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It is very easy for a baby’s skin to become
chafed and sore either from the bathing or
from garments that have lost their softness in
the wash, and it always is a troublesome
matter to keep nursing bottles and other uten-
sils sweet and clean.

The only safe way is to use the mildest,
purest, whitest soap to be had. That is Ivory
Soap. It is impossible to make soap of
higher quality, no matter what the price may
be. When you use it, you know that, so
far as bathing and cleansing are concerned,
you are doing your best to keep baby healthy
and good-natured.

99:5% PURE

IVORY SOAP

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada
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v, v i E'S such a contented little
/ chap—of course he is, after
his bath—fresh and clean, just
P as lovable as he can be. His
mother showers him all over with

Mennen’s Borated Talcum.
) ‘ That completes his content-

ment.

It smooths his skin and pre-
vents chafing—cools and com-
forts him.

Mennen's was the first Bor-

% ated Talcum and we believe that
/ nothing better is made.
A6 Ak Be careful to insist on Men-
¥ i nen’s for your Baby.

! And in cases of diaper-rash,
/ scalding or other baby troubles,
// use Kora-Konia. [t is some-
what similar to Talcum Powder,
but containg additional medic-
inal properties.
\ Mennen’s Borated Talcum
) will PREVENT but Kora-Kon'a
4 will HEAL cases where preven-
\ tion was impossible.

You will be delighted at the
quick relief Kora-Konia will
give to the most severe irrita-
tions of the skin.

The other Mennen family :

Shaving Cream Flesh Tint Talcum Cold Cream
Dentifrice Unscented Talcum Tar Shampooing
Talcum for Men Cream Tint Cream
Borated Talcum Talcum Kora-Konia

Sen Yang Toleum Mennen’s Baby Ruvia

Violet Talcum Soap

G. Mennen Chemical Company
Factory - Montreal

Sales Office:
HAROLD F. RITCHIE & Co., Limited, TORONTO
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Organizatz’dn Depends on You

Your filing clerk is not responsible for the way your filing system works; it's
not her fault if it’s fundamentally wrong  And you certainly can’t blame her if she holds
you up for that ‘‘wanted-in-a-hurry’” paper—to close some important point in a discussion—

to get some needed informacdion.

You’'re responsible for the proper
organization of your office, and everything
that's in it-—including your filing system.

This is the case in your factory; every
operation is planned for your men; shop
practices are standardized; all the thinking
is done in advance—to save time, delays and
clogged wheels.

The only difference between factory
and office routine is one of funvt:on—for
efficiency both depend upon organization.

So your clerks are only responsible
for carrying out the details of filing. And if
your filing system i:n’t fundamentally right
—in other words if it won’t yield up the
paper you want when you want it—is it really
fair to put the blame on your filing clerk?

The ‘‘Office Specialty’” Direct Name

System of filing correspondence is a steel-trap,

error-proof system of filing. Your filing
clerk can’t go wrong. Everything's worked
out ‘to act automatically—it’s organiza‘ion
based on simple, fundamental principles.

Hundreds of business men in every
kind of business have found this system the
end to their ‘‘filing-and-finding-of-papers’’
problems. The same benefit it has brought
to them is offered to you—and backed by
time, labor and money saving proof.

If this "gcttinu-papcrs-\vhcn-y()u-
want-them’” question is bothering you, get
in touch to-day with our nearest Filing
Equipment Store and let one of our service
men demonstrate its particular benefits to
you. Orif you want a little more informa-
tion about it before doing anything write to

THE OFFICE SPECIALTY MFG. CO., LIMITED

Home Office

NEWMARKET

Filing Equipment Stores at :

Montreal  Ottawa Halifax

Toronto

Hamilton

the nearest store for descriptive folder
No. 1862.
Canada
Winnipeg  Regina Edmonton Vancouver
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“fondon Glove Company

N

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND.
The Greal Specialists in

GLOVES,
HOSIERY,
and UNDERWEAR

An unrivalled varlety In stock
- AT ==

EXTREMELY MODERATE PRICES

Three Hose Specialities

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

plication, direct from the

Ontario Publishing Co.

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

plication, direct from the

Ontario Publishing Co.

Limited Ehmitedt
200-206 Adelaide Strect, we.t' 200-206 Adelaide Strcet. West
Toronto Toronto

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

; Fiie by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY,
Gﬁ:i::r;::?bfli‘i‘i?d[ﬂfxd’g:s!%: g‘la{ld.n e"ﬁ’a‘ﬂ orders carefully executed and despatched by next steame

ssirose  The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England,

all Orders
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i SUMMER SUITINGS

OF MERIT AND DISTINCTION

Qake y ’S
There is a degree of superiority inherent in EGERTON
’ | BURNETT'S British-made Suitings which gentlemen
SlLVERSMlTHs SOAP | quickly detect upon an examination of their extensive

For Cl i Plate | ranges of samples,

This superionty is not superficial, but is embodied in
each fibre of the different Fabrics, and consequently

|
|
9 | there is that assurance of satisfaction in Appearance and
a ey S | Wear which gentlemen desire and invariably obtain
| from E. B. Ltd.
| Samples Mailed Post Paid on Request
EMERY cLom | and whatever may be your requirements you will in all
robability be able to select just the kind of Suiting you

o P Flint Paper | [:.1\-:- in mind and gratify your individual taste in colour-
Glas per,

|jng. weave, and design.
Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH | |

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc

: 1;91{ Bunetts

Joyal ¢[B Sergeo

TO H.M,
THE QUEEN

ISTRINSIC WORTH
Permanent Dye ‘Royal’ Navy Blue Suitings

|
?
| guaranteed to keep a good colour in any climate, and
renowned for durability, at prices from $1.€8 per yard,
| double width,
| SUITS MADE TO MEASURE &
| with much acknowledged satisfaction to patrons, in Fit,
Style, and Workmanship, at prices from $14.00 to $34.10.
| Samples, Tailoring Styles and Price Lists, Measurement
Blanks, etc., mailed post paid on application,
Any quantity of material !upplli\'d.

EGERTON BURNETT, LTD.

R. W. Warehouse, Wellington, Som., Eng.

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

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

TN

The Whole Family Appreciates

ENO'STr

T keepsthem in good natural health. Dad takes a
spoonful in a glass of water each morning to remove
gases from the stomach—clear his liver, and get ready
for the day’s business. Mother wards off that approach-
ing headache. The kiddies get a drink of Eno's, when-
ever they are not regular, or when too many cakes or
goodies have been eaten.
Thousands of families who never need ““dope” take Eno's in this way as a corrective-
Test it for yourself. - A spoonful in water makes a delightful drink—cool, sparkling
and effervescent. It rids your blood of impurities, cleanses and stimulates the organs
of your body into healthy action. Eno’s it the only and original FRUIT SALT.
It is elndorsed by Medical Men and has been tested and approved literally from pole
to pole.

“‘For Every Member of the Family.”’ You’ll find ENO’S in the Best Homes.
Prepared by J. C. ENO Ltd., “Fruit Salt” Works, LONDON, Eng.

Agents for North America

HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., Limited 17, el Strect, TORONTO

N g
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ON CHURCHES

Canadians always have been a church-going people, and yet how few
know anything about the history of the Churches in Canada or even of the
old Churches. To the August Number Mrs. Madge Macbeth contributes
an unusually interesting sketch of some of the historical churches of
Canada, going back as far as 1688.

MARRIAGE IN EARLY UPPER CANADA |
By Honorable William Renwick Riddell. |

An entertaining and instructive article on former customs and practices
in Canada.

THE INDIANS OF ALERT BAY, By Victoria Hayward

A well illustrated article on the community life of a section of West
Coast Indians.

SPECIAL SUMMER FICTION

The August Number will contain also specially selected summer
fiction, with a story by a new writer, LAURA A. RIDLEY, entitled
“MISS BARTLETT'S EVENING OUT,” with illustrations by Mary

Essex.

The Reminiscences of Sir John Willison and the Travel Sketches of
Helen M. Edgar will be continued.

$2.50 PER ANNUM, including Great Britain, Ireland and most of the Colonies Single COPIES, 25¢

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

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Ltp. 7%535.58PE ST ENGLAND

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ? o

YL” THE
ME@%@%G ﬂNl

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 (25c.) from the Inventors.
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The Christian Science
Monitor, as an international
daily newspaper, presents to
its readers a clear, calm, and
exact record of world hap-
penings, and interprets them
editorially from the view-
point of Principle and uni-
versality.

The Monitor supports every
right effort to win the great
struggle now engaging our
national attention. Its fear-
less exposure of the attempts
of evil influences to interfere
in our affairs aids and en-
courages all people to united
service for the certain tri-
umph of right.

With its own news-gathering
service in every part of the world,
The Monitor publishes in detail
the facts about the most important
world events, and, through its in-
ternational circulation, promotes
a bétter understanding between
peoples and nations.

The Christian Science Monitor,
3cacopy,isongeneralsalethrough-
out theworld at news stands, hotels
and Christian Science reading-
rooms. A monthly trial subscrip-
tion by mailanywhere in the world
for 75¢; a sample copy on request.

THE CHRISTIAN SCIENCE
PUBLISHING SOCIETY

BOSTON U. S, A.

Sole publishers of all authorized
Christian Science literature

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

To Win the War

A number of the most noted
Beauties of Society have obtained
their pure, soft, pearly-white
appearance thru the use of

Gouraud’s AR

| Oriental Cream

Send 10c for the trial size. Purifies,
beautifies and preserves your skin
and complexion,

FERD T. HOPKINS & SON
344 St. Paul Street West -  Montreal

Manufacturers of Gouraud's Medicated Soap

Woman’s Heart

Electric appliances bring a comfort and charm
that every woman wants—

And the highest type electric appliances are
branded with name “‘Premier.” They are “all
that name implies.”” Built by men who have
been years in the business.

Examine a ““Premier” iron, toaster or grill. Note
the sturdier construction, the neat lines, the
splendid finish. They're built for a lifetime’s
satisfaction.

Whether you are buying for the home or for a
gift it will pay you to see the *‘ Premier” line first
—at electrical dealers and hardware stores.

SUPERIOR ELECTRICS LIMITED
PEMBROKE, ONT.

PRE MIER Electrical

“All that the name implies” Appllances
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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. Dicksog

Academic Course, from Preparatory to University' Matriculation and First Year Work,
Full Commercial Course, Music, Art, Vocational Domestic Science, Physical
Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball, Hockey, Swimming.

Write for Prospectus
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, President. MISS ISABEL. G. BROWN, B.A., Principal.
MISS FLORENCE NEELANDS, B.A., Head of Senior House. MISS MARJORY FORD, Head of Junior House.

ranksomehallz=

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Hon. Principal, - Miss M. T. Scorr
Principal, M1ss EpITH M. READ, M.A.,

New French House. Special Course in Diet-
L3 etics. Pass and Honor Matriculation, Art,
A-_JLE”T'. il Music, Domestic Science. Large Play-grounds,
2L Outdoor Games.

For Prospectus apply to the Principal
Autumn Term will begin Sept. 17th,

Successks 1917

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

Istand@od Places Entrance
R. Kingston. Nine
Passes Entrance R.M.C.
Entrance Royal Canadian
Navy. Four Matricula-

Prep-ratory, tions McGill.
. . Physical Trainingt Mannal
Junior and Senior Training, Swimming, Rinks.
Depnrtmontl Tennis Courts, Riding, Draw-

ing, Music.

Term commences September
11th at 9 a.m.

-

Glen Adawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
Residential and Day School for Girls

Principal—MISS J. J. STUART
(Successor to Miss Veals)

3 C]assicalTripos.CamhridzeUni\'e}sity.Eng]and
Large well-ventilated house, p]gapantly situateq.
Highly qualified staff of Canadian and European
teachers. The curriculum shows close touch
with modern thought and education. Prepara.
tion for matriculation examinations, Specia)}
attention given to individual needs. Outdooy
games.

New Prospectus from Miss Stuarr,
School Reopens Thursday, September 12t}

o 4



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Chureh
Residential and Bay School for Girls

New Complete Buildings erected 1915, Healthy situation—
seven acres play:‘ngu elds. Courses — Kindergarten to

Matriculation. SEHOLD SCIENCE—-MUSIC—ART.
President : THRE LORD BISHOP OF TORONTO,

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

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

Ladies’ College, For Calendar apply to the Bursar,

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ONT. * *** o8 GiRis "

Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto.
Preparation for the University and for the examinations of the 'Foron!o Conservatory of Music.
Young children also received.
Fine location. Outdoor games and physical training. :
The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, whe for
twelve years taught in the School with marked success.
Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.

For termas and particulars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Majer St., TORONTO.
College Reopens Thursday, September 12th,

OT‘I AWA Fire-proof building, fitted with every modern convenience.

Academic work up to first year University. Music. House-

l ADIES’ hold arts. Physical culture. The Capital offers ex-

ceptional advantages. ZFor Calendar apply:

C 0 L LE G E J. W. B. MILNE, B.A., D.D,, President. Ottawsa, Ont.

Founded 1829 by SIR JOHN COLBORNE, Governor of Upper Canada
UPPER A BOARDING SCHOOL FOR BOYS

c A N A D A Courses for University, Royal Military College and Business. Senior and Preparatory
Schools in separate buildings with full equipment. Large grounds in suburban district.
Co L L E G E Detached infirmary, with resident nurse. Summer camp at Lake Timagami conducted b
TORONTO the Physical Instructor of the College. School Calendar, containing full particulars, wiﬁ
be furnished on application. ARNOLD MORPHY, Bursar.

The Mdargaret Eaton School of Literature and Expression

North Street, Toronto. - - Mrs. George Nasmith, Principal
English, French, Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation, Public Speaking, and Dramatic Art.

Send for Calendar

ONTARIO LADIES’ COLLEGE

WHITEY = SNTARIO Schoo) Re-opens Sept, 11th, '18
Pubhc\'secar l'lnti?-:resci?;d Civic and Parliamentary
Housciold Scicnce, R e e s )

Music : Instrumental,
A For Calendar apply to
Commercial,

Vocal, :
Elocution, Art, . D Rev. F. II.;rE:rrzzzl. B. ‘u.t

B OVE 99 Private Residential School for Girls
NDEN Barrie, Ont.

4 Acres of Grounds. Lake View

Limited numbers, Scholarship Matriculation, Singing, Music,

Art, Conversational French. Healthiest district in Canada.

Summer and winter sports. Miss E. M. Elgood, Miss E, J.
Ingram, Mile. Shopoff.

FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPALS

)
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DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL SERVICE.

ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA

The Royal Naval College is established for the purpose of imparting
a complete education in Naval Science.

Graduates are qualified to enter the Imperial or-Canadian Services as
midshipmen. A Naval career is not compulsory, however. For those who
do not wish to enter the Navy the course provides a thorough grounding
in Applied Science and is accepted as qualifying for entry as second-year
students in Canadian Universities.

The scheme of education aims at developing discipline with ability to
ohey and take charge, a high sense of honour, both physical and mental, a
good grounding in Secience, Enginering, Mathematics, Navigation, History
and Modern Languages, as a basis for general development or further
specialization.

Candidates must be between their fourteenth and sixteenth birthdays
on July 1st following the examination.

Particulars of entry may be obtained on application to the Depart-
ment of the Navul Service, Ottawa.

G. J. DESBARATS,

Deputy Minister of the Naval Service.

Ottawa, January 8, 1918.
Unauthorized publication of this advertisement will not be paid for.

The Royal Military College

of Canada

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

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

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

lso provided
- llWhl st 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 gr;)uhndlng in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying,

hemistry, French and English.
thlgllm?'sg'ict disc¥mlne maintained at the College is one of the most valuable features of
the course, and, in addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, drills and outdoor exercises
of all kinds, ensures health and excellent physical condition.

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

raduation is considered by the authorities conducting the examination
forTI;oem(}:m)%mﬁagfi %urveyor to be equivalent to a university degree. and by the Regulation
of the Law Society of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree.

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

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

0.
exu’i‘al?é i:ni?zz,l;tcgﬁpetitive examination for admission to the College takes place in June of
each year at the headquarters of the several military districts.

For full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, applica-
tion Zhoum 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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“Yes, I Must

Have One, Too!
“—and you say I can get it in
Early English, Golden Oak or
Mahogany Finish, to match
my furniture?”
“Yes, and when you get your

FriDEERLESS®

you’ll wonder how you ever
managed to be without it, my
dear. Why, it’s useful in so
many ways!”

Sold by the best dealers
everywhere.

Write for illustrated Cata-
logue of various styles.

HOURD & CO., LIMITED,

Sole Lwensees and Manufacturers.

ROYAL VICTORIA
COLLEGE

MONTREAL

A RESIDENTIAL COLLEGE FOR
WOMEN STUDENTS ATTENDING
McGILL UNIVERSITY

(Founded and endowed by the late Rt. Hon. Baron
Strathcona and Mount Royal)

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

Applications for residence should be
made early as accommodation in the
College is limited.

For prospectus and information
apply to The Warden.

|
|
|
|
|
{

HOME
STUDY

Arts Courses only

SUMMER

SCHOOL
July and August

QUEEN’S
UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON, ONTARIO
ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE

SCHOOL OF MINING

MINING
CHEMICAL MECHANICAL
CIVIL ELECTRICAL
ENGINEERING

GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar.

cASHBURY COLLEGE
Rockcliffe Park, - Ottawa

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

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

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

YOUNG L==_| WOMEN

must qualify to fill the places of our young men who are
dratted from office positions into Military Service, and
they should do it NOW. That is one reason why our
Schools will remain open all Summer. Write for our
curriculum and plan to start soon. Address.

SHAW'S BUSINESS SCHOOLS, TORONTO
Head Office: YONGE and GERRARD STS,
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‘““I Should Have Taken More”

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

The results of LONDON LIFE POLICIES are so much better than the promises

that all Policyholders wish they had a larger amount of such insurance.

This is the Company in which ACTUAL PROFIT PAYMENTS EXCEED
ESTIMATES 507%. Worth while investigating, isn't it ?

Full information upon request

London Life Insurance Company

HEAD OFFICE - : LONDON, CANADA
JOHN McCLARY, Dr. A. O. JEFFERY, K.C.,
President. Vice-President.
J. G. RICHTER, F.A.S, E. E-REID; BA:, ALA, & oot
Manager. Asst. Manager and Actuary,

Who Takes the Chances? The
Original

Who runs the risk when the breadwinner
neglects to secure the protection of Life
Insurance for those dependent upon him ? a n d

Not himself surely, but those for whom
it is his duty to provide run the risk of his Onl
untimely death. y

Whatever chances a man may rightly

.
take for himself, there can be no excuse for G e n u l n e

subjecting others to a risk against which
they cannot guard,

The Great-West Life Policies offer all

X bo dchidc R : Beware of
that can be desired in Life Insurance; low g
rates, high profit returns, and the safeguard Imttations SOId

of careful, conservative management. on the Mgrit}

P of
The Great-West Life
Assurance Company Ml N ARD'S

Department wp»

Head Office: Winnipeg L I N I M E N1
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French Organdie is fine linen-
finished stationery, which is

obtainable in papeterie, note
paper or tablets with envelopes
to match.

Ask your stationer for it.

BarsbewEllj&

imited
oronto. Canada
& vaneouver
=) -
- Calgary’
[~

R0 00000000000ttt ittt ittt ittt ettt st sttotentsttstnasnsss

Your Good Intentions

Will not pay the grocer s bill.

War and

Insurance

> ; :
Your family has to live even if
you don't,

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

| Years of war with its trials and
suffering—its stupendous lesson

‘ of the uncertainues of the future

l —have made the people realize
more vividly what a rock of

| protection is to be found in Life

|

|

|

|

|

I

|

|

i

|

Insurance.

surances of $20,124,563 were
taken in the Mutual Life. This
represents an increase over 1916
of more than thirty per cent.,
with a very low rate of termina-
tion of insurances tnrough lapsa-
tion and surrender.

Secure a Monthly Income Policy
which will give $2500 to $100.00 a
month to your widow or child as long
as life lasts.
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Another Successful Year

HE North American Life offers the following outstanding
figures of the business for 1917 which stamp it the most suc-
cessful year in the history of the Company :

N |’h Policies Issued and Revived $12,635,832.00
) Total Assurance in Force 65,213,623.00
American Life Cash Income 3,138,817.40
Solid Assets 17,268,471.46
3 the Net Surplus 2,774,854.38
Continent Profits Paid Policyholders 248, 857.65
Total Payments to Policyholders 1,5674,291.23

A net gain of over Five and HE sum of $11,448,465.06

a Half Millions in business has been actually paid to

in force is indicative of the in- , Policyholders or their beneficia-

creases made. ries during the past ten years-

Ask for a copy of the Annual Report
North American Life Assurance Company
“Solid as the Continent”
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THE STRANGE ADVENTURES

OF FLEURY MESPLRAT

é

BY LYMAN B. JACKES

OVENT GARDEN dis-
trict of London, by the
year 1773, had lost some
of its claims to be a
fashionable residential
-section. 'T'he market and
influences were gaining a
A market even

market
foothold in the area.
if more or less specific and for re-
stricted trade reflects commercial
characteristic on any neighbourhood,
and its commercial success may be
judged by the varied trade and work-

shops which establish themselves
about its boundaries, forming as it
were an overflow.

During the early portion of the
year in which our story commences
this overflow had been increased by
a tiadesman who toolk up residence
near the main entrance to the market.
It was a small house which stood on
an adjoining street and did its best
to uphold a pretence of respectability
and good-will toward the other build-
ings. But there is always a sugges-

1—177

tion of misery when a good house be-
comes tenanted by people for whom it
was not intended. The little atten-
tions that a good house always ap-
pears to appreciate were lacking and
a small sign on the door-post informed
the passersby that a French printing
business was established here, a trade
new to the district. The owner’s
name, Fleury Mesplat, was also dis-
played on a small sign-board.

Fleury Mesplat did not seek the
company of his neighbours. They
did not meet at church, for he did
not attend. His walks were at early
dusk, and his visitors were received
after dark. From time to time he
would go from this house on a journey
lasting two or three days. He would
seek for custom in distant portions of
the city.

It was an autumn evening when he
returned from one of these travels.
He opened and passed through the
creaky massive door.

“Aha! my faithful one, always
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cheerful,” he called to his wife, as
she brought a candle to light his en-

trance. ‘“Will another tale of poor.

business and ruin wipe the smile off
your life?”

“Nay, not now! For I have news,
and—"

“That the bailiff comes to-morrow
or that the house agent waits with-
in?”

“Nay, nay, Fleury,” she continued.
“A reply has come to your letter and
Mons. Franklin is coming here to-
night.”

“The great Benjamin Franklin
coming here? What idle prattle
have you listened to!”

The woman handed him a letter
and held the candle while he read.

“I swept the garret and have warm-
ed the great room with a fire,” con-
tinued the woman eagerly while her
husband re-read the note, “and I
have brushed your velvet coat and
ironed your nckerchief.” And she
kissed him. .

Fleury was dressed in his best at-
tire, which comprised a dull green
velvet suit, pink hose and polished
brass buckles on his heavy shoes. The
clothing was almost threadbare, but
womanly care had made it just pre-
sentable in the candle glimmer. His
careworn face had somewhat changed
its expression since he entered, wor-
ried and dejected. Now he showed
himself as one ready to face the world
again.

The rumble of the carriage wheels
had not faded on the pavement when
the expected guest arrived. Benja-
min Franklin’s quick hand grasp
showed eagerness to meet Fleury and
his sweeping bow to Madame that her
humble station in life was not in any
way beneath his notice.

“You honour us greatly, sir,” said
Fleury by way of welcome, “and yet
you do not come amongst strangers,
for we have read of your speeches in
the cause of freedom and often have
we desired that France had a son even
as yourself. My unhappy France is
torn by wolves. They snatch the

bread from the prattling children,
Taxes! Taxes! nothing but taxes and
they become more oppressive year by
year. They are like the torture of
the thumbscrew and the rack.”

Franklin assented. Already he saw
within this man the unecultivated
seeds of republicanism. He caught
a glimpse of the bond which united
this class with his own thoughts. As
they conversed a concrete idea took
form in his mind. He commenced to
see the usefulness of this man to the
cause of the thirteen colonies in
America. If he could get him there!

“This world is depressed with the
oppressed,” said Franklin at length,
as if to bring his host back to his
original conversaton. “And yet there
is perhaps one spot where a decent
living could be made if a man com-
menced aright.”

“Where is that spot?’ asked
Fleury eagerly. “I have laboured
many years to build a fortune for my
Marie, but some evil is cast about us
surely, for everywhere we go we fall
deeper in the mire of failure and
debt. What place do you speak of,
sir ¢’

“’is far from here,” said Frank-
lin, slowly, “and many leagues across
the sea. It is in New England, in
America.”

The eager look died from Fleury’s
eyes and a trace of his former wor-
ried expression returned to his face.

“You trifle with me, great sir,” he
replied, “for we have not the where-
withal to journey to America.”

The eagerness lost from Fleury’s
face appeared to intensify the expres-
sion on Franklin’s. Leaning intently
on the table, he said that the ex-
penses of the journey were as noth-
ing.

“Consider,” he added, “that there
are hundreds, even thousands, of
French folk, your own people, in
Canada, held by the iron chains of
England, and starving for a French
printer such as you to tell them how
the colonials to their south will aid
them to throw off this oppressive yolk

»

-
Mr'.: »
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and establish a great country where
all men will be equal and brothers.
If you will take your printing press
to Philadelphia, I will soon be there
to help you.” And he tossed his well-
filled purse across Fleury’s knee.

5

Philadeiphia in 1774 presented
awkward difficulties for a free-think-
ing journeyman printer. If Fleury
had not possessed letters from Frank-
lin his heart would have failed him
as he stepped from a sailing sloop to
the city dock one bright morning in
April of that year. Religion and a
gevere order was noticeable on all
gides. He had heard dimly of Quak-
ers: now he looked into their stern
faces and felt strangely out of place
here.

He had been instructed to seek
out Samuel Berger, and his first in-
quiries led him in the direction of the
State House, which reared its massive
bell-tower above the nearby elms.

“What a solemn city,” remarked
his wife as they walked slowly along
the cobblestones with the uncertainty
of those who have just arrived from

a sea voyage.
The great clock struck noon as they
stopped and shook the massive

knocker on the door of Samuel Ber-
ger. A servant bade them enter a
hallway panelled with darkly-stained
walnut, which seemed to accentuate
the ticking of a large clock standing
between the fire-place and a walnut
bench, the only articles of furniture
in the entrance. :

Samuel Berger was a portly little
man, who appeared to be well blessed
with the goods of this world. He bade
his visitors be seated while he broke
the seal of the document which

?leury had handed him. The solemn
ﬂrroundings and the insipid reflec-
‘tions of the grate fire in the walnut
awed Fleury, and he refrained from
ing while the document was be-
ing read. He had carried that nearly
a thousand leagues and had been paid
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for doing so. Now his journey was
at an end and he would soon learn
his connection with the business in
hand.

Samuel Berger called his wife to
meet the strangers and invited them
to remain for the midday meal. The
ladies passed up the stairs and Fleury
followed his host to the study-room,
where pipes and tobacco were sup-
plied.

“You are fortunate to gain the pa-
tronage of Mr. Franklin,” said Ber-
ger as they were seated. “How did
you come to gain his friendship ¢”

“My life has been a grim struggle,”
replied Fleury. “And my dear wife
has shared my trials. She could but
repeat my tales of the relentless no-
bility of France who tax everything
that a poor man has: and even in
England, where we attempted to start
anew, a Frenchman has no pros-
pects, for business is dull there, and
foreigners come last. We took the
liberty of addressing a communica-
tion to Mr. Franklin, asking him to
tell us where a French printer could
go and meet success for hard toil.
He came to see us one evening and
advanced the money for our journey
here.”

“There will be much work to do,
and a shop of mine is not now in use.
Your press should fit well there. We
will go and inspect it after we have
dined.”

Fleury was not by nature a beggar,
but eircumstances foreed him to con-
fess his inability to commence busi-
ness with his meagre supply of
money. Berger did not make an im-
mediate reply. He re-read Frank-
lin’s letter and sat in contemplation
for a few moments. He then arose
and extracted his strong box from a
secure place and passed one hundred
pounds across the table to his guest.

“What a wonderful land!” said
Fleury, in a thankful mood. “Every
person is your friend.” Samuel Ber-
ger advised him to lose no time in
setting his press, and the two passed
out to the dining-room.
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IIL.

With the financial aid, Fleury es-
tablished himself in a little low build-
ing on an obscure street. He had his
press in working order but a short
time when an order came from the
Congress that was sitting in Phila-
delphia at that time. e was to busy
himself with a pamphlet addressed
“Aux Habitants de la Province de
Quebee.” The copy had been care-
fully edited. It set out to the French
population, in the north, the alleged
wrongs that the colonists to the south
were suffering at the hands of the
English monarch and his parliament.
Attention was drawn to the fact that
if the Atlantie colonists were reduced
to slavery and servitude, the newly-
acquired Krench colonists must so
suffer also. But there was a way out
of the danger, and if the French
population wounld but stand firm with
their brother colonists in their de-
mands upon King George, they were
sure to succeed. So Fleury busied
himself throughout the summer and
autumn translating these sentiments
into French and the French into
print. By Christmas all was com-
pleted, and the Congress delegated
Fleury to transport the pamphlets
to Quebec and to distribute them dili-
gently where they would do the most
good.

The journey from Philadelphia to
Quebee, taken in mid-winter, was be-
set with many difficulties, for, besides
the time of year and other obstacles,
Fleury was burdened with debt, there
being large sums owing for paper,
ink, type, and string. Congress had
made no reply to his efforts towards
a settlement of his many weeks of
labour. But to escape the pressing
demands of the tradesmen he had
¢losed his little shop and undertook
the perilous journey. : :
~ The heavy pack, laden with his
pamphlets, made the journey tedious.
Sometimes he obtained a little as-
sistance from some farmer, but his
travels were mostly on foot. Over ill-
defined roads and frozen lake and

river he trudged onward. His spare
supply of money forced him to en-
dure hardship and to abstain from all
but the cheapest nourishment. Five
weeks of this sapped some of his
vitality.

The dull, grim citadel of Quebec
towered above him as he entered the
Lower Town late one afternoon in
February, 1775. A sense of loneli-
ness and his exhausted condition de-

pressed him as he trod the narrow

streets, deep with snow and lit here
and there with the scanty glow of
roaring fire that was able to pierce
the frosty window-panes. A way-
farer directed him to a nearby inn,
where he could obtain cheap lodging.
A dizziness came upon him as he
trudged along, and this soon increas-
ed by the cold and his burden of pam-
phlets on his back. As he entered the
inn his knees gave way and he fell
prostrate on the floor.

“Mon diew! Here are books to
read !” cried the inn-keeper as he rush-
ed forward to the assistance of the
fallen traveller, for the pack had
broken in the fall and some of the con-
tents were spilled. A British mili-
tary officer rose from his comfort-
able seat by the fire and helped the
host to extract the newecomer from his
baggage and to lift him to a bed in
a nearby chamber.

“Womanly hands are best for this,”
remarked the landlord, and he left
Fleury under the care of his wife
and daughter, who busied themselves
with eooling lotions and applications
in an effort to restore consciousness.

“Let me see one of those books,”
commanded the officer, as the land-
lord was clearing the floor. He re-
sumed his seat and commenced to
read it.

Meanwhile Fleury Mesplat opened
his eyes to behold a beautiful girl
standing at the foot of the bed. She
would be perhaps eighteen years of
age. Her sparkling black eyes set off
a countenance which reflected beauty
to her home-spun clothing. Fleury
contemplated her beauty for a few
minutes, while the events of the dis-

P
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orderly entrance came back to him.

“Where is my pack?” he inquired,
feebly, and the girl, by way of an-
swer, lifted a steaming bowl of soup
from the floor and bade him partake.
He consumed it with great relish and
asked a second time for his pack.

“Do not allow anyone to see it,”
he cautioned the girl. She dragged
the pack in and stowed it under the
bed.

“’Tis a heavy enouzh pack to drag,
to say nought of carrying it! Have
you come from far?”

Fleury turned his head to see the
speaker, and beheld the girl’s mother.
He had not noticed her before.

“A long way,” he replied weakly.
A rough knock at the door was fol-
lowed by the entrance of the land-
lord. Behind him stood the officer
and a small group of men.

“Our good friend the Major has
come to know more of this fellow,”
remarked the landlord, pointing to-
ward Fleury by way of explanation,
“and to inquire on what authority
he brings this pack of books into
Quebec?” )

“The man is ill,” replied the wife,
“and we must not use violence until
he is well and able to account for him-
self.”

“He looks as one who has a well-
filled purse,” she added quietly—for
her hubsand’s benefit.

Fleury was not slow in apprehend-
ing the situation. There could be
little doubt that one of his pamphlets
at least had reached the British mili-
tary authorities. He dimly remem-
bered seeing the officer by the fire as
he entered the doorway. He was not
prepared to face a charge of espion-

. He must have time to think
over his defence. So he closed his
tired eyes and was still.

“See! He has again fainted,”
said the girl. “He is too weak to be
questioned now.” :

The Major cautioned the inn-keep-
er to keep a close watch on the fellow,
and promised to return again. He
ordered his little company down the
street.
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The days that followed were valu-
able for Fleury. The monotony of
his convalescence was pleasantly
smoothed over by long chats with
Marie, the landlord’s daughter.
Fleury would tell her of his travels,
of the people of France, of the great
cities he had seen, and how she,
though never travelling outside her
native Quebee, was fairer than other
maids that he had beheld. In return
for his compliments and his intevest-
ing stories she would tell Fleury of
Quebee. Slowly and stealthily he ac-
quired information of great value.
This friendship that was developing
between the two allowed Fleury to
determine from the girl the number
and location of the guns at the Cita-
del, the times and frequencies of the
sentry charge, the approximate num-
ber of troops, the names of the offi-
cers, the location of the arsenal, and
a vast additional store of information
of military importance.

The relishes and appetizing broths
that Marie prepared for Fleury were
but a trace of the factors that slowly
forced Fleury to believe that Marie
was growing to love him. The wil-
lingness with which she parted with
information and her eagerness to
shield him from the British officers,
who called daily, had at first sur-
prised him, but at length lent strength
to his theory. In all his eonversation
with the girl he had not mentioned
his own Marie—away, far from him,
in Philadelphia.

Three weeks had passed since
Fleury first sought the hospitality of
the inn. The day was bright and
clear and through the window of the
little room where he was reclining he
could see the deep snow in the streets.
Marie sat near to him, knitting busi-
ly. He watched her in silence for
some time, contemplating his return
Journey. Intuition told him that he
could not cireulate the pamphlets he
had brought with him. He had ob-
tained the information that he sought,
but he had not yet formed a clear
plan of escape from the city. Thoughts
of home were potent in his revery,
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and, turning to Marie, he told her of
Philadelphia, his home and his own
Marie.

“Are you married ?!” exclaimed the
girl, rapidly rising to her feet.
Fleury’s silence and expression of
surprise answered her. “Wait until
the British officers come,” she added,
and with a haughty toss of the head
left the room hurriedly.

IV.

Fleury realized that the eritical
moment of his life had come. The
biting words of the girl assured him
that her protection would not be
available when the British officers
came again; and they might come at
any moment. Voices in the outer
room, already, attracted his attention,
and he stepped quietly toward the
door ajar to see whence they came.
He saw a party of five roughly, but
warmly, dressed men. They were
drinking liquor and talking to the
landlord. The snow melting from
their coats and their attitudes about
the fire told him plainly that they were
recent comers and on further obser-
vation he noted the absence of lug-
gage and surmised that they would
depart soon. He joined the group.

“Aha! My patient,” called the
landlord cheerily as he saw Fleury.
“’Tis not often that you come out to
see us here. These men are journey-
ing to Montreal.”

The group turned upon him by
way of recognition and passed him
the wicker-wound bottle., Fleury
joined in the drinking and, beckon-
ing the landlord aside, inquired the
prospects of joining the party on
their way. The landlord assured him
it was a journey of many leagues
and one not to be undertaken lightly
by a sick man; but Fleury deter-
mined to go if they would take him,
and ordered an additional flask of
wine as a means of introducing his
proposal to the travellers. They
agreed to take him for a price. In
Pennsylvania currency he settled
with the host and bade him farewell.
Marie or the mother did not appear

at the parting, and he was soon being
driven out of the city where he had
been virtually a prisoner since his
entrance. The horses pressed for-
ward; the grim fortified city gave
place to open country dotted with
little stone farm houses, seemingly
much too small to support their mas-
sive stone chimneys. His companions
were eager to reach Montreal in
haste and each church spire passed
was to Fleury as a milestone on the
road to freedom. The fourth day
they reached the little city at the foot
of the Royal Mount. Montreal did
not surpass Quebec in those days.
Fleury beheld a city inclosed by a
palisade, the buildings chiefly of wood.
The snow-covered mountain set a
charming background, and the church
gables and steeples, poking up here
and there through the white mantle,
gave it a likeness to a fairy picture.
His companions took him to the Mont-
real Seminary, and the good Brothers
made him welcome.

He did not feel the responsibility
of his mission here as at Quebee.
Though a spy for Benjamin Franklin
and his associates, the kindness of the

Brothers won his confidence in part

and gradually he imparted some of
his past to them. A printer in the
town was a novelty, so it is not sur-
prising that a business proposition
should mature between the visitor
and his hosts. When, a few days later,
he prepared to start on the return
journey to Philadelphia, he had se-
cured an order to print “Reglement
de la Confrerie de I’adoration perpe-
tual.” This was probably the first
Canadian book published.

V.

Benjamin Franklin had returned
from Europe when Fleury removed
the shutters from his shop windows
and prepared to execute the order for
the Montreal Seminary. Franklin
listened with great interest to a re-
cital of the trip to Canada and as-
sured Fleury that his hardships
would not pass unnoticed from the
Congress. :

F g
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“Sir Guy Carleton,” he told Fleury,
“has refused to recognize the Conti-
nental Congress, and plans are al-
ready being formed for the military
seizure of Canada. You may readily
perceive the value of your informa-
tion if this step is decided upon.”

These were busy days for Fleury;
when he was not at his press or com-
posing-stone his services were re-
quired at the mectings of the Con-
gress. One by one he met the leaders
of the revolutionary propaganda.
They appeared greatly interested in
his work, but of the many new friends
he made, there were two which stood
out from the others. He met them
at the home of Benjamin Franklin,
where he had been invited to dinner.
Fleury’s breast swelled with pride
when seated at the sumptuous table
alongside General Richard Montgom-
ery and Benedict Arnold, with the
famous statesman at the head of the
table. He mused on the changes that
fortune had wrought for him in two
years. From an almost unknown
printer, bankrupt and destitute, to
a position of trust and friendship with
the Congress leaders was his record
so far, but this dream was disturbed
by the military visitors inquring
minutely concerning Montreal and
Quebee.

He told them all he knew.

“T will tell you of a secret,” said
Franklin at length when Fleury had
again told of his adventures. “The
Congress has decided to sweep down
upon Canada and seize it before fur-
ther English troops can come to the
assistance of the country. Ticon-
deroga and Crown Point are already
ours. General Montgomery starts
soon with an army of three thousand
to occupy Montreal, and General Ar-
nold will eapture Quebee.”

Fleury now saw the full importance
of his mission to Canada. The three
men painted for him a glowing pie-
ture of his own future when the rule
of Britain should cease from this con-
tinent. They instructed him to print
manifestoes to the people of Canada
assuring them of support and friend-

ship if they would rise against the
British. General Washington, a name
new to Fleury, was placed at the end
of the manifesto.

Montreal was taken by surprise
and occupied with but little resist-
ance. Sir Guy Carleton and his little
army, vastly outnumbered by the fol-
lowers of Montgomery, withdrew
from the city and fell back upon Que-
bee, the key of Canada. Benedict
Arnold had a more complex problem
in his designs upon the ancient city.
He was fearless and enterprising. He
led his army of a thousand men, most-
ly from the hills of Virginia, across
rivers and wildernesses and over
mountains in Maine until he arrived
at the borders of Canada. History
does not relate many tales of hardship
equal to those which beset this band
of invaders.. When not paddling
their canoes, the portages were rough
and rocky and often interspersed with
bogs, into which the men sank to
their knees. Provisions grew scant,
till at length they resolved to make
but two meals a day. They had en-
tirely misconstrued Fleury’s estimate
of the distance and before the jour-
ney ended they were reduced to half
a biscuit and half a square inch of
pork for a meal. The day arrived
when they were compelled to kill the
dogs which accompanied them and to
boil their leather moceasins in an at-
tempt to make soup, and finally noth-
ing remained but such roots and
leaves as could be found.

As they left the borders of Maine
and entered Quebec, the Indian seouts
gathered round the emaciated band
eager to know the cause of their com-
ing. “Summon your chiefs and young
men,” replied Arnold, “and I will
tell you why we come.”

Natanis, the principal chief, sum-
moned a conclave, after replenishing
the famished invaders to the best of
his ability. Benediet Arnold ad-
dressed the gathering, telling the In-
dians that the wicked English King
wanted to take their lands and money
and had endeavoured to turn the peo-
ple of Canada against his men. That
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the wicked King's army had already
killed a great many women and chil-
dren while they were peaceably at
work in the fields near Boston. He
invited the Indians to join him, prom-
ising plenty of cheap rum and pay
at the rate of one dollar a month.
Natanis and his redskins had never
heard of any of those wicked deeds,
but their natural desire for blood was
excited and little additional persua-
sion was needed to induce Natanis
and some fifty of his followers to
join the expedition.

Some time was required to gather
provisions for the party and the No-
vember winds had swept the last yel-
low leaves from the trees when the
invaders arrived on the southern
bank of the St. Lawrence, opposite
the object of their attack. While
rude fortifications were thrown up
and preparations made for camping,
Arnold sent a few of his men across
the river to distribute the manifestoes
that Fleury had printed. These were
scattered broadcast in the distriets
adjoining the city and large bundles
of them thrown over the city wall at
night.

Arnold landed a force at Wolfe’s
Cove and prepared for battle on the
Plains of Abraham. He tried to draw
the garrison out, as Wolfe had done,
but failed: for the little band of
British remained safely within the
walls. Arnold then turned his ef-
forts to persuasion, attempting to
gain the assistance of the inhabitants
of the surrounding country, and fail-
ed again. The manifestoes had been
futile; the French refused to join
him, so he determined to attempt the
seizure of the city by strategy.

It was New Year’s eve, 1775. The
attacking forces had been divided in
two portions and were to attack the
lower gates of the city from east and
west. Montgomery had arrived from
Montreal to assist in the secheme and
he headed one party, while Arnold
commanded the other. Montgomery,
his two aides and several companions
were struck down and killed by the
British musket fire before the gates

were reached. The musket fire on
Arnold’s party was intense and his
forece was badly eut up and himself
carried to the rear, severely wounded.
In the morning he and his survivors
retired to Montreal, and the British
garrison came out and buried his
dead.

VI.

The disaster was a hard blow to
Benjamin Franklin. He could not
understand the refusal of the French-
Canadians to join his fellow-country-
men: yet he felt that their assistance
was necessary if the rule of Britain
was to cease in America. While he
had sanctioned the military expedi-
tion of Montgomery and Arnold, he
now decided that diplomacy must be
resorted to if his object was to be
gained. His ever-active brain formu-
lated a scheme of education, and un-
der his advice the Congress ordered
Fleury to remove his press to Mont-
real and await the arrival of a eom-
mission which would follow and es-
tablish a newspaper for the French-
Canadians.

The 18th of March, 1776, saw
Fleury Mesplat, his wife and printing
press start on another journey to
found a home. From Philadelphia
they and their goods were conveyed
on creaky wagons to the shores of
Lake George. Hecre a new diffienlty
faced them. !

The passage to Montreal could be
made across the lake in winter and
could be packed by a small party of
men in summer, by working around
the shores; but to a woman and a
heavy printing press, with a large
stock of paper, this was impossible.

Five large bateaux and a pilot were
secured after five days’ search and
the wagons dismissed. Across the
cold waters of this lake the party
slowly floated. Into Lake Champlain
they went and into the Richelien
River. It was the season of spring
flood and the rapids on the river be.
tween St. John and Chambly were
running very swiftly.

“We’ll make short work of the pas-
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sage to-day,” was the comment of the
pilot to the nearest boatman, and
Fleury was amazed to think that they
would try the rapids at this time.
After a great deal of argument, the
pilot persuaded the travellers that all
would be well, and the dangerous
start was made.

Down they went with spray dash-
ing between their rapidly advancing
floats and dangerous jagged rocks.
The bateaux careened from side to
side. Clever pole work was necessary
to keep them level, but the water was
too much for the tired pilots. One
unexpected swirl of water caused
their bateaux to lean and the water
shipped and flooded over the paper
and Madame Mesplat’s dresses. Fle-
ury’s warning, feebly heard above
the rush of water, bade the pilot be
careful, and without further mishap
the party landed at Chamblay and
proceeded to Montreal, where they
janded on May 6th.

A tavern sheltered them until suit-
able premises were secured, and while
thus busily engaged Benjamin Frank-
lin and his party arrived. He had
three friends with him, Samuel Chase,
John Carroll and Reverend Charles
Carroll; the last named being in the
estimation of Franklin a most valu-
able member of the party owing to
his priestly office and his knowledge
of the Church of Rome.

The site of Fleury Masplat’s print-
ing shop in Montreal has never been
definitely determined, but those who
know the city well must mentally pic-
ture the portion of it which contains
the Sailors’ Institute, near the docks
in the old section. Either on the site
or very close to the present Sailors’
Institute is considered to be the place
from which the revolutionary litera-
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ture was to issue. But it never ap-
peared. For the military expedition
against Canada was about to with-
draw.

News of a large British foree reach-
ed Benedict Arnold and the invading
troops in Montreal, and talk of evacu-
ation was rife amongst the ranks. If
Franklin was going to make a success
of his mission he must strike at once,
and he must strike through the
Church. The people were unable to
determine what to do; whether to
cast in their lot with the rebelling
colonists or to remain loyal to Eng-
land. The priests of Montreal decid-
ed for them. When Charles Carroll
and Benjamin Franklin approached
the officials of the Montreal Seminary
with their plans they received an an-
swer that removed all hope from their
minds.

“England,” replied the priestly of-
ficials, “tolerates the Church of Rome.
We have our liberty, and Canada has
more to gain by loyalty than by sep-
aration.”

Discouraged, Franklin returned at
the end of May and the army evacu-
ated in early June.

The seeds of the sentiment we sece
manifest to-day on every side in Can-
ada were sown then and there, for
the country had gallantly passed
through one of her early hours of
trial.

Of Fleury there is not much to tell.
He remained behind by reason of his
heavy debt. One more failure did not
baffle him. Amongst his kindred in
Montreal he felt freedom. The idea
of an independent newspaper erossed
his brain, and in one last great effort
to succeed he launched a paper that
(i; still published in Montreal to this

ay.




THE SHADOW OF DEATH

BY A. CLARE GIFFIN

IZETTE was late for
church ; she knelt a mo-
ment, then rose and sat
looking at the three peo-
ple in the pew ahead of

: her—Erie’s mother and
father, and his grandmother ; the mo-
ther, with soft dark hair and keen,
kindly gray eyes; the father, with
heavy eyebrows and firm mouth; the
grandmother, tall and very ereect, sil-
ver-haired, high-featured —a very
proud woman, with the warmest
heart in the world. Not so long ago—
before he went away to the war—
Eric might have been there, too, and
then Lizette would have seen none of
the others—would scarcely have
heard the service—so would he have
filled her eyes and heart.

Now she had leisure to look at them
and to think; she could see the chang-
es that four months of fear had made
in all three: the little droop at the
corners of the mother’s mouth, the
slight trembling uncertainty of her
hands; the new lines in the father’s
face, and the heavier sprinkling of
gray in his thick brown hair; the
prouder set of the grandmother’s
head, braving misfortune. Across
the aisle sat the girl Eric was to have
married. Lizette looked at her still,
clear-cut face, and remembered the
last evening before Eric had gone
away; the girl and her mother and
some other people—near friends—
had been at the house, and Eric had
walked awhile in the garden with the
girl, among the sad, seentless flowers
of autumn—the dahlias, and golden
glow, and late phlox; it was a misty
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night, with a waning moon spreading
a shadowless, ghostly radiance, and
Lizette had been able to see them
quite plainly from where she sat on
the porch of the little house aecross
the street, herself screened from sight
by the reddening vine-leaves.

Later they had gone away, and Liz-
ette had heard good-byes, and had
seen the lights go out in the big
house; then, at last, Eric had come
to her and had said no word, only
taken her in his arms; but when she
would have drawn away from him,
he had spoken, with joy fighting with
grief in his voice: “I told her to-
night, Lizette,” he had said; “and oh,
my dearest, we might have been hap-
py long ago if I had been man enough
to speak before; she said she had
never really cared—in that way. It
was because of our people, because
she didn’t want to hurt me; and so
she had drifted—just as I did! But
oh, Lizette, think of all we might have
had! and now-—only this little, little
moment!” He had said other things,
sweet to hear, sweet to remember ;
plans and hopes and dreams and loy-
ers’ talk. Then he had kissed her;
the one kiss—save the one that had
surprised them into the knowledge of
love—that she had to remember; and
so had gone away.

Lizette thought of all this now, and
of the plans they had made; and of
Eric’s home-coming, and all that must
follow. She was glad that the other
girl had not cared ; it would have been
terrible to think that she must suffer,

Then slowly, across Lizette’s mist
of thoughts and wonderings, came a
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new feeling: a chill of doubt or fear,
she knew not what. It began when
she saw old Mrs. Hardy lean across
to Mrs. Armstrong in the adjoining
pew, and whisper something; James
Hardy, who was always late, had just
come in. Lizette watched Mrs. Arm-
strong’s face, and saw her quick
glance at Eric’s mother ; something in
the look made Lizette feel suddenly
cold and weak; she was glad when
the psalms were finished, and she
eould sit down again. Through the
lesson she saw Mrs. Armstrong glance
again at Eric’s mother; she caught,
too, her look at the girl across the
aisle. Then when they rose for the
Benedicite, she saw Mrs. Armstrong
speak to someone in the seat ahead,
and again she saw that glance to-
wards Eric’s mother. Lizette could
feel, too, a strange stirring in the
air: a sense of fear, or grief, or pity;
there were strange rustlings, strange
whispers. Some word was passing
through the little church, some word
that brought pity and terror with it,
and turned all eyes toward one place.
Lizette trembled, and strained her
ears to hear; the woman in the ad-
joining seat had heard something and
had given a little gasp; Lizette wait-
ed breathless—perhaps they would
tell her next! Then the canticle end-
ed, and as they took their seats, she
gsaw someone whisper to the girl
across the aisle.

Then fear gripped cold at Liz-
ette’s heart, and made her gasp and
catch her breath, lest she sob with
gheer terror; for the girl turned ashy
white—so white that Lizette thought
she would faint; but instead, she sat
like a statue, looking straight before

alng'
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her, her lips a little parted; Lizette,
watching her, could have shrieked
aloud with terror; she dared not
think now, for she knew, unacknow-
ledging, that Eric was dead. And she
knew, too, that this silent girl had
denied her love to give him joy.

Then, as the lesson ended, and they
rose for the Benedictus, Lizette saw
the girl’s father lean across the aisle
to Eric’s father and speak rapidly;
the girl had risen with the rest, and
Lizette could see her hand at her side,
clasping and unclasping.

“That we being delivered out of
the hand of our enemies: might serve
Him without fear;

“In holiness and righteousness be-
fore Him: all the days of our life,”
sang the people; and Lizette saw
Erie’s father, his face grown sud-
denly gray and drawn, totter a little
anc then bend forward to his wife.
He spoke, and then they all three
passed slowly down the aisle; the mo-
ther went as if blindly, one hand on
her husband’s arm, the other seeking
the pew-tops for support; but the old
grandmother, walking last, held her
head high and walked firmly ; but Liz-
ette saw, through the veil, that her
mouth worked convulsively; so they
passed out, and again that sigh and
rustle ran through the church, and
Lizette faced the truth at last.

But the choir sang: “To give light
to them that sit in darkness and in
the shadow of death: and to guide
our feet into the way of peace.”

Lizette bowed her head and thank-
ed the Giver of love, the hot tears in
her eyes; but the girl across the aisle
stood erect and silent, clasping and
unclasping her empty hand.

e




THEORIES

OF SIATE

DESPOTISM

BY CHARLES MORSE

] OME months ago there
Wl was published in the
United States an Eng-
lish version of a valu-
able monograph on
State theories, by M.
Léon Duguit, Professor in the Law
Faculty of Bordeaux. It is entitled
“The Law and the State”. This was
prepared, as M. Duguit explains, some
years before the outbreak of the pres-
ent war, and he, therefore, ventures
to think that it will not be treated as
a mere tract for the times. While it
1s more, it is chiefly a trenchent eri-
tieism of the popular German doctrine
of State absolutism as expounded by
Jurists like Jhering and Jellinek, and
crystallized by the philosophic his-
torian Treitschke into the preposter-
ous formula, “Der Staat ist Macht”—
which is a short way of saying that
material might is the only test of poli-
tical right.

“Does there exist a jural principle
(une régle de droit) superior to the
State, which forbids it doing certain
things and commands it to do certain
others?” That is the question M. Du-
guit asks, and his comment upon it is
this: “If the State is not subject to
such jural principle, there is no longer
any public municipal law, nor any in-
ternational law. There is no longer any
limit to the material power of the
State, to the Macht as the Germans
call'it. The State is Macht and noth-
ing more. Individuals become the
property of the State, and small na.
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tions the predestined slaves of a pow-
erful State.” M. Duguit concedes the
difficulties surrounding the solytion
of this problem in juristic science, but
affirms that it can and must be estab-
lished, in a positive way, that there is
a principle compelling State action in
accordance with right (par le droit) ;
otherwise social and international life
would ever be the prey of violence
and barbarism. The history of the
present war demonstrates the sound-
ness of this view.

In the course of a most exhaustive
survey of German political theory, M.
Duguit very properly stresses the tre-
mendous part that Hegelianism plays
there, but he points out that it is a
very common error to excuse Kant
and to blame Hegel for the philo-
sophical doctrine that the individual
has no native right which the State
has not a higher right to disregard.
“Both have worked out the same
thing; like Hegel, Kant, in spite of
his categorical imperative, in spite of
his dream of perpetual peace, has
been one of the greatest artisans of
conceptions of imperialism and abso-
lutism in the Germany of to-day.”
But Kant and Hegel were philoso-
phers and not jurists, and we would,
therefore, look elsewhere for an au-
thoritative enunciation of the jurid-
ical theory of the State.

M. Duguit finds that it was reserv-
ed for Gerber, in the last half of the
nineteenth century, to formulate the
legal doctrine that the State is g
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juridieal person, distinet both from
the Prince and the people who are his
subjects, clothed with public power
conceived as subjective right. It is be-
cause the State alone embodies what
is the supreme good that it is in itself
the supreme right. In laying down
this proposition Gerber attempts to
knit into the texture of juridieal
seience Hegel’s metaphysical concep-
tion of the State as the reality of the
moral idea, Der Staat st die Wirk-
lichkeit der sittlichen Idee. In elab-
orating his theory, Gerber argues that
the State, regarded as the highest
realization of the moral good and,
therefore, the most exalted -juridical
personality, possesses the power of is-
suing commands (Herrschen); fur-
thermore, the power of the State must
not receive the determinant motives
of its action from a superior power
existing outside of itself, but must
find such motives solely within itself
it must be intrinsically sovereign.
But is such a State a juristic entity
without limits imposed on it by law?
M. Duguit is pleased to observe that
Gerber was able to resist the influence
of the Hegelian doctrine of State ir-
responsibility, and to declare that the
State is only supreme within the am-
bit of its juridical activity. In his
view the individual citizen has na-
tural rights anterior and superior to
State sovereignty, in the domain of
which “an intervention in the form
of tutelage and constraint by the
State would appear as an infringe-
ment of the moral dignity of the peo-
ple and especially as an obstacle to
its free development”.

But Hegelianism had yet greater
conquests to make in the domain of
law. Jhering does not hesitate to
carry the invasion further than Ger-
ber was disposed to do. In the form-
er’s Der Zweck im Recht, published
between 1877 and 1883, he carried
over bodily from metaphysics to juris-
tic seience Hegel’s doctrine of the
State. For him the State is the su-
preme power, superior to every other
will within the territory over which
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the State exercises its jurisdicetion,
Unlike Gerber, he conceives of no na-
tural rights of the individual as exist-
ent after the formation of the State.
He naively says: “The absence of ma-
terial power (Macht) is the mortal
sin of the State for which there is no
forgiveness”, . . “If a people
find it difficult to pass from a state of
barbarism to a political order, there
is need of an iron hand to accustom
them to education and obedience. The
transition always entails despotism
which sets up against the arbitrary
power of anarchy the arbitrary power
of the State”. There is, therefore, no
law within the State unless it be ereat-
ed by the State. But while the State
acknowledges no superior whereby it
may be limited or coerced, it is un-
thinkable that the State is not sub-
ordinate to right and law. It is so
subordinated, but only by a process
of auto-limitation. ~ Let us quote
Jhering’s exact words: ‘“That is what
is meant in our language by the word
Rechtsordnung, and that is what we
have in mind when we speak of a
power (Herrschaft) of right or legal
power. That is what we ask of law
when we wish it to correspond to the
notion we have of it, to the notion of
a right—the functions of the State
under law (Rechtsstaat). Right is
in the full sense of the word the force
of the rule of law reciprocally obli-
gatory, the proper subordination of
the power of the State to the law
which it has created.” In this con-
stitutional restriction imposed upon
the State by its own will, Jhering
finds the very strongest factor mak-
ing for respect for law in society. It
takes away from the State the re-
proach of irresponsibility, and in the
last analysis the best politics is con-
formity to law.

Jellinek, in his Allgemeine Staats-
lehre, elaborates this theory of
auto-limitation by the State. He holds
that law is the exclusive ecreation of
the State, and that, logically and
necessarily, what the State wills is
law. But although the State can mod-
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ify the law or abrogate it, while the
law exists the State is subject to it
and any obligations imposed by the
law can be enforced against the State.
This leaves the unresirained power of
the State intact, since its subordina-
tion to law is voluatary, and remains
self-determinate. Jellinek does not
tell us what machinery would be avail-
able to compel the State to carry out
the law.

M. Duguit points out how fragile
is the foundation thus given to public
law by Jhering and Jellinek. A power
limited by law only because it so wills,
spells an absolute and unlimited pow-
er. It is sophistry to argue otherwise.

% is to be observed, however, that M.
Duguit does not put the argument
against this doctine of auto-limitation
as incisively as does Korkunov, the
Russian jurist, in his “General Theory
of Law”. Korkunov’s view is that
the power of the State exists only to
the extent that it is accepted by the
citizens, who consciously limit their
freedom in order that the State may
not be hindered in its operations.
Recognizing this, the State will never
invade natural rights beyond the
needs of national safety and good gov-
ernment. “The power which the State
has over us, and the limitations ap-
plied to that power by law, have a
common basis which is the notion
which we have of our dependence up-
on the State, and also the conseiousness
which we have 'that there is a whole
category of interests opposed to the
interests of power, and that they re-
quire that an ascertained limitation
be applied to the State’s activity”.
That, indeed, is hardly more than a
paraphrase of Hume’s axiom that
“Force is always on the side of the
governed; the governors have noth-
ing to support them but opinion”.

M. Duguit does not confine his re-
view of German State theory to the
metaphysical doctrine, but makes a
careful examination of the realistic
doctrine as espoused by the Bavarian
jurisconsult Seydel. Seydel denies
that the State is a metaphysical entity
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having an existence distinet from the
people and separable both from the
governed and those who govern. For
him the State is a real thing, consist-
ing of the whole body of people organ-
ized for government within a defined
territory. The individual or individ-
uals exercising the supreme politieal
power within this territory he calls
the Herrscher. To Seydel the con-
ception of a State as a person is as
false and untenable as the conception
of it as an organism. Consequently
the State cannot be said to have a will,
nor to be the subject of rights; it is
an object of the right of power be-
longing to the Herrscher. To the lat-
ter alone belongs the right to make
the law, and it is above the law that
it makes.

M. Duguit agrees with Seydel in the
view that “all such expressions as per-
sonality of the State, will of the State,
the State as an organism, are vacuous
words devoid of meaning”. But
he emphatically repudiates Seydel’s
argument for the unlimited absolu-
tism of the Herrscher. To quote M.
Duguit again: “This Herrschaft is
founded on Macht, that is to say, on
force. The Herrscher creates the law
by his own will ; his orders are always
law, however immoral and however
irrational they may be; and he ean
compel obedience by material foree”.
It is easy to see the deadly bearing of
this doetrine of the Herrschaft on in-
ternational law. Seydel, himself, ap-
preciated it and did not hesitate to
express himself as follows: “Between
States no juridical command is pos-
sible, because the juridical command
presupposes a superior will as the
source of law. If such -a superior will
existed, there would be a world State.
and the ideas of the Middle Ages
would be realized in the lay imperium
mundi or the spiritual sovereignty
over States Between States
there can be no law; might alone
counts as between them ; there is thepe-
fore no international law”,

‘When it is realized that what we
have set down here is the teaching of
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some of the greatest jurisconsults of
modern Germany, the policy of law-
lessness that has characterized the con-
duct of this war by the military
vehmgericht in Berlin can be more
easily understood. Clausewitz and
Bernhardi were not needed to cap
with their “frightfulness” the doe-
trines of the philosophers and jurists.
A nation cannot school itself in the
devil’s logic for two generations with-
out becoming diabolical. Was it not
the Marian martyr, Latimer, who
said: “The devil is a busy bishop in
his own diocese?” True, we of the
British race have reared such a phil-
osopher as Hobbes, who advocated
the superiority of the sovereign over
the civil laws of the land; but about
the time that Hobbes published his
“Leviathan” the English Parliament
was busy putting on the sovereignty
that Charles I. had been forced to put
off on the scaffold. Charles II. indeed
practised Hobbism in a sort of comic
opera way ; but James II. was the lq.st
to experiment with it, and it lost him
his erown as well as his dignity. The
way the matter was regarded by the
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liberty-loving common lawyers of
England was thus expressed by Coke:
“Magna Charta is such a fellow that
he will have no sovereign”.

M. Duguit finds in the doectrine of
“social solidarity” an affirmative an-
swer to his inquiry whether there is
a jural principle which constrains the
action of the State. “The notion of
public service,” he says, “comes to re-
place that of sovereignty. The State
1s no longer a sovereign power which
commands; it is a group of individuals
having in their control forces which
they must employ to create and to
manage public service. The notion
of public service becomes, therefore,
the fundamental notion of modern
public law”.

We think that M. Duguit has rea-
soned well and that his conclusions
are sound. If the present war results,
as it seems likely to do, in the banish-
ment from the world of what Lamen-
nais called “that dread disease of
Royalism”, then the reign of law over
the governors as well as the governed
will be established everywhere on sure
foundations.
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NIGHT MARCH AND DAWN

By ARTHUR L. PHELPS

ARCHING men,

Thirty score;
Round the corner hundreds more;
Glittering in the yellow streets,
Yeliow with the lamps and panes,
Guns and faces; where retreats,
Skulking down behind black roofs,
Ragged day, marching men;
‘Where the East,
Saffron yeast,
Awesome pours upon the world,
From the darkness,
Marching men.

Hands and feet,

Swinging hands,

Swinging feet—

Hear the beat, insistent beat ;
See the long line heave and sway,
All its body sinuous, sure,

All its colour lithe and strong,
Out of distance heaving true,
Into distance swaying on,
Within its law, a corporate will,
Indurate yet supple, too,
Power and motion governed—

Till—

Flames too sudden-redly dawn,
Thunders wildly a wild sky,

And a breath,

Sharp with shrapnel, whistling by,
Breaks and shatters;

Scattered wide,
Rent feast ‘neath the fangs of Death,

Then the gaudy fragments lie.
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‘COCK-A-LUK
EVERYBODY’S GROUSE

BY HAMILTON M. LAING

E used to be everybody’s

N s | : RYHO

}rfﬁ‘é‘(g{ { friend, this sprig-tailed
) i»,?;;\ fu grouse of the North-
» I'_z."}:,»f‘;z;{, west, worthy frlen_d-foe
P and a savoury dinner

on the table in the gun-
ning season, a dooryard friend in the
mornings of white winter, a dancer
and vaudeville performer in the
springtime and a field policeman and
foe to grasshoppers in the summer.
He was a chap of many parts; and
though the folks in the western Can-
adian provinces and a few parts of
the western States often called him
a “chicken,” they meant nothing out
of the way by it. The term also had—
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and has—scant relation to a hen-
yard.

But now the “prairie chicken”
scarcely can be reckoned as more than
a name. The present chief concern
of the folks of the West, who live
with him, and of those who visit him
from elswhere is whether or not he
is going to leave them for good—take
up the sad Trail of Vanishing Species,
that cruel wild life trail where the
travel is all one way. This concern—
perhaps belated—has been much in
evidence for a year or two. Local pa-
pers, game protective associations,
old-timers and sportsmen have la-
mented that their fine bird has all but



An Ideal Grouse Country

gone. It is a lament with a pang in
it: the West must have its beloved
prairie chicken—bring him back. Two
provincial legislatures already have
tried by course of law to save him ;
to protect the remnant of the species
from too eager guns and bring back
this best-loved of the grouse to the
covers that knew him so well in ear-
lier days.

He is a fit game bird of this region,
a hardy Canadian. Since the coming
of the Red River pioneers to the
Northwest this sharp-tailed fellow
has borne the brunt of the battle
waged by the guns of settlers and
sportsmen. Indeed, it is as a friend-
foe that most people are concerned
with him. However pleasant his com-
pany about the buildings on the farm
in winter, or entertaining his per-
formance in the spring as he dances
his dizzy jig on a knoll just where his
progenitors capered generations ago,
it is during the gunning season of
autumn that he is best loved Every-
one cultivates him then. The farm
lad takes the gun to the field and
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even carries it on the gang-plow: the
farmer going to and from town picks
him up when he is handy along the
way, and the small-bore rifle eranks
drive about in buggies and “snipe”
him from shocks and fences. The new-
est way, perhaps of converting him
into a dinner is to shoot him from the
seat of an automobile. But even this
method can boast little novelty be-
yond that of the freight train hand
who a few years ago deseribed his
way of it to the writer. The train
man did his shooting from the engine
or forward cars (grouse have little
fear of a slow freight, or a fast one
for that matter), then he Jumped off, *
retrieved, and and as the engineer
slowed down a little, he was able to
get his game and make connection
with the eaboose. Of course, few of
these methods are to be recommended,
and the law has taken a hand against
the newer ones. The dyed-in-the-wool
grouse shooter will have none of
them; a keen-nosed dog for him—op
nothing.

However, the dog is not an essen-
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tial. In faect, if the open season on
sharp-tails is late—say October—he
is not of much account. At this time
these birds will not lie well to a dog;
the coveys are large and flush en
masse, and it is only in the middle of
the day while the birds are sunning
Jazily that Pup gets his nose in the
game to much purpose. He may be
essential, a necessary part of the out-
fit for the shooter chasing the educat-
ed college-bred ruffed grouse of the
East; but it is different with the
sharp-tail in the West. :

The sprig-tailed fellow is every-
body’s grouse because all hands get a
chanece at him. Just everyone cannot
be a goose shooter or d_uck shooter,
but almost any sort of Nimrod scores
now and again with Cock-a-luck. e
is a nice obliging chap, _and even the
ladies shoot him. His is always the
first scalp to dangle at ‘the belt of
every young leather-stocking when he
gets abroad with his first killdeer.
For those who are not dexterous
enough with a gun to stop him on the
wing, there is always the opportunity
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to bowl him from a fence post or
straw stack or poplar tip or some one
of the other perches he chooses upon
which to sun himself on frosty morn-
ings. For in the fall and winter he
is as insistent a percher as the ruffed
relative of the woods; perhaps he is
even more so; and while he is aloft
usually he makes vastly more noise
about it. “Cock-a-luk! Cock-a-luk!”
he chuckles; it is never loud, yet al-
ways far-carrying—an invitation that
travels far in the sharp air of autumn,
even when the plump body of the
author is out of sight.

To get the most out of the game
with the sharp-tails, the hunter needs
but a shot-gun and a good pair of
legs. Of course, he needs ammuni-
tion for the gun and sometimes a
good deal of it. The fascination about
it lies in the surprise element. You
never know just where Sprig-tail is
hiding, though if you are a good ob-
server and a better guesser, you may
come rather near it sometimes. Of
course, if you bring the dog to find
the birds, you may get more shoot-
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ing, but scarcely more pleasure. The
man who wants his bird spotted for
him robs himself ; he should stay with
the clays. It is the surprise of hav-
ing these bombs burst behind you or
to the right or left with thunderous
wing and loud and mocking “Cuk-
cuk-cuk !”—or even a dozen or score
of them at once—that provides the
thrills and scares and tingles that
make the game worth while.

The scrubby copses at noon are the
places to find him. Every normally
constituted sharp-tail spends the mid-
dle of the day there. However far
afield he may go to forage in the early
morning, he always swings back to
cover for his sunning and dusting
and sleeping at mid-day. Next to the
serub and poplar woods, his choice
for a noon-day siesta is a grassy knoll
where he can snuggle down and
escape the sharp eye of the prowling
marsh hawk that always torments
him. For though it is hard to imag-
ine this flimsy hawk doing any real
damage to a sharp-tail, the rascal
takes delight in reuting the grouse at
every opportunity. From 10 A.M.
till 3 P.M. are the hours of sunning
and sleeping in cover.

And finding him there is a game
worth while—provided always that
the shooter does it himself. Though
apparently a hopeless task when the
grouse have to be ferreted from fifty
acres of broken scrub-land, there usu-
ally are hints to their whereabouts.
If there is wind they will always be
on the lee side of the cover, or within
it; but, best of all, they love the
edges. “Out of the wind, but in the
sun,” is his motto; but almost invari-
ably when he is routed he tears off
up wind or quartering. Also, the
mounds of the pocket gophers are an-
other guide. Their powdered soil pro-
vides most acceptable dust-baths; the
grouse love to wallow in it, and in
likely cover such mounds are nearly
all cupped and hollowed.

But it is one thing to find a Cock-
a-luk and another to get him. For
though he has little of the cunning

that is accredited to his enlightened
cousin of the Eastern woods, never-
theless he has a way of keeping out
of the way of the load of sixes in-

‘tended for him. When the cover is

higher than the shooter’s head there
is always trouble for the shooter.
Sprig-tail usually thunders out of the
far side of the cover, and he has an
exasperating way of keeping a willow-
clump in a dead line between the
shooter’s eye and himself. Also when
a dozen of these noisy feathered
bombs are bursting up in all diree-
tions, it is easy for anyone to lose his
nerve and to find something suddenly
gone wrong with his right eye. But
as to that there are shooters who hit
best when surprised so, and usually
miss a bird marked down exactly and
walked up.

It requires two shooters working
together to get square with him. Re.
cause he loves best the broken cover,
two have him at a disadvantage. When
he runs through the cover and breaks
straight away from one shooter, he is
merely driving on the other. Head-
on shots and close ones—for sprig-
tail cannot change his course sudden-
ly much more than a cannon-ball ean
—are often difficult; but such is the
game. The shooter is always put to
the test of thinking and acting like
lightning; whether to have at him
head-on, or to let him whizz over,
then to swing around after him and
nail him from the rear. It happens
sometimes that one shooter stops some
of the load intended for Cock-a-luk
but little things like that are merelv’
incidentals. 3

But this grouse is not always play-
ing the réle of game bird. TIn the
spring his dance revels on the stamp-
ing-ground are a thing to be marvel.
led at. The parallel performance of
the ruffed cousin is strange enough—
indeed, to judge by the half-dozen
different theories that have been agd.
vanced by naturalists in the past, it
is a mighty problem—but the sharp-
tail’s caperings at his love-making
time are stranger still. What is bet.
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ter, the latter bird shows off to the
world, whereas it is a more difficult
thing to see a ruffed grouse at his
drumming. Everyone in sharp-tail
territory has seen the performance.
The youngsters driving to the little
school in the morning halt to watch
the dizzy birds swirling about—heads
down, tails up, wings adroop; the
plowman stops in the furrow to en-
joy it. The musical “Poom! Poom!”
of the revellers is pleasant, too, a
pleasing addition to the wondrous
spring melody of the western plain-
land. :
He is everybody’s grouse, too, in
the summer. It is a fine sight dur-
ing haying-time to see the little mo-
ther with her brood of half-grown
youngsters catching grasshoppers on
the hay-field. They have been at it
daily for weeks; but now the mower
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has eut down the cover for the ‘hop-
pers and the latter are at disadvan-
tage. A sharp-tail is marvellously
nimble of foot, and huge now is the
havoe wrought by mother and brood.
The skipping ’hopper may win for
the first wild leap or two, but he is
playing a losing game. The birds gob-
ble till their crops are sagging; the
numbers of these insects consumed is
enormous—quite sufficient to place
the grouse in the list of birds im-
mensely beneficial to the farmer. Per-
haps it is partly due to this that even
in the go-as-you-please Northwest we
are meeting more and more signs: “No
Shooting Allowed”. Farmers who
never fire a shot themselves say that
they like to see these birds around,
and so make an effort to protect them.

That he needs efficient. protection
almost goes without saying. In addi-



200

tion to his natural foes (almost every
hand in the wild was originally
against him: hawks, owls, ecrows,
wolves, coyotes, foxes, mink, weasels,
skunks, badgers, and a few more)
man came and brought with him the
plow and prairie fire and shot-guns.
But, again, to offset the overbalancing
tide of destructiveness the settler got
rid more or less of the enemies of the
bird, and gave him a supply ‘of rich
food. This doubtless countered some-
what the effects of settlement, and
to-day sharp-tails are still numerous,
periodically, in portions of the West
that were settled years ago, and this,
too, with a fair open season in Octo-
ber.

Recently the bird has fallen upon
very evil days, and sportsmen, na-
turalists and legislators have been dis-
cussing the probability of his passing
along the trail of the buffalo and pas-
senger pigeon. Manitoba law forbade
his killing in 1917 and 1918. Not
without reason ; for strangely enough,
covers that held an abundance of
birds in the autumn of 1914, a year
later were decimated sadly, and in
1916 were found almost empty. Cock-
a-luk was almost an extinet species.

Will he come back? To answer, we
must first know what was responsible
for his disappearance. Perhaps a
dozen theories on the subject have
been aired in the newspapers; in fact,
almost every old-timer has one of his
own. The following causes have been
given: two successive severe winters
with deep snow; abundance of gos-
hawks during these winters; abund-
ance of crows; wet and cold nesting
seasons preventing incubation and
killing the chicks; illegal winter shoot-
ing; disease; coyotes and wood-ticks.
But there is another less mooted fac-
tor in the game that perhaps deserves
mention. As Mr. E. T. Seton has
demonstrated in “Northern Mam-
mals”, almost all northern animals
from mice to moose rise and fall in
numbers in more or less regular
waves. The fact is indisputable, but
the cause of it not easy to find. In
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certain years big families are in or-
der; the species is prolific and it is
difficult to discover why. And the
sharp-tailed grouse follows the same
rule. During the spring of 1914, the
last year of abundance, large grouse
families were quite the thing in
grousedom. While a round dozen is a
fair hatching for a mother of this
species, during this high-water year
nests were found well up in the teens
and two extraordinary mests of
twenty-three and thirty eggs respee-
tively were reported to the writer.
Whether the mother layed all the
thirty herself could not be ascertain-
ed but she hatched them. Then came
the decline—as it always does—and
the sharp-tail all but vanished. The
completeness and suddenness of his
fall was due to the fact that the series
of adverse factors enumerated above
all fell upon his luckless species when
it was on the wane. The combination,
the odds against him were too strong.
But Cock-a-luk will come back again
as he has done after lean years in the
past, and he will be everybody’s
grouse as before.

The Province of Manitoba has
solved its grouse problem fairly well
by keeping the open season down to
the first twenty days of Oectober
Within her borders lie some of the
best sharp-tail territory, and birds are
still abundant — intermittently at
least—in districts that were settled
forty years ago. This is rather a re.
futation of those elsewhere who ex-
plain the shortage of grouse by the
old plea that the birds must give way
before the settler. The sharp-tail wil]
hold his own against settlement, pro-
vided too much is not asked of him.
Usually too much is asked.

The plow and the prairie fire are
two sources of havoe to this bird. The
grouse that makes her nest in ‘the
stubble, as is very frequent, has a
very slim chance of achieving hep
purpose. When she builds in a grass.
plot that is fated to be fired some May
day by a thoughtless owner, she has
no chance at all. It ought to be g
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punishable offence to set spring fires
that roast the eggs of grouse and other
valuable birds, but, alas, such of-
fences are all too common in the easy-
going agricultural ways of the West.
But there are many humane farmers
who do their best to save the brood
located in the stubble. Plowmen have
been seen to swing their four-horse
teams around and leave an unsightly
triangle of stubble rather than turn
the nest under; and others have been
known to carry brush-wood and lay
it over the sitter to protect her in a
measure from the ravishing erow—at
nesting-time her worst foe.

For though during the days of lay-
ing or early incubation the mother
grouse is rather easily disturbed and
driven to abandon her nest, later
when incubation is advanced, she is
different. Many a grouse on leaving
her nest has fluttered out among the
feet of the horses on the plow, or be-
tween the wheels of a wagon; and
they have been seen to hold to their
eggs even to the extent of being
scorched by the flames of a prairie
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fire. It is this tenacity of purpose
that enables the farmer to save the
hatching that with a less ambitious
bird might be lost.

A trait about the sharp-tail that
makes him beloved is his reliability.
He is always on hand when he is
wanted ; he is non-migratory execept
that at the approach of winter the
coveys leave the more open sections
and take up quarters in the scrubby
and half-wooded districts. When a
rainfall halts harvesting operations
in October, the boss is very apt to see
blessed good in the ill wind and go
off with his gun after “chickens”;
when the thresher is tied up through
rain or breakage, the hum usually has
scarcely died away before some of the
hands may be seen stealing off half
surreptitiously with a gun. When
Johnny goes for the cows at evening,
he lugs the gun, and he knows for a
certainty just about where he will
find Cock-a-luk feeding. "When the
city man has two days, and only two,
poor fellow! to spend afield, he leaves
the ducks and geese to the other fel-
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low with more time, and so chases
sharp-tails. He can be sure of them
—some of them. When the duck flight
has been poor in the morning, the de-
votees of punts and decoys and such
things put away their duffle and strike
fieldwards to get more reliable sport
during the middle of the day. When
the morning flight, of mallards to the
stubble has been a disappointment,
the man who knows spends his early
hours listening for the cackle of the
sharp-tails, and marking them down
for reference when the sun gets warm.

Usually the future references have
little need to apologize. At ten o’clock
the old democrat is headed toward
the broken lands of field and serub ;
the oufit is left in a convenient shelter,
horses fed, and then all hands scatter.
And what an amount of ground is

covered in an hour by an ambitious
walker on such a quest—in a course
so erooked that it would set a butter-
fly dizzy. Choice places are invaded
without result; unlikely spots yield
up surprises; excitement comes ting-
ling in waves. Now a bird rises fair
and is killed neatly ; now one rises at
twenty feet and merely chuckles de-
risively at the two frantic, misplaced
loads sent at him; now a dozen burst
up and all escape in spite of a ham-
mering of shots; now a double is
achieved—a shot to be proud of. Game
pockets grow heavy, ammunition poe-
kets grow light. Such is the game
with sprig-tail; and there is appetite
and health in it and the zest that
clears the eye and brain—that zest
that comes of matching wits with a
worthy wildwoods foeman.

T OLDUTY

By CUTHBERT GOODRIDGE MacDONALD %

HOU who didst bind the bondsman to the free,
The freeman to his king, the king to thee;
Dread spirit who hast led this nation forth,
Grasping our best with an imperious hand,
Pouring the strength and valour of the North
To death and glory in a ravaged land;
Thou who hast taken all our youth eould give,
Blinding and maiming, erushing out its breath,
Bidding the hero die, the coward live
To eat and drink and meet acoward’s death :
Strengthen our hearts to fight the battle through,
B reap the harvest that in tears we sow.
Oh Duty, hold us to thy service true,
That we may rise triumphant o’er the foe!

ph
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IV. FROM ASSOUAN TO

EBRUARY thirteenth.
¥ A dead calm, so we took
D @l measures to secure a tug
Xl 4}“2’4 ;5;} 9;”\){ to take us as far as As-
ﬁ%ﬂm souan. Achmet was des-
patched to the nearest
sugar factory to obtain a rescue
party. We were lucky in being strand-
ed in such an interesting spot. In the
morning when we landed we were im-
mediately surrounded by sellers of an-
tika, and spears and armlets, brace-
lets and beads were obtained at bar-
gain prices, the buyer often having to
flick off the eager sellers with a whip.
‘We visited one house where the wo-
man received us in a not too clean
garment, but fine gold ear-rings and
Jarge bead necklaces adorned her per-
son. Her most coquettish touch was
a silver nail thrust through her left
nostril. We purchased there, I am
sorry to say, a lamb, and.as the live
stock was kept in the attic the pur-
chasing party had to mount a steep
stone staircase. :
We prowled once more over the site
of Akhenaton’s palace, villagers act-
ing as escorts. One of them, a yout}l
with a sheepskin slung across his
203
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shoulders, sold his rope sling (in pat-
tern the same as used to slay Goliath)
to C. for two piastres. We heard him
relating his wondrous luck to a com-
rade who, more sophisticated, replied,
“God of gods, he should have given
ten!”

When we returned to the Dodo
there was no sign of wind or tug or
Achmet. A tramp of some miles to
the nearest railway station was then
tablish telegraph com-
munication with Kittikas of Cairo.

At this point two nondeseript mem-
bers of the erew gained the distine-
tion of nicknames. “The Kicked”
and “The Cured” figured in separate
engagements. The former interrupt-
ed C.’s careful instructions about sum-
moning a tug, with the plausible sug-
gestion that as the wind would not
take us to Assouan, why not let it
blow us back to Cairo? This was too
much for C., who, I really think, eon-
templated pushing the Dodo himself
to Assouan if all other means failed.
To this day I am sure “The Kicked”
cannot understand why his suggestion
was so unceremoniously treated. “The
Cured” was christened ' immediately



‘“ The native butter-making, a dirty process for a dirty product "’

after “The Kicked” had retired. His
ailment was a swollen finger, which
C. attended to with his pen-knife. The

results were satisfactory both to pa-’

tient and operator, for C., having
drawn blood, seemed to await with
unprecedented calm the return of
Achmet.

Feb. 15th.—We ignored our strand-
ed state and explored two villages
opposite El Amarna. In the first
village C. purchased so many spears
that the Dodo had the appear-
ance of an arsenal. There also we
watehed the native butter-making, a
dirty process for a dirty product. The
butter issues from its pig-skin churn
in semi-liquid state, much extraneous
matter adhering to it. Mat-making
was cleaner and more picturesque.

The women are chiefly employed in
the manufacture of fuel, and sit over
the unpleasing mixture of manure
and earth patiently moulding it into
flat bricks, which are then sun dried.
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We wound our way through palm
groves to the adjoining village and
reached the station where at least fifty
camels were unloading sugar cane
and jars for the syrup. Some of the
animals were most noble-looking
beasts. On our return we visited a
native sugar factory, where oxen turn-
ed the crusher which sent the juice
running through a tube into vats be-
low. Huge brick cauldrons receive. it
and boil it for a stated time, and later
it is ecooled off in the jars. The crowd
that came with us was too vast to en-
ter the enclosure, so as many as pos-
sible satisfied their curiosity by re-
moving part of the roof to gaze on
our satisfaction. On our way back
to the felucca we gathered natives at
every step. Even the blind attended,
and one crazy old woman shrieked and
waved her tattered garments like g
witeh in Macbeth. We passed a mud
hut with its doors and lintel painted
white, and on that ground was drawn
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a representation of the owner’s jour-
ney to Mecca. We could trace his
start by camel, then his unique por-
trayal of a railway train and his
equally archaic replica of the boat
that helped him on his pious pilgrim-
age. We collected more spears and
several necklaces. The women could
not bear to part from their gewgaws,
and it was only when we were on
board the felucca that they recklessly
tore off their beads and ear-rings and
accepted piastres in return. Their ear-
rings are huge affairs and they gen-
erally wear two pairs, a hole being
pierced at the top” as well as at the

s
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lobe of the ears. Their nose-rings
look permanent possessions. The tug
appeared about six p.m., and we lost
no time in starting off in search of
bread.

Feb. 16th.—We journeyed all day
and reached Assiut too late to go
through the bridge, so we spent the
night in the midst of stone-laden fe-
luceas all on the qui vive to be first
through in the morning.

February 17th. We had our usual
excitement in getting through the
bridge, but no fatalities, in spite of
the fact that our steersman had de-
serted us during the night. The Rais

““We passed a mud hut with its doors and windows painted white, and on that ground was
painted the owner’s journey to Mecca.”



Sugar Cane and jars for syrup

distinguished himself by his volubil-
ity and nothing else. Our luck has
not yet “set fair”, for after a run of
thirty-four miles we stopped suddenly
in a weird spot and the tug’s Rais in-
formed C. that his engine was broken.

Feb. 18th.—A north wind kindly
visited us, so leaving our disabled
tug we set sail with orders that an-
other tug was to follow. We had a
lovely sail close to shore, the Arabian
cliffs now rising from the water’s
edge, and anchored in mid-channel
near El Maraghah.

Feb. 19th.— We again sailed on, our

206

two tugs overtaking us about eight
miles from our starting place. We
reached Girgeh by moonlight and at
once landed in search of expected
boxes of provisions from Cairo. Gir-
geh seemed refreshingly clean, per-
haps it ‘was the moonlight that threw
a glamour over everything. Native
policemen stalked about in hooded
cloaks, carrying staves, but one shirker
of duty was curled up on a doorstep
having a snooze, his red moroceco
shoes and staff carefully placed be-
side him.

Feb. 20th.—This morning we steam-
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ed off and had a day of watching

many villages, some composed en-

tirely of pigeon towers strung along

the river bank. Four or five boys

ran miles along the shore, plung-

ing into the river to obtain bak-
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A Shadoof, a primitive water elevator, as used along the Ni

ile.

shish in the form of tin cans and
water bottles. The shadoofs pierced
the bank at every fifty yards, the
rhythmic movement forming an ac-
companiment to the lilt of the work-
ers.  Only one shadoof have we
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geen with human ballast instead of
the usual lump of mud. It was the
acme of grace to see the slender forms
of the boys, their bronze skin glisten-
ing in the sunlight, as they balanced
themselves with a see-saw motion. By
a great stroke of luck we negotiated
the railway bridge at Nag Hamadi,
and the men of the party landed to
complete arrangements for our jour-
ney south. Infinite were the ecompli-
cations, high the prices and subtle
the duplicities of the Egyptians con-
trolling the bargain, but ﬁngxlly a
successful if somewhat expensive re-
sult was obtained. We sat.out late
on the deck enjoying the soft air and

208 :

watching Jupiter trying to outshine
the moon. Along the dim river bank
a procession passed chanting a song,
the voices being rich, deep and in-
finitely sad.

Feb. 21st.—C.’s magic ring was
in good working order, and we steam-
ed ahead with great ease and com-
fort. A divine day, with sky and
water of deep Egyptian blue, brought
us by night to a mud walled village
guarded by a frieze of barking dogst
The moon was so bright that we de-
cided to dine without candles and
managed to eat our simple fare by
the light of the heavens alone. After
dinner the C’s and ourselves decided
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to visit by moonlight the ruins of
Koptos. Achmet, the mate, and
Abderachman came as escort, and C.
had his revolver for emergencies.
Skirting past the village walls, topped
by the barking dogs, we reached the
open country, an ancient dike being
our highway. The night was breath-
less, the only sound being the never-
ceasing sakiyeh and the clear voice
of a child singing his sweet water
song as he watched the blindfold oxen
slowly tread their monotonous way.
A few camels stalled for the night
munched their food as they gazed
out into the starry night, their eyes
untroubled by terrestrial things. A
mile beyond the railway station, which
looked strangely civilized, lay the
city of Koptos, that Diocletian took
pleasure in destroying in 292 A.D.
The first written record of a journey
along the road we were treading dates
from the 11th Dynasty, 2020 B.C.
“The King, Mentuhotip ITIL., sent me,”
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says Henu, “to despatch a ship to
bring for him fresh myrrhs from the
chieftain of the desert, which had
been offered to him by reason of
the fear of him in those countries.
Then 1 went forth from Koptos upon
the road as his majesty commanded.
Troops cleared the way before me,
overthrowing those hostile to the
King, and the hunters of the children
of the desert were posted for the pro-
tection of my limbs. Then I reached
the Red Sea, and I built this ship and
despatched it with everything after I
had made for it a great oblation of
cattle, bulls and ibises.”

The shadows of the past seemed
with us, and we were not unduly star-
tled when crossing some rubbish heaps
an armed man arose and challenged
us. - We explained our presence and
were allowed to pass, he joining our -
party. We wandered among the
ruins and gloried in the fine carvings
seen in the mysteries of moonlight,

Obelisk of Hatshepshut at Karnak



Part of the crew of the Dodo

We continued our prowl into the
modern addition of Koptos. On the
outskirts no less than six armed kaf-
firs rose to bar our way. When they
heard C.’s name, they remembered he
had once been the guest of their Am-
deh, and insisted on conducting us
to his house. Arriving there, we
found everything in darkness. Our
guides gently knocked on the door
with the palms of their hands, which
soon brought some response. The
Harem dwellers were first awake, and
we saw the little latticed windows
pushed out to view the intruders. In
a few moments the owner appeared,
and with the light of many matches
we were ushered into a dark and
dusty room. Cushions equally dark
and dusty were produced for us to
sit on. Our host seemed a trifle per-
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turbed and even C.s fluent Arabie
had not a soothing effect. When the
Amdeh heard we did not wish to
spend the entire night there, hig
spirits revived, though I fear the
sleepy cry of a baby told us that pre-
paration had already begun for our
reception. A candle now materialized
a small fire was lighted in the court:
yard and over burning corn stalks
one of the guard was busy making
coffee. We all accepted a cup -and
tried to drink with gusto the cloying
sweet stuff. We left shortly aftex’-
this refreshment, saying in hastily-
learned Arabic, “Ma as salama (Peace
be with you).” '
In spite of the brilliant moon the
Amdeh insisted on having a man to
guide us with a lantern, and he was
much disturbed when we refused his
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kind offer of camels to take us back
to the river. The Amdeh accompanied
us to the end of the village, and then
left only under protest. Our guard
formed a bristling hedge about us till
we held a council of war midway
and by a skilful use of piastres in-
duced them to say good-bye. We re-
turned through the frieze of barking
dogs, most of them of Ermenti breed,
introduced into ‘Egypt by Napoleon.
The Dodo looked most homelike on
our return and the porcelain bath a
most refreshing spot.

Feb. 22nd. — We made an early
start after casually picking up .our
“laundry maid” from the opposite
bank. He had been given leave of
absence two days before at Nag Ha-
madi to visit his wife and new-born
son. We were now drawing near his-
toriec Thebes. Between these banks
mighty Pharaohs had swept with
spoils and captives of many a van-
quished foe. Thothmes III. first of
empire-builders, had made the river
his highway. Countless times had the
Thebans greeted him returning from
the subdued lands of Syria, Somali,
the marshy lands of the Euphrates,
Cyprus, Sahara, and the Upper Cat-
aracts of the Nile. The obelisk of
his hated step-mother Hatshepshut
rising from the ruins of Karnak must
have recalled, even in his hours of
triumph, the bitterness and humilia-
tion of his early years. We had pass-
ed Dendera early in the day and now
at Der el Bahri, Karnak and Luxor
we also looked askance, reserving a
luxurious ten days on our return trip
for all the beauty and interest of this
ancient shore. Much as we were
tempted to delay, our tug puffing
piastres at a ruinous rate, forbade it.
Luxor was mourning, outwardly, at
least, with half-masted flags, for Bou-
tras Pasha. As we steamed by news
was wafted of a Liberal victory at
home, and we continued on our way,
rejoicing, or the reverse, according to
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our polities. I doubt if it was a
political discussion that led to the
Rais’s dismissal of the Vulture. Short-
ly after we passed Luxor we slowed
up while the felucea manned by two
of the crew took the gloomy bird
ashore.

Having returned to the Dodo, the
crew remembered that the deserted
one’s bread was still on board, S0,
mounting quickly to the deck, they
hurled some baked loaves at him. He
stood like a gaunt and tattered Awunt
Sally amidst the descending showers,
vowing vengeance and spitting de-
fiance at his mates. The bread that
reached him he again cast upon the
waters, and we only hope it followed
biblical directions and returned to him
again. We passed the night at Erment,
ten miles south of Luxor, and anchor-
ed near a sugar factory. The sickly
sweet odour of the crushed cane spoil-
ed somewhat our enjoyment of the
balmy night. The following day we
“tugged” serenely between banks of
ever-changing scenes. Esneh and El
Kab we took no notice of, reserving
their charms till we returned. The
crew, tired of incessant idleness, took
to dressmaking and sat solemnly
stitching at their many-coloured gar-
ments. The Rais discarded his black
costume and emerged in a blue cotton
garment of the latest cut. Those
members of the crew who had no new
material to work upon employed their
time in washing their old clothes and
turbans in a strong solution of Rick-
ett’s blue. It was rather amusing to
watch the result of the process, Ach-
met and Mohammed were its votaries
and emerged clad in brilliant blue,
only to fade like plucked corn flowers
under the hot sun. The amount of
blue that has been econsumed in our
few weeks would have supplied a
public laundry for a year. The blue
and white Nile meet at Khartoum, but
they also meet every washing day
around the Dodo.



AN ESKIMO PRTRIOT

BY LACEY AMY

HE grief of it is keener
to me to-day than it was
a week ago when the
g news first reached me;
. and I know the shadows
: of time will never hide
it, though tingeing the grief to a
prighter hue in a great pride at hav-
ing known him, at having been called
by him one of his two friends in Eng-
land during his trying days in khaki.
To know John Shiwak, even in the
old days of peace, was to be filled with
a mysterious admiration that grew
wi'ghout realizing its own roots, a
quiet fondness that complimented
one’s self-respect. But to have been
in touch with him even by mail at
the end, to have heard from his lips,
in words only a few hours old, the
unfaltering admiration of him, was to
be branded with a mark time dare
not try to obliterate. And to have
seen him in the moment of his pass-
age! But John’s story must be told
first—and I hope that ten thousand
slackers may read it and see the pie-
ture as I see it—which is infinitely
better than I am able to present it.

It was in the summer of 1911 that

T met John. It was only in that sum-
mer that I met him. But to have met
him once was to remember him al-
ways. Seeking new out-of-the-world
places in or around Canada, I had
picked on the bleak coast of Labrador.
Across the straits from North Sydney
the boat had plunged through a par-
allel swell all night, and in the morn-
ing landed us at Point aux Basques.
Twenty-six hours of travel on a nar-
row-gauge railway, through hours on
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end of manless land, had brought us
to St. John’s, that inimitably quaint
capital of Newfoundland.

And one afternoon we pushed our
way through the heaped boxes of cod
and salt and general merchandise that
line St. John’s piers and boarded a
little mail steamer that ran twice a
month—seldom more than five times
a year—“down” the semi-settled coast
of Newfoundland for five hundred
miles, and then another five hundred
far off to the north, into the birth-
place of the iceberg, along the un-
charted, barren, rugged shores of a
country God never intended man to
inhabit—Labrador.

Yet it was a pleasant trip, one to
look back upon with no shuddering
memories, but with a dreamy halo of
unreality dimming its thousand wun-
wonted events and sights, a composite
picture that frays off about the edges
and centres about one lone ficure—
John Shiwak, the Eskimo.

We were a motley crowd on board.
For the next two weeks we would be
bound to each other in the depres-
sions and exaltations, the trials and
strains of a confined existence that
centred and circled and spread ng
farther than the tight dining-room
and the after-deck. My personal
variation was visits to the bridge
where I spent days at a time. Thé
transient passenger list consisted of
the woman-who-worries and myself
three professional world-vagrants
who travelled as most people work, u
mysterious newly-married couple
whom none knew better at the eng
than at the beginning. And below
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decks crowded a score of Newfound-
land fishermen and fish merchants on
their way to the great cod grounds
along the Labrador.

And there was John.

I was aware of him at first as he
sat at the Newfoundlanders’ table in
the dining saloon, never uttering a
word, watching with both eyes every
movement at the table of the “for-
eigners”. Presently I noted that he
ceased to spread his bread on his
hand, that he gave up his knife ex-
cept for its legitimate purposes, that
he stopped reaching as the others at
his table did. Frequently I caught
his eye, and always it dropped in con-
fusion—only to return in a minute
to the ways of our table. In a couple
of days he was eating in the manner
of so-called culture.

I watched for him on deck, but for
several days caught only fleeting
glimpses of him. And always he was
the daintiest man on board. Evident-
ly he had invested in a new wardrobe
in St. John’s, and the muscular, short,
straight-standing figure of him did
each garment fullest justice. Twice
a day he appeared in different array
—in the mornings usually in knick-
ers and sealskin moccasins.

Not a word did I ever see him speak
to another. He would appear on deck
for a half-hour twice a day, lean over
the railing within sound of our voices,
and disappear as silently as he came.
I set myself the task of intruding on
his reticence, of breaking his silence.
In truth it was a task. Observing
him one day watching the unloading
of salt into the small boats that play
the part of wharves on the Labrador
coast, I leaned on the railing beside
him and made some trivial inquiry
about the scene of bustle. His reply
was three words. To my second ques-
tion, after several minutes, the reply
was two words. And then he turned
away. It was discouraging. But
soon thereafter I noticed that when I
stopped to look over the rail, if it
were not in too quiet a part of the
ship, John was leaning just far
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enough away to be out of range of
questions. I took to wandering about,
stopping by myself to look out on the
sights of shore and iceberg. The in-
terval between us deecreased.

Then one night we stopped, in the
sudden darkness that falls in that
quarter shortly after ten of an Au-
gust evening, to pick up a missionary
and his wife and household goods. Tt
was a task of hours, for everything
had to be brought out to the steamer
in one small rowboat. I was looking
down from the forward deck on the
twinkling lights below, hearing the °
oaths of busy seamen, in my ears the
creaking of the steam winch. Sud-
denly there broke on the night from
the outer darkness the shuddering
howl of a wolf, then a chorus of howls,
I raised myself to listen, peering out
into the darkness of the sea where
there were only scores of tiny islands,
and beyond, scores of towering ice-
bergs.

“The Labrador band,” explained a
yuiet voice beside me, modest to the
verge of self-deprecation, but with a
twinkle in it somewhere,

It was John Shiwak. And the ice
was broken. I soothed his obvious
nervousness by keeping to the text
for the moment. “The Labrador
band” is the term applied to the howl-
ing huskies, most of whom are set
down on islands during their summer
months of uselessness that they might
be out of the way.

Far into the morning John and I
sat up there in the dirty, deserted
bow, as the ship felt its way through
tbe islands on its northward crawl.
By the piteh of the boat we knew
when the islands ceased to screen us
from the swell outside. Now and
then an icy breath registered the pass-
g of an iceberg; and qnee a dis-
turbing crackling far outside, and a
great plunge, told of a Greenland
monster that had yielded at last to
the wear of sun and wave. Not a
sound of life broke the northern sil-
ence save the quiet voice of the ecap-
tain on the bridge above, and the
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weird howls of hungry or disturbed
hugkies only one stage removed from
their wolfish origin. And in those
hours I learned much of John Shi-
wak’s immediate history.

He was a hunter in the far interior
by winter, a handiman in his distriet
by summer. The past winter had
been a good one for him—a silver fox
skin, for instance, which he had dis-
posed of to the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany for four hundred and sixty-nine
dollars. And on the strength of such
anasual profits he had gone down to
St. John's, Newfoundland, whence all
good things come to Labrador—and
whither all good and bad things go
from Labrador—and had plunged in-
to the one great time of his life. His
memory of that two weeks of civiliza-
tion congealed into a determination to
repeat the visit each summer. And
I know that the dissipations of a great
and strange city had had nothing to
do with its attractions.

In his conversation there was the
solemnity of a man who does much
thinking in vast silences. Everything
was presented to me in the vivid sue-
cinctness that delights the heart of
an editor. John’s life had been filled
with the essentials. So was his com-
ment on life. When we parted for
our berths I was conscious of a series
of pictures that lacked no necessary
touch of a master hand; but repeti-

tion in the stilted language and phras-

ing of ecivilization was impossible.
The wonderful gift of nature was
John’s, and the marvel of it grew on
me through the night hours.

Next morning I smiled at him from
our table, and some new life in his
eyes convinced me the recognition
was not unweleome. And when we
few wanderers collected as usual on
the after-deck. there was John a few
yards away leaning on the rail. I
went to him, taking the woman-who-
worries, and after a few monosyllabic
words he took advantage of our in-
terest in some scene on shore to glide
away. But an hour later he was there
again, and thereafter he adopted us

as his friends. For the next two days
we separated only for meals and sleep.
And on the night of the second day,
as we swung a little into the open to
make the Hamilton Inlet, a storm
arose. And through the storm a tiny
rowboat bobbed up to us in the moon-
light, poised for minutes in the flush
of a great danger as it struggled to
reach us without crushing against
our sides, and then quietly dropped
aboard us two Moravian missionaries.,
And it was John who seemed to know
just what to do to make the boarding
possible. The missionaries recognized
him and rewarded him with a smile
and thanks, but John appeared un-
moved. A moment later he was stand-
ing beside me, staring into the torn
reflection of the moonlight, held by
the same strange affinity that had
been working on me.

Early the following morning we
cast anchor far within the Inlet, be-
fore Rigolet. And as we glided into
position, John and I were talking,
In his manner was a greater solem-
nity than ever. I believe now it was
the knowledge that in an hour or so
his new friend would pass from his
life.

“Can you read?” he inquired. And
the unusual embarrassment of hig
manner made me wonder. Then, “Can
you write?” And when I modestly
admitted both accomplishments he
hesitated. I made no effort to draw
him out. In a moment he explained.
“I can, too.” There was a great pride
in his tone. I recognized it quickly
enough to introduce my commenda-
tions with the proper spirit. “And I
write much,” he went on. “I write
books.”

Having received my cue, I succeed-
ed in finding out that his “books®
were diaries written through the win-
ter months of his long season in the
interior. For John, the Eskimo, haq
taught himself to read and write.

“Will you read my books?”’ he
pleaded of me.

We climbed over the side then
and sat together in the little boat that
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was to take us to the Hudson’s Bay
quay. As I climbed first to the pier
a great husky leaped at me. I had
heard of huskies and their didiosyn-
erasies, and I was prepared to put up
some fight; but John came tumbling
up over the edge and rushed. A
gliver of a lad jumped likewise from
the other side and drove a kick into
the husky’s ribs—and then I learned
that this particular husky was un-
wontedly playful. Yet even the Es-
kimo and the liveyere never trust the
husky.

Jlgm led me off, past the white
buildings of the company, past sev-
eral ramshackle huts that looked as
if a mild wind would make loose lum-
ber of them, and stopped before one
a shade more solid than the others.
He paused before entering. It was
but one of his expressive movements
that meant more than words. I was
not to follow farther; he did not wish
me to see within. I read into it that
it was not shame, but a fear thaf. 4
might not understand his home life.
Inside, a few half-hearty words were
uttered, and John replied quietly;
and presently he appear.ed VYlth two
common exercise books in his hand.
These he handed to me and led away
from the life of the company bu}ld-
ings and the pier towards an ancient
Eskimo burying-ground where we
need fear no interruption. It would
be a couple of hours before the boat

1d leave.
wo]l;ut someone shouted. The mission-
ary who had boarded our boat two
days before wanted someone to help
to unload his household goods, and
John, the always ready, supplied the
want. And that was the last word
d with him.
s 1iasea.ted myself on the steps of the
factor’s house and opened one of the
books. The first thing I saw was a
erude but marvellously lively draw-
ing of a deer. With only a few un-
common lines he had set down a deer
in full flight. Therein were none of
the rules of drawing, but in his own
untrained way John had aceomplish-
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ed what better artists miss. “This is
a deer” underneath was but the ex-
pression of first principles. And on
the second page was a stanza of
poetry. Unfortunately it is not at
hand, but this dusky son of nature
had caught from his mother what he
had never read in books. There was
meter and rhyme and a strange
rhythm, and there was unconscious
submission to something working
within. I began to read.

It was all about his past winter
back there in a frozen world alone.
After a time 1 became suddenly con-
scious that something was happening
beneath me. I started to a cogniz-
ance of my surroundings. A husky
had crept beneath the step and jerk-
ed from beneath me one of a pair of
sealskin shoes I had purchased at the
store. For huskies are immune from
the appeal of an Eskimo’s soul. Any-
thing is fodder to the insatiable fire of
hunger that burns within.

They were shouting to me from the
quay—and there are more attractive
dangers than to be marooned on the
coast of Labrador. With the diaries
I started for the steamer, thinking to
meet John there. But on the way we
passed his boat returning with its last .
load. T shouted that I had his books ;
and his reply was to nod his head
slowly, then to rest on his oars a
couple of strokes, watching me as we
drifted farther apart.

I never saw him again. During
the six years that followed I received
from him a half-dozen letters a year,
all there was time for in the short two
months of navigation along the Labra-
dor. I wrote him regularly, sending
him such luxuries as I thought would
please him and add to his eomfort—
a camera and supplies, heavy sweater-
coats and other comforts, books, writ-
Ing-paper and pencils, a dictionary.
From him there came mementos of
his life—a beautiful fox skin for a
rug, with head and claws complete;
a pair of wooden dolls made entirely
by the Eskimo and dressed in exact
replica of the sealskin suits of the
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farthest north; a pair of elk-skin moe-
casins; a pair of seal gloves. It was

significant of John’s gallantry that

most of these gifts were specifically
for the woman-who-worries. For me
he was ever on the look for a polar
bear skin, and had planned a trip
farther north to get one, when other
events intervened.

But, best of all, each summer there
came out to me his diaries. Diaries
have small prospect of ° breaking
through my prejudices, but John’s in-
variably inaugurated a period of se-
clusion and idleness until I had read
their last word. They were wonder-
ful examples of unstilted, inspired
writing. They started with his hunt-
ing expedition in the late fall (Sep-
tember, in Labrador) into the interior
before the waterways froze over, and
through the succeeding eight months,
until the threat of breaking ice drove
him back to the coast with his fur-
laden sleigh, they recorded his daily
life, not as a barren round of un-
eventfulness, but as a teeming time
of throbbing experience. He felt
everything, from the leap of a run-
ning deer to a sunset, from a week’s
erippling storm to the eapture of the
much sought silver fox, from the de-
struction of his tent by five to the mis-
fortune of pilfering mice. And he
had the faculty of making his reader
feel with him. In a thumb-nail dash
he could take one straight into the
clutches of the silent Arctic. Now
and then he broke into verse, although

in his later diaries this disappeared, -

perhaps under the goad of more care-
ful register. Breathlessly I would
read of the terrible Arctic storms that
hemmed him in, all alone in there,
hundreds of miles from the nearest
human being. And the joys and dis-
appointments of his traps bore al-
most equally for the moment on the
one to whom he was telling his story.

From his diaries 1 gathered bits of
his life. He had left home when only
ten years of age, to carve his own for-
tune, but his father and beloved lit-
tle sisters were still to him his home,
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although he never saw them now. He
was everyone’s friend, grateful for
their kindnesses, always ready to
help, contemptuous of the lazy Indian
whom he hated. In the summer h(;
fished, or worked for a Grenfell doc-
tor—all mere fill-ups until the hunt-
ing season returned. But always
there was a note of incomplete exist-
ence in his writings, of falling short
of his ambitions, of something bigger
within the range of his horizon. Even
before I waved farewell to him that
day, I had him in my mind for g
sketeh, “John, the Unsatisfied”,

Throughout his diaries were many
gratifying references to the place I
had strangely attained in his affee-
tions—communings with himself in
the silent nights of the far north.
And each summer his letters almost
plaintively inquired when I was com-
ing to the Labrador that he might
take me away up the Hamilton Rivep
to the Grand Falls. Even in his last
letter, written from a far distant field
he reintroduced our ancient plans:
Once he informed me in his simple
way that he had his eye on the live.
vere girl for his future home, and ask-
ed me to send her a white silk hand-
kerchief with “F” in the corner. John
was growing up. During his last
summer in Labrador he was mueh
absorbed in an ambition to set up ag
a Labrador merchant, but he had not
the money.

During the first three years of oup
friendship he embarrassed me much
by proposing each summer to come
out and visit me; and in one letter he
had almost made up his mind to come
to me in Canada and take his place
permanently in the competition of
the white man. I funked the issye
each time. I had no fear of his ability
to hold his own with brain and hang
but the Eskimo in eivilization seemeé
too large a responsibility to assume
At every landing-place in Labradofu
was, at the time of my visit, a notice
threatening a fine of $500 for anyone
inducing an Eskimo to leave the eoun.
try. It was a result of the dire conge.
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quences of the Eskimo encampment at
the Chicago World’s Fair, in 1893.
And I could never rid myself of the
solemn warning of an Indian chief
friend of mine against the risk.

Once a letter arrived in midwinter.
The familiar handwriting on the en-
velope was like a voice from the dead,
for [ knew Labrador was then frozen
in impenetrable ice. Inside I learned
that a courier was coming on Snow-
shoes overland through those hun-
dreds of miles of untracked wastes
of Quebec. I replied immediately.
And his diary the next summer told
of his joy at the receipt in mid-winter
of a letter from his friend. A pair
of hunters, on their way to their hunt-
ing-ground somewhere beyond J(_)hn,
had earried the letter from the little
village on the river and left it in one
of his tilts.

During the fall of 1914 my letters
to him were going astray. Hls ar-
rived regularly, always lamentmg: my
seeming negligence. A dozen times
I wrote on alternate days. The sum-
mer of 1915 opened with his diaries
and more letters of lonesome plaint.
Through June and July they con-
tinued. Not a letter of mine was
reaching him. Then one day came
his despairing effort. On the outside
he had written in his most careful
hand: “If anyone gets this please
send it to Mr. Amy”. Whereupon I
wrote to. St. John’s friends to get in
touch with John at any cost.

In a couple of his letters he had
mentioned his desire to be a soldier,
but I had dismissed it as one of his
ambitions unattainable owing to his
race. In the one that was to be for-
warded to me he announced that he
had enlisted and was going to Eng-
land immediately to train.

] ask you to consider that. An
Eskimo, a thousand miles from the
nearest newspaper—no outside life
but that of the Newfoundland fisher-
man for eight weeks of the year, no
industry but hunting and ﬁshmg,
eight months in the snowbound s§l-
ences of the most desolate country in
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the world! And John Shiwak, of an-
other race, untutored, a student
only of nature, was going out to fight
for his country! Hundreds of thou-
sands of young Canadians could
scarcely read it without blushing.
Within the little Eskimo was burning
that which put conscription beyond
the péale.

In the early spring of 1916 I came
to England. Within a week I had
found where the Newfoundland regi-
ment was in training. John’s reply to
my letter is too sacred to publish.
There was joy in every line of it. “I
have nothing to write about,” he said
as usual, in his simple way. And then
he proceeded to impress me with a
mission in life I had scarcely appre-
ciated. But he was in Scotland, and
I in London. And travel in Eng-
land is vetoed during the war. With-
in a very few weeks he was on his
way to France, full of ardour.

Almost every week, and sometimes
oftener, I heard from him. He was
not liking the life. There was some-
thing about it he did not understand
—this killing of men week after week
—and his modesty and reticence, I
fear, made him a prey to more asser-
tive fellow soldiers. And thereafter,
for months, for some reason, no letter
of mine reached him. His petitions for
news of me drove me to drastic mea-
sures, and then I regained touch with
him. Onee he was sick in hospital
“with his neck”, but apart from that
he was in the lines every time his bat-
talion was on duty. And after eleven
months without leave, suddenly he
came to England.

It was unfortunately characteristic
of our merely spiritual propinquity
that I had left only two days before
for a holiday in Devon; and when his
wire reached me on a Friday night
there was no train to bring him to me
and return before Monday night,
when he was due in Scotland. I has-
tened back from Devon to eatech him
on his way through to France, but
the letter he sent me from somewhere
in London neglected to include his.
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address, and I could not find him be-
fore his train drew out that evening.

His letter of regret, written from
Folkestone as he waited for the boat
to France, is by me. “I hope we will
meet again somewhere,” he said, and
I imagined a tone of hopelessness
rang in it.

Upon his return to France sorrow
seemed to dog his steps. He had in-
duced two other Eskimos to enlist
with him, but they ecould not stand
the life and were sent back. But his
real grief was the loss of his hunting
mate, who often shared his winter
rounds in Labrador, a white man. “I
am the only one left from the Labra-
dor,” he moaned. And the longing
to get back to his old life peeped from
every letter. But to my sympathy
and efforts to brighten him he re-
plied: “I am hanging on all right.
The only thing to do is to stick it till
it’s over.”

It is through misty eyes I read his
letters of those last three months. The
duration of the war was wearing on
him. He had no close friends, none
to keep warm the link with his dis-
tant home. In September he lament-
ed: “I have had no letters from home
since July. There will be no more
now till the ice breaks”. And in his
last he longed again for the old hunt-
ing days. Labrador, that had never
satisfied his ambitions, looked warm
and friendly to him now. He wonder-
ed what the fur would be for the
coming winter, what his old friends
and people were doing, how the Gren-
fell doctor managed without him.

I had been sending him books and
writing-paper, and small luxuries in
food and soldiers’ comforts. “It is
good to know I have two friends,” he
thanked me. (The other was a woman
living near his training camp in Scot-
land). “I don’t think a man eould Le
better off.” Simple, grateful John!
He complained of the eold, and I des-
patched a warm sweater and a pair
of woollen gloves. But they never

reached him.

That was in mid-November. A
month later an official envelope came
to me. Inside was my last letter. On
its face was the soulless stamp. “De-
ceased”. More sympathetic hands
had added: “Killed”, “Verified”,

It was a damp-eyed sergeant told
me of his end, this native of Labra-
dor, the only Eskimo to lay down his
life for the Empire.

“He was a white man,” he whisper-
ed. Would that John could have
heard it! It happened in the Cam-
brai tank drive. The tanks were held
up by the canal before Masniéres, and
John’s company was ordered to rush a
narrow bridge that had unaccount-
ably been left standing. John, chief
sniper of his battalion, lately pro-
moted lance-corporal, the muscular
son of the wilds, outpaced his com-
rades. The battalion still discusses
which was the first to reach the
bridge, John or another. But John
ran to the height of the little arch
and turned to wave his companions
on.

It was a deadly corner of the batile-
field. The Germans, granted a res-
pite by the obstacle of the canal, were
rallying. Big shells were dropping
everywhere, scores of machine guns
were beginning to bark across the
narrow line of protecting water. Angq
just beyond the bridge-head, in among

“the trees, the enemy had erected g

platform in tiers, bearing machine
guns. As John stood, his helmet
awry, his mouth open in unheard
shouts of encouragement, the deadly
group of machine guns broke loose,
Tli}at was why the bridge had been
left.

The Eskimo swayed, then sank
slowly. But even as he lay they saw
his hand point ahead. And then
he lay still. And they passed him on
the bridge, lying straight and peace.
ful, gone to a better hunting-ground
than he had ever known.

And my thoughts of John Shiwak
the Eskimo, to-day, are that he musé
have been satisfied at the last.



THEODOSIA’S SUN-DOG

BY WILLIAM CHESTER ESTERBROOK

VERY Tuesday morning
for thirty-two years
Oliver M. McVeagh had
brought a big white en-
I velope to our little coun-
try post-office, had seal-
ed and stamped it with emphatic
slaps, had poked it throqgh the mail-
ing slit with an emphatic poke, and
had turned to those who ha_ppened
there with an emphatic smile that
would have puzzled a stranger, but
that never failed to reassure us for
whom it was intended.

For we were known to the world
only through Oliver M. MecVeagh.
‘Without him we would have been
what we were in the long ago—when
our children were as our grand-chil-
dren are now and Oliver had not yet
“sontributed to the press”—an un-
sung rural neighbourhood of six
square miles, plodding our uneventful
way from planting to garnering and
from garnering around to planting
ag%:’llll.en the world contemplates a
community through a single glass, it
is well (for the community) that the
glass be an excellent one. Oliver was
our glass. Never had he focused us
wrong. Never had he permitted the
hand political, the hand rehgxqus, or
the hand scandalous to turn him till
we were blurred. The world saw us
as we were, and since we were pro-
perly proud of ourselves, it pleased us
to be seen just that way. :

I wonder, now, tl}at we withheld
s long from him his merited meed
of hard-won appreciation. I wonder
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that we used to jog our horses up a
bit when we drove townward past his
farm, hoping to escape his column of
“Eden” items in the forthcoming
Daleville Sun; that we tried to con.
ceal our betrothals from him, the min-
utie of our weddings and funerals,
the proud bashfulness of our births,
and the destination of our long-plan-
ned trips.

I wonder, I say, that we ever tried
to conceal such things from him, see-
ing that he always found them out
anyway and that somehow or other
they never looked so ill in print as we
thought they would. Indeed, we got
to liking them there, and all beeause
we had learned, at last, to trust our-
selves to Oliver M. McVeagh.

Every Tuesday morning in thirty-
two years, T have said, found him at
the post-office with his Eden budget.
Perhaps that is putting it too strong,
and we are chary of exaggeration in
Eden. He did lose out once, when
his brother, in a distant State, was
dying. I was at his house when the
message came and he asked me to
wait till he could get ready, so I sat
there in his barren, bachelor’s parlour
while he packed his old-fashioned slick
valise and donned his sabbaticals,

“I must stop a minute at Theodosia.
Parkman’s,” he said, as we climbed
into the buckboard his hired man had -
brought around.

e was accustomed to refer to Miss
Parkman as “my literary competitor”,
When I told her about it once she got
hopping mad.

“Competitor, indeed!” she sniffed.
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“0l McVeagh my competitor! Why,
he never wrote a line in his life that
was good enough to publish outside
The Daleville Sun!” 1 wish there were
some way of indicating in print a
modicum of the contempt with which
she garnished The Daleville Sun.

I must eonfess there were people in
Eden who put Theodosia in a class
clear above Oliver’s. She wrote poetry,
exclusively, she claimed with fine
pride, and it found semi-occasional
lodgment in that type of publication
which abjures swear words and the
names of intoxicating drinks. We
know a thing or two in Eden. We
know, for instance, that real poetry
is as far above ordinary reporting as
heaven is above earth. But what we
never did settle to everybody’s satis-
faction was whether the sort of poetry
Theodosia wrote was ahove the sort
of reporting Oliver did.

Theodosia was in her garden when
we drove up and she came to the fence
to meet us. She was a tall, lean wo-
man with superb black eyes and a
rather severe face. I can remember
when she was called the prettiest girl
in Dubois county. Oliver cramped
the buckboard to bring it closer and
then turned in his seat, draping his
long legs over the end.

“Theodosia,” he said, “I’ve got a
mighty sick brother back East, and
P’m hurrying to see him before it’s
too late. I thought I’d stop and ask
if you’d mind gathering a little bunch
of news for the Sun? Needn’t go to
any trouble, you know. Just take
whatever comes your way.”

She was quick in her expression of
sympathy for him; she never failed
anyone as to that. Indeed, there were
folk right in Eden who were cynical
enough to declare she would have
written better poetry had she been
less sympathetic. Even Oliver, who
rarely criticized her, once told me he
wished to heaven Theodosia would
quit drying her eyes long enough to
look at her feet—meaning, of course,
her poetical ones.

In the first half-minute she spent .

condoling him, I thought I detected
a lurking hesitancy to grant the
favour he asked. She gave me the
impression of sparring for time. Still,
I knew there had never been anything
evasive about Theodosia Parkman.
When she fought, she fought in the
open, and when she poked fun at
anything she poked it the same way.
But she was just as proud as the rest
of us, and she must have recalled how
often she had ridieuled Oliver’s re-
portorial task. If there was any hesi-
tancy, however, it soon passed.

“T’ll do the best I can,” she said,
“only I must do it in my own way,
Oliver.”

“That’s just what I want you to do,
Theodosia,” he declared, how heartily
I did not at the instant appreciate.
“Give yourself full swing. I may
have to be gone two weeks. Be sure
to send the items in Tuesday morn-
ing. You’ll have two days to get the
first bateh off, and I’ll give you for a
starter what I’ve got together since
the last issue.”

He tore a few leaves from his note-
book and reached them across the
fence to her. “I guess you can make
them out,” he said. “I’d have had
them in better shape if I’'d known

somebody else was going to use them.”

“T’m sure I’ll have no trouble at all
with them,” said she, with a eritiecal
glance at the untidy scrawl.

After we had left her, with pro-
found thanks on Oliver’s part, I re-
marked that it took a good deal of
courage to ask Theodosia to do a thing
she had always given us to under-
stand was quite beneath her talent.
Oliver regarded me with a quizzieal

in.

“She’s been itching for years to
show me how to do these Eden items
he said. “Now she’s got the chance,
we’ll see what she makes of it.”

He had arranged with me to drive
his rig home after his departure from
the station, and T was about to pass
Theodosia’s lane an hour later when
she arose from the porch, where ghe
had evidently been awaiting my re-
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turn, and beckoned me to enter.

“If you’re not in a hurry, let the
horse stand and come in,” she called,
and I went up and took a seat on the
porch beside her. She had the note-
book leaves which Oliver had given
her, and her black eyes were dancing.

“T want you to read these items
over with me,” she chuckled, and we
read down the first page:

Ten-pound boy at Joe Faber’s. Mother
and son doing well. Congratulations, Joe.

Davy Hillet is building a ﬂve-rqom cot-
tage with all conveniences, on his forty
opposite Rodney’s schoolhouse. Rumour
gaith he’s trebled his visits to a certain
farmhouse on Wh;aatly Ridge. Tired of

i eh, Dav

bagzin%oge;s hasya bran-new driven well
in his dairy yard now. Sol says people
were beginning to ol.)_]ect to the taste of
the old well in his milk.

And so on, down to the bpttom of
the page. A simple, bucolic narra-
tion of the little things that make up
life in Eden, told in the vernacular
of our community. We had seen it
every week for years and we had
accustomed ourselves to whatever was
wrong or inane or crude about it. At
all events, we argued, it lacked the
" one thing we detested above every-
thing else in Edgn—affectatlon. And
that was something! :

But I had never realized what a
terrible affliction we .had endured. in
Oliver M. MeVeagh tl_ll that morning
on Theodosia’s porch. T had not_known
that country correspondents, if they
were like Oliver, had so .much to
answer for. It was really quite drgad-
ful from Theodosia’s point of view.
Till then, too, I had never appre-
ciated how silly we had all been to
eoncoct romances—as we had. been do-
ing for years—between 'Oll‘ve.r and
Theodosia, based on their ‘literary

affinity”. Indeed, by the time Theo-
" dosia had finished her comment on
Oliver’s items I had quite _con’cluded
that “literary” and “affinity” were
words clear beyond Cupid’s power of

ation.
hyg]l;‘gg twenty years Ol McVeagh has
been making Eden ridiculous by this
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sort of thing,” cried she, shaking the
poor, mussed leaves challengingly be-
neath my nose. “Oh, I know how he
pooh-poohs what it pleases him to call
‘cloud-writing’.. He’s eternally harp-
ing on simple facts. But because a
thing’s simple is no reason it should
be left naked! The trouble is that
he hasn’t any imagination, nor any
voeabulary. He’s lamentably short
on verbal raiment, consequently his
poor facts are forced to go strutting
around in tights! I think I can prom-
ise that you’ll see a change in the
Eden items for the next two weeks.
You may not get so much news, but
you'll get what’s vastly more import-
ant, a certain literary flavour, a deli-
cacy and an imaginative element that
will appeal to anyone with an ima-
gination! And T'll see to it that my
facts have verbal skirts that will de-
cently cover their knees.”

Naturally there was no lack of
curiosity when we got our next week’s
Sun. We expected a certain tang of
precocity, knowing Theodosia as we
did, but we were scarcely prepared

for what appeared under our familiar
caption :

EDEN

In the ‘“wee sma’ hours’’ of last Wed-
nesday night there came, straight from
elfin-land, a man-child—

‘“. . . little goddikin,
No bigger than a skittlepin,’’
who took up his abode in the hospitable
home of Mr. Joseph Langdon Faber and
Mrs. Eugenia Dale Faber, where he was
rapturously received.

O thou, Sweet Child! To be beguiled
By thy infantile mirth,

Is joy supreme to those, I ween,
Who gave thee mortal birth.

Up in the old clover-field opposite Rod-
ney’s schoolhouse, where the bees hum and
the birds sing and the bloom nods and the
sun dapples the meadows, there is heard,
these bright summer days, the sound of a
solitary hammer.

For Davy Hillet is building a house up
there. Handsome Davy Hillet, whom every-
body in Eden knows and loves. Perhaps
Davy doesn’t call it a house—he’ll call it
that after a while when he’s as old as
some of the rest of us are now. But let
him call it the nest he knows it’s going to
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be. And let it prove not only a nest, but
a castle for young love’s dreams as well.
Speed and strength, say we, to his honest
arm, and fulfillment of his ambition.

It isn’t necessary to quote her on
Sol Rogers’s well and other Eden
subjects of interest. In the main she
made use of the two styles of writing
shown above—one intended to be high-
ly poetical, the other that nudgingly
intimate style adopted by so many
ultra-modern publications. Oliver’s
list consisted, usually, of some thirty
paragraphs, gleaned goodness knows
how, for he farmed just as ardently
as the rest of us. There were only
six of Theodosia’s. Naturally, her
method of treating them precluded
their being very numerous. At the
bottom of the column was an editor’s
note announcing that other items had
been omitted for lack of space.

What Eden thought of it was easily
learned on Friday morning when the
Sun reached us. Old man Farady
read the items twice—once without
glasses and once with them, to make
sure, and leaned over to Daniel Mace-
man, his neighbour.

“What about this here man-child
business?” he asked contemptuously.
“What do you understand by a man-
child, Dan’el 9”

“Jist a plain he-baby,” replied
Daniel promptly.

“Why the dickens didn’t she say
so then?” demanded Farady.

“If Theodosia Parkman had the
runnin’ of them items all the time
we’d soon have poetry names for dogs
and cats and houses and sich like,”
vouchsafed another neighbour sav-
agely.

Just then Davy Hillet came in for
his paper.

“Hello, Handsome Davy!” called
Maceman ; “how’s its little bird’s nest
this morning %”

Some one read the item aloud to
Davy, and, circumspect lad that he
was, he dropped a comment which I
am not at liberty to set down here.

Oliver was gone two weeks and we

were anxious to see Theodosia’s second

budget, but, alas, it never appeared.
On that second Thursday, for the first
and only time,*the name of our be-
loved Eden was absent from the eol-
umns of The Daleville Sun. It was a
long time before I learned why. Then,
one day, Oliver showed me a battered
old letter from Gilsey, the editor,
dated about the time of Oliver’s re-
turn from the East. “Tell that old
blue-stocking to whom you delegated
your job that I’'m neither running a
heart-to-heart journal nor compiling
an anthology of pink-tea poems,” he
wrote.

That was the reason Theodosig’s
second effusion was never printed. Tt
was a terrible blow for her. After
that her most ardent partisan could
be immediately squelched by the mere
intimation of her inability to “cop-
respond” for the Sun. I'm satisfied
that Oliver told no one but me.
Nevertheless, Eden learned, possibly
through Gilsey himself, that the see-
ond budget had been ignominiously
turned down.

Some years later Oliver published
his “History of Eden Township”, g
huge blue and gold volume with mul-
titudinous woodcuts of Eden places
and faces, sold by subscription only.
Theodosia’s picture was among the
others and the author had fairly out-
done himself in a short biographieal
sketch of her, to which was appended
a goodly array of her best verses.

The competitive spirit always soar-

ed high in Eden, and it soared just

as willingly for our literary output
as it did for our more prosaie erops.
Oliver’s adherents chuckled anew
while Theodosia’s were plunged still
deeper in despair. Theodosia herself,
I’m inclined to believe, regarded that
portion of the history devoted to hep
as but a sop thrown to her very na-
tural feeling of envy over her “com-
petitor’s” advancement in what the
Sun called “the literary world”,
“Oliver tells me he has done re-
markably well with his book,” I saiq
to her one day, nodding to the big
volume on her library table. “He
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thinks he stands to make as much as
six hundred dollars on it.”

“Indeed! I'm so glad.
book, isn’t it?
gilt.”

It always amused me immensely
the way Theodosia could let go a
fling like that. “It will take just one
more thing to make Eden’s pride com-
plete,” said I. _

“What’s that ?” she demanded curi-
ously.

“Your book.”

“My book ¥’

“Yes; you’ll have to write one, now
that Oliver has had his published.”

T shall never forget the mingled
pleasure and envy and wistfulness
that came into her sweetly severe
face. I didn’t know till then what a
pesky thing the literary microbe must
be

Gorgeous
So rich in blue and

“QOh, my book,” she laughed depre-
catingly, although one had only to
look at her black eyes to see that her
book had been a dream insistent. “My
book will have to be of different stuff
from Oliver’s. I can’t compile. It
will have to be straight out of my
heart. 1 suppose I'm foolish, but do
you know I actually feel I couldn’t
take money for a book like Oliver’s.
1t’s too much like making capital out
of other people’s affairs.”

«What about Bancroft and Bos-

’”
we‘l‘IOh' of course I'm silly. But my
book will have to come out of my own
heart, just the same. And that’s the
reason it likely will never be pub-
lished.”

«Bacause it’s like you?”

“«Because people don’t care very
much for me, I think,” she said sadly.

I made all manner of. fun of her
for that remark, but it didn’t seem to
do much good, she was so _terrlbly dis-
couraged. Theodosia’s life had not
been a particularly happy one. Ever
since her brother’s death, many years
before, she had lived practically alone
in the old-fashioned farmhouse he had
left her, where, in spite of a most
erratic management, she made a liv-
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ing from the few acres that had re-
majned after his debts were paid.
She had retained an old serving wo-
man who had long been with the Park-
mans, while the farmwork was done
by a labourer, who divided his time
between his own scant fields and hers,
with results that were not always re-
munerative for her. We had tried,
unsuccessfully, but times without
number, to get her to change the man-
agement of her affairs. “Lemuel suits
me exactly,” she always retorted.
“He mayn’t know much about farm-
ing, but he understands me, which is
more to the point.”

One drizzly, cold evening in Novem-
ber I saw her driving the stock in
from the fields—Lemuel’s chore—and
hurrying past a few mornings later,
what was my astonishment to see her
actually splitting wood in the yard
back of the house—another of Lem-
uel’s jobs, of course. I called that
person to his door a quarter of a mile
farther on. “I saw Miss Parkman
splitting wood a minute ago. What’s
the matter with you?” I demanded.

He grinned slowly. “Nothin’ the
matter of me,” said he; “Miss Park-
man’s set on doin’ her own chorin’
this winter. Going to ’economize.”

Determined to know what was be-
hind it all, I stopped at Theodosia’s
on my return and was received where
I had never before been received—in
the kitchen.

“We've been too busy to start a fire
any place else,” she explained. “The
kitchen won’t hurt you for twenty
minutes.”

“Twenty minutes!” I echoed.

“Yes; that’s all the time I can spare
this morning.” And this was Theo-
dosia, who usually stuck to a visitor
like a plaster!

“Tll go the minute you tell me
what this stock-driving in the rain
and this wood-splitting in the cold
means,” <aid 1. .

Theodosia pat out her hands for
my inspection. She had always been
frankly proud of those hands. Now
a ribbon of muslin was wrapped
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about a thumb, a middle finger was
in a stall, and the firm whiteness of
her skin was marked by sundry
seratches.

“Well,” said I, “out with it.”

“It’s the ‘Sun-Dog’,” said
langhing.

I looked at her vaguely. Then I
recalled that “The Sun-Dog” was her
single poem worth while, one of those
exquisite little things medioerity at-
tains in spite of itself.

“What about it?” I asked.

“I’'m going to have it published—
along with some others,” she began,
a hand lifted to stop my incipient ap-
plause. “I'm going to do it myself.
I’ve hawked it around from publisher
to publisher, and it’s no use. They
won’t take it on their own responsi-
bility. In a thousand years I would
not find anyone willing to do it. So

. I’'m going to pay for it right out of
my own pocket. I’ll need six hun-
gired dollars for the first edition, and
it’s going to take two years of serap-
ing and saving to get the money. Is
it plain now? If it is, run along
home like a good boy, and let me get
back to work.”

“Theodosia,” I eried, “there are a
dozen of us right here in sight who
would be tickled to death to loan—""
The look in her eyes stopped me. I
might have known better than to have
suggested such a thing, she was that
proud and independent.

“My cake must be paid for when
I’'m ready to eat it,” she said soberly.

As I hurried away, I couldn’t help
noticing the big basket by the range,
its bottom velvety brown and black
with fluffy, newly-hatched chickens;
nor the big pile of carpet-rags the old
serving woman was sewing in the cor-
ner. Chickens and carpet-rags were
not the only things Theodosia had
neglected. She was the sort of wo-
man who spends hours in her flower-
garden and buys all her vegetables.
" “How comes ‘The Sun-Dog’?’ I
called to her from the road some
weeks later.

“Not very fast,” she called back,

she,
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and I thought I detected a quiver in
her voice. “I don’t seem to be able
to learn the incubator. Half my last
hateh. died.”

“Poems ?” 1 asked.

A smile lit her severe face. “T be-
gin to think it would have been better
had I let the poems die and turned
my attention to chickens.” :

“Nonsense. Cheer up. Oliver says

2.

“lI don’t give a rap what Oliver
says!” And she refused to waste any
more time on me.

From my own house I could gee
her quite plainly, at times, tramping
across the snowy fields to bring the
horses in, or making repeated trips
to the chicken-house, or milking the
new cow—she had hitherto bought all
her milk and butter—or doing the
hundred other things about a farm
that it is a man’s business to do.

One morning in February I had
occasion to go very early to the sta-
tion. It was bitter cold, so cold that
a great sun-dog showed in the east.
ern sky, almost as fine a one, T
thought, as Theodosia had painted in
her poem. As my wheels creaked past
her place she came out, muffled to the
ears. She had resurrected from some
forgotten corner an old great-coat of
her brother’s. She had a hatchet in
her hand and I knew she was g2oing
to chop the ice out of the watering-
trough. It startled me—Theodosia
Parkman chopping ice out of a water.
ing-trough or anything else on g
morning like that!

“Take cheer,” I called, waving my
whip toward the sun-dog; “it’s pro-
pitious.” ‘

But things did not go very well
with Theodosia. The real sun-dog
had not helped matters much aftep
all. “I’m afraid Pve waited too long
to turn my hand to money-making
she once admitted sadly. She hag
confided her plans to no one in Eden
but her old servant and myself. She
could not keep her sudden rigid econ-
omy from her neighbours, but she
concealed its purpose.
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When I saw that she was deter-
mined to slave the winter away, I di-
vulged the whole business to Oliver,
in the vague hope that he might sug-
gost some way out for her. We were
sitting in his little old parlour at the
time. It was sleeting—an abominable
daZSo that’s the reason she’s working
her fingers off, eh?” he said, and,
knoeking his pipe empty against the
hearth, he got up and strodt_a to the
window, where he stood looking out,
his hands jammed into his pockets.

“F’d never have told you but I
thonght you might suggest some plt_m
to help her, without her knowing it.
Of oourse, it will have to be done

way.”

th!"lfill aylate hour that night we turn-
ed over plan after plan, only to dis-
card each in its turn. “Let’s sleep
over it,” I finally suggested, and de-
paTrtﬁg next morning I was laid up
with rheumatism and had to forgo
my wusual drive to the station. I was
very much surprised when one of the
neighbours brought me wprd that
Oliver had been called to Chicago. He
was home again in threg days and
went directly to Theodosia. She it
was who called to me on my way over
to see him, and through her I got the
first version of his trip. ;

“QOliver had some urgent business
to attend to in Chicago,” she explain-
ed, “and while there he happened
aeross an old schoolmate _Who is a
publisher and persuaded him to give
me a hearing. I sent Lemuel to the
station to po’s,t ‘The Sun-Dog’ only a

ent ago.
m(.)II:l was gvonderful to see how hope
had rejuvenated her. I offered my
congratulations, and chuckled, after
1 got away, over Oliver’s “urgent
business”. The acceptance of the
book came surprisingly soo_n—had I
known more about such thmgs. then
1 should have thought suspiciously
soon. I called on Theodosia at the
very first opportunity and as I drove
up the lane I saw that the chicken-
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house door was open and that Lemuel
was loading the incubator onto his
own wagon.

Theodosia didn’t wait for me to
knock. “Come right in,” she eried,
opening to me. It was a rather warm
day for March, but she had a blink-
ing red log in the fireplace.

“What extravagance,” said 1.

“Not now,” she laughed happily.
“Of ecourse, you know about the
book?” She was radiantly happy.
Never had I seen her half so pretty.
“Isn’t it perfectly glorious?” she ask-
ed, with all her charming frankness.

“It’s fine, Theodosia,” said 1,
squeezing her hand again.

“Oliver says he’s sure the publisher
can sell five hundred copies right here
in Eden,” said she. It was surprising
how often she Olivered this and
Olivered that during my brief stay.

“It’s a great thing for Theodosia,”
said that gentleman to me some days
later. “Anybody can compile a book
and get it published if he is willing
to pay the price. But to have a book
taken outright on its merits, the pub-
lisher assuming the risk, that’s quite
a different affair, I can tell you.”

The book was to come out in June,
an ideal time, Theodosia declared,
from a poet’s point of view. A few
weeks before the date set for its ap-
pearance I got a letter from Oliver,
who had been called to the eity
in a business emergency. He re-
quested me to search his desk for a
very important document which I
was to mail immediately to him.
“You’ll likely have to read every
drawer through before you find it
he wrote.

It was while searching for the let-
ter in question that I came upon an-
other that was vastly more important
to me. It bore the name of a Chicago
publisher and read :

My Dear Oliver:

Your friend’s ‘‘Sun-Dog and Other
Poems’’ will be ready on date specified.
We shall do what we can for her, whiech
is not mueh, as you know. It will be well
for her, if she wants to get rid of the edi-



226

tion, to sell as many copies as possible
among her friends.

You will find receipt inclosed for six
hundred dollars, payment in full as per
arrangement between us. Will make settle-
ments with her as per contract and will
return to you whatever may accrue to us
up to the amount you have advanced. I
fear, however, it will be many a year,
magnanimous soul, before you get your
money back.

There followed some schoolboy
reminiscence and the publisher’s sig-
nature. Dear old Oliver! I could
have hugged him!

When he came back I told him
about having learned his secret. For
a minute he was more annoyed than
I had ever seen him. :

“We can keep it from her,” said I
reassuringly.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

He gave me one of those quizzieal
side glances of his and a smile lit his
usually sombre face. “It isn’t going
to be very easy for me to keep seerots
from her after the middle of June,”
he remarked quietly.

“Oliver!” I shouted.

“There, leave me a
hand,” he laughed.

We were driving past Theodosia’s
lane. It was dusk and the odour of
early summer was in the air. Theo-
dosia had lighted her lamp. The blind
was up and we could see her shadow
on the wall across from the fire-
place.

“You’ll be literary partners then,
I suppose,” said I.

“Better than that,” said he quietly,
“much better than that.”

piece of my

MIDSUMMER

By L. M. MONTGOMERY

"r HE year dreams idly on her blossom bed
Beside a glimmering pool; her smiling mouth
With spoil of sun-ripe berries is made red ;
And over her, from meadows in the south,
Breathe winds, so long the riflers of wild bloom,
That they are verily drunken with perfume.

In the warm garden-ways the lilies 1ift
Their pearly chalices, where plundering bees
Are drowned in sweetness; great cloud-galleons drift
Over the sky, becalmed argosies ; \
Even the echees, haunters of the hills,
Have fallen asleep beside the hidden rills.

The pale, wild poppies by the eastern sea

Nod through the calm hours of the afternoon,
And the blue ocean drowses langorously

To the low lullaby its wavelets croon;
Earth’s beating heart seems for the moment stilled,
With every young spring wish and hope fulfilled.
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REMINISCENCES
POLITICRAL AND PERSONAL

BY SIR JOHN WILLISON

III.—MR. JOHN CAMERON AND THE BLAKE WING

OR half a century The
Advertiser and The Free
Press of London have
been influential through-
out Western Ontario.
Neither has been over-
shadowed by the newspapers of To-
ronto nor submissive to their author-
ity. Mr. Josiah Blackburn, for many
years editor of The Free Press, was a
distinguished figure in Canadian jour-
nalism. He gave The Free.Press an
authority which it has retained. A}-
though a devoted Conservative, his
conception of the relation of an edi-
tor to the party leaders was that 9f
Mr. Goldwin Smith: “A sort of lit-
erary statesman guldmg 1}15 paper ac-
cording to his own opinions, thoug,l,x
in concert with his political party”.
No doubt like all political ;!ournahsts
Mr. Blackburn had occasionally to
submit to the authority of the party
cauncus, and unfortunately for the
journalist the world looks on as he
turns the c¢orner. There is a tradi-
tion in London that it was Mr. Black-
burn who said when he was required
by the action of the party leadgrs to
bless where he had cursed that “it was
a d— sharp curve, but he could ta!:e
it”. Investigation, however, has (.hs-
closed that Mr. Blackburn }Jas no tltl.e
to the gratitude of posterity for this
expressive and picturesque confession
of self-confidence and party fealty.
In a history of the Canadian Press
Assoeiation by Dr. A. H. U. Colqu-
houn, it is declared that the author
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of the telegram erroneously attributed
to Mr. Blackburn was Mr. Robert
Smiley of The Hamilton Spectator,
“In 1854 T'he Spectator was attacking
Honourable Robert Spence, who sat
for North Wentworth as a Reformer.
When the Coalition was formed
Spence became a colleague of John A.
Maedonald, who promptly pleaded
with Smiley to cease firing at a man
who would next day be his associate,
and Mr. Smiley wired back, ‘It’s a
d—— sharp curve, but I think we can
take it’. And he took it, thereby con-
tributing vastly to the gaiety of na-
tions.” This rests upon the word
of Mr. H. F. Gardiner, for two or
three years chief editorial writer of
The London Advertiser, but mainly
celebrated as the editor of The Ham-
ilton Times, to which he gave much
distinetion and authority. In 1879
Mr. Gardiner met Sir John Macdonald
at the railway station in Hamilton
and in conversation the Conservative
leader admitted that he had telgraph-
ed from Quebec to Mr. Smiley urging
merciful treatment of Spence, and in
reply had received the famous mes-
sage. Mr. Gardiner reminds me that
at that time the Great Western Rail-
way was under construction. Hence
“sharp curve” was a common expres-
sion among the people of the district.

There is, however, a reason why the
phrase which should have made Mr.
Smiley famous was aseribed to Mr.
Blackburn. The London Free Press
was reluctant to follow the Conserva-
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tive leaders into the advocacy of Pro-
tection. In 1876 Honourable Thomas
White made a Protectionist speech
at London. The Free Press contested
his teaching, but when the party
became fully and irretrievably com-
mitted to Protection, Mr. Blackburn
submitted. He made the curve with
such gallantry and discretion that not
a wheel left the track. It could not
be said of Mr. Blackburn as has been
said of Mr. John Redmond when he
committed Nationalist Ireland, with
moving fervour and eloquence, to
unity with England in the Great War
that he “took the curve too sharply
and did not ecarry the train with
him”,

Among living journalists in Can-
ada no man has had a fuller or rich-
er experience than Mr. Gardiner. He
learned to set type in the office of The
Canada Christian Advocate of Hamil-
ton, of which his father was ‘editor.
In 1871 he was reporter and night
editor on The Hamilton Standard, di-
rected by Mr. Jonathan Wilkinson,
who afterwards published The St
Thomas Times, and whose descend-
ants have followed his calling with
like distinction. In 1872 Mr. Gar-
diner joined the staff of The Ham-
ilton Times, controlled by Mr. C. E.
Stewart, who also published The
Weekly Expositor at Brantford. In
the famous contest between Sir Fran-
cis Hincks and Mr. William Paterson
for the representation of South Brant
in the House of Commons Mr. Gardin-
er assisted in producing a tri-weekly
campaign sheet in support of the suc-
cessful Liberal ecandidate. In the
spring of 1873 Mr. Gardiner was
again in Brantford as chief press
counsel for Mr. A. 8. Hardy, who sue-
ceeded Honourable E. B. Wood in the
Legislature. He was the first editor
of The Daily Expositor, but when
Mr. Stewart died in 1874 he was re-
called from Brantford and sent to
Ottawa to represent The Hamilton
Times in the Press Gallery during the
first session of Parliament under the
Mackenzie Government, The only sur-
vivors of that Gallery are Mr. Gar-

diner and Honourable C. H. Mackin-
tosh. Thirty-five or forty years ago
Mr. Mackintosh was among the most
dashing and intrepid controversialists
of the Conservative party. For a time
he edited The Strathroy Despatch,
and had a passing connection with
other journals in Western Ontario,
From a-youth he was active on the
platform, vigorous in attack and fer.
tile in political expedients. In 1874
he acquired The Ottawa Citizen, which
under his direction was distinguished
for its destructive criticism of the
Mackenzie Government, its devotion
to Sir John Macedonald and its eager
espousal of the National Policy. Fop
many years he was influential in Coon-
servative councils, in the confidence
of the leaders, a pathfinder in strategy
and policy. For two years he was
Mayor of Ottawa and for two Parlia-
ments represented the Capital. Ap-
pointed Lieutenant-Governor of the
Northwest Territories in 1893, he
passed out of Government House five
years later, still alert and vigorous,
and still deeply concerned in the
greater issues of national policy, but
since, although his pen has often been
busy, he has not been in the forefront
of the battle. A picturesque figure
with much daring and courage, My,
Mackintosh was more influential in
the public life of the country than has
ever been disclosed and gave to the
Conservative party services of value
far greater than any recognition he
has received.

But to return to Mr. Gardiner., In
October, 1874, he became assistant
editor of The London Advertiser un-
der Mr. John Cameron. Returnin,
to Hamilton in March, 1877, for three
and a half years he was managing edi-
tor of The Spectator. From October,
1880, until July, 1903, he was editor
of The Times, greatly impressing up-
on that journal his own vigorous per-
sonality and faithfully proclaiming
an economic gospel which began with
Low Tariff and Economy and ended
where it began. Mr. Gardiner was a
journalist before he was a politician -
he was a teacher rather than a parti.

P
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gsan. He loved to stroke the back of
the under dog. He had little rever-
ence for authority. In political con-
troversy he was not obedient to the
maxims of prudence, nor was he ever
proficient in the language of com-
promise. If in the hour of battle he
could fight well for the condidates of
the Liberal party, between elections
he was unmanageable. But he was
not eapricious or untrustworthy, nor
was he unamenable to discipline save
when decent loyalty to his own con-
vietions forbade trimming or falter-
ing. After thirteen years of service
as superintendent of the School for
the Blind at Brantford, he has come
back to Hamilton, to live among his
friends and his books, happy in old
associations, surrounded with affec-
tion and respect, fresh and strong in
mind and body. There may he still
have many years of rest and peace
and much of sunshine.

For twenty-five or thirty years the
chief occupation of The London Ad-
vertiser was to attack, and the chief
business of The Free Press to defend
Sir John Carling. It was all very
trivial and very futile. Those old
volumes reveal symptoms of madness
such as still appear in municipal con-
tests in Toronto. No doubt there was
corruption in elections in London, b1_1t
no one would now suggest that Sir
John Carling deserved all t.he vituper-
ation and violence to which he was
subjected. Nor would they suggest
that his assailants were e_neased in
any panoply of virtue. Carling’s chief
offence was that he was usually sue-
cessful, and what title has a candidate
who will not be defeated to courtesy
or justice or compassion. He was a
placid, wholesome, honourable gentle-
man who would have been esteemed
and beloved even by those who huntpd
him with so much ardour and malig-
nity if he had kept out of polities.
Even as it was, he was trusted and
respected in no ordinary degree. If
not a great man, he gave the country
service of sound quality throughout
a long public career. Once, no doubt,
he held the seat for London in the
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House of Commons by a dubious title.
There was technical justice in the ju-
dicial decision by which he profited,
and perhaps it is difficult to determine
the moral validity of a legal tech-
nicality or what latitude judges may
exercise in interpreting the letter of
the law instead of the spirit. It
is said that once in Counecil Sir
John Macdonald looked long at his
colleague from London and at length
remarked, “I wonder, Carling, if God
ever made a man as honest as you
look”. It may be that he was not as
honest as he looked, but he was honest
enough for Christian communion, re-
verential burial and kindly remem-
brance. The press never killed a pub-
lic man who deserved to live. If this
were not so Honourable George Brown
never would have reached middle life
and Sir John Maedonald would have
died in infancy. I think sometimes
that if journalists would periodically
examine the old files of their news-
papers there would be far more of
charity and justice in political con-
troversy.

It is doubtful, however, if any news-
paper in Canada has a more honour-
able history than The Free Press or
has been a more effective ally of the
Conservative leaders. So The Adver-
tiser has been a staunch echampion of
the Liberal party in London and the
western counties. At times wayward,
it was ever valiant in the day of bat-
tle. Like its Conservative contempor-
ary, The Advertiser has had individ-
ual flavour and distinction. Founded
by Mr. John Cameron in 1863. until
1883 it was as much the expression of
his personality as was The Globe of
the robust courage and flaming spirit
of Honourable George Brown. Asso-
ciated with Mr. John Cameron in the
conduet of The Advertiser were three
of his brothers, of whom only one is
living. Less resolute than Mr. Brown
and more distrustful of himself, Mr,
Cameron was more tractable and more
submissive to authority. But it would
be unjust to suggest that he had no
settled opinions or was yielding when
his cherished convictions were chal-
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lenged. He was a prohibitionist by
example long before we all became
prohibitionists by compulsion. Until
he withdrew from the active diree-
tion of The Advertiser to become edi-
tor of The Globe, liquor advertising
was not admitted to its columns.
Forty years ago when there was no
such volume of advertising as news-
papers now carry this involved a seri-
ous sacrifice. Nor was there much
popular sympathy for what was re-
garded as pharisaical pretension and
commercial imbecility. Two or three
months after Mr. Cameron relinquish-
ed his personal control over The Ad-
vertiser I was detailed to write a sym-
pathetic account of the Carling brew-
ery. Just why I was assigned to that
particular duty I have never under-
stood. There were other members of
the staff who could have pronounced
a more seasoned judgment upon the
quality of the produet. But I had an
amiable conversation with Sir John
Carling and thereafter The Adver-
tiser gave Carling’s ale the benefit of
its circulation. Mr. Cameron was
favourable to woman suffrage when
advocacy of the political equality of
women was regarded as a feminine
eccentricity. He was religious, but
he hated heresy hunting and narrow
denominationalism. He was loyal to
British connection, but doubted the
permanence of the colonial relation
unless equality of citizenship through-
out the Empire could be established.
Restless under the domination of The
Globe, he naturally drifted into rela-
tions with that element of the Liberal
party which chafed under Honour-
able George Brown’s ascendency.
George Brown was not jealous of
equals nor eontemptuous of inferiors,
but he was a natural Dictator and
was intolerant of carping and disaf-
feetion within the ILiberal party.
Those who were contumacious he
would flog into submission or drive
into the wilderness. If there never
was an open quarrel between Honour-
able George Brown and Honourable
Edward Blake it is certain that M.
Blake sometimes resented the dicta-
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tion of The Globe and its masters.
Thus there were two forces, if not
two factions, in the Libeval party un-
til Mr. Blake became the Federal
leader. It may be that the responsi-
bility for this division lies upon Mr,
Blake rather than upon The Globe,
for he had the zealous and faithful
support of the Liberal organ while he
was Prime Minister of Ontario. I
have been told by Mr. William Hous-
ton, M.A., who was on the staff of
The Globe as far back as 1872, that
Honourable George Brown exercised
all his power of persuasion to get Mr.
Blake to enter public life. It was the
judgment of the Liberal Dictator,
who was as just as he was downright,
that Mr. Blake had no intelleetual
equal in Canada, while among British
statesmen he ranked only below Glad-
stone and perhaps Lord John Russel].
This estimate was not accepted by his
brother, nor perhaps will we all agree
with George Brown that Lord Palm-
erston was inferior to Russell in
capacity and genius for government.
But while Mr. Mackenzie was leader
of the Liberal party, Mr. Blake was
an uneasy and uncertain ally. Be.
tween the two there was constant frie-
tion and misunderstanding. If they
had personal relations they were fri.
gid and reluctant. When Mr. Mae-
kenzie died I was sent to ask My,
Blake if he would be a pallbearer at
the funeral. He acquiesced but hesi-
tated. There came into his face g
lock of memories that were not pleas.
ant. As I turned to go he murmur-
ed, “How I was misunderstood”. Whe.-
ther there was discord or musie in
Mr. Blake’s memories among Mr. Mac.
kenzie’s adherents there was a rooted
conviction that he had not been oen-
erous or chivalrous in his treatment
of the head of the Government or of
the Government itself towards which
his relation was so capricious and un.
certain.

The truth is that Mr. Blake eould
lead, but he could not follow. There
is reason to believe that he could have
succeeded to the leadership of the

Federal Liberal party upon his resig-
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nation of office in Ontario if he had
permitted the Parliamentary caucus
to choose between Mr. Mackenzie and
himself. One reads much into a let-
ter which Mr. Mackenzie wrote short-
1y before his Government was defe.at-
ed: “From the first I was more will-
ing to serve than to reign, and would
even now be gladly relieved from a
position, the toils of which no man
can appreciate who has not had the
experience. I pressed Mr. Blake in
November, 1874, to take the lead, and
last winter I again urged him to do
g0, and this summer I offered to go
out altogether, or serve under him as
he might deem best in the general in-
terest.” But Mr. Blake persuaded him-
gelf or deluded himself into the no-
tion that he did not want to be leader.
He was not frank with his associates
nor frank with himself. He was more
ambitious than Mr. Mackenzie, but his
ardent and honourable craving for
place and power was poorly conc_ealgd
beneath an affected pretentious indif-
ference. He was sensitive to every
wind of eriticism, blow it ever S0 soft-
ly. He was so mortally afraid he
would be misunderstood that hq never
fully understood himself. Disabled
by temperamental defects, this man
of whom giants might well be afraid
let his soul be harried by insee_ts and
to the gnats gave victories which be-
Jonged to the gods.

It was natural that Mr. Blake, who
wanted to blaze the trail instead of
Honourable George Brown, Mr. Gold-
win Smith, who hated the Browns and
The Globe as he hated Disraeli and
the Jews, Mr. David Mills, who was
rising to leadership in Western On-
tario and was not convinced that when
George Brown set his hand to the Bri-
tish North America Act the era of
eonstitutional reform was closed for-
ever, and Mr. John Oamgron second
in authority among the Liberal jour-
nalists of Upper Canada but not un-
willing to be first, should seek a basis
" of alliance and co-operation. Bl}t sure-
ly there never was less promising ma-
terial for conspiracy. There is no
evidence that Mr. Blake had complete
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confidence in Mr. Goldwin Smith,
while in politics the Sage of The
Grange trusted no one but himself,
One can imagine that at the first con-
clave they would adopt a resolution
of mutual distrust and commiseration
and disband. Mr. Cameron could
have gone with the company for a
day’s journey, not too happily, but
with the quiet fortitude of a Christian
fatalist. As for Mr. Mills, he had a
wise humour, a collection of stories
that even Sir John Macdonald relish-
ed, much knowledge of books and of
human nature, and a confidence in
Mr. Blake that he gave in equal mea-
sure only to Sir Oliver Mowat. A rare
company for social converse, if the
mood was mellow, but diffieult for any
political enterprise.

If there was any intimate political
understanding between Mr. Blake and
Mr. Goldwin Smith it is not revealed
in the speeches of the one or the writ-
ing of the other. Mr. Goldwin Smith
was never happy in any political
household. No man denounced party
so freely and laboured so continually
to organize new parties. No other
man of his time wrote the English
language with such beauty and sim-
plicity, or had greater command of
searching irony and biting invective.
He had a genius for depreciation. He
never saw a human face without warts
and he painted the warts first and
often in colours that never faded. His
“Canada and the Canadian Question”
expresses political despair with scho-
larly elegance and a suggestion of en-
joyment. His “Political History of
the United States” is as brilliant as it
is destructive. He left both the Do-
minion and the Republic almost with-
out a hero or a patriot. It was said
when he published “Guesses at the
Riddle of Existence” that having
wholly lost faith in man he was be-
ginning to lose faith in God. I doubt
if he ever lost faith in either God or
man, but he would be perverse and
unhappy. Surely there never was a
finer or serener look on a human face
than when I saw him just before he
died, and he said at parting, “Good-
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bye, when we meet again it will be in
another world”. He had genuine sym-
pathy with organized labour, but to
the cherished ideals and projects of
Collectivists and Socialists he was
resolutely opposed. No man fought
more stubbornly or more continuous-
ly to prevent construetion of the Can-
adian Pacific Railway by Government.
We are told by Baroness Macdonald
that when British Columbia entered
Confederation on condition that di-
rect railway communication between
the Province and KEastern Canada
should be established, Sir John Mac-
donald desired to have the road built
by the Government, but was over-
ruled by his eolleagues while he was
engaged in negotiating the Treaty of
Washington. There is reason to think
that Mr, Mackenzie entered upon Gov-
ernment construetion with reluctance
and only because no satisfactory
agreement with private ecapitalists
could be effected. The Mackenzie
Government and the Macdonald Gov-
ernment while engaged in building
the railway were embarrassed by gross
charges of ineptitude and corruption.
Many of these charges were the eman-
ation of partisan credulity and malice,
as subsequent events established. No
one was more active in these assaults
than Mr. Goldwin Smith in The By-
stander and other publications. The
atmosphere of suspicion thus created
throughout the country was among
the chief reasons for the final decision
of the Macdonald Government to re-
verse the policy and commit the un-
dertaking to private capitalists. We
do not know just how the negotiations
with George Stephen and Donald A.
Smith began. The chances are, how-
ever, that the Government was at
least as eager to be relieved of the
undertaking as the private capitalists
were to build the railway.

Here perhaps was the only real
bond of sympathy between Mr. Blake
and Mr. Goldwin Smith. Neither had
faith in the transcontinental railway
project. Mr. Blake not only denounced
Sir John Maedonald’s contract with
British Columbia under which the
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railway was to be completed within
ten years from the admission of the
Provinee to Confederation as extrava-
gant and impossible, but was hostile
to the “better terms” secured by the
Mackenzie Government. He created
disaffection in the Cabinet, in the
Commons and in the Senate, and
spread throughout the country that
vague sense of insecurity which is so
fatal to the spirit and unity of a poli-
tical party.

Mr. Goldwin Smith was neither a
Nationalist nor an Imperialist. He
denounced American Imperialism ag
illustrated in the adventure in Cuba
and the acquisition of the Phillipines
while he sought to extend the sover:
eignty of the Republic over Canada.
As long ago as 1866 at Manchester
which begins to rival Oxford as thé
home of lost causes, he delivered an
address in which his vision of the fy.
ture of Canada is freely and boldly
disclosed. “Grow,” he said, “the Am.-
erican Federation must. TIts people
know that it must grow; and diplom-
acy will do well at once to acquiesce
in the natural and inevitable course
of things. But the growth will be
that of peaceful expansion and attrae-
tion; not of forcible annexation, of
which I believe no considerable party
at the North dreams or has ever
dreamed. The British North Ameri-
can colonies will in time, and prob.
ably at no very distant time, unite
themselves politically to the group of
States, of which they are already by
race, position,’commercial ties and the
characteristics of their institutions g
part. No one can stand by the side
of the St. Lawrence and doubt that in
the end they will do this; but they
will be left to do it of their own free
willL” To this vision Mr. Goldwin
Smith was faithful. He would net
have the prophecy unfulfilled. While
the British North American colonies
with high hope and eager counse]
were evolving a Commonwealth, hé
was making sepulchre for the new
birth of Empire. It is clear that Mp
Blake was affected by his teaching'
but averse to any severance of the con.
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nection between Canada and Great
Britain. :

During his first years in Canada
there was a disposition to forget or
overlook Mr. Goldwin Smith’s - aca-
demic declarations in favour of poli-
tical union between the United States
and the British Provineces. It was be-
lieved, perhaps, that the consumma-
tion of Confederation gave adequate
and final security against absorption
in the Republic. He h:}d the most in-
timate personal relations with the
Denisons and other uncompromising
British Imperialists. Even by The
Globe he was eulogized as a dlstll’.l-
guished scholar and publicist and his
decision to settle in Toronto treated
as a signal favour and distinction.
There was a serious movement, in
which Mr. D’Alton McCarthy was ac-
tive, to have him appointed editor of
The Mail, but, according to the tradi-
tion, Sir John Macdonald would not
consent. He was the first president
of the National Club estabhshed' as
the social home of the Canada First
group, but never was in full sym-
pathy with a movement peculiarly
dedicated at its origin to Canada {md
British connection. Originally a faith-
ful expression of the political faith
and outlook of Colonel George T.
Denison and Mr. W. A. Foster, the
(Canada First movement develoged_ in-
to the Canadian National ASSOOla:tl.()n,
was invaded by advocates of political
independence and became a refuge for
doetrines upon which T'he ‘Globe fell
with characteristic ardour.

In the famous address at Aurora on
October 3rd, 1874, Honqurable Ed-
ward Blake, eagerly aeclaxt'ned as the
mouthpiece of Canada First, advo-
cated federation of the Empire, re-
form of the Senate, compulsory vot-
ing, extension of the fl.'a.nch§se and
representation of minorities in Par-
liament. The GQlobe treated the _speech
with reserve, but was not unfnendl_y.
It said that a great Fedqral Parlia-
ment for the British Empire was not
a novelty and was an idea that had
“many attractions for a certain class
of minds”. Much in the abstract could
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be said in its favour, but its practica-
bility was a very different affair. “The
subject affords material for interest-
ing and harmless speculation, which
in the course of time may issue in
some arrangement which will fuse the
whole Empire more thoroughly into
one united whole, and make the in-
habitants of all its different parts so
entirely one in sentiment and feeling
and aspiration that the only country
they will recognize as theirs will be
the British Empire, and the only na-
tional sentiment they will deem
worthy of cherishing will be one that
thinks not of ‘Canada first’ or ‘Aus-
tralia first’ or of ‘Heligoland first’ or
‘Norfolk Island first’, but of the grand
old British race first, and of all who
love their Sovereign and all who swear
by the ‘old flag’ as first and last and
midst as well”. The Globe, however,
deprecated “tinkering” with the Con-
stitution, argued that the Senate as
constituted assured reconsideration
and amendment of measures adopted
by the Commons and effectively pre-
vented hasty and injurious legislation.
It was the part of wisdom to hasten
slowly, since nations, institutions and
sentiments grow slowly. Changes in
due time would be needed, and when
needed would be effected. It argued
that an elected Senate would produce
conflict with the Commons, and that
any second House elected for a longer
period than the Commons would re-
duce the authority of the popular
Chamber. “In the interests of the peo-
ple of Ontario, who struggled for
fifteen years to secure representation
by population, and who are enjoying
the full fruits of their labours at the
present moment, we enter our protest
against any change which will weaken
the power of the popular Chamber in
which they possess their fair share of
influence and authority”.

The London Advertiser accepted
“the Aurora platform” without sub-
stantial reservation. It was especial-
ly whole-hearted in support of his
protest against early construction of
the Canadian Pacific Railway in Bri-
tish Columbia. It was strongly in
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favour of his demand for reorganiza-
tion of the second Chamber. Indeed
in its eolumns Mr. David Mills was
advocating an elective Senate. There
are sentences in Mr. Blake’s attack
upon British Columbia and the Trans-
continental Railway projeet which
constitute an instructive warning
against rash political prophecy. He
emphasized “the insanity of the bar-
gain thrust upon you by your late
rulers”. He believed that it would cost
$36,000,000 to build the British Col-
umbia section, and doubted “if that
section can be kept open after it is
built”. At best we codld only find “the
least impracticable route through that
inhospitable country, that sea of
mountains”. He affirmed, “If under
all the circumstances the British Col-
umbians were to say, ‘You must g0 on
and finish the railway according to
the terms or take the alternative of
releasing us from the Confederation’,
I would—take the alternative”. Final.
ly, he declared, “I am confident that a
bushel of wheat will never go to Eng-
land over an all-rail route from Sas-
katchewan to the seaboard”.

In the speech at Aurora the more
extreme Conservative newspapers saw
only conflict between Mr. Blake and
George Brown, and between Mr,
Blake and the Mackenzie Govern-
ment, which was negotiating “bet-
ter terms” with British Columbia and
proceeding with the construction of
the Transcontinental Railway. Ae-
cording to The Toronto Mail Mr.
Blake in urging reform of the Senate,
to which, it must be remembered,
Honourable George Brown had just
been appointed, was “in great hos-
tility to Mr. Brown”. If it were not
that Mr. Blake had “removed himself
from the list of Reform leaders” it
would have to be said that “the Grit
party had at last issued an ultima-
tum which means nothing if it is not
a declaration that the sooner the Bri-
tish Columbians take themselves out
of the Confederation the better”. It
declared that “Mr. Blake has virtual-
ly severed himself from the Grit
party”. Furthermore, “The foresha-

dowed exodus of a great body of in-
telligent men from the Grit organiza.
tion, led by one of the boldest and
bitterest spirits among them may
well cause a shaking in the secret
councils of the faithful at this june.
ture”. It might be said “in respect
of the erib that Brown built that the
Aurora pronunciamento is the be-
ginning of the end”. The Toronto Sun
said that for “this outspoken disloyal-
ty there can be only one fate in store
for him, and that is to blackletter
him in The Globe as a traitor, and tq
read him out of the party as a rene-
gade”. The London Free Press de-
nounced the Aurora platform as im-
practicable and absurd. But The
Montreal Gazette, in an editorial of
great moderation and dignity, saiq
“that Mr. Blake is momentarily out of
harmony with his party friends is
quite possible. That they are very
decidedly out of humour with him is
proved by the kind of eriticism whieh
has been bestowed upon his Aurorg
speech—one organ declaring that the
Reform party cannot consent to fol-
low him in his principles and anothep
dismissing him with the statement
that his utterances were quite ‘harm-
less’.” : ;

Generally, however, My, Blake’s
address at Aurora was treated with
consideration and respect. There was
clear evidence that he was at variance
with the Mackenzie Government, byt
the Liberal newspapers were discreet
and conciliatory. So many of the
Conservative journals diseussed the
Aurora proposals with such breadth
and restraint as The Montreal Gazette
displayed. It is not possible to fol-
low the controversy in its various
phases without sincere respect for the
press of Canada forty-four years ago.
But Mr. Blake could not escape asso.
ciation with Mr. Goldwin Smith anq
the Canadian National movement. Mr.
Goldwin Smith was the first president
of the National Club, and naturally
was regarded as an authoritative in-
terpreter of the Canada First move-
ment. He rejected federation of the
Empire, and proclaimed the ulti-
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mate inevitable separ:ation of Can-
ada from Great Britain. In answer
to strong and sustained attack by The
Globe he explained that he looked to
gradual emancipation as the natural
end of the colonial system. “Gradual
emancipation,” he said, “means noth-
ine more than the .gradual concession
tonthe colonies of powers of self-gov-
ernment. This process has already
been carried far. Should it be carried
farther and ultimately consummated,
as I frankly avow my behef it must,
the mode of proceeding will be the
same as it has always been. Each step
will be an Act of Parliament passed
with the full consent of the Crown. As
to the filial tie betwee_n Canada and
England I hope it will endure for-
ever.” He said he could club with Im-
perial federationists, .bpt coulc.i not
agree with them in opinion. This was
in direet conflict with the teaching at
Aurora. Nor was Mr. Blake’s utter-
ance at Aurora his only declaration
in favour of federation of the Empire.
He had said at Montreal in 1873 that
he desired “the intimate union of the
British Empire”. He belleved. thgt
Canada must have a greater voice in
“the disposal of her interests”, but
that voice need not be acquired by
disruption. “We lookeq to a brighter
future, to the reorganization of the
Empire on another basis, which would
open to us a wider and higher destiny
as a member of the great British Em-
4 2
PBut if Mr. Blake and Mr. Goldwin
Smith divided over federation, it is
impossible to doubt that they were
animated by a common hostility to
Honourable George Brown and 7he
@lobe. Through Mr. Cameron, of
The London Advertiser, they_ found
a common medium of~exgres31on a_nd
action. In 1875, The Liberal, with

Mr. Cameron as editor and Mr. W. F,

ean as Ottawa correspondent,
g::lestablished at Toronto. Behind
The Liberal were Mr. .Blak.e, Mr.
Goldwin Smith, Mr. David Mills and
Mr. Thomas Moss, who represented
‘West Toronto in the House of .Com-
mons. But the days of The Liberal
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were few and full of trouble. Its re-
sources were inadequate for a contest
with The Globe, while as an agency of
division in the Liberal party its mo-
tives were distrusted and its econ-
stituency restricted. In its pages
there was brilliant writing and a
flavour of independence as refreshing
as a summer shower. But it was only
a summer shower, for in a few months
The Liberal disappeared, Mr. Blake
re-entered the Mackenzie Government,
Mr. Moss became Chief Justice of On-
tario, and The Globe’s ascendency was
re-established if it ever was seriously
threatened. :
The failure of The Liberal, inevit-
able from the outset, laid a burden
of debt upon the backs of the Cam-
erons. When Mr. Blake withdrew
from the movement of which The Lib-
cral was the mouthpiece, Mr. Goldwin
Smith said that he “left him to the
tiger”. But it was the Camerons
rather than Mr. Goldwin Smith who
were devoured. It is understood that
before they embarked upon the ad-
venture in Toronto The London Ad-
vertiser was yielding a satisfactory
revenue to its owners. But for years
they did not recover from their losses
in The Liberal, if indeed they ever
recovered. There is no evidence, how-
ever, that Mr. Biake or Mr. Goldwin
Smith were anfaithful to any obliga-
tion or understanding.” I never heard
Mr. John Camevon reproach either
or suggest that he was misled or de-
serted. Moreover, it is certain that
their personal relations were not dis-
turbed. After Mr. Cameron became
editor of The Globe he had intimate
social and personal intercourse with
The Grange, while there is no doubt
that Mr. Blake was influential in the
movement to seat Mr. Cameron in the
chair of the Browns. I was told often
that when Honourable George Brown
died it was discovered that The
Globe’s finances were in disorder and
the annual deficits heavier than was
suspected. There was nothing dis-
honourable in Honourable George
Brown’s system of finance, but his
statements were arbitrary and his
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optimistic estimates not always ac-
cording to actual results. As a conse-
quence the directors attempted to
exercise authority for which there
was no warrant in the Brown tradi-
tion. Friction developed between the
board and Mr. Gordon Brown, and
in degree as he became intractable
the directors became determined. But
I am bound to believe from many
facts which came to my knowledge
that political differences were a vital
factor in Mr. Brown’s deposition. He
was not willing to be only a speaking-
tube for the political leaders. He held
that the function of a public journal
was to discuss public questions with
reasonable freedom and independence
as a loyal ally, but not as the sub-
servient creature of the party caucus.
The Globe had marched in front with
the word of command for the party
which it had ereated, and Mr. Gordon
Brown would not lower the flag and
step to musiec which was not of its
making. Faced with the alternative
of submission or withdrawal he left
the field humiliated but not dishon-
oured. It was perhaps inevitable
when Mr. Blake became leader of the
Liberal party that this should follow.
It was as natural that Mr. Cameron
. should be Mr. Gordon Brown’s suc-
cessor. So far as I can learn there
was no intimaey between Mr. Blake
and Mr. Gordon Brown. There was
intimacy between Mr. Blake and Mr.
Cameron. It was necessary to have
complete mutual confidence between
the leader and the chief Liberal jour-
nal if the party was to be strong and
united. The differences between Mr.
Blake and Mr. Mackenzie, between
Mr. Blake and The Globe, had long
consequences.

Honourable David Mills succeeded
Mr. Cameron as editor of The London
Adwvertiser. But at most he was the
chief editorial writer. He exercised
no authority over the staff and had
only a perfunctory interest in the
news columns. Acecording to my re-
eollection he rarely if ever gave a
suggestion to the reporters or con-
cerned himself about the treatment

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

of the despatches. But we liked to
have him in the office, and in his bear-
ing towards us there was a gracious
friendliness. For a long time My,
Mills had contributed to the editorial
columns. But he was not a journalist
nor was he ever an easy or luminous
writer. There was a curious heavi-
ness in his sentences, and he travelled
far before the argument was complet-
ed. Mr. Mills was a philosopher, learn-
ed by the books, and “apt to teach”.
In his writing he did not fully reveal
himself. He was best revealed in
social converse and among his con-
stituents. It was my privilege to at-
tend the convention at Florence
which nominated Mr. Mills in 1882
and to report other meetings in Bot,h:
well which he addressed. He was like
a father among his children, confiden-
tial, companionable, wise and toler-
ant. DBetween the member and his
constituents there was such mutual
confidence and affection as distin-
guishes a happy household. One felt
too, that he was invineibly loyal to his,x
convietions and would not compro-
mise with truth for any man’s grace
or favour. I can think of no man in
public life who had more courage than
Honourable David Mills, who was
more serupulous in argument, move
just in praise or censure, more reso-
lutely faithful to himself on the plat-
form and in Parliament. “Praise ig
comely for the upright”. More than
once these qualities distressed assg-
ciates and comforted opponents. Ba.

- tween Mr. Mills and Sir John Mae-

donald there was a firm and enduring
friendship. It was often suggesteq
unworthily that the Conservative
leader flattered Mr. Mills in order tq
discover the designs of the Libera]
party. The truth was that they haq
much in common. Both had reaq
widely and thought beyond most of
their contemporaries. Each had g
fund of stories which could be wisely
exchanged only in very confidentia]
intercourse. The country knew how
human was Sir John Macdonald; it
did not know that Mr. Mills was just
as human and just as companionable,
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Joseph Howe said in the House of
Commons in 1870: “I w111.pass over
the philosophical declamation of my
honourable friend from Bothwell, but
I may say of him in passing t.hat_ I
am not aware he ever says an ill-
natured thing if he can help it.”

Mr. Mills, as has been said, had
confidence in Mr. Blalge 'ghat never
was shaken. To Sir Wilfrid Laurier
he gave only a perfunctory allegiance.
There is no doubt that he aspired to
the leadership of the Liberal party
when Mr. Blake resigned and never
was convinced that a wiser choice was
made. Mr. Mills was defeated in
Bothwell in 1896, and chiefly bgcause
in obedience to his interpreétation of
the eonstitution, he would not deny
that the Roman Catholic minority of
Manitoba had ground of appeal to
the Federal Parliament. Losmg the
votes of Catholies because the Liberal
party opposed remedial legislation,
and the support of extreme Protest-
ants because he would not d'eny'vahd-
ity in the position of the minority, he
was beaten when his party came into
office after eighteen years oﬁ Opposi-
tion. No man had fought its battle
with greater ardour, courage and
ability, and the blow was severe. He
was deeply stricken, too, by. his ex-
clusion from the first Laurier Cab-
inet. It is doubtful if he ever re-
covered his natural buoyancy and
serenity. As leader of the Senate he
was not happy. On the _Supreme
Court bench he was in an alien atmos-
phere. He fought a long and ggllant
battle and was sorely wounded in the
hour of vietory. What humiliations
and tragedies mark the paths of pub-
lic men! How grudging is public
gratitude until it is cut into the son-
orous phrases of an epitaph!

I was amazed to receive a letter
written under the assumption that I
had advised Sir Wilfrid Laurier to
exclude Mr. Mills from the Govern-
ment. My advice was not sought,
nor was it offered. If I had so ad-
vised I would have been guilty of
ingratitude and presumption. I fear,
however, that Mr. Mills never was con-
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vinced that I was not among those
who had “conspired” against him. It
was the fashion to think that the edi-
tor of The Globe was busy behind the
curtain with decisions and movements
of which he had no knowledge and
for which he had no responsibility.
With Mr. Mills as editor 7he Adver-
tiser laboured somewhat heavily. Even
Mr. Archie Bremner’s daring and in-
cisive paragraphs hardly relieved the
sobriety of the editorial columns. At
his best, Mr. Bremner was as bril-
liant and pungent as Mr. J. R. Cam-
eron of The Hamilton Spectator, but
Cameron was more spontaneous and
more prolific. For many months my
copy passed through Mr. Bremner’s
hands and I have often said that he
never made an erasion or a correc-
tion that did not improve the style
and the sense of what I had written.
For a young reporter that was a
great concession.

Few Canadian journalists have had
a gift of humour equal to that which
Mr. J. R. Cameron possessed. Few
had a eareer so picturesque and ad-
venturous. He was a printer’s devil
at Seaforth, and a compositor on The
Sarnia Canadian. At twenty years
of age he went to Arkansas and saw
service during the Civil War. Re-
turning to Sarnia at the close of the
war he joined a company of volun-
teers organized during the Fenian
Raid, but which was not called for
active service. He was a reporter on
The Detroit Free Press when rebel-
lion broke out at Regd River. Again
he enlisted at Sarnia and became
quartermaster-sergeant in the first
battalion of Ontario Volunteers un-
der Lord Wolseley, which made the
long journey through the wilderness
to Fort Garry. He assisted Mr. W.
F. Luxton, with whom probably he
had made acquaintance at Seaforth,
in establishing The Manitoba Free
Press, destined to become one of the
great newspapers of Canada. When
twenty-five years of age he was elect-
ed to the Winnipeg Council. For a
year he was a reporter on The Min-
neapolis Tribune. But he had not
yet found the soil in which he was to
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take root. He came back to Canada
and had a short connection with The
Stratford Herald, The Guelph Herald
and The Ottawa Citizen. Finally, in
1894, he joined the staff of The Ham-
ilton Spectator, of which he became
chief editor and in whose service he
remained until his death in 1907.
Mr. Cameron’s connection with the
Red River Expedition, wholly honour-
able in itself, was often made the sub-
ject of gibe and banter by his contem-
poraries. Once in The Toronto Even-
wng Telegram, Mr. J. R, Robinson, be-
tween whom and Mr. Cameron there
was a happy vendetta for years, said
“only a typographical error could
have caused The London Advertiser to
refer to Colonel John Robson Cam-
eron as A.D.C. to Sir Garnet Wolse-
ley. The historic fact is that Colonel
John Robson Cameron was A.D.C. to
Sir Garnet Wolseley’s horse”. Mr. J.
P. Downey says that in his boyhood
he thought Mr. Cameron “the funniest
man alive”. It is Mr. Downey’s im-
pression that he hardly wrote a seri-
ous editorial or a serious paragraph
until he joined The Spectator. As
editor of The Spectator, however, he
had marked distinetion among his
contemporaries. He was clear and
persuasive. Very often his leading
articles were singularly moderate and
dispassionate. He could be very parti-
san and even ferocious, but he could
also carry on a long debate with a
contemporary in admirable temper,
quoting fairly, reasoning clearly and
seeking judgment upon the facts as
tested and established by reason and
experience. But to the last his para-
graphs were the salt of The Spectator,
and never was he so happy, boister-
ous, delightful and insolent as when
the Hamilton baseball nine defeated
the Torontos in the old Canadian
League contests of twenty-five or
Between Mr. Cameron and Mr.

Alexander Pirie, of The Dundas Ban-

ner, there was constant interchange
of badinage. The Spectator described
Dundas as situated on the g. g. e.—
the god-given canal. It had some

verses beginning, “A. Pirie stood at
heaven’s gates”. When The Buffale
Ezpress said that “Canada” doesn’t
know enough to come in out of the
Reign Britannia”, Cameron retorted,
“Canada knows enough to keep out
of the Hail! Columbia”. When a
grieving Conservative newspaper in-
sisted that it was a shame to bring in
Sir John Macdonald’s nose when
Hugh John Macdonald’s qualifica-
tions for public life were under
consideration The Spectator said
“Shame! It’s more than a shame:
’Snoutrage!” Charging The Ottawa
Journal with eribbing from The Citi-
zen, Cameron ended the protest with
“Three shears for The Journal!” Mp.
J. Gordon Mowat, perhaps better
known as “Moses Oates”, for many
years connected with The Globe ang
various periodicals, acquired some
celebrity as a weather prophet. Onece
he predicted a dry, warm summer
but in eontempt of the prophet the
summer was cold, wet and disagree-
able. Towards autumn an Indian
named Moses Oates was arrested ang
lodged in jail at Brantford. 7Tpe
Spectator had this paragraph, “Moses
Oates, who is confined in Brantforg
gaol charged with a heinous offence
wishes us to announce that he is not
the Moses Oates who predicted a d
warm summer”. Devoted altogethel’-
to his profession, Mr. Cameron has
left only memories of an attrae.
tive personality and the simple re-
cords of a laborious and faithful
workman. But Mr. Mills, Mr, Brem-
ner and Mr. Cameron passed through
the obituary column long ago, while
only the old and the garrulons
write Reminiscences. If Mr, Millg
did not give vivacity to The Aq.
vertiser, he gave it authority through-
out Canada almost equal to that which
The Globe exercised, and a steadiness
and consistency for which the chief
organ of the Liberal party was not S0
distinguished throughout quarrels
and tumults which were fast coming
upon the country.
(To be continued).
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FROM THE DIARY OF A CANTEEN WORKER IN FRANCE

BY MURIEL JOCELYN

June 16th.

ON jour, ma petite. This
brings you greetings
from the window of a
little house in France,
where I am sitting over
my petit déjcumir, rest-
ine after my first night in the can-
z:;n.a ; Yestejlf'day, Madame la Di.rec-
trice placed me in charge of the night
shift for the summer, and this morn-
ing I am rejoicing at the change.

Since January I have been on duty
every day from seven in the morning
until five in the evening, and I have
polished great coffee cauldrons and
have eleaned the railway bar in which
we have our canteen, until every
geratch on the cauldrons and all
eracks in the floor have become in-
timate friends. Suqh intimacy, how-
ever, palls after a time, and I longed
to share the adventures of the more
fortunate ones yvho were on night
duty; for this/is a station through
which the soldiers pass in lq.rge num-
bers, and, with rare exceptions, they
pass in the night. i

On one side of us is the main line,
and on the other a big freight yard.
Through this pass, from the trenches
to the trenches, all sorts of troops—
men on leave, men going back to fight
‘after having been in hospital, men
singly and in detachments, men of
every regiment and from every little
eorner of France. : ; :

We give them café noir, café au
last and biscuits, and dlspeqse these
£rom the steps on the yard side. The

M1

men come up in single file, holding
out their tin eups, and one of us
standing on the top of the steps pours
from a large jug, drawn from one of
the cauldrons boiling on the stoves.
On a lower step another girl distri-
butes biscuits.

In the day-time the canteen seems
a trap for all the heat grilling over
Europe, but last night a full moon
rose over the roofs of the station sheds
and turned the freight-yard into a
place of dreams. Men waiting for
their trains were sleeping on the
ground or standing about in groups
talking, their rifles stacked and their
kits flung down beside them. A con-
stant stream comes to our doorway
for coffee; often the men linger for a
moment and are always responsive in
their individual ways to a smile and
a friendly word.

Once a huge Cha{sseur d’Afrique
having emptied his tin of coffee to my
good health, took a red rose which he
had been wearing Jauntily in his fez
and gave it to me, because “I had the
air of an angel”. A few minutes later
an infantryman, hung about with all
the implements of war and most of
the utensils of cooking, cast eyes upon
my rose and asked me to give it to
him. Not knowing where the Chaus-
seur might be, I hesitated, and as I
did, the soldier murmured, “Madame
is trop gentille to refuse me a rose. I
am very tired and the perfume of the
rose is as sweet as madame herself.”
Of course, he had the rose, and he
tucked it into the bosom of his dirty
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gray coat with such an air. Is it any
wonder that, with such children,
France is the adorable, unforgettable
country she is?

June 23rd.

There are lovely woods about us
here, and an old lady has a boat on
the river, which we may use at any
time. Last night the other girl and
I took our dinner in a basket and
rowed up the river until the little
town was left behind and only the
spires of the cathedral showed gray
above the trees. Then we tied up and
ate our erisp croissons with salad and
fresh fruit and drank our sweet red
wine and watched the night slip over
the hills.

Nine o'clock found us at the can-
teen again, and I had hardly filled
my jug, when a party of soldiers, full
of good cheer, came to the steps. “Eh,
Madame la France,” one of them
cried. “Awvez vous a boire pour vos
soldats?” Can’t you picture my de-
light at being apostrophized as “Ma-
dame la France”, and at being asked
if I would give “my” soldiers some-
thing to drink!

One soldier, a rather ancient speci-
men, (he made me think of Barlasch,
in Henry Seton Merriman’s “Barlasch
of the Guard”), began hovering
around the door about eleven o’clock,
and by the time his train left, at four
in the morning, I had heard not only
his entire life history, but that of his
family as well. He had been wounded,
he had a daughter just like me—she,
too, knew how to smile. She was go-
ing to be married. Was I, by any
chance on the point of marrying?
“Non? Mais c’est pas possible, ma-
demoiselle est st gentille, as all the
world can see. Mademoiselle is Eng-
lish? Non? Canadienne! Mas,”
with his eyes raised to Heaven, “what
are the Canadians about to let si gen-
tille a demoiselle escape them ?” They
could fight—ah, yes, he granted that
—St. Julien, Ypres—all the world
knows of them, but in les affairs du
coeur they are strange, but how

strange !
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And then he told me of his daugh-
ter’s approaching marriage and of his
wife. “Qu’'il est dur se dire adieu!
Elle w'est pas jeune, mon plug, que
mot,” and then after a few minties he
repeated, “Ah, no! we are no longer
young, and we wept.”  Before his
train left, he came back to say good-
bye. “Vous axez été bien gentille
envers un vieillard,” he said, smiling ;
and he emptied his tin of coffee to my
good health.

You will ask if I do not find the
work tiring. Of course, I do, but then,
as the soldiers say when they sym-
pathize with me over the heavy jugs,
“C’est pour la Patrie, n'est ce pas,
madame?”’

July 1st.

Last night we had our first glimpse
of what war really means. Some few
miles farther down the line lies the
great hospital of X In the or-
dinary course of events the ambul-
ance trains pass through our station
without a stop, but last night a break-
down on the main line necessitated
the wounded being detrained here.
Ambulances were in waiting and the
worst cases were rushed to X im-
mediately, but it was morning before
the station platforms and yard were
empty of their ghastly burden.

Our canteen was hastily turned in-
to a species of operating-room, with
the French Red Cross in command.
Those who were not badly wounded
helped us to carry coffee to their lesg
fortunate comrades, and one of us re-
membered a great store of cigarettes.
And they laughed, those gentlemen
of France, as we lit their cigarettes
with hands shaking with pity at their
white-lipped agony. “Ce n’est rien
madame, c’est pour la France”——and’
never all through that hideous night
did I hear a cry.

As T raised one poor fellow’s head
to give him a drink, he asked, with
obvious difficulty, if I would wash hig
face. As I did so, he noticed the roge
I had tucked in my belt a few hours
earlier—one of the late roses one finds
only in France. Would madame give
him the rose?
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Returning a few minutes later with
hot coffee, I found he had gone out
with the rose at his lips. He had
gerved his mistress well—his belovg,d
Madame la France, but I wonder, did
he leave some other, some Juliette or
Nanon, to go down the long road
alone? Did the rose bring back to
him some golden day in Touraine or
Calvados? I wish I knew.

July 2nd.

This morning, Monsieur le curé, sil-
ver-haired and kindly, came to .La
Directrice, while we were restoring
order in the canteen. It.seemed that
at early mass he had missed an old
parishioner, and after his petit dé-
jeuner had gone to make inquiries.
Knocking gently at the door of her
little house on the river, he heard a
muffled voice call “Entrez”. On enter-
ing he found his good Marie kneeling
by the side of the rough bunk that
formed her only bed. Ope hand held
that of a sleeping khaki-clad youth,
the other her rosary. Sh_e had found
him wandering by the river, short}y
after the ambulance train came in.
“(’est un petit Anglais,” she explain-
ed, adding that he would not go back
to the station and so she had taken
him in. He had gone to sleep thus,
because he liked it so—and Monsieur
le curé must have a care lest he awak-
en him. ¢ :

«“Would Madame la Directrice come
and see for herself?”

They took me with thgm, but our
entrance awakened Marie’s protégé
and he sat up hurriedly—a mere child
with puzzled wide l_)lue eyes, pl.nk
cheeks and golden hair. Our English
voices seemed to reassure him, and
when La Directrice questioned him
genily he told a disconnected tale of
a "bzilly shell and a headachef’. M1_1r-
muring “shell-shock”, La Directrice
gent me in search of a carriage, and
when I returned with an ancient
vehicle, driven by an old villager in
a hairy coat, we bundled Marie’s
petit Anglais into it and started out
for X. , followed by the soft bless-
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ings of Monsieur le curé and Marie of
the white coif.

Our patient dozed uneasily most of
the way, and, greatly to our relief, the
examining surgeon recognized him im-
mediately. La Directrice was right.
It was shell-shock, but a mild case,
and he would be quite himself in a
few weeks. It was thought he had
slipped away from the orderlies in
the confusion of the arrival. We told
of Marie and of how the curé had
found her telling her rosary by his
side. “Kh, c’est bien la main du bon
diew,” said the little surgeon.

July 16th.

To-night I had a lively detachment
of Chasseurs to deal with. Their ser-
geant came to me as I stood on the
steps. “Madame,” he said, “we have
so many men. Can you give them
coffee before we entrain?” Telling
him to draw up his men in two lines,
I started out armed with my jugs. But
they no sooner saw me coming then
they began to shout and to beat with
their tin cups upon their rifle-barrels,
and though they were on the best pos-
sible terms with their officers, they
paid no attention to my order about
lining up. In fact, they played leap-
frog, sang for me, and introduced me
to the regimental dog—an excited
mongrel with a tail a yard too long,
and gaily sporting a Chasseur coat
with the Chasseur arms embroider-
ed on it.

It was a delightful party, but time
was going and there would be others
to attend to, so I appealed to the men.
Did they want coffee, or did they
not? Would those who did get into
line? You should have heard them
cheer as they pushed each other into
place. One enormous man with the
Croiz de Guerre on his breast step-
ped out from the ranks and with
sublime indifference to the presence
of his officers, announced in tones
for all the world to hear, that he and
he alone would protect -la petite
demoiselle. 'Whoever lacked polite-
ness to madame should answer to him !
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He followed me up and down the
lines, glaring at his comrades as [ 5
were in the midst of a tribe of hungry
cannibals, and was in imminent dan-
ger of being eaten alive. There wasn’t
a man amongst them who would have
worried me, and they knew I knew
it, and they laughed and cheered and
jeered at my self-constituted guard,
until a company of infantrymen
sweeping in upon us, drew me away.

So I bade my Chasseurs au revoir.

and bonmne chance, and as they en-
trained there were cheers for la petite
Canadienne.

Dawn. Our freight-yard is empty
now, the last train has gone out, the
last gay cry has died into silence.

Behind me in the canteen, I hear the
voices of my two assistants as they
clean the great cauldrons. From my
doorway I watch the dawn steal up
into the skies. Over the cathedral,
silver gray against the hills, hangs
one silver star. On the river faint
mists are adrift and somewhere there
calls the sweet wild note of a bird.
In another hour we shall be gone
across a wooden bridge, along a quay,
and up a cobbly street shaded with
ragged poplars, and into the little
house where the most rosy-cheeked of
old ladies prepares our petit déjeuner,
Afterwards we shall sleep until the
sun is low, and for myself I dream
always of mes chers enfants Francais
et que le bon dieu te garde, petite.

THE TWO TRANSPORTS

By MARGARET HILDA WISE

DREAMT I saw a ship go by,

A ship go by,

With cheering men and flags a-fly.

It made me sigh,

And you know why,

And I know why.

I dreamt I saw a ship go by,

A ship go by,

Come in from sea so silently.
And this time I did more than sigh,
And you know why,

And I know why.
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" THE GRAY

TROUT OF

TIMAGAMI

BY M. PARKINSON

AKE TIMAGAMI, the
northern home of Chris-
tivomer Namaycush,
‘ o the great gray trout,
. \—“_”“y lies three hundred miles
= due north of Toronto,
nestling in the midst of the green fast-
nesses of the Timagami Forest Re-
serve. Here the most ardent disciple
of Izaak Walton may enjoy his loved
sport to his heart’s content. ;
Timagami, with its rolling, pine-
clad hillsides stretching away into the
blue haze of the distance; its ever-
green islets set in azure blue; its sinu-
ous passages leading on and on to
marvellous and more marvellous re-
velations of primitive beauty; its
cerulean skies and crystal waters,
teach its visitors the deep truth of
that very wise and very ancient saw,
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It is not all of fishing to fish.

To get away from offices, counting-
houses, school-books, parlours and five-
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o’clock teas; to get out into the open
of existence where life is real, and
where worry and strain and sham are
not; to get among the green banks,
the leafy, balsamie forests, the sing-
ing birds, the blue skies, this is after
all the chief part of fishing. And in
all ‘this the fisherman in Timagami
may revel to the full. - Here, in all
power, comes the witching hand of the
mystery of the wildwood, soothing by
its magic touch the troubled brow.
All worry and care fall away. And
as you loll back on the:cushions of
your canvas-covered Chestnut watch-
ing the tiny globules of water scurry-
ing away over the limpid surface as
they drip from the Ojibway’s paddle,
you fall to musing in the words of
the old poet:

Of Recreation there is none

So free as Fishing is alone;

All other Pastimes do no less

Than Mind and Body both possess;
My Hand alone my Work ecan do,
So I can fish and study, too.
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On the Timagami

The game fishes of Timagami are
five in number; the genteel brook
trout, Salvelinus fontinalis; the spor-
tive black bass, Micropterus dolomieu ;
the stately great gray trout, Christi-
vomer namaycush ; the common every-
day doré, frequently called pickerel,
Stizostedion vitrewm ; and the scaven-
ger pike, Esox lucius. Of these, that
gold:sprinkled living arrow of the
white waters whose dainty meat is the
glancing butterfly, zig-zagging up the
cataract, loitering in the rapids, Sal-
velinus fontinalis, is the most writ-
ten about; that “inch for inch and
pound for pound, the gamiest fish that
swims”, Micropterous dolomieu, he of
thearr(m"\'rush and untiring strength,
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is probably the most sought after ; but,
in the opinion of the writer, that
cousin of the salmon of the sea, the
namaycush trout, is among the fish
as Launcelot among the knights, the
plain armoured hero, the sunburnt
champion of the water-folk. Let me
here chant thy praise! Thou art the
noblest and most high-minded fish.
Thy cousin, Salvelinus fontinalis, may
exceed thee in beauty of colour, in
gracefulness of form, but thine is the
kinglier nature. His courage and
skill, compared with thine,

Are as moonlight unto sunlight,
Or as water unto wine. :

Then, when namaycush reaches the
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pan, when the Crisco is blazing lmt,
when the great chunks from his pink
sides fall into the boiling fat, when
browned and sizzling they lie steam-
ing before you as you sit on some flat
rock under a shady pine, when the
aroma rises to your distended nos-
trils and the saliva flows from untold
fountains in your mouth; then, only
the language of the darkey as he sat
beside his captured yellow cat-fish on
the banks of the Opelousas in Louis-
iana,
Don’t talk to me o’ b.noon fat,
Or taters, coon or ’possum;

Fo’ when I’se hooked a yaller eat,
I’se got a meal to boss ’em,
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can express your appreeiation of the
toothsomeness of this king of food
fishes.

The namaycush trout runs up to
fifty pounds in weight. These, of
course, are not often caught, but trout
from fifteen to thirty pounds are of
common occurrence. A trout from
six to ten pounds is the best for food,
and quite exciting on the end of 300
or 400 feet of copper wire. Many do
not esteem the lake trout highly as a
game fish, but the writer can aver
that a good lusty trout on a warm
summer day can give even an expert
angler “the time of his life”, and keep
him sufficiently “busy” for an hour
or SO.
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They are usually caught by trolling
either with spoon or live minnow, on
the end of from 200 to 400 feet of
copper wire. The most exhilarating
amusement to be had with this fish is
in trolling from a canoe. Behind you,
gliding over the gunwale like a gol-
den thread, and disappearing in the
cool depths of the lake, runs the cop-
per wire of smallest calibre on a
heavy trout reel, attached to a stout
rod. Mo this is fastened a six-foot
braided leader with an otter-tail spin-
ner or a live minnow on a stiff gang.
The weight of the wire sinks the bait
to the requisite depth. Then you
await the strike with a thrill that is
realized to perfection only by one
who has felt it before.

The strike of a fifteen-pound fish on
this tackle beggars all deseription. A
strong line under such tension would
part in an instant, but the duectility
of the wire averts this accident. The
man at the reel now has exquisitely
hard work ahead of him. The frenzied
Salmonidae rushes and plunges, and
finally takes, as it were, “the bit in his
teeth” and shakes his slender body as
much as to say, “This far and no far-
ther”. Thus it goes on, until the
dragging minutes have made them-
selves into an hour or so. At last
with bulldog pertinacity he wrenches
savagely at the pliable metal, and
then rises to the surface in a despair-
ing leap for his life. There he lies,
showing white in the fading sunlight,
the most perfect form of fish the
world has seen. Soon you gaze upon
your captive lying asphyxiated on the
bottom of the canoe, a synthesis of
qualities which make a perfect fish.
You disengage him from the meshes
of the net. As you watch his glisten-
ing gray sides pale into the pearl of
the moonstone, as the musecles of res-
piration grow feebler and more ir-
regular in their contraction, you will
experience a peculiar thrill that the
capture of neither the fontinalis nor
dolomieu can ever excite.

This is the sort of fishing namay-
cush will give you out of the ecool
depths of fairy Timagami. Come, if
you will test the truth of the “fish-
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The Great Gray Trout

stories” revealed by the photographs
illustrating this article. Come away
from the whirl and worry and bustle
of the erowded marts of commerce,
Come where the untainted breezes
blow, where the clear sun shines from
skies of bluest blue, where the jangled
nerves grow quiet and the weary
brain has rest. -

Crystal Timagami, Wasacsinagami,
Deep rushing rivers and skies that are
blue,
Out on thy deeps again, sing me to sleep
St me 16 dep 3 birch-bark
ing me to sleep in my birch-bark e
Back to the wilds again,yshow me the ?:;’
Make me a child again just for a day. :

-y



THE SIGN .OF ‘THE 'BASS

BY MADGE

OE LOGAN jabbed the
| hook in a tree, and did
a leisurely marathon
over the front lawn of
the Lodge., He was not
taking any freak cure,
nor was he out for exercise at seven
in the evening. He was merely dry-
ing his hard-used line.

It was a good line, and a good reel.
The latter had descended to him after
twenty years’ use in his father’s
hands, and with the reel had descend-
ed the uncommunicable but inherit-
able gift of angling. Joe had fished
gince he could walk; he had run tl_:e
gamut of tackle from a bent pin in
the creek to a harpoon in Central
American waters. One might say he
had caught everything from a dace
to a shark, but he specialized on bass.

And his favourite haunt was the

ega Lodge.

OnVVghaen thg fine-braided silk had run
off the reel,. zig-zagging from maple
to maple, and showing against the
delicate pink sky like a crazy cob-
web, Joe rested his red against a tree,
sat down and pulled out and lighted
the old ecomforter.

He was careful to keep his back
turned to the verandah, but as though
furnished with a pair of eyes astern,
as well as afore, he knew exactly what
was going on up there. Enid Burn-
ham was the centre of a group of
men, each of whom was tryjng to per-
suade her to fish with him on the
morrow. And she was playing them
with her delicate beauty, her subtle
wit, just as interestedly as he played
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a bass with his delicate line and subtle
skill. She would give them length
or pull them taut until in the end
they would lie inert, ready to do her
bidding, like the spent fish in the Big
Lake Narrows.

Well, let her go! A fine cateh they
would make! A fellow can’t fish with
Enid in the boat, but if they were
content to loll about all day with a
loaf of bread and a book of verse and
a jug of wine—to say nothing of the
Thou—Ilet them go to an ordinary
summer hotel! The Lodge had never
harboured triflers; it was essentially
a fisherman’s retreat, as the mounted
mural decorations proved, and there
is nothing quite so annoying to the
born fisherman as the half-hearted in-
terest of a trifling angler. Ignorance
he can forgive; indifference, never!

He got up from the ground, stuff-
ed the old comforter into his pocket,
after whacking it against a tree, then
commenced to reel in. Walking slow-
ly round and round the maples, with
a furtive eye on the verandah, Joe
Logan did.for the first time in his life
what he would have eriticized most
hardly in another—he overlooked a
dangerously thin streak in his mot-
tled silk thread, and upon that thin
spot hangs the whole story.

Enid came to the edge of the steps
and watched him. So did the four
men, who foHowed her as faithfully
as Mary’s lamb followed the heroine
of that story. ;

“Joe,” she called, “Oh, Joe, come
up here, I want you.”

Unhurriedly, Mr. Logan removed
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his No. 18 “Cincinnati” from the tree,
insinuated it between reel and line,
then made his way toward the group.

“He does not Tom and Jerry with
us any more,” complained Reade, in
a tearful voice.

“Doctor’s ordered complete isola-
tion,” whispered Murray loudly.

“Why are Logan’s catches all so
profitable?” asked Dallas, of the
crowd. “Give it up? Because all his
hauls are net hauls.”

“Kill Bob Dallas,” advised Enid
coldly, whereupon there was a mighty
scuffle. She turned back to Logan
and looked down, smiling.

“Save me from these vultures,
Joe,” she said. “They want to divide
me into four parts, which is lots
worse than Gaul, you know. Oh,
boys!” she broke off, “a ripping pun
—gall—Gaul—g-a-1-1, isn’t it marvel-
lous, and so untintentional! Well,
anyway, they want me to go fishing
to-morrow, and as I can’t go with all
of them, I have decided to go with
you.”

Logan’s heart thumped alarmingly,
but he said with elaborate careless-
ness :

“Delighted, I'm sure. Only I was
going down to the Narrows for all
day, which means starting at six.
Won’t that be too strenuous for you ?”

“Pouf!” said Enid. “We’ll have a
shore dinner, and do no end of rough-
ing it, and I will catech a huge bass.
On the whole, Joe, I am awfully glad
I chose you.”

Logan muttered something polite
and escaped to put away his tackle,
so he said. In reality he was obliged
to get off by himself, for fear those
four jackanapes, who did not know
a pickerel from a bull-head, would see
the radiant joy exuding from his per-
son. To have Enid for a whole day
fifteen miles from human habitation
—he swallowed and closed his eyes.

With ecreditable promptness she
was ready. The two of them ate a
hasty breakfast and repaired to the
dock. They seemed to have the misty,
dewy, sweet-smelling world all to

themselves, for KFrank, the guide
counted no more than the gaily chir-
ruping birds. He was impatient to
be off, and no sooner were they seated
than he cranked his engine, and they
started.

A noisily singing put-put took them
farther and farther into the heart of
nature. Along the shore the trees
took shape out of the swiftly rising
mist, and here and there a lonely
crane sailed close overhead. The prow
of the row-boat tied behind stood high
above a creaming feather of water
and in its wake swirls of curving rip:
ples tried their best to stretch across
the lake.

“How wonderful,” breathed Enid.
“lI didn’t know that the world was
!ike this, Joe. I have mistaken a poor
1mitatjon for the genuine all these
years.”

She took off her close-fitting pana-
ma, and a strand of bright gold hair
loosened in the wind and blew across
his face. As though it had been the
lash from a whip, he clenched his
fists and moved suddenly to the op-
posite side of the boat, immediately
setting to work with his tackle. Enid
continued her aspostrophe to Morn-
ing, and if she noticed the trembling
of his hanels she made no sign.

Before long Frank moistened his
thumb and forefinger in the water of
the lake, pinched off the end of his
fat black cigar, and brought the
launch to a standstill.

.‘;A.re we there already ?” asked the
girl.

“We're in the Nar’s, Miss,” answer-
ed the guide. “This here’s the place
where Mr. Logan caught his six-
pounder las’ summer. Right agin
that stump, yanter.” ;

“Is that a very big fish, Frank 9 ;

The guide stared into her lovely
face silently a moment. Then, ex-
pectorating with splendid accuracy
upon a floating lily pad, he remarked
“Well, it ain’t no minny, Miss.” :

They made her comfortable in the
row-boat; Joe took up his rod, and
Frank, after dousing the minnow-
pail, and moistening a heavy canvas
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THE SIGN OF THE BASS

bag from which unhallowed noises is-
sued, took up his oars. They left the
Jaunch swinging lazily at her anchor
and made for the head of the Nar-
rows. Joe held his rod between his
knees, pulled down the hook with a
sharp buzz from the reel, and scoop-
ing into the pail with a small net,
brought out a healthy young chub.
Enid closed her eyes and shuddered.
When she opened them the little fish
was having the surprise of his life,
hurtling through the air and landing
twenty feet from his starting point,
without so much as a splash in the
water. Then he had a fearful mo-
ment—that chub! A monstrous leer-
ing bass with greedy maw distended
made straight at him; tugging at the
awful weight which dragged from his
mouth, the little fellow swam toward
the surface, to be jerked in some
miraculous manner high above the
water and free from the murderous
jaws. Another moment and he would
have perished.

But his relief was short-lived. The
same relentless hand which had flung
him thither and had dragged him
from a sudden death, now held him
dangling—gasping—at the end of a
slender upright rod. He made vigor-
ous caudal protests which by and by
had the effect of whirling him down
beside a submerged stump and into a
slithering mass of weeds. Here, too,
little chub had a narrow escape. He
was again pursued by a colossal bass,
but was drawn above the water just
in time. REach time he was pulled
from the water his writhing grew
feebler, though even at the last he
was conscious that the creature who
was suffocating him seemed more in-
tent upon the other monster in the
boat than upon the bass in the lake.
He stupidly missed catching two big
ones. But he was past caring now.
His eyes began to glaze and his breath
ceased. His fins stuck against his
sides and he could not open them.
Oh, for a moment of freedom from
that eruel hook and a swift darting in
the cool green water! ;

“Bait’s dead, Mr. Logan,” remark-
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ed Frank. “I'll row you round the
bend to Slim Bay, whar we might
ketch a leetle riffle.”

He looked resentfully at the back
of a golden head and wished that it
had been left at the Lodge. Frank did
not approve of mixing women and
fish ; he never yet had seen the young
and pretty one who did not put the
double-eross on bass,

“They’re jest alike,” he muttered
below his breath, “in that you have
to give your whole time to either of
!em'?’

Noon crept into Slim Bay with its
riffles—a coinage of Frank’s own, com-
posed of ruffle and ripple—and Joe
Logan had not even caught a “din-
ner fish”. He cast at stumps from
all angles, he used his “Payson”, and
delved amongst the weeds and lily
pads; he trolled; had he possessed a
herring net he would have used it—
anything to show Enid that he could
fish !

It was well that a generous lunch-
basket had been filled before leaving
the Lodge, also that Frank’s surliness
did not communicate itself to his
cooking. The shore dinner was all
that a, fastidious epicure could have
desired, and the two did ample jus-
tice to it. While they ate, a flock of
noisy crows sat on nearby trees and
demanded in rancous voices that they
hurry. Hardly had they left the spot
than the ground was black with them,
and a few moments later a few chie-
ken bones, only, told the story of re-
cent feasting.

While Frank was washing the din-
ner kit and the crows were gorging
themselves, Joe stretched at full
length under a fragrant pine and
pulled out the old comforter. Enid
sitting near, half closed her eyes, art-
ist-like, and gazed across the glinting
water to the wooded hills beyond.
Now and again her glance wandered
back to the figure at her feet, and
she compared him with other men she
knew.

“How can one be sure?” she asked
herself perplexedly. “If, only, I had
some sign!”
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Joe examined the old comforter
critically.

“Reminds me of an unsuccessful
artist chap I know,” he said. “Doesn’t
draw.” :

The girl took a hairpin from the
pocket of her middy and handed it to
him.

“What a pretty shiny thing,” he ex-
claimed. “But even at that, Enid, it
is not gold enough to matech your
hair.”

Having used it with satisfactory
results, Logan bent the gilt hairpin
into a twisted cirele.

“See, I make you a true lover’s
knot,” he said, slipping it on her fin-
ger. “It is a charmed ring, my dear,
and will cleave to you as long as my
love does.” His voice grew serious.
“Enid—don’t you know—"

“Breeze’s comin’ up!” Frank broke
rudely in upon the idyll. “We mought
as well go back to the Nar’s, if you
want to try to fish.”

The insinuation was not lost upon
Enid, who jumped lightly to her feet
and ran down to the boat. Frank
pulled the bucket of minnows out of
the water, gave the mysterious ecan-
vas bag a thorough sprinkling, then
lighting another of his inexhaustible
supply of black cigars, he shoved off.

Absently, Joe lifted the cover of
the minnow pail, but the guide called
sharply :

“Oh, a frog, please, Mr. Logan!
Minny in the forenoon, frog in the
afternoon. Here they are!”

A discordant eroaking followed the
untying of the canvas vag, and Enid
recoiled with a horrified exclamation
as a lively green frog came to light.

“Joe!” she cried. “Please don’t—
for my sake! A minnow is bad
enough, but don’t torture a poor
frog!”

Both men looked at her astonished.
Then into Frank’s face crept a flush
of angry intolerance; he had come
out to row for a fisherman, not to
chaperone a pair of turtle doves.

But Logan smiled tenderly as he
dropped the frog back into its shel-
tering bag. “For my sake,” she had

said. That ought to stand for some-
thing.

“All right, my lady, a minnow it
shall be,” replied the man cheerfully.,

But womanlike Enid had already
changed her mind; she was resolved
not to be less generous than he.

“No, no! Don’t mind me! I know
I'm silly. Use the frog, if you think
it best. I will close my eyes and stop
my ears. I must not spoil your day.”

“Spoil my day?’ he repeated her
words in a tone which caused the vivid
colour to flame in her cheeks, and
looked - significantly at the twisted
hairpin on her finger. In spite of
Frank’s entreaties, he insisted upon
using a minnow—and he caught noth-
ing worth taking home.

The sun was slipping to its well-
earned rest when Enid demanded ga
rod. She hated fishing. The frenzied

terror of the bass always sickened her,

but answering some impulse she could
not explain, she now wanted to fish.

Joe put one of his artificial frogs
in the end of an old line of Frank’s,
and, half fascinated, half disgusted,
she watched the realistic kicking of
the little green lure. :

In silence save for the buzzing of
the reel, they slid through the still
waters. Round the bend lay the
launch at anchor. Evening had fallen
as gently as a silken garment, and
from the shore came a plaintive twit-
tering, like a sleepy whimpering of
many little children.

“If T had some sort of sign,” the
girl whispered to herself.

Plop!

A fish jumped behind her and wid-
ening circles swayed rhythmically over
toward the boat. On the instant
Joe’s minnow had sought out the cen-
tre of those circles and had gone
down without a splash.

“He’s got him,” breathed Frank
as the rod bent nearly double. “It’é
a big one—thank God!”

Perhaps because she could not bear
the look upon Joe’s face as he fought
with the fish, perhaps because she
was afraid of seeing a lust to conquer
which would repel her, Enid took the
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the twisted wire from her finger and

threw the glittering thing off into the

water.

‘‘Before I trust my fate to thee, or place
my hand in thine,

Before I let thy future give colour and
form to mine,

I ask the gods who favour me, to give me
back some sign. . . .”’

she muttered, and closed her eyes.

Snap! The boat quivered, Joe’s rod
flew back, and a slender braided
thread whipped through the air, as
Frank spat out an ugly oath.

“He’s broke your line!”

In the tenseness of the moment
Enid gripped her own rod hard. That
prevented it from going overboard.

“Joe!” she screamed. “Take it,
quick. I can’t hold on!”

“By God,” cried Frank, “she’s got
him I

With a rod about as flexible as
the ordinary curtain-pole, a line
which looked as though it had tied up
a package of laundry, and an old
reel too rusty to run, Joe Logan
fought with the big bass. He was
obliged, after a moment’s struggle, to
throw the rod into the bottom of the
boat, handling the line sailor-fashion.
One instant there was a coil of it, the
next it had slipped through his fin-
gers so rapidly that little streaks of
red ran between them. Now it jerked
like the reins on a restive horse, now
it filtered slyly away. Once, the fish
almost gained his freedom by darting
to the surface close by, then down
again in a twinkling, and up on the
other side of the boat. It was on old
trick and a good one, but it failed.

“He’s almost spent,” said Joe above
the sound of the guide’s heavy breath-
ing. “Take the net, Enid, and land
him yourself. He’s your fish.”

“She’ll lose him,” grunted Frank.

“No matter. He’s hers.”

Leaning perilously far over the side
of the boat, Enid grasped the handle
something after the manner of a base-
ball bat and waited. Up he came an
ineh at a time, still making a brave
effort toward freedom.
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“Put it lower in the water,” said
Joe. “No, that’s too far; now tip it
so that he will go in tail first. Don’t
hurry, I’ve got him. Be careful not
to strike him with the rim, that’s all.
That’s better — now — ready—there.
Quick! Good work!”

She did it, heaven only knows how.
But she screamed as the bass touched
the boat and drew her feet off the
bottom. Suddenly she felt dizzy and
faint.

“Well, I'll be hanged,” cried Joe.

“Look, Frank, it is the same one I
lost! Here's my hook, Enid, open
your eyes, my lady, and see what a
dumb fool a bass is. He takes one
bait, goes off with the hook in. his
mouth, then waits around to be caught
again. And with an artificial frog at
that!”
. Frank surveyed the prize content-
edly. It was not a record-breaker,
but it was a good five and three-quar-
ters, out of the water, which is some
weight considering the manner of its
landing. He gave it a deft thump on
the head with a bludgeon kept for
that purpose and slipped it into the
fish-box beneath the seat.

They reached the Lodge after every-
one else had finished supper, and so
had the dimly-lighted dining-room to
themselves.

“My true lover’s knot!” eried Lo-
gan suddenly. “What have you done
with it, Enid ¢’

As though in answer to his ques-
tion, Sam’s grinning face appeared
in the doorway. He was carrying a
platter of fried bass. :

“Dat suttingly war some whale,
you-all kotch. Mistah Logan,” the
chef remarked. “He don’t only swal-
ler a minny an’ a frawg, but he goes
gropin’ roun’ de bottom ob de lake
fer some lady’s ring. Look a-here,
what else he eat!”

“It’s mine,” cried Enid, between
laughing and crying. “It’s mine.”

Sam gave it to her; Joe gave Sam
ten dollars, and Enid gave Joe—but
then she had to. She couldn’t ignore
such a sign!



A DEPARTMENT OF PEOPLE AND AFFAIRS

| R. WILLIAM M. GRA-
HAM, Indian Commis-
{ sioner for the Provineces
4 of Manitoba, Saskatche-
wan and Alberta, for
a number of years was the Indian
Agent at File Hills, Saskatchewan.
His long service and faithfulness jus-
tified his recent appointment, which
greatly increases his usefulness and
scope as a public servant. His im-
portance began when he introduced at

W. M. Graham, Indian Commissioner
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File Hills a plan to set aside a por-
tion of the Indian reserve for the ex-
clusive use agriculturally of pupils of
Indian schools. This plan he purposes
to continue on a large scale through-
out the three Provinces, and thereby
to increase production and to instill
into the younger generation of In-
dians a practical idea of the benefits
of agriculture. The experiment at
File Hills, as described by The Winni-
peg Tribune, is unusually gratifying,
About 18,000 acres were put aside to
be used exclusively by the ex-pupils
of the Indian schools. The purpose
was to put these young people at a
certain distance from their beloved
but ambitionless relatives, where they
could work out their own more prom-
ising destinies, away, at least a good
portion of the time, from the retard-

" ing influences of the older generation.

Needless to add, the separation was
merely a matter of a few miles, and
they could visit each other quite con-
veniently. The scheme has worked
out most successfully. There are about
thirty-five farmers—quite a number
of them now at the Front and their
farms worked by other Indians—and
they produced over one hundred thou-
sand bushels of grain in 1916 and
again in 1917. One young Indian
who went to the colony without a cent
ten years ago is now worth $20,000,
and there are several others rapidly
following in his wake.
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The great war evoked a splendid
patriotic response from File Hills.
Practically every Indian who ecould
go has gone to the Front. One is a
prisoner in Germany, one was killed
in France, another has been reported
missing, while eight or ten have been
wounded. Old and young at home
have raised nearly $8,000 for patrio-
tic and Red Cross «)l'gzlllililfi(flls, the
squaws being particularly aetive and
successful.

A GLAD SIGHT FOR CANADIANS

HE woman who stays at home fol-

lowing with a breathless tenacity
every move of the great world strug-
gle, is at home because she.fo-ols that
her highest form of patriotism ex-
presses itself on this side of the water
rather than.on the other. Had she
her preference, she would drop the
shackles of duty and speed on a dark-
ened ship right for the Front, where
she could feel that she was doing her
bit. for it is often difficult to get suf-
ficient satisfaction from a constant
round of domestic economies, R(‘fl
Cross work, home knitting and contri-
buting to war relief funds.. One 1s
apt to feel that those are doing much
more toward helping win the fight
who are actually within hearing dis-
tance of the battle’s roar, and so,
many women who must stay at home
envy Mrs. Holman, wife of Lieuten-
ant R. Claude Holman, Prince Ed-
ward Island, for her ability to volun-
teer.

She offered her services to the Mo-
tor Ambulance in April a year ago,
after working in the Red Cross Pri-
soners of War Department in London
for a year before. She was immedi-
ately accepted, there being at that
time a demand for women drivers
that more men might be released to
fight. Mrs. Holman, who is an essen-
tially “womanly” young woman, slight
of build and delicate looking, belies
all these physical features in her
work. She has nerves of steel and
endurance which equals that of any

Mrs. R. Claude Holman

man. She has been driving an am-
bulance for a year without rest, meet-
ing trains at any hour of the day or
night, and taking soldiers to the Lon-
don hospitals or to other trains on
which they are carried to hospitals
outside of London. She has seen
some sights which are not good to see,
but her courage has never failed, and
the joy with which our boys greet a
Canadian woman who stands to wel-
come them with good cheer, strength-
ens her to bear her part, unflinching.

We at home may take pride in
knowing that the policemen about the
stations have often complimented Mrs.
Holman and other Canadian women
drivers upon the expert management
of their huge, cumbersome chariots of
mercy, for no matter how expert one
may have been in extricating one’s
car from the traffic of Montreal or
Toronto streets, that problem was like
a b ¢ to syntax compared with Lon-
don congestion.

It goes without saying that Mrs.
Holman knows her ambulance from
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radiator to smallest screw, and is not
dependent upon outside help to make
repairs; She is so much in love with
her work that steady duty with but a
half-day off every ten days does not
seem a hardship.

A POET SOLDIER

'/‘HE LITERARY DIGEST says

sags that the late Colonel John
MeCrae has expressed as no other man
in this war the vital message of the
dead. Before the war Dr.  McCrae
was unknown as a poet. Now his
memory is revered wherever the Eng-
lish language is read. His poem, “In
Flanders’ Fields” is generally well
known, but many of our readers have
not read the other, “The Anxious
Dead”. We append both :

IN FLANDERS’ FIELDS

In Flanders’ fields the poppies blow
Between the crosses, row on row,
That mark our place, and in the sky
The larks still bravely singing fly,
Scarce heard amid the guns below.
We are the dead. Short days ago
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,
Loved and were loved, and now we lie
In Flanders’ fields.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

Take up our quarrel with the foe,

To you from falling hands we throw

The torch—be yours to hold it high.

If ye break faith with us who die,

We shall not sleep though poppies grow
In Flanders’ fields. s

THE ANXIOUS DEAD

O guns, fall silent till the dead men hear
Above their heads the legions pressing

on!
(These fought their fight in time of bitter
fear
And died not knowing how the day had
gone.)

O flashing muzzles, pause and let them see
The coming dawn that streaks the sky
afar!
Then let your mighty chorus witness be
‘To them, and Caesar, that we still make
war.

Tell them, O guns, that we have heard
their call;
That we have sworn sand will not turn
aside;
That we will onward till we win or fall;
That we will keep the faith for which
they died.

Bid them be patient, and some day, anon,
They shall feel earth enwrapt in silence
deep—
Shall greet in wonderment the quiet dawn,
And in content may turn them to their
sleep.

Colonel John McCrae
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IRISH LYRICS AND BALLADS

By James B. Dorrarp. Toronto: Me-
(Clelland, Goodchild and Stewart.

NCE in a while we come
¢l across a volume of poetry
that we wish were Cana-
dian. Such is this book
of Father Dollard’s, a
book of exquisite quality,

.

and although it is published in Can-
ada by a resident of the Dominion
whom we should be proud to call Can-

adian, it is not Canadian. For Dr.
Dollard has the soul of the Irishman,
and his heart yearns for his mative
hills. He is a true lyric, with a beau-
tiful fancy, and he shows a clinging
fondness for Irish tradition. It is a
pity that more of our Canadian poets
have not felt the same towards Can-
ada. There are some outstanding ex-
ceptions, but we would have more and
better poets if the national beauties
and characteristics of the country
were more realized. Time will do the
seasoning. Meantime we are delight-
ed with volumes like Dr. Dollard’s.
We quote one poem in full:

THE SILVER ANVILS

There was a rath I used to love, in Ireland
long ago.

An ancient dun in which they dwelt—the
Fairy Folk, you know. :

All belted round with hawthorn was this
Rath of Closharink,

And one could hear, when straying near,
their silver anvils elink!

0, elink, clank, clink—hear the fairy ham-
ders go; < ;

Clink, clank, clink, in their caves of gold

. below! 3

What were they a-forging in the dun of
Closharink

Upon their silver anvils tapping—elink,
elank, clink?
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When all the thorn was blossomed white,
and yellow was the furze,

You’d hear them in the noonday hush
when ne’er a linnet stirs;

You’d hear them in the evening when the
sun began to sink

And purple glory flushed the hills that
smiled on Closharink.

0, clink, clank, clink, hear the fairy ham-
mers sound—

Clink, clank, clink, in their forges under-
ground.

What were they a-patterning, the Sidhe of
Closharink,

With all their silver anvils sounding—
clink, clank, clink?

What were they a-fashioning—a erown for
great Queen Mave;

A helmet for Cuchulain, or a shield for
Lugh the Brave;

A scabbard for the Sword of Light that
flames on danger’s brink,

A jeweled torgue for Angus who is King
at Closharink?

Clink, clank, elink, like a harp note, sweet
and low,

Clink, clank, elink, and a big moon climb-
ing slow!

Though youth is far from me to-night, and
far is Closharink,

My senses thrill to hear it still, that clink,
clank, clink!

%

NELSON’S HISTORY OF THE
WAR

By JorN BucaaN. Toronto: Thomas
Nelson and Sons.

T HIS prodigious historical work
! ‘continues without abatement of
interest. The nineteenth volume,
which deals with the spring cam-
paigns of 1917, contains besides al-
most 300 pages of letter-press, thirty-
five maps, and on the jacket there is
a portrait of the author reproduced in
colours. The several chapters consid-
er and relate in masterly fashion the
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Gierman retreat in the west, the battle®

of Arras, the second battle of the
Aisne, Mesopotamia, Syria, and the
Balkans, Italy’s campaign since the
hattle of Gorizia, and the progress of
the Russian revolution. This now has
become a history which because of its
high merit and popular price must
command the attention of all who

make any pretense at possessing a lib-

rary.

PRIEST OF THE IDEAL
By StepHEN GraHAM. Toronto: The
Maemillan Company of Canada.

HILE there is much in this book

that is most romantie and ideal,
it scarcely can become a popular
novel, Hampden, a wandering mystic
who preaches idealism and devotion
to early church traditions and legends,
is in many respects a remarkable fig-
ure, but a figure that one should not
expeet, but hope, to encounter in these
days of turmoil. He is like one of
the graces, an example, but scarcely
a fact. Contrasted with him is Wash-
ington «ing, an American and a very
material, matter-of-fact American at
that, one who believes that ideals must
have foundation in material things.
The difference between these two char-
actrs is a feature of the book.

CHRONICLES OF ST. TID
By Epen Pramrrorrs. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.

F EW English story-writers of to-
day have so firm a hold on the
public as has the author of “Old Dela-
bole” and “Brunel’s Tower”. This is
a volume of his short tales, and is just
the thing for the canoe, the hammock
or the side verandah. The author
deals with the simple folk to be found
in Devonshire and the West Country,
and what writer knows that part of
England better than he? Running
throughout the stories there is a vein
of rustic humour that brightens the
pages and relieves some of the

tragedy.

BEST O’ LUCK

By ArexanNpEr McCriNTOCK. Toron-
to: MeClelland, Goodchild and
Stewart.

T HIS is plain, straightforward nar-
rative that should be .read by
every man about to go overseas. It
will, as a matter of interest, be read
by many who have gone over and by
hundreds of others who have not been
able to go. For it is the intensely in-

teresting account of the experiences .

of an American lad who, because of
conviction, came over to Canada and
enlisted for service with the 87th Bat-
talion, Canadian Grenadier Guards,
and was wounded at the Somme. Ser-
geant McClintock does not varnish
or garnish his tale. He recounts his
tremendous experiences with com-
mendable modesty, notwithstanding
the fact that he has won the D.C.M.

&
5

OH, MONEY! MONEY !

By Euneanor H. PorTer. Toronto:
Thomas Allen.

RS. PORTER, whose “Just

David” and “Pollyanna” have
been read in homes and school-rooms
all over North Americt, delighting old
and young alike, has the happy faec-
ulty of presenting lively, lovable,
human characters to her readers. In
this story she takes as her hero a
bachelor who has much money but
little else except a good heart and a
keen desire to make the most out of
life. This Stanley Fulton begins to
wonder what will become of his twen-
ty millions after he has passed from
the scene, and then he determines to
send a hundred thousand dollars to
each of several remote cousins and to
observe ineognito (as John Smith)
the effect of the sudden riches on each
of them. To one it brings happiness
to another misery and so on; but 1;6
himself it brings much enjoyment
much interest in life in general, and
in the end a most charming wife. Tt
is a wholesome, readable story.

o o e
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THE FUTURE OF THE EMPIRE

By J. Saxon Mimuns, M.A. Toronto:
S. B. Gundy.

HIS book should be of interest to
T all free-traders. It is a more or
less studious treatment well and
brightly written. It raises the main
problems in connection with Imperial
Federation and Britannic Alliance,
and is especially discursive upon the
trade aspects of those problems. The
question of the future trade relations
within and without the Empire is one
upon which many men to-day hesi-
tate to dogmatize. Mr. Mills seems
to hesitate a little. At least he gives
to his book the atmosphere of liberal
discussion before he becomes dogma-
tie. When his dogmatism appears, 1t
is of the sort that all free-traders
should study to-day. It attacks the
free-trade position with strong wea-
pons, dispassionateness and resolu-
tion. .

THE SPELL OF CHINA

By Arcuie BeLL. Boston: The Page
Company.

«p WAS thirty years old before I

l knew it was possible to spend the
summer in Burope without a small
fortune.” Doubtless the old lady who
made this statement had read some
book of travel such as this entertain-
ing and informing account of a trip
lasting five months to and through
China. For a keen observer like the
author of this book can give to the
average reader more than an unpb-
servant traveller can take in for him-
gelf. One feels after reading .M!.'.
Bell’s account that one has an inti-
mate acquaintance with a most fas-
cinating land, for the author sketches
as he goes, giving dehghtf\')l and con-
vineing scenes by the wayside and en-
tering into the life of the people of
the most mysterious country in the

world. It is one thing to go to China. -

1t is another thing to read about iii;
and to all who cannot go this book is
recommended.
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OREGON THE PICTURESQUE

By Taomas D. MurpHY. Boston : The
Page Company.

HIS volume is one of the “See

America First” series, and is
something that well might be emulated
in Canada. It is an account of ram-
bles in Oregon and the wilds of north-
ern California by one who has had
much experience as a traveller and
writer of books on travel. In the first
chapter, which is entitled “An Un-
familiar Wonderland”, the author ex-
plains that “We found ourselves secan-
ning with no small degree of interest
and anticipation maps of the vast
mountain-studded country stretching
from San Francisco to the Columbia
River. We had met infrequent motor-
ists who had penetrated parts of this
comparatively unfamiliar region, and
their tales were enough to arouse our
curiosity and to intensify our desire
to explore these virgin fastnesses of
shining lakes, vast forests and rugged
hills . . ” There is in the book a
comprehensive map and many illus-
trations, of which sixteen are in col-
our,

-3

THE BUSINESS OF WAR

By Isaac F. Marcossan, Toronto: J.
M. Dent and Sons.

EVERYONE wonders how the thing
is done, how that great organiza-
tion of present-day war is controlled
—fed, transported, armed, supplied,
doctored, nursed—how all the vast
machinery of war is operated and kept
in action. This information Mr. Mar-
cossan supplies, making the book not-
able and of great timeliness. Tt de-
seribes the army behind the fighters.
The author is acknowledged as an au-
thority on affairs, and in this book he
makes a veritable revelation of every-
thing that keeps the soldiers in the
fighting lines. Tt describes the great
part that the modern motor is play-
ing in the war, and includes graphie
sketches of Sir Douglas Haig, Vis-
count Northeliffe, and Sir Eric Ged-
des. There are sixteen full-page illus-
trations. s
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OVER THE HILLS OF HOME

By Lmian Levermee. Toronto: Me-
Clelland, Goodchild and Stewart.

OPEFUL, inspiring and patrio-

tie, this volume of verse should
appeal strongly to most readers.
There is enough human sympathy
and pathos to be a complement to the
quality of gladness and enough ten-
derness to make them touch the heart.
We quote the first, second and last
stanzas of ‘“Over the Hills of Home’’:

Laddie, little laddie, come with me over
the hills,

Where blossom the white May lilies, and
the dog-wood and daffodils;

For the spirit of spring is calling to our
spirits that love to roam

Over the hills of home, laddie, over the
hills of home.

Laddie, little laddie, here’s hazel and mea-
dow rue,

And wreaths of the rare arbutus, a-blow-
ing for me and you;

And cherry and bilberry blossoms, and
hawthorne as white as foam,

We’ll earry them all to mother, laddie,
over the hills at home.

Laddie, beloved laddie!
we cease to weep,
Could we glance through the golden gate-
way, whose keys the angels keep!

Yet love, our love that is deathless, can
follow you where you roam,

Over the hills of God, laddie, the beauti-
ful hills of Home.

3

How soon should

THE IRON RATION

By GreorGeE ABEL SHRIENER. Toronto:
The Musson Book Company.

REMEMBER once seeing on a

housetop unconcernedly throwing
bricks. down into an alleyway. There
was something Olympian in the way
in which, from his height, that chim-
ney-maker cast his bricks. He flung
them with such disinterested abandon
and such aloof and calm disregard of

passers-by. Some writers h ndle their
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facts in this way. It makes their
work refreshing and sometimes pro-
vocative. George Abel Shriener is one
of these writers. One reads this book
of his, “The Iron Ration”, with the
feeling that the whole performance is
a fascinating display and that one
may very probably get hit. In the
preface he states where his sympathies
lay in the Boer War. He tells lovely
and unlovely things about Austria
and Germany in the same breath. One
puts the book aside with the feeling
that a writer has really contributed
to an understanding of the war in
certain of its aspects; that someone
at least has furnished us with objee-
tive data. One can make an interest-
ing collection of bricks.

St
"

FACE TO FACE WITH KAISER-
ISM :

By James W. Gerarp. Toronto: Me-
Clelland, Goodchild and Stewart.

HE author of “My Fours Years

in Germany”, who was United
States Ambassador to the German ITm-
perial Court, says at the outset that
what he especially wants to impress
on the people of the United States is
the fact that they are at war because
Germany invaded the United States
—*“an invasion insidiously concerned
and vigorously prosecuted for years
before hostilities began”—and that
the war is “our war, that the sanetity
of American freedom and the Ameri-

- can home depend upon what we do

now”. In the book he reveals the per-

sonality of the Kaiser and the “king
business”, and inside of Germany di-
plomaey, Germany’s plan to attack
America, has early plots in Mexico
the kultur of Kaiserdom—the Ger:
man soul, the little Kaisers, royalty’s
recreation, the eternal feminine, and
discusses the sinking of the Lusitania
the ones who do the Kaiser’s think:
ing, and the Kaiser and lése-majesté.
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Workmen's Lunches

FOR ALL OCCASIONS

Where refreshments are
you will find
first favorite.

poersol
(lngersolhy

[t is nutritious, tasty, convenient and economical

needed, there

Ingersoll Cream Cheese

At all Grocers, in 10 and 15¢, packages.

Manufactured by
INGERSOLL PACKING CO. LTD.
INGERSOLL, ONT.

Schrader
Universal
Pump
Connection

Pump-
ing and Testing of
Tires. Air pressure
can be ascertained

Facilitates

without detaching
connection from valve.

Price 50¢

chradey

Universal.

Tire Pressure
Gauge

Schrader

Universal

Valve

Measures the air in your Repair Tool

tires.  Tires maintamed
under the correct inflation
last twice as long as tires
run on haphazard pressure.
A “ Schrader Universal "
Gauge means Tire lnsur-
ance.

Price $1.50
AT YOUR DEALERS op

A. SCHRADER’S SON INC.

& 334 King Street East, Toronto

A Four-an-one Tool for
Quick Repair of Dam-
aged Cap threads of
Tire Valves: Removing
Valve Inside; Reaming
Damaged Valve Seat:;
Retapping inside thread.
OF value to all Motorists
and Garages.

Price 35¢
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Grace is added even to a charming slight
figure by the D & A Corset No. 624. Like
all D & A’s it is made in Canada and fitted on
living Canadian models. It has the ‘‘chic’’
of the best French corsets but sells at half the
price. Thereisa D & A to suit every figure.
DOMINION CORSET CO.

Makers also of the La Diva Corsets and the
D & A “Gocd Shape’ Brassiéres 7,17

Ask your corsetiére.
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Iroquois Assortment

Choice Nuts and delicately-flavored
Chocolates in a variety of combinations.

Another revelation of the high
standard of

Ganong
Cholafes
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A Lively Interest

. is shown these days in the intrinsic merit of
foods and beverages. A few years ago tea
and coffee were about the only drinks known

on the family table.

Nowadays, people everywhere find appealing
flavor, better health and practical economy in
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How Will You Heat and Ventilate

Your New House?

You can’t do it with steam and hot water systems with radiators
in the rooms,

Radiators collect dust and dirt, are unsightly ; and because
there’s no fresh air supply they warm the Same Stagnant, Foul Air
over and over, Install a

Kelsey Warm Air Generator

as thousands of other people, who want Good Fresh Air and Healthful
Conditions, are doing.

Better let us show you why the Kelsey is the best and what we
are accomplishing in heating the finest homes in the land. 4

CANADA FOUNDRIES AND FORGINGS, Ltd.

JAMES SMART PLANT
BROCKVILLE, ONT. WINNIPEG, MAN.

TRADE MARK

Known the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

CurrLers TOo His MAJES‘I’Y‘

SHEFFIELD - > . ENGLAND

----------------------------------------
...................................................

.........................
..................
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| Soldiers of the $oil |

!
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3.0.8. Boy goes
to do a Man’s Work

Give Him a Man’s Razor

His keenness to serve as a *“ Soldier of the Soil” is not the only sign
that your boy is approaching manhood. Look at his chin and that “ stiff "
upper lip!  He would have needed a razor even if he had stayed at home
this summer—and in the vigorous outdoor life he's going to, he'll need it even
more.

== GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR

—the one the older soldiers Overseas prefer, and millions of men at home
are using every morning.

He'll have no trouble’in the world learning to shave with the Gillette,
for at once he'll get the simple knack of the light grip and the angle stroke,
and handle it safely—like a veteran. That, you may be sure, will mean
much to his pride when he goes to live with strangers.

For a send-off worth while, then, give him —or send him-—a Gillette
Set. They cost $5.00—and there’s plenty of choice in styles at any good
drug, jewelry or hardware store.

GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO. OF CANADA, LIMITED
OFFICE AND FACTORY : 65.73 ST. ALEXANDER STREET, MONTREAL

21
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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 had been reared on

Robinson’s “Patent” Barley

until it has reached the above age, Groats and milk
= | should be given alternately with ‘‘ Patent” Barley, as it
tends to promote bone and muscle.

For the Invalid and the Aged, in cases of influenza,
a bowl of hot gruel taken in bed at night produces a
profuse perspiration helping to drive the cold out of
the system. Taken by the aged at night it promotes
warmth and sleep.

Our free booklet ‘‘ Advice to Mothers” tells all about
how to feed, clothe and care for infants and children.

MAGOR, SON & CO., Limited

Sole Agents for Canada

191 St. Paul St. W,, 30 Church Sg.
Montreal Toronto

KRR NG T

Conservation

CLARK'S Pork & Beans

Spaghetti with Tomato
Sauce & Cheese

“  Concenfrated Soups

*  Peanut Butter

'* Stewed Kidneys

“  Ox & Lunch Tongues
*  Pate de Foie, etc., etc.

LIMITED, -  MONTREAL

§
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a
Such
a Delicious
Ginger Ale

For more than sixty
years, O'Keefe’s be-
verages have been
the finest of their
kinds produced in
Canada.

@’% (é ,‘

SPECIAL PALE DRY

GINGER
ALE

is quite in keeping
with the high stand-
ard of other O’Keefe
beverages. It is a
most delicious ginger
ale—pale and spark-
ling,dry and inviting
—with a unique
flavour that you will
enjoy. Try it.

We also make
Belfast Style Ginger Ale,
Ginger Beer, Cola, Sarsapa-
rilla, Lemon Sour, Cream
Soda, Lemcnade, Orangeade,
Special Soda.

Order a case from
your dealer.

516

O0'KEEFE'S
TORONTO

O

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
loosens and can be lifted
off with the fingers without
even a twinge of pain.

Freezone

Removes hard corns, soft corns, also
corns between the toes and hardened
calluses. Does not irritate or inflame
the surrounding skin or tissue. You
feel no pain when applying it or after-
ward.

Women! Keep a small bottle of
Freezone on your dresser and never
let a corn ache twice.

Small bottles can be had at any
drug store in Canada

THE EDWARD WESLEY CO., Walkerville, Ont,

It’s the best yet!




24 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Book direct from Tokio, Japan. Absotutely the latest book of its kind. By Oshima
and Yokoyama, Professors of JUDO in Kodokan, Tokio. Teaches all the defenses,
breaks, blows, tricks, holds, and secrets of this great art of self-defence.

Learn to protect yourself and develope your health by getting the best book
published.

This JU-JITSU book is most welcome at Athletic Club, Y.M.C.A., Public School,
Military Academy and especially at soldier's Camps.

Illustrated with close to one hundred actual Photographs, 300 pages 7)4 x 534
nches and cloth bound, $2.70 postpaid. Send Your Order I cdsy.

AN IDEAL GIFT TO YOUR SOLDIER

Rikko Art Co., Cleveland, Ohio, U.S.A.

Head Office: TOKIO, JAPAN

REGAL| /<%

FREE RUNNING VY ¢

T&ble Salt %3:'{:

¥

= URb 'S” Ginger Ale “GURD’S” Caledonia Water

There is nothing quite like either, for both are “THE BEST”

CHARLES GURD & CO., Limitd - - MONTREAL



Remember Qur Boys
At The Front

To them the cigarette is the pan-
acea for all ills. I have seen men

die with a cigarette between their

lips, the last favor they had re-

quested on earth. If the soldier

is in pain, he smokes for comfort,

if he is restless he smokes for
solace; when he receives good
news he smokes for joy; if the
“news is bad, he smokes for con-
solation; if he is well he smokes,
when he is ill, he smokes. But
good news or bad, sick or well,

he always smokes.

“The First Canadians in France"
by F. McKelvey Bell.

Canadion Magezine, February isue 1917,

‘.4\ &4
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BERTRAM

MACHINE TooLs

MACHINE TOOL EQUIPMENT FOR

Ship Yards, Locomotive and Car Shops
Bridge and Structural Shops and
General Machine Shops.

PHOTOS, SPECIFICATIONS AND PRICES ON REQUEST.,

The John Bertram & Sons Co., Limited
Dundasefgs "o - al W Ontario . et
MONTREAL ~_ ONTO WINNIPEG ' VANCOUVER




JMADE with MILK

Ice Cream

Use of a Junket Tablet in making ice cream
means that you can use more milk and less
cream and yet produce a more “creamy”
ice cream than ever before; and it will be
more wholesome and digestible.

Junket ice cream is quickly made and has a
smoother, more velvety texture than ordinary
ice cream.

A simple trial will please you immensely. You will
be truly delighted to be able to make better cream
at lower cost.

Children can cat all they want of Junket Ice Cream
—just as they can of Junket desserts.

Interesting Recipe Booklet sent free. For 3c we
will send samples, enough for two quarts of ice cream
or 127dishes of Junket. Full package sent for 12c.

Sold by Grocers and Druggists
Chr. Hansen's Canadian Laboratory

Dept. D)., Toronto, Canada
“Nesnah"' is Junke! prepared with sugar and in 4 flavors.
Made in a jiffu- rv a package 10c.

From a prominent dentist’s letter—name will be
Sfurnished on request.

" Only a Powder has the necessary

abrasive qualities for polishing
and cleaning.”

THE OXYGEN
TOOTH POWDER

Cleans-Whiters-Preserves

A p_ackage suﬂ'u‘i(fm for one week's trial and authori-
tative booklet telling ‘“Why a Powder is bétter than
a Paste” will be sent free on request,

Tell your friends about CALOX

The large size contains nearly three times the
quantity of the smaller size.

McKESSON @ ROBBINS,

Incorporated

«yYour 32 Teeth are 32 Reasons”’’ 91 Fulton St 3 NEW YORK
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BENSON’S

Corn Starch

makes dozens of
inexpensive summer
desserts.

_» The Standard with
good cooks for more
» than half a century.

AAAAAAAAAAAAAA

THE CANADA STARCH CO. LIMITED
MONTREAL 4

| | [ | L c s | | - —— | —

(e | s | — | Y — ] — ] — ] — ] — 1 > — ] || —— ] L -\

CAREFULLY SEALED |
IN GERM PROOF TUBES

PURITY
OATS

BRINGS TO YOUR TABLE

THE DELICIOUS NUT LIKE

FLAVOUR OF THE FAMOUS
ALBERTA OATS

MANUFACTURED BY

Western Canada FlourMillsC? Limifed
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How Your Neighbor e 1 Corns

AVE you noted how uncommon corns are nowadays? In two days, usually, the corn disappears. Only rare
H That pained look—that slipped off shoe—are not u>ugl!1l corns need a second application.

veryoftenseen. The reason lies in Blue-jay, which he way is simple, easy, quick. It is right and

i e, scientific way to scientific noted .chemist evolved it. And it is made
'fnirl:?:r’e}:::i': :;ll:sted‘ enihang o < by a world-famed surgical dressing house. Don t keep
¥ Those corn-free folks don't pare corns. They don't paring and protecting corns. They are deformities
merely pad them. They don't use old-time treatments, remove them. ; 3 " :
harsh and mussy. : : Learn how Blue-uly does it. It will be a revelation

When a corn appears they wrap it with Blue-jay, After that test you wil  never again let a corn annoy you.
then forget it. It never pains again. Make the test to-night.

BAUER & BLACK, Limited Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc. Chicago, New York, Toronto
. Stop Pain Instantly
B 1 u e BJ a y End Corn Completly

Corn Plasters Large Package 25c. at Druggists

Small package discontinued

T

WANTEDPhotoplays and Stories

Why not turn your thoughts, ideas |

and imaginations into money by writ- \\\ //
ing them into Short Stories, Movie \

Plays or Poems and send your manu-
script to us. WE BUY OUTRIGHT
or sell on commission, if acceptable.

WRITERS LEAGUE
P.O. Box 1520 - Calgary, Alberta

GENUINE DIAMOND

CASH OR CREDIT
Terms 20°, down and $1, $2, 83
weekly. We trust any honest person.
Wrile for Catalogue to-day

JACOBS BROS , Diamend Importers
15 Torente Arcade TORONTO, Can.
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‘Perfect Coftee—
Perfectly Made™

is the Title of a Booklet

which we have issued to enable those
who enjoy delicious, fragrant coffee,
to always have it.

There are two essentials to the perfect
cup of coffee—the right coffee and
the right way to make it.

This booklet tells how to have both.
Mailed free if you write 194

CHASE & SANBORN - MONTREAL
Blenders and Roasters of “SEAL BRAND"™ Coffee

> 2SOV f'g
Z ﬂ/b

ém i\ 2 KAT.\

M@I[ R’S Chocolates

The choice of the man who is particular about
the kind he gives.

MOIR'S, LIMITED, HALIFAX, CANADA

—
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The light that op
‘ﬂ;:)n’ it is/

Style No. 2659

AEGER

R |
For Steamer, RailwayuorgCTmp. S E C TI ONAL

Pure Wool or Camelhair. ' B O O KC A S E S

ARE THE BEST
Por sale by Al Leading Furniture
Dealers,

“MACEY STYLE BOOK,” full of In.
formation, free for the asking.

Jaeger Rugs give
such comfort with
their soft, fleecy,
cosy feel, that no
person who has
once owned one
could be induced to
part with it, The
home again brings

the travelling rug 4 Adly illustrated cara- | CANADA FJRN"UKMNW%

into almost daily  Jogue will be sent free on WOODSTOCK. ONTARIO.
use. application to ‘
i Woolle: X
DR.JAEGER ***37,5"*"CO. LIMITED 28
Toronto Montreal Winnipeg |

British *“ founded 1883 " |
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at unliop eans |
g PEOPLE never speak of over-production in Quality, yet &
= we might “tim down” “Tractien” or “Special” and [
=  conscientiously sell them to you as good tires.  But we could B
5 not still call them “Dunlop.” That word in tire value [
= =
5 means _more than merely making a tire. It means a reputation &
-|  for superior tire-making that embraces nearly a quarter of a &
g : . : s
- century=—a reputation which was obtained only by endless E
g S
- energy, and is maintained only by ceaseless vigilance. =
= §
- S
5 /% Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods Co., S
g by Limited s
- & ) - % E
- ‘3:.2_‘ HEAD OFFICE AND FACTORIES: TORONTO =
b V= =
- .‘!_»‘a Branches: Victoria, Vancouver, Edmonton, Calgary, §
= ‘.S Saskatoon, Regina, Winnipeg, London, Hamilton, §
- k& Toronto, Ottawa, Montreal, St. John, and Halifax. =
= -
= v.-;l’ S
= ~d —
= '_’.:‘. Makers of High-Grade Tires for Automobiles, Motor Trucks, =
E ':-,. Bicycles, Motorcycles and Carriages ; and High-Grade Rub- =
] 'l:r. ber Belting, Packing, Fire Hose and General Hose, Dredge E
= ';3- Sleeves, Military Equipment, Mats, Tiling, Heels and Soles, =
= | O] Cements, Horse Shoe Pads and General Rubber Speciaities. -
- 2% s
J% ~t =~ S
NP —
‘:."‘.T-..\- T X~
SPECIAL
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HOTEL'RESORT-&-

IDO7 ~ EVERY MONTH
The New Country Life
The Spur (twice a month)

-Toll —

Harpeor's Red Book Review of Raviawui
Fifteen Million Readers Monthly 11th YEAR

RAVELDEPARTHEN
Field & Stream
Worid's Work

Atlantic Monthly Century
Scribner’s The Canadian

Write to these places and refer to WHERE-TO-GO, 8'Beacon St., Boston, Mass.

"BOSTON MASS.

CANADA

Ask us for travel information,

Enclose Postage,

PLYMOUTH MASS.

39 Commonwealth Ave.Boston
&' The atmosphere of this
’ Distinctlive Boston House
is unique. Globe trotters callit one
of the worlds homelike and atlractive
hotels. ~ Our bookle! has a guide
to Boston and historic vicinily.

A special local bookle! for motorists

Send for them. A.PCoslello.Mgr

HOTEL PURITAN I

and Cottages
MurrayHay,Can,
the river
tennis, salt

An exclusive =
Lawrence, 400 miles inland. G«
water swimming pool, saddie
Cuisine unexcelled .Open June 27

Wr
Boothe, G A Rice Managers Point an Ple. Que

NANTUCKET MASS.
SEA CLIFF INN AND COTTAGES

Nantucket Island, Mass. Every breeze an
ocean breeze. June 20 to Sept. 20. Send for
Hastrated booklet, * Quaint Nantucket.”

ey YL R 5
THE Same site
MARSHALL HOUSE since 1570

the Maine const, 800 ft. of broad
coment verandas. Complete automatic sprinkler
equipment. Each room overlooks the ocean or
river. Bathing. Boating. Tennis. York Country
lub, 18 holes Golt In a distinctive New England
resort on the State Highway, half way between
Boston and Portland Write to York Harbor. Me. i
LD ORCHARD HOUS
LD ORCMARD BEACH, M
One of the largest and best of Maine's fam
Hotels, located on high land overlook
finest beach in the world. Send for Boc
Mrs. H. W, Staples, Pres Walter Ec

NEW HAMPSHIRE
L WENTWORTH 8" 37
HOTE the Sea, N. H.
On the motor road to White Mts. Charming
stop-over place going & coming. All facili-
ties for motorists. Overlooks ocean. kvery-
thing to interest. Golf. Tennis. Dancing.

New ;ﬂ!i
botel

Pinest on

Riding. Trap & Rifie Shooting. Fishing.
Surf Bathing & Swim ming Pool. Yachting.
[ustructors,all sports. Write for Booklet B
to O. A. Judkins, Mgr., Portsmouth, N.H.

~ RHODE ISLAND
“An Ideal Summer Home for 400 guests

The Leading Hotel of

Block Island, Rhodean(!

Where-to-go for August closes July 1st.
Magazines off the press July 29th, and |
pulling for p,‘xsilleu all t»h_mugh Augurxt.

MAINE MAIN
HOTEL MITCHELL, York | Attean Camps, Ja
Beach, Me. Located on Ocean | Fine fishing. Ruel

Bivd Country &seashore.Bath-

Banff Springs Hotel

in the

Canadian Pacific
Rockies

Resort of many discriminating
Americans, Outdoor Life-—
Golf, Tennis, Motoring Roads,
Pony Riding on Mountain
Trails, Hiking, Climbing,
Open Air Sulphur Pools. The
Big Hotel with Its Ballroom
and Orchestra, Splendid Cui-
sineand Service combine togive
Banff itstone, Moderate Rates,

Get to Know Canada Better
She's Your Nearest Ally

Further information on Resort
Tour No. 201 gladly given by

Generar TourisT AGENT

Canadian Pacific Railway

MONTREAL or Local Agentg

MASSACHUSETTS

ABERDEEN HALL

On Cape Cod. Distinetive, Golf.

CONNECTIOU

Wopowog

Lodge and Camps

MAYFLOWER INN
g‘\k AND COTTAGES —

The Newest and most beaut)
full
= in
o e @rn convenience and luxury,
| Sy including salt water baths

|HOTEL PILGRIM
_ AND BUNGALOWS

Operated five years under present management
Both hotels offer superior accommodations
at rates which are high enough 10 insure the
best in service and cuising: Lvery Summer recres
tion including perfect golf. Season June to Oct
Both hotels, managemeni F Brine. Plymout h Masa

£ VERMONT
LAKE DUNMORE HOTEL
ND COTTAGES
New Management. Golf. Tennis. Boating,
Fishing Heart of the Green Mo, Hugh
J. MeKinnon, Mgr., Lake Dunmore, Vt,

~ VIRGINIA

nprnmx«d resort hotel
e nqland, Every mod

{,.000f,
above sea

The most unlque and original resort In the
United States. Half way between the North
and the South, enjoying a large patronage from
Now Y Philadelphia and the Southern
Cities
A2
tubereulin
Eggs and
farm
Dancing. Tennis. Horseback Riding, Swim
| | ming Pool. 50 open fireplaces
Most beautiful seenery anywhere onst
of Colorado, Five hundred testlm
A beautiful 50 page booklet tells
i, Write for one to Proprietor Q. F
Skyland, Page County, Virginia

MOUNT CLEMENS MICH.
THE PARK
Mount Clemens, .\Ilrlnluat_l
HORNELL N. Y.

or in need of rest and

recuperation go to the

Steuben Sanitarium,

Hornell, N.Y. Every facility known tomed-

lcal science at command. Free hooklet.
_____SEATTLE WASH.

HOTEL BUTLER

Cafe without peer. Center of things
Rooms $1.00 up, with bath $2.00 up. Home comforts
to the traveler. A. CHESHIRE MITCHELL. Mgr.

Our 11th year of world.-wide service,
Strietly reliable and promoting the best,

 CANADA

Canada at a Glance

When timing your vacation,

acre vegelable of
tosted cows

Dacks from

garden. Merd
Lambs, ©)
Kkyland's

ahout

Pollock,

arge, lll;’
rooms.,
Taxi fare 20c

ing. Pishing. Tennis. Booklet.

g
SPENCER LAKE CAMPS
Csabins. Dairy. Hennery. Gar-
den. Pishing. Hunting.Canoe~
fng. C.T.Bratten, Gcnrd.ﬁe_.
NLET CAMPS on SO. LAKE
|llhrl. Pullman, Auto, Motos

boat fr
B’ kit.C.H. Fras er, Gurette, Me.

r
Boston. Canoeing. Btg. The Pennington, Interlochen,

York Camps. Rangeley, Me.
Elevn. 2,500ft. Fishing.Garage
NEW HAMPSHIRE
lontﬂnmrnohl.nuld.
ernm.N,H.Gy\,ll,lnwell.l‘rp
MICHIGAN

Boatg. Bathg. Fishg. Tennis
x«-dern,gl_rge Hyannis Mass

NEW SEA VIEW

OAK BLUFFS, MASS,
MARTHA'S VINEYARD
On Ocean's Edge. Booklet B,

Mich. Adjoining State Park.

These ads. appear in nearly
2.000, 000 monthly

in the Famous
Ran

LAKE

On Lake Salmon. Tennis. bath-
Pog, boating. Athletics in
bungalows of Hotel. Booklet.
Dr. F. G. Schwarz, East
Hampton, Connecticut

FISHINCGC
Black Bass and Maskinonge.
Sportiest in Canada,
0OakOrehard, Peterboro,Ont.
Pexay Avexaxoves, Mon

i
|
|

time yourself to return via
Toronto durivg the Canadlian
National Exhibition, August
20th to September Tth. The
World's largest Annual Pair.
ROYAL MUSKOKA Hotel on
famed Muskoka lakes. Over
night from anywhere via Buf-
falo. Golf. Booklet **A," care
Royal s P.O., Ontario,

HOU

Rangeley, Maine ¢
Open June First

Reglon
One of Mn!rne'n best inland resort hotels. No black flies or mosquitoes. Fine road

land. Boating. Bathing. Spring water, 8. Trout & Salmon Fishing. Golf & all sports on
our land. - . -

Cuisine unexcelled. Steamboat tripto White Mts. from our wharf. Write for booklet,
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nipnest Q/EAR"‘F Ly Canadian

I g > MILLION <Eaias |
- MARK S

R

MONCTON SYONEY

COCHRANE
% QUEBEC

WINNV/IPEGC

FORT
WL L/AM

TORONTO HALIFAX

THROUGH EXPRESS

TRAINS
Winnipeg - Toronto T INT
Winnipeg - Quebec & b O .
Montreal - Halifax ” :
Halifax - Sydney
Halifax - St. John

LH.H.MELANSON. Zussenaze Trarric Mor HONCTON, ne.]

700,000
SOLDIER LADS

HAVE TRAVELLED TH/S
ROUTE WITHOUT MISHAP




ALGONQUIN PARK "okranio

An incomparable summer vacation spot midst wild and delightful scenery

1500 lakes, rivers and streams

—crystal clear and teeming

with game fish.

Unlimited scope for the canoeist and camper,
2000 feet above sea level.

A resort for the refined.

The " HIGHLAND INN'" affords fine hotel service ;
Camps “"NOMINIGAN " and ""MINNESING " offer novel
and comfortable accommodation at reasonable rates.

Write for illustrated descriptive literature giving full particulars,
rates, etc., ORNING, Union Station, Toronto, or

to . .
J. QUINLAN, Bonaventure Station, Montreal,

op——

YOU’LL ENJOY IT AND FEEL BETTER

HUNDREDS OF GOOD SPOTS FOR GAMY

TROUT, BLACK BASS AND MASCALONGE
IN ONTARIO OR QUECEC—IN FACT THC FIN-
EST FISHING IN EVERY PROVINCE; AND FOR
REAL MOUNTAIN TROUT, TRY VIRGIN HAUNTS
IN THE TCANADIAN NORTHERN ROCKIES.

Ask for new book “Where to Fish and Hunt,” con-
tains concise description of every worth-while place

on the line, also other valuable information—An
C.N.R. Agent, or General Passenger Supt., Montr&ﬂ‘,"

Que. Toronto, Ont. Winnipeg, Man.
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Your War-Time Vacation
Should Be Spent In

Tee Pacific Northwest

Oregon, Washington and
British Columbia

In these war times it is important that
every citizen of Canada and the United
States should acquaint himself with
the awakening industrial wealth, extent
and beauty of North America. The Pa-
cific Northwest is one of its richest sec-
tions in agriculture, minerals, timber
and fish. The Pacific Northwest contains

550,000 Square Miles of Scenic
Wonderland

Scenery which can be found in no other
part of the world with recreations and
outdoor sports as varied as its scenery.
Visit the vast timberlands which provide
the ships and airplanes to help win the
war. Visit the immense industrial plants
which arise over night for similar pur-
poses and thus combine with the pleas-
ure of your vacation profitable knowl-
edge.

Write for free tllustrated booklet to any Board of
Trade, Chamber of Commerce, or Commercial Club
in the Pacific Northwest, or the Tourist Department,
Parliament Buildings, Victoria, B. C., Capitol Build-
ings, Salem, Oregon, or Olympia, Wash., or the
Office of thé Executive Secretary, Herbert Cuthbert,

Pacific Northwest Tourist Association, 1017-1018 L. C.
Smith Building, Seattle, Wash.
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“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RITE-HITE’ WARDROBE
TRUNKS pui

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.
1In a very real way
it is the most complete ot wardrobes, and apparel travels
in it with as little risk of crushing as it would right on
the ‘‘hangers” or in the ‘‘Chest of Drawers” in the home.

(Have it demonstrated in the store, or write for special booklet.)

$332 to $90°

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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IncludeGreat lakes

Water I?oute

On Your Trip to the Pacific Coast

Through the marvelous

Canadian Pacific Rockies

Excellent accommodations—cool, restful,
day-and-a-half’s diversion on the

Canadian Pacific Railway
Great Lakes Steamship Service

From Port McNicoll, via Toronto, on Georgian Bay
througb Lake Huron and Sault Ste. Marie to Fort
William on Lake Superior.

Summer Tour at Speclal Rates covering Lake Ports and chief
Western Points of Canada and the United States.

&

Particulars from any Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents, or

W.B. HOWARD, District Passenger Agent,
TORONTO
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“Highlands of
ntario

Canada

Embrace millions of
acres of virgin pine and
spruce, broken by thou-
sands of lakes and
streams. Is it any won-
der that the Highlands
of Ontario is the mecca
for out-door men and
women.

Algonquin Park
Muskoka Lakes|
Georgian Bay
Lake of Bays
Timagami
are all famous playgrounds.
Modern hotels afford city
comforts but many prefer
to live in tent or log cabin
—your choice at reasonable
cost. May we help you plan
your trip? Write or call
for illustrated literature.

J. Quinlan,
Bonaventure

Station,
Montreal, Que.

C. E. Horning,
Union Station
Toronto, Ont.

{ The Full Luxury of the Bath }

is attained when it is perfumed
with the genuine

Y&LANMAL,. |
Rl!‘lﬁrida W:::!Aus

In use for a Century, this
matchless perfume has won
on its merit a most enviable,
world-wide popularity, and
stands today unique among
perfumes of its class.
In the Bath its cooling, re-
freshing and reviving effects
are truly remarkable. For
general use on the Dressing-
table it has no equal.

PREPARED ONLY By

LANMAN & KEMP,
NEW YORK and MONTREAL.

Ask Your Druggist for It.
Accept no §

Kills
all
—Bugs
Fleas
Flies
Moths
Roaches
Mosquitos
Tins only.

10c., 25c., 35c.

At all Druggists,
Grocers and
General Stores

“Made in England”
AFTER - is for Tired Eyes.
‘v, Red Eyes—So
Mz’\.l'lt;-:s urine —Granulated Evelids
| Rests—Refreshes—Restores

S o .. cnct
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 ﬁn‘ them,
YOU CANNOT BUY NEW EYES!

Murine Sold at Drug, Toilet and Optical Stores

Ask Murine Eye R. y_Co., Chica, for Free Book |
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CANADIAN NATIONAL EXHIBITION
Toronto, Aug. 26th, Sept. Zth, inclusive

On a tremendously new and effective scale

1200 BRITANNIA MILITANT 1200

Performers Performers

Climax of all spectacular magnificence
A living, pulse-quickening link between past and present,
throbbing with wholesome patriotic fervor
Unexcelled musical programme, headed by Creatore’s band
Wonderful collection of art masterpieces

MATCHLESS ARRAY OF SPECIAL ATTRACTIONS

Women in war service—National Motor Show —Process of manufacture

Everything new but the price of admission

P
JUDICIOUS RECREATION
AN ECONOMY

For the Family: LAKE SIMCOE
Many nearby, quiet and healthy SPARROW LAKE

places where it is high and dry o

and the air cool and invigorat- SEVLRN RIVER

ing, are listed in recent Canadian MUSKOKA LAKES
Northern pamphlets. Ask for Par ry Sound and

list of “Summer Hotels and Board:ng Houses,” with n i
rates; and for great fishing and canoeing expeditions French River Districts

get “Where to Fishand Hunt,” Anyc.N.R.Agent, RIDEAU LAKES

or write Gen’l Pass. Dept., Moantreal or Toronto.

GANARIAN NORTHERN RAILWAY
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“Silver Plate that Wears™

The beautiful Old Colony pattern is shown in
this chest. Surprisingly low in cost are some |
of these chests, being priced according to the ,’
number of pieces contained, and can be |
{

J

t had mn almost any combination.

‘l Always sold with an unqualified guarantee made possible
by the actual test of over 65 years, At all leading

\\ dealers.  Send for illustrated catalogue “ Z-47"

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Limited
HAMILTON, CANAI)A
NEW YORK Cuicaco SAN Fraxcisoc

-T“‘Lw

MerioEN, COXNN.
Thc World s Largest Mlken of S&erhng Stlvef nd Ph

e
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Let us fold away our fears
And put by our foolish tears
And through all the coming years
Just be glad!
—dJas. Whitecombe Riley.

made it his mission to shed that

smile all around and what more im

portant mission is there to-day than
that? A smile, a ray of sunshine in one s
heart, an hour of guiet, restful enjoyment
enhanced by Heaven's own gift—music—
{s worth more than gold to the heart
purdened with anxious care.

“-l—BB Poet with the smile in his heart”

‘*Empire”

Just be glad—that’s it—

Put a Cecilian Con-
certphone in your home

—there is a wide range
«The Choir of models to ehoose from
invisible " —the illustration is just
one of five beautiful
styles—select a range of
records—it doesn't mattep
which record you desire—
The Concertphone plays

The Cecilian Concertphone fias an any and every Rind of dise
electric stop, Tone control, beautifully record without any extra
made, silent motors, artistic designs and attachment — and there
casework of piano standard—in fact you have gladness, rest-
everything that pertains to a “well- fulness,—the soft glamour
pred " instrument. of “Bome Sweet Fome.”

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE

THE CECILIAN COMPANY, LIMITED
247 Yonge Street, Toronto

Established 1883
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FOR /\/\\I“I)I( INE- CHEST

IN THIS OLD RELIABLE

Dr. Thomas’|p
tClectric Ol

You find a veritable Medicine Chest.

=

OO AR

LR
Its many uses and its efficient, ?&?«t
effective qualities have won for <
s it a most enviable reputation.
s‘*f‘ftﬁi‘
Q"/ﬁnmzcnons‘ ¢ You cannot {ind a better
: ;71"5/559/}5 remedy for Cuts, Coughs and
cc25CelltsperB0tﬂe 7 Colds, Strains, Sprains, Stiff
asa= j Muscles, Lame Back, Sore
Throat and scores of other ]
minor aillments. . . [ r

0 A A

An External and Infernal Remedy

Which none should be witheut

Northrop & Lyman Co., Limifed | M

| V) Established 1354, Toronto, Ont.
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CANADA'S FOREMOST
READY-I0-EAT CEREAL

Made of Wheat,Corn &
and Barley. :

| CanadianPostum Cereal (0.1td. |
Z) WINDSOR, ONTARIO »
{S.\“ 07 b

&7 A FOOD

Containing the natural nutritive elements of Whe:
Corn and Barley thoroughly cooked by scientific bak

ECONOMY

“THERE'S A REASON"

When war called for the savir(xig
of wheat, Grape:Nuts stood ready
with its superb blend of cereals,
its wonderful flavor, fullest nour-
ishment, and practical economy.

Grape=Nuts

The Food For The Times




