuracy. Of her nose
one had the vaguest recollection,
which is as it should be. A woman
whose nose one remembers is not beau-
tiful. She may be pretty, piquant,
and saucy, noble and commanding,
but if you remember her nose she is
not beautiful. Her eyes were big and
lustrous, violet of hue, her hair jet
black and her eyebrows painted by
nature when the good lady was in
her flickering miniature mood. She
was, as | say, radiant and beautiful,
and Daniel Gree was gray and old
and broken.

How dare he lift his eyes to her?
As a matter of absolute fact he did
not lift his eyes at all, for he was on
the hefty side of six feet, and she
was just the right height for a girl,
which is about your size.

He was gray and old and—

Well, he was nearly twenty-six, and
in certain lights the hair at his tem-
ples was almost grayish.

And as for being broken, would not
you be broken if you loved the daugh-
ter of a millionaire, and she loved
you, and her father with a passion
for titles, had his eye on the scion of
a noble house.

“T can’t stand it, May,” said Dan-
jel Gree desperately. “I feel that if
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I’'m not made a Duke in a month or
two I shall go really gray. I am old
and broken—”

“And stout ?” she suggested.

“No, not stout,” he denied indig-
nantly. “I am just old and gray and
broken.”

“I expect that is why it is,” she
said thoughtfully, “father thinks the
disparity in our ages is too great.”

“Why!” he gasped, “there is only
five years between us. When I said
‘old’,” he went on carefully, “I was
referring rather to the care-harrowed
soul than to the arithmetical standard
of years—May, what am T to do?”

They were sitting on a bench in
Hyde Park and her pretty forehead
was puckered with the tremendous
character of the problem.

“If you could only earn a title,
Danny,” she said, “T am sure father
wouldn’t mind your humble birth,”
she arrested his exasperated protes-
tation. “You see, dear, father was a
foundry man before Mr. Carnegie
made him a millionaire, and grand-
father used to peddle laces, so natur-
ally pa is rather particular. I don’t
think he’d mind you being the son of
a clergyman, because he’s really aw-
fully broad-minded, but you’re so ter-
ribly Ameriean.”

“My great-great-grandfather was
on Washington’s staff,” he said with
a hint of gloom.

“I shouldn’t mention that,” she
said gently, “not to father anyway.
One has to live these things down.
Now if your father had made his ap-
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pearance in New York about the same
time that the Archduke Zorth disap-
peared—"

“Who’s he, any way?’ he grum-
bled.

“The Archduke is, or was, the rela-
tive of the Moravian Emperor,” she
recited, “who having incurred the dis-
pleasure of his parents sailed for a
foreign land. It is believed by some
that the ship on which he sailed was
sunk, but authentic evidence exists
that he reached American soil!”

Daniel Gree looked at the girl sus-
piciously. “Where did you learn this
little piece?” he asked rudely, for he
loved her, and there was no necessity
for conventional politeness.

“Miss Zimmerberger taught me
that,” she said, “when I was at the
Pittsburg Preparatory College.”

He was silent, then. “We Moors of
old Castile—” he began bitterly

“MOOI-S?”

“Moor or less,” he said gloomily.
“We are descended from Christopher
Columbus.”

“He wasn’t a Castilian,” she scorn-
ed, “he was an Italian!”

His eyes met hers in pained re-
proach.

“Didn’t I say ‘descended?” he
asked with exemplary patience.
“Dearie, let us think these things out.
Maisie,” he said looking at her ten-
derly, “I’ve reached that stage in love
where I cannot live without you. I
know it is absurd,” he went on, “I
know that life will go on as hereto-
fore even if you are snatched from
me by the rapacious hands of fate;
that I shall stand on the corner and
wateh your wedding cortege depart
for Paris without batting a 1lid—I
didn’t take a degree in philosophy for
nothing.”

She looked at him gravely.

“T feel the same,” she said. “If
papa forces me to marry that dread-
ful Baron—"

“Count,” he corrected.

“There are two,” she said. “I was
thinking more of the Baron because
he is the least objectionable, besides
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he does parlour tricks and can pro-
duce a rabbit out of a tall hat at a
moment’s notice. One would never
be quite bored with him if one kept a
silk hat handy, and—oh—he ecan
smash eggs in a paper bag and pro-
duce guinea-pigs.”

“Ah!” the young man nodded, “an
evolutionist.”

“Where was I?” she went on, “oh,
ves, I remember—I say if I am fore-
ed to marry either, I shall be broken-
hearted—I am perfectly certain I
shall do something dreadful. Cry
and all that sort of thing.”

“Will you really?” His voice im-
plied doubt.

“Of course I shall!” she said indig-
nantly, “do you think I am heart-
less ?”

Side by side they paced the path,
patterned with shifting arabesques
of light.

“Why don’t you get a title?” she
asked suddenly, “you can easily find
one here in England—it would be
splendid ”’ 2

She clapped her hands perfectly,
but awoke no responsive spark of en-
thusiasm.

“I’d have to become English,” he
said, “and it isn’t so easy. Now in
Germany I could buy the Cross of
the Black Eagles for the price of g
taxi-fare.”

She shook her pretty head.

“It must be English,” she said
with a definite air “Daddy is Jjust
mad on real titles, and the Baron’s
chance would die the death before the
glory of Sir Daniel Gree! Doesn’t it
sound lovely %’ she demanded with
shining eyes, “oh, Danny, do try 1»

They were in an unfrequented part
of the Park, amidst trees that offereq
some sort of privacy. The awakeni
vigour of spring was in her blood, the
bursting green of the trees, the call
of the wild fowl on the little lake, the
very wildness of life in her heart.

Suddenly she raised two hands and
laid them on his shoulders.

“My boy!” she whispered ag she
lifted her warm lips to his,
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“Mark me down as a Duke,” he
trembled, as he left her at the Park
gate, “and be careful of your skirt
the next time you see me, for I shall
be wearing my knightly spurs.”

Daniel Gree was a man with a large

imagination. He was a dreamer of .

dreams and in moments when finance
did not absorb his attention (he was
the London representative of a great
American finance corporation) he was
highly romantie.

Now the imaginative man has a
pull over all other types of men, in
that he is bound by no earthly ties,
and is chained to no age or clime.

Picture Daniel, a perfectly dressed
young man with the shiniest of silk
hats and the best fitting of morning
coats, striding along the Mall, swing-
ing his ebony stick. An ordinarily
pleasant-looking young man, deep in
thought, you guess, and place him in
the category of thinkers, who are de-
ciding whether it shall be a devilled
sole at Simson’s or a chop at the
Charlton Grill. Yet at that precise
moment Daniel has a sword strapped
at his right side and a white topee
on his head.

He is facing a horde of Phillipinos
with flashing eyes or rescuing a beau-
tiful lady from the clutches of an
Arab slaver. Or, influenced by the
latest book he has read, he is a calm
ecommissioner holding palaver with
his unruly eannibals.

“T am perfectly certain,” said Dan-
iel to his unimaginative broker that
morning, “that one of these days I
am going to have an adventure which
will alter my whole life.”

“Run over by a motor-bus or some-
thing ¢’ asked Joyson.

“An adventure,” continued the en-
thusiastic Daniel, “which in the flash
of an eye will change my whole sta-
tus, will introduce me to another
sphere of action, change my outlook
in life, and all that sort of thing.”

“T suppose you will,” agreed the
other. “I’ve often thought you’d get
married sooner or later.”

“Your views on life,” said the ex-

asperated Daniel, “are appallingly
commonplace.”

“I’'m a commonplace man,” admit-
ted the other placidly, “in the City
we deal with realities—"

But Daniel waved him to the devil
in one comprehensive gesture. It was
not a morning for business. He dealt
with two urgent letters, and an hour
after his arrival in his office he was
returning westward.

A pale sun shone through the misty
blue of a London sky, and the
branches of the trees which tinged
the embankment were just speckled
with green. The flower-beds in Tem-
ple Gardens were yellow with ecro-
cuses and daffodils, and there was in
the air the electrical magic of spring,
and Daniel’s heart sang a wild bar-
baric song, which careless youth and
healthy manhood ecan alike inter-
pret, and which May Excels might
equally have understood. The spirit
carried him through the day; it
brought in the trail of its splendour,
fragmentary visions in which he fig-
ured heroically, it enlarged his love
of humanity, and brought him for
the adventure which would not come,
yvet which, with every passing mom-
ent of time seemed the more inevit-
able.

He was passing Secotland Yard
when a man came hurrying out.

“Sorry,” said the stranger disen-
tangling himself.

He was a big, florid man, jovially
stern of demeanour, and his attitude
of politeness was tinetured with
authority.

“Hullo,” said Daniel curiously,
“where the devil are you going in
such a hurry?”: .

The stranger'held out a big hand.

“Mr. Gree,. it?” he asked.

“Gree it ig¥ agreed the other. “Is
it murder, bank robbery, or the ac-
tivity of the political world which
hastens laggard feet of law?”

Detec ‘Superintendent Mosser
smiled.

“I am trying to catech 1.18 for
Newbank,” he said. ;




322

They had met on more occasions
than one, for it was part of Daniel’s
business to check the circulation of
illicit bonds which were at that time
in ecirculation in Europe, and such
work brought him into touch with
the heads of the police department.

“And what is happening at New-
bank 97

The detective explained. A new
hospital was to be opened by His
Royal Highness the Prince of Mid-
lothian. His Highness journeying
down from Yorkshire would stop at
Newbank Station, would reeeive an
address of welcome on the platform
from the Mayor and Corporation of
Newbank, would press an electric but-
ton which would open the door of the
new hospital at Canbury—a town
some five miles away.

“And you will be there—how won-
derful,” said the admiring Daniel.
“I suppose nothing would happen if
you failed to turn up.”

The genial police officer smiled:’
Then he groped into an inside pocket.

“It_will be interesting in a way,”
he said, as he pulled out a card, “I
mean to an American—you’ll see a
man knighted—the fellow that gave
the hospital—if you’d like to see it I
can give you an admission to the plat-
form.”

“Is that a ticket?” asked Daniel
quickly, “yes, T’d like to go,” he went
on as he grasped the pasteboard and
looked awe-stricken upon its prim
surface. “To what does this entitle
me? Not to a knighthood—gee! don’t
say it does?”

“It entitles you to refreshments,”
said the practical servant of law,
“you ought to catch the 2.15 to be in
time—good morning.”

Daniel watched the departing fig-
ure, saw it suddenly stop and walk
slowly back. There was a puzzled
frown on the detective’s face.

“Gree?” he said.

“Mr. Gree,” corrected Daniel.

“I’m not thinking “awout you—I
suppose you're not related to The
Gree?”
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“I’m him,” said Daniel, without re-
gard to the niceties of grammar;
“there is only one real Gree, all other
Grees being spurious imitations. Look
for the Gree label without which none
are genuine. I will injunct any un-
authorized Gree with great severity
—who is The Gree?”

“It doesn’t matter,” said the unsat-
isfying Mr. Mosser, and went off with
rapid steps remembering that N.W.R.
expresses wait for no man.

Daniel looked at the ticket, then he
stole a furtive glance at a little port-
rait which he carried as near his heart
as made no difference,.

“If I can’t be a knight, at least I
can learn how they are made,” said
he firmly, and after a hasty lunch he
boarded the 2.15.

Newbank, in the language of the
local reporter, was en féte in italies,
and en féte in the black headlines
of The Newbank County Chronicle.
Flags were flying in the streets, and
the station platform was a blaze of
bunting and giltwork. Flowers real
and flowers so artfully artificial that
you could not distinguish them from
real unless you had paid for them
were “displayed in lavish yet ordereq
confusion” (I look over the shoulder
of Mr. Mansem, reporter-in-chief to
the aforesaid County Chronicle,
and quote him word for word as he
writes so busily in the waiting-room®
and the precinets of the little statian’
were .alive with notable people in
their most notable clothes.

Daniel, feeling terribly common-
place amidst such magnificence, had
the foresight to hunt up the reporter.

“Say, Bud,” said Daniel, dropping
his hand upon the scribe’s shoulder
“put me wise to the programme”

Mr. Mansem, a fierce young man in
gold-mounted spectacles, glared up at
his interrupter.

“You’ll find the programme in the
paper,” he jerked his head to an open
sheet on the table.

“Son,” said Daniel gently, “before
I became a degraded financier I was
a newspaper boy—just like you; qo.
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ing stunts at three cents a line, and
never failing to deseribe a straw-yard
blaze as ‘a holocrustic and terrifying
conflagration.” ”

Mr. Mansem looked at him with a
new interest.

“It’s a hospital five miles away—
eccentrie sort of devil built it—there
he is.”

The waiting-room opened out into
a smaller room into which only first-
class passengers were admitted (so
said the laconic legend on the door,
but through the glass panels of
which, the occupants of the common
or third class room might view their
betters without extra charge. The
smaller saloon was beautified by the
addition of palms and flags. There
was too a draped pedestal, and on
that was the electric switch with
which, by the pressure of his august
" finger, his Royal Highness would un-
seal the distant hospital.

The solitary occupant of the room
at that moment was a shy-looking
man with ragged whiskers and an
antiquated frock-coat. He looked
horribly ill at ease.

“I’'m about the only person here
who knows him,” the reporter went
on. “He hates this business—a sort
of recluse, y’know, but immensely
wealthy.”

“Is he the man who is to be knight-
ed?” asked Daniel keenly.

The reporter nodded.

“He doesn’t want to be,” he said
simply, “he just told me, he hates the
idea of kneeling—he has rheumy
knees or something.”

Didn’t want to be knighted! Dan-
iel raised his eyes to heaven. Here
was a gentleman—for a gentleman he
was undoubtedly, despite his whigk-
ers—who had an opportunity for
which Daniel would have cheerfully
paid one half his fortune.

There he stood, that impious man,
with honour hovering above him, and
he didn’t want—

“Pm going to have a chat with
him,” said Daniel resolutely.

The reporier looked alarmed.
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“Be careful, Gree is an awful hear
—” he began.

(‘Gree "’

Daniel gasped.

“Don’t tell me his name is Gree—
what is his front name?”

“Dan Gree,” said the other,

In two strides Daniel was across
the room. In two more he was
through the door and confronting the
confused philanthropist.

“My name is Gree,” he said rapidly.
“I believe we’re related—one of
ancestors emigrated to England at
the time of Mayflower he didn’t wish
to be mixed up with the Pilgrim
Fathers—how are you?”

He shook hands desperately with
the elder Gree; he talked him silent,
giving his name-sake no chance to dis-
claim relationship.

The antiquated Mr. Gree found
himself on terms of confidence before
he realized that he had even met this
pushful stranger.

“1 wish T could get out of it,” he
said, apropos of the coming trial. “T
can’t tell you how horrible T feel; I
hate erowds—I think I shall faint—
when he comes. Besides I ecan’t
kneel,” he rubbed his knees agressive-
ly. “Tve got a twinge of rheumatism,
and I shall look a fool—oh, confound
it!”

“Remember,” said Daniel solemn-
ly, “that your eousin is by you to
help you up—and if you only intro-
duce me to His Royal Hikhness I
shall ask no other reward for my ser-
vice.”

From outside came the far away
“bang!” of a fog signal. In this sim-
ple and inexpensive manner did New-
bank salvo royalty.

“My heavens!” said old Gree fret-
fully, “here comes that d—— train!”

He looked round hopelessly for
some means of escape. There was a
door giving way to the station court-
vard, and the key was in the lock.

“I can’t stand it!” wailed the re-
cluse. “I didn’t expect this when I
built the infernal hospital. I can’t
kneel—and I won’t kneel I”
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He tried the door furtively, snap-
ped back the lock and peered cau-
tiously forth. The courtyard was de-
serted, for the public had chosen
places of vantage where they might
secure a better view of majesty. :

His Royal Highness, a tall, agree-

able young man, stepped out from his -

saloon, and listened with the utmost
gravity whilst an agitated town clerk
read an address of welecome, which
clearly indicated that Newbank was
one of the loyalest, true-heartedest
and most noble townships on the Red
Map, that the coming of His Royal
Highness was something in the nat-
ure of a phenomenon which would at
once place Newbank in the forefront
of the world’s cities, and solidify that
empire upon which the sun never sets
if it can possibly avoid the necessity.

His Royal Highness expressed the
extraordinary pleasure it gave him
to step out of his saloon and meet the
bald-headed representative of a free
and enlightened borough. He did-
n’t say so in as many words, but he
probably thought as much.

“I am sorry we are late, Mr. May-
or,” he said, as entirely surrounded
by the municipality he made his way
along the platform. “Mr. Gree is
here, I understand ?”

“T am told so, your Royal High-
ness—"twittered the mayor, “but—
very shy man—this is the saloon,
your Royal Highness—”

“It is a pity I cannot visit New-
bank,” said the prince, “but the train
is late . . is this the electric
button? thank you—" he laid his
hand on the switch. “I have pleas-
ure in dedieating the Gree Hospital
to the service of humanity, and I de-
clare the Hospital to be open.”

He pressed the button, and simul-
taneously the thunder of guns on
Newbank Common announced the
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completion of the happy ceremony.

The prince looked round with a
smile and beckoned his plumed aide
de camp.

“Mr. Gree?” he asked inquiringly,
and a dozen voices whispered urgent-
ly “Mr. Gree!”

A young man rather pale but im-
mensely self-possessed pushed his
way to the front. A chief reporter
and a certain Detective Superintend-
ent who saw him stood hypnotized
into inaction at the sight.

“Will you kneel, please?’ smiled
the Prince.

Daniel sank on one knee, upon the
velvety cushion that had been
thoughtfully placed for the purpose.
A sword glittered over his head, the
damasked blade touched his two
shoulders lightly.

“Rise up, Sir Daniel Gree,” said
his Royal Highness.

He shook hands with the mnew
knight, uttered a few pleasant things
and made his way back to his saloon,
leaving Detective Mosser staring help-
lessly at the pale but triumphant
man.

“Gree!” he gasped.

“Sir Daniel—if you please,” said
the new knight sternly.

R The strange error by which
the wrong Mr. Gree was knighted ”
said The Newbank County C’hrom‘cl’e,
“has been rectified by the bestowal of
the baronetecy upon- the founder of
the Gree Cottage Hospital. The aceo-
lade having once been given is irre-
vocable, and the young Sir Daniel
Gree is free to enjoy the title of
Knight Bachelor.”

Daniel read this with infinite secorn
“Knight Bachelor, indeed,” he said.
“We’ll show ’em.”

He was speaking to the future I
Gree under the approving eyes of hep
father.



Love and Garden Greens

BY EMMA GREISBACH

qOD walked in the gar-
den in the cool of the
day,””’ quoted Felix
Dernwold under his
breath, He laid down

- aaEn the hose with which he
had been watering the climbing beans,
the creeping cucumbers, the curly-
headed lettuces, and stooped, sud-
denly solicitous and suspicious, over
the onion-bed. Had Satan, in the
form—traditional though attenuated
—of the sinuous cut-worm, been un-
dermining the morale of his early
onions ?

Dusk was advancing, and regard-
less of damp earth and soiled knees,
he knelt to make a closer examination,
his form pressed closely to the ‘high
board fence which it had been his re-
cluse aunt’s pleasure to have built
around the property. While thus em-
ployed he was startled to hear a fem-
inine voice speaking, as it seemed, in
his ear, but in reality a foot or two
above his head.

‘“Oh, Mrs. Waite, Mr. Dernwold’s
lettuce is ready to eat, and looks aw-
full, 4

T{legapeaker had apparently foupd
what Felix had believed did not exist,
a erack in the fence.

““Do not delude yourself,’’ return-
ed a voice in musical but incisive
tones, ‘‘with the hope that you will
ever taste it. Did Mr. Dernwold qend
us a leaf from his garden—one little
leaf of anything—all last season?’’

The speakers moved away, but they
left a petrified man erouching between
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the fence and the onion-bed. Some
moments passed before Felix Dern-
wold revived sufficiently to rise, to
brush the soil from his fingers and
trouser-knees, and to say, sotto voce:
‘It is

am sure -
yes, I am sure one cannot
mistake a voice That never

changes”’,

Back leaped fleet memory to the dis-
tant days in the collegiate, when Mar-
ian Cathwell had been his beautiful,
bewitching and disdainful class-mate;
to the days when his heart had not
only had the tender sentimentality of
early youth—which it still retained—
but youth’s unreasoning hopefulness
also; when his devotion had sung it-
self through his being and out by way
of his finger-tips in his first rhymed
essays; until, indeed, muse and devo-
tion had alike shrunk into hiding un-
der the laughter in the mocking, dark
eyes.

So, he reflected, the graceful, smart-
ly-dressed widow, his nearest neigh-
bour, never actually encountered,
though frequently glimpsed, was none
other than the Marian Cathwell, of
vivid memory. He had learned of her
only that she was a Mrs. ‘Waite, and
that she lived here entirely alone ex-
cept for her companion and ‘‘lady
help,’” Miss Marie Eldon.

This was the reason, then, that his
heart had so often turned with long-
ing to the femininity on the other side
of that absurdly high, thick, tight
board fence.

““It was the prescience of love,’’ he
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murmured, and quoted: ‘‘They never
loved who say, ‘I loved once!’ ’’

Absorbed, he failed to hear the gate
click, and accordingly he received a
second start by hearing a voice close
to him, this time a maseculine one:

‘‘Hello, Felix! Knew I'd find you
among your cabbages. Never saw such
a fellow for garden greens. Wouldn’t
you make more money out of small
fruits?’’

That was always Radley’s trend of
thought—money. Felix never could
reconcile the jarring note with his
friend’s physieal characteristics, his
frank eyes, ready smile, and genial
personality. It was Radley, with his
tall, slender form, and poetic brow,
who looked the part of idealist, rather
than Felix, whose figure, albeit well
set up, approached the model collo-
quially known as ‘“chunky”, and
whose thinning hair surmounted a
face which escaped the type of the se-
verely practical only by grace of the
mingled gentleness and abstraction
which rested upon it. None of the fel-
lows in Bulwin & Finch’s offices,
where Felix also had been a book-
keeper before his aunt had left him
this suburban property, had cared
much for Radley—Felix never under-
stood why unless it might be because
of Radley’s luck, very singular, in the
way of promotions.

Thus Radley’s friendship, rejected
in other quarters, fell to the grateful
Felix. Without this intimacy he
would have been lonely indeed, owing
to certain tastes and proclivities
which he diligently fostered.

“‘Dernwold writes poetry,’’ the fel-
lows would snicker, and of course they
called his desk “The Poet’s Corner”.

““Do you remember,”’ went on Rad-
ley, absent-mindedly pinching off
sprigs of pepper-grass and munching
them, ‘‘when you used to grow cucum-
. bers in a bed-room window-box, train-
ing the vines up on strings; and how
huffed Mrs. Jones was when you re-
marked on the mysterious disappear-
ance of an especially fine cucumber?

Ha, ha, ha!”’
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A careless step brought Radley’s
heel into the border of young parsley,
and Felix winced.

“I can never make out,’’ Radley
continued, ‘‘why you, a poet’’—the
note of derision was really not mark-
ed— . . . ‘‘Oh, I say, would you
mind if I take a bunch of that lettuce
back with me? You've a lot of it
there. Thanks . L
paper to wrap it. Well, as I
was saying, I don’t see why you de
not specialize on flowers, you being a
poet, and flowers being so much more
poetical than vegetables.”’

‘‘There you go!’’ said Felix, with
the unusual note of passion in his
voice. ‘‘It is only the elegant, the ex.
quisite, the superfine, that is worthy of
artistic and poetic treatment! Of
course! I used to think so m
until those years in Bulwin & Finch g
with a salary that provided me with
the means of bare subsistence—OQh|
I’m not complaining. I’'m sure I was
worth little, if any, more to them. But
I had opportunity for finding out just
what life is without the things that
are elegant, exquisite and superfine.
Yes, and if I had not put poetry into
the non-exquisite details of my in-ele.
gant environment, I’d have sur
and speedily descended to the wum-
superfine in thought, in act, and in
emotion.”’

They were now in the house with its
old-fashioned appointments, and Felix
paced up and down, while Radley
hands thrust in pockets, lounged n;
one of the big comfortable chairs.

“It was Walt Whitman,”’ Felix
continued, ‘‘who first made me see
that nothing which is an essential part
of life is coarse or ‘common’,
every page that he wrote, he tried to
release the so-called coarse and com.
mon things from indifference ang
contempt. And how he strove to
beneath the surface, to find the Spirit.
ual message of the homely things, <y
do not understand the least reality of
life,” Whitman admitted. Who does
But he sought to understand! ¢
truth waits in all things.’ That,*»
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said Felix, stopping before Radley
and glaring at him fiercely with his
short-sighted eyes, ‘‘is a tremendous
saying.”’

Radley iooked at him as one does at
a freak of nature.

‘¢ ‘A leaf of grass,” ’’ went on Felix,
again quoting, ‘‘ ‘is no less than the
journey-work of the stars!” How life
would be transformed if we believed
that! It is this truth that I wish to
make clear to myself and to others. I
know no one cares for my verses.”’
The expression of lone-heartedness
could not be missed. ‘‘Let those who
will think them absurd! I’ll reach a
heart yet. I’ll find a soul some day
that will respond! ‘My own will come
to me!’ "’

‘““Yes, yes, just so,”’ said Radley,
covering a yawn. ‘‘Well, I must be
off. Thanks for the lettuce, all the
same,’’ turning to throw a last word
at Felix, standing in the doorway, ‘‘if
I were in your place, 1’d grow flowers,
and send some to the handsome widow,
with a tender sentiment in verse.
Since you compose them yourself, you
can make them say just what you’d
like,’’ said the innocent Radley.

This suggestion shut off Felix’s
flow of thought and turned on that
which had been interrupted by the ad-
vent of his friend as completely as if
the processes of his mind were control-
led by a system of taps.

A practical suggestion! Only, the
offerings should not be fruit or tlow-
ers, but vegetables. He would be him-
self in his wooing. Felix began at
once to make couplets—green onions,
now—onion, onion—a hard word to
match with a rhyme—bunion—well,
that would not do at all. He had de-
terminedly to put aside the dear joy
of sorting ideas and making phrases
and rhymes in which to express them,
or he would never have got to sleep
at all that night.

But he was astir as early as usual
the following morning, for the twin
joy of the garden in the cool of the
evening was that of the garden in the
freshness of the morning. Felix loved
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to wateh his sleeping pets wake up at
the touch of the Glorious One, whose
beams fall so softly and kindly at this
hour. He rejoiced in the sight of a
new leaf or tendril, an added sprig or
blossom. ‘‘To minister to need, to sus-
tain and cheer, is your high mission,”’
he murmured.

He paused by the lettuce, charmed
with its appearance, the leaves crisply
curled and tinged with the bronze that
he had once admired in Marian’s
locks.

Plucking a few leaves to eat with his
bread and butter for breakfast, he
stood rooted a look
of abstraction creeping over his face
.+ . while, slowly, words sang
through the chambers of his mind . . .
came together . . . by ones and
twos and threes, finally grouped thus:

Oh, fair the leaves of lettuce green,

When sprakling in the sunlight sheen;

But woman’s brow
More fair, I trow,
Reflecting friendship’s tender beam.

He was sorry that ‘‘beam’’ did not
make a perfect rhyme, for he loved the
niceties of workmanship—and consid-
ered substituting ‘‘bean,”” but re-
linquished the idea, partly because he
did not care to mix his vegetables, but
mainly because it really did not make
sense. So he determined to write out
the verse and to send it with some let-
tuce, for, while not being all he could
wish, the lines would serve to hint his
desire for friendly relationship.

He proceeded to cut some of the
most perfect heads, and left them to
become still crisper under a gentle fall
of spray, while he should take his
breakfast. This was somewhat delay-
ed, because the first time he put the
spoonful of coffee into the kettle in-
stead of the coffee-pot.

Mid-morning saw the unhappy
Felix, when he had overcome the ini-
tial difficulty of getting through Mrs.
Waite’s gate, vainly striving to force
his feet towards the front door. Then
it occurred to him that an offering of
garden greens should be taken to the
side entrance. Much relieved, he
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made his way thither. Miss Eldon,
who came in answer to his diffident
tap, accepted the lettuce with a re-
mark that went straight to Felix’s
heart :

¢“Oh, isn’t it lovely!”’

She had a pleasant, friendly man-
ner, and in her pink chambray dress
and fresh white apron looked, Felix
thought, as charming as a radish.

Felix felt astonishingly happy when
he returned to his garden. It was as
if a whole foot had been taken off that
forbidding barrier, the very high
fence. He could hear Hung Chang,
who came in to cook his mid-day meal
and do whatever was necessary within
the house, banging things about in the
kitchen and wailing in lugubrious
song, but Felix worked in his beauti-
ful, orderly garden with great enjoy-
ment, and made rhymes without end,
for it had become a habit to

“. . . . feed on thoughts that

voluntary move harmonious num-
bers »

In his heart the fair perennial, love,
long dormant, but not dead, was stir-
ring into renewed life. Naturally he
saw its image reflected in every blade
and leaf of his beloved garden.

““Why is love like an onion?’’ he
murmured. But the answer, which
tried to follow the lead of the open-
ing rhyme, failed to please him:

Quite incongruous the two?
But if you the garden view,
What else, I pray,
From day to day,
So prone to get into a stew?

He tried the muse again, with pep-
per-grass for the analogy, but was
even less pleased with the result:

In spring you taste it with delight,
In summer, too, would scarce pass by it;
Then on it glance
In tolerance,
As garnish for your other diet.

The rhymes about the cucumber
and the vegetable-oyster were even
less harmonious with ideality. These
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sporades of sentiment pained

and to correct his mental trend, he re-
paired to his study and shut himself
up for an hour with Wordsworth.

As Felix was returning from chureh
one beautiful Sunday in early sum-
mer, two words sprang from his inner
being to his lips:

‘““New potatoes.”’

And when, in the Sabbath solitari-
ness of his kitchen, he had washed
scraped, cooked, drained, sh&ken,
served and eaten them, he knew the’
satisfaction of Esau after the repast
of red pottage for which his soul
longed.

With Felix, to enjoy was to wish to
share. A mess of these delectable
tubers should certainly be carried to-
morrow to his fair neighbours. Thig
necessitated the joyous labour of
poetic composition, and Felix spent an
absorbed afternoon making verses.
His choice rested finally on this:

Mourn not the past, nor g s

If love and ’ta!t)ies’stiqurli’:;?;x.complmn

Should these grow ecold,
This truth will hold:
They ’re very good warmed up again.

Alas, the fond hope of Felix again
failed of fulfilment. This time, how.
ever, owing to the hand of fate, rathep
than to the foot of diffidence. He had
just entered his neighbour’s demesne
when Miss Eldon appeared at the side-
door, shaking a duster.

““Good-morning, Mr. Dernwolg.
New potatoes from your own garden }
You are very kind.”’

The words ‘‘very kind,”’ pointeq
with sincerity and winged with grate.
ful glances, made their way to
same spot in the anatomy of Felix thag
a former remark had done, and the
disappointment of not seeing Marj
was appreciably mitigated thereb§.

That very evening Radley paid
Felix another little visit. He wag in
exuberant spirits, having been advane.
ed, as he announced, to the position of
Chief Accountant in Bulwin
Finch’s, with a substantial increase
salary. He was entirely taken u

with himself and his affairs, Qe
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coursing thereon incessantly. As he
was leaving, however, his mind be-
came sufficiently detached to be struck
by the beauty and profusion of the
rambler roses which were now in full
perfection. As Felix began to cut
some for him, he asked jocosely :

‘““Send any to your fair neigh-
bour?”’

““No,”” Felix admitted, and thought
at once how beautiful the potatoes
would have looked with a spray of the
roses laid across them.

‘“Know who she was before her
marriage ?’’

‘“A Miss Cathwell, I believe.”’

““Cathwell? Have a brother Jim$”’

“‘I—think so.”’

“Jovel T know him! He’s in
Alderson & Jakes’, wholesale hard-
ware. In fact,”’ slapping his leg, ‘‘I
must have met the sister.”’

He remained only a few moments
longer, a pondering mood having re-
placed his former high spirits.

Later, Felix, dawdling in his bed-
room in the pleasant half-light of the
summer moon, was drawn to his win-
dow by the sharp click of a gate which
he supposed to be his own, but proved
to be Mrs. Waite’s, where he could see
standing a masculine form. The man,
whoever he was, paused to light a
cigar, and something in the imper-
fectly revealed features, as well as in
the entire poseh:ea?inded Felix in a
passing way of ey.

The summer days, mostly solitary,
passed.

Gladly would Felix have shared
every vegetable delicacy with his fair
neighbours, but he felt restrained.
Not even the last message—for so he
considered his verses—which he had
sent with the very first cabbage which
was fit to cut, had evoked a sign from
Marian. Sometimes he feared the
sentiment had been too bold:

As his love doth her enfold,
So the leaves of cabbage, rolled
Round the heart,
Show they’ll part
Never more until they mould.

One morning he left his desk, where
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he had sat for an hour, pen in hand,
unable to put two words'together, and
walked into his garden.

“I will unearth something,’”’ he
muttered in exasperation; if not an
idea, then a vegetable.’’

He looked over plot and bed. It was
too early for turnips, but in perver-
sity he pulled one up. Taking his
Jack-knife from his pocket, he cleaned
off the soil, then cut out a bit of the
turnip and tasted it.

“Bah! Insipid!” he muttered.

At this moment something impelled
him to raise his eyes to ‘‘the castle of
Ohillan,”’ as he had dubbed the house
of his Marian. A feminine form,
which Felix felt sure was Marian’s,
drew back quickly from an upper
window. He felt the blood flush his
face; he could not have told why.

‘‘She always did look down on me,”’
was the reflection that, innocent of
jest, shot into his mind. But that
rush of blood to the head had started
cerebral activity, though it resulted
only in this feeble verse:

His love is flat, to turnip kin;
I value it, no, not a pin,
But wait, I pray,
The wintry day,
Time’s frosts will put a sweetness in.

This made Felix laugh, and his ill-
humour cleared away.

““Oh, Mr. Dernwold!”’

Felix started.

““Mr. Dernwold!”’

‘““Ah! The crack!

“Will you please be so very good
as to give me a teeny-weeny bit of
parsley out of your garden? I have
fish to cook, and the butcher hasn’t
sent the parsley.”’

““Certainly, Miss Marie, with
pleasure. Wait a minute,”’ and Felix
began to widen the crack with his
pocket-knife till presently not only
could he pass the parsley through
quite easily, but he could see one
whole eye and a part of the forehead
and hair of Miss Marie. The eye was
a pretty, dark one—not a glorious orb
like Marian’s, rather a kindly little
domestic light.
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Behind the shield of the fence,
Felix lost his hampering diffidence
and constraint, and he and Miss Marie
exchanged views and opinions on the
weather, gardening, the fence itself,
on Chinese cooks, on being lonely, and
a number of other altogether interest-
ing subjects.

‘““Well, thanks, Mr. Dernwold.
Good-bye.”’

“Don’t say ‘good-bye,” Miss
Marie.”’

‘““Why, what should I say?”’

“‘Just good-morning. Perhaps this
afternoon you may want another bit
of parsley, or an onion, or some-
thing.”’

Miss Marie promised that if she did
she would call through the crack, and
Felix now felt so bright that his muse
was quite released from duress, and
he went indoors and wrote a sparkling
sonnet entitled ‘‘To a Crack in the
Fence”.

The fast-shortening days became in-
creasingly busy ones in the garden,
and in due time everything was re-
moved and either sold or stored in the
cellar; last of all, the celery. Felix
was proud of his celery and determin-
ed to send some of it to his neighbours,
of course with a verse, for, once Felix
had adopted an idea, only a force
stronger than his tenacity of mind
could remove it. He wrote:

In early spring it drank the dew,
In glowing heat of summer grew;
Then firm and fair,

‘With autumn care,
’Tis sweet and sound life’s winter through.

‘When, the following afternoon, he
carried the celery over, there was no
answer to his tap, so he left the parcel
on the step of the side-door. The day,
notwithstanding the lateness of the
season, was extremely mild, and con-
tinued so right on into the evening.
Felix, in the twilight, was raking up
fallen leaves, when suddenly the high
narrow gate swung open and Miss
Eldon appeared, wearing on her head
a motor veil or something of that sort
which partly concealed her face. The

gate swung shut again, but she re-
mained standing there, not even re-
sponding to Felix’s greeting.

““Why, Miss Marie,”” he said in
concern, going up to her, ‘“are you in
trouble?’’ for tears stood in her eyes,

““Mr. Dernwold,’”’ she spoke in a
choked voice, ‘I . . . have . . . come
t0 . ...confess ;. !

‘“‘Dear Marie,’’ he never noticed the
intimacy of his address, ““I am
e oot

““Oh, indeed, Mr. Dernwold, I have
been . . . deceitful. . . . I . never
gave your verses to . . . Mrs. Waite

. not one. You said nothing, and
I wished to believe you meant them
for me, though I knew you did not.
She has so many things to make her
happy ; I so few, and I felt she would
not . . . care . . . for your lovely
verses as I did. Sheis .. .is , ..
proud, and cares only for rich and
handsome things. But I spend a great
deal of time in the kitchen, and when
I am cleaning and cooking the vege-
tables, it makes my work pleasanter.
so much pleasanter, to say over youx’-
verses—Oh, they are so beautiful!l’?
and tears, penitence, timidity, vanigh-
ed in a flash, and the soul of Marie
looked out of her eyes into the soul in
the eyes of Felix.

“I will confess to her if you wish
me to, and give her the verses.”” She
withdrew a hand from under the veil
disclosing a little sheaf of missives.
‘‘but she is going to marry Mr. Rad-
ley, and is taken up with her prepara-
thons el

Felix could not speak at once, and
when he did speak, he was astonisheq
at the words that came from him .

‘“‘Dear Marie,”’ he said, his fingerg
clasping hers warmly and reassuring.
ly, ‘I did mean the verses for you!”’
And owing to the peculiarities of the
various elements of the situation, thig
was perfectly true.

Though amazed, Felix knew it posi-
tively.

And in a flash Marie knew it i-
tively also. s
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The MRoval Flying Corps
in Canada

BY

v I scarcely pause nowa-
M@/l days to appreciate the
Vall fact that the present
war has developed two
methods of fighting that
had been supposed to be restricted to
the empirical realm of romance. Jules
Verne, in a narrative of his imagina-
tion, takes his readers to the depths
of the ocean, but his adventures, in-
credible as they seem to be, and act-
nally were, ten years ago, are mild
compared to the submarine deviltries
of the German navy. H. G. Wells,
years ago, in a phophetic novel de-
seribed a fight in the air. He drew
to the limit of a vivid imagination;
and yet who would have ventured the
prophecy that within so short a time
the British War Office would estab-
lish in Canada a series of depots at
which young men, the choicest of the
Jand. would be trained and sent across
geas to fight the Germans—mnot on
land, not on water, not under water,
but up in the illimitable spaces of the
heavens. And yet that is what has
happened and is happening. It is a
far ery from London to Toronto, and
farther still from Toronto to the
cloudlands above the war zone in
Flanders. DBut the British Isles had
been bled of their young manhood,
and none but the young and valiant
and daring are regarded as fit to en-
ter upon the high calling of aviation.
5 -333
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So that when it became necessary to
fight the German Zeppelins with air
craft, it became necessary also to get
the right kind of young men for the
work.

A start was made just six months
ago, quietly, without ostentation, and
vet with a thoroughness that is char-
acteristically British. Until then no
attempt was made in Canada by either
the Dominion Government or the Im-
perial Government .to train men to
fight in the air. There were some pri-
vate schools, but all they professed
to do was to train men to operate a
flying machine. But aviators trained
at these schools had, on their arrival
in England, to submit themselves
again for examination. Now, how-
ever, they go practically direct to the
Front from Canada, and it is expeect-
ed that with present facilities as many
as 150 trained aviators will be sent
forward every month.

The Royal Flying Corps, therefore,
has made the first governmental ven-
ture of the kind in Canada. Its
operations are directed and maintain-
ed by the British War Office, and it
has no connection, finanecially or
otherwise, with the Canadian Depart-
ment of Militia and Defence. Near
the top of a large new business block
in the very heart of Toronto it main-
tains a suite of offices whose main
entrance bears the inseription, “Royal
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Flying Corps”, the same inseription
as one sees frequently nowadays on
the shoulders of smart-looking cadets
and spick and span officers. Besides
the offices, the Corps maintains in To-
ronto an armoury, a stores depart-
ment, a repair shop for engines and
a factory where flying machines are
made now at the rate of one a day
and at a cost of more than $7,000
each. There is also at the University
the Fourth School of Military Aero-
nautics. The number of employees
on the pay-roll of this service in Can-

ada just now is about three thousand.”

The main training camps of the
Corps are at Camp Borden, Deseron-
to, and North Toronto. At each of
these there are five squadrons. This
Corps also has one squadron at Long
Branch.

No branch of the Imperial service
is so hard to get into as the Flying
Corps, for none but young men of un-
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doubted qualifications, which include
education as well as physical fitness
are accepted. Apart from the satis.
faction that accompanies acceptance
under these conditions, there is the
feeling of making actual a thing that
long has been one of the great po.
mances of man’s imagination, For
the pilots of the Royal Flying Corps
conquer the air. Not only is flying
now regarded as very safe, but it is
also very ‘agreeable. Up in the air
there are none of the objectionable
features of trench warfare, and while
good pilotage demands nerve and
courage of a high order, the nerve ten-
sion is of an exhilarating rather than
a depressing character.

A candidate for admittance to the
Royal Flying Corps should be a youth
full of self-reliance, courage, moral
force, and a high sense of his respon-
sibility. Although fighting in the air
in company formation is becoming
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Note the extent of the Aerodrome

increasingly important, the airman
still fights singly, and in no other
fighting is the individual left to his
own resources. The soldier in the
trenches is merely part of one great
machine. IHis accountrement, in a
sense,, is insignificant. How different
it is with the airman! One false move,
and he not only endangers his own
life but as well property worth thous-
ands of dollars. He is, as it were,
playing on a sensitive instrument, an
instrument strung to a high pitch.
For an aeroplane is ribbed and strung-
and held taunt like a fiddle or harp.
It responds to the air like a musical
instrument.

The youth, therefore, who is ad-
mitted to the Royal Flying Corps
should know that the Imperial Gov-
ernment, in the mere act of accept-
ance, confers on him a high compli-
ment. In Canada the candidate goes
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first, for three weeks, to the cadet
wing at the University, then to the
Fourth School of Military Aeronau-
tics, for four weeks; then, for lower
training, to Deseronto, where he will
have three to six-hours of dual train-
ing (training under an instructor),
and five hours of solo training (fly-
ing alone). The actual time passed
at Deseronto is eight to sixteen days.
From Deseronto the cadet proceeds
to Camp Borden, where for six weeks
he will undergo the higher training,
which includes artillery observation,
bomb-dropping, camera  obscura,
photography, formation flying, and
cross-country flying.

The conditions at Camp Borden ap-
pear to be ideal. In the first place
there is a great wide aerodrome of
grassy ground, treeless and smooth,
sloping away into a valley, beyond .
which rise the distant hills. This
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CADET QUARTERS, ROYAL FLYING CORPS, CAMP BORDEN

aerodrome is amply spacious for the
starting and alighting of a dozen or
more cars at one time. It is banked
on the camp side by a series of long
sheds, which are used for housing the
cars and for repairs. Back of the
sheds are the mess and quarters of
the officers, cadets and men of the
Corps. These buildings, although
built at great speed and with as much
as possible of the material to be ob-
tained on the ground, really mark a
splendid advance in accommodation
of their kind. They are artistie,
spacious, comfortably furnished, airy,
well-lighted, and attractive.

There are three grades in the Royal
Flying Corps—the officers, the cadets
and the men. The training of the
cadets takes place under the guid-
ance of experienced officers, and the
cadets themselves advance to the rank
of pilots, able to direct a car and at
the same time drop a bomb, take a

photograph or fire a gun. The men
are the ones who keep things in run-
ning order. In other words, they are
the grooms, the riggers, and the fit-
ters. Quite an army of men is em-
ployed at Camp Borden, for instance,
repairing cars, adjusting, starting,
and at other incidental work.

It has been shown already that the
military aeroplane has greatly chang-
ed some of the methods of conducting
warfare. Despatches, for instance,
used to be sent either by foot or on
horseback. Then came the bicyecle,
and at the beginning of the present
war the motor-cycle was used. Now,
however, despatches are carried much
more safely and quickly by the aero-
plane. Observation with former fa-
cilities was as nothing compared with
what is being done now by the air-
men, and as to actual fighting in the
air, it began with units and now is
being carried on in fleets.



CThe Elftermath of a Shell

BY BEATRICE HERON-MAXWELL

ELVINE MURRAY sat
listlessly staring into the
heart of the fire, where
the logs had fallen to-
gether into  curious
shapes like the ruins of a

demolished city—houses and churches

consumed and blackened, with a lurid
glow here and there as of a smoulder-
ing conflagration.

Outside, the keen mnorth wind,
sweeping across the fell, caught this
northern corner of the house and car-
?ieq the sound of tempest-tossed waves
in 1ts angry sough, emphasizing the
warmth and stillness of the Manor
“‘parlour,”” as it was called, in the
good old-fashioned way that suited its
age and dignity.

But of all surrounding impressions
Delvine was unconscious, for she was
‘‘thinking back,’’ recalling the days
before the war-cloud appeared on the
horizon and blotted out her coming
happiness.

First, there was the hour when
Clive returned from abroad—Clive
Ransome whom she had been taught to
. think of as a cousin, although no tie of
relationship existed between them.

Her stepfather was his uncle and
guardian, and she had been only a
baby when Clive went to school. H_ls
college days and a travelling tutorship
that followed, had kept him from
home while she was growing up, and
" g0 they met on that golden June day,
as strangers, ‘‘a little less than kin
and more than kind!”’ It took Clive
three days to discover that Delvie, the
pet and plaything “of early boyhood,

338

was the girl who mattered to him
most in the world.

The summer days were a gradual
prelude to the moment when fate
smote the harp of Life and struck out
chords of Love.

To Delvine that moment, when it
came, was one of supreme joy and
SOrrow.

““I have been granted a commission
in the 4th Midlanders,”’ Clive said one
August evening, when he found her in
the rose-walk tying up some gloire-de-
Dijons that had strayed from the per-
gola. *‘I join to-night—so it’s good.-
bye, little girl. Don’t forget me! If
it hadn’t been for this—but we
mustn’t think of ourselves now.’’

She had lifted her eyes to his with-
out the power to answer him, and then
he had suddenly caught her up in his
arms, stammering, ‘‘My own—my
sweet—my dearest heart—you know
what you are to me, don’t you? Kiss
me and say you want me to come back
to you. Pray God I do, if you care,?’
And in that kiss, lips erushed to lips,
and heart to heart, such ecstasy of joy’
and such agony of parting were com.
pressed that it had become a sacra.
ment to Delvine—the sign and seal of
all that life could give or take from
her.

Then came the months of suspenge
followed by sudden news of his arriva.i
in London, wounded seriously, and
recommended in despatches.

Old Mr. Ransome, journeying to
town, obtained permission to take
Clive home, and brought him back to
the Manor. .

W
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It was Clive—handsome, haggard,
with all the youth gone out of his face,
and haunted eyes that seemed to look
through present things into some
dreadful vision of the past, but it was
not the Clive who had held Delvine in
his arms, and murmured passionate
love-words to her.

He took her hand in silence, when
he saw her first, letting it fall list-
lessly, and afterwards spoke to her sel-
dom and with distant gravity, even
seeming irked sometimes by her pres-
ence and restless until she was out of
sight.

‘When at last he was pronounced
convalescent and fit to take up daily
life, he seemed to have lost the taste
for it, and would sit for hours, or go
for long solitary walks, talking to Mr.
Ransome at times of things in gen-
eral, but scarcely addressing Delvine,
and ignoring altogether the subject of
the War.

Never once did he relate his experi-
ences to them, and when he was sent
for, to receive the D.S.0., it was with
the greatest difficulty that they per-
suaded him to go; nor on his return
would he speak one word about it.
The order lay in its case on the library
table, where he had flung it down as
though it was distasteful to him.

It was on the same evening that Del-
vine, seeing him pass his hand across
his forehead in a troubled way and
close his eyes, ventured to ask if she
could do anything for him, and let her
fingers rest for an instant on his
shoulder.

He took them gently, but very
coldly, and lifted them away, as
‘though her touch annoyed him. Del-
vine felt the blood tingle in her face
with a shamed anger that startled
even herself, and went swiftly out of
" the room and up to her own, where she
cried her heart out.

He was lost to her, the Clive of that
August evening so long ago; the lover
whom she had adored, the hero whom
she worshipped. Some terrible blight
had come over him out there in that
awful land of desolation, and had

chilled his heart towards her forever,
She felt as though her warm bare
hands had beaten against a wall of ice
and failed to break or melt it.-

The days were torture to her now;
the pain of this second and complete
loss growing more insufferable with
every week. Her life was so utterly
lonely.

Mr. Ransome, feeble in health, and
very broken by the change in Clive,
whom he had looked on as a son, to
comfort his old age, and take care of
Delvine, stayed in his own sanctum
most of the day. Clive spent his time
walking on the moors, or attending, in
a desultory impersonal fashion, to the
business of the estate.

Often they all lunched apart and,
in the evening, after dining together,
separated once more. So the winter
had gone on until the end of the year
loomed in sight.

But there was Christmas to come
first, Christmas to which she looked
forward as their first together, the
time for joyous love-making, or wed-
ded happiness! And to her it could
only bring a deeper grief and loneli-
ness. If all had gone well they might
have filled the house with friends and
had a real merry Christmas. The con-
trast was too bitter!

““I cannot bear it,”” Delvine said to
herself as a rush of sudden blinding
tears hid the fire from her. ‘‘I must
go away somewhere by myself and
learn to live without him—to forget
him !’

She looked a desolate, sorrowful fig-
ure, sitting there in the gloaming,
with the firelight just gilding the coils
of her burnished hair and adding lus-
tre to her tear-misted eyes.

A sudden indefinable impulse made
her glance round to the large window
giving on to the terrace, and, as she
did so, she sprang to her feet, shaking
and unstrung. For it seemed to her
that she had met Clive’s eyes gleam-
ing out from his wild pale face pressed
against the pane, though the vision
was gone as instantaneonsly as it
came.
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She ran to the window, and, open-
ing it, stepped on to the terrace, the
wind swirling some hail sharply
against her cheeks and into her hair.

‘“Clive,”’ she called softly, ‘‘was
that you? Did you want me?’’ And
then she strained her ears to catch the
slightest sound of retreating footsteps.
But there was none. Only the cry of
the wind answered her and sent her,
quivering’ and chilled, back into the
hall. She passed across the corridor,
and ran fleetly down it to the library,
opening the door with a hope that was
all the more keen because of the appre-
hension tinging it. The room was
empty ! )

On the table a collection of papers
was surmounted by the case contain-
ing Clive’s medal ; there were account
books in separate packets, all arrang-
ed in orderly sequence, while on the
blotting-pad lay an envelope address-
ed in his writing to her stepfather.
Delvine knew at once that her misgiv-
Ings were realized, and that it was
Clive himself who had looked in upon
her from outside.

She hastened to Mr. Ransome with
the letter and they read it together.
My Dear Uncle:

Thank you with all my heart for your
unfailing kindness to me, and I wish I
could repay it by being to you the son
that, in your goodness, you would like me
to be. But this is impossible. I have
failed in the great test, and I am not
worthy to take the place you offer me. I
ought to have told you so immediately on
my return, but I was, and am, a coward.

I have no right to the medal—no right
to anyone’s respect or esteem, because—
out there—I ran away! There has been a
mistake and I have gained the reward of
some other chap’s courage. And now I
am running away again. Please -do not
follow me or raise any hue and cry after
me. I beg you, as the last kindness I
ghall ever ask of you, to let me depart in
peace; and to think of me as if I am dead,
instead of living and dishonoured. I am
best alone, to fight my battle by myself,
even if I fail again, as I did when I was
fighting it for my country. I am leaving
you before Christmas because I want you
to be peaceful and happy together on that
day, untroubled by thoughts of my un-
worthy self. And I want you to begin the
New Year without me, and to put the
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memory of this one out of your minds.
Forgive me—both of you, you and Del-
vine—and forget me.
Yours with unchanged affection,
Clive.

They were silent for a moment after
reading, looking into each other’s
faces with blank dismay.

Then Delvine said huskily, ‘““What
does it mean, dad? It can’t be true—
what he says!”’

“It explains everything, though, ’?
answered Mr. Ransome slowly. <¢T
have never been able to make him out
since he came back. This would ac-
count for it.”’

“I will not believe it,”’ she broke
out with sudden passion. ‘“He
couldn’t have run away—Clive
couldn’t— I don’t care what he says.
Shall you let him go, Dad ?’’

““My dear, what can I do? He asks
it as a kindness. He says he is better
by himself. I can’t foree him to live
here, poor lad, and if he feels like this
it must have been misery to him.’’?

‘““But what will happen to him ¢
Has he any money — or will he
starve?’’

‘“He has a little money of his own
enough to keep him alive. Perhaps hél
means to enlist again and whitewagh
himself. We have no right to stand
in his way if that is so.”’

Delvine thought again deeply. <¢1
don’t feel as if he means that,”’ she
said. ‘‘I feel—as if-—he was going
away to die!”’

““Why do you say that, Delvie?’’

‘“He looked like it.’’

““When? He looked much as usnal
to me at lunch time.’’

She made no reply. The picture of
that fixed and despairing face at the
window, with the burning eyes that
seemed to leap to her own and hold
them, had branded itself on her brain -
yet she could not bring herself t(;
speak of it. Tt represented Clive’s last
farewell to the dream of happiness
that they had shared. It was at once
a sacrifice and an expiation and, even
in her grief, she felt that some of the
bitterness was gone; because she knew
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now that Clive had not ceased to care
but had forced himself to give her up,
on account of his own unworthiness.

All through the sad and silent even-
ing meal she was thinking this out,
and during the sleepless hours of the
night, Clive seemed to be nearer to
her than he had been for months.

In the morning she looked out of
her window half expecting to see him
trudging up the hillside or wandering
moodily in the garden, and found to
her surprise that there was nothing
but a white expanse of snow which
was still falling thickly, while the
stream which bordered the lawn was a
sheet of ice.

Mr. Ransome kept to his bed that
day, and Delvine spent the lonely
hours in doing the work that Clive had
usually done, wondering all the while
where he was, and if he had reached
a railway station or some place of shel-
ter before the storm came on.

Steadily, unceasingly, the snow fell,
for two days and nights, the roads
round the Manor became almost im-
passable, and the hills clothed in spot-
less white.

There was a red sunset on the sec-
ond evening, and Delvine, gazing at
the crimson bars across the sky, was
suddenly aware of some small dark
object that moved on the topmost peak
of the Fell. It disappeared as she
looked, and she doubted her own
vision at first, but the impression left
was so distinet that it began to prey
upon her mind.

‘““Who could have climbed to such a
height -in weather so implacable?
‘What motive could anyone in those
parts have for being on the hills at all ?
These questions became insistent dur-
ing the night, and in the gray dawn of
Christmas Eve they answered them-
selves. .

‘Who but Clive—Clive wandering
away from all he cared for on earth,
an outcast and a self-condemned cow-
ard !

Delvine made up her mind that,
come what might, she would get to
that peak of the Fell, and see if any
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trace remained of the man who had
stood outlined against the glowing
sky and had disappeared so quickly.
She filled a flask of brandy and put it
in her coat pocket, took a stout stick
with a spiked point, such as they used
for climbing as children, and started
off alone, taking the winding road that
led at the back of the nearest rising
ground, in a gradual ascent, to the
ridge of the peak itself.

Three hours’ strenuous uphill walk
brought her to the base of the ecliff
where the snow, which had impeded
her terribly in her elimb, threatened
to bar her progress altogether.

It lay in heavy drifts made almost
solid by the frost, and her skirt and
stockings, already soaked through,
clung to her limbs and hobbled her as
she struggled on, breathless, spent,
almost despairing. Thrice she had to
rest, her limbs giving away under her
and refusing to carry her on, and the
second time a drowsiness that was
nearly overpowering threatened to en-
velop her and chain her to the snowy
bank on which she had sunk down.

With a tremendous effort she ban-
ished the deadly lassitude and, dog-
gedly pressing onward and upward,
reached the place from which she
could see the whole valley and the
Manor nestling amid its trees in the
hollow.

It must have been here that she had
seen the figure—she felt convinced of
that; but no sign of footsteps except
her own dimmed the white carpet
around her.

A wave of dizziness swept over her
—she staggered blindly a yard or two,
physical and mental exhaustion de-
priving her of all will-power, and fell
forward, headlong.

For a moment she lay stunnned;
then the penetrating cold of the snow
against her face brought her senses
back and she tried to raise herself.

Her hands, pressed downwards, met
something yielding—something, she
realized with a quick flash of horror,
that was not hard rock or ground, but
human.



342 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

Frantically, kneeling in the snow,
she swept it away on either side of her
and disclosed a man, lying as if asleep,
with his head pillowed on one arm, the
sleeve protecting his face from the
pressure of the snow which had cov-
ered him like a mantle.

“Clive!”’ His name rang 'out
through the stillness, a cry of agony
wrung from her as she stooped and
laid her face to his, the marble cold of
it striking the chill of death to her in-
most heart.

Purple shadows were round his hol-
low eyes and pallid lips, and the ex-
pression of his face was that of grief
and fasting and illimitable sorrow.

She lifted his head from its resting-
place of snow, and, opening the flask,
tried to pour some brandy through the
stiff fixed mouth. But it trickled away
as from the lips of a dead man, and
no flicker of life showed in the eye-
lids nor in the immovable livid fea-
tures.

Still she would not abandon hope,
only she knew that if life was to be
restored, it must be with every aid of
skill, and that she was powerless alone
and on this frozen hill-top.

She took off her coat and wrapped
it round his head and shoulders, then

ran to the edge and scanned the de-

scent to the valley, in the fugitive
hope that some human being might be
abroad and able to answer her signal
for assistance.

Nothing but the unbroken whiteness
met her gaze, except where blue
smoke curled upwards from some
chimney, or sheep and cattle in their
pens, huddled together for warmth.

Then, with a leap of her pulses, she
descried a figure that moved along the
road from the village to the Manor;
and, waving to it frantically, she
prayed, ‘‘Oh, God! Make him see—
make him look up. God help me now
to save my Clive!”’ :

The figure halted, moved on again,
halted once more, and struck off the
road to the hill-side, leaping upwards
so quickly that she wondered at his
agility. Once he stopped, looked to

see if she was still there, and, waving

again, scrambled on, waist-deep some-
times in snow, but coming nearer with
a rapidity that seemed amazing.

She went back to Clive and tried
again to get some brandy between his
lips, laying her own warm face to his
and winding her arms round him in
the vain endeavour to infuse some of
her own vitality into his lifeless form.

Then back to the edge of the steep
once more, and now the climber wag
near enough to be plainly discernible,

Her heart stood still for one awful
instant, as she recognized the uniform,
and knew that this khaki-clad man
was in the Midlanders—Clive’s regi-
ment. :

What if the mistake about the
D.S.0. had been discovered, and this
orderly had been sent to Clive to tell
him that he must give it back and ac-
knowledge his cowardice to the world ¢

Did such things ever happen? she
wondered, and had cruel destiny, un-
tiring in its persecution of her, made
her the instrument of delivering up

Clive—or at least Clive’s memory—

to the scorn of everyone?

She tried to call out to the soldier
to ask him who he was and why he
had come to those parts, but her voice
had gone, and no sound would come
except in a husky whisper that he
could not hear.

She went back to Clive and knelt be-
side him, too anguished even to pray
waiting for what might come, hext
mind confused and almost benumbed.

The next thing she was conscious of
was the soldier’s approach, and a er
of amazement that was both joyful
and alarmed as he caught sight of the
recumbent form, and the face resting
in deadly stillness on Delvine’s arm.

“Why! It’s Lieutenant Ransome 1’
he said. ““My God! What’s come to
him? Don’t tell me he’s dead, Miss—
when I’ve come so far to seek him.’’

Delvine, with shaking hands, held
out the flask of brandy, and signed to
him to help her.

‘“‘Give him to me,’’ said the man,
throwing himself on his knees. ‘T

”

W
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saved a man who was drowned once—
I know what to do.”’

He spread the cloak out on the hard
snow and laid Clive gently down flat,
then, extending himself at full length
on the top of him, began the process
of artificial respiration.

He was a strong young man, with
a scar on his forehead and down one
cheek, that told of a ghastly wound
not very long healed. He worked un-
tiringly as though the strength and
will of ten men were within him, and
when at last a faint sobbing breath
answered his own from the lips be-
neath him, his eyes flashed such a
message of rapture that Delvine burst
into silent tears, and, turning away,
did not look again for a moment or
two. .

‘When she did, she heard a long deep
sigh tremble ‘through Clive’s parted
lips, and saw his eyes slowly open and
stare upwards.

““The flask, Miss—quick!’’ gasped
the soldier. ‘‘Hold it to his mouth,
but only let a drop come at a time—
moisten his lips with it; that’s best!”’

Five minutes more and Clive stir-
red, and, putting his hand to his head,
raised himself on one arm, and looked
at the Midlander, who lay, exhausted
now, by his side.

““Why, Dorley,’’ he said, in a hoarse
whisper.

““Yes, sir—Dorley as you saved out
of that hell-fire at Wypers—come to
thank you, sir, as soon as I got across
this side.”’

Clive closed his eyes, the deathly
look returning to his face. Delvine
flung herself on her knees beside him,
holding the flask again to his lips.

““Clive,”’ she said, ‘‘he has saved
your life—Dorley has—oh, don’t let
it slip again—Dorley says you saved
him.”’

Clive tried to turn from her. *‘I
ran away,’”’ he muttered.
““Ran away!’’ said Dorley. ‘I

-should think you did! Ran away with
me over your shoulder and the blood
streaming down both our faces and
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the shots sputtering around us like
hail. Ran till you dropped, which was
Jjust inside our own lines, and they
dragged us into the trenches! Why,
that’s what they gave you the D.S.0.
for, sir.”’

Cliyve lifted himself again, a great
light of illumination struggling with
disbelief in his face.

‘‘It wasn’t me, Dorley,”” he stam-
mered ; ‘‘there was a mistake, and I
got another fellow’s reward. I was a
coward.”’

Dorley leapt to his feet. ‘‘If you
say the word again, sir, I'll shoot my-
self. Do you think I could misfake
the man who picked me up when I was
down, and carried me right across that
murderous blaze? I was coming to
thank you, sir, never had the chance
before—and if I'd found you dead
and gone I'd have broken my heart
over it. It’s that damned shell that
took you out of your right head, like
many others.”’

The ineredulity in Clive’s face
slowly dispersed, and his eyes turned
to Delvine.

““My little girl!’’ he said.

Then Dorley put his arms around
him.

“I’ll hoist you over my shoulder,
same as you did to me, and carry you
down!”’ he said.

But Clive protested. ‘‘Help me
up!”’ he said, and strove to stand
upon his feet, which, however, refused
to support him.

‘“We must get him out of this and
warmed and fed,”” said Dorley.
‘‘Here, Miss, help me with him.”’

They managed together to get him
slung over Dorley’s shoulder, and be-
gan the toilsome descent. Half-way
down, two horsemen spied them and
came to their assistance, and in an-
other hour Clive was safely at the
Manor, lying on a couch before the
parlour fire, in warm clothing, with
steaming soup and wine before him,
while Delvine, utterly spent, yet su-
premely happy, sat beside him, with
the old lovelight in her eyes.
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THE NEW ERA IN CANADA

Edited by J. O. Miller.
M. Dent and Sons.

HILE Canadian armies
are fighting in Europe
;;3 for liberty and for de-
% fence, Canadian think-
ers at home are turning
their minds more seriously to the wel-
fare of the country all now realize
more than ever is worth preserving.
Among new publications embodying
thought of this kind, “The New Era
in Canada”, edited by J. O. Miller,
Principal of Ridley College, St. Cath-
arines, takes high place. Dr. Miller
has here a symposium to which some
of the most thoughtful Canadians
have contributed. The war and its
effect on the future of Canada plays
an important part in these essays,
and while somewhat varying views
are expressed, the whole effect is to
induee discussion and to encourage
leadership in a country whose politics
and social conditions are more than
ever in the crucible.

It is impossible to set down in a
brief review even a tenth of the in-
teresting suggestions and contentions
contained in this volume, but a few
will indicate their trend. ' Stephen
TLeacock, who writes in unusual de-
gree serious thought and the capacity
for humour, says in his essay, “De-
mocracy and Social Progress”, that
democracy must put down autocracy.
He adds:

We must manage to create as the first
requisite of our commonwealth a different
kind of spirit from that which has hither-
to controlled us. We must bring into be-
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ing somehow that last and greatest of
national assets, honest public opinion,
That is what we need. That is what we
have never had. We have gone
astray in the wilderness on the false esti-
mate that we have placed upon wealth and
mere pecuniary success. We have toler-
ated with a smile the bribery of voters
the corrupting of constituencies, the swol:
len profits of favoured contractors, the for-
tunes made in and from political life, the
honours heaped upon men with no other
recommendation to their credit than their
bank accounts. Our whole conception of
individual merit and of national progress
has been expressed in dollars and cents,

Sir Clifford Sifton, writing on “The
Foundations of the New Era”, dis-
cusses frankly certain features of nga-
tional life. He favours residence of
five years and a working knowledge
of the English language before grant-
ing the franchise to aliens, with g
permanent bar to citizenship against
Germans, Austrians, Turks and Bul-
garians. He advocates proportional
representation, civil service reform
and strict laws to secure purity in
elections. e also urges Senate re-
form by fixing the age limit at seventy-
five, and by adding as Senators, Lien-
tenant-Governors, Dominion Cabinet
Ministers and Provincial Premiers on
retirement, also representatives of
state universities. Sir Clifford would
make the amendment of the Constity-
tion easier, and, closing, demands
that parties get out of the ruts of the
last forty years and initiate construe-
tive legislation. ; .

Professor George M. Wrong takes
a hopeful view of the bi-lingual ques.
tion. Miss Marjory MacMurchy wants.
women trained in home-making ang
the rearing of children, their greatest
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employments. A. J. Glazebrook takes
the centralization view of Canada’s
future relations to the Empire, while
J. W. Dafoe favours an alliance of
the units largely on present lines. Sir
John Willison, Mrs. H. P. Plumptre,
Peter McArthur, Archbishop MeNeil,
Dr. Herbert Symonds, Sir Edmund
‘Walker, Frank D. Adams and Dr. J.
0. Miller also contribute.

B

CANADA THE SPELLBINDER

By Lmmian WaIiTING. Toronto: J. M.
Dent and Sons.

AFTER reading this book one has
to confess that the author has
proved the fitness of the title. But
('anada long has been a spellbinder.
In early days, long before it began
to develop with the touch of eciviliza-
tion, this great mysterious land at-
tracted daring and enterprising men,
cast a spell over them, a spell which,
indeed, is felt to-day by men and
women all over the world. Miss Whit-
ing begins her book with an account
of the exploits and adventures of
some of the early explorers and gives
a rapid survey of the early history
of Canada. The first chapter is en-
titled “The Creative Forces of Can-
ada”, and in it the author offers a
high tribute to educational opportuni-
ties in Canada. “While as a nation
she is not yet half a century old,”
Miss Whiting observes, “her educa-
tional privileges are recognized as
among the best in the world. Not a
single Province is without its fully-
equipped educational system. Free
publie schools, high schools, colleges
and universities abound. There are
already ' twenty-one universities in
Canada. The standard of instruction
is very high; the schools of applied
science, law, medicine and technical
instruction are among the best in the
world.” Then there are illuminating,
finely  descriptive and graphic chap-
ters on “Quebec and the Picturesque
Maritime Region”, “Montreal and Ot-
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tawa”, “Toronto the Beautiful”, “The
Canadian Summer Resorts”, “Cobalt
and the Silver Mines”, “Winnipeg
and Edmonton”, “On the Grand
Trunk Pacific”, “Prince Rupert and
Alaska”, “Prince Rupert to Van-
couver, Vietoria, Seattle, and the Gol-
den Gate”, “Canada in the Panama,
Pacific Exposition”, “Canadian Poets
and Poetry”, and “The Call of the
Canadian West”. Of itself alone the
chapter on Canadian poets and poetry
will be a revelation to many who have
regarded Canada as a country noted
for its great matural resources.

3%

THE BELGIAN MOTHER

By T. A. BRowNe. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.

THE cynic might say that not the
least of war’s disasters is the in-
crease in the output of minor poetry.
While some of the great hearts are
made mute by the clamour that is in
the world, the little hearts with
coarser strings vibrate multitudin-
ously. In newspaper, magazine and
book, on broadsheet, dodger and post
card is the song of the minor poet.
Mr. Browne is a minor poet. If
one is a cynie, few words will dismiss
him; one may say he is a Canadian
minor poet. If one is disposed to a
liking for minor poets and their little
songs, Mr. Browne may be tendered
a hearing and a criticism. Some of
his offerings are, to be sure, in the
langnage of the summer girl, ‘‘too
terrible for words”. This_piece is one
of them:

Citizens, your kind attention:
I desire here to mention .
We are sending thirty thousand of our
bravest to the war.
And they leave those to them nearest,
All they love, all they hold dearest—
Mothers, wives, and little children who
must be provided for.

At another place where te talks to
the aviators about “the free, unrutted
tracts of air” he has the poet’s au-
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thentic inspiration. “The Bells of
Belgium” is a readable pleasant bit
with musie in it. ‘.

But the lack of artistic diserimina-
tion which allowed Mr. Browne to in-
sert his photograph as frontispiece to
his volume is displayed throughout
the letterpress he offers to the publie.
Why do Canadian poets publish their
pictures in the front of their books
and a hodge-podge of piffle and real
splendidness throughout their books?
This is a great weakness of Canadian
minor poetry. It has fine emotion
and awkward expression. It has well-
turned expression and banality of
feeling. It is a kaleidoscope of beauty
and frightfulness. It manifests on
all its pages the lack of the schooling
of artistic restraint and the vivid
splendour, in flashes, of keen emotion.
As Canadians, we want the impress
of the cultivated mind upon the glow-
ing flow of our feelings.

Mr. Browne has a certain power to
freely manipulate words. But his
work seems strangely like an echo
from the classics of our tongue. He
has little originality of thought. He
lacks in most of his verses the poet’s
power to phrase words with potency.
He should wait ten years and then
publish these poems. Omne of them
might then stand in our literature.
In this volume Mr. Browne has made
no contribution.

HAMLET, AN IDEAL PRINCE

By ProFEssor ALEXANDER W, CRAW-
ForD. Toronto: The Copp, Clark
Company.

THE title of this book is a chal-

lenge. Any dogmatic statement
about Hamlet is a challenge. Profes-
sor Crawford sets out in the early
sentences of his preface to be specific
and to take all the risks of being orig-
inal. The result is pleasant and sug-
gestive writing. He discusses the two
famous Hamlet theories, the Goethe-
Coleridge theory which suggests that

Hamlet is the victim of a damning
procrastination, and the Klein-Wer.
der theory which sees Hamlet with
such external difficulties on his hands
in fulfilling the whole will of the
ghost that he is checked and diverted
almost to the verge of failure. Pro.
fessor Crawford - dismisses both of
these theories and along with them
certain other possibilities of the play.
He claims for Hamlet such carefully
studied and such high ideals and suel
patience in accomplishment that he
is Shakespeare’s ideal prince of the
nation. Hamlet’s care is to keep the
country free of revolution and wap,
According to Professor Crawford he
does it with unfailing skill and sedu]-
ous ability. He is not mad nor is he
a procrastinator. He is the Ideal
Prince. Professor Crawford Writes
so clearly that his ideas are easily
garnered by the reader. ;

The other Shakespearean studies in
the book are in similar style.

CHANGING WINDS

By St. Joux G. ERVINE. Toronto .
The Macmillan Company of Can-
ada.

HIS is a story of Ireland, espe-

cially Dublin, during the present
war. - It reveals the inner life motivesg
and characters of several young men
—as instances, a writer, an artist, ang@
a lawyer—all of whom are gradual-
ly, even if, as in one instance, against
their wishes, drawn into the great
conflict. Tts tendency is to show the
futility of placing much confidence
or hope in the prospects and amly.
tions of individuals, and ig, indeed
a fine illustration of the folly of every
man permitting himself. to feel, as
Kant discovered every man feels, that
he is the centre of the universe, While
it is a novel of war time, it ig not
about the war. Tt begins in Ulstep
goes quickly to Devonshire ; then from
Devonshire to Dublin, from Dublin
to London, and back again to Dublin

44
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It gives an account of the latest Irish
rebellion, and in all is the longest and
most ambitious novel that the author
of “Mrs. Martin’s Man” has yet given
us. Summing it up, one would say
that its philosophy is that old men
make war, but young men pay the
price. While it is an interesting book,
it would be more pleasant if the dia-
logue were not so free, not so redol-
ent of unsavoury remarks.
ES

PRIVATE GASPARD

By RENE BENJAMIN. Toronto: Me-
Clelland, Goodchild and Stewart.

ANYONE who fancies that he has

grasped the real spirit or atmos-
phere of war should read this living
palpitating book, a book that receiv-
ed the prize of the Académie Gon-
court at Paris and sold in hundreds
of thousands in France. The author
accepts his work with a fine sense of
its significance. He takes as his hero
Gaspard, a typical French tradesman,
and goes with him through all his ex-
periences of enlisting, marching, fight-
ing. He describes his first engage-
ments, his being wounded, his return
to the front, his loss of a leg, and
throughout it all his unfailing brav-
ery and gaiety. Gaspard epitomizes
France. In revealing his character
the author reveals the character of
England’s great ally.

£

LOUISBURG SQUARE

By RoeerT CUTLER. Toronto: The
Maemillan Company of Canada.

THE secene of this novel, the name

of which is its title, is located on
the slope of Beacon Hill, and is to-
day one of the quaintest spots in old-
time Boston. The author is a Boston-
ian, and the persons he deseribes and
introduces in his novel are mostly of
the refined, educated, highly-develop-
ed class that has made Boston fam-
ous. Rosalind Copley, the heroine of
the tale, is one of these, a fascinating
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heroine, just sufficiently different
from the dashing creatures of present-
day fiction to make her all the more
alluring.

3%

JERRY OF THE ISLANDS

By Jack LoNpoN. Toronto; The Mae-
millan Company of Canada.

IF this story can be accepted as the

last of the late Jack London, one
might observe that the author began
his spectacular literary career with
“The Call of the Wild”, a story of a
dog in northern, icebound regions,
and ended it with this story of a'dog
in southern seas. Like the first,
“Jerry” is an appealing tale, and the
dog himself, an Irish terrier, by the
way, is a splendid specimen, a real
dog, whose adventures and outlook
on life form a series of absorbing
chapters. The book is ecolouredful
and appealing, and should find a
place, with Rab and the gray dog of
Kenmuir, among the best fiction of

this kind.
3%

CANADA IN WAR-PAINT

By CAPTAIN Rarpa W. BeLn. Toron-
to: J. M. Dent and Sons.

ANDICAPPED as it is at the be-

ginning by an unworthy title,
this book nevertheless deserves to be
read for its racy, optimistic humour
and the peep it gives into the experi-
ences of a Canadian contingent on its
way to the front. Chapters such as
“Canvas and Mud”, “Tent Music”,
“Rattlesnake Pete”, “Mules”, “Sick
Parade”, “Batmen”, “Rations”, and
“Our Scout Officer” are all complete
in themselves, full of fun, excellent
characterization' and tent philosophy,
‘while in “Martha of Dranvoorde”,
which first appeared in The Canadian
Magazine, and “Minnie and ‘Family’ ”
are short stories of real merit. Taken
as a whole, this book, from the Cana-
dian standpoint, is one of the bright-
est yet published on the war.
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GERMANY—THE NEXT RE-
PUBLIC

By Carn W. AckErMAN. Toronto:
The Copp, Clark Company.

THIS book contains an abundance

of intimate and intensely inter-
esting and illuminating information
which the author, the aceredited re-
presentative of the United Press in
Germany, was unable to divulge until
he got safely out of Germany and on
American soil. At the beginning of
the book he charges the German Gov-
ernment with prearranging for the
war, or at least with having a know-
ledge of the countries with which she
was about to be at war, for he avows
that with his own eyes he saw in the
chief telegraph office in Berlin the fol-
lowing announcement from the Direc-
tor of Post and Telegraph:

Office of Imperial Post and Telegraph,
August 2nd, 1914.

Announcement No. 3.

To the Chief Telegraph Office:

From to-day on the post and telegraph
communications between Germany on the
one hand, and England, France, Russia,
Japan, Belgium, Ttaly, Montenegro, Servia,
Portugal on the other hand, are interrupted
because Germany finds herself in a state
of war.

This notice, which never was pub-
lished, shows that the man who direet-
ed the Post and Telegraph Service of
the Imperial Government knew on
the 2nd of August, 1914, who Ger-
many’s enemies would be. Of the
twelve enemies of Germany to-day
only the United States, Roumania and
Greece were not included. But at the
time the notice was posted Ttaly,
Japan, Belgium and Portugal had not
declared war.

The author confesses that before he
went to Germany he was in sympathy
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with the Germans. What he saw,
however, soon changed his opinions,
He deals largely with the negotiations
between the United States and Ger-
many, and illustrates how the German
Foreign Office struggled against Ad-
miral von Tirpitz, head of the navy,
in his submarine warfare. President
Wilson’s hesitancy, he points out, was
due to the fact that he knew that the
German Chancellor and the Foreign
Office did not wish to earry on the
ruthless submarine warfare proposed
and at length carried on by von Tjp-
pitz. The sinking of the Lusitaniq
was a deliberate act, perpetrated for
the very purpose of shocking the
world, and it was the Foreign Office
that attempted to moderate its effect
by warning Americans. Von Beth-
man-Hollweg stood between the ultrg.
aggressive element in Germany and
public opinion abroad, and President
Wilson knew that the Chancellor was
doing his utmost to keep the Uniteq
States out of the war. Mr. Ackerman
says that the Kaiser now is gambling
with his people’s nerves, and he at.
tempts to stimulate them with reports
of fresh victories. There have been
so many suicides that the newspapers
have been forbidden to record them
and domestic conditions in German3;
are described as being desperate. Ag
to Germany herself, the author says
that no American who admired or ye-
spected her at the beginning of the
war can support her any longer. Fop
“the Germany that produced Bach
Beethoven, Schiller, Goethe and othe;
great musicians and poets has disap-
peared. The musicians of to-day
write hate songs. The poets of to-
day pen hate verses. The scientists
of to-day plan diabolical instruments
of death”.
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WHEN SERVING REFRESHMENTS

—You will find that Ingersoll Cream Cheese will
enable you to make many delightful Delicacies.

(Ingersoll
S

is the purest and finest of Cream Cheese. Just

the thing for dainty sandwiches. Ask also for
Ingersoll Pimento and also Green Chile Cheese
10c and 15c a package.

MANUFACTURED BY

THE INGERSOLL PACKING Co., LTD.
INGERSOLL, ONT.
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A. SCHRADER’S SON INC.  =d Garsges

Price 50c Price 35¢
20-22 Hayter St., Toronto
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The Real Food for Humans

Eat whole wheat—the real food for humans—you
don’t have to live on corn in order that the Allies
may have wheat.

There is plenty of wheat for Americans and Allies—
but you must demand the whole wheat in all bread-
stuffs. Eat whole wheat for breakfast—eat it for every
meal—but be sure it is prepared in a digestible form.

Shredded Wheat Biscuit

is 100 per cent. whole wheat prepared in a digestible
form—something that cannot be said of ordinary whole
wheat flour bread.

Shredded Wheat is whole wheat thoroughly steam-
cooked, then drawn into fine, filmy shreds, then twice
baked in coal ovens. Nothing is thrown away—every
particle 1s retained, including the outer bran coat which
is so useful in keeping the bowels healthy and active.

Two or three of these CTiSp,
brown loaves of baked whole
wheat with milk and sliced
bananas, or other fruits, make
a nourishing, strengthening,
satisfying meal at a cost of 1

few cents.
Made in Canada by

THE CANADIAN SHREDDED WHEAT COMPANY, LIMITED
Niagara Falls, Ontario Toronto Office : 49 Wellington St. East

.
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Quick and Easy

—no work at all to serve
Grape-Nuts food.

You open the package,
and there it is—ready to
eat—crisp and delicious!

Grape-Nuts

is easy to digest, full of rich
nourishment, economical—

Ideal food for
hot weather!
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Robinson’s “Patent” Groats
Should Be Used

For Baby when eight or nine months old. Made in
the form of a thin gruel combined with three parts milk
and one part water it is a perfect food.}

If the child ha been reared on

. R L ”
Robinson’s ‘“Patent” Barley

until it has reached the!above age, Groats and milk
should be given alternately with ** Patent Barley, as it
tends to promote bone and muscle.

For the Invalid and the Aged, in cases of influenza,
a bowl!l of hot gruel taken in bed at night produces a
profuse perspiration helping to drive the cold out of
the system. Taken by the aged at night it premotes
warmth and sleep.
™ Our free booklet ‘“ Advice to Mothers” tells all about
how to feed, clothe and care for infants and children,

MAGOR, SON & CO,, Limited

Sole Agents for Canada

191 St. Paul St. W, 30 Church St
Montreal Toronto
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TRADE

Known the world over as the mark

which identifies the best of cutlery
Look for it on every blade. :g:

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited &
CurrLers T0 His Majesty .::

SHEFFIELD . - . ENGLAND




You hear a disconcerting noise in the night.
first thought is for a light.

Your

The best light is the one which is ready, instantly.

You have but to press the switch of an Eveready
DAYLO to release a powerful, searching, streak of light
that cuts darkness like a knife.

That’s much easier than fumbling for matches and wiser,
too, because electric light cannot cause fire.

Sleep’ with an Eveready DAYLO under your pillow.
You’'ll feel safer. You'll be safer.

Eveready DAYLO'S are equipped with TUNGSTEN
batteries, the only battery that is long-lived, economical and
always dependable. Specify this make when your battery
must be renewed.

Eveready DAYLO'S are made in 77 styles, at prices
from 85 cents up and sold by the better electrical, hardware,
drug, sporting goods and stationery stores everywhere.

Canadian National Carbon Co., Limited

Toronto,

Ontario

Dont ask Fr a Fashlzht

get an Eveready DAYI_O
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The light t/zat says

Yhere it is. £

—when
lurks under
cover of dark-
ness,

danger

_U)IICHYOU vegot
to find the per-
oxide, quick !

—when the dark
hides the land-
ing from view.

—whcn youlosea
key, a coinor a
ring in the dark.

—_— whcn your tent
stakes pull out
in a rain storm.

—-when some one
stops you on a
lonely road.

—uwhenever you
need safe, sure,
portable light—
indoors or out—
you need an

Eveready

’f
,1
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The top of each can 1s marked as
above.

In ¥4, 1 and 2 Ib. Tins. Never sold in Bulk.
CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL. 189

If you make your coffee in
a percolator, ask your grocer for
SEALL. BRAND COFFEE

CLARK S SPAGHETTI

WITH TOMATO SAUCE AND CHEESE

A highly nutritious and partic-
ularly appetizing dish.

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

circulating in Canadian and
BRITISH channels.

W. CLARK, LIMITED, MONTREAL
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The Office Specialty “800 Line” of Vertical Files—
our new improved style—efficient, durable, attractive.

L N}idln‘lli"‘x‘LmiHNE!1Ziiﬁil?l[!ﬂ”ﬂ!iﬂlllimihy
&

/H/EIN

HE Office Specialty “Direct Name'' System has a positive check against
errors in filing, and combines all of the advantages of alphabetical index-
ing with those of numerical filing.

While correspondence is found by alphabetical subdivision—(in fact folders
with correspondence may be found by direct reference to the name on the
Folder Tab), refiling is done by reference to the number of the index which corre-
sponds with that on the folder. You may hesitate or be confused by an
alphabetical subdivision, but never by a number.
Speed with accuracy of filing is therefore a certainty by the ““Office Specialty”
Direct Name System.

Ask for Folder No. 1862. You should also have our new, big

Filing Equipment Catalog, ~No. - 1825. cAsk for a copy.

Made in Canada and sold exclusively by

§) FFICE SPECIALTY MFG. (0.

Largest Makers of Filing Devices and Office Systems in the British Empire
Home Office and Factories: NEWMARKET, ONT.

9 Filing Equipment Stores:
Toronto, Montreal, Ottawa, Halifax, Hamilton, Winnipeg, Regina, Edmonton, Vancouver
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NO MORE
GRAY HAIR!

The free trial bottle of MARY
T, GOLDMAN’S HAIR COLOR
RESTORER proves how quickly
gray hair disappears when this
sclentific restorer is used. Simply ap-
plied with special comb; leaves hair
clean, fluffy and natural; does not in-
terfore with washing. Make this test
on a lock of hair and you will never
accept a cheap imitation. Then buy
a full sized bottle from your druggist
or direct from me. But be
sure that the bottle you buy is
| the real Mary T. Goldman's.
Send for trial bottle
today and say whether
your hair is naturally
black, dark brown,
medium brown or
light brown. If pos-
sible, send a Jock in
your letter.
Mary T. Goldman

X 62 Temperance Bt.,
Toronto, Can.

721 Goldman Bldg.,

Bt. Paul, Minn,

Established 50 Yearg

Free
Trial
Bottle
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Productive Investments

The Excelsior has always been in
the front in interest earnings.

During the past twenty years the
Excelsior has earned on its mean in-
vested assets an aver-
age annual rate of over
61 per cent.

As only 3 per cent.
interest on some con-
tracts, 34 per cent.
4§ %, on the remainder has
A./?’r'V‘«‘i'f}to be earned in order
to carry out the Company’s obliga-
tions, Excelsior Policy-holders are
thus assured of good returns on their
investment.

EXCELSIOR
msurance L | F E comrany

Head Office—EXCELSIOR LIFE BLDG., TORONTO
Pamphlet on request

PS04 90009000000000000000000046060044

THE NEW BIG FLAT BOX
Janongs Gjouring Special

An Assortment of Chocolate Covered—Brazil Nuts, Burnt Almonds,
Nougatines, Milk Checolates, Almontinos and Maple Walnuts

C:'janorg’s Chocolates

1900000000040 0e; 22
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Esterbrook s

STEEL PENS

THE MOST POPULAR PEN IN CANADA

Ne. 048. Falcon, The most popular pen in use
for General Buuneu purposes.

S FAR.ESTERBROOK&CO'S
&, EASY WRITER

dence pen.

- RszSRooncos
cﬂl’JOUBLE ELASTIC !

No. 135, Double Eluhc —Medium fine elastic
action. Very popular.

R ESTERBROOK& CO'S
Sy BANK PENy

No. 239. Clnncollor —A mednum stub pen much
liked for back-hand writing.

No. 1170. Lndiu ——A small, fine pomted pen.

No. 313.—Probat —Allrge grossing pen; long
nib, medium point.

No. 442. .hck-on Slub —A very popuhr stub
pen, Falcon shape,

= .esluoonco‘s
M. O MANIFOLD PEN.

No. 460. Manifold.—For manifold copying.

These are a few of the most popular lines. For sale by
e all stationers.

BROWN BROS. LIMITED

SOLE AGENTS FOR CANADA

SIMCOE AND PEARL STS,, TORONTO

STOP!

Paring Corns is
Dangerous

ND so are harsh liquids.
The only safe way is
Blue-jay.

If you want instant relief,
if you want to end your corns
in 48 hours, use the gentle
Blue-jay. Last year millions
of corns were ended in this
quick, easy way.

Most cases require but

one treatment. A very small
, percentage require a second
' or third treatment.
Touchy corns are need-
less, and it is needless to
risk dangerous ways to get
rid of them,

Decide now to gain utter
freedom from your corns.
Purchase a package of Blue-
jay Plasters at your drug-
i gist's.

o You gaininstant relief, and

in 48 hours your corn may

be removed without pain.
BAUER & BLACK, Limited

Toronto, Canada
Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc,

s

Blue-jay
Stops Pain — Ends Corns

Sold by all Druggists
Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters

s %
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// Children a War
Savings Certificate.

ET them feel that they are Canada’s
partners — that they have each a
definite share in the stern struggle—

the certain vitory—and the free and glorious future.

Encourage them to save and buy Certificates
themselves! You’'ll be developing their patriotism,
their thrift and their business sense—for Canadian War
Savings Certificates offer absolute security and excellent
interest return. More important still, you will be

guaranteeing their future, for every dollar
lent to Canada helps win the war.

For each $21.50, $43 or $86 lent
now, the Government issues a Certificate,
payable in three years, for $25, $50 or
$100. This means that interest is added
atover 5% per annum. _Certificates may

be purchased at any Bank or Money
Order Post Office.

For the sake of Canada and your
children, save and invest in War Savings

Certificates.
The National Service Board of Canada,
OTTAWA. 27
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This Task
Need not be Disagreeable

You can clean the toilet bowl quickly
and easily if you do it with

Sani-Flish

Just sprinkle a little of this unique
cleanser into the bowl every few days.
You won’t need to dip out the water or
scour the bowl to make it snowy white.
Sani-Flush goes after stains and makes
them disappear. It also reaches and
cleans the trap. When this unseen part
is clean, the source of offensive odors is
removed.

You need Sani-Flush if your home has a toilet bowl,
It should be used regularly in all buildings—hotels, hos

pitals, offices, factories and such—where toilet bowls are in
stalled. Sani-Flush will not injure the bowl or connections,

Ask Your Dealer

If he can’t supply you, write

Harold F. Ritchie & Co., Limited

10-12-14 McCaul Street
Toronto -  Ontario

Representing Tug Hrvcienic Propucrs Company,
Canton, Ohio

The trap
which you
can't clean
except with
Sani-Flush
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As good as the
Finest Imported
Brands.—None
Better.

This New Ginger Ale of
O’Keefe's is the same
type as the famous im-
ported brands. It is
quite dry—with a most
delightful flavour.

rteeféss

SPECIAL PALE DRY

GINGER
ALE

is only one of the many
delicious beverages, put up
under the

0. K. BRAND

Belfast Style Ginger Ale,
Ginger Beer, Cola, Sarsapa-
rilla, Lemon Sour, Cream
Soda, Lemonade, Orangeade,
Special Soda.

Order a case from
your dealer. 517

0’ Keefe’s, Toronto

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
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THE USE OF

SHORTTYPING

is expanding steadily because it is in harmony
with the spirit of the day—the movement
toward higher efficiency; the economy of time
and of materials. :

It is 4 system of abbreviated writing that
can beé written with pen, pencil, or any type-
writer. When written with pen or pencil it
is invaluable as a time-saver for the personal
use of employers and executives, because
founded on the longhand alphabet. Where
this system is used, the typewriter performs
the work of two machines, being lfsed asa
high-speed writing machine on which rapid
dictation is recorded with higher efhcnex}cy
than by any known method of recording
rapid speech with a pen. y

After two and a half years of use, during
which the system has gone through the acid
test, an enlarged and improved course of
graded lessons has just been published to
meet the increasing demand for the art,

A copy of this work should be a part ‘
of your office or library Equipment |

Full details and descriptive circular furnished upon
receipt of request.

Blue Star Publishing Company
261 Broadway New York, N.Y.

r

Lift Cornsout
with Fingers

A few drops of Freezone

applied directly upon a ten-

der, aching corn stops the

soreness at once and soon

the entire corn or callus
0 loosens and can be lifted
off with the fingers without
even a twinge of pain.

Freezone

Removes hard corns, soft corns, also
corns between the toes and hardened
calluses. Does not irritate or inflame
the surrounding skin or tissue. You
feel no pain when applying it or after-
ward.

Women! Keep a small bottle of
|Freezone on your dresser and never
et a corn ache twice.

Small bottles can be had at any
drug store in Canada

THE EDWARD WESLEY CO., Walkerville, Ont.

PRINTING AND
BOOKBINDING

We number among our Cus-
tomers the largest consumers
of printed matter in Canada.

No job too large and none
too small.

Let us figure on your next job.

T. H. BEST PRINTING CO.

LIMITED

200-206 Adelaide St. W,, Toronto

A safe and palatable laxative
for children

Mrs. Winslow's
Soothing Syrup

Absolutely Non-narcotic

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

By checking wind colic and correcting in-

estinal troubles common with children during

the period of teething, helps to produce
natural and healthy sleep.

Soothes the fretting baby and
thereby give relief to
the tired mother.
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efé/ecz’w yzzr Car

Beauty of design; luxurious appointments, quality of upholstery and finish;
comfort and complctencss of equipment all are important features to be
considered in deciding which car to buy. In all these qualities McLaughlin
cars*compare favorably with cars much higher in price v
But in the vital thing—motor efficiency—McLaughlin cars excell. The
McLaughlin valve-in-head motor develops more power with the same fuel
consumption than any other type of motor of the same bore and stroke.
This established fact proven by records of eight years’ service in Canada
has given the McLaughlin an enviable reputation for POWER, EFFICIENCY
and ECONOMY.

In selecting motor cars Canadian® motorists have learned to consider the
records of models previously built by the manufacturer. That's why the
ene most popular car in Canada is the

M LAUGHLIN

@aﬁaa”mfc/’fapafmn” ("ar

FACTORIES AND OFFIOES OF

(The McLAUGHLIN MOTOR CAR CO., Limited
OSHAWA, ONTARIQO
Send for a free copy of our catalogue illustrating our touring
and roadster models of fours and sixes at $910 upward
12 BRANCHES IN LEADING CITIES FROM COAST TO COAST. DEALERS EVERYWHERE

Canada’s Standard Car

j L R TR I T J L m — :
L] — .--.i-------.----------------------------------—-----'—'-'-3.‘|‘|,_Y_\!
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An Important Announcement to Motor Car Buyers

The Car De Luxe

OF THE SMALL CAR CLASS

THE NEW DESIGN

Four Ninety A CHEVROLET 37502

F,0.B. 0SHAWA, ONT.

A really beautiful small car equipped with every
desirable appointment for comfort and convenience.

NOTE EXCLUSIVE FEATURES:

Yacht Line Body, extremely graceful. Selegtive Sliding Gear Transmission

Finished in Rich Chevrolet Green, ;V(::‘e three speeds forward and re-
Sy strlped'. Powerful, efficient valve-in-head mo-

Demountable Rims. i

Sloping Windshield. Speedometer, ammeter, oil indicator,

One-man Mohair, Tailored Top. ligh.t equipment, robe I'ailz foot rail,

New design front and rear fender radiator splash guard gives front
skirts. of car a conventional appearance,

pile carpet on tonneau floor, pockets

in all doors, hand pads on doors,

running-boards linoleum covered,

Blectrie Lighting and Starting Sys- aluminum bound, non-skid tires on
tem. rear wheels.

CALL ON YOUR NEAREST CHEVROLET DEALER SEE THIS NEW CAR AT ONCE
SEND FOR A NEW CATALOGUE

CHEVROLET MOTOR CO. of CANADA Limited
OSHAWA, ONT.

WESTERN PARTS AND DISTRIBUTING BRANCH: REGINA, SASK.

Tire Carrier designed with Tail Lamp
and License Bracket Attachment.
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"Most Envied Tires in all America’
o |

DUNLOP TIRES"

“Special Tread” - ““Traction Tread”

“The Winning Pair”
f]] Note the depth and width of those

‘V""-shaped corrugations of *‘ Tractions.”
Watch them as they get in some “fine
play” on slippery roads.- Then, again,
ask your friends about the consistency

IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIINIIID)

and reliability of that other surpassing ‘

Maximum Dunlop product, “Special." Masters A
Mileage 9 You'll enjoy motoring most, and en- y A
d counter tire upkeep the least, if you use th A

an either “Traction” or ““Special.” e ,':f
Safety “The only real Anti-skids”’ Road A
L T '\

2>

Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods Co.,

A
Limited ;:‘

HEAD OFFICE AND FACTORIES: TORONTO 2
BRANCHES : g:

Victoria, Vancouver, Edmonton, Calgary, Saskatoon, Regina, Winnipeg,
sLondon, Hamilton, Toronto, Ottawa, Montreal, St. John, Halifax.

Makers of High-Grade Tires for Automobiles, Motor Trucks, Bicycles, Motorcycles and
Carriages; and High-Grade Rubber Belting, Packing, Fire Hose and General
Hose, Dredge Sleeves, Military Equipment, Mats, Tiling, Heels and Soles,

Cements, Horse Shoe Pads and General Rubber Specialties. A. 81

DIIIIIIIDIDD
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NOW

—a hot, sultry day was something
T}(lf-nbr endured, since it could not be
cured.
% ow—there is a cure. :
motor car bas turned the “‘cross
r?i:\  into days of comfort for the whole
family. = B
here is a car—the new lipht weig
\’{c\l'illvn Six—which will gladden the
hearts of the six cylinder enthusiasts—
and of the discriminating who have not

yet found just the car they have
wanted.

The body design isnew. Long, sweeping
graceful lines distinguish it as one of
the year's advanced models. It's a
perfect beauty.

Your wife will fall'inilove with it on sight.
Don't lét her see it until you have made
up your mind to buy. For after one
look shell give you nopeace until you

do buy.

Willys-Overland, Limited

Seven Passenger

$1815

Club Six $1815

Sedan Body also furnished
on this chassis

All pricesf.o0.b. point
of shipment subjeetto
. change withoul notice

The Willy's Six is the Six for you,

It has greater power; lighter weight ; is
unusually roomy. very eeonomical and
extremely handsome.

You'll be surprised at its' wonderful per-
formance, but its price will be even a
greater surprise.

$1815—complete.

See the Willys-Overland dealer now for
early delivery.

Willys-Knight and Overland Motor Cars and Light Commercial Waggons
Head Office and Works, West Toronto, Ont.

“
——— e ———————————
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A Satisfactory Range

‘“Pandora’’ Ranges never disappoint the cook,
Also they last longer, maintain a more even
temperature, use less fuel and require less
attention than any other range you can buy.
Write for free illustrated booklet.

M<Clarys
PANDORA RANGE

LONDON TORONTO MORTREAL WINNIPEG VANCOUVER
ST. JOHN, N.B, HAMILTON CALGARY
SASKATOON EDMONTON

L@Oez‘em'gj

Your correspondence should convey
precisely the same impression as
everything else you do.  Therefore, your notes and letters should
be written on dainty stationery. :

EMPRESS LOUISE PAPETERIES
are of the daintiest. :
Supplied in delicate tints of green and azure as well as white,

e Ask your Stationer for a Box

) . d & o
gree  Barber-Ellig e
Toronto. Cnnnéz\ .




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 35

—— |MADEIN CANAD

Beauty, Convenience,
Durability

THESE THREE POINTS ARE ESSENTIAL

If you are to get the utmost service and satisfaction from your bookcases, the
way to get them is to insist on the world-famous ‘“Macey’’ sectional cases when
fitting out your library.

THE
TARTCRAFT”

probably more than any other one design,
has caught the popular favor for use in
Canadian jhomes, owing to its beautiful
simplicity of outline and its graceful propor-
tions, which have that quiet and restful ap-
pearance so desirable in a bookcase. These
cases are made in the full size as illustrated,
and also in three-quarter size, 35 inches

wide, without the centre division as used in

R - the full size shown in illustration.
5814 ins. high, 48 ins. wide, 12} ins. deep.

Send for our ‘“: acey Style Book.”” We
mail it to you absolutely free of charge

This beautifully-illustrated book gives you full informatior.) about the Macey sectional cases as
well as much other information of interest, and should be in the hands of every book-owner.

No matter whether you have a few books or a large number, we can supply just the case you
need at the price you can afford to pay.

For Sale by all leading Furniture Dealers

; EANADA FJRNITUREMANUFACTURERS

LIMITED

WOODSTOCK. ONTARIO.
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CANADIAN NATIONAL EXHIBITION
Aug. 25—TORONTO—Sept. 10

1867 - Fiftieth Anniversary of Canadian Confederation - 1917
1200 — JUBILEE SPECTACLE — 1200

Performers Performers
Super-Climax in Spectacular Pageantry

Mobilization of National Resources
Canada’s Industries and Products at a Glance

National Motor Show—First Display of 1918 Models
Fine art exhibit from Persia, France, Italy, United States and Canada
Innes’ and a score of other Leading Bands.
Scores of New Features

World's Largest Annual Exhibition—364 Acres of Inspiration and Recreation
Reduced Fares and Excursions on all lines of travel,

e —
e ——

OU would find it a decided convenience to
centralize your purchases of office supplies—

and perhaps an economy as well. Every require-
We have a 250 page cata-
posal — typewriters, desks log of general office supplies
and furniture, stationery and accessories. A copy
(blank books, ledgers, etc.), ==& 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

ment is here at your dis-

United Typewriter Company, Limited
Underwood Building, 135 Victoria Street, Toronto

AND IN ALL OTHER CANADIAN CITIES

§
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Century Country Life in America
Scribner’s The Canadian

Write to these advertisers.

EL'RESORT:

APPEARING MONTHLY IN
Everybody's
Worid's Work

Field & Stream

ERE-TO-
o .
LTRAVEL-DEPARTMENT, .o
Harper's

Two Million Copies — Fifteen Million Readers Monthly
Ask Where-to-go Bureau, 8 Beacon Street, Boston,

Review of Reviews

ELEVENTH YEAR

Red Book

Mass., for re'iable travel information and advice

social life.

THE BATTLE CREEK SANITARIUM

AWAY FROM WAR AND WORRY

Have you been wondering where you could enjoy a few weeks of
real rest away from war and worry ?
The greatest Health Resort in the world is located in Battle Creek, a quiet, inland
city in picturesque Michigan.

Here you find real “ rest”” and seclusion, a delicious dietary, health-building baths
and treatments, ample facilities for outdoor diversions and a delightfully informal

The benefit of a week or two of rest and health-building under ideal conditions
must be experienced to be appreciated.

Write now for free Vacation Booklet.
BOX 109-A

MAINE

" BAR HARBOR

Maine's Greatest Coast Resort
%o other summer resort in the world
hi such a wonderful combination nl:
ocean and mountain scenery. 18-holg
f course.
‘olWrile for Illustrated Booklet.
Bar Harbor Information Bureau

“WILLIAMSTOWN MASS.

New garage.
S5 v Hotel Greylock ™"cuif
Y Williamsto wn, Mass. seventycars.

* «whe Village Beautiful”
write Henry N.Teague for Booklet & Rates
e .-

‘CANADA
ODGE and cottages,
wUR L " h(;utl]vy. fN. S.
8, mosquitos and hay fever.
m '—R':nme Boating, Bathing, Fishing.
Garage. W

rite for booklet.

MAINE
JANANICHE
LO(;)LGAE & CAMPS

Pamous salmon fiy-fishing is
now in full swing in Grand
Lake & Stream. All comforts.
Booklet. W. G. Rose, Grand
Lake Stream. Me. o4

e
MOUNTAINVIEW HOTEL &
COTTAGES. Rangeley Lake.
Pishing All sports Moddrn
conveniences Booklet. L. G.
Bowley, Mountainview, Me
Bowley, O ———

m Estates
Sebasco, M

O

ity a fn 10 FAMOUS MAGA-
7 -'r,s':n'}‘,h‘&?y. More than 2 000,000 copies
n‘f7 aching more than lb,tx):t;m;n htrnglt l(:-:l,z

¢ isely your kind of people.
pects. Prec

~_CANADA

in the

Canadian Pacific Rockies

Walk, Climb, Ride in the Saddle

over the high mountain trails;

Drive or Coach through glorious
days in the heartof

America’s

““Fifty Switzerlands”
Warm Sulphur Pools for Bathing.
Good Fishing. Excellent Golfing.

Your home in the magnificently

appoin

Banff Springs Hotel
An important link in the
World's Greatest Highway,
Offers gay social diversion, music,
promenades, dancing.
Liberal stop-over privileges.

Canadian Pacific R'way
Write for information on Tour Xo. 207
F. R. Perry, General Agent,

Pass. Dept., Canadian Pacific Railway
1231 Broadway, New York City.

SEATTLE WASH.

HOTEL BUTLER !wesn

roomas,
Cafe without peer. Center of things. Taxi fare 2b¢
Rooms $1.00 up; with bath 82 00up. Heme comforts
%0 _the traveler A. CHESHIRE MITCHELL, Mgr

____BROOKSIDE W. VA.

BROOKSIDE INN AND COTTAGES

On the top of the Allegheny Mountains, Altitude
2,500 feet. The most ideal mountain resort in
America. 10 miles from Oakland, Md., on the B. &
0. R. R. 18 years under same management. Apply
l:!)vm-kl»l. E. J. Kirkpatrick, R F.D., Oakland, Md

__OCONOMOWOC Wis.,
Home for the aged. A limited numbex
of cases. Childishness or old ladies and
zgnth}mlanhn( good éamlly find a suitable
cheerfu ome an 4
excellentattention at Waldllelm Pll’k
Oconomowoe, Wis, For particulars address
.\llss'.\lar,\'rb.»hlrd. Matron.

Where-to-go forms for Sept. close Aug. 1

MAINE
TITUS HOME CAMPS
Vacationist, Canoeist, Fisher-
men, Hunters. Booklet. G.
W. Ceoper, Eagle Lake, Me,

York Camps
Loon Lake, Me. Elvn. 2,500 ft.,
Facing 2 mile lake. Private
cabins, bath. Fishing. Garage.

WISCONSIN
Keewatin for Boys. Summer
session of Keewatin Academy.
Separate camp for Girls. Ad-
dress Registrar, Prairie du
Chien, Wis.

NEW ORLEANS, LA.

HOTEL DE SOTO

MILLION DOLLAR HOME

VISIT THE CANADIAN NATIONAL EXHIBITION

August 25th——TORONTO——September 10th

«GURD’S” Ginger Ale “GURD’S” Caledonia Water

There is_nothing quite like either, for both are * THE BEST

CHARLES GURD & CO., Limited -

- MONTREAL
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The Highlands of
Ontario

The most glorious spot on the American Continent for your
vacation, Cast aside the cares of business and roam in Nature's
garden. Thousands of square miles of woods, lakes and streams,
all undefiled by the relentless march of indastry. Where: the
fisherman can thrill to the death fight of the muskie, the bass and
theTtrout! Where swimming, boating, camping are everything
they should be to give you That Perfect Vacation. Breathe
in health and vigor in the pure air of the pine and spruce grown
hills, 2,000 feet above sea level.

Reached easily on through trains via the Grand Trunk System.
For full details see or write J. QUINLAN, D.P.A., Bonaventure
Station, Montreal, Que. C. E. HORNING, D.P.A., Union Sta-
tion, Toronto, Ont.
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“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RITE-HITE’ WARDROBE
TRUNKS

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 ot wardrobes, and apparel travels
in it with as little"risk of crushing as it would right on
the ‘‘hangers” or in the ‘“Chest of Drawers” in the home.

(Have it demonstrated in the store, or write for special booklet.)

$332 to $902°

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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ALASKA

Follow the
Gold Seekers’ Trail

to this wonderful land of the mnorth.
Know the lure of its fjords, snow-capped
mountains, blue-green glaciers, rivers and
tumbling cascades, Indian villages and
totem poles. Thrill with its awakening
to a mighty commercial life.

Travel luxuriously by the splendidly
appointed

Canadian Pacific “Princess” Liners
including the
S. S. Princess Charlotte

Sailing northward, 1,000 miles along the
protected “inside passage.”
Make your reservations early and secure choice
accommodation.
W. B. HOWARD
District Passenger Agent,
Toronto, Ontario

Canadlan Pacific Railway
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5
You will be amply repaid.

Convenient Train Service,
Summer Tourist Fares.

“anadian

SEE THE

Northern Rockies

en route to the PACIFIC COAST

by the Natural Wonders of Jasper Park
and Mount Robson, Monarch of the Range

For through tickets, information and ourhandsome Mountain Booklet apply to nearest C.N.R.
Agent or General Passenger Dept., Montreal, Que., Toronto, Ont., an

SANARIAN _NORIHERN RAILWAY

Winnipeg, Man,

[ —

QUEBEG GENTRAL RAILWAY

The only line running through Pullman
sleeping cars between

Quebec and Boston
d

Quebec and New York

and through Pullman Parlor cars between

Quebec and Portland

passing through the heart of

The White Mountains

Dining car service on all trains

For timetables and further information
apply to

J. H. Walsh, E. O. Grundy,

Agent
General Manager Gen. Passenger Ag
SHERBROOKE, QUE.

GENUINE DIAMOND

CASH OR CREDIT

Terms 207, down and $, $2, 83
weekly. We trust any honest person.
Wrile for Calalogue to-day
JACOBS BROS., Diamend Imperters
15 Torento Arcade TORONTO, Can.

Wz

Sofa pecial tools required.
] fnieiasdemsyes FREE BOOK
:-nedbment. Motorcycles, all makes, new

free
nd -hand, §35 and up.
SHAW MANUFACTURING co.,
Dept 200 GALESBURG, EANS., U.8.A,

AFTER - Is for Tired E
THE Mur'ne Rsed ?i';'cs!.Sﬂrg {::;
MOVIES —Granulated Eyelids
Rests—Refreshes—Restores

Murine is a Favorite Treatment for Eyes that feel dry and
smart. Give your Eyes as much of your loving care as
your Teeth and with the same regularity. Care ?or them.
YOU CANNOT BUY NEW EYES!
Murine Sold at Drug, Toilet and Optical Stores
Ask Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago, for Free Book
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One of The Faculty of

Applied Science in Toronto University |

after exhaustively examining every make of Player Piano, paidjus a
high and appreciated compliment by purchasing a

CECILIAN PLAYER PIANO
for his own use.

This is but another case in which the Cecilian Player Piano has,
by its wonderful merit, won worthy recognition. The Cecilian
Player Piano is manufactured in Canada and is distributed through-
out the civilized world. :

There are Six Particular Features which make the Cecilian
Player Piano distinctive and supreme. Perfect Tone, Easy Oper-
ation, Complete Control, Perfect Compression, Durability, Beauty
of Design.  This combination can only be found in the Cecilian Ail
Metal Action Player Piano.

CECILIAN UPRIGHT PIANOS ARE CONVERTIBLE

If you wish to change your Cecilian Upright into a Player Piano
at any time, the Player Action may be installed quickly. The
Cecilian Upright Pianos are specially built with sufficient space and
supports to receive the Player Actions,

Write for catalogue and full information concerning Cecilian
All Metal Action Player Pianos and Cecilian Upright Pianos.

THE CECILIAN COMPANY, LIMITED

247 Yonge Street, Toronto

S
W ESTIRNSHENR OB 5. S

cJONS)

~'\<_-‘)T<\\ Y "-ﬁ&a in
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CANADA

Put Your Hand To The Plow!

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

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

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

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

or

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

O—
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ASK Our Local Dealer

When installed according to plans furnished
by us, the Sunshine Furnace will heat your
home comfortably, healthfully and economic-
ally. Ask our local dealer to tell you how
it’s done, or write for free booklet.

M<Clarys
SUNSHINE FURNACE

LONDON TORONTO MONTREAL WINNIPEG VANCOUVER
ST. JOHN, N.B. HAMILTON CALGARY
SASKATOON EDMONTON

AFCER | oot

Known and
Everywhere only

for Quality :
Quality is one of the chief G e nUI n e

essentials in every Jaegar
Garment and it is on quality
that the reputation of Jaeger
Pure Wool has been built Beware of
throughout the British Em-
pire. One of the leading [mitaﬁms SO[d

scientific authorities on tex-
tiles in England devotes his on ﬂ\‘ Mcrttl

entire time and attention to Of
keeping up the Jaeger stan-
dard of quality.

For sale at Jaeger Stores and Agencies throughout :
the Dominion 317 MI N ARD s
A fully illustrated catalogue free on application
Sanitary Woollen
DR. JAEGER 370" CO. LIMITED
Toronto Montreal Winnipeg

British ““founded 1883 ”. |
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Maintaining a Standard

There is a standard that nat-
urally obtains in the selection

of magazines for the home.

It is the same standard that
obtains in the selection of

magazines for advertising.

And it is the same that pro-
duces continuously increased
sales of standard advertised

products.

The Canadian Magazine has
been published for over twenty-
four years and has established
a standard which it has main-
tained for the service of both

reader and advertiser.

PSR S

‘
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“Thats the make of silver-

plate that we received
when we were married,
and we still have some
that was mothers”

i

t the best stores you will be offered
to-day as the leading brand of silver
plate” the same make that merchants

of fifty years and more ago recommended
to their customers.
It is quite the proper thi sg to start housekeeping

with 1847 ROGERS BRos.“Silver Plate that Wears”
Sold with an unqualified guarantee made possible by
the actual test o(} over 03 years. 4 "

At leading dealers. Send for illustrated Catalogue F-23

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Limited

HAMILTON, CANADA
MERIDEN, CONN. NEW YORK CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO
The World’s Largest Makers of Sterling Silver and Plate
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This Trade-Mark Protects
Consumers

This is the red, white and green package
which you have been buying for over eleven

/(d/ayj"’

CORN FLAKES

.The increasing sales, year by year, prove that their good
qualities have been kept up to the standard since the beginning,
and are appeciated by Canadians.

To be sure you get Kellogg's
Toasted Corn Flakes, insist on
this package. It is the onginal.
Refuse all substitutes.

. MADE IN CANADA

Head Office and Factory: LONDON, ONT. 3




Pure. and inviting in appearance—
Fairy Soap is still more pleasing in
actual use in toilet and bath. Its
gentle, easy cleansing qualities are
most agreeable and refreshing.

(i L5 FAIR BAN K SoRsasY)

LMITED
MONTREAL

/

The oval floating cake & ’ ’  “Have you a little Fairy

fits the hand | 4 : in your home?"

&,
&

i




Cool Comfort

in a tall glass of that de-
licious drink—

IcEp PostuM

Postum, made in the usual
way, chilled with ice, and
served with sugar and either
a dash of lemon, or cream
to taste,

Cools the blood
on a hot day

“There’s a Reason”

Two Ways of Saving Money
Which is the better?

A wage-earner placed $20 in the Sav-
ings Bank, intending his deposit to be the
first of many. He died—and his widow
received the $20.

A fellow wage-earner also deposited
$20—but in Life Insurance. He died
and his widow received $1000.

Life Insurance offers the one sure
way of providing for dependent ones.
The Great-West Life Policies provide
such insurance on most attractive terms.
You owe it to your family and to yourself
to make enquiries.

Write, stating age, to

Ghe
Great West-Life Assurance Co.

Derpt. “P’

Head Office - WINNIPEG

Oakey’s
SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

Oakey’s
EMERY CLOTH

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON’’ KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc,

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE
JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED

gﬁm RO I I B I |
s No Dressing-table

s

is complete without a bottle of

- This matchless perfume,
E

Florida Water
after a Century of success,

still stands today the ac-

knowledged favorite among
Toilet Waters.

In the Bath, on the Dress.

ing-table, after Shaving, in

fact however used, it is al-

ways delightfully refreshing,

PREPARED ONLY BY

LANMAN & KEMP,
NEW YORK and MONTREAL.

Ask Your Druggist for It.
Accept no Substitute!

2 S
Wellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E. ?m‘ummmmmmmmmmmvwwm

T H BEST PRINTING TO, LIMITED, TORONTO




