


Saféty First

In the bathtub Ivory Soap
means not only convenience,
but freedom from possible
injury because Ivory Soap
floats at hand and in sight
instead of sinking to the bot-
tom of the tub where it may
be stepped upon. You will
find the floating Ivory an im-
provement In every way.

9927 PURE

IT FLOATS

IVORY SOAP

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada
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This is one of over
‘ 300 illustrations
from our style book

STYLISH COAT
OF NORTHERN
MUSKRAT made
from the finest selected
skins, length 50 inches

cut full and roomy,
finished with full belt.
Note the deep sailor
collar and the hand-
some reverse border
effect on the skirt,
Lined with guaranteed

er 0 satin Venetian. Muff

FROMTRAPPERTOWEARER"BY MAIL o e clin re

verse effect to match

EASY—because all you have to do is write out your order for the Fur Garment you have border on coat. Sizes
selected from HALLAM'S Fashion Book and mail it with the money. Your furs are 34 to 44.

sent to you at once—if you like them, keep them—if not simply send them back. M712. Coat de-

PLEASANT—because there is no necessity to go to town—no tiresome trudging through .

« . livered........ $155.00

stores—no urging to buy by anxious sales clerks—no annoyance or bother. M Muff de
CHEAPER—because you save the middlemen’s profits and expenses—we buy the skin: live ’713’ RO RO
direct from the Trappers for cash, make them up into stylish fur garments and sell ivered........$22.50

them direct to you by mail for cash.
The thousands of pleased people from all parts of Canada, who have purchased Hallaz's
guaranteed furs by mail, bear testimony to the woaderful values given,

Send to-day for gour Copy of Hallam's

1919 FERTSHONFREE

A beautifully illustrated Book larger and better than
ever—showing a wonderfully extensive variety of the We
newest Furs on real living people, over 300 articles illus-
trated —all reproductions of genuine photographs--it also
gives you a lot of valuable information about Furs and P
what prominent people will be wearing this seasan. ay

We are the only firm in Canada selling Furs exclusively

by mail —direct from ** Trapper to Wearer” and guaran- HigheSt

teeing them.

You must be thoroughly satisfied with Hallam's Furs i
or send them back and your money will be returned in Prlces

full at once.

at shown here is taken from our Fur Fashion
Bozteazs w‘illobe sent anywhere in Canada on receipt of for

money.

Write to-day for your copy of Hallam's 1919 Raw
Fur Fashion Book—it will save you money.

Address in Full as below FUI’S

g45 Hallam Building, TORONTO.
THE LARGEST IN OUR LINE IN CANADA




B

o=y

The Canadian Magazine

Vol. LI Contents, October, 1918 No. 6

Tar Bow River Varrey (A Painting by C. W. Simpson)  Frontispiece

SOIENCE AND THE WAR - - - - - T. Brailsford Robertson - - 439

Home (Fiction) - - - - - - - Dannister Merwin - - - . 449

Tar Cortace (A Painting) - - - Berthe Des Clayes, - - - - 455

Tae DOUKHOBOURS - - - - - - Victoria Hayward - - - - 4587
PHOTOGRAPHS BY EDITH S. WATSON

DAgipnat Davel s voem il Helen Mo Tdgar: sau i 2 imer i S EEe
VIl. THE IMPOSING ANTIQUITIES AT DENDERA AND THE FAMOUS TEMPLES AT ABYDOS

SEA SAND (Verse) - - - - - - Louise Morey Bowman - - - 480

A GrmmpseE o OUR NORTHLAND - - Leroy Thorne Bowes - - - 481
ILLUSTRATED

St. Paur’s CATHEDRAL (A Painting) J. Kerr Lawson - - - - - 489

ReMINISCENCES PoriTicAL AND PER-

BONAL o o Lo T moasa D o Siies Fohnt Wi LiRn, et . s ol (AT

VI BLAKE AND THOMPSON IN PARLIAMENT

TaE SPIRIT OF THE ARMY - - - - Theodore Goodridge Roberts - 502

Is Caxapa RearLy AT WAR? - - - M. O. Hammond - - - - - 505

CaxnoN Fopber (A Drawing) - - Louis Raemaekers - - - - 507

TeE SPRiTUAL Boxp (Fiction) - - Martha Bensley Bruére - - 509

NorTHERN LIGHTS Seadtiat e e o TSI & i it R S e s L ORI

Tar LieraARY TABLE - .- - - - - Book Reviews - - - - : - 52}

$2.50 PER ANNUM. Including Great Britain, Ireland and most of the Colo~ies
SINGLE COPIES, 25 CENTS.
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THE STANDARD SILVER CO.

OF TORONTO, LIMITED
ARE THE EXCLUSIVE MANUFACTURERS IN CANADA OF

HOLMES & EDWARDS
WEAR-PROOF SPOONS AND FORKS

Your Jeweller will be pleased to show you the De Sancy Paltern

The DE SANCY pattern
is made in the [following

2 o My ANy
plece.t m"'[ l|’ ; .ﬁ“'l_
Coffee Spoons - -$ 5.50 doz.
Tea Spoons - - - 580 **
Dessert Spoons - - 10.00 **
Table Spoons - - - - 11.00 **
Soup Spoons - - - - 1100 **
Orange Spoons - - - 7.50 *°
Baby Spoons - - - - .85 each
Berry Spoons - - - 225
Bouillon Spoons - - - 10.50 doz.
Jeed Tea Spoons - - T7.75
Olive Spoons - - - - 1.30each
Salad Spoons - - - - 2.65
Sugar Spoons - - - - 002"
Dessert Forks - - - 10.00 doz.
Medium Forks - - - 1100 **
Berry Forks - - - - 8.78 %
Oake Foxks = = = - 1.50 each
O. M. Forks - - - 180"
-« =« 11.00 doz.

Indiv. Salad Forks

;8

Ice Cream Forks - - - 8.50 i g
Oyster Forks - - - - 7.00 - £
Short Pickle Forks - 1.00 each H
Long Pickle Forks - - 125 *°
Salad Forks - - - - 270 * =
Butter Knives - - - 100 *° =
Butter Spreaders - - 9 50 doz. =
Cream Ladle - - - - 1.380each =
Gravy Ladle - - - - 175 * =
Oyster Ladle - - - - 4.00 ** =
Soup Ladle nreiaice . 5B0 =
Nut Picks - - - - - 6.50doz. =
Jelly Server - - - - 1.50 each =3
Tomato Server - - - 225 * =
Sugar Tongs - - - - 1.75 pair =
Baby Spoons and Food

l’tullon s o s + =+ 1T758set
Child’s « + =« =« 250
Educator Set miy oo BST6 20
Hollow Handle Deuen

nives - - 17.50 doz.

Hollow Handle Medium

Knives - + - - - 2000 *‘*
Hollow H-ndlo Cnrvin;

Set 13.00 set
Hollow B:ndlo Brend

Knife 8.50 each
Solid Hlndlo Deuert

Knives - - - 8.00 doz.
Solid Handle Medium

Knives - - - 9.00 *°
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“fondon Glove Company

i

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND.
The Great Specialists in

GLOVES,
HOSIERY,
ad UNDERWEAR

An unrivalled variety in stock
pERAY Yy

EXTREMELY MODERATE PRICES

Three Hoge Smecialities

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

Depariments

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

tional Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE
rl:;ail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steame COMPANY-

Remittances, iacluding postage, by Inter
General Post Office, London, England.

saarses " The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, Englang,

all Orders
s
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You Need Not Pay Extravagant

Prices for Your Costumes and Suits !
EGERTON BERNETT, Ltd., are able to supply
Ladies’ Made to Measure Costumes from$19.20
Gents’ Made to Measure Suits from $15.35

These Costumes and Suits are well-tailored and made expressly to order
in various qualities of their world-renowned, permanent dye, ** Royal™
Navy Serges, Worsteds, and Coatings—the Pure Wool Fabrics which are

guaranteed to keep a good colour and which have given an incalculable
amount of satisfaction in appearance and wear tor nearly half a century
SAMPLES for selection will be mailed, post paid, on request.
NOTE THIS EVIDENCE OF THEIR HIGH MERIT

Mrs. H., wrote :—** All the serges we have had from you have always
given the greatest possible satisfaction in every way., We eannot wear
them out and they keep a splendid coiour to the last,”

THE_HALL MARK OF

Sgeiton, Dwinetts JR 25
J{mpn HI!} ‘gmg By Al‘lmimmnl

To H.M,
INTRINSIC WORTH The Queen

Winter Suitings and Costume Fabrics

For Ladies, Gentlemen and Children

An inspection of EGERTON BURNETT'S comprehensive and varied
assortment of Samples will enable you to select suitable Fabrics for
your Winter Suits, Overcoats, Ete., wud gratify your personal taste in
style and colouring.

Ladies and Gentlemen will be supplied with cut lengths of material
should they prefer to employ their own private tallor or dressmaker,

SAMPLES, Style Plates, Measurement Blanks, Ete., will be
jes® Costumes as illustration made mailed to your address, on request, post paid.

tln‘dmfuun- in the “Verdun Royal” Prices quoted are subject to market fluctuations.

x‘.v Serge, a subatantial, Men's Suits as {llustration, made to

i $20.15 EGERTON BURNETT, LTD. s Sufings, Baiionabie €10 20
Al g seny othor suitable Fatrics, o W. Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, Eng. Alwo 1n various qualitios ‘Roya Navy
ro !

09 s FRUIT
SALT

A simple remedy—easy to take. Eno’s Fruit Salt is very
beneficial in cases of functional irregularities—for disorders
of the liver. It promotes good health and good spirits
in old and young. A teaspoonful in a glass of water makes
a delightful, refreshing drink and starts you out for the day
full of vigor and eager for the work ahead. Try a bottle
today. From your Druggist or Grocer.

Prepared only by

J. C. ENO, Ltd., “Fruit Salt” Works, London, Eng.

Sole Agents for North America

HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO. LTD.
10 McCaul St., Toronto - 171 Madison Ave, New York
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WHEN LAURIER BECAME LEADER
By Sir John Willison

THE AUTHOR OF “SIR WILFRID LAURIER AND THE LIB-
ERAL PARTY: A POLITICAL HISTORY” IN THIS NOTABLE
ARTICLE, TO APPEAR IN THE NOVEMBER CANADIAN, WRIT.-
TEN LONG AFTER HE BECAME AN APOSTLE OF LAURIER’S
AND AFTER HE IN TIME BECAME A MOST SEVERE CRITIC
OF THE GREAT FRENCH CANADIAN’S POLITICAL PRO-
POSALS, WRITES MOST CHARMINGLY AND WITHOUT MALICE
HIS PERSONAL RECOLLECTIONS OF THE LEADER OF THE
LIBERAL PARTY IN CANADA. HE RELATES MANY INCIL
DENTS THAT ARE ENTERTAINING AS WELL AS ILLUMIN-
ATING. HE THROWS A CONSTANT STREAM OF SUPERIOR
LIGHT UPON A PERSONALITY THAT FOR TWENTY YEARS
HAS STOOD IN THE FIERCEST GLARE OF PUBLIC LIFE IN
CANADA. HE GIVES HIS FORMER LEADER MANY TRIBUTES.
MAKES NO HARSH COMMENT, REFRAINS FROM ANY DIS.
CUSSION OF POLITICAL ISSUES, BUT COMMENTS RATHER
ON LAURIER’S MANY ATTRACTIVE QUALITIES, TASTES AND
ATTAINMENTS, HIS LOVE OF BOOKS, HIS WIDE READING,
AND RECOUNTS INCIDENTS SUCH AS THE FOLLOWING :

‘I ONCE HEARD MR. LAURIER AND MR. GOLDWIN SMITH
DISCUSS TREATISES ON FRENCH COOKERY WITH A FA.
MILIARITY AS INTERESTING AS IT WAS SURPRISING. IT
WAS THIS LAURIER [THIS MAN OF BOOKS] WHO DID NOT
ASPIRE TO BE LEADER OF A POLITICAL PARTY AND WHO
SEEMED TO HAVE SETTLED IN A WAY OF LIFE HE WAS
RELUCTANT TO FORSAKE.”’

$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

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ? o

: NYL” THE
MAER&DE@&NJ@ IN

O HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
REQU[R{\IIZESW NMETALLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE
NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER W}THOEACH LARGE SIZE
Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25¢.) from the Inventors,

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN LTp. 7#33x8RI0E ST ENGL AND
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What is News?

News can only be that which
is true — confirmed fact, evil
exposed, and constructive good
made known. Not rumors of
the worst. Nor accidents,
scandals and crimes of the
day, with grewsome details.

The gossip of a community
does not constitute news, but
a statement of the substantial
progress of a world does.

The Christian Science Monitor
An International Daily Newspaper

looks first for fact.
Constructive fact it enlarges
upon.

And it is entertaining as well
as true, thorough and fearless.

This motive and method has

given it a universal news serv- -

ice, a world-wide circulation,
an international advertising
patronage.

The Christian Science Moni-
tor is $9.00 a year by mail, or
may be obtained at news stands,
hotels and Christian Science
reading-rooms. A monthly trial
subscription by mail anywhere
in the world for 75c; a single
copy for 3c stamp.

THE CHRISTIAN SCIENCE

PUBLISHING SOCIETY
BOSTON U. S. A.

Sole publishers of all authorized
Christian Science literature

AFTER A

HARD DAY’S WORK

rub the tired muscles with a few drops of
the soothing, refreshing, antiseptic liniment
Absorbine, Jr. You will find it pleasant and
convenient to use and remarkably efficacious.
This liniment invigorates jaded muscles,
limbers the joints and prevents second-day
soreness and lameness after a strenuous,
tiresome day of sport or work.

The best athletes and trainers use Absor-
bine, Jr., to relieve strains and wrenches
and also as a rub-down before vigorous
exercise to prevent such conditions.

AbsorbineJ’

THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT
Combines efficiency with safety. It is made
of pure herbs, manyof which are grewn on
our own farms, and is positively non-poison-
ous. Then, too, Absorbine, Jr., is a germi-
cide—a safe, powerful germicide which
makes it especially valuable as an application
for cuts, bruises and sores. No danger of

infection if Absorbine, Jr.,is applied prompt-
ly. A bottle of Absorbine, Jr. kept handy

for emergencies is excellent health and acci-
dent insurance.

Use Absorbine, Jr.

To reduce sprains, swellings,
inflamed conditions, enlarged
veins or glands,

To relieve aches and pains,
and stop lameness.
To reduce soft bunches, such
as wrens and weeping sinews.
M\ Absorbine, Jr. penetrates
M quickly and assists nature in
bringing about a resolution and
dissolution of the deposits.

l'o cleanse and heal cuts, lac-
erations and wounds.
Whenever a high-grade liniment
or a positive germicide is indi-
cated.

Absorbine, Jr., more than satis-

fies others and will do the same
for you.

$1.25 a Bottle

at druggists' or postpaid

A Liberal Trial Bottle

will be sent to your address on
receipt of 10c, in stamps. Send
for trial bottle or procure regular
size from your druggist to-day.

W. F. YOUNG, P.D.F.
187 Lymans Bldg. MONTREAL, CAN.
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ST, MARGARET’S COLLEGE

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

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

Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work,
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.

Successes 1917

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

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

Preparltory, tions McGill.
. . Physical Trainingd Mannal
Junior and Senior Training, Swimming, Rinks.
Tennis Courts, ng, Draw.
Departments. ing, Music. !

Term commences September
11th at, 9 a.m.

HOME
STUDY

Arts Courses only

SUMMER N
SCHOOL For Sale by
July and August

UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON, ONTARIO B Ve el i fres

ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE EANADAFURNHUREMANUMM
SCHOOL OF MINING L_wooosrock ontamio
MINING :
CHEMICAL MECHANICAL
cIviL ELECTRICAL
ENGINEERING

GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar.
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A Churcly Residentinl and Day School
for Girls.
Established over fifty years.

All Departments from Kindergarten to University
Matriculation.

For Calendar apply to the Bursar.

A RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ONT. idperd

Visitor, The Lord Binho¥ of Toronto,
Preparation for the University and for the examinations of the Toroato Conservatory of Music,
Young children also received.

i jon. Outdoor games and physical training.
mm:iﬁ:glll)ep:ﬂmcnt‘(?hno. Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, who for

ht in the School with marked success.
.'d;"on’;a::l::‘:eg wililnbe in charge of a qualified mistress.
particulars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Majer $., TORONTO.
For terms and College Reopens Thursday, September 12th.

Ht. Zndrew’s College

A Residential and Day School
Toronto FOR 130Ya Canada
UPPER SCHOOL LOWER SCHOOL
Boys prepared for Universities, Royal Military College and Business
AUTUMN TERM COMMENCES ON SEPT. 16TH, 1918
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A,, LL.D.

Headmaster,

Calendar Sent on Application.

10 Elm Avenue, Rosedale,

EfﬂﬁkﬁﬂmP iﬁall, TORONTO

A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Hon. Principal: MISS M. T. SCOTT Principal: MISS EDITH M. READ, M.A.
Pass and Honour Matriculation. Freach House. Art, Music, Domestic Science. Special Course in Dietetics. Large

Playgrounds, Outdoor Games. Primary School for Day Pupils.  FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPAL

T be MDargaret Eaton School of Literature and Erpression

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

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

[ ASHBURY COLLEGE Rockcliffe Park, Ottawa

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Beautiful situation. Modern. Fireproof Buildings. Ten acres playing-fields.
R. M. C. Entrance 1916, six candidates passed.

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

66 99 Private Residential School for Girls
Barrie, Ont.

4 Acres of Grounds. Lake View

Limited numbers, Scholarship Matriculation, Singing, Music, Art, Con-

versational French. Healthiest district in Canada. Summer and winter sports.

Special Course in Advanced Art under the direction of Mrs. F. S, \\'ilfiams,

Beaux Arts, Paris and London. Miss E. M. Elgood, Miss E. J. Ingram, Mile.
Shopoff. School re-opens Sept. 18th, Boarders return Sept. 17th.

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
obey and take charge, a high sense of honour, both physical and mental, g
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 Naval 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
T 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
civil subjects which form such an important part of the College course. Medical attendance
is also provided.

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

The course includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, S“"Veying.
Physics, Chemistry, French and English.

The strict discipline maintained at the College is one of the most valuable features of
the course, and, in addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, 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

1ly.
oﬂ.e{‘?g ?1'1'3&%3 of graduation is considered by the authorities conducting the examination
for Dominion Land Surveyor to be equivalent to a university degree, and by the Regulation
of the Law Society of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree.

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

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

s about $900.
extl'i*a}fé 1,,,nnua.l czmpetit!ve examination for admission to the College takes place in June of
each year at the headquarters of the several military dlstrlcts.

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

——
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when he said—

“« Fither the Crvilian population
must go short of many things to which it is

accustomed in times of peace or our armies

must go short of munitions and other things indispensable to them.”

OW, the only way we can possibly
live up to that obligation is by going
without in order that our soldiers may
have. For the money we waste is not
money at all—it is equipment, clothing,
shot and shell that are urgently needed
in France.

By denying ourselves, therefore, we en-
able Canada to procure to the fullest ex-
tent the materials and labor which she
and our Allies need for the successful
prosecution of the war,

What happens when we fail to save?

A pull on labor by the Government in one
direction and a pull on labor by the people

in the opposite direction.
millions of dollars are of no use to the
country if goods and services can be
secured the of

So we must do every-

only to extent eighty

millions of dollars.
thing in our power to release both goods

and

labor for the purposes for which

Canada needs them.

WHETHER it be food, coal, wool,

steel, leather, labor or transporta-
tion, the result in all cases is the same.
Whoever competes with the nation by
freely satisfying his own desires, selfishly
appropriates to his own use that which is
so urgently required for our fighting men
in France.

For the sake of your country and the boys ‘¢ over there,” spend

cauliously.

Think of what Lord Kitchener has said, and ask your-

self first, ‘‘Is this something I really need or can I do without it?"

Published under the authority of the Minister of Finance of Canada

Hundreds of

11
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The Coal Situation

is not very comforting at present,
It would be worse if there was no #
2 money to buy the coal and pay rent. {

l

*

26004000004

) 99006090000 00004

41

) S0 99060066904

o ¢

‘‘Compare the Work!"”

IF YOU SEE THE ROYAL

Don’t delay any longer. Secure a

YOU'LL LIKE IT.
good sized policy and you need not IF YOU TRY IT
worry, neither will the wife and

kiddies. Rates on application. YOU'LL BUY IT.

i EXCELSIOR § | FELD,LOVE«HOUSE
S INSURANCE L I F E COMPANY 41 Richmond Street, West
Head Office—EXCELSIOR LIFE BLDG., TORONTO $ TORONTO

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 15,000,000
Capital Paid Up = 14,000 000 Total Assets - 386.000.000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL
DIRECTORS:
SIR HERBERT S. HOLT, President E.L.PEASE, Vice-President E.F.B,JOHNSTON, K.C., ¢nd Vice-¥ resident
James Redmond G. R. Crowe D. K. Elliott Hon. W. H. Thorne Hugh Paton Wm. Robertson
A.J. Brown, K.C. W. J. Sheppard C. S. Wilcox A. E. Dyment C. E. Neill
Sir Mortimer  B. Davis G. . Duggan C. .. Blackadar John T.Ross R. MacD. Paterson W. H. McWilliams

100000000000006500000004
) 9005656509554

'8 94
9066904

332

Wittse

Executive Officers
E. L. Pease, Managing Director C. E. Neill, General Manager
F. JSherman Assistant General Manager : M. W. Wilson, Superintendent of Branches

520 Branches in Canada, Newfoundland, West Indlos. central and South America, etc.
distributed as follows :

CRBRR G o8 730000 500 rtn Wk ok et S gt 455 Spain (Barcelonal. i vaiiw iy s il ons, 1
Newfoundland . iniii ks St 6 Uab. AL (New Norl i Mg de i 1
West lndien. |00l Sl i 47 Great Britain (London) ,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,, 1
Central and South America.......... 9 Tm

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT s4IneHes
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PARAGON
INKSTANDS

Crystal Glass Base, Rubberoid

Tops, Dust Proof.
No Evaporation

Lift at top, Single Reservoir

Also Double Reservoir with Pin Cup
and Tray

These are very attractive Inkstands
for Office or Home

Porcelain Stamp and Label Dampeners

Paul E. Wirt Fountain Pens
GET THE BEST

2 Brown Bros.:

Simcoe and Pearl Streets

TORONTO

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

Gouraud’s AR ;

| Orriental 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

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s
EMERY CLOTH
Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON" KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery
9
Oakey’s
“WELLINGTON"’ BLACK LEAD
Best for Stoves, ete

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

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

THE 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 :

Policies Issued and Revived $12,5635,832.00

“0 I‘|’h Total Assurance in Force 65,213,623.00
American Life Gash Income 3,138,817.40
Soli d Assets 17,268,471.46
s Net Surplus . 2,774,854.38
Continent Profits Paid Policyholders 248, 857.66

Total Payments to Policyholders 1,674,291.23

A net gain of over Five and I HE sum of $11,448,465.06
a Half Millions in business has been actually paid to
in force is indicative of the in- | Policyholdersor 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”
Head Office: Toronto, Canada

$15,000,000 War Claims

This is approximately the amount of claims paid under
policies on the lives of Canadians who have died in defence of the
Empire.

The London Life Insurance Company
HEAD OFFICE = ¢ 3 LONDON, CANADA

has borne its full share of this burden and at the same time has
been able to increase the scale of profits to Policyholders,
On an average profits exceed Original Estimates by 55%.

The Company is at your service.

Polictes ‘‘Good as Gold.”
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Two Obligations

confront every man responsible for the
welfare of others.

The one is to carry Life Insurance

according to his means. The second

is to arrange that Life Insurance

in such a way that it will be of

permanent benefit to his family.
This permanent benefit may best be se-
cured under the Monthly Income Policy
jssued by The Great-West Life. The
beneficiary receives a regular income, for
twenty years, or for life, as may be ar-
ranged—paid monthly as she has been
accustomed to receive her household
funds. Thus the hazard of unwise invest-
ment or loss of the money left for her
support is removed.

Full details on request.
The Great-West Life Assurance Company
Dept. “P”
Head Office: Winnipeg

One Man in ;

a Hundred

THE American Bankers’ Asso-
ciation has compiled the
foilowing interesting figures:

One man in a hundred aver-
a~e healthy men, at age 25—
vaen he reaches age 65, is
yrezalthy. Only four in a hun-
dred are “ well-to-do.”

Ly means of endowment life
insurance a man can provide for
his comfort, atleast, in old age
aad at the same time provide
for his family in the event of
his deatl.

The endowment policy is pay-
able to the beneﬂca?.in the
event of the assured dying be-
fore he reaches a certain age,
but he receives the money him-
sclf should he reach the speci-
fied age—say, 55, 60 or €5.

Write for literature explaining
Muiual Policies

Mutual Life

of Canada

Waterloo-Ontarilo
52

|

A Time-Tried
Investment

This is not only one of the largest
and strongest, but also one of the
oldest of the Canadian financial insti-
tutions. * It has a record of more than
sixty years of steadily increasing suc-
cess, stability and strength In this
time an experience has been gained
which entitles its directors and officers
to be considered experts in the selec-
tion of choice, sate securities for the
investment of its funds.

Its Capital, fully paid, and Surplus,
exceed

Eleven and One-Quarter

Million Dollars

Its record, experience and strength
constitute it an unusually safe Depos-
itory for savings, and its Debentures
have long held a very high place in
the estimation of those conservative,
cautious investors, both in Great Brit-
ain and Canada, who preler absolute
safety to a high rate of interest. In
Canada they are a

LegalInvestment for Trust Funds

and are accepted by the Canadian
Government as the Deposits required
to be made by Insurance Companies,
etc,

We shall be glad to send you a
specimen Debenture, a copy of our
last Annual Report, and full particulars

on receipt of your address. Write for
them to-day,

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street, Toronto
Established 1855
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"SALADA"

1ea is Delicious

—a rich fragrant tea
with an international re-
putation for fine quality

—sealed packets only

BANK OF HAMILTON

ECOND only to the requirements of

the Government is the encouragement
of increased production on farms and in I
factories. At no other time in our national
life was the increment of wealth so essen-
tial to our welfare as it is now. The Bank
of Hamilton offers ftacilities for the justi-
fiable expansion of business.

MAIN TORONTO OFFICE, 65 Yonge Street
M. C. HART, Manager

il







OVERLOOKING THE BOW RIV ER VALLEY
Beyond the Foothills, Alberta.

From the Painting by
Charles W. Simpson,
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SCIENCE AND THE WAR

BY T. BRAILSFORD ROBERTSON, Ph. D., D. Se.

PROFESSOR OF BIOCHEMISTRY, UNIVERSITY OF TORONTO

gl NE of the many stu-

\ pendously important by-
products of this world-
conflict is the quickened
interest of the publie in
, scientific research and
the material achievements whifzh are
its outcome—chiefly, I fear, in the
material achievements. On every
hand, in every department of mili-
tant activity, it has been made evxd_ent
to the “man in the street” that scien-
tific knowledge, competently applied,
is a determining fact.ox; in defence

rerequisite to victory.

anilnatll)lat r(émote period “before the
war” science was to the average man
of affairs a subject of languid inter-
est, an interesting ho_bby for learn_ed
gentlemen advancgd In years, an in-
dispensable item in the preliminary
training of doctors and engineers, of
course, but otherwise devoid of vital
bearing upon the everyday life of
“practical” men. The speculations
of astronomy might be very interest-
ing, but after all the stars are ex-
ceedingly remote and not likely to
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interfere with our businesses or our
investments., Wireless telegraphy was
thought of us as an isolated achieve.
ment, and never connected in the
popular imagination with the seience
of physics. Dyes were taken for
granted, never connected with the
vision of a quiet and unobtrusive
professor of chemistry who devised
the method of their synthesis. Elee-
trie motive power was a profitable
channel  for investment, mnever
thought of as the offspring of the
brain of a shoemaker’s son labouring
for a lifetime in a quiet laboratory
in London. The great local surgeon
perchance saved us from imminent
death, but his success never brought
to our minds the memory of the
French chemist and the Secottish pro-
fessor of surgery who rendered
asepsis possible.

Upon this uninformed public eon-
sciousness the world-war suddenly
arose and science dramatically came
into its own and determined the
march of events. Guns of unexampl-
ed range, explosives of unparalleled
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power, hygiene of unimagined effi-
ciency,aeroplanes,submarines, poison
gases—all these appeared to spring
into being or evolve into per-
fection overnight. Into a static world
change was born.

And these vast controlling forces,
these rending destructive agents,
these strange new implements of
speed and death and terror are the
products of the hitherto unregarded.
The professors, the amiable, harm-
less scholars of tradition working
hand-in-glove with the inventors (a
notoriously unpractical crew), have
hurled these their ghastly offspring
into an unimaginative world, and
shattered the precedents of centuries.

Obviously, people who can do this
sort of thing must command our
respect. We may not like them; we
might even prefer to relegate them
and their infernal inventions to eter-
nal oblivion, but since they are here
and all we hold dear may depend
upon their labours, we must learn to
accept and even to seek their services
with as much good grace as we can
summon.

Such is the mental attitude of not
a few, and it springs from a very
prevalent misunderstanding.  Al-
though it is of course perfectly
obvious to the trained engineer or
doctor that the war merely precipi-
tated a number of inventions which
were already on the verge of practical
realization, or dragged into promin-
ence hitherto unregarded discoveries
decades or even a century old, to
those who are unfamiliar with cur-
rent scientific thought and the history
of science (and these alas comprise
a substantial majority of even our
better educated members of society)
this whole flock of inventions and
discoveries appeared to spring into
being as Athena sprang from the
head of Zeus, full-armed without the
preliminary gestation of centuries of
painfully accumulated knowledge.

The present world-crisis is so stu-
pendous in its magnitude and in the
novelty of its manifestations that it
may well seem folly to draw an
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analogy with an episode of antiquity,
Yet in so far as the part played by
science is concerned, and in not a few
other respects as well, the situation of
to-day is remarkably paralleled by
one which oceurred no less than
twenty-one hundred years ago.

It was during the second Punie
war when the two great world-powers
of their day, Rome and Carthage,
were facing each other in a bitter
struggle for the world domination of
two opposing theories of society.
Syracuse, under the rule of Hiero,
had been a loyal ally of Rome and
much depended upon her fidelity,
The close proximity of Sicily ren.
dered her a vital danger in enemy
hands. It came about, however, that
Hiero died and was succeeded by
his son Hieronymus.

The outcome of the great struggle
was at that time by no means certain
and it perhaps oceurred to Hierony:
mus that his father had chosen the
wrong or at least the unfortunate
side in the conflict. At all events,
he was supposed to have been guilty
of intriguing with Carthage, and the
citizens of Syracuse, outraged by this
attempted treachery, arose in their
wrath and very effectively terminateq
the rule of Hieronymus and the mon.
archical form of government as wel]
setting up a republic in its stead. ;

This energetic action was unfor-
tunately misunderstood in Rome,
Doubtless the stability of the new
republic was viewed with doubt ang
the ultimate purpose of the revoly.
tion ‘with suspicion. Whatever the
reasons may have been, the Roman
Senate dispatched a very peremptory
ultimatum to Syracuse, demandi
the immediate restoration of the
monarchy. '

The young republic was very
Jealous of its new-found liberty, ag
republics are apt to be, and the
response to the ultimatum of Rome
was unhesitating defiance,

During the Punie wars Rome had
become a sea-power. In many bittepr
lessons they had learnt the art of the
Phoenicians and the Carthaginiang
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and had with characteristic energy
and administrative ability construet-
ed, in the midst of warfare and from
the very beginnings, a fleet which had
already seriously rivalled and was
destined ultimately to overwhelm the
fleet of Carthage. The army of Rome
had just reduced Hannibal to impo-
tence. A strong detachment of the
Roman fleet and an army under the
command of Marcellus were dis-
patched to overwhelm the small and
impudent neighbouring republic.

It must have appeared a trivial
undertaking. A republic consisting
of one small city and a pateh of
adjacent country, without a fleet and
without allies, was a small mouthful
for the strong jaws of Rome. But
Rome had reckoned without Archi-
medes.

In the household or “court” of
Hiero had dwelt for many years, as
tutor to his son, and as trusted
adviser and counsellor, the greatest
investigator of antiquity. The name
and fame of Archimedes were known
to every educated man in Europe. A
geometrician of the foremost ranks,
he was also the founder of the science
of mechanics, an astronomer of extra-
ordinary ability and the most import-
ant contributor to the secience of
‘optics of his age. As a mathematician
and a philosopher, as an expounder
of profound speculations coneerning
the structure of the universe, Archi-
medes was already well known to the
Romans, and he was now in the
declining years of his life to appear
before them in a new role, that of a
well-nigh fatal military obstacle.

The Roman fleet duly appeared
and anchored before the walls qf
Syracuse, and thereupon fell, as it
were from the skies, stones of unpar-
alleled weight hurled froxp seemingly
impossible distances, which crashed
through decks and hulls like so much
paper, engulfing ships and soldiers
without a moment’s warning. ;

The remnants of the shattered fleet
were hurriedly removed beyond the
range of these infernal engines and
reinforcements were summoned to
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begin the siege anew, but from a more
respectful distance.

The reinforcements had been col-
lected and stood in formidable array
blockading the sea approach to Syra-
cuse, when, of a sudden, flashes of
light and burning tongues of fire
issued from the walls, igniting the
sails of the great fleet, and for a
second time the majestic power of
Rome stood humiliated before the
knowledge and resourcefulness of a
trained investigator of nature.

Luckily for Rome the loss of ‘so
many ships was not so serious a
matter as it might have been in the
previous war. Carthage had been
hit a shrewd blow and was in no
condition to assist the Syracusans.
So Rome was able to concentrate her
energies upon the task and by sheer
weight of numbers and resources to
crush the infant republie and to lay
the ecity in ruins—among which
Archimedes fell to the sword of a
Roman soldier.

And so Rome conquered in a
material sense and was in the same
moment spiritually defeated, for she
most gravely misinterpreted, as we
are but too apt to-day to misinter- -
pret, the part played by the investi-
gator in the conflict. To this day in
a popular moving-piecture, Archi-
medes, who figures as an eccentric
pantaloon apparently far advanced
in his second childhood, is represented
in the act of evolving, in one flash of
inventive eccentricity (one could not
apply the word genius to the figure
depicted on the screen) the engines
which proved so nearly fatal to
Roman supremacy. If "that were
indeed the case then and now, if
great inventions came to the favoured
few in flashes of inimitable inspira-
tion, then, indeed, the progress of
science and invention would be
mmpossible to influence for good or
yet for evil, and we could but wait
for the revelations to unfold them-
selves in the brains of the chosen.

So, doubtless, the Romans regarded
the matter. The defence of Syra-
cuse was to them an isolated pheno-
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menon, Archimedes a unique individ-
ual and therefore inimitable. Any-
thing may be possible to a genius, but
plain people proceed by the surer
paths mapped out for them by pre-
cedent. Archimedes’s engines now
afforded a precedent to be copied, but
not so the methods of thought which
made those engines not only possible
but inevitable.

The truth of the matter was, of
course, that Archimedes made no new
discoveries with which we are aec-
quainted during the period of the
war. The heat and urgency of con-
flict do not afford a favourable at-
mosphere for research. What he did
was simply to draw upon the stores
qf k'nowledge accumulated during a
lifetime of laborious investigation
and to apply this knowledge in the
simplest and most direct fashion to
the immediate crisis which confronted
him. His catapult was no more than
the lever to the description of which
he had devoted a treatise written
many years before the siege oceurred.
The laboratory model was simply en-
larged and applied to the task of cast-
ing stones. The only problems solved
during the actual erisis were those of
a purely constructional type, the
problems, namely, of cutting beams of
sufficient length and resiliency for this
purpose, of manufacturing tackle of
sufficient strength, of devising a trig-
ger mechanism which would be safe
and convenient to handle—problems
of the type of thousands which are
hourly being solved in this our crisis
of to-day. But these are not in them-
selves scientifiec diseoveries, no new
principles are evoked, as a rule, in
their solution, they are simply adap-
tations of the known to the situation
as it lies before us.

So it was, also, with the burning
glasses which ignited the sails of the
Roman fleet. These were nothing
more than enlarged editions of the
lenses and mirrors which he had de-
vised and devoted many years to
studying long before the idea of ap-
plying them to such a purpose had
arisen in his mind. The crisis of war
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called forth the application of his
knowledge and experience, gathered
f.ragment by fragment during a life-
time of investigation, to the urgent
need of the moment. Again, the
problems solved, during the erisis
itself, must have been purely of the
constructional type—problems of the
craftsman and not those of the natural
philosopher.

The plain lesson of these events, as
of the events of our own day, was t’hat
the patient investigation of nature
pursued under the discipline of the
scientific method, without ulterior
thought or object of immediate profit
or utility, yields us in ever-augment-
ing measure a storehouse of informa.
tion overflowing with things useful
to man, adaptable to every crisis
helpful in every need. In peace n(;
less than in war, but in war more
dyamétically than in peace, the scien-
tific investigation of nature yields

. material rewards of which the value

to man is in our day little less than
the material value of civilization
itself. That it yields spiritual re-
wards of unmeasurable value will
hardly be contested, but it is gener-
ally, although mistakenly, believed
that these are the privilege of the few
and their compensation for a dull and
stuffy existence spent in laboratories
odoriferous with chemicals. But the
material rewards are shared in mani.
fes’[: proportion by all, only the links
which connect them to the investiga.
tor and his laboratory are generally
overlooked.

Had the Romans learnt this le.
and_ cultivated the sciences as eisé):
getically as they cultivated the arts
of administration, the history of the
world might have been written in
very different terms. The clues which
were uncovered by the labours of
Archimedes and his Greek contem-
poraries and Alexandrian successors
would have led in time to the laws of
Kepler and the principia of Newton,
Those in turn must have led, in about
the space of time that separated the
discoveries of Newton from those of
Newcomen and of Watt, to the develop.
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ment of mechanical locomotion, the
key to the problem of transportation.
Efficient transport would have enabled
the Romans to extend their rule over
the whole inhabited world. The Teu-
tonic menace to civilization would
have been forever curbed and the
world of to-day would have been
Latin in speech and institutions. As
it was, the Romans, being prgctic_al
men, little inclined to waste time in
aimless investigation of the structure
of the universe, accepted things as
they found them, and for five centu-
ries Roman civilization leaned upon
*he ever-weakening shoulders of Greek
science.

The same lesson and substantially
the same alternatives lie before us to-
day, and the question that confronts
us is whether we are prepared to read
that lesson aright, or Whe_ther we are
going to be content to build Western
democracy upon foundations “made
in Germany”. Gl :

The advance of scientific investiga-
tion during the period of the war has
not been more rapid than it would
have been under the normal co_ngh-
tions of peace, and in all probability
has been very greatly retarded. Many
centres of energetic research have
been overrun by armies or congested
with sick and wounded and over-
whelmed with the problem of their
care. Hundreds of investigators have
been wrenched from their proper tasks
to the performance of duties trivial
in themselves, but of vital and imme-
diate urgency in this crisis. Others
have already fallen in the defence of
principles far more dear to them than
knowlegde. The advance of science
has thus been unquestionably retard-
ed. What has indeed been accelerat-
ed, and in very patent measure, has
been the application of knowledge,
long since garnered and imperfectly
utilized, to the service of the nations
in arms.

# 'leake, for example, the development
of aviation. Most of us are indeed
aware that mechanical flight had
been achieved before the war, bu_t few
are acquainted with the true history
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of its origin, or of the trivial part
played by war, or the anticipation of
war, in the development of its funda-
mental principles. The problem of
mechanical flight appears to have

been for the first time competently

and scientifically approached by
Leonardo da Vinei, who, besides
being one of the greatest painters,
one of the greatest sculptors, one of
the greatest architects and one of the
greatest anatomists of his epoch, was
one of the greatest engineers which
his century produced. It was he who
first pointed out the importance of
the angle of the wing or plane in de-
termining the direction of motion,
Practical application of the theoreti-
cal principles which he discovered
was of course impossible at that time
for lack of mechanical motive-power,
The next and final fundamental step
in the solution of the problem was
taken by Langley, late secretary of
the Smithsonian Institute, who was
the first to discover the dependence of
the buoyancy of the air upon the
speed with which the planes move
through it. The fundamental laws
having been elucidated, and adequate
motive-power rendered available by
the development of the automobile in-
dustry, the aeroplane was not merely
a logical but a necessary outecome. As
a matter of fact, the first aeroplane
was built by Langley in 1903 and sue-
cessfully flown by Curtiss in 1914.
Meanwhile Blériot and the Wright
brothers had built and flown aero-
planes construeted in aceordance with
the fundamental principles laid down
by Langley.

The modern battle plane differs in
a thousand "details from Langley’s
aeroplane, but it is still after all but
an elaborate adaptation of the funda-
mental type which was evolved by
laboratory investigation and not in
response to any immediate need. The
successive problems which have arisen
in the construction of the modern
planes have been very largely, al-
though, of course, not entirely, prob-
lems of craftsmanship rather than
problems of science,
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So, again, it has been with the de-
velopment of explosives. Recently we
have heard mueh of “T. N. T.” and
its power has been tragically revealed
by the desolation of Halifax. But
“T. N. T.” was not discovered during
the war or because of the war or
for any warlike purpose. Trinit-
rotoluol has long been known and its
explosive properties have been known
for a like period, and they were dis-
covered in the course of the natural
development of the science of organic
chemistry. Why, then, do we hear of
it only now? Well, just as in Archi-
medes’s day, the present crisis forced
us to the immediate utilization of pre-
viously accumulated knowledge. A
new explosive, of great power and in-
expensive to manufacture, was need-
ed. We consulted our hand-books
and monographs in which the discov-
eries of decades are enumerated. In
such encyclopaedic works as Beil-
stein’s “Handbuch der Organischen
Chemie” which, significantly enough,
although written in Russia was pub-
lished in Germany, we may find hun-
dreds or even thousands of explosive
substances enumerated.  Amongst
those which combined the qualifica-
tions of cheapness and power Trinit-
rotoluol was conspicuous and hence
“T. N. T.” came into being.

The development of military hy-
giene has constituted one of the most
remarkable triumphs of applied
science in the war. Yet here again
for the most part we are gathering
interest upon past intellectual invest-
ments rather than making new in-
vestments.

One of the many tragic surprises
of the early weeks of war was the sud-
den appearance of an apparently new
disease. “Gas-gangrene was one of
the terrors of the doctors at this time.
It was a new and totally unexpected
complication of the wounds and at
first we did not know what to do in
the face of this pressing danger.”*
A man wold receive an apparently
trivial flesh-wound of the arm or leg,
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one which in the normal ecourse of
events should have healed without
difficulty or subsequent inconvenience
to the patient. Instead, the whole
limb would very quickly become gan-
grenous and die, with a peculiar type
of gangrene which develops gas which
one can feel crackling like tissue pa-
per when the fingers are pressed upon
the skin. “The general condition of
the patients required great care, for
they were all very, very ill.”

Thousands died from this strange
disease alone in the first months of
the war. To-day this type of wound
infection is no longer a vitally im.
portant complication, for we now have
it under control. Even this advance
in medical technique, however, was
not accomplished within the battle-
zone and owes but little to the war.

In a dressing-station, a eclearing-
hospital, or even in a base-hospital
but little creative scientific investi-
gation can be done. While hundreds
of shattered or tortured men are
pouring in upon the doctors and
nurses, while the very simplest com-
forts and methods of relief are the
erying need and lives hang upon the
speed with which they are provided,
it is impossible to stay one’s hand in
order to inaugurate the leisurely in-
vestigation which is a necessary pre-
requisite to the identification of a new
bacillus or the invention of new
means to combat it. The “surgeons
in khaki” did not even attempt it. In-
stead, precise descriptions of the cases
and what was far more important
cultures of the organisms found u;
the gangrenous tissues were sent to
quiet centers of research far from
the thunder of guns and the cries of
tortured men, to Paris, London, New
York, Boston and Baltimore.

The cultures were received, the
symptoms in men and animals noted
and the characteristics of the infect.
ing organism reviewed in a dozen la.
boratories. Then the investigators in
these laboratories turned to thejp
libraries, to the reference-books, the

# A, A. Martin, ‘A Surgeon in Khaki’’.

e s
(London, 1916).
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journals and indices in which the
facts of medical science are system-
atically compiled. Then it became
evident that this organism and this
disease which the surgeons at the
front had regarded with horror as‘a
new plague, had been discovered and
described many years ago and_ long
before the war, exactly as it is de-
seribed to-day, by Dr. Welch, P;'o-
fessor of Pathology in Johns Hopkins
University.

(tas-gangrene was thus not a pro-
duet of the war; it merely was ren-
dered abundant by the circun;stances
of the war. Prior to the war it was a
very uncommon type of 11}fect10n,
only rarely observed and still more
rarely described in scientific terms.
But it is due to an organism, a baqxl—
lus, which normally inhabits the in-
testines of horses and cattle; trench-
warfare in fields cultivated and man-
ured for centuries rendereq their in-
oculation into wounds inevitable and
very frequent; hence the sudden out-
burst of cases of a disease formerly
regarded as so rare that a single in-
stance consituted a medical curiosity
and serious attempts to combaig it
seemed unnecessary in comparison
with the urgent need of learning to
combat more prevalent mfect;ons.

But now the need had arisen ur-
gently indeed, and the problem of
combating the disease was promptly
undertaken. But even here no new
principles were invoked, only prin-
ciples with which the epoch-making
researches of Pasteur aqd_ of Behring
have made us long familiar. It was
indeed a singular stroke of fortune
that these principles sufficed to solve
this unexpected problem, for if new
principles had had to be evolved gas-
gangrene might still have been claim-
ing its toll of thousands. All that
proved necessary to be done, however,
was to prepare an antitoxin for this
bacillus in exactly_the same way as
diphtheria antitoxin l}as been pre-
pared ever since Behring showed us
the way. . The result was fully as
suecessful as the great achxevemenig of
Behring, and one more of the blind
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malignant forces of nature was
brought under the control of man.

One more instance must suffice to
illustrate my thesis. We have known
for centuries that certain gases are
poisonous when inhaled. We have
known that chlorine is an irritating
and corrosive gas ever since the
Swedish chemist Scheele discovered it
in 1774, and we have known of hun-
dreds of others even more corrosive
or more deadly. But what we did
not know and could not anticipate
was that any race of human beings
existed who could have sunk so low in
humanity and sense of honour as to
deliberately initiate the employment
of such a treacherous and torturing
weapon of warfare,

Gas poisoning in warfare may be
of two kinds, incidental and purpose-
ful. Incidental gas-poisoning has
doubtless been an oceasional oceur-
rence in warfare ever since the first
employment of combustibles and ex-
plosives. With the introduction of
picric acid derivatives as explosives,
inecidental gas-poisoning became more
common; it was frequently encoun-
tered, for example, in the Boer war.
Then, again, the fumes from the
breech of a gun fired in a confined
space, as for example in a naval tur-
ret, may often give rise to incidental
gas-poisoning of the gunners. But in
all these cases the poisoning is an un-
foreseen and undesired incident which
is not at all essential to the main pur-
pose, that of exploding a shell or pro-
pelling a projectile. It is quite other-
wise with gas-poisoning as practised
by our opponents and which consti-
tutes a characteristic contribution to
the savagery of warfare by which
Germany of to-day will be recognized
and judged in the histories which will
be written in the centuries to come.

The gases first employed by the
German army were chlorine and bro-
mine. Since then a variety of gases
have been employed by the Germans,
and also, after long and honourable
hesitation, by the Allies. But I doubt
very much whether any new (former-
ly unknown) gas has been employed,
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or, if such a gas has been employed,
whether any hitherto unknown prin-
ciples were invoked in accomplishing
its synthesis.

The list might be extended almost
indefinitely and to cover almost every
modern development of warfare, but
the illustrations I have chosen will
suffice to show that the majority of
the most striking surprises of this
war were not at all surprising to the
scientific publie, who were fully aware
of their potentiality in the aceumu-
lated and unapplied scientific knowl-
edge with which preceding decades of
research unconnected with war had
endowed us.

By the destructive power of applied
science in the present conflict we may
measure its constructive power under
happier conditions if only a like de-
mand upon its serviees is maintained,
and this rests with the public and not
with the scientific investigator. The
investigator cannot apply his re-
searches if the public do not under-
stand their potentialities well enough
to wish them to be applied. Nor can
the investigator continue indefinitely
to supply new services from a limited
stock of knowledge. We must not ex-
pend our capital without taking care
to lay by a sinking-fund for future
expenditures. In other words, al-
though the wuseful application of
seience stands in urgent need of in-
telligent stimulation, research which
aims at acquirement of new knowl-
edge, not at present of evident utility,
stands in equal need of encourage-
ment and stimulation, and this need
requires the greater emphasis because
it is not so obvious to the scientifically
uneducated publiec.

At the present time research, at
least in the allied nations and Ameri-
ca, is largely a haphazard perform-
ance. We rely upon the independent
initiative of men who are prepared to
wage a life-long struggle with obsta-
cles, discouragements and indiffer-
ence, men who, notwithstandin_g to-
tally inadequate means, conflicting
duties and financial hardships, will
nevertheless persist in the endeavour
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to penetrate fresh unexplored regions
of nature. The measure of success
which has attended their efforts in the
past has been astonishing when we
take into consideration the small
means which have been placed at
their disposal. To such men we owe
the steam engine, electrical motive-
power, the telegraph and telephone,
analytical chemistry, nearly all the
modern methods of manufacturing
metals, the manufacture of dyes, the
synthetic manufacture of numerous

_irreplaceable drugs, the discovery of

bacteria and its consequence, aseptic
surgery, vaccination, antitoxins,
anaesthetics, the production and intel-
ligent utilization of fertilizers, the
majority of the methods of modern
intensive agrieulture, systemie meth-
ods of plant and animal breeding,
only to mention a chance selection
from a multitude of discoveries
which are now essential to civiliza-
tion as' we know and value it. The
majority of these men are unknown
by name save to their spiritual heirs,
the scientific investigators of our
own day, and they, like their prede-
cessors, are for the most part
unknown and unregarded by contem-
porary society. Most of them have
been and are teachers in our univer-
sities or higher schools. They are
paid and poorly paid for the per-
formance of their teaching duties,
and their investigations are con-
ducted in their “spare time”, if they
have any, and with such facilities
as they ‘can fileh from the supplieg
which are purchased for the uge of
their pupils. In only a very few
institutions, such as the Royal Insti.
tution in London, or the Rockefeller
Institute for Medieal Research on
this continent, is investigation an
avowed and primary object for which
means are specially and specifically
provided, and while one or two of
these institutions expend annual
sums which are large in themselyeg
yet the total avowed expendituré
upon research in this or any of the
allied nations is absurdly smal] in
proportion to the potential and actual
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value of the products of research.

Are we going to continue to pursue
this haphazard course, trusting to
luck and the infallible “genius” to
guide us to Eldorado blindfold and
against our will? ' :

A policy of “grants”, microseopic-
ally small and distributed _capriei-
ously for the purpose of assisting in
the solution of specific prqb]e_ms, will
never meet the needs of this situation,
because in the first place, the grounds
upon which these grants are awarded
are always results already achieved,
i.e. the grant necessarily falls_ in its
most important purpose qf stimulat-
ing discovery because it is only
obtainable, as a rule, afte_r the discov-
ery has been made; and, in the second
place, the person to whom the grant
is awarded remains, as a rule, a
teacher overburdened witl} a multi-
tude of other duties, handicapped by
a teaching laboratory which he for-
ever struggles in vain to adapt to
the service of investigation, or else
he is a recent graduate who aspires to
but has not yet recejved a teaching
position, and who is therefore of
necessity an unskillful amateur in the
business of investigation.

We mneed, on the -contrary, a
multiplicity of research laboratories
closely affiliated with correspond;ng
university departments and sharing
with the universities the services of
a proportion of their personnel, b_ut
also possessing a staff of men specifi-
cally appointed to do research,
supplied with means to _perform it,
and salaries sufﬁcleqt to justify them
in regarding investlgatlon' as a life-
work and a career. There is no doubt
that this would involve in the long
run the expenditure of almost as
much money upon research as we at
present spend upon higher equcatlpn,
but the very briefest consideration
of the relationship and services of
these two branches of intellectual
activity should serve to convince any
unprejudiced individual that this
programme, far from being Utopian,
is in fact necessary, and the. logieal
consequence of the function of
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research. The large sums which we
now spend on higher education are
expended for the purpose of ac-
quainting new generations with the
results of past research. If we only
admit, and this is the erux of the
whole matter, that immeasurably
more remains still to be found out
in nature than our ancestors have
been able to ascertain, surely it is
not unreasonable to hope that at least
as much may be spent in acquiring
new knowledge as in distributing
knowledge which has already been
acquired.

But, as T have said, the diffienlty
resides in our failure to realize the
fact that infinitely more knowledge
lies ahead of us than behind us. To
anyone possessing a tolerable measure
of general scientifie training this
truth is so self-evident that it
requires no demonstration. To the
vast majority of our contemporary
“men of affairs” it appears, on the
contrary, a fantastic exaggeration.
The programme which I have indi-
cated can never be realized to any
important extent until this scepticism
and its cause, the prevalent ignorance
of the history of science and the
relationship of scientific discovery to
the development of civilization, have
been removed.

The solution of our problem there-
fore consists in the populdrization of
science. Not of scientifie specialties
or scientifie “curiosities”, of “marvel-
lous” inventions which promptly
drop out of sight and are never heard
of again, or the freakish absurdities
which pass for science in the “sceien-
tific” columns of our popular news-
papers and magazines. We require,
on the contrary, the purposeful and
intelligent development of a popular
appreciation of the function of
science as the creative factor in civili-
sation. We have hitherto sought to
disseminate scientifie knowledge of
quite the wrong sort and in quite the
wrong way. To the average business
man, lawyer or politician it matters
little what the result is, for example,
of mixing nitric and hydrochlorie
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acids. But it is essentially and
vitally important to him and to all
of us that he should realise the his-
torical significance of science, the
part it has played in moulding the
world as he sees it to-day, and the
part it may come to play in creating
new and undreamt-of -ecivilizations,
and - we have surely the right to
demand, when we review the wvast
potentialities of the subject for good
or for evil, that the public men of the
future shall have at least that
measure of acquaintance with econ-
temporary scientific literature which
we would expect any educated man
to possess of contemporary artistie
literature.

A conscious and purposeful effort
to disseminate the secientific point of
view and a consciousness of the his-
torical funetion of science has been
made and has been attended by a
considerable measure of success dur-
ing the past generation by our
adversaries. Of course it may be
urged that if science makes us like
the Germans, then for Heaven’s sake
let us have no more science. But to
this we may reply in the first place
that the misuse of fire does not render
fire a wholly malignant evil to be
eschewed, and in the second place
that “needs must when the devil
drives”. We are placed under the
necessity of becoming scientific or
else ultimately succumbing to the
domination of the only modern
nation among whose people the scien-
tific viewpoint is at all widely
distributed. There can be no doubt
as to which alternative we will prefer
and we may as well adopt it whole-

heartedly. o
The Germans have characteristic-
ally cultivated the materialistic

aspects of science to the almost total
exclusion of its idealistic and spir-
itual values. But it is the character
of the recipient mind which renders
science materialistic, not the sincere
endeavour to fathom the ultimate
mysteries of the Universe and of our
place within it which is the ultimate
goal of Science, as it is of religion
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itself. ~ The prophetic words of
Pasteur, so accurately define for yus
the true issue of to-day, that it is
difficult to realize they were uttered
thirty years ago:

‘“Two contrary laws seem to be wrest-
ling with each other at the present time:
the one a law of blood and death, evex’-
devising new means of destruction and
forcing nations to be constantly ready for
the battlefield—the other a law of peace
work and health, ever developing new:
means of delivering man from the scourges
which beset him.

‘“The one seeks violent conquests, the
other the relief of humanity. The latter
places one human life above any victory;
while the former would sacrifice hundredé
and thousands of lives to the ambition
of one. . Which of these two laws
will ultimately prevail God alone knows.
But we may assert that French science
will have tried, by obeying the law of
humanity, to extend the frontiers of life.?’

Not only French science, but the
science of all the allied demoecracies
is to-day pitted against the science of
autocracy. If this war awakens us
to a realization, not merely of the
passing utility of science in this
immediate ecrisis, but of its organie
function in society, of its fundamen-
tal significance to us all, in war, in
peace, in health and in disease, mater-
ially and spiritually, of its enduring
importance as the pre-eminently
creative factor in ecivilization, then
indeed we may entertain the hope
that this war may in very truth be
the last. For that order of society
which attains the greatest harmony
of its social consciousness with seien-
tifie thought must inevitably attain
the domination of the world.

And thus out of the almost intoler-
able evils of our day, good may yet be
the issue; and those who come after
us may speak of our tragedies as the
birth-pangs of a mnew democracy,
conscious of its power, ereating its
own destiny purposefully, intelli-
gently, systematically; looking for.
ward with confidenece and reverence
over the vast perspective of unfath.
omed truth which lies ever before yg
divining and fashioning new worlds’
“oxtending the frontiers of life”.
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BY BANNISTER MERWIN

1 FRAIL little figure
came fluttering into the
post-office—a figure of a
woman in rusty black.
Under her green bonnet
gray hair, with its yel-
low tinge, was scarcely distinguish-
able from the outlines of her seamed
face. Her nose looked pinched; her
mouth was a vague line; her eyes wan-
dered aimlessly, resting no more than
an instant on any one point. One
could not say that those light-blue
eyes were expressionless; but the
meaning in them came and went with
flickering unecertainty, like the light
of a candle that is almost' gone.

The new minister, looking up over
his glasses from the letter he was
reading, found himself wondering
whether the November wind had blown
her in from the street in spite of her-
self; for, once over the sill, she had
hesitated. He intercepted a swift,
troubled glance, that seemed to say:

“I know who you are—or I ought
to; but my poor mind ”is too busy to

ink it ont just now.
thl’i‘lllfen she darted forward to the
letter-slit, and tremulously mailed the
Jetter which she had clutched so close-
ly to her breast. As it rustled into
the box on the other side of the par-
tition, she laughed softly to herself,
and hurried out into the wind, to be
blown, as the minister put it to him-
self, Heaven knew where else—to the
buteher’s or grocer’s, perhaps, or—
home. And what kind o{:' a_home?_

The postmaster, from his httle.wm-
dow of “general delivery”, bro_ke in on
the minister’s thoughts. Being cer-
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tain that every human being is curi-
ous about every other human being,
the postmaster saw a pleasurable op-
portunity to anticipate a question.
“That’s the widow Varnum,” he
said. “You’ll seee her at church
every Sunday—rain or shine.”

“The widow Varnum?”’ repeated
the minister.

“She’s been like that for twenty
years, to my knowledge,” the post-
master went on, settling himself on
his elbows. “Just a little—you know.”
He tapped his temple with an inky
forefinger. “Not enough to harm, of
course. She’s right enough to do
dressmaking, and earn her living.”

“Pathetic!” said the minister.

“Ye-es, I suppose it is. But you get
used to it after a while. And then,
as I say, she’s harmless.”

“The pathos is hers, not ours,” re-
marked the minister ineisively.

“Oh, well!” The postmaster nod-
ded his recognition of the view-point
of the specialist in human suffering.
“It all came of losing her son,” he
continued. “Twenty-five years ago,
or more, he was killed in an aceident
somewheres out West. She don’t
realize he’s dead. Every few days
she writes a letter to him and brings
it here. Sometimes they’re addressed
to Chicago, and sometimes to Denver,
and sometimes to New York. She
never stamps them. Years ago I used
to give them back to her, but now I
Just tear them up. She’s better off
for not knowing,” he added, as a con-
cession to the ministerial mind.

“Yes,” the clergyman slowly ad-
mitted.
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“Now, this one”—the postmaster
dived down behind the partition and
came up with the letter—“you see, it
isn’t stamped. It’s addressed to—
hello! Well, T’ll be —” He looked
at the minister with the startled eyes
of a discoverer. ‘Say, she’s addressed
this to the New York Evewing Star.
Well, what do you think of that?”

“I think you’d better send it,” said
the minister.

“IL believe I would, if it had a
stamp,” replied the postmaster doubt-
fully. He hefted the letter, and
raised his eyebrows in fresh surprise.
“Two stamps!” His fingers pinched
at the envelope. “Why, there’s
money! Well!”

The minister took some stamps
from his eard-case, and handed them
to the postmaster.

“I don’t know as it’s exactly legal,”
remarked the postmaster, “but any-
way”—he moistened the stamps with
his well-developed tongue—“but any-
way, here goes !

II.

Briggs was tired. One cannot be
managing editor of a metropolitan
newspaper without occasional fatigue,
and Briggs was managing editor of
The Evening Star.

He expected to be tired, as a mat-
ter of course, every afternoon about
the time the first edition came off the
press; for The Ewvening Star had
clung with dignified persistence to its
early traditions, and never put out
its first edition till three o’clock. But
for the last week or two he had felt
tired in a different way, and all the
time. He had gone to bed tired; he
had waked up tired. There had been
a strange, dull aching at the back of
his neck. He had discovered that in
odd moments he was developing the
habit of lapsing into thoughts of
things he had always wanted to do
and had never had time for—things
like trout fishing, and reading Bal-
zac, and—yes, even marrying.

He tried the effect of denying that
he was tired. It did not work. Then
he began to knit his brows. He dared
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not ask for a vacation. Would not
that be an admission that he needed
one? Would it not be another way
of saying:

“Ive had my warning, Mr. Pro-
prietor. I’'m not going to be fit for
many more years of this work, but a
little rest now will mean lasting just
a little longer later on!”

And
his job.

Se Briggs tried miserably to hide
from himself the truth about himself,
And this afternoon he fought with
his work so viciously that he was not
surprised to overhear the Cub whis-
per to Bill Mayo:

“Say, what went wrong with the
old man’s lunch

The city editor came in to diseuss
the handling of the truckmen’s strike.

“You’re looking a little seedy,
Briggs,” he suggested cheerfully.

“Seedy nothing!” retorted Briggs.
“The only things that give me gray
hairs are the mistakes of that dub
crew of yours. Why don’t you get a
seasoned man or two ?”

He realized that the retort lacked
his usual snap, and he read malevo.
lence in the city editor’s answering
grin.

An interruption whipped him back
to his routine. The first copy of the
first edition was flapped wetly on to
his desk by the grimy foreman., Briggs
took it up mechaniecally, shook it open
and held it critically at arm’s length
to study the general effect of the
headings.

“All right, Marsh,” he said; and
the foreman went.

Briggs began to scan the paper
more particularly. Too much space
to this drowning—too little to this
soeiety wedding. Yes, and when
would that new copy-reader learn not
to pass a phrase like “in our midst” ¢

He opened out the paper and skim-
med the inner pages—drama, sports
editorial, advertisements. Hig eyé
lingered for a moment on the per-
sonal column. One item suddenly
seemed to stand out from all the Test.
It burned into. his heart :

good men were waiting for
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My child, come home.
for Thanksgiving.—Mother.”’

Come home

Briggs slowly raised his eyes from
the paper. The office wall became for
him the background of a picture in
far perspective. How well he knew
that white-haired figure seated in that
comfortable armchair! And the
room, how familiar it was, even to
the Rogers group on the mantel!

Distant Illinois; and yet it was
here. And he had not been the{e for
ten years—had not seen that kindly,
loving face for ten years! He had
been too busy! Too busy!

He folded the paper briskly. He
got up from his chair, and n}arched
straight to the office of the chief.

“T am going to leave you, Mr. Far-
ley,” he said. “I’'m going home—for
Thanksgiving.” 1

“And where is home?” Privately
the chief was a man, after all, though
in public he never seemed able to
forget that he had once been United
States Minister to a foreign country.
“And where is home ?” he repeated.

“A thousand miles from here,” said
Briggs. “And I’'m going. Clenden-
ning can take my work.” A

“Don’t worry,” said the chief.
“You're entitled to a rest. Come back
in a week or two, if you’re ready—
but whatever you do, come back!”
He studied the younger man’s face
with smiling comprehension. “I ca:n’t
spare you long, Briggs. Pm getting

»
Olqu’m going to-night,” said Briggs,
hardly taking in what the chief’s
words implied. “Home, Mr. Farley !
Just to think of it!”

The ache was gone fqu the back
of his neck. He was smiling as he set
his desk to rights. He slapped Bill
Mayo on the back. He gave the city
editor a special cigar, and he com-
miserated the flustered Clendenning.
When at last he disappeared, the force
was still dazed. The Cub, as an aft.er-
thought, wondered why the managing
editor carried with him the smudged
first copy of the first edition.

Briggs, as it happened, had a sen-
timent for that smudged paper. He
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meant to keep it. Nevertheless, he
forgot it, and left it on the Subway
train.

ITI.

When Delaney went aboard the
Subway local at Grand Central, his
first act was to pick up the paper that
was lying on the empty seat.

“Somebody must have rubbed this
across the bar,” he remarked to him-
self, noting the smudges on the first
page. i

He opened to the financial column,
and read it with the yawning indif-
ference of one who knows more about
Wall Street than do the reporters.
At Fiftieth Street he got off, taking
the paper with him. He made his
way to a non-committal side street in
which stood a non-committal apart-
ment-house, built before the days of
steel and concrete. He pressed the
third button from the end, over the
row of inset letter-boxes in the entry,
and presently the door eclicked open
for him. He slowly climbed the
creaking stairs, regaled en route by
the ascending odours of the janitor's
dinner.

The door at which he ultimately
knocked bore the information that
Miss Clare lived within. It was open-
ed an inch, and a high voice said :

“Is that you, Harry?”

“Surest ever,” replied Delaney.

“Well, stay there till you hear my
door shut,” said the voice. “Then
come in, and wait for me in the sit-
ting-room. Lucille is doing my hair.”

“Any old thing,” agreed Delaney.
“Where’ll it be this evening ”

“Rector’s 1

“Right oh!”

Slippered feet pattered away, and
a door was shut. Delaney entered
discreetly, went into the sitting-
room, and bestowed himself among
the bright green plush upholstery. He
cast a blasé eye toward the photo-
graphs on the wall—photographs of
Miss Birdie Clare as Sylphine in “The
High Rollers,” of Miss Birdie Clare
as Cupid in “The Arrows of Love,”
of—but why enumerate or describe?
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A score of Miss Birdie Clares smiled
their set smile at the nochalant De-
laney.

He lighted a cigarette and unfold-
ed the newspaper. Perhaps he was a
little bored. He was taking Miss Clare
to dinner because it was quite the
thing to take Miss Clare, or some
other Miss Birdie or Miss Fifi Some-
body, to dinner. It was part of the
routine of a dozen years of his his-
tory. Meantime he read the paper.

Miss Clare appeared at last. Her
hair was a masterpiece of well-ar-
ranged disarrangement — thanks to
Lueille. For the rest, she was tailor-
made, with emphasis on the slender
waist. Her eyes were tantalizingly
cool and sauey ; her mouth a bit hard.

Delaney eyed her with a degree of
satisfaction. Of course, it was her
business to look that way, but he felt
obliged to admit to himself that she
did it very well. It oceurred to him
that he might kiss her; and then it
occurred to him that, if he kissed
her, he would disturb a relationship
that was already satisfactory—a re-
lationship which was free from entan-

. glement. Wherefore he grinned at
“her casually, and, observing that she
still had something to do to her hat,
dipped again into the paper.

“Here’s a queer one,” he remarked
presently. “What do you think of
this 92

He pointed to an item in the per-
sonal column. Miss Clare paused in
the operation of adjusting a veil. She
stepped to the side of his chair and
glanced down at the fine print, bend-
ing till the plume on her hat brushed
Delaney’s cheek. She read. Slowly
she straightened up and in silence
moved across the room to the window.

“How’s the che-ild going to know ?”
inquired Delaney. “Mother ought to
have signed her name—what 2’

Miss Clare did not answer at once.
She was looking out into the dark-
ness; but at last she spoke measur-
edly.

“Harry, haven’t you any home ?”

“Sure thing!” he answered. “New
York, U. S. A.”

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

“New York? Does he live there 22
“I’m the fellow that was born here,”
he added. “Why?”

She was silent,
curiously.

“If you've got anything on your
mind, little one,” he said, “you might
as well unload it.”

“I?” She turned and showed him
a preoccupied face. “I’ve just re.
membered something, Harry. I can’t
go out with you, after all”

Delaney grinned.

“Who 1s it, Birdie ?”

“Nobody. Don’t ask questions. Be
a good fellow and run along.”

He got up.

“What are you trying to hand me 2
he inquired.

“Nothing that’s likely to worry
you,” she answered with a hint of
weariness.

“Oh, well!” He surrendered easily
and took up his hat. “P’ll phone you
in a few days, Birdie. Hope you have
a good Thanksgiving.”

As soon as the door had closed be-
hind him, Miss Clare summoned her
maid.

“Lueille,” she commanded, “take
my purse and go and get tickets and
a stateroom for Portland, on the mid-
night.”

Delaney, strolling down the street,
began to be angry.

“The nerve of her!” he muttered.
“Throwing me down like that—me 1

He flung the folded newspaper
from him. It sailed off in an eccen-
tric curve and dropped lightly into
the tonneau of a big, shiny motor-car
that stood by the curb.

IV,

As she went out to the motor-car
with her husband, Mrs. Edgerton’s
taut nerves were tingling with this
latest annoyance. Why did he infliet
his wishes on her with such irritating
placidity? Why was he always pro-
posing the impossible ?

Her sharp chin was held disdainfy].
ly high as she stepped into the car
and seated herself as far away as she
could on the farther side. She was

He looked at her
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careful not to look at him. It seemed
to her that she would scream if she
had to recognize the good-natured
patience which his face was most cer-
tainly expressing at the moment. If
only she could hold herself tggether
till they got to the Carson-Smiths’!

Meanwhile Edgerton settled down
in the seat. He understood well
enough that he had blundered; but
his mind admitted no defeat. It was
merely, he said to himself, that he
had brought the question forward at
an unfavourable moment. L.ater there
would be a better opportunity.

He picked up the folded newspaper
beside him. He did not remember
putting it there. Without even trou-
bling to unfold it, he glanced indif-
ferently at the column exposed on
the broadest fold, seeking to dicipher
a few words by the casual light of the

ing street lamps.
pagsud%enly he lowered the hand that
held the paper, and stared thought-
fully before him. With heavy de-
liberation, he took a pencil from his
overcoat pocket and laboriously ring-
ed the item he had read. He turned
on the wide seat and spoke to his wife.
The car had stopped at a Fifth Ave-
nue crossing, ﬁ?locked by a flow of
erse traffic.

tr%‘li?}‘:yllis,” he said, “read this.”

She moved slightly. Then, con-
seious that he had thrust the paper
almost under her nose, sh_e took it and
read. As she read, she tried to harden
herself aga,imsn;1 the tenderness that

into her heart.
cr?‘p’lfhat’s universal, Phyllis,” said
Edgerton in a low voice. “ ‘My child,
come home’—the cry of the mother.
Here we are, in this big, homeless
city ; but, thank God, we’ve got a place
to go to for Thanksgiving! Of course,
it will interfere with engagements to
spend the rest of _the week at To-
ronto. Of course, it will bore you;
my family always bores you. But,
Phyllis, it will do you good to be
bored a little—to blunt the edge of
all this nervous execitement of the
great American pleasure—hupt. And
my mother wants us, Phyllis. Isn’t
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that at least worthy of something?”
Mrs. Edgerton unconsciously placed

her hand on the edge of the tonneau.

The folded paper slipped from her

relaxing fingers and fell to the street.

She bent her head. “You needn’t say

more,” she whispered. “We will go!”
The car moved forward.

N

Missouri Bill picked up the news-
paper that was threatened with ob-
literation by hoofs and wheels. In
the Third Avenue hotel to which he
was bound—a hostelry in which, for
ten cents, he would get as good a bed
as he desired—he would be glad of
reading-matter. Also, a newspaper,
after perusal, might come in handy
to eke out the scanty bedding.

Missouri Bill was puffy—and forty.
His eyes were watery; red bristles
adorned his face. His means of live-
lihood were so simple as to require
no paraphernalia other than a fairly
glib tongue and a husky earnestness
of voice.

At the Hyperion Hotel, that eve-
ning, Bill sat as near as he could to
the flaming gas-jet in the “office,”
and read his paper like a philosopher.
He had early observed that a certain
item in the personal column was en-
circled by pencil-marks, but he fore-
bore from comment, because it was
not his custom to offer comment un-
less he had a properly responsive au-
dience. Thus had he learned from
experience.

Young Charley drifted into the Hy-
perion about ten-thirty. Here, to
Missouri Bill’s eyes, was youth—
youth still unhardened, still impres-
sionable. For Young Charley was
still in his twenties. What though
his face was evil, his eye undepend-
able? Was he not young?

“Come ’ere, Young Charley,” said
Bill, as soon as the newecomer had
successfully proved to the eclerk his
right to remain.

Young Charley ambled over to the
vacant chair beside Missouri Bill.

“Kid, where you goin’ for Thanks-
givin’?” inquired Missouri Bill.



454

Young Charley yawned indiffer-
ently.

“Salivation Army,” he replied.

Bill shifted his quid, and regarded
the young man solemnly.

“Kid,” he said at last, “where did
you blow from anyways?”

“Schenectady.”

“Long ago ?”

“Four years.”

“Folks live up there?”’

“Guess so. Did, the last I knew.”
Young Charley yawned again. “The
old man’s in the works. I was, once.”

“Kid”—Missouri Bill slowly held
out the newspaper and pointed to the
marked item—*“here’s somethin’ that
might ’ave been wrote to you. Listen
to this, now: ‘My child, come home.
Come home for Thanksgivin’.” He
read with impressive deliberation.
“It’s signed ‘Mother,”” he added.

Young Charley shifted uneasily.

“Cut it out !” he muttered.

“Why don’t you take the bet ?” per-
sisted Missouri Bill.

“Take it yourself,” retorted Charley.

“Naw, kid, that’s different,” said
Bill. “I couldn’t act the part. I
been livin’ on husks too long. But
you now—you’ve only been out four
years. Beat it back there; give your
old mother a sight of you. Enjoy
the fatted turkey an’ the cranb’ry
sauce. Smoke a pipe with the old
man. Tell ’em you got a job with J.
P. Morgan, an’ don’t get time to run
up often, but you’re glad to see ’em
when you can. It’s a grand con, kid!
It won’t hurt you any, an’ it may do
your mother good. What say %’

Young Charley squirmed.

“What’s the use?”’ he demanded.

L] O

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

“How do I know?” Missouri Bill
wisely disclaimed all definite knowl-
edge. “I got a hunch, that’s all.
You beat it on up there to-morrer.
Hurray for the grand time! Talk
big and make ’em happy. An’ then,
kid, eut out from ’em as soon as the
dinner’s over! Make your getaway
while there’s still somethin’ left to the
fatted turkey beside the bones. You
know that prodigal son stuff, don’t
you, kid? I heard a gink talking it
to a bunch o’ boes one night in Union
Square. It’s all to the good, that spiel ;
but it leaves out somethin’. Take
it from me, kid, if that prodigal boy
was a wise one, he beat it next morn-
in’ in a sidedoor Pullman. He would-
n’t ’a’ had no business to stay there
an’ let the old folks come to know
how different he was. It wouldn’t ’a’
been fair.”

“I guess you're talking all to the
good,” said Young Charley soberly.

Vi

A wisp of a woman with yellowed
gray hair stood at the window of a
cottage in a Connecticut village. In
the room a snowy table was laid.
From the pot on the back of the stove
came the smell of good things sim-
mering; but the woman stared with
vague wistfulness out into the street.

The new minister, passing, saw her
at the window.

“Poor widow Varnum!” he said,
softly. “What a pity there’s no one
to eat Thanksgiving dinner with her 1
And as he remembered the first time
he saw her, that day in the post-office,
he added: “I wonder what happened
to that letter she sent?”

ol Lo



THE COTTAGE

From the painting by Berthe Des Clayes.






THE DOUKHOBOURS: A
COMMUNITY RACE IN CANADA

BY VICTORIA HAYWARD

PHOTOGRAPHS BY EDITH S. WATSON

watching with vital in-
terest the doings of
Russia, Canada is the
only one having a liy-
ing aequaintance with
the Slav, the only one with the oppor-
tunity to study him as he is in his
daily life. i

In the Russian Doukhobour colonies
of Saskatchewan, Manitoba, and Brit-
ish Columbia the Canadian North-
West is dealing with the character
and community life of a curious reli-
gious seet, and at the same time with
one of the most titanie forces at work
in the world to-day—the force of the
working man ; dealing, too, with Rus-
sians who have left Russia but who
still hold, not so much to Russigz and
things Russian, as to the habits of
life, to the trend of thought to which
only Russia could have' given birthf
thought at once mater}al anq mysti-
cal, childlike and ph}losophu;al. A
people who themselves 1llustratmg the
material and spiritual power arising
out of a co-ordination of interests
for any purpose whatever are appar-
ently utterly unconscious of the foree
they have generated.

Canada in the Russian Doukhobour
is dealing, too, with a people who al-
though Russian in a sense, have yet
come out from Russia, left her behind,
as it were, both in actual-life and in
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In her polities
they never took a hand. Yet being
born Russian they have not as et
been willing to renounce this nation-
ality for another. So while still eall-
ing themselves Russians, the old
Russia, to whom they really belong
in childhood recollections and youth-
ful experiences, many of the latter
of an unpleasant and even cruel na-
ture, is no longer in existence, has
foundered as a ship of state, and left
these children drifting in the wild
seas.

Of the new Russia they know
nothing. To whom then shall these
people, whom Fate has seen fit to set
down in Canada belong, if not to the
Canada that offered them asylum and
shelter when the old autocratic Rus-
sia had determined on their exter-
mination? Here is Canada’s oppor-
tunity. In fact she is already mother-
ing these strange children of hers;
mothered them, as it happened, years
ago in giving them her earth-bosom to
rest upon, and eventually she must
win them to herself,

The Russian Doukhobours have tre-
mendously high ideals of life. They
have simplified complex human exist-
ence to one standard, that of the
‘“perfect man’’—and claim that if
each one bases his own life in very
truth on the life of Christ, so that
his heart and intent are pure, it does



A Doukhobour group, showing cucumbers

away with the need of the usual safe-
guards of society.

Thus, for instance, in a community
free from thieves, burglars, fighters,
cheaters and the like common-law
breakers as well as one in which pro-
perty and money is owned in common,
so that no one person can take advant-
age of another, there is no need for
police, law courts, magistrates, law-
yers, jails, ete. For the same reason
they claim not to require the services
of a church or minister, nor will they
register births, deaths or marriages.

On first coming to Canada they
would have nothing to do with sehools,
basing their objections definitely on
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the instruetion given in arithmetie
which they claim-is only required by’
persons trying to outdo others in
business. Since those days, however,
they have changed their view-point
in regard to schools and in some in-
stances have erected their own build-
ings and hired their own teachers, ar-
ranging the curriculum to meet their
own particular requirements. Al-
though the day when ‘‘brotherly
love’’ shall be so great that armies
wars, jails, police, locks, banks, poor:
houses, churches, ministers and the
like will be unnecessary, is what we
are all supposed to have in mind—to
be hoping and working for, yet it is




Getting ready for a spin

a positive shock when one lulppm‘xs
on a people definitely shaping their
daily lives in every detail to this end,
definitely believing that Utopia is
practicable. :
A day or two spent in one of their
communities reveals the Doukhobour
life to be, above everything else, based
on sound common-sense. All the
Doukhobours are farmers; farming
being with them the natural expres-
sion of themselves rather than an ac-
quirement. Every generation of
Doukhobours as far back as the sect
dates, which is more than two hundred
vears, has been a generation of far-
mers. They know wheat from having
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lived on the wheat Provinees of Rus-
sia before coming here. A peasant
race in whom love of the earth is as
natural as breathing !

Although knowing more about
wheat than any man in the west, it
would be impossible for the Doukho-
bour to confine his operations solely
to wheat.

The Doukhobours are all vegetar.
lans, never tasting meat or fish, so
their farms are so planted that their
tables are all supplied in both variety
and quantity sufficient to make the
change and amount required to feed
such a number of people. The pre-
sent food-scareity spells no danger to



Doukhobour woman husking beans

the Doukhobour who has always fed
himself. He is not eating any of the
world’s little supply of meat or its
fish either, but on the other hand if
he is not actually fighting overseas
he is a ‘‘commissioned officer’’ in the
Canadian Food-Army at home, and
Doukhobour wheat in considerable
quantity finds its way to Allied arm-
ies in the field. The ‘‘Doughman’’ is
the mascot of the Doukhobour, has
been from their beginning, and at
the moment this doughman is behind
the man-power behind the guns in
France.

In this age when the whole world
has been shorn of all but fundamen-
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tals, Canada in the Doukhobour pre-
sents to the world the most basic prin-
ciple of living economy and thrift
to be found perhaps in all America.
Curious, old-world children of chaotic
war-soaked Europe, the Europe that
bordering on Asia develops religions
and mysticism and philiosophy. These
‘‘spirit-wrestlers’> have caught a
wonderfully clear concept of the life
that really counts. Coming from the
region of the earth which, within g
comparatively limited circle has pro-
duced the Christian, Buddhist and
Mohammedan religions, the clearness
and insight of these people and the
courage of taking the life of Christ



Doukhobour woman beating mustard seed

as the model of life and adhering to
it whatever the result for themselves
is proof enough of their courage and
also of their ability. Illiterate as far
as education gleaned from schools,
books and newspapers goes, they
think and reason as clearly and to the
point on matters of daily living and
religion as any of our specialists
along those given lines. .
The Doukhobour woman could give
pionts to us on the economic cooking
and use and preservation of foods.
Everything that she eats she has
taken a hand in growing. She has
but to glance at a vegetable to know
its age. Perhaps even the soil it grew
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in and whether it will keep to most
advantage covered or uncovered,
cooked or raw.

The Doukhobour woman is skilled
in making fine linen cloth, Eastern
embroidery and ‘“‘drawn’’ work. But
those same big, strong, graceful hands
that make the shuttle fly back and
forth on the loom, the needle in and
out working to her own design on
fine cambrie, can also plough and dig
and weed and prepare the land and
sow the flax-seed, reap and soak and
pound the grown flax in the shade of
the great “Arch” and pin the floss
to thread on the primitive Russian
wheel that has been in vogue ever



A Doukhobour woman in British Columbia

sinece Catharine’s time and which she
either brought with her on the long
voyage from Kief to Canada or made
with her own hands here out of a
seasoned British Columbia log she
herself cut down in clearing the west-
ern wilderness to farm lands.

I know of no woman who has so
well in hand the gift of self-expres-
sion or who has more that is really
worth while in her life to express than
this same peasant woman who, stand-
ing or sitting out-of-doors, in the field,
or at home in the great yard, or with-
in doors in the great living-room or
in the wonderfully clean little bed-
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room among her spotless appoint-
ments and her pots of flowers, in every
movement so unconsciously betrays
the attributes of the born lady.
Yet, personally, this Doukhobour
woman has none of the accessories of
dress which the average woman deems
necessary if she is to feel and aet at
ease. Even the ¢ifts of nature which
are generally conceded as crownine
gifts of beauty have been taken awat'
from her. She graciously welcomes
you with closely cropped head and
bare feet; over her head a simple
kerchief. If she is at work in the
field when you appear she talks about
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her beans or flax or potatoes or the
crops of fruits and calls attention to
the late season or the size of the ap-
ples, the prospective picking of
peaches. She is a product of nature,
she takes it for granted you love the
things of the earth as every true wo-
man should. In her talk she meets
you on big universal subjects out of
the nature-book which she knows by
heart and if you have allowed your-
self to stray away even in thought
from ‘‘the simple life’’ here is the
moment when you feel ashamed and
when some of our conventionalities
show up in their true licht. It took
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the thunder and lightning of Mars
to convinee the world that farming—
plain everyday farming is the finest
business the world affords, that the
man or woman who doesn’t produce
something of a food-nature from the
earth is a parasite. Hence the mo-
ment you meet the Doukhobour wo-
man—strapping, athletic, alert and
graceful—you find yourself looking at
the strong face and hands and you
say to yourself, ‘““Here is a life that
counts, here is a woman who can do
something, not one who plays at it,
inquiring of the fashion books what
she shall wear when going a-hoeing.”’



A Doukhobour woman spinning flax

It is no little feat to make out a
thousand meals ‘a year without the
aid of meat and fish yet the Douk-
hobour housewife succeeeds so well
that for strength and endurance it is
well known in the West that the
Doukhobour working on railroad con-
struction or in land-clearing gangs
outworks all others of whatever na-
tionality.

The Doukhobour will not eat meat
because he deems all life sacred. It
is for this reason he conscientiously
objects to war. Believing that the
spirit of Christ dwells in all nien how
could he take life? His beliefs-in
this respect are bona fide, having
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nothing whatever to do with the
present war. He was ‘“a conscienti-
ous objector’’ back in Russia under
the Romanovs two centuries ago.
And all through the years prior to
coming to Canada endured persecu-
tions, imprisonment, loss of property,
banishment to Siberia, working in the
chain-gang and mine rather than do
military service.

Peter Veregin, leader and adviser
of this interesting people, was a con-
viet to Siberia, serving his time there
when through the intercession of the
Czarina and the assistance of Count
Tolstoi, Aylmer Maude, the Quakers
of Philadelphia, the Canadian Gov.
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ernment and the Canadian Pacifie
Railway, these people, of whom he
was the acknowledged leader, set
forth on their long journey to
these shores. After serving his sen-
tence he joined the Doukhobours here
and proceeded at once to take hold
with that mastery of men and affairs
which has not only made the Douk-
hobour community one ot" thf: bgst-
paying and most progressive institu-
tions in Western Canada but has
made him famous all over the coun-
try in those inner circles of men-who-
know as well as among men gather-
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ing by the camp-fire as one of the
cleverest and most progressive or-
ganizers in the country.

The Doukhobours came to Canada
with very little means to command, in
fact, not enough to buy horses for the
ploughing, so that the women set
themselves to the plough in those first
lean years and saved the day. REarly

settlers, neighbours. who perhaps
might have taken a page out of the
Doukhobours’ book to advantage,

spread erroneous statements concern-
ing these simple honest folk who were
not ashamed of work—scorned them
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for ‘‘harnessing women to ploughs
and the like”, but these folk did
not know the Russian peasant, did not
know that these same poor folk had
set out to beat the wilderness and to
carve for themselves a home in Can-
ada, the free, and meant to succeed
whatever the work. Their indomit-
able courage has made them what
they are to-day, a thriving people
controlling millions of dollars’ worth
of property; and, what is important
for Canada, they already have de-
veloped large wheat and fruit-grow-
ing areas and given a very “army of
. farmers” to the section where every
farmer counts.
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of Doukhobours

The Doukhobour settlement at
Brilliant, B.C., is one of the most
interesting of their settlements to
visit.  Situated on the Columbia
River it runs through the ‘‘ Valley of
Consolation”, streteching for several
miles to the Uplands on both sides of
the river. This is a fruit-growing
region. A mile or two up the river
are the independent colonies of Glade
and Thrums. Of a morning the
lifting mist reveals an endless acreage
of apple and peach trees bending
under ripening fruit if your vis;t
happens to be in the Indian summer
days of the late fall. You are wel-
come at any of the twin houses under

'



THE DOUKHOBOURS

whose huge gateway your wondering
feet may lead.

Such sights as these meet the eye!
The flax wheel revolving in a mist as
the kerchiefed spinner works. The
dust flying as the flax-pounders beat
out the flax-seed on the tarpaulin
spread in the deep shade of the great
Russian circle to be seen nowhere else
outside of Russia but here in Can-
ada! The children with gathered
gkirts in arm, treading out the plas-
ter—the Russian plaster made of
manure and sifted earth, with which
the inside of the houses are plastered
hefore being whitewashed so spotless
and fresh. All around the houses are
flowers that, besides beautifying
serve a practical purpose in yielding
honey to the bees of the apiary. In a
special kitchen-garden cucumbers—
aplenty kept fresh and succulent
by a system of irrigation by means
of the giant pump down by the river
—the pride of Peter Veregin’s
heart and said to be the largest of its
kind in Canada. Strawberry beds and
a thousand other small fruits sup-
ply the great centrally-located jam-
factory down by the river opposite
the railroad station, the jam factory
that enabled the Doukhobours to
make their gift of several hundred
pounds of their delicious jam to the
boys in ‘‘khaki’’ not so long ago.

If you have the time to spend a
night or two with these hospitable
people you may do so free of charge
in ‘‘the Church’’—a name they give
to their town hall. :

The Church is also the school—a
fine, big building with a neat and
clean suite of living-rooms above.
0Old Alick Cherinoff and wife, care-
takers, will in the absence of the
school-teacher from New York act as
hostess, cook for you and say ‘* Grace’’
at meal-time over the delicious cauli-
flower baked with potato sliced in
olive oil, the sliced tomato, the vege-
table soup, the great cups of Russian
tea, with jam in it, and the artuitsi,
without which no meal at this season
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of year is complete, and the great
slices of Russian bread that the enor-
mous loaf affords.

In the centre of the valley beside
the public highway, trailing away to
the east, one happens on an old-world
““threshing-floor’’. Perhaps the only
one of its kind this side the Atlantic,
where the firmers bring their wheat
and assemble from all directions with
their horses to lend a hand with the
threshing. This threshing-floor with
the horses, driven by boys standing
on drags, treading in spirited circles
over the wheat, when seen through
a haze of flying dust, looks more like
a scene from old Testament lands
than anything Canadian !

After the tired horses are driven
off, the tawny chaff is taken in hand
by men armed with home-made
wooden forks with which they toss
the straw in air where the wind blows
off the chaff and the wheat falls to
earth in a heap. :

Words are altogether inadequate
to deseribe this wheat-threshing
scene. It needs the painter’s brush
to bring out the tawny colours and
the figures of the moujeks with the
light striking on the hand-made
wooden forks, the long prongs flash-
ing in air like the sabres of an ad-
vancing troop. After a time the air
becomes so thick with straw-dust the
outlines of the working figures lose
their sharpness and the sun itself is
almost toned off into the yellow haze.

When the wheat is all nicely clean-
ed it is stored in bins in a store-room
in ‘“The Church’’—and is thence
taken to mill. Everybody having a
share in the flour as in everything
else produced on the great farm.

It is difficult to realize that these
people will receive no pay, as we
understand it, for all this hard work ;
but on the other hand neither do they
have to pay out money for wages or
food or house rent or clothes or furni-
ture as we have to do. And having

no necessity for ““force’’ to uphold

the law, they have no “taxes”.
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There is a central ‘‘office’” keeping
tab of each man and woman’s share
and the amount of ‘‘rations’’ drawn.
All food over and above the amount
required to feed their own people is
put on the market and sold, so that
we are sharing in the profits of the
labour of these community-dwellers
indirectly. The money received for
their crops is taken care of by the
central office and credit given to each
member. So that if a Doukhobour
desires for any reason whatever to
leave the community and become an
‘‘independent’’ he is at liberty to call
at the ‘““office’” and collect his share,
and settle wherever fancy leads—east
or west.

There are a number of these inde-
pendents at Glade and Thrums and
elsewhere in the West, and judging
by the appearance of their small
farms they seem to be doing very well
on the soil. But of course in re-
nouncing the ‘‘community life’’ most
of these independents have also given
up other tenets of the faith. Some, for
instance, are no longer vegetarians
but are meat and fish eaters. . They
no longer deem it a sin to take life
for food and they own firearms. Peter
Veregin, speaking of the independents
a short time ago said, ‘‘These men
have fallen away from the faith, eat
meat, carry firearms and they should
be conscripted”.

But the Doukhobours who have be-
come unfaithful to their religion are
so few as to be practically negligible.
‘“Once a Doukhobour always a Douk-
hobour, seems to fit “The Clan”, a
condition of affairs which proves that
the great majority are very happy in
their life together. The women and
children have happy, beaming faces,
whith is a pretty good index that
““all is right with their world”.

Their ‘‘community life’’ is really a
great asset to the entire country in
this time of food scarcity. The work
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which together they have accomplish-
ed could not have been done by indi-
viduals in so short a time because of
the proposition of labour. The Douk-
hobour farms play into each others’
hands. When the wheat on the
prairie farm of Saskatchewan is
ready to reap, the men come from
British Columbia to lend a hand with
it. Children of the Doukhobours are
early taught to work or perhaps what
is better, allowed to join their parents
or older playmates in whatever work
happens to be going on. In this way
work becomes a pastime to the little
hands. :

All Doukhobours are of very gentle
natures. Their courtesy to each
other being based on the belief that
as the spirit of Jesus dwells in al].
even the child, the very youngest
among them is entitled to a courteous
hearing at all times, the child being
trained by its parents not to take
advantage.

For the same reason in conversation
they never interrupt each other but
listen patiently to what each one has
to say, a practice which, to say the
least, gives them very nearly faultless
manners, and, of course, great force
of character. It is customary for the
Doukhobours, over the evening meal,
recalling Russian scenes and friends,
to burst into song—hymns in the
Russian tongue—hymns that soon
fill the big living-room or *‘Church”’,
that every twin-house boasts, and
swelling, float through the valley on
the evening air like some sweet and
plaintive litany that is at the same
time a chant of victory—the victory
of the Russian peasants who, coming
to this country with nothing exeept
pure hearts and an infinitive know-
ledge of wheat have ‘“made good”’ in
the wilderness and in so doing have
themselves in turn become an *‘asget’’
to Canada, their foster-mother in this
her time of need. .



BY HELEN M. EDGAR

Vil. THE IMPOSING ANTIQUITIES AT DENDERA AND THE FAMOUS
TEMPLES AT ABYDOS

sand having ceased from
troubling, the Dodo
dopened her eyes once

S more, and after a few
preliminary stretches sidled into
the middle of the river and began
to move northward in her usual
unhurried way. We half dnf.ted
and half rowed till the wind
took an interest in us and blew us
against a lovely palm-fringed bank
where, perforce, we had to rest the

day. .
Wh((}).lescen)t:ed flints, and we discovered
we were near the spot where wonder-
ful tomb excavations hg.d been magie
by De Morgan and Flinders Petrie.
It was some distance in the desert,
but the C’s were eager, and so were
we. The rest of the party took charge
of the Dodo while we packed up a
hasty lunch and taking two of our
men (who, by the by, carry long
spears with them when the_y venture
inland)started out on a skirmish for
donkeys. After great delay and
much agitation we managed to secure
some beasts. My animal was equip-
ped with a bridle and a pair of ears
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of such prodigious size that they
rather interfered with the view, The
saddle was girthless and stirrups
not being in fashion, 1 had to keep
my balance as best I could. P. used
his donkey as an assistance for walk-
ing, or hy curling his long legs up
he turned it into a seat for riding.
C.’s donkey was so toy-like that he
preferred to lead it gently by hand
most of the way.

We started our procession desert-
wards across one of the great dikes
that divide this fertile country from
end to end. We met herd upon herd
of camels laden with such huge
bundles of durra that we were nearly
brushed off our wobbly saddles as
they passed us on the narrow way.

Besides our donkey boys, about
fifteen native “gentlemen” aceom-
panied us out of pure and undis-
guised curiosity. We reached ‘the
desert in an hour and proceeded to
pick up flints and potsherds like
buttercups at home. The tombs
were vast and bottomless holes in the
ground. When, after lunching, Mrs.
C. and T rested on the edge of one,
while the flint hunters were at work
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and our audience of fifteen squatted
in a semi-cirele in front of us, I felt
that the combined spears of Achmet
and Mohammed would not be suffi-
cient defence if our worshippers got
bored with the performance and
decided to give us premature burial
in a twelfth dynasty tomb.

We rode home towards sunset, a
time when Egypt glows with so much
colour that its beauty makes one
speechless. Harvesting had begun.
Flocks with Arab herdsmen gleaned
the fruitful remains, and low-pitched
tents, or rather wind-guards of sugar-
cane, were scattered about, their
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owners looking much as we imagine
Abraham did of old surrounded by
his family and flocks and herds.
Camels lay before the entrance of one
dwelling, and buffalo calves and long-
fleeced sheep and longer-eared goats
cropped leisurely their evening meal.
My donkey, excited by so much
animal life, kept up a braying
acquaintance with all his friends
till we reached the Dodo and dinner.

March 16th.—To-day we made
some progress before the wind landed
us, this time, on a sandy waste whose
only virtue lay in the fact that it was
near Guft, where Abderachman, our

A sugar-cane wind-break.
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The Memnonium of Seti I., at Abydos.

cook, might possibly find his father.
As the father was an Ababdeh and
generally wintered in the desert, if
seemed an off chance, but Abderach-
man was hopeful and departed on his
search with the mate as companion.
They had just left ‘when the wind
allowed us to move on. As we passed
the village of Guft, a figure waved to
us from shore and proved to be the
wandering parent whom our cook was
scouring the desert for. In the queer
way of this country news had reached
the old man of the Dodo’s presence.
Our feluceca was sent to fetch the
visitor on board, and he came gladly,
thinking- his son would appear any
moment. As a matter of fact, he did
not appear till next morning, when
we were at Dendera. The fond
parent sat unperturbed for twenty-
four hours, while he drifted farther
and farther from his home. He was
fed and warmed and given a cigar
that nearly made him ill during the
interval. :

March 17th.—We celebrated P’s
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birthday at Dendera with a glorious
ride through poppy land and barley
fields, till we reached the lovely
temple with its Hathor columns ris.
ing against the blue and mauve and
pink of the early morning sky. We
have seen such glories in the way of
temples that it is hard to make com-
parison. In their different ways they
all seem best. It is an ever-increasing
marvel that colour should last so long,
the great masses of stone holding with
pristine  freshness the paintings
brushed in with so much grace 2,000
years and more ago. We explored the
crypts, a ereepy, crawly performance
I do not want to duplicate. C. went
down first and left a fat leg protrud.
ing so long that we called after him
to ask if he had forgotten it. When
we followed we realised his diffieul-
ties. A twisty hole at the top of
crumbling steps, which had to be
descended with a ligchted candle in
one hand, was not an easy problem.
But when we had solved it, we
found we were inside a jewel box, for
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such seemed to us the tiny rooms w_ith
their exquisite carvings on unsullied
walls. We could not tarry long, for
the atmosphere was stifling, and I for
one was very glad to reach the upper
air. C. explored farther, but even
his enthusiasm waned when the gaffir
told him there might be cobras in
f the corridors.
on%vt; returned from the bliss and
beauty of Dendera to find a mutiny
brewing on boa}'d the Dodo. This
happened periodlcqlly, S0 we were not
alarmed. Our sailors were exactly
like naughty children yvho exasperate
one to a spanking finish and having
induced a climax bgcome as good as
gold. On this occasion our crew had
not the slightest grievance, and after
C. had stood with watc}} in hand
insisting that in fifteen minutes they
and their bundles should leave the
Dodo, at the fourteenth minute they
surrendered and set to work as happy
as you please, singing their rowing
song as we started off down stream.
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To-night our anchorage was mid-
stream. The half moon and all the
stars were reflected so clearly in the
still water that it was hard to know
which was heaven above or earth
beneath.

March 20th.—We had no further
Dodo adventures till we reached Nag
Hamadi on this fateful day when we
were to say good-bye to our Cosy
cabins and companionship on hoard
the Dodo. Abydos was still to be
seen, so we decided to let the Dodo
proceed while we took train to Bel.
eana and donkey-rode from there to
Abydos, trusting that the Dodo
would do the decent thing and meet
us at Beleana on our return and give
us our last dinner party on board
before we took the train for Cairo.
The Dodo behaved like a perfect lady
and kept her appointment with fem-
inine punctuality, which means, [
Jjudge, about twenty minutes late.

It is a long ride from Beleana to
Abydos, but a very lovely one. We



Coptic Church at Abydos.

reached Seti 1st’s great temple about
11 AM., and after a preliminary
exploration of its marvels we sought
the cool shade of one of its seven
colonnades and lunched luxuriously.
The two gaffirs served our coffee on
a very modern silver salver that
looked quite out of keeping with its
-surroundings,

We looked long and lovingly on
this our last Egyptian temple, the
painting of which one could swear
had been done but yesterday. Beauti-
ful was the drawing and grouping
and not without a certain solemnity,
too. The themes repeat themselves
over and over again, and yet one
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never wearies of them, but greets each
time afresh the figures of the gods
who pour the stream of life, happi-
ness and strength over the reigning
king.

Ignoring the fierce mid-day sun, C,
started off to visit some excavating
friends in the neighbourhood, but
Mrs. C. and ourselves decided to
continue our worship of the temple
till he returned.

In the cool of the day we explored
another temple built by Rameses IT.
It was in a very ruinous state though
some of the carvings and colourings
were equal in beauty to anything we
had seen. A very dirty Coptie church
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Some of the party at the Temple of Dendera

put a full stop to our sight-seeing.
Our eight-mile ride back to Beleana
was full of diverse interests.
Owners of “antika” that had been
invisible on our morning Journey
rose with mushroomlike rapidity as
we returned. From time to time C.
was completely surrounded, whqe he
exchanged piastres for some trml_:et
of delicate and curious workmanship.
A white goose, not, I am glad to say,
an antiquity, was his first purchase.
It must have been an immense bird,
or else C.s donkey was extremely
small, for as it lay aeross the saddle
its yellow feet almost. touched the
road on one side while its limp white
neck and wobbly head dangled at the
same length on the other.
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The limestone cliffs were wonderful
in colour as they absorbed all the
prismatic sunset shades. We reached
the Beleana river-front in time to
see the Dodo some distance up stream
doing her best to keep her appoint-
ment. We felt quite homesick when,
sidling in her characteristic fashion,
she reached the shore, and we saw
Suffragi stand in the light of his
pantry, feather brush in hand, ready
to dust us off before we came on
board.

Our dinner, T remember, was a
great success. Abderachman’s skill
in making lentil sSoup was unsur-
passed. The chicken that followed we
tried not to identify, for the speckled
hen and little white cock had become
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almost household pets. A plum pud-
ding was our dignified sweet. As
we sipped our Turkish coffee in the
luxurious half-hour that followed,
we heard great shuffling of feet out-
side the dining-room door (for
privacy’s sake we always dined below
when in port), and Abderachman and
Mohammed entered, supporting the
apparently fainting form of Abdul-
lah, our smart “laundry maid”. His
gallant turban was all askew and his
“Horus” lock in which he took so
much pride lay limp and curlless on
his cheek. We were all properly
horrified at the spectacle, but a merry
twinkle in the dark eye of Abderach-
man gave us hope that this scene was
not as tragic as it might appear.
After a dramatic pause Abdullah
feebly raised his head and in the
faintest of voices recited an appalling
domestic tragedy. He spared us no
details of the brutal murder of his
only and beloved wife and week-old
daughter at the hands of his brother
whom he had trusted to be her pro-
tector. Had we not remembered that
it was only a few short weeks before
that leave had been granted him to
visit his wife and new-born son, we
might have believed his story, so
anguished was his state, such real
tears coursed down his cheeks.

The procession retired in the same
order, and then Abderachman was
summoned to give his version of the
“play”. It seems Abdullah had met
an acquaintance in the bazaar who
had offered him a slightly higher
wage than his contract with wus
allowed, therefore he must make an
appeal to us for leave of absence
and full pay. This C. could not
grant, for our erew was now reduced
to a minimum, and there were yet
many miles to go before the Dodo
reached her final anchorage. The
judgment having been pronounced,
it was conveyed by Abderac_hma:n to
the suppliant, who received it with a
" groan, flinging himself on deck and
writhing in agony. I was glad to
hear later that complete recovery
oceurred at the end of half an hour;
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and domestic sorrow, having served
no useful end, was laid quietly aside.

It was practically over Abdullah’s
prostrate body that we had to step
as we left the Dodo on our way to
the railway station. We were quite
a solemn procession, for most of the
crew accompanied us, not, I fear, so
much in sorrow as in the hope that
P’s generosity would burgeon forth
in a second dole of bakshish. Suffragi
alone was missing. His joy at becom-
ing the owner of P’s khaki outfit,
five sizes too large for him, paralyzed
both speech and action for some time.

Our farewells were short, for our
train was just leaving. A wave of
the hand and a promise to write,
inadequately conveyed all our regrets
for breaking the chain of happy days
and experiences together.

March 22nd.—We were a very
dusty and tired  couple when we
reached Cairo early this morning,
The Dodo’s uncertain methods had
made it impossible to engage a com-
partment in advance, so we were
considered to be lucky in finding an
empty second-class one. The hard
wooden ledges on which we tried to
sleep had a Procrustean quality that
racked every bone in our bodies.

Late in the afternoon we were suffi-
ciently repaired in mind and body to
visit the mosque of el Azhar, the
great Mohammedan University where
the Faith gathers its students from
every quarter of the world. We
slipped our feet into large felt shoes
before we ventured into the enor-
mous courtyard with its 140 pillars,
each a centre of a group of students
who swayed their heads while reciting
in a monotonous tone verses and
chapters of the Koran. The students
numbered between six -and seven
thousand. The volume of sound was
considerable, although not more than
two thousand were gathered in this
hall of learning. Our examination
of this vast building was difficult, for
my felt shoes kept slipping off, and
not being allowed to desecrate the
pavement with a French heel I had
to make frequent stork-like pauses

R
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till I was reshod. That evening I
began to think that Osiris and Isis
must have not only granted us life
and happiness but also endowed us
with colossal strength, for in spite
of aching bones we planned an early
start for Sakkara.

Marceh 23rd.—At eight o’clock this
morning we were at the station in
time to catch the train that deposited
us three-quarters of an hour later at
Bedrashen. Donkeys were numerous
and tourists few, so we were able to
select five sturdy little beasts for our
long day’s expedition. el

Memphis looms so large in history
that it was difficult for us to realize as
we rode through the fields and
villages of Bedrashg.n that we were
passing over the site of that van-
ished city,

“Melted into air, into thin air”.

P. murmured Prospero’s lines as
we went our way along a bridle-path
that had once been a teeming city
street, whose tortuous route took half
a day to traverse. We trod the dust
of ages. Cairo with greedy fingers
has taken stone by stone the “gorge-
ous palaces” for her own use. Only
the two colossal statues of Rameses 11.
remain as lonely sentinels to guard
his vanished temple gate. The first
of these great statues lies in the open
on slightly rising ground. To see hgs
face we had to climb up and view it
from the plateau of his huge chest.
Remembering another 'head of this
same Pharoah, which is one of the
great treasures in the British Mus-
eum, we could recognize the nobleness
of the features with the subtle curve
of the lips that give to Rameses IL
an expression of almost Mong Lisa
elusiveness. Following this line of
thought we recalled his prostrate
colossus in the Ramasseum at Thebes,
with some sympathy for the enemy
who in sheer exasperation hacked
away a smile that measured three feet
and a half in 'solid granite. The
second colossus is sheltered in a mud
brick building which we did not
enter, as we had lingered longer than

we had intended over its counterpart,

Palm groves dotted our Jjourney
towards the Necropolis of Sakkara.
A lovely syecamore near a spring of
pure sweet water gave us refreshing
shade before we mounted to the
higher level. We passed by the Step
Pyramid on our way to Mariette’s
House, where we lunched and en-
gaged a guide to lead us through the
subterranean passages of the Sera-
peum. The tombs of the Apis Bull
are quite near the house of their
discoverer, who describes in a most
graphic way his wonderment and awe
when he first penetrated into these
vast vaults. We lit our candles in the
entrance chamber and journeyed
down a wide ecorridor whose rocky
floor was spread several inches deep
with a sandy earpet. A huge sarco-
phagus half-way on its Jjourney to
the tomb blocked the passage, a silent
monument to the end of a worship it
was intended to commemorate. Mari-
ette, the French explorer, deseribes
his entrance in 1851 to a tomb
chamber where he could still see the
finger prints on the limestone of the
Egyptian who had placed the last
stone in the wall built to conceal the
doorway. Here the bull as carefully
embalmed as a human mummy had
lain undisturbed for 3,700 years. A
heap of sand held the imprint of bare
feet as proof of the unbroken stillness
through all these centuries.

The heat and closeness were oppres-
sive, and we were glad to see daylight
after many labyrinthian turns. The
sky was looking a trifle ominous, but
we felt the Mastaba of Ti must not be
left unvisited.

Ti, sailing through the marshes in
a boat of papyrus, seemed such a
poetical and legendary figure that we
were anxious to have our impressions
of the royal architect and manager
of the Pyramid of Kings duly eon-
firmed. Ti, with true courtliness, met
us in the vestibule of his fifth-dynasty
dwelling. Though he carried a staff
in one hand and a elub in the other,
he did not grudge us welecome. In
all the rooms his effigy greeted us,
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‘We saw him as a great administrator
watching the sowing and reaping of
crops, the herding of his cattle, the
building of ships, the receiving of
offerings. In moments of relaxation
he is depicted issuing from a doorway
in frequent changes of costume. His
wife Nefer-hotpes generally accom-
panies him. There is one charming
relief in which she is sitting at his
feet, while an endless procession of
antelopes, stags, gazelles, and other
sacrificial animals, all duly labelled,
pass before them. All these reliefs
are exquisite in form and colour, but
the crowning one of all is a large
panel where Ti is seen sailing in his
slender boat through the reeds and
rushes of the Nile. The tall stems of
the water plants end in a frieze of
lotus, with birds of lovely plumage
fluttering among the blossoms.
Strange little beasts creep up the
stems and cause them to bend in
graceful curves. Against this lovely
background sails Ti in his fairy boat,
a tall, upright figure clad in a wide
apron and wearing a wig of large di-
mensions, watching slaves kill a hippo-
potamus. The water is so transparent
that one can see fishes of many hues
taking a lively interest in the capture
of the huge beast. We said a most
reluctant good-bye to Ti, marvelling

* as we did so at the beauty of colour
and design that had been -created
2,000 years before Christ.

Ti had entertained us so success-
fully that we had become oblivious of
the weather. When we reached the
upper world we found a sand storm
in possession of it. However, we had
to face the musie, though we did not
like the tune that accompanied us
throughout our three-hour ride to
Mena House. Our donkey boys shel-
tered themselves behind us and from
time to time we called a halt, turning
our little animals about to give them
breathing space. In one of these
pauses we saw the bleached bones of
a camel, which looked like thq whiten-
ed ribs of a long-stranded ship. Our
journey seemed endless, and‘_when at
length we reached the Spliinx, our
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heads were bowed, not so much in rev-
erence as with fatigue. Battered and
dishevelled as I was, I tried to look
him in the face, but countless swirls
of driving sand enveloped us. Out of
the depths of the storm I thought I
heard a distant voice murmuring,
“See how I stand these trifling puffs
of wind”.

‘With ever-thoughtful kindness Mrs,
H. had motored out from Cairo to
meet us, and so it was owing to her
that our remains were safely deliv-
ered at our hotel in time for dinner.

March 24th.—We left Cairo this
morning. On our way to the station
we passed the Khedive driving in
state to meet Mr., Roosevelt. His
Highness was a fat, complacent-look-
ing Turk, and we thought his horses
showed much better blood and breed-
ing. The Port of Alexandria was in
its usual turmoil. Without C.’s guid-
ing hand we felt forlorn, till a drago-
man, clad in yellow and brown striped
satin, took us as his special charge
and only left us when we were safely
deposited on board the Perseo.

It is on the deck of this steamer that
these last few pages are being written.
Once more Messina lies before yus.
The water of the bay seems to be an
even deeper blue than when we last
were here. The ruined arches of the
Renaissance Colonnade look very toy-
like after our mighty Egyptian col-
umns, and one feels that with an out-
stretched hand one could adjust the
pieces of this earthquake puzzle. The
golden sands of Egypt have slipped
through our fingers, but the memory
of the golden hours and spacious days
is not so swift to pass. The gods have
given us a pigment with which to fix
forever in our minds the beauty and
colour of that ancient world.

I’ Envor.

Three weeks later we heard of the
safe arrival of the Dodo in Cairo,
after many vicissitudes. The rapidly-
falling river and the quick ascent of
the thermometer caused sporadic out-
breaks of irritabilitas Africanus on
the part of the passengers and crew.
At one point stone-hookers, with g
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fleet-footedness not in keeping with
their trade, stepped in front of the
Dodo in such numbers that it was
only after a three-day blockade that
she was able to push her way through
a channel that twenty-four hours
later was closed for the season to
all vessels of her size. As our bond
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was given that the Dodo would be
handed over by C. in person to Ali
Bey in Cairo, we could picture the
anguish on board when it seemed
likely that the Dodo (at a fixed
monthly rental) would be obliged to
wait till the Nile was once more in
flood.

The End—Suffragi and his feather duster
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SEAR SAND

By LOUISE MOREY BOWMAN

ETWEEN the rhythmical unfathomed sea
and the rich warm fecundity of land

There lies the sand—
The shifting sand of beach and dune—
Pure, strange sea dust, so alien to green earth,
With its brown furrows that the ploughman makes
Ready for sowers—and for miracle.
Here on the sand,
I lie and watch the coarse sea-grass that creeps
Like an adventurer along the dunes,
With wild pea-vines that bravely cling and spread
Tenacious tendrils in this sterile soil—
A barren mockery of useful bloom.

I let a little handful of the sand

Drift.slowly through my fingers, and I see

Its myriad tiny atoms—shells and stones

That long ago the great waves tossed and ground
To starry powder on the rocky ledge.

At sunset, out on the wet, shining sand

Left by the dropping tide, rare colours fall,
And linger there as if they loved the sand.

‘Who dreams at noontide that its level ways
Can hold such colour: rose and turquoise green,
Purple and gold, and even a erimson glow,

Just for a moment, till the splendour dies.

Then the moon, silvery and alone, shines down
Upon the sand—pure strange sea dust of Time.



A GLIMPSE
OF OUR NORTHLAND

BY LEROY THORNE BOWES

OR years the trade of
Western Canada was
conducted along the
great lake and river
highways. Now iron
roads have supplanted
the river, lake and portage, and the
iron horse has taken the p}ch of the
canoe and the caravan. Civilized set-
tlements have demanded t.hat. more
rapid means of tra\(el be instituted,
until now the palatial trains 1ogded
with passengers complete _the Jour-
ney in six days, and the freight trains
laden with grain from the West rush
across the Continent and soon are
returning, bearing the produets im-
ported into Atlantic ports and manu-
factured in the Eastern }_’rovmces.
The Dominion of Canada being essen-
tially a pastoral country, has called
for transportation facxh'gles which
will serve as an outlet to its vast re-
sources and abundant production in
supplying the wor}d at large. The
transcontinental raqways have proved
inadequate, and it is for that reason
that the West has thought of and al-
most completed a new highway to the
outer world through the great north-
ern inland sea, Hudson Bay and the
Straits. Crities have eondemned such
a route, but the last Government esti-

mates for work on the Nelson termi-

nals alone amount to three million

dollars. Does this not imply that the

Government of Canada has confidence

in the success of this new route? At

least the expenditure of such a vast

sum, and of such vast amounts as have
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been expended in the past, justifies a
consideration of the new land of
wealth.

The planting of the Grand Trunk
Pacific and the Transcontinental Rail-
way in the Far North has had most
excellent results. A useful and at-
tractive route has been furnished and
settlers have begun to carve prosper-
ous communities from the wilderness
—generally thought to be a barren
waste, but which in reality is very
valuable and interesting. Here are
millions of acres of the finest farming
lands. Although part of the region
is swampy, and there are also very
roeky sections, the proportion of both
is small when compared with the
whole area. The soil is for the most
part of a brownish clay loam, and this
clay belt extends even to Moose Fae-
tory, at the southern extremity of
James Bay. Farming upon a small
scale has been tried at Moose Factory,
Albany, Rupert's House and other
posts. Most gratifying results have
been obtained. Between the Great
Lakes, the St. Lawrence River and
James Bay, there is g large tract of
land fertile enough to be adapted for
agricultural pursuits, and having re-
sources of the very nature to support
an enormous population. The re.
sources of the Canadian Northland
8;;3 varied. Their value is inestim-
able.

The fur trade has always occupied
a prominent place in the history of
Canada. Direetly or indirectly in the
earlier days this business furnished



A View of Moose Factory

occupation to nearly all the inhabi-
tants. Much of the exploration of the
country was done by the adventurous
and hardy pioneer traders. The pop-
ulation of the wilderness tract to the
north of the Transcontinental Railway
is composed mostly of fur traders,
and, just as in former days, their live-
lihood depends upon their success in
trapping and shooting the valuable
fur-bearing animals which haunt this
wilderness of wildernesses. At the
present time this valuable trade is
practically monopolized by the won-
derful and ancient Hudson’sBay Com-
pany and their more recently estab-
lished rival, the world-renowned firm
of Revillon F'réres. Annually millions
of dollars’ worth of raw furs are sent
out of the country, and later at Lon-
don, Paris, and New York are made
into the beautiful pieces which are
worn as articles of usefulness or
luxury. Although the Dominion Gov-
ernment has purchased much of the
lands and special privileges of the
Hudson’s Bay Company, more strin-
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gent laws affecting conservation and
trade conditions would result in an
enormous gain to the Dominion trea-
sury.

In the waters that have been used
as the roads for transporting the val-
uable furs to the outer world and
scattering the supplies of the various
posts of the trading companies, there
are valuable fisheries. In 1914, the
Canadian Government carried on fish-
ery investigations in Hudson and
James Bays and tributary waters.
The expeditions were in charge of
Messrs. C. D. Melville, A. R. M. Lower
and Nap. A. Comeau. In a summary
of his season’s work, Mr. C. D. Mel-
ville, F.R.G.S.C., says:

‘‘The question of railroads is of para-
mount importance. Without them the fish-
eries are worthless unless the ice condi-
tions of northern James Bay and southern
Hudson Bay are such that a fish-carrying
vessel can make continuous journeys in
summer between Fort George and Port
Nelson.

‘‘Second. Provided that the conditions
mentioned above are satisfactory, it would
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be necessary to investigate very carefully
the cost of running such a boat and its
general feasibility. :

‘“Third. With the first two questions
favourably settled, there can be little
doubt the whitefish fishery will prove one
of the greatest in Canada, and with its
development, the other fisheries will be-
come of immense value.’’

The Timiskaming and Northern
Ontario Railway has made extensive
surveys between the terminals at
Cochrane and Moose Factory, while
another road has been planned from
Montreal to Rupert’s Bay. When the
construction of these roads is un-
dertaken a great number of men will
be required, and undoubtedly traders,
engineers and workmen will cause
towns to spring up in the new coun-
try. These railways, with the united
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service of seaworthy fishing tugs,
will constantly supply enormous

quantities of fish to the great West
and be added to the plentiful yield
that annually comes from our great
inland lakes.

Not only is the North country ca
pable of producing rich and fertile
farms, but there is a mineral wealth
lavishly endowed. There are also
large amounts of forest land suitable
for pulpwood, fire-wood and building
purposes. Besides the Northland
like the West in its early days, offers
the advantages of many navigable
waterways. On these may be found
water-powers which, when bridled.
will yield inestimable service to man

In the Hudson Bay territory there

are mineral lands for prospectors

RS

The "*Limited” in the Northland



An Indian Family at Rupert's House

which have only been touched. In
proof of this we can cite an instance
which occurred in 1914. An expedi-
tion equipped by Mackenzie & Mann,
in charge of R. J. Flarity, F.R.G.S,,
was fortunate, or, rather, unfortu-
ate, enough to have their auxiliary
schooner driven ashore in a fog. They
were aware that they were mot far
from Great Whale Post of the Hud-
son’s Bay Company and were near a
number of small islands marked on
existing charts and plans as The
Belchers. When the fog lifted, they
were amazed to find an island before
them which later proved to be fully
one hundred miles in length. This
island, which is not more than nine
hundred miles directly north of To-
ronto, had really been lost, and re-
discovered by Mr. Flarity. A lake
teeming with fish required a two-day
journey by canoe to pass from end
to end. On his return to civilization
the explorer was laughed at and his
discovery of “The Lost Island” was
diseredited in much the same way as
the discovery of “The Lost World”.
as related by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle.
But later, when his claims were veri-
fied, like the fictional rediscovered
world, “The Lost Island” was found
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to have very valuable mineral depos-
its, which resulted in, the return of
the expedition to that region. It is
rumoured that large copper deposits
were found. This is only one instance,
Gold and coal have also been discov-
ered, the richest yields of the latter
being at Clark’s Island.

The Timiskaming and Northern On-
tario Railway is a Government pro-
Ject. Operating between North Bay
and Cochrane, it is a connecting link
between the Canadian Pacific and
Grand Trunk Railways and the Trans-
continental, operated by the Grand
Trunk and the Canadian Government
Railways. Besides, it serves a coun-
try which is rightly called one of
God’s greatest storehouses. Silver
gold, and other precious metals are
found at the various mining towng
along this railway. Of these, the most
notable are the mines at Cochrane
and Porcupine, the former producing
hundreds of millions of dollars’ worth
of silver. '

Arriving at Cochrane, the terminug
of the Timiskaming and Northern On-
tario, you may take the Transconti-
nental either East or West. At vari-
ous points it is crossed by mighty
rivers which the height of land—the
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Great Divide — sheds into the great
inland sea. The rivers flowing into
the bays are navigable only for
canoes owing to the falls, shallows and
ids.

ral1)3eyond this land of interminable
and valuable forest areas, agricul-
tural tracts and minerals fields, we
have the region bordering about James
and Hudson Bays. At the present
time this remote region can be reach-
ed only by canoes in the open season.
In the strenuous winter time, when
the Frost King has congealed the
swiftly flowing rivers, the canoe is
left on the river bank and the
small boats and steamers are hauled
up high and dry to protect them from
the ice. The dog-team has to perform
the duties rendered in civilization by
the horse or motive power.

The following is an aceount of a
canoe trip to the North by way of the
Ground Hog River, fifty miles west of
Cochrane: 3

It was an early June morning when
we bid good-bye to the Ground Hog,
with its short but tiring portages, and
entered on the broad waters of the
Mattagami. We were now on the wil-
derness highway to Hudson Bay.
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Two days of drenching rains and
then heavy snowstorms had made the
journey very unpleasant, but now the
sun was shining, the leaden sky had
been replaced by great heaps of wool-
ly clouds whose lower surface seemed
nearly horizontal, while the upper
one became an exuberant variety of
rounded forms with a background of
blue. Interminable forests — the
haunt of the fox, the wolf and other
valuable fur-bearing animals—Ilined
the river bank. Sky, clouds and for-
ests were all mirrored in the cold.
clear, erystal-like waters which flowed
so compellingly through the wilder-
ness.

At first these inland rivers were
only one hundred feet or so wide, but
as the high land was left behind they
broadened into streams nearly half a
mile or more in breadth. The descent
from “The Ridge” to the sea level
through the rocky and densely wooded
country had resulted in a series of
rapids and water-falls whose dashi E
foam-bedecked waters added to the
picturesqueness of this incomparable
river trip. On the quieter stretches
of river one had been impressed by the
silence of the solitude and the stern
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severity of the forest wild, but now
the rushing water-falls bring us
dreams of the time when civilization
shall push its way through these wilds
and man shall harness the untold
power to create the richest of indus-
tries.

Reminiscently we recall how we
had been sailing down smoothly aided
by the current. Then white wavelets
would appear and the Ojibway guides,
ever on the alert, would rise to their
feet for an instant, survey the turbu-
lent waters, decide upon a channel,
and then guide us through these beau-
tiful but treacherous boulder rapids
where an error in judgment meant an
upset. Then again there were stretches
of river, lake-like expansions so broad
that the north wind, sweeping snow in
our faces, had whipped the waters
into countless choppy waves. The
Indians had always proved successful
in mastering each wave, which was a
problem in itself; and skilfully taking
advantage of every eddy, escaping
boulders which appeared in the stream
and threatened our frail canoes. Then
there were other places where a swift
or dangerous fall made necessary a
portage through hardwood trails
paved in leaves and moss and ob-
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structed by countless windfalls,
streams and bogholes. These trails
were cool though, and as we staggered
along under our packs, innumerabla
shadows, outlined against the green-
ness, entranced and mystified us. Oe-
casionally through breaks in the fo-
liage, we would catch a gleam of the
madly-rushing rapid as it pursued its
way through the rock-obstructed
course. When the sun sank behind
the western line of tree-tops and
bathed the forest on the opposite bank
in resplendent colours, we would
piteh ‘our tents on the river bank.
There, after a hearty meal of bannock,
bacon and jam, we would sink wearily
on our brush bed, fragrant with the
freshness of fir boughs and pPine
needles. And the musical flow of the
river would lull us to sleep—sleep
such as comes to the man who lives
in the wilds.

But five or six days have passed.
There before us the Moose River
widens into an island-dotted expan-
sion. On the mainland, Revillon
Fréres’ trading-post, with the little
houses of the company’s servants op
the wigwams of the hunters are seen.

On an island we found the historie
Moose Factory, one of the oldest trad-
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ing-posts of the celebrated Hudson’s
Bay Company. The stockade is gone
and the place has resumed a quiet
village-like appearance, but the his-
toric associations are still there. The
white house of the Factor, the long
storehouse and the other buildings
have a spectral grasp on the centuries
of the past. The shades of evening
were falling. ' The tide of Moose River
came rippling in from James Bay.
The thirst-maddened dogs tugged at

their. chains and howled plaintively

their many wrongs to the rising moon.
The wolves answered 'their call, the
foxes barked in the distance, mocca-
sin-footed squaws passed by on the
trail and idle Indians smoked content-
edly down by their wigwams on the
river side. WY

From Moose Factory it is one hun-
dred miles across the bay to Rupert’s
House ; sixty miles from there to BEast
Maine, one hundred and ten miles
farther to Fort George, and a distance
of one hundred and thirty miles from
there to Great Whale River Post.
From Moose Factory to Fort George
in a straight line it is ome hundred
and fifty miles. On the west coast it
is one hundred and fifty miles to Fort
Albany, and from Moose Factory to
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Charlton Island and the Strutton
group, the base depots of the Hudson’s
Bay Company and Revillon Fréres, re
spectively, the distances are sixty and
seventy-five miles. Most of the forts
or posts above are reached by the small
steamers or sailing craft, while from
the depots at Charlton or Strutton,
the large supply steamers eall period
ically at Nelson, Churchill and Ches
terfield Inlet.

In conelusion, it may be said that
the North Country is a veritable
sportsman’s paradise. The forests sup-
ply game of all kinds, the rivers, lakes
and bays, fish of the highest order,
and mineral wealth supplies a profit-
able field for the prospector, the pulp
and timber lands wealth for the lum-
berman and occupation for a great
number of men. These in their turn
will supply a ready market for the
farmer who has cultivated the rich
and fertile acres of valuable farm
lands, and all of them will furnish a
valuable trade and maintain the sue-
cessful operation of the railroads
which tap them.

Blessed with natural wealth scat-
tred over its vast extent, with room
for hundreds of thousands of sturdy
settlers, possessing such advantages
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as rich and varied resources, a tem-
perate climate—severe in winter, but
with long hours of sunlight in the
summer to ripen the erops—with un-
excelled geographic position, the Can-
adian Northland is truly a land of
wealth and promise. But it is a
pioneer’s land and calls for the best
blood. In the words of the poet Ser-

vice, the North has a law and she
makes it ever plain:

Send me the best of your breeding, lend me
your chosen ones;

Them will I take to my bosom, them will
I call my sons;

Them will I gild with my treasure, them
will I glut with my meat;

But the others—the misfits, the failures—
I trample them under my feet.

Great Whale River Trading-post, Hudson's Bay Company
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REMINISCENCES
POLITICAL AND PERSONAL

BY SIR JOHN WILLISON

VIL.—BLAKE AND THOMPSON IN PARLIAMENT

F those who gave dis-
tinction to the House of
Commons thirty years
ago how few survive. It
is long since Sir John
Macdonald whispered,
as he passed out of the Chamber for
the last time, “It is late, Bowell, good-
night”. Even Bowell, upon Whom
the years fell so gently, has joined
the leader he followed with such trust
and ardour. Honourable Edward
Blake and Sir Charles Tupper, often
described by Sir Richard Cartwright,
with a snap of the jaws, as “Master
Blake” and “Master Tupper”,. have
vanished. More often, however, Sir
Richard called the robust Nova Seo-
tian “Mine ancient friend Sir Charles
Tupper, Bart”. And “Bart” came out
with a bark. We think of Blake. with
a sense of loss, of Tupper with a
sense of possession.  Cartwright
loved neither, and Blake had at least
as much love for Tuppey as he had
for Cartwright. But this is not the
time for that story. 5

Behind the Conservative leader was
Sir John Thompson, who in a single
session, and indeed in a single speech,
established an ascendency_ mn the Com-
mons which he held until his dea!;h.
He had, too, a moral as well as an in-
- tellectual ascendency. As much as
any other man of his time he strove
to give dignity and decepey to the
public life of Canada. I like to think
that as editor of The Qlobe I protest-
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ed over and over agaln against the
common insinuation that he was more
loyal to his church than to his coun-
try, and that his faith was a disquali-
fication for public service. I said in
The Globe, when he became Prime
Minister, “With the fact that Sir John
Thompson is a Roman Catholic we
have nothing to do. It would be a
poor tribute to the liberality and in-
telligence of the Canadian people if
it were laid down that a Roman Catho-
lic may not equally with a Protestant
aspire to the highest office within their
gift. Any attempt to arouse sectar-
ian prejudice over his appointment
will not make for the dignity of Cana-
dian polities or the welfare of the
country”,

It is strange that one so gifted and
naturally so generous as Reverend
Doctor Douglas, of Montreal, should
not only have nurtured this suspicion
but boldly proclaimed his distrust.
He deseribed Thompson as “a clerieal
creation” and “a lay Jesuit in the
Government”. On his brow there was
“the brand of pervert”. “He was en-
throned in order to manipulate with
Jesuit art the affairs of this country”,
There was nothing in the political
career of Sir John Thompson to sug-
gest that his patriotism was tainted by
his religious connection. But it is
true that a Roman Catholic in the
English‘speaking countries rarely be-
comes the leader of g political party.
When was a Catholic Prime Minister
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of England? No Catholic has held
the office of President of the United
States. By contrast Canada is singu-
larly and resolutely tolerant. Is the
fact that Canada is more Catholic
than Great Britain or the United
States the true explanation? Sir
Henri Joly was Premier of Quebee,
but if he was Protestant he was also
French. Honourable John Sandfield
Macdonald was Premier of United
(Canada and Premier of Ontario, and
probably his Catholicism was no great-
er disqualification in the English-
speaking Province than was the Pro-
testantism of Joly in the French Pro-
vince. It is doubtful if Honourable
C. F. Fraser, notwithstanding his
ability and integrity, could have be-
come Premier of Ontario. No doubt
men of meagre capacity sometimes at-
tain office because they are Roman
Catholics, but as certainly Catholics
reach the first places less easily be-
cause of the church to which they be-
long. Probably the explanation lies
in the aspiration of the Papacy to
temporal power, the old conflicts be-
‘tween civil and ecclesiastical author-
ity, and the assumption of elements
in the church to supremacy in eivil
affairs.

No man ever attained high office
more absolutely and unequivoecally by
sheer force of character and ability
than did Sir John Thompson. It is
doubtful if he ever spoke a single
word or took a conscious step to secure
the leadership of the Conservative
party. There is reason to think that
he would have become leader of the
party upon the death of Sir John
Macdonald if the judgment of his
colleagues had prevailed. But, not
convineed that the feeling of the Par-
liamentary caucus was the common
feeling of Conservatives in the con-
stituencies, he strongly advised
against any doubtful experiment. Sir
John Abbott therefore was appointed,
with full knowledge that he wou_ld
be comparatvely inactive and unin-
fluential and that Thompson as lead-
er of the House of Commons would
be the mouthpiece of the party and
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the actual dictator of strategy and
policy. From the first, however, it
was manifest that Sir John Thompson
was the logical and inevitable leader.
During the few months that he was
Premier Sir John Abbott never ad-
dressed a public meeting or exercised
the actual function of leadership. This
was not because he was unequal to
the position. For he could be wise in
council and bold in aection, and had
qualities which inspired regard and
confidence. But he knew that he had
not long to live and was looking be-
yond the jangle of political conflict
into the long silence. There was no
seer to foretell that his suceessor
would so quickly follow upon the
journey which each of us takes alone
and knoweth not the hour of his
going.

It is to the honour of the Conserva.
tive party, in which the Orange ele-
ment is so powerful, that there was
general acquiescence in the elevation
of Sir John Thompson. But there
was not complete acquiescence. Mr.
D’Alton MeCarthy believed that he
should have succeeded Sir John Mae-
donald. He so expressed himself in
language which Thompson could not
misunderstand. He held that neither
by the length nor by the nature of
his services, nor by natural identifica-
tion with the masses of the Conserva-
tive party was Thompson entitled to
the leadership. Even if the title were
clearer, there were forces in the party
which would not submit. Inevitably,
whatever the prospect of the moment,
these influences would express them-
selves and disaster would follow. He
did not object to Thompson as a Min-
ister, but as leader he was objection-
able in the party interest and in the
public interest. Nor was Mr. Me-
Carthy’s attitude presumptuous or
unreasonable. For many years he wasg
among the active and trusted advis-
ers of Sir John Macdonald. In de-
bates which involved legal and con-
stitutional issues, in the bitter con-
tests over provincial rights as repre-
sented by the Liberal Government of
Ontario, and in many stern party bat.
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tles in the Committee on Privileges
and Elections, McCarthy was chief
counsel for the Conservative party
and the Federal authority. No one
was more active in founding The
Empire when Sir John MacdonaI.d
and the Conservatives of Ontario
required an  organ. Moreover,
McCarthy was a Protestant and
the natural spokesman for for-
midable forces among the C(on-
servatives of Ontario and the othqr
English Provinces. He could not fail
to be conscious that he was reduced
to an inferior position in the party
and in Parliament by Sir _John
Thempson’s phenomenal ascension to
influence and natural assumption of
many of the functions which he had
discharged. Whether or not he Te-
sented the reduction to lowe{' rank in
the Conservative army, an(_i like many
other great men was carried by per-
sonal feeling into new courses, it is
certain that he became estranged frqm
Sir John Maedonald and made mis-
chief for the Government. Leading
the agitation for disallowance of the
Jesuit Estates Aect of Quebee, sup-
porting the abolition of separate
schools by the Liberal Government of
Manitoba, and challenging the. legal
status of the French language in the
Western Territories, he excited in-
tense feeling in the country and pre-
cipitated stormy and bitter debates
in Parliament. Whether or not he
was actuated in any degree by per-
sonal feeling, there is no doul_)t thpt
he was faithful to his convietions in
opposing extension of dual language
and racial and religious prlvﬂeges.‘ It
is understood that when the motion
for disallowance of the Jesuit Estates
Act came before Parliament Mr. Me-
Carthy was so incautious as to declare
that he had pledges of support from
every Conservative member from On-
tario. The statement was carried to
Sir John Macdonald, who made g per-
sonal appeal to every Conservaglve
upon whom Mr. MecCarthy relied,
with the result that only seven minis.
terialists voted for disal!owanc_e. This
interference by the Prime Minister,
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natural as it was and necessary as it
was to the eredit and dignity of the
Government, McCarthy never could
overlook, although it is believed his
displeasure did not extend to Sir
Charles Tupper.

During my first years in the Press
Gallery Sir John Thompson was the
most powerful debater in the Con-
servative Parliamentary party, as
Honourable Edward Blake was the
most  impressive and convincing
speaker among the Liberals. Sir John
Maecdonald had greater authority than
either, but his ascendency was the
growth of years; the long result of a
rare personality and a great prestige,
Neither in Blake nor in Thompson
was there any impelling spontaneity
or magnetism. Blake was often heavy
and sometimes monotonons. Thom
son was always cold, sober, self-con-
tained and distant. In his pilgrim-
ages throughout the country Thomp-
son was described by irreverent blas.
phemers as “the ice-wagon” ; Blake
could be very lonely and remote. Once
I saw the Liberal leader mooning in
solemn abstraction over the exchanges
in the reading-room when a colleague
on the Liberal front benches, who had
returned from dinner with “a quart
of wine visibly concealed ahont his
person”, if T may borrow language
which Mr.  Alfred Boultbee applied
to a clubmate, lurched against him,
brought his hand down with tremen.
dous foree upon the bowed shoulders,
and gurgled, “Come—come "long, yon
—You—old hulk, and have some fun®,
The hulk put his hand affectionately
across the back of his unsteady asso-
ciate and shook with laughter. One
could not k_novy from the frosty ex-

of self-revelation. But so often he was
among the glaciers. 8o often he
seemed to be like Goldsmith’s Travel-
ler, “remote, unfriended, melan.
choly”. T recall a meeting which My,
Blake addressed at Kincardine in
1882 during a bye-election for the
Legislature. In early manhood he
had appeared in South Bruee as
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a candidate for the Commons. It
may be that he was softened
and inspired by memories of

that triumphant econtest. He had set
the riding aflame by his moving, so-
norous oratory, the energy of his de-
liverance, the revelation of his eager
intellectual virility. For a genera-
tion the Liberals of Bruce recalled
that contest with such enthusiasm and
reverence as Scottish Liberals remem-
ber Gladstone and Midlothian. As he
grew older Mr. Blake became too
anxious about the letter of the mes-
sage and sacrificed spontaniety in de-
pendence upon manuseript. But at
Kincardine in 1882 he delivered an
address remarkable for its humour,
its flavour of neighbourliness, its sim-
ple human quality, and moment by
moment one could feel respect deep-
ening into confidence and softening
into affection. I heard Mr. Blake
many, many times in Parliament and
on the platform, and often perhaps
he displayed greater power, but never
as it has seemed to me was he so close
to his kind and so disencumbered of
his greatness. For whatever one may
think of certain aspects of Mr. Blake’s
character and career, he was as great
a man as ever was born in Canada if
the mind is the test and the standard.
At his side stands Sir John Thomp-
son. The test here also is sheer in-
tellectual power, capacity to reason,
instinet to understand.

It is the common notion that Sir
John Thompson was unemotional, un-
affected by praise, impervious to at-
tack. But I am told by those who sat
at his side in Parliament that he boil-
ed within under adverse criticism and
muttered protests and imprecations
that would have required rigid cen-
sorship in any religious publication.
In a memorable attack upon Sir Rich-
ard Cartwright he amazed Parliament
by the fervour and violence of his
denunciation. He declared that Cart-
wright would rather abuse his coun-
try and defame it than eat his break-
fast. He thanked God that nature
broke the mould in which he was
made when she cast him. He put all
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his passion and contempt into the sav-
age sentence, “As a member of the bar
I have sometimes spurned the fee
of a blatant scoundrel who de-
nounced everybody else in the
world, and was himself the most tru-
culent savage of them all”. Upon that
speech could have been pronounced
the verdict of the Nevada jury, “If
it please the court we, the jury, find
that the prisoner is not guilty of strik-
in’ with intent to kill, but simply to
paralyze, an’ he done it”. It may be
that in that speech only was the man
fully expressed. He had schooled
himself to restraint and discipline,
but there was a voleano within whose
forces he alone understood. It is said
that in eouncil he was companionable,
unrestrained, tolerant of the asperi-
ties of associates, happy in their
foibles and eccentricities. But in Par-
liament and on the platform he was
austere, if not cold, and even when
he was gracious there was more of
dignity than of cordiality. Many
shrewd but biting judgments
ascribed to Thompson were cur-
rent in the lobbies of Parliament.
Unfortunately those I remember
strike so hard at men still liv-
ing that they cannot be repeated.
He never was more happy than at a
dinner of the Toronto Board of Trade
when he discovered “the lean and
hungry Cassius” in Honourable
George E. Foster. Of great girth
himself and with colleagues of equal
girth he said, “Their youth and their

robustness excited the imagination of

a Toronto poet, who indited some
verses to me and put into my mouth
words which were put into Caesar’s
when he said, ‘Liet me have men about
me that are fat, sleek-headed men,
and such as sleep o’ nights’, and I
could make you to-night a little boast
about the girth and weight of my col-
leagues if it were not that my friend
Cassius here—the Finance Minister—
breaks the record and uftterly de-
stroys the average”.

Sir John Thompson, with grave re-
luctance, entered the Macdonald Gov-
ernment as Minister of Justice in
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1885, when Quebec was in.ﬂamed over
the fate of Riel and excited writers
in Ontario were “smashing Confede}:-
ation into its original fragments £
Smashing Confederation is the com-
mon pastime of Canadian patriots
when the party is in daqger or the
Constitution interferes with the de-
signs of minorities or the.preJudices
of majorities. But the ship of State
sails on and the waters are assuaged.

The new Minister first spoke in Par-
liament in direct reply to Honopr-
able Edward Blake on a resolution
declaring that Riel should not have
been executed. So far as I can re-
member there was no general impres-
sion in the country that Thomp-
son was of exceptional character or
capacity.  He had been Premier of
Nova Scotia and a member of the
Supreme Court of his Province, but
at best he had only a Provineial repu-
tation in law or in polities. When he
sat down after his first speech in the
House of Commons it was realized
that a great figure had emerged from
a curious obscurity. Parliament is
seldom deceived. Thqre are first
speeches that dazzle with metaphor
and rhetorie, but these reach the ear
only. For once or twice such per-
formances may attract, but they have
no enduring quality. S_oon the benches
empty and the sounding phrases be-
come the jest of the smoking-room.
The House of Commons distrusts elo-
quence. It is seldom that a great
platform orator catches its atmos-
phere. A long training in I?l:ovmc{al
politics constitutes a positive dis-
qualification for the Federal Parlia-
ment. But from the first Sir John
Thompson had the manner of Parlia-
ment. From the first he commanded
its interest and confidence. He was
simple, lueid, persuasive and convine-
ing. He seemed to be interested gnly
in the logical structure of hl.s argu-
ment. He was not so anxious to
achieve a personal triumph as that he
should be understood and that the
cause for which he pleaded should
suffer nothing by imperfect state-
ment or intemperate advocacy. In
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short, he gave an impression of sim-
plicity, sincerity and integrity, and
in Parliament these are the qualities
that prevail. If he did not overecome
Mr. Blake in his first speech in the
Commons even the Opposition admit-
ted that the reply was adequate, that
a man had appeared of vital power
and resolute character, and that a
great task had been done with high
skill, wise diseretion and profounﬁ
Judgment. Nor do I think that Sir
John Thompson ever was humiliated
or diseredited in Parliament by any
incident, attack or situation. Through-
out ‘the impression of austere integ-
rity persisted. He came into Par-
liament in a diffienlt time, and
found work to do that was not pleas-
ant. But whether one recalls the ex-
pulsion of Rykert, the long, heated,
acrimonious inquiry into the Me-
Greevy charges, the international
negotiations in which he was engaged,
the measures of policy and legislation
for which he was responsible, his in-
tegrity stands and his patriotism is
not impugned. He did not come to
his country giftless nor fail “to show
fruit of his days”.

There was a divided and somewhat
sullen party behind the Liberal lead-
er. Many of the French members
who had stood with Sir John Mae.
donald from Confederation had been
driven into revolt by the fierce cur-
rent of feeling which swept over the
Province when Riel was h in
defiance of its angry and tumultuous
protest. There are few more ugly
incidents in Canadian history than
the erection of the Regina scaffold
into a political platform. There is
no doubt that the half-breeds had
grievances, that the Government had
warning, and that by sympathetic
decent consideration for the rights of
the helpless and anxious settlers the
revolt could have been averted. But
Riel was at the foot of the gallows
years before. In the Red River he
had sanctioned murder and had re-
ceived a full portion of merey. In
precipitating a “second rebellion he
was foolhardy, insolent and defiant.
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The man, perhaps, was on the verge
of madness, but if so the calculating
politicians did not discover that he
was insane until he was executed. I
think of a Liberal journal which de-
clared before the death sentence was
carried into effect that we had come
to “a pretty pass” in Canada when a
base, foul, red-handed murderer could
escape the consequences of his erimes
because a cowardly Government dare
not order his execution. After he
was hanged, this journal was just as
certain that we had come to “a pretty
pass” when a bold and chivalrous
champion of his oppressed compat-
riots could be put to death by the
Government whose neglect and inepti-
tude had provoked the revolt. The
“eurve” which Mr. Smiley took so
gallantly at the request of Sir John
Macdenald was nothing compared
with that which was taken by Liberal
politicians and Liberal newspapers
when Riel was executed.

- During the ferment of agitation in
Quebec against the execution and the
clamorous demand in Ontario for
Riel’s death Honourable Edward
Blake was in the Old Country. Thus
he was free to approve or condemn,
however deeply many of his associates
might be committed against his deeis-
ion. Contending that Riel was insane
and the Government responsible for
the rebellion, Mr. Blake joined hands
with the excited agitators of Quebee,
and so far as he could prevail rallied
‘the Liberal party against the execu-
tion. One may not impugn his sin-
cerity, but the circumstances were
singular and suspicion inevitable. It
is hard to believe that Riel would

have become a martyr and a patriot-

if he had been reprieved. It is certain
the execution would have seemed
to be less heinous if Quebec had
been quiescent. We often get strange
results when actions are measured by
political exigencies. Once in the
House of Commons long after the
fires of this fierce controversy had
smouldered into ashes, Dr. Weldon,
of Albert, recalled this chapter of Mr.
Blake’s career in grave, cold, stern
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sentences of rebuke, if not of con-
tempt. As Dr. Weldon spoke the
Chamber became very quiet. Mr.
Blake seemed to shrink as though a
whip were laid across his shoulders.
One felt as sometimes in a court-room
when a great trial has ended and the
Bench pronounces judgment with re-
luctance, but with inflexible justice.
From the Liberal benches there was
no protest. The Ministerialists were
responsive, but there was restraint in
their cheering. The common know-
ledge that Mr. Blake and the scholar-
ly member for Albert had tastes in
common, and that the Liberal leader
thought highly of Dr., Weldon gave a
curious emphasis and a startling un-
expectedness to the attack. It may
be that Dr. Weldon was unjust. Pos-
sibly this impressive Parliamentary
incident has coloured my thinking
about Mr. Blake’s relation to the is-
sues which arose out of the North-
west Rebellion and Riel’s execution.
But surely the Liberal party would
have had its feet on firmer earth and
the historian would find Mr. Blake’s
career less embarrassing if he had
been content to leave the question of
Riel’s sanity to the alienists, and sim-
ply held Sir John Maecdonald and his
colleagues responsible for the neglect
and misgovernment which, with or
without Riel’s malign activity, pro-
dueed the rebellion, or if convinced
that Riel was insane had spoken be-
fore his life was taken. :

It is true that Mr. Blake was in
Europe, but one may speak to
Canada even from Europe. It

_is impossible to believe that he

was ignorant of the vital faets
of Riel’s career, and the evidence pro-
duced at the trial at Regina, or had
not definite opinions about his mental
condition before he was executed. I
remember how confident Liberals
were that Sir John Macdonald would
not dare to hang Riel and defy Que-
bee, and how deep was the dismay
when the sentence was carried into
effect. They had believed that the
Conservative leader would succumb
to the agitation in Quebec and that to
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such final and irrefutable evidence'of
“French domination” the English
Provinces would not submit. B1_1t
when Riel was hanged and feeling in
the English Provinces appeased they
foresaw certain defeat in the con-
stituencies unless Quebec could be
consolidated against the Government.
It was not easy to detach Quebec from
Sir John Macdonald, nor easy to ad-
just the Liberal party to an alliance
with the mutinous elements in the
French Province. A political party,
like an individual, develogs charactgr,
firmly rooted in its traditions, conviec-
tions and sentiments. Under George
Brown the Liberal party warred
against Quebec. When Mr. Blake
secured office in Ontarlp he excited
Orange feeling against Sir John Mac-
donald over his merciful dealing with
Riel after the Red River insurrection,
and secured a substantial measure of
Orange support in the constltuencle:s.
In the general election of 1882, in
which Mr. Blake first appeared as
ieader of the Liberal party, there was
much fervent denunciation of the
“tricky Bleus”, and upon many plat-
forms the campaign vocalists sang
“The traitor’s hand is on thy throat,
Ontario, Ontario”. Now, however,
circumstances seemed to require an
alliance with the Bleu and the traitor.
Indeed, from this time there is a clear
and continuous design in Mr. Blake’s
course as leader of the L_iberal party.
He sought to detach Irish Catholies
from Sir John Macdonald by aggres-
sive advocacy of Home Rule for Ire-
land. In alliance with Honourable
Wilfrid Laurier as leader for Que-
bec, he strove to secure the confidence
of the French Provipce. He attacked
the Orange Association and gave zeal-
ous support to the measures of the
Mowat Government, which were so
distasteful to the extreme Protestant
elements. He failed because Sir John
Macdonald had the enduring con-
fidence of Irish Cathohcs_, because
Cartier was a living fo?ce in Quebec
with the generation which remember-
ed the firm and happy partnership
between Cartier and the Conservative
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leader, because Langevin was the
faithful champion of the Hierarchy,
because Laurier was distrusted by the
church whose faith he professed, be-
cause Chapleau could reach the
soul of the French people as even
Laurier could not, because Macdon.
ald’s whole career was fashioned in
sineere and courageous racial and re-
ligious tolerance, and because in the
Liberal party which George Brown
created there were traditions and sus-
ceptibilities inimical to any effective
alliance with the Roman Catholie
Church and the Provinee of Quebee,
Until Laurier appeared no Faderal
leader of the Liberal party was able
to achieve what Mowat accomplished
in Ontario. Mowat succeeded because
he had in such peculiar d ree the
confidence of Presbyterian iberals.

If Mr. Blake could have effected
the alliances which were his deliber-
ate objects he would have prevailed
in the country, but the facts of his-
tory, the constitution of the Liberal
party, and the personality of Sir John
Macdonald had ecreated conditions
and established influences too great
to be overcome. Moreover, when Hon-
ourable Alexander Mackenzie, Sir
Richard Cartwright, Mr, Charlton,
Mr..Mulock, Mr. Davies, Mr. Pater-
son, Mr. Seriver and other influential
Liberals in Parliament could not be
persuaded to condemn the Govern.
ment for sending Riel to the scaffold
it became difficult to consolidate the
Liberal forces in the country. A party
divided in Parliament is a party divid-
ed outside Parliament and disabled
for cohesion and aggression in bat-
tle. Hence because of division and
disunion over the execution at Re-
gina and the firm adhesion of Protec-
tionists to the Government, Mr. Blake
failed in 1887 as he had failed in 1882,
and fretful, discouraged and dispirit-
ed, he imposed his resignation upon a
broker and disheartened party. It
was the habit of Mr, Blake to resign,
If we could penetrate the secrets of
Liberal caucuses between 1880 and
1887 we would discover an Opposi-
tion upon its knees in passionate
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pleading against the sudden decision
of the leader to relinquish the com-
mand. Nor would a single incident
complete the story. But the doors
of caucus are so guarded that only
whispers reach beyond the threshold.

It was said of a British states-
man that he had not even “a feeding
acquaintance with his party”. This
was true of Mr. Blake, and yet no one
ever had more devoted adherents than
he in the House of Commons. He
could be petulant, inconsiderate and
ungracious. . He could impose labor-
ious drudgery upon associates and
absorb the material which they had
accumulated through “long days of
labour and nights devoid of ease”
without any word of praise or grati-
tude. He could pass out of the Cham-
ber without turning towards a col-
league who had just spoken with pow-
er and effect in a great debate. It is
said that Mr. David Thompson, who
held Haldimand for the Liberal party
through three or four Parliaments,
upon reaching Ottawa after a serious
illness was warmly greeted by Sir
John Macdonald, while from Mr.
Blake he had neither a handelasp nor
a word of sympathy or welcome. On
the day in 1890 that fire destroyed a

portion of the University buildings:

at Toronto Mr. Blake made the first
speech in Parliament that he had de-
livered since his resignation of the
Liberal leadership. If only from the
faet that he had broken a long sil-
ence the incident was of high interest
and significance. But when The
@lobe reached Ottawa next day there
was no report of Mr. Blake’s speech
nor any account of the proceedings
of Parliament. So much space was
devoted to the fire that the Parlia-
mentary report had to be held over
and all other matter highly condensed.
Meeting Mr. Blake in the lobby, I
ventured to express regret that the
report of his speech had not appear-
ed. He intimated with cold acidity
that he had not discovered the fact
and was at a loss to know why I
chould think he would be interested.
There are times when language gath-
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ers within one which, owing to the
proximity of the family, the presence
of the stenographer or other untoward
circumstances, has to be suppressed.
This is serious because I have the
notion that profanity which has to be
muzzled is more injurious to the sys-
tem than that which has free and ro-
bust utterance. I am still uncertain
whether I should be proud or asham-
ed of the restraint which I exercised
on that occasion. When I met Mr.
Blake again a few days later he took
me to the library and in a long con-
versation was confidential, gracious
and almost affectionate in his refer-
ences to my despatches from the Gal-
lery and my interpretation of his own
position in Parliament and potential
influence upon public affairs in the
freer relation which he could main-
tain towards parties and questions in
which the exigencies and interests of
parties were subordinate to national
considerations.

I have been told that Mr. Blake
once met a friend from Toronto
in Dublin. The Canadian was
effusive in his greeting, for he was
lonely, and a familiar face was a
gleam of sunshine. Mr. Blake re-
sponded in a few frigid sentences and
passed on his way in solemn abstrac-
tion. The friend stood for a moment
in dumb surprise, then stepped after
Mr. Blake, and peremptorily demand-
ed an explanation. He said in effect:
“You know me well. We have been
friends. I was glad to see your face,
I wanted to talk with you, for you
come from home, and for weeks I have
been among strangers. Why do you
pass me without a word as though I
was unworthy of your regard or re-
cognition?” And Mr. Blake said,
with a touch of emotion: “I am sorry.
I am as glad to see you as you can be
to see me. I would have understood
in a moment how strange my conduect
must appear. If I cannot explain, I
think you can understand.” The
friend understood, and he and My,
Blake spent companionable hours to-
gether in Dublin. If one may say so
without blatant egotism, I had more
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confidential relations with Mr. Blake
than need be disclosed. The acquaint-
ance began when I was in the Prqss
Gallery and he was leader of the L}b-
eral party. There was a closer in-
timacy after I became _edlto? of The
Globe and he was settling his future
relation to the party, chaﬁng‘over'ths
adoption of “unrestricted reciprocity
with the United Statgs as the ﬁsc'al
programme, and nursing his soul in
bitterness * over Sir Richard .Car.t-
wright’s assumption of leadership in
Ontario. During his first years in
the Tmperial Parliament I had many
letters from Mr. Blake discussing very
frankly the characteristics of Brltlgh
statesmen, the political conditions in
Great Britain and the course of events
in Canada. Over and over again he
expressed the desire that we could
talk together, and the hope that we
would have an early meeting in Cap-
ada or in England. In 1897, w:hxle
this correspondence was proceeding,
I visited London and met him on the
street. He shook hands, made a per-
functory inquiry as to my movements,
and strode away. Durn_1g four or five
weeks in London I nelthe;' saw nor
heard from Mr. Blake again. I can-
not think that I had even a momen-
tary sense of annoyance. I believed
that I had come to understand the
man, and was convinced that he in-
tended no discourtesy nor was con-
seious of any neglect. But ’ghere was
a curious conflict between his letters
and his actual eonduet. :

In contrast I think of the experi-
ence of a young Canadian from St.
Mary’s who was in London and saw
across the street a man of unusual
stature, with heavy shoulders and
head leaning forward under a slouch
hat. He thought the figure and move-
ment were familiar, and erossing over
found, as he had suspected, that the
man who had attracted his attention
was Honourable Edward Blake. He
had the courage to introduce himself,
although he had never met Mr. Blake,
and save that he was a Canadian had
no claim upon his famous compat-
riot’s ‘consideration. Instantly Mr.,

Blake’s face shone with pleasure and
his hand went out in hearty greeting.
He walked with the young Canadian,
took him to dinner, got him a seat in
the gallery of Parliament, and treated
him with such consideration and at-
tention as he would have expected
only from a close friend or a member
of his own family. There is a story in
Sir George Ross’s volume of Reminis-
cences which I heard him tell more
often perhaps than he knew. “I sug-
gested to Mr. Blake.” he writes, “that
it might be profitable, from a party
point of view, if we brought before
the House some question of general
public interest to show that we had
some power of initiative as well. After
a review of several suitable topies it
was agreed that I should give notice
to reopen the question of reci rocity
with the United States in the form of
a motion asking for correspondence
between the Governments of Canada
and the United States bearing upon
the subject. As the question was a
comprehensive one and might involve
an expression of the poliey of the Lib-

- eral party, it was agreed that I should

submit” an outline of my speech for
Mr. Blake’s approval, which I did.
In the course of a couple of weeks my
motion was reached, and T rose to de.
liver myself of a speech which I had
carefully prepared and w ich T felt
confident would be a reasonably cre-
ditable presentation of my case. I
spoke for about three-quarters of an
hour, and was listened to with fair
attention by both sides of the House.
The Honourable Mr. White replied
to my arguments, and with one or
two short speeches the debate closed.
Though not particularly impressed
with my effort to instruet the House,
I ventured to say to M. Blake a few
hours afterwards ‘Well, I have done
my best for reciprocity. How did
you like my speech ¢’ ‘My dear boy,’
he said, I did not hear a word of it,
I slept the whole time you were speak-
ing”. Whether to take his repose as
a mark of perfect confidence in

ability to do justice to the subject or
as showing a lack of interest in any-
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thing I might say was my dilemma.
It was, however, the last speech about
which I asked his opinion, either be-
fore or after delivery.” In telling me
this story as illustrating Mr. Blake’s
neglect of his followers, Sir George
Ross added that once as he was leav-
ing the Chamber after a speech by
Mr. MeQuade, of South Vietoria, who
was by no means among the best
speakers of Parliament, he saw Sir
John Maecdonald with his arm about
Mr. McQuade’s shoulders and heard
him whisper, “McQuade, you spoke
like an angel, T am proud of you”. In
his book Sir George adds, “Whether
Sir John felt sincerely proud or not
I do not like to say, but I am sure
MecQuade did.”

I have related these incidents be-
cause they explain a great man and
perhaps illuminate aspects of his
career, I cannot agree that he had
not high qualifications for leadership
or that he was without adequate cour-
age for political conflict. In his na-
ture there was a strain of despond-
ency. He sank easily into gloom and
depression. Responsive to passing im-
pulses, he made decisions inconsistent
with his real character and true am-
bition, surrendering positions which
he could not recover, but which in

honest communion with himself he

knew he should have seized or held.
Still, notwithstanding his moodiness
and remoteness he had the affection
of many of his followers and a loyal
obedience and confidence which was
not affected by successive defeats.
Honourable Alexander Mackenzie re-
signed the office of leader under com-
pulsion ; Mr. Blake imposed his resig-
nation upon a pleading, protesting
and despairing party. There is no
doubt that he was vexed by the de-
sertion of many Parliamentary asso-
ciates upon the motion to condemn
Riel’s execution and was grievously
wounded by the contumacy of Mr.
Mackenzie and Sir Richard Cart-
wright. He was incensed, too, over
utterances by Cartwright in open
conflict with his own attitude towards
the tariff. It is clear that Mr. Blake
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sought to disarm the Protectionists
and persuade the country that there
would be no revolutionary disturb-
ance of the industrial system under a
Liberal Government. In his address
to the electors of West Durham in
1882 he said :

“I have fully recognized the faet
that we are obliged to raise yearly
a great sum, made greater by the
obligations imposed upon us by this
Government, and we must continue
to provide this yearly sum mainly
by import duties, laid to a large ex-
tent on goods similar to those which
can be manufactured here, and it re-
sults as a necessary incident of our
settled fisecal system that there must
be a large and, as I believe in the
view of moderate Protectionists, an
ample advantage to the home manu-
facturer. Our adversaries wish to
present to you an issue as between
the present tariff and absolute free
trade. That is not the true issue.
Free trade is, as I have repeatedly
explained, for us impossible, and the
issue is whether the present tariff is
perfect or defective and unjust.” He
said again at Malvern in 1887: “No
man, I care not how convinced an
advocate of absolute free trade for
Canada he may be, has yet suggested
a practical plan whereby our great
revenue needs can be met otherwise
than by the continued imposition of
very high duties on goods similar to
those we make or can make within our
own bounds or on the raw material.
I invite the most ardent free trader
in public life to present a plausible
solution of this problem, and I con-
tend that he is bound to do so before
he talks of free trade as practicable
in Canada. I have not believed it
soluble in my day, and any chance
of its solubility, if any chance there
were, has been destroyed by the vast
increase of our yearly charge, and by
the other conditions which have been
created. The thing is removed from
the domain of practical polities.”

But, as in 1882, The Globe would

“emphasize the tariff as the chief issue

between the parties, so in 1887 Sir
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Richard Cartwright was taunted into
violent denunciation of the Protec-
tionists, and as prospective Minister
of Finance in a Liberal Administra-
tion he was perhaps naturally treat-
ed by Conservative speakers and writ-
ers and by the industrial interests as
the authoritative interpreter of Lib-
eral fiscal policy. It is understood
that Mr. Blake’s statement at Mal-
vern had been submitted to a Liberal
conference and approved even by
Cartwright, and undoubtedly there
was feeling that Cartwright had not
observed the compact. But Sir Rich-
ard’s tongue was an unruly member.
Abuse of manufacturers with him was
an instinet, a duty, a recreation, and
a profession. It is suspected that he
was deliberately incited to provide
the campaign literature which Con-
servatives required to offset Mr.

o

Blake’s attempt at Malvern to remove
the tariff from “the domain of prac-
tical politics”. The course of 7The
Globe in 1882 was among the reasons
for the removal of Mr. J. Gordon
Brown from the editorship. The
course of Sir Richard Cartwright in
1887 aggravated an incompatibility
between Mr. Blake and Sir Richard
into an enduring estrangement and
perhaps explains incidents and events
in the later history of the Liberal
party as yet uninterpreted and mis-
understood. When Mr. Blake resign-
ed the leadership of the party did he
not entertain a vagrant notion that
he would be recalled and restored to
the dignity and authority in the coun-
cils of the country which his ambi-
tion coveted despite fitful impulses

of revolt and wayward denial of his
dominant attributes?

‘‘ When Laurier became Leader’’ is the subject of Sir John Willison

for November.

's Reminiscences

THE PATH OF GOLD

ulT is ordained that we shall not reach the blessed
era of peace save along a path of gold cemented

with human blood.” ¢

—Lloyd George.



THE SPIRIT OF THE ARMY

BY THEODORE GOODRIDGE ROBERTS

OMMAND ER S-IN-
w‘ CHIEF and Special
Correspondents write
y daily dispatches, and
military experts and
o expert commentators
hash and rehash, digest, expand and
belabour these dispatches daily—all
that the homefolk may believe that
they, having read their newspapers at
breakfast, possess as up-to-date and
intimate a knowledge of the war as
the gentleman who spent the night
and morning of the day before in
deadly conflict with the Boche.

Adjutants, staff-captains and gen-
eral staff-officers, grades two and
three, write war diaries for posterity.

Operation orders and reports, sum-
maries of intelligence and operations,
and innumerable other varieties of
orders and reports are written for
action and information.

It seems to me that everyone at
home who can buy a newspaper and
read it must be conversant with the
most recent activities of our troops
and that every officer who has access
to the daily outpourings of orders,
summaries and reports at the Front
must possess a grasp of the military
situation extending into next week.

All this being so (and for other
reasons as well), I make no attempt
to translate any military situation.
I make no attempt at timeliness.
Timeliness is already well served,
both at home and in the field, and _the
armchair tacticians and strategists
are supplied with sufficient informa-
tion from which to evolve their own
dispositions of all armies and decide
the fates of nations.
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As to me, I write of three weeks
ago, or three years ago, or even longer
ago. I write from a knowledge that
is of the heart rather than of the
head.

The unit of the army with which I
am most familiar is the Canadian
Corps. The Canadians have grown in
battle from one to four divisions. In
these divisions I have seen and
known all the great qualities of sac-
rifice and courage and loyalty which
are common to all men of British
blood who fight or have fought in our
expeditionary forces. I do not at-
tempt to write history; but I confess
to a hope that I may help a few of
my readers to realize the history that
others are making. It would be a
great thing to flash one true picture
into the eyes of those who, viewing
London daily, and daily concerned
with the difficulties of obtaining more
food and drink than they require,
have become blind to the significance
of soldiers in light blue hospital suits
and young officers on crutches.

The uniform and its traditions, the
equipment and its evident purposes,
fellowship, and all disciplinary meas-
ures and restrictions—the whole mar-
tial machinery by which men are mus-
tered and officered, fed and led—
serve to encourage and inspire the
soldierly qualities of the individual.

The chances are that the average
civilian of two or three years ago
was a brave man ; but also the chances
are that in those days, as a member
of a firm and peaceful householder,
he would walk a long way to avoid
physical conflict with a brawler or a
burglar. And what of him now, no
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longer an average civilian but an
average British soldier, no longer dull
by the usages of a firm but inspired
by the traditions of a regiment? He
faces death greatly as our soldiers
have always done—as if he had been
born and bred to the harsh and glori-
ous profession of arms. ;

Few men are devoid of physical
courage; but in times of peace few
are called upon to show their fighting
metal. A prize-fichter may make a
good soldier, but the mild young man
in the corner book-shop may make a
better. Great things and right'condi-
tions are required to call martial -
pulse from the depths of the quiet
heart. These great things have been
with us now for more than three
years. The junior clerk wl_m yester-
day trembled before the dlspleasqre
of his paunchy employer to-day dies
gloriously for England on the field
of battle. The youth who passed neck-
ties and other articles of “gent’s hab-
erdashery” across the counter of a
Toronto “store” three years ago has
long since become a master in _the
seience of passing hand-grenades into
the midst of CGerman patrols and
wiring parties. The speculator in
British . Columbia lands who once
trembled for the fate of his specula-
tions now, without a tremor, specu-
lates on the day’s chances between life
and death. The one-time lumberman
of Ontario, New Brunswick and Nova
Secotia, who of old allowed anxiety
for their “cuts” and “drives” to haunt
their greedy days and nights, now
contemplate to-morrow’s raid into
the Boche trenches without anxiety.

The heart of man is a thing to won-
der at and applaud. Heated in the
right fire it-will pump courage as long
as it will pump blood. The right
fire was kindled for us more than
three years ago. It burns on every
front of battle where the soldiers of
civilization stand against the mad dis-
ciples of frightfulness. It holds the
hearts of men to the steady glow of
sacrifice and fortitude and lifts them,
again and again, to the white heat of
valour.
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In the old days England had
knights and men-at-arms, howmen
and pikemen, to fight her battles and
their own. Those were men who lived
a rough-and-ready life even in times
of peace. They were professional fight-
ers even when not professional sol-
diers. As soldiers, they were as in-
ferior to the British soldiers of to-day
as their weapons were inferior to ours,
The foundation of such discipline as
they possessed was builded largely of
fear and a little of personal loyalty
to some captain, or knight, or lord.
But even so, they could fight and win
battles. 'When they campaigned
abroad, they counld fight vietoriously
against reasonable odds, and to a
costly and heroie finish against over-
whelming odds. They were our an-
cestors. They were the rough and
tough beginnings of our army of to-
day.

Later came musketeers and fusil-
iers and carbineers, and history only
knows what other romantically-nam-
ed, hard-swearing, ill-found and cum-
brously-armed units to keep England
safe and win her glory and dominion.
These, like the knights and bowmen,
were soldiers by their own choice or
by the pressure of personal cireum.
stances. 1 take it that very few of
the “other ranks” of those days, and
not many of the junior officers, were
inspired to the risk of life and limb
by any dream of empire. They were
romantie, or desperate, adventurers
to a man. With the exceptions of a
few noblemen and gentlemen who sol-
diered frem obligation to martial
family traditions, they were persons
who could not claim or see any pros-
pects of success in more lucrative or
comfortable walks of life. But they
knew something more of discipline and
something more of the science of war-
fare, than the knights and bowmen
and men-at-arms. They were the
great-great-grandfathers of our army
of to-day.

Later came the army—our Army—
as we knew it and continue to know it
in this war—the “Old” Army-——the
“Contemptibles” — the Invineibles,
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We, in our millions, are of it. In our
thousands and tens of thousands we
joined it, in our millions we absorbed
it—and in the absorption it possessed
us, so that in the rush of new bat-
talions and new divisions the army
was not lost, but was multiplied an
hundred times.

In the field, the Army of to-day is
the Army that fought under Wolfe
at Quebee; Wellington and Moore led
us: Murdered by politicians and pro-
fiteers and bungled by our generals,
yet we astonished the world with our
feats of arms in the Crimea; Roberts
led us in India and South Africa. We
fought at Ypres in 1914—and we are
fighting still. So it is with us in the
field, face to face with the enemy,
where we are neither old nor new.
There the newest battalion is as old
as the fighting traditions of its parent
regiment. We are of the British
Army, whether we come from Som-
erset or Ontario. By blood, by loyal-
ty, by the skill of our hands and the
pride of our hearts, we are as old as
the fighting traditions of our race.
Thus it is with us in the field and
everywhere in the Army itself. Old
and New and Home and Overseas, we
are the British Army, but the out-
sider does not know. He may see in
the heroes of the first Battle of Ypres
the same stuff as the ' heroes who
fought for England under Welling-
ton, but in the men from Canada who
barred the road to Calais at the sec-
ond Battle of Ypres in the spring of
1915, fighting for England and our
Empire, for Right and Civilization,
he sees something new and strange.
It is his idea that the whole Army—
Wellington’s men and French’s men

—were born to military death and
glory. He forgets that even Wel-
lington was a schoolboy before he
was a lieutenant ; that the men of the
old fighting machine volunteered, of
their own free will, to bear arms, and
that the majority of them were full-
grown civilians before they took to
soldiering; and that the crash and
anguish and weary toil of battle were
as new things to our men of the
Guards and the old line regiments
who confronted the Germans in 1914
as they were to our men of the 1st
Canadian Division who first with-
stood the enemy and held their
ground against the first gas attack in
the early months of the next year.

The theory of tacties and of bayo-
net-fighting, and skill in marksman-
ship, may be acquired in days of
peace; but though one has worn the
King’s uniform for twenty years and
never missed a parade, his first ini-
tiation to the life of a soldier, as we
know it now, is when he first faces
death or injury at the hands of the
enemy.

Of late’ (I speak only of the days
before conscription, though I hope
that even conscripted men may feel
the uplift of the old and new tradi-
tions), the British Army has made
soldiers of civilians more swiftly and
in greater quantities than ever be.
fore. But it is the same great mate-
rial—the average Briton; and the re-
sult is as it has ever been—the British
soldier. The breed is right. It is the
same right breed now, in Haig’s day,
as it was in Wellington’s day. Gen-
erations in far outposts of the Empire
have not quenched, or even dimmed,
the fire of the blood of that breed.

In the November number there will be a stirring article by Captain Roberts, en-

titled ‘‘Battles Against Odds’’.




IS CANADA REALLY AT WAR?

BY M. 0. HAMMOND

HE query which heads
this article may seem
an impertinence to the
thousands of good eciti-
zens who have lost hus-
band or son in the

KCOAWSCON I )00

oo 10058
'f{.‘!'lf}; ug
world conflagration now raging. To
them it need not be addressed. In a
personal sense the war has come all
too close to great numbers of sorrow-

ing relatives. They know its pangs,
they bear their burdens quietly and
without complaint. They only hope
for the day when the struggle will
end with victory. ;

In another sense it may well be
debated if Canada is at war in the
fullest meaning of the term. That is
the economic aspect. As everyone
remembers, when the war began Can-
ada was seized by panic. Business
fell off, confidence waned, and tl{e
outlook was exceedingly dark. This
seare was short-lived and was followegi
by a general urge to conduct “Busi-
ness as usual”. There was a psycholo-
gical feature of this which brought
confidence quickly, and ‘the slogan
became an article of national faith.
People who laid away thel_r motor
cars brought them out again. The
war was not yet going well, in any
continuous way, but everyone real-
ized there must be good backing at
home or it would be _still worse. So
the doctrine of “carrying on” at ho.me
became a religion as vital to Canadian
life as sending reinforeements abrogd.

It was not long before production
and business took on undreamed pro-
portions. Millions of men in other
countries were called from the field
and factory to the trenches. The
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home folk were unable to provide all
that was needed for war, and Can-
ada’s broad acres heard the eall for
food, her factories were summoned to
supply the shells that were to destroy
the enemy’s power. So to the slogan
“Business as usual” was added, “Pro-
duce, produce, produce.” It did not
require a very wise nor even a very
patriotic man to see the importance
of the call. The food was needed in
overwhelming quantities, the muni-
tions were required mountains high.
Early battles were lost by the Allies
from lack of shells, the new order was
to make that forever impossible while
the war lasted. Farmers were asked
to cultivate every available square feot
of soil, that the brave holders of the
first line of defence might have our
very best and never be hungry. Man-
ufacturers and farmers alike convert-
ed their plants to war uses, and the
call was met. Manufacturers reaped
large prices and munitions makers
high wages; farmers produced un-
heard of quantities which were sold
at almost fabulous prices.

Thus we have a sct of conditions
that are so unusual and so misunder-
stood that the country might well
pause and look about. Prosperity
following panie has drugged the peo-
ple into a false sense of security. It
seems as if we would sail forever on
afternoon seas with a favouring
breeze. Early panie has gone and
early pinching is less a necessity,
Wages have been sealed up gener-
ously for most workers, and tens of
thousands cf men and women have
received pay envelopes for the first
time. In munitions alone, it is esti-
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mated, there are 250,000 highly-paid
workers in Canada. Farmers’ in-
comes are so large that the golden
age of the Russian War, with its
three-dollar wheat, fades away in
comparison.

Under the stimulus of war indus-
try life goes on with an unseemly joy
and abandon. True, there are sor-
rowing homes, and there are hearths
where salaried men fail to meet the
demands that are inevitable. To the
motto, “Business as usual” is added
in effect, “Pleasure as usual”. Mer-
chants thrive, railway trains are
crowded, theatres draw full houses
and exploit costly attractions, motor
cars dash on all sides in journeys of
joy-seeking, luxurious clothing and
furnishings are bought by people
perhaps now first able to possess
them.

Always, of course, making allow-
ance for the minority already econ-
omical and cautious, the appeal must
be made to Canadians to save for the
day of uneertainty ahead. The war
prosperity is unstable and elusive.
The moment peace comes there is
bound to come months of peril and
insecurity. The army of munitions
workers will lose their oceupation,

though many will require and seek

other employment. The Canadian
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army will lay aside the sword for civil
occupations. The market for farm
produce will get a shock and a re-
striction, and prices may fall ma-
terially. Business, despite its intelli-
gent preparation, may undergo a
short period of panic, and there will
be unemployment.

All this suggests a condition which
calls for one undoubted precaution.
There is a responsibility on each eiti-
zen to prepare for the day of trial.
The pleasure-seekers, the luxury-
lovers of to-day should remember
their own duty. Many are spending
all they earn despite their high wages
and former penury. They are not
prepared for the ‘“rainy day” and
their own neglect imperils the whole
country. Canada can be no richer
than the ¢ollective wealth of her eciti-
zens. The citizen without resources
will be a miserable person on his own
account. The very approach of a
vietorious end to the war should bring
its own accusation. Canada is about
the last of the warring nations to cur-
tail her pleasures. It is not yet too

late, and an earnest practice of per-
sonal thrift from now on will better
prepare the country for its burdens
and will enable each citizen to face
the future with assurance and with-
out fear of financial ruin.
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THE SPIRITUAL BOND

BY MARTHA BENSLEY BRUERE

I went out to Torexo
Park. Henry hadn’t
kept me posted on the
| gossip of the place, but

at the very first dinner
we gave I began to discover for my-
self how things were.

I had asked Janet Aldine and her
husband and her violin, because al-
though she adores Forrest in a slavish,
Oriental fashion, she is master of the
instrument. The two Townsend boys
I invited to amuse Minnie Martin,
who had come with me from New
York; and as a matter of duty, Mr.
and Mrs. Albert Brittan, new people
who had only been at the Park that
summer.

This was the first time the Brittans
had been our guests, and I was a little
startled when Henry offered Mrs.
Brittan his arm before dinner, to see
her surge up at him with the ques-
tion :

“Do you deep-breathe ?”

Something vague and misty seemed
to get into the atmosphere, and Henry
looked as though he didn’t know
what to answer although he is secretly
proud that his chest expansion is six
and a half inches.

Mrs. Brittan was altogether a grati-
fying object to a hostess’s eye. She
wore one of those. picture gowns
which get along without fitting and
have a tendency to slide off at the
shoulders. Tt was a mass of orange
and gold, and her bronze hair was
twisted fillet-wise about her head,
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T was midsummer before with a daffodil-——Heaven knows where

she got it at that time of year! -
above one ear. 1I'd been told that she
designed her own clothes, that they
had a sort of spiritual significance
and spoke the language of eolour.

I could see that Henry appreciated
her—it’s a great asset for a hostess
to be possessed of a husband who can
pay an acceptable compliment—but
his efforts didn’t seem to reap their
usual reward; for as the dinner went
on, Mrs. Brittan devoted herself more
and more to Forrest Aldine, who
sat on the other side of her. Henry
bore it well, and busied himself res-
cuing Janet from the youngest
Townsend, an earnest, God-fearing
soul, too mueh interested in ethical
education. It was only when we
were about to leave the table that his
secret irritation found vent. During
the momentary pause before we
pushed back our chairs, he said:

“Do  you believe in intensive
farming 9

This out of a elear sky to a woman
who had been saying how she longed
for the refining uplift of suffering!
She turned to Henry, looking as
though she didn’t know farming from
a canal on Mars,

“ Y'es '”

Mr. Brittan broke in from the other
end of the table:

“Oh, my wife believes in every-
thing.”

And she gave him a gratified smile
as in return for a compliment.

As we all rose I noticed that Mrs.
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Brittan’s hand rested on the chair
back against Forrest Aldine’s, and
that he threw her gold tissue scarf
over her shoulders as a lover would.
Janet Aldine and Albert Brittan saw
it, too.

‘While we women were drinking our
coffee Mrs. Brittan took the floor. I
had given her the chance by admiring
her gorgeous draperies—a bit more
suitable for the stage, perhaps, than
private life, but none the less lovely
for that, and throwing the rest of us
in our boned and fitted pinks and
blues almost completely into the
shade.

“Every costume does mean some-
thing, isn’t it s0?” she said. “We
carry with us always an aura of light
—a sort of something that reaches
out and out, ever feeling and hunting
for that other aura which, united with
it, makes the whole world brigher and
better. It’s what was meant by let-
ting our light shine. Of course it’s
our duty to find the one who with us
makes the perfeet light!”

There was a silence. None of us
were up on auras, and Mrs. Brittan
went on:

“Now this dress of mine that you
were good enough to like is a symbol,
as you may say. It just breathes
spring, and joy, and sunshine ”—and
she flashed up on her toes like a leap-
ing flame.

“H’m!” said Minnie Martin. In
spite of her eyelashes, Minnie is dan-
gerous. “And what’s the compli-
mentary aura of spring? Autumn ?”’

“ Ah—you’ve seen it!”

“ And together they make 2

“The summer of perfection and
bliss!” sighed Mrs. Brittan, clasping
her hands and swaying a little as the
breeze from the dark window behind
her fluttered her primrose draperies.

“ Seems to me they’d be just as apt

to produce winter and a frost,” said .

Minnie, in a voice as erisp and sharp
at the edges as the tick of a kitchen
clock.

“Ah, no, dear, they couldn’t do
that,” sighed Mrs. Brittan.
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“And can you tell what other
people’s auras are? What’s Mr.
Brittan’s? Is he Autumn?’ asked
the persistent Minnie.

“Ah, no, Albert isn’t Autumn—he
doesn’t know just what he is.”

Minnie looked demure enough, but
she went on:,

“Suppose one hasn’t got a comple-
ment—or can’t find him %”

“Ah, dear, he’s always somewhere,
and it’s for you to search, and search
and never give up till you find him !”’

“Like your Autumn?”’ questioned
Janet Aldine in a voice so smooth as
to be a continuation of the other
woman’s thought; and Mrs. Brittan
sighed out a “yes” as the doors
opened, and Forrest Aldine came in
ahead of the other men to take his
place at her side.

Albert Brittan, who followed with
Henry, broke off his laugh as he saw
Forrest leaning on the arm of his
wife’s chair, and then took it u
again. He was a big, red-headed Celt
with a well-developed, ubiquitous
sense of fun which led him down by-
paths of narrative where he should
not have strayed, a man who counted
on getting out of a tight place by a
compliment or a laugh, who said
more than he felt, and felt more than
he thought, fitting type of Autumn,
the joyous companion of an honr.

Dear Janet pivoted suddenly on
her heel as the men came in. I sup-
pose no woman is ever quite conceited
enough to be perfectly at ease when
she sees her husband in the company
of a handsomer woman; and certainly
Mrs. Brittan was handsomer than
Janet, who had gone off in her looks
like a frost-bitten rose.

T’'ve been a hostess too many years
to allow obvious twos-ing, so I steered
the earnest young Townsend over to
Mrs. Brittan with a firm hand, and
swung Forrest Aldine around to
study my conection of old lace and
Minnie Martin. I judged it wouldn’t
do Minnie any harm to devote a few
of her eyelashes to counteracting the
aura of that spring symphony.
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Phis pleasing development of force
was just arranged when Henry heck-
oned me across to the piano.  Janet
was going to play, and it was a ques-
tion whether the youngest Townsend
or I should accompany her. T sat
quickly down to the piano. Should
I allow any disarrangement of my
chess board?  Should I detach the
youngest Townsend and let loose a
freakish spring upon a defenseless
household ?

Janet was no amateur with her
violin. It had been the center of her
life till she married eight years ago,
and Forrest had seemea to admire the
musician quite as much as he loved
the woman.

I remember the despair of Sassan-
nio, the impresario, when their en-
gagement was announced. * But see,
it is the great musician you were to
be. And now!”

Janet had protested indignantly
that marriage should make no differ-
ence in her musie, but the little
Ttalian had shaken his head.

“But no—I am old—I have seen!
The beauty you may keep, and the
panache, yes—but the musie, it is to
go!”

He used to visit Janet sometimes at
the Park, but I think he never re-

ferred to the lost career when the

coming of the boy and girl and the
exigencies of home-making had sub-
merged the musician, and Janet, with
a woman’s insistence on self-sacrifice,
had forced herself to believe that a
sonata was as naught beside a salad.
In the process she had become vastly
more feminine, and had fed Forrest
on devotion till he had aequired an
abnormal taste for it—a perilous
condition for a man so greedy of ex-
perience that he would tind Ambrosia
cloying and the six days of ereation
monotonous.

To-night, as I wateched Forrest over
‘the top of the piano, I saw that he
wasn’t listening to the music. Though
Janet was playing a lotuslike succes-
sion of nocturnes that sounded the

~way Mrs. Brittan was trying to look,

his eyes travelled away from his wife,
past Minnie Martin, who was posed
like a modest wild rose for the dis-
traction of the eldest Townsend-—not
8o earnest by half as his brother—
and fastened on Mrs. Brittan, who
drooped like a langurous golden glory
against the carved chair back.

The picture of those two distracted
me for the rest of the evening, and
when our guests had gone, and I
went to Minnie’s room to say “ Good
night,” I found her almost too ex-
cited to get the hairpins out of her
hair,

“ Autumn’s been telling me about
it,” she said, as she laid six little
blonde curls over the top of a per-
fume bottle, where they wouldn’t
muss.

[ settled myself against the foot-
board.

It seemed that the affair had heen
going on since spring, and, according
to Forrest Aldine, it had begun with
a mysterions drawing together of
their thoughts, and grown and grown
until their very souls had become one,

“He says it’s purely a spiritual
bond, that there’s nothing earthly in
it, just a great, beautiful inspiration
which has come into their lives,” and
Minnie, being far from inexperienced,
snapped the comb through her hair.

“How about Janet?” I inquired.

“He didn’t say much, but I gath-
ered that he thinks she thinks it's all
right. You see, it’s a purely spiritual
relation,” and Minnie grinned at me
cynically.

When T told Henry about it he was
for dressing again then and there
and going over for a few plain words
with Forrest Aldine, Henry’s idea
being that plain speech is a cure for
all nonsense. It was some time before
I got him calmed into reason, and
then we laid a plan to see that that
soul bond of theirs was kept on the
spiritual plane if it took a gatling
gun

“No scandal in Torexo Park for
mine,” said Henry; “ I’ve put too
much money into the place.”
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As Forrest had talked it over with
Minnie, T didn’t doubt that if T gave
him a chance he would talk it over
with me. And I was right; he
poured out his soul in a rushing tor-
rent of words at the first opportunity.

“Tt’s a beautiful idea—bheautiful
and simple the way you put it—
about the spiritual bond,” T told him,
“and I hope it will be understood by
everybody—I hope so! It’s such a
pity when vulgar people who haven’t
the depth to grasp a high thing like
this get a chance to whet their
tongues. Dear, dear just think how
they talked about the Mallows last
year. This mustn’t slip into a scan-
dal.”

“ A scandal? How could it? Tow
could this soul unity between Hor-
tense and me drop to a physiecal level ?
It simply couldn’t.”

“Of course not, Forrest, of course
not; and we mustn’t let anybody
think that it eould! If we do, all
the good of your example will be lost.
This spiritual bond is too big a thing
to let fail of its high purpose through
any oversight.  And all the little
things that go with ordinary affection
are so unnecessary with you, the
spirit doesn’t need them. The way
I see it, you’re just the same as dis-
embodied souls and all you've got to
do is to prove it.”

Forrest seemed grateful for my un-
derstanding, but appeared not to see
his way, exactly ; so I went on.

“It’s a new gospel youre preach-
ing” (and I never winced as I said
it, though I knew it was as old as the
world, the flesh, and the devil), “ and
vou want to use a language to be un-
derstood by those who need it most—
the evil-minded. You’re apostles of
_a new creed, Forrest, and it’s part of
your office to teach the world.”

He was beginning . to grasp ‘it, I
thought, when Mrs. Brittan turned
into the path where we were walking.
She was all in shades of violet with
a veil floating from her head like a
summer cloud, and she seemed to drift
toward us in the sunilght that struck
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level through the trees. I saw For-
rest gasp at the beauty of her as she
held up her slender hands to him.
That was my chance, and I stepped
in front of him and grasped her
clinging fingers in a good, thorough,
well-developed hand shake.

I stayed with them all that after-
noon—it had to be done; and never
was a more elevated order of conver-
sation than that to which I kept them.
Strating’ from the lady’s mauve gown
I led her deftly on to auras, and
there T saw to it that we stuck—two
hours of auras is about all the aver-
age human can stand! We walked
around through the rhododendrons,
The path is pretty rough, and Mrs.
Brittan swayed up against Forrest
in pretended stumbling fatigue. But
I knew better. She was certainly
forty pounds more sylphlike than T,
and I wasn’t puffing—much. So I
talked emphatically about the spirit-
ual basis of the communion of noble
souls till T saw Forrest’s fingers loosen
from the arm by which he had caught
her. She looked up at him a shade
reproachfully and “ deep-breathed ”;
but he seemed to be studying the
ethical import of the sunset.

Then that purple naiad began to
get back at me.

“ Ah, let us go back by ¢ Over the
Mountain,” ” she said.

Now, that’s the steepest path in
the Park, and ought to be taken at a
slow crawl; but could I draw back,
knowing she had numbered all my
pounds? Up that slippery way we
shot like a rocket—the purple nymph
well in the lead, T second, and For-
rest in the rear, kept there by my
intercepting bulk. When I stopped,
gasping and scarlet, on the other side
of the hill, the mauve aura planted
her javelin with as much dexterity
and precision as if it had been an em-
broidery needle. Drifting up beside
me as I panted against a tree, she
poised herself lightly.

“Ah, I wish you’d let me plan a
gown for you. I could make you
beautiful I
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This to me, conscious of my beaded
brow and stringing hair!

“Ah, Forrest,” she continued,
“just think of her in something the
colour of a Persian lilac—the highest
soul colour—falling from her shoul-
ders in long, straight lines.”

I ecould see that Forrest did think
of it and that it was no pleasing
thought. But I laughed—did the
sylph think me her rival? I must
indeed be keeping things on the
spiritual plane.

Henry worked up an interest in
the spiritual bond as though it were
a new kind of soap and he were its
advertising agent.  Business ability
of a high order he brought to bear on
the situation, and went about telling
everybody how anxious Forrest and
Mrs. Brittan were to explain their
new revelation; how they felt reticent
about obtruding their idea on other
people, but how grateful they were to
all who asked them to expound it.

Whenever Mrs. Brittan and For-
rest were together there was Henry
also, two hundred pounds of stolid
courtesy, eager, to hear about the
spiritual bond. And they had to
talk to him, too, for if they didn’t he
was sure to start a monologue on in-
tensive farming—a thing abhorrent
to their instincts as being distinetly
of the earth.

Minnie Martin helped a good deal
by perpetually convoying parties up
to those two—how she kept track of
them without a secout system I don’t
know—when they were busy develop-
ing that spiritual bond in the seclu-
sion it seemed to require, and intro-
ducing them in her pretty way.

“I’ve been telling Mrs. Ellis and
her sister about this wonderful idea of
yours, and they’re so anxious to hear,
They were afraid of intruding, but
I told them how your very greatest
joy was in bringing others into your
thought.” And then Minnie would
make play with her eyelashes and
fade away into the rhododendron
path, where the eldest Townsend was
waiting for her.

Once Henry and I came upon the
twin auras suddenly in -the dusk,
where the soft grass had muffled our
footsteps. Forrest had dropped his
head upon Mrs. Brittan’s knee, and
they certainly were a lovely vision
from Arcadia. We backed carefully
into the bushes and then came on
again. :

“Yes,” said Henry in a loud voice
full of cheerful convietion, “it’s won-
derful how much Forrest Aldine and
Mrs. Brittan have done for us all!
Teachers, that’s what they are—
spiritual teachers—never letting their
affection slip down to the merely hu-
man level. They’ve done more——"

And we emerged from behind the
bushes to see Forrest standing stifily
some six feet away from Mrs. Brittan,
who was erimping the edge of her
chiffon searf with destructive fingers,
I couldn’t help being a bit sorry for
them and feeling like a spy.

But then I remembered Janet. She
was thin as a rail, and with a colour
born of nothing nearer nature than
the cochineal bug. She sent dress-
makers orders to town in what looked
like an effort to rival the aura’s phy-
sical perfections.  She kept house
with the fierce energy of religious
conviction and got to emphasizing the
duties of a wife and mother, as being
of a realm which Mrs. Brittan conld
not usurp.

Never had the Aldine children
spent so arduous a summer, Janet
rode and swam and played tennis
with them till they were as hard and
brown as nuts. More and more worn
and thin she grew, though tanned
enough, for the sun is no respecter of
heartbreak.

Forrest told me that he had talked
to his wife of his feeling for Mrs,
Brittan, and he secemed to support
himself—so far as he needed support
—with his belief in her acquiescence.
It seemed part of the message of
those two that their soul tie needn’t
interfere with the ordinary matri-
monial relations,

Outwardly, Albert Brittan was
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more calm than Janet. One might
have expected him to take to drink,
or another woman, or to shoot For-
rest—never quietly to agree. But
so far as I could see there was only
an extra pointing of his wit. Not a
party was given in Torexo Park that
summer but that he was the life of it.
Only, I came upon him once lying on
his face in the fern up by “ Over the
Mountain,” and another time Henry
saw him tearing away from the rhodo-
dendron path after Forrest and the
aura had passed that way. His com-
pliments were rather more extrava-
gant, his songs more sentimental than
ever, and his gaiety disarmed ques-
tion. From neither of the “ aggrieved
parties” would it ever have been
known that anything was amiss. Only
Henry and I were driven on by the
coming forth of Janet’s bones and
the dread of scandal.

Everybody probably thinks we’re
a set of cranks with this °spiritual
bond’ fad, but anyway, the news-
papers haven’t got hold of it, and as
long as we’ve the best polo team on
the Atlanic coast they won’t think us
crazy enough to make property depre-
ciate,” said Henry. :

By August Janet seemed a little
less feverish. The boy and girl
romped more with the other children
and less with her, and she developed
the nap habit. Above all, she began
to practice again and the little music
room which Forrest had planned for
her was filled with the sound of her
violin. From morning till far into
the night she played, and it seemed to
.me that the very instrument must
ache with fatigue. It wasn’t just
music used as anodyne for a hurt
heart, but musie from the standard of
professional technique-—a hopeful
sign, which ought to have meant that
the spiritual bond between Forrest
and Mrs. Brittan was loosening. But
careful observations couldn’t show
any symptoms of that.

By the time she played for us at the
Townsends’ in September, Janet had
put on flesh and left off rouge, and
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she seemed to be recovering her
beauty. How she played! Sassannio,
who was down over Sunday, watched
her intently from under his tossed
white hair. ‘

“So!” he said.
sician come back.”

But Janet herself was not conscious
of him, nor of us, nor of the fact that
her husband and Mrs. Brittan were
spending the evening on the verandah
cultivating that spiritual affection
which, like other spiritual manifesta-
tions, seemed most convincing in the
dark. She was rushing down the last
stretch to her finale, and the earnest
young Townsend, who played her ac-
compliment, was labouring hard to
keep up, when the two auras ap-
peared at the door.

Forrest was brought up rather
short by the impact of the hurrying
music. He stopped and straightened
as though it were a blast of cold air,
and I saw him look at Janet as she
lifted her bow from the strings as
though he had not seen her for a long
time. Beside him Mrs. Brittan was
dipping and undulating like a sea-
green mermaid, but Janet never no-
ticed.

“ I’ve played on this G string until
there isn’t any feeling left in it,” she
was telling us. “Strange, isn’t it,
that after you’ve put a certain strain
on a string it won’t respond any
more? Sometimes I’ve a fellow-
feeling for them. T’ll have to put in
another before I play again.”

Sassannio came across to us while
she was talking.

“ @ood,” he said, taking her hand.
“You shall play at the first concert.
So #”

“T thought I’d put it on the pro-
gramme all through my tour,” an.
swered Janet.

Henry and I made such an obvious
effort not to look at each other that
we might as well have had the com-
fort of doing it openly. Janet had
put in a new G string and was try-
ing to get in tune.

“ There, now it’s right,” she said,

“It is the mu-
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‘When the old relation between the
strings is lost and you have to start
out on a new basis, it’s hard, at first,
to get any music.”

Henry couldn’t speak, but he pat-
ted Janet’s hand in a pleasant, if tact-
less, fashion and went away cough-
ing. And just across the room that
naiad continued to deep-breathe and
dip, and Forrest Aldine to prate
about his soul!

The Park had been filled full of
this aura talk, it had grown tired of
pale-pink love affairs, and had begun
to run over in scandal. I’d done all
that the wife of the richest man in
the place could to stem it; but still
the tongues were sharpening them-
selves, and it was with unmixed
thanksgiving that I received Albert
Brittan’s announcement that he must
get back to Philadelphia next week.
Then I grew cold with fear. Would
the bond keep Mrs. Brittan in Torexo
Park, or take Forrest Aldine away?
It is our pleasant custom to see each
other off, and everyone was at the
little railroad station to say Good-
by ” to the Brittans, but the train
had sounded in the distance before
they came hurrying around the curve.
Forrest Aldine was with them, his
fingers picking absently at his mouth,
and Albert Brittan’s full red lips were
set in a thin line.

Mrs. Brittan dropped her head as
she came up till the gray veil she
wore hid all but her mouth. Round
and soft and limp it looked, cut off
from the support of her other fea-
tures. It quivered and seemed to try
hard to set itself, but couldn’t. She
stood snapping the catch of her glove
—her husband on one side of her and
Forrest Aldine on the other, the rest
of us a silent audience—as the train
roared in.

As T saw the three standing to-
gether, it seemed to me that Forrest
and Mrs. Brittan had blinded them-
selves with auras and symbols until
now, when there was sudden need to
outline and define their bond. The
dissolution of two households could

hardly be put on the spiritual basis;
would the bond hold or break? The
choice was forced on Mrs. Brittan
with indecent publicity under the
eyes of the people of the Park. They
were not the unjudging eyes they had
seemed all summer, and Mrs. Brit-
tan’s soft lower lip quivered again,
while Forrest continued to pick at
his mouth with uncertain fingers.

“Come, Hortense,” he called from
the car step, and though his voice was
matter-of-fact, his tace was white.
But still' he represented respectabil-
ity and the established—all the pow-
erful undertow of public opinion to-
ward the conventions—and what was
the spiritual bond that it should hold
against it?

“Come, Hortense,” he called again.
Without a word she turned and let
him help her up the steps, and nei-
ther of them looked back as the train
moved on.

When the erowd had drifted away
I put my hand on Forrest’s arm. He
didn’t seem despairing or erushed, but
just dazed, as one who had counted
the hosts of Philistia upon the hills.

“She’s gone,” he told me.

I led him across the platform.

“She went on the train,” he in-
sisted.

I started him up the road, for I
could hear Janet’s violin playing some
swirling, rapturous, gypsy thing.

The Aldine house was in all the
throes of packing, the rugs in rolls,
and the servants busy with the cur-
tains. I followed Forrest on to the
musie-room, where Janet was just lay-
ing down her violin. In his trouble
he reached out both hands to his wife,
to the feminine ereature who had fed
him with slavish devotion for eight
years. But it was the hand of the
musician that opened to receive his
in an unnoticing, matter-of-fact way
as if his fingers had been a china
doorknob. Tt was not the perfect
housekeeper, the subservient wife,
who stood there, but the brilliant, glit-
tering, golden thing that Forrest had
grasped at and that had turned to
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useful metal in his hands. Now again
she was remote, undomestic, the wo-
man Forrest had first loved. Her
hands slid limply away from his, and
she danced over to me through the
carpenters’ litter. She didn’t see that
there were mountains of excelsior
against the windows, that empty bar-
rels were rolling about like billiard-
balls, and that chairs were taking on
crusts of burlap.

“My first engagement’s next week,”
she cried with shining eyes.

“Janet, you won’t go!” gasped For-
rest, like a shipwrecked man taking

.refuge on a sinking island.

“Where shall T pack the brasses,
ma’am ?” said a maid at the door.

“Oh, I’Il have to go and see about
them! What did you say, Forrest?
I'll be back when I’ve told Nellie,”
and she hurried out.

It must have been a long time since
he had called to his wife like that, for
she had forgotten the language;
months since he had struck the string
of her love, for it did not respond.

“Forrest Aldine,” 1 broke out, “you
have been an unspeakable fool-—you
have lost the wonderful woman you
had won !”

He looked at me blankly.

“Janet’s my wife,” he said.

“She was once, but is she now?” 1
asked. “Haven’t you put someone else
in her place?”

“Why, no—that was a purely
spiritual bond!”

“Was it? Then what sort of a bond
is it holds Janet to you? 1 tell you,
Forrest Aldine, if there’s anything
unspiritual about marriage, about
having children and a home, the soon-
er we go back to savagery the better!”

Tt was my chance to paint the pic-
ture, and T did.

“Wasn’t it the immaterial beauties
of music that first brought you and
Janet together? Seems to me I re-
member a Forrest Aldine very much
coarser, less fine, less spiritual, than
the one Janet made you. That won-
derful musician was great enough to
give up fame and name and every-

thing for you. And you! You’ve
made her so miserable that you’ve
driven her back to music—the only
refuge you’ve left her is a profes-
sional eareer. And as for calling this
fancy-dress ball you’ve been attend-
ing all summer a spiritual funetion—
why, there’s not a person in the Park
except yourself who hasn’t seen that
yvou were losing a great woman for a
chance to play with a bundle of float-
ing draperies, soft eyes, and clinging
hands, and that you’ve swallowed that
spiritual poppycock chicken-food till
vou've got ethical indigestion! It
exactly what you deserve, to lose them
both! One wasn’t worth having any-
way, but the other—well, we all of
us gain the great musictan when you
lose your wife!” ;

The geyser of indignation which 1
had suppressed all simmer burst out
careless of whether it hurt the man
or not. I was quite consciously roll-
ing away those mist clouds of auras
and sylphs and naiads and mock gol-
den glories, and leaving the experi-
ence of the summer picked bare. Only
when I saw him give back as before
a rising horror did the rush of my
excitement subside. Then I realized
that the bitterness was not past for
Janet either, the use and name and
fame could not be an enduring opiate
when the taste of home happiness was
still on her lips, and T looked for some
comfort for them both.

“Forrest,” I said, “do you think you
can tie the spirit to anything but the
highest you know? 'Was that sha-
dowy, unrestrained sentimentalist as
great as the woman who could econ-
quer herself? Can’t you see mnow
which was the spiritual bond ?”

He couldn’t speak, but he nodded.

Then T stopped talking in the past
tense and tried to make Janet a goal
instead of a memory. 1 didn’t dare
paint her as a certainty, and I would
not have revived his effortless secur-
ity if T eould, but I put my hand on
his arm and said:

“You won her onece—perhaps yvou
can do it again.”

—
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A DEPARTMENT OF PEOPLE AND AFFAIRS

DR. J. D. LOGAN

OR many years readers
of this magazine have
been informed and en-
tertained by J. D. Lo-
gan, Ph.D., a writer and
educationist who now
wears blue stripes on his sleeve as an
indication of his services at the Front.
Two years after the war began, Dr.
Logan had just finished a series of
lectures at Acadia University on the
literary history of Canada, and, be-
ing in his native Province of Nova
Scotia, he responded to the call, and
although he was beyond the age for
active military work he enlisted as a
private in the 85th Battalion, Nova
Scotia Highlanders. While in train-
ing for the Front, he was appointed
brigade historian and keeper of re-
cords and seals, and he also edited
The Nova Scotia Highlander, one of
the largest soldiers’ weeklies in the
world. After going overseas in 1916,
he saw active service at the Front—
from Vimy to Paschendaele. In April,
1918, he was invalided home with a
broken knee, caused by beng precipi-
tated into a shell-hole. For this rea-
son and also because of being over
age, he was at length discharged from
the army, and is now engaged in ac-
tive daily journalism in Halifax.
magazine writing and lecturing on
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phases of the war. His “From Vimy
to Paschendaele” has been appearing
serially in The Halifaxr Herald,
John Daniel Logan has had a varied
and interesting career, Being a true
Celt, it has been impossible for him
ever to submit to anything humdrum.
And being a true scholar, he was not
satisfied with the education to be ob
tained in his native parish of Anti.
gonish, Nova Scotia, where he was
born in 1869. As a boy he attended
Pictou Academy, and from there went
to Dalhousie University, where he
took the degree of Bachelor of Arts,
with highest honours in philosophy,
and later the degree of Master of
Arts. He won a number of scholar.
ships, and received the degree of Doc-
tor of Philosophy from Harvard Uni.
versity in 1896. He was at one time
an assistant editor of The Ph losoph-
wcal Review and acting Professor of
Philosophy and Psychology at Ursinus
College, Pennsylvania. His pedagogic
record includes also the assistant pro-
fessorship of philosophy, Harvard
University, 1897 ; the principalship of
Hampton Academy, New Hampshire,
1898, and the professorship of Eng-
lish and philosophy, State University
of South Dakota, 1898-1902. From
this work he engaged in journalism,
and has been connected editorially
and as a eritiec with The Toronto
World and” The Toronto News, and
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Dr. J. D. Logan,
Author, Critic and Educationist

has been a constant contributor to
various publications. He has an envi-
able reputation as a critic of litera-
ture, especially the literature of Can-
ada, and of music and the drama.
Essays in any of these branches of
art he considers with admirable
catholicity, supported by scholarly
appreciation, with the result that his
observations are keen, reflective, ana-
Iytical and illuminating. He eschews
malice, condones many a fault and
searches for the good. He is a char-
ter member of the Western Philoso-
phical Association, a life member of
the South Dakota Historical Society,
and has been vice-president of the To-
ronto branch of the Gaelic League.
He has published numerous books and
pamphlets of verse, literary essays
and criticism, among them “The
Struetural Principles of Style”, “Pre-
ludes, Sonnets, and Other Verses”,
“The Religious Function of Comedy”,
“Quantitative Punctuation”, “Democ-
racy, Education and the New Dispen-
sation”, “The Making of the New Ire-
land”, “Songs of the Makers of Can-
ada and Other Homeland Lyries”,
“Insulters of Death”, an unusually
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strong poem of the war, and he is en-
gaged on a volume of war verse to be
entitled “The New Apocalypse, and
the Other Poems of Days and Deeds
in France”, and a volume of war
essays to be entitled “Paradoxes of
the Great War”. Besides all this, Dr,
Logan has published many important
articles an literature, eesthetics, cos-
mology, sociology, psychology, physi-
ology and metaphysies.

A BOOKISH PERSON

“T HE election of Miss Mary J. L.
Black to the presidency of the
Ontario Library Association was re-
ceived enthusiastically by the repre-
sentatives of the libraries of the
province. It is the first time in the
seventeen years of the association’s
existence that a woman has been elect-
ed president, and no more popular
selection has ever been made. There
were several reasons for selecting Miss
Black, the chief one being that of
merit. She is in the front rank of
Canadian librarians and has rendered
valuable service in the advancement
of the library movement in Ontario.”
This extract, clipped from The
Ontario Library Review, was sent to
me a year ago, and it has taken me
just twelve months to decide that I
cannot improve upon the tribute paid
Miss Black by her own inspector.
Throughout quite a lengthy, albeit a
most interesting, article from his
pen, there shines high praise and mer-
ited appreciation for the girl who
has developed the Fort William Pub-
lic Library in less than ten years until
it stands as a model of service and
furnishes an example well worth imi-
tating. Let me tell you what she did,
and then I will try to tell you how
she did it.

The conditions under which the
Fort William Library was established
were distinetly unfavourable, The
residents evidently thought a library
superfluous and the city itself must
have regarded it as something like a
crime, for the accommodation provid-
ed in the beginning was in the base-
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ment of the City Hall, across the cor-
ridor from the lock-up—one inside
cell being ventilated from the corri-
dor. The inference, I take it, was that
any old atmosphere would do for
books and the people who read them.
Another drawback to the location was
that this cell was used only when all
other police repositories were crowd-
ed, and it usually befell that the libra-
rian’s hours were enlivened by song.

Bue she happened to have an ear
for music, and an eye with splendid
vision: Besides, she had a bump of
humour as large as her body, and she
refused to be discouraged. She work-
ed, and studied her ecity’s needs,
meeting them wherever possible, and
after three years her efforts were re-
warded and the present library was
built. A fine structure, well equip-
ped, boasting of an excellent book col-
lection, yet it could have failed as a
successful library without a certain
forceful personality to drive it for-
ward. To Miss Black is due much
more credit for providing this driving
quality than will appear in this short
sketch. She specialized in extending
the service of the library and among
other measures introduced by her
should be mentioned a telephone ref-
erence service, a boon to many busy
people who would not use the library
in any other way. She has given spe-
cial attention to night schools. She
has thought out the needs of foreign-
ers, always with a view toward the
making of a more virile citizenship.
In a word, she has given the public
what it did not know it wanted. as
is proved by the fact that “although

the population of Fort William has.

increased, during the last few years,
owing to our extraordinary condi-
tions, the patronage of the library
has increased to an amazing degree;
90,000 books were borrowed during
the year ending 1917, which shows a
circulation of nearly five books per
capita—a splendid record, particu-
larly when the quality of the books
and other library service is consider-
ed.” Wasn’t it worth while to sit in
the basement of the City Hall and

Miss Mary J. L. Black,
the first Woman President of the
Ontario Library Association

listen to such classics as “We won't
go Home till Morning” when" such
a dream has come true?

I asked her once:

“What do you think most essential
to insure success to a woman who
undertakes what is called ‘man’s
work’?” and this is what she said:

“She must have strength and wil-
lingness to work twice as hard as any
man would be asked, and in econ-
Junction with this ability to work,
she must also know how to play
how to relax as a man relaxes. Very
few of us women know how to throw
care and worry aside, and until we do
learn, our business or professional
life will be neither remarkably sue-
cessful nor lengthy.”

She thinks that a woman must pos
sess sincerity and belief in her work
and must view it as a calling demand-
ing her best efforts, not that it is
necessary for a business woman to
take the vows of celibacy along with
her office chair, but that she cannot
obtain success unless she is prepared
to ignore the possibility that her
present work is not a permanent life
work! So many women accept posi-
tions merely as a stop-gap between
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somewhat dull girlhood and a hoped-
for brilliant marriage.

“A woman must be willing to win
her success as an efficient woman and
not as a poor imitation of a man,”
she remarked once in speaking of the
best way toward success. And, fur-
ther, “she should have confidence in
those gifts which are the exclusive
possession of her sex—of course, 1
don’t mean for one instant her ‘sex
attraction’, but rather her quick in-
tuition, versatility and honesty—yes,
I said honesty, for in spite of popular
opinion, I consider women much more
honest than men! If, in conjunction
with these she can acquire the equally
valuable qualities, considered essen-
tially masculine, such as logical
thought, and analysis, and imper-
sonal attitude in econtroversy, then
great indeed should be her reward.
But never, never ape man!”

Miss Black expresses herself rather
foreibly in regard to that “utter
abomination”—the masculine woman.
In faet, she thinks there is no parti-
cular need for the feminine woman—
that the less the idea of sex enters into
work, the better. It is as a self-re-
specting individual, standing on her
own merit and not as a woman in par-
ticular, that a woman wants to win.

A business woman, while possessing
homing instincts necessary to healthy,
lovable women, should never make her
home-work more than her recreation ;
she should never do light housekeep-
ing and mending with the idea that
it is necessary for her to save money
that way. If her time is not more
valuable when otherwise engaged,
then she had better give up all
thought of a business career. “I
think,” confided Miss Black, even be-
fore a couple of husbands, “that a
business or professional woman de-
serves nothing but rest and amuse-
ment at home. I do think that she
should have a real home, though,
where she. can have as much social
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life as possible. Incidentally, I might
add that I think no business life war-
rants a woman’s forgetting that she
is a social entity and owes a duty to
society in general and special favour-
ites in particular.”

Miss Black lives her beliefs. In
regard to this last expression, she is
President of the Fort William Wom-
en’s Canadian Club and a member of
many other societies and patriotic
organizations. She is a convincing
and talented public speaker, her ad-
dresses being characterized by a
buoyant, direct and unconventional
style, and they abound in that good
humour which suggests a broad and
genial optimism. Of herself she says:
“I was born many moons ago on the
first of April. The first girl in a large
connection, they all thought I was
a joke then, and I have been one ever
since. I was educated privately be-
cause they took it for granted that I
would marry, and now they say ‘I’m
not the marrying kind’, (whatever
that means.)” She drifted into li-
brary work without having the slight-
est conception of its possibilities, say-
ing modestly that, like everything
else in her successful life, it was
Chance. “I found Chance walking
my way,” she says, “and the first
thing I knew, it grabbed me by the
elbow and dragged me along willy-
nilly into the limelight, as between us
we would furnish a pot of gold” . . .

Of course the board and the publie,
down to the littlest reader, co-operate
with her and are proud to do it. They
realize, each in his own way, that
Miss Black’s inspiration was gained
from the vision of the library’s part
in contributing toward the enlarge-
ment of individual life and the pro-
motion of higher standards of citizen-
ship. Also that her work contributes
in a very real way to a higher patriot-
ism and a profounder social brother-
hood.

Mapee MACBETH,
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OUT TO WIN

By LievrenaxT CoNINgsLy Dawsox.
Toronto: S. B. Gundy.

zaill ' Lieutenant Dawson
could just manage to
eliminate some few ele-
ments from his books
they would reveal them-
selves the more readily
for what they are really worth. He
writes takingly and brightly. He is a
good deseriber. He gives with facil-
ity the atmosphere of situations. But
there is a constant vein of self-satis-
fied pertness that hints of the snob.
One feels that there is a streak in
him that really loves the artificialities
of class distinctions. One wonders
what they really think of him where
he ties his tie and laces up his boots.

This latest book of his sets out to
deseribe what America is doing in the
war. It reveals the magnitude of
many of her undertakings in the
oftentimes too unregarded matter of
dock-building and railway develop-
ment and transportation organization.
According to Lieutenant Dawson, Am-
erica has accomplished very great
things in France in that department
of activity “behind the lines” which
is so important and often so compara-
tively unromantic. Some of the de-
seriptive chapters have the flavour of
the Arabian Nights about them. Tt
is possible that many of us did not
realize that the American army had
already really taken such deep root
in the war soil of Europe by virtue
of such widespread and matured
ramifications.

The book is propogandist literature
in a way. It is written, according to
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the author, to bring America and Bri-
tain closer together by understanding
and sympathy. Lieutenant Dawson
talks of “my two countries”. There
is a flavour of his besetting sin in that.
Or else a beautiful naiveté,

HIS SECOND WIFE

By ErNest Poone. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.

W[IEN the author of this story
published “The Harbour” a few
vears ago he was acclaimed by some
reviewers as a great novelist. “His
Second Wife”, which is his third
novel, will not enhance his reputation.
It is light in conception, and there is
not enough merit in the execution to
offset its inherent weakness. It is en-
tertaining enough, however, for an
afternoon in a railway train. An Am-
erican woman, in type like thousands
of others (fair, plump, well-dressed,
weel-kept), receives into her childless
home in a New York apartment house
her only sister, a beautiful girl who
has been reared quietly in a quiet
Southern town. The married sister,
whose husband is a suecessful busi-
ness man with tastes for something
above business, undertakes to coach
the younger one in the important
duties of dressing well, appearing
well and doing well. She is herself a
marvel of sumptuousness, with no in-
terest in anything that does not cater
to the grosser senses. Then suddenly
she dies of ptomaine poisoning, and the
sister, with no other roof for shelter,
finds herself in the house alone with
her sister’s husband. These two start
out by trying to console each other,
and in time the memory of the dead
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wife and sister begins to fade. The
widower finds a new interest in his
wife’s sister, and after a reasonable
time has elapsed he marries her, This
woman, then, is his second wife, and
the book is the story of her—not a
very remarkable story.

an
W

TOWARDS THE GULF

By Epear Lee Masters, . Toronto:
The Macmillan Company of Can-
ada.

a
A S an interpreter of human mo-
tives the author of this book
stands perhaps without a peer. His
former volume of verse, “Spoon River
Anthology”, is a marvellous portrayal
of the soul of a community, a typical
American community, and in-this new
book his genius is revealed in an even
more extended form. We quote one
poem in full:

CHRISTIMAS AT INDIAN POINT

Who is that calling through the night,
A wail that dies when the wind roars?
We heard it first on Shipley’s Hill,
It faded out at Comingoer’s.

Along five miles of wintry road
A horseman galloped with a ery,
‘“’T'was two o’clock,’’ said Herman Point-
er
““When I heard clattering hoofs go by.’’

‘I flung the winder up to listen;
I heerd him there on Gordon’s Ridge;

I heerd the loose boards bump and rattle
When he went over Houghton’s Bridge.’’

Said Roger Ragsdale: ‘‘I was doctorin’
A heifer in the barn, and then

My boy says: ‘Pap, that’s Billy Paris,’
‘There,’ says my boy, ‘it is again.’ ’’

‘“Says I: ‘That kain’t be Billy Paris,
We seed ’im at the Christmas Tree.

It’s two o’clock,’ says I, ‘and Billy
I seed go home with Emily.’ >’

‘“‘He is too old for galavantin’
Upon a night like this,’’ says I.
‘“Well, pap,’’ says he, ‘‘I know that frosty,
Good-natured huskiness in that ery.’’

““It kain’t be Billy,’”’” says I, swabbin’
The heifer’s tongue and mouth with
brine,
‘‘I never thought—it makes me shiver,
And goose-flesh up and down the spine.’’
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Said Doggie Traylor: ‘“When I heard it

I ’lowed ’twas Pine Hook’s rowdy new
'uns,.

Them Cashner boys was at the school-
house

Drinkin’ there at the Christmas doin’s.”’

Said Pete McCue: ‘‘I lit a candle
And held it up to the winder pane;
But when I heerd again the holler
'Twere half-way down the Bowman
Liane.’?

Said Andy Ensley: ‘‘First I knowed
I thought he’d thump the door away.
I hopped from bed, and says, ‘Who is it?’
‘O, Emily,” I heard him say.

‘“And there stood Billy Paris tremblin’,
His face so white, he looked so queer.
‘0, Andy’’—and his voice went broken,

““Come in,’’ says I, ‘‘and have a cheer.’’

““Sit by the fire,”” I kicked the logs up,
‘“What brings you here?—I would be
told.”’
Says he: ‘‘My hand just
ed near hers,
It teched her hand
cold.

happen-

and it war

‘“We got back from the Christmas doin’s
And went to bed, and she was sayin’,
(The clock struck ten) if it keeps snowin’
To-morrow there’ll be splendid sleighin’,

‘‘My hand teched hers, the clock struck
two
And the’n I thought I heerd her moan.
It war the wind, I guess, for Emnily
War iyin’ dead. -, 1 0" She’N {Haw
alone,’’

“‘I left him then to call my woman
To tell her that her mother died.
When he come back his voice was steady,
The big tears in his eyes was dried.

‘‘He just sot there and quiet like
Talked ’bout the fishin’ times they had,

And said for her to die on Christmas
Was somethin’ ’bout it made him glad.

‘“He grew so calm he almost skeered us.
Says he: ‘It’s a fine Christmas over
there.’
Says he: ‘She was the lovingest woman
That ever walked this Vale of Care.’

‘“Says he: ‘She allus laughed and sang,
I never heerd her once complain.’

Says he: ‘It’s not so bad a Christmas
When she can go and have no pain.’

‘“Says he: ‘The Christmas’s good for her.’
Says he: . ‘Not very good for
me.’
He hid his face then in his muffler
And sobbed and sobbed, ‘O, Emily,? 72
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MOPPING UP

By LmuTENANT JAck MUNROE. To-
ronto: MecClelland, Goodchild and
Stewart.

T HIS is a most graphic and thril-
ling account of experiences at the
Front by one of the original Princess
Pats, who was accompanied through-
out all his adventures by his faithful
collie, the mascot of the regiment, a
canine of almost human affection and
sagacity. We quote most of the
chapter entitled “Northern Lights”:

Two shtadowy figures stole like ghosts
from the shelter of the Patricias’ trench
out into No Man’s Land, at the other side
of which stretched the Germans’ barbed
wire with the trench beyond it, Despite
the darkness, all was plain to the eye of
my spirit as I muttered in my sleep,

It was one of those errands—foolhardy
if you will, but necessitated by the grim
game of war—that now led this pair on-
ward to the listening-post.

I recognized them as they crept forward
stealthily. Rob was slightly in advance.
Immediately behind him was Jim.

Rob was whispering back over his
shoulder, soft as a breeze, as they went
cautiously on through the inky blackness.

““I wish I was back in good old Canada
now!’’

‘‘There’s lots of snow up there these
days,’’ answered Jim, as softly,

‘“Oh, I love the snow! Any place, any
spot; from the Hudson Bay to the Grgat
Lakes; from Prince Rupert_ to the Stm_xts
of Canso, would do me to-night. I’m sick
of mud!’’

A star shell from the German trench
lighted the dark sky above them. They
huddled in a shell-hole to escape observa-
tion. Bullets from friend and foe, con-
stantly exchanged through the night, fell
close to them and sent mud spitting in
heir faces.

; Presently there came a lull. The listen-
ing-post was only a few yards from the
enemy wires. : f

‘It looks like some of those Canadian
devils were in front of us again,”’ was
heard from the German trench in low,

rumbling tones.

: Immedigately there was afforded the dar-
ing Canadians an opportunity they never
missed. The flare of a star shell, from a
point that made it impossible for the Ger-
mans to see them, crouched in the shell-
crater, revealed to them a dim form up-
reared above the Teuton trench, striving
with sharp eyes to pierce the gloom and
ascertain if there were really intruders
present close to the barbed wire.
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‘‘Can you see him,
whispered Jim, very low,

‘““Yes. I can just get ‘six o’clock’ on
his knob on the sky-line,’’ replied Rob,
meaning that he had drawn a deadly bead
on the Hun’s head. ‘‘Duck when I pullt*’

In that very instant he fired.

They dropped into the deep sheltering
crater, and hugged the earth,

‘““You got him!?”’ whispered Jim, ¢
saw him tumble in. Good old boy! And
it’s not the first one for you, either!’’

““I know I got him!” whispered Rob
grimly in reply. They lay quietly for
some moments, for star shells were falling
thickly. The Huns’ suspicions were
aroused, and with these blue-white flares,
like the livid lights which the poet Dante
conjured in the hell of which he wrote,

they were searching No Man'’s Land.
Then:

Bang!

There came a terrifie explosion. One of
the Germans—through mere chance—had
thrown a bomb directly into the erater
wherein the two men were hiding.

In Jim’s horrified sight, poor Rob rolled
to the bottom of the crater,

‘“Rob!’’ whispered Jim shrilly, “‘are
you hurt?’’ There was no answer,

Swiftly Jim was at his side; he bent
over him. Blood was trickling from his
head and a red stream gusheg from his
neck with every throb of the pulses.

Setting his ‘teeth, in defiance of the
swarming death which menaced the ac-
tion, Jim leaped upright and rushed out
of the crater into the open, setting his face
toward the Canadian line, for which he
forged in a desperate dash, He had but
one thought; he counld not carry Rob alone;
he must get help; there might be a chance
if action were taken quickly.

Star shells were now shooting up by the
hundreds around him. The entire Ger-
man trench was in commotion, evidently
fearing that a raid impended.

Shots rattled around Jim, for he was
plainly visible to the Teutons, On he went
in his headlong rush, and not a bullet
struck him. Leaping a ditch here; jump.
ing a ecrater there, he pressed on till a
magical word stopped him, a word of one
of his own vigilant comrades:

‘“Halt! Who goes there?’’

‘“Friend!’’ gasped Jim. ““It’s Jim!’**

‘“What’s the matter?’’ asked the sen.
lr:g, recognizing him now and lowering his

e.

Rob,”’ excitedly

‘“Tell the sergeant Rob is hurt bad, in
the crater to the left of the listening-post.
We must get him in}?’’

Immediately it was done. ¢¢ Pass the
word back for five men to get in a wound-
ed man from erater to left of listening.
post!’’ ordered the sergeant.  ‘‘Here,
Jack!’’ he eried; ‘‘you g0, and you,
Fred!’’ And with Jim, who turned back
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with them to guide them, he called two
other men. He told them to get Rob in as
quickiy as possible, but they needed no
urging.

The party started, stumbling into shell-
holes and tripping over uneven ground till
they came to the spot. The German line
was now in a furore, and they had to stop
and hide many times to avoid the Huns’
alert sentries. But, partially due to their
own caution, but more due to a Higher
Power, they arrived at the crater without
accident, and without the enemy apparent-
ly being aware that they were there.

There was now no sign of life in the
limp form of their comrade as they picked
him up tenderly. They dragged rather
than carried him to their own trenches,
for the star shells were still searching No
Man’s Land, and the need for haste was
imperative.

Within the Patricias’ trench they laid
him down. His clothing was soaked with
blood and water. His face was gory, and
his neck; and where the skin was not red
it was blue-white and cold.

‘‘Pass the word back for the rum!’’
ordered the sergeant. His voice was shak-
ing. All the regiment had loved Rob.

The rum came quickly. They poured it

in the mouth of the dying man. But he
was unable to swallow it. \
They feared that he was dead. They

searched for signs of life.
still breathing faintly.

Came a ghostly groan. The fiery liquid
in his mouth had revived him somewhat.
He opened filming eyes; to stare blankly
out over the wide waters that were darker
and deeper than those of Nighthawk Lake.

Then, broken and faint, came the mum-
blings of words, breathed in a thrall of
delirium that mercifully softened the
agony of his passing. The words of a
poet and a patriot; the words of a brood-
ing spirit that had loved its land, and for
that land had yielded up the supreme
sacrifice:

Yes; he was

‘‘CANADA Canada
Canada! My heart my love
Canada!’’

Those who stood about him, with bared
heads, were deathly still. From the de-
tonating steel of friend and foe, there in
the black night, came the orchestration of
the soldier’s requiem; the rattle of rifle
fire, the bursting of bombs; the diapason
of the great guns bellowing in the rear.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

Came his voice again; strangely strength-
ened; ringing with an exultant note:

‘“Oh, God—Great Spirit of Truth—my
soul—give it back to Canada—Iet it rest

there—in peace, in purity—under the
snow!’’
His soul—under the snow! An eman-

ation of the Divine, of the courageous, of
the unconquerable; an essence to forever
inspire the generations yet unborn; the
generations of the lion heart, of vietors,
of men; the essence of deathless will that
comes to quickened dust from its parent
soil—under the snow!

The little group stood and watched;
among them my Pendragon and Fred, those
two who had struck hands with him that
day in the forest, this stricken poet of the
‘‘Soldiers Three’’!

Again came his voice, dulled, drowsy, a
little bewildered:

‘“Where’s my hat, Eva?—What’s that—
coming down the road?’’

After a moment, onece more he spoke,
now in a whisper, so faint that they had
to bend their heads to cateh the words:

‘“The lights—The lights!—Green, yel-
low and red—dancing across the sky—Oh!
the—the—Northern Lights!’’

His voice ceased, his head fell back;
he twitehed once, then lay still. His com-
rades stood motionless, saying no word.

His spirit had fled in quest of the North-
ern Lights; to the silence and peace and
purity of the snows.

o
“w

FOE-FARRELL

By “Q” (QurnLEr-CoucH). Toronto:
The Maemillan Company of Can-
ada.

N this book the veteran writer of

stories of adventure takes for his
theme the effect of hate on two na-
tures. He shows how in one instance
hate undermines character and how
in the other it causes a Dbeneficial
change. The scene shifts often and

rapidly, taking the reader to many
parts of the world. The plot involves
a number of unusually interesting
persons.
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FOR ALL OCCASIONS

Where refreshments are needed,

there

you will find Ingersoll Cream Cheese

first favorite.

ersol
(lngegsolhy

[t is nutritious, tasty, convenient and economical.
At all Grocers, in 10 and 15¢. packages.

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

Yachting Trips Il

Schrader
Universal
Pump
Connection

Facilitates Pump-

ing and Testing of
Thres.

can be ascertained

Air pressure

without detaching
connection from valve,

Price 50¢

Chl’ddel’

Universal.

Tire Pressure

Schrader
Gauge

Universal

Valve

Measures the air in your Repair Tool

tres.  Tires maintained
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 og

A. SCHRADER’S SON INC.

334 King Street East, Toronto

A Fourin-one Tool for
Quick Repair of Dam-
aged Cap threads of
Tire Valves; Removing
Valve lnside; Reaming
Damaged Valve Seat:

Retapping inside thread.
Of value to all Motorists
and Garages,

Price 35¢
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The
Waltham
16 Size

The Works
of the Waltham

HE chief factor deter-

mining the grade of

a watch movement
is the number of jewels
used as bearings — the
highest grade movement
having 23 diamond, ruby
and sapphire jewels.

Other factors are absolute pre-
cision in the manufacture of
small wheels, pinions and
springs, and their exact adjust-
ment to the work of time-
measurement.

In the great factory at
Waltham, every part entering
into the mechanism of a watch
movement is made under the
personal supervision of experts
of world-wide repute.

Ever since the foundation of
the Waltham Watch Company
more than 60 years ago, no
effort has been spared to pro-
duce watch movements of flaw-
less quality and unfailing pre-
cision. When you buy a
Waltham — anywhere in the
world—the Waltham guaran-
tee holds good as your sure
protection.

Ask your Jeweler to show you his range of high-grade Waltham Watches

WALTHAM WATCH COMPANY, LIMITED
MONTREAL

R

I R
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“Did you put in Grape-Nuts, Harry?"
“Yes, sir.”

“Plenty of it?”

“I think so, sir. I remember your saying
how compact and nourishing it is, and
that a small quantity is worth more than
a great amount of some bulky foods.”

“There’s a Reason’’ for

Grape-Nuts

Canada Food Board License No. 2-026
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GRACE

1§/ Grace is added even to a charming slight
Like

4
S/ figure by the D & A Corset No. 624.
5. all D & A’s it is made in Canada and fitted on
E ¥ living Canadian models. It has the ‘‘chic’’ E
E\ of the best French corsets but sells at half the
%\ price. Thereisa D & A tosuit every figure. ;
g3 DOMINION CORSET CO.
l’lé Makers also of the La Diva Corsets and the ‘,
B R T
s, S
} ,” 707 _"1—“‘ ,

Iroquois Assortment
Choice Nuts and delicately-flavored
Chocolates in a variety of combinations.
Another revelation of the high

standard of
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Costing
When You Figure 35 and 15¢
Its Food Value Contains
A ] 2490
Meat Costs 8 Times ' Calories

as Much per Calory

The small package of Quaker Oats contains 2490 calories of food. It costs 35 and 15 cents.
The calory is the energy unit used to measure food.

Quaker Oats equals in food value—approximately—the following amounts of other staple foods,

Measured by Calories—One 15¢ Package Quaker Oats Equals

3 lbs. Round Steak 5 lbs. Young Chicken 2 Ibs. White Bread
3 |bs. Leg of Lamb 31 qts. Milk 7 Ibs. Potatoes

Figure what you pay for these foods. You will find that meat foods—for the same calories
cost 8 to 14 times as much as Quaker Oats. Then compare them.

Calories Per Pound
Round Steak 890 Young Chicken 505 Eggs 720 Quaker Oats 1810

Thus Quaker Oats—the food of foods—has from 2 to 3 times the calory value. Yet all are

good foods, and some are indispensable.

Use Quaker Oats to bring down the food-cost average. Make it your breakiast,
fried. Mix it with your flour foods to add flavor and save wheat. E
displace meat saves you about $8, measured by the calories supplied.

Quaker Qats

The Extra-Flavory Flakes

é Serve it
ach dollar’'s worth used to

The reason ‘or Quaker Oats is super flavor. They are Weget butten pounds rom a bushel., W v
flaked from queen grains only—just the rich, plump oats. sells at no extra price, it is due to‘ ‘"“Ufsei}':}':."“:&: ::'l'd:-

35 and 15c Per Package. Except in Far West.

Peté:t::::gh. The Qu aker oa‘s @mp‘n’ Saskatoon,

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

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

CutrLers To His MajrsTY

SHEFFIELD - . - ENGLAND

CLARK'S PREPARED FOODS

Some of our helps to Food
Conservation

CLARK’S Pork & Beans

“  Spaghetti with Tomato
Sauce & Cheese

Concentrated Soups
Peanut Butter

Stewed Kidneys

: " Ox & Lunch Tongues

: o Pate de Foie, etc., etc.

W. CLARK, LIMITED, -  MONTREAL

Canada Food Board License No. 14-216
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Yours A%recpmy.

Waterman
Mark

A
1
L

" The Mark that proclaims quality

2 in a Fountain Pen is
4 4 g .
 Watermansidealfountain Pen
4 The instant Waterman's Ideal touches paper, it gives unmistakable evi-

dence of quality, both in construction and materials as well as of service.

anywhere, without skip, dip,
hes it for convenience and

Waterman'’s Ideal is ready to write instantly,
scratch or blot—no other writing tool matc
efficiency.

There is a size of barrel to fit every hand and a choice of nibs from which
any individual preference may be exactly suited.

Waterman's Ideal is needed by everyone today,
more and better work with less effort and with
labor and materials.

because, it makes possible
a real conservation of time,

Three Types: Self-Filling, Safety and Regular—$2.50, $4.00, $5.00 and up
Sold at Best Stores Everywhere

L. E. Waterman Company, Limited : 179 St. James St., Montreal

191 Broadway, New York 17 Stockton St., San Francisco 41 Kingsway, Londos, W.C.
24 School St., Boston 115 So. Clark St., Chicago 6 Rue Monsigny, Paris

(Temporary)

badyiar you to get one today /
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1t Multiplies Executive ower

How to dodge detail—avoid chafing detail work, and at the same time
keep your fingers on the pulse of business activity—this, probably, is one of your
hardest present-day business problems. If your desk is piled with an agglomerate
of papers—if you can’t classify and arrange each report, each important paper as it
comes to your desk so you’ll be able to get it again quickly—detail’s going o blur
vour vision of the big constructive affairs. The “‘Office specialty” ;

EFFICIENCY DESK

st

was built for busy men who handle

- big affairs—men who count constructive

thought a mighty business asset—who
want to keep their fingers on the pulse
of business, and yet insist on freedom
from small detail.

In it you hold right at your fingers’
ends important papers, the vital records
that keep you in touch with the whole
organization, classified and available
for instant reference.

Whether you are the General
Manager, Sales Manager, Ad man or
Buyer, this automatic “‘private secretary’” is on the
job with you and for you every business hour, ready
to get, surely and quickly, that very paper you want
at 2 moment’s notice.
If you want to know how an “‘Efficiency
Desk’” can help you to multiply your sxecutive power
by taking care of your detail drop a postal ‘n your
mail basket to-night for complete information.
THE OFFICE SPECIALTY MFG. CO., LIMITED
Home Office NEWMARKET Canada
Filing Equipment Stores at :

Toronto Montreal Ottawa  Halifax  Hamilton |

Winnipeg Regina Edmonton Ca‘lgary Vancouver
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It takes a joint of beef to
make a bottle of Bovril

Bovril Contains the Goodness of the Beef.

HE vital elements that give beef its special
place and value as a food are concentrated
and stored mm Bovril.

Just as the equivalent light of 32 candles is concentrated
in one electric lamp, so the vital elements of beef—of many
pounds of beef—are concentrated in a single bottle of Bovril.

But Bovril is not merely a precious food in itself; it
possesses the peculiar power of enabling vou to extract more
nourishment from other foods. This gives Bovril its wonder-
ful body-building power, proved by independent experiment
to be from 10 to 20 times the amount taken, Bovril, therefore,
in the true sense of the word is a Great Food Saver.

Always keep Bovril in the house.

Bovril stands alone
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“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 Chuarch St.

Montreal Toronto
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The lz:g/zt
that says:

‘There it is!”

Darkness is danger. Don't wait
for this rude reminder. Get
your DAYLO today.

Canadian National Carbon Co. Ltd., Toronto,

3 -

No. 6992

One of the 77 sigles of Dayle

Erom a prominent dentist’s letter—name wi | be
furnished on request,

““Only a Powder has the necessary

abrasive qualities for polishing
and cleaning.'

CALOX

THE OXYGEN

————

TOOTH POWDER
Cleans-Whitens-Breserves

A package sufficient for one week's trial and authori-

tative booklet telling ‘“Why a Powder is better 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

“Your 32 Teeth are 32 Reasons* 91 Fulton St § NEW YORK

B R R R ...
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What Nova Scotia Offers

The Farmer

Land Suitable for Dairying with succulent and well watered
pastures. The climate is moist and cool and the markets for dairy products
unexcelled. Good breeds of cows average 10,000 pounds of milk per cow.

Land Suitable for Fruit Growing. Nova Scotia Apples are among the
finest flavored in the world. Trees bear from five to ten years after planting and
yield profitably for from 60 to 100 years. A million acres of land not yet planted
are suitable for orcharding.

Land Suitable for Sheep Raising in one of the most favorable portions ot
Canada for the sheep industry. The hilly pastures produce healthy sheep and
the mutton and lamb are of superior quality and flavour. Nova Scotia wool is
sought after by cloth manufacturers.

Land Suitable for Market Gardening. Strawﬁerry, Raspberry and Cran-
berry Plantations yield profits ranging from $200 to $500 per acre. :

Strong Local Markets and excellent opportunities for EXPORTING.

For further information including booklet of sample farm. p cperties available,
write,
W. B. MacCOY

Secretary Industries ana Immigration,
197 Hollis Street,
. Halifax
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— the trade-mark on the dials of good alarm clocks

a

On time for war time

HIS war is a race against time. Every

minute counts. The good alarm
clock is a practical, economical, time-
saving tool—the kind you need these
days.

Western Clock Co. - makers of  Westclox

La Salle, IlL., U. S. A.

Factories at Peru, L

FREE RUNNING

Table Salt
1

anada
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All Ranks in Every Service
Prefer and Use the Gillette!

The Gillette is the fighters’ razor!
It shaves the General; it shaves the private. It is at home in the

artilleryman’s kit. The airman, the engineer, the transport driver, the staff

officer—all use it!

A “ clean shave " is not only a matter of pride with all ranks in every service. It
is the daily luxury, standing out in bold relief against the discomforts of trench and camp.

There isn't a regiment in the field today under any of the Allied flags but numbers
more users of the Gillette than of all other razors put together.

There isn't a condition that a man can face in his shaving—heat, cold, sunburn,
windchap, water scarce or bad—but has been met by the Gillette thousands of times in
over four years of war service.

And it costs little to give a soldier the daily conifort of a Gillette!

No Stropping; No Honing— (A soldier will not carry around a hone and strop).
The Gillette Service Razor tucks away in the corner of a kit bag, or in the soldier’s
pocket, complete, compact, simple, strong, weighing next to nothing and ready for use at
alltimes. It is the one Razor of International Service.

The Gillette Set No. 19 is a Pocket Edition Razor in a soft Roll Case of heavy
Khaki cloth, with 12 double-edged blades and an indestructible Trench Mirror.

The Gillette Set No. 20 is the same sel in a
heavily nickel-plated case, handsomely embossed.

o 1 e
: CA.NADIAEI;T . Gi"ette J Safety Razor

Co., of Canada, Limited

Office and Factory :

65.73 St. Alexander St., Montreal.

|
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SERVE BY SAVING WHEAT

To Fight, our armies must have plenty of food. Wwe can all help by using substitutes for wheat flour

CANADA IUOIlIU\IIl LICENSE NOS.
Flour 15, 16, 17, 18. Cereal 2.009

SUBSTITUTE

PURITY

OATS

IN BREAD, ROLLS AND

WHEAT-SAVING RECIPES MAILED FREE ON REQUEST

WESTERN CANADA FLOUR MILLS CO., LimiTeo

HEAD OFFICE. TORONTO

The very thing needed for war time, con-
serving of time, energy and money.

The Perfection Electric Washer will turn
Wash Day into Wash Hour, take ALL the work
out of washing, disposing of the extra help usual
on that occasion.

The saving—considering the cost of electric
current at three to five cents per washing, fifty
two times a year ds:amst the cost of the usual
help—will pay for the investment in less than one
year with one hundred per cent dividends in the
years to come, besides the added comfort of hav ing
your washing done to your complete mnsfulmn
and under personal supervision.

May we mail you full particulars.

J. H. CONNOR & SON LIMITED, OTTAWA, ONTARIO
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Fond of Good Coffee?

of course!

But why not make it BETTER

; : "
Coffee ? Coffee at its BEST 1 WSEHHATCUVER IJFCA&MW i

in fact —

SEAL BRAND COFFEE

Send for our booklet * Perfect N"‘
Coffee — Perfectly Made, " it \‘.,‘,‘>f““§§i‘7§‘:§f°“ 5
solves the problem. "

CHASE & SANBORN - MONTREAL

"SAVE SUGAR

BY USING

CROWN BRAND

CORN SYRUP

Not only a choice table Syrup—can be used for all Baking

SAVE WHEAT
BY USING

BENSON’S

CORN STARCH

Makes dainty Pie Fillings, Blanc Mange, Puddings, Custards,and can be usedin Bread making.

MANUFACTURED BY
THE CANADA STARCH CO. LIMITED - MONTREAL
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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.

Canadian Magazine, February issue 1917,
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ERTRA

MACHINE
TOOLS

are strictly up-to-date in design. Built

to give economical, efficient and long

service. They include General

Machine Shop Equipment, Repair Shop

Machinery, Locomotive and Car Shop

Machinery, Structural and Bridge Shop
Machinery.

s

Photographs and full particulars upon request.

The John Bertram & Sons
Company, Limited
DUNDAS -  ONTARIO

Our Plant at Dundas.
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HOTELRESORT-&- .B.A¥E.L.'P§EQRTMENT O )

(. - = 1907 — EVERY MONTH INES — 1918 ¥ ’ e
IAtlantic Monthily Century Harper's Review of Reviews Scribner's World's Work and The Canadian Magazine. 12th YEAR

Write to these advertisers and refer to WHERE-TO-GO, 8 Beacon St., Boston, Mass. Ask us for travel information. Enclose postage

MOUNT CLEMENS MICH. WHERE-TO-GO is the highest class, rri(;st SEATTLE WASH.
=y 3 E effective directory in the world of publi- e o o TR A - i
FOR RHEUMATISM city, Featured in 7 FAMOUS MAGAZINES HOTEL BUTLER iaree, airy
I PA R JiRG eiing o e 4 ol 8 Cafe withont peer. Center of things. Taxi fare 25¢

i illion homes. For rates in this depart- ¥
Mount Clemens, Michigan i f il Rooms $1.00 up, with bath $2.00up. Home comforts
; : e NI R W 0op0 - Buvhkn, t> the traveler. A. CHESHIRE MITCHELL, Mgr.

Where-to-go for Nov. closes Oct. 1. 8 Beacon Street, Boston, Massachusetts.

HIGHLAND PINES INN *i%

WEYMOUTH HEIGHTS, SOUTHERN PINES, N. C. :
Home of Winter Golf. Tennis. Turkey and Quail Shooting. 700 ft. elevation. Just right
o = climate. Nrevsy:vvéhF:;:;‘e}z sEr’}x{;:Rxs;ﬂ}l{erh Ht‘s(.‘ of (}wr;"lhi;r.t Cottages. Bungalows.
o B = —_ S Pa—_wm__.  Orchestra. rite EAME NER, Proprietors, for Booklet.

“"" SUMMER HOTEL — THE INN AT CHARLEVOIX - THE - BEAUTIFUL — MICHIGAN

Hunt This Fall in Real
Haunts of Red Deer

THE HIGHLANDS
OF ONTARIO

Maganatewan River, French River,
Muskoka, Lake of Bays
and other famous Regions.

Write to any Agent, Grand Trunk System, for
‘‘ Playgrounds " Booklet, giving Game Laws,

etc., or to

J. Quinlan, C. E, Horning,
Bonaventure Station, Union Station,
Montreal, Que. Toronto, Ont.

KEATING'S
POWDER

Shaw’s
Business
Schools

Give a High Grade
SECRETARIAL COURSE

For Matriculants and Varsity Graduates. WE BUY

Full particulars mailed on request, OLD FALSE TEETH

Write— Don’t matter if broken. We pay 4 " ne

W. H SHAW, Pres. 'r‘)cxf‘%{-xlﬂuce(i’;:’f) m;})e?;()ﬁf).p STCVER P LA UM AN

Head Offices, Yonge and Gerrard, Toronto £00ds for 15.davs for sender’s mopraver sy m Tl and hold
Mazer’s Tooth Specialties

Dept. 133 2007 So. bth Street, Philadelphia, Pa., U. 8. A.

Cold weather is approaching—
flies seek the warmth of the
house. Get rid of them quickly,
surely, with Keating’s Powder.
Sold by all Grocers and Drug-
gists in tins only, 10¢, 25¢, 35¢.
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NEARING THE
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Railways MAR K Railways

COCHRANE

WINNIPEG rONCTON  sypyey

FORT
WI/LLIAM

STIOMN
TORONTO FHALIFAX

THROUGH EXPRESS

TRAINS
Winnipeg - Toronto
Winnipeg - Quebec
Montreal - Halifax
Halifax - Sydney
Halifax - St. John

[ H.H.MELANSON, AussENGER Trarric Mak. MONCTY ON,n8.| é ;

700,000
SOLDIER LADS

HAVE TRAVELLED THIS
ROUTEWITHOUT M/ISHAP
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' May we send you this guide
of El‘g:szalo and Niagara Falls?

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.

Any reader of the Canadian Magazine
may obtain an illustrated guide to points ot
interest in and around Buffalo and Niagara
Falls. Sent free with our compliments,

The Hotel Lenox, at North Street and
Delaware Ave., Buffalo, has become a tavorite
stopping place for Canadians visiting Buffalo
and Niagara Falls The pleasant location of
the Lenox—quiet, yet convenient to theatre,
shopping and business districts—adds much
to the comfort of tourists, as do the unusualiy
good cuisine, complete equipment and excel-
lent service, .

European plan. Modern. Fireproof.

Al oulside rooms. $2.00 up.

On Empire Tours. Road map
and running directions [ree.
C. A. MINER,

Managing Director

North St. at Delaware Ave.
Buffalo, N.Y.

HOTEL, LENOX

BT I

HOTEL ST. JAMES

TIMES SQUARE, NEW Y(RK CITY

Just off Broadway at 109-113 West 45th St.
124 B ocks from 45th Street Entrance
to Grand Central Station,

Women will find here a home
atmosphere and absence of
objectionable features of or-
dinary hotel life.

40 .Theatres, all principa
shops, 3 to 5 minutes walk

2 minutes of all subways,
**L” roads, surface cars, bus
lines.

An excellent
Restaurant, at
moderate prices.

Write for
“What's Going
On In New York'.

All Outside Rooms

With adjoining bath i S T - from $1.50
‘With private bath - - - - from $2.00
Sitting room, bedroom, bath R from $4.00

Furnished Apartments by the year,
month or week, at special rates,

Ravmonp L. CARROLL, Pres. and Mgr.
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IncludeGreat Lakes

Woater Route

On Your Trip to the Pacific Coast

Through the marvelous

Canadian Pacific Rockies

Excellent accommodations—ecool, 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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“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RITE-HITE’ WARDROBE
TRUNKS

Every appointment
in its construction—
every convenience
in the making—
every point in the
manufacture of the
‘ Rite-Hite’ Ward-
robe Trunk is one

more good reason
why it should be
the trunk of your
choice in contem-

plating a longer
or shorter trip,
summer or winter.
In a very real way

it is the most complete ot wardrobes, and apparel travels
in it with as little risk of crushing as it would right on
the ‘‘hangers” or in the ‘“Chest of Drawers” in the home.

(Have it demonstrated in the store, or write for special booklet.)

$33% to $90°°

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd

105 King Street West, Toronto
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Most Beautiful Canadian Northern Rockies

MOUNT
ROBSON

From the

Canadian
Northern Ry.

The highest
known peak
in Canada,
(13,068 ft.)

Typical of the picturesque Canadian Northern river valley route
between Edmonton and Vancouver

West of Edmonton the prairie continues, then it becomes rougher, until
the haze-clothed mountains loom up in the distance. Striking the river here,
we ascend the Athabaska for miles; passing through Jasper National Park,
and Yellowhead Pass where we cross the Great Divide—the main ridge.
Beyond picking up the Fraser we follow its upper reaches to Mount Robson,
thence skirting the Canoe and Albreda rivers, which in turn are succeeded
by the North and Main Thompson rivers, we reach the lower Fraser at
Lytton, from where we cross and re-cross, hugging its mighty and picturesque
banks through to Vancouver. Nowhere in the journey of over 700 miles from
the gateway to the Rockies clear to the Pacific does it grow monotonous, or
time hang heavily, so insistant are the attractions which flash past the
windows of the comfortable Observation Cars.

CANADIANS SHOULD KNOW CANADA, AND PARTICULARLY ITS NEW
TRANSCONTINENTAL LINE, CANADIAN NORTHERN. the Peoples’ Road

Illustrated descriptive matter, lowest fares and information—any C.N.R. Agent, or write
the General Passenger Department, Montreal, Que.; Toronto, Ont.,; or Winnipeg, Man,

CANADIAN NORTHERN RAILWAY
_
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UARD well your home and
family while themen are away.
Get an Iver Johnson Revolver.
Itis the ideal weapon for home de-
fense because it is absolutely safe.
No one need fear an Iver John-
son except the prowler who also
fears the law.

IVER

JOHNSON
o REVUI.VER

Automatic

It cannot go off by accident. There
is but one way to discharge it—you
must pull the trigger 'way back.

There are Iver Johnsons to meet
all needs; standard calibres, FHam-
mer and Hammerless models.
(l}egular,, : “Western” Walnut and

Perfect” Rubber grips.

FREE: Three Iver Johnson Booklets
Idention the ones you want : A — "Firearms” (shotguns and revolvers), i — "Bicycles,” C—"Motorcycles.”

IVER JOHNSON’S ARMS & CYCLE WORKS
145 River Street, Fitchburg, Mass.

99 Chambers St., New York
717 Market St., San Irancisco

No More Headach;es if AYoﬁumU‘se

E% RIGA!!

PURGATIVE WATER

A saline laxative whiech keeps the alimentary eanal elean and healthfy, prevents con-
o

stipation, biliousness, and insures health.

Onsale everywhere. Use it r health’s sake.

25 cents the Bottle (except in Far West),

Andrew Pattison, 508 McGreevy Block, Winnipeg. Sole Agent for We

stern Provinces,
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Canada’s Popular Car
REFINED AND IMPROVED

New Series Four-Ninety’ :

MORE than ever does the new
Chevrolet “Four-Ninety” embody
that qualig of workmanship and
eﬂiciency in service which is charac-
teristic of Motor Cars much higher
in price.

See the new series Chevrolet “Four
Ninety” at the nearest Chevrolet
dealers showrooms at once, as there
is a threatened shortage of cars. Send
for description and speciﬁca!ions.

! ‘ ‘.zm\ HILTCNG
Qew Jérz‘@&
our-Ninety:
%uriny
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L

E hear so much about the “lines” of the automobile that
we are apt to forget the “lines” of a tire.

Surely if beauty is an essential in automobile construction. it is
likewise an essential in tire construction.

Examine “ Traction” for beauty—no unnecessary lines, no dis-
torted “treadlets,” no ugly, unsymmetrical gouges—ijust one
powerful, resilient, beautitul balance. = And all this is extra—
extra over and above the greatest road mastery ever obtained
in a rubber tire.

We also make Dunlop “Special” and Dunlop “Plain”—two tires that are

=
=
=
== in great favor with motorists in general.
£
-

DUNLOP SEAMLESS TUBES and DUNLOP ACCESSORIES likewise

make lasting friends wherever used.

Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods Co.,
Limited
HEAD OFFICE AND FACTORIES: TORONTO

Branches: Victoria, Vancouver, Edmonton, Calgary,
Saskatoon, Regina, Winnipeg, London, Hamilton,
Toronto, Ottawa, Montreal, St. John, and Halifax.

Makers of High-Grade Tires for Automobiles, Motor Trucks,
Bicycles, Motorcycles and Carriages ; and High-Grade Rub.-
ber Belting, Packing, Fire Hose and General Hose, Dredge
Sleeves, Military Equipment, Mats, Tiling, Heels and Soles,
Cements, Horse Shoe Pads and General Rubber Specialities.

Sole Canadian Distributors for *‘House"'and “Houk"’ Wire Wheels.

P
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The Statesman

A national weekly journal of progressive thought.

- Edited by LINDSAY CRAWFORD

HE STATESMAN is a weekly journal of opinion.

It is not a newspaper or a magazine—and in this

respect fills the unique place in Canadian journalism
at one time held by Goldwin Smith’s weekly.

As a journal of advanced Liberal thought ZZe States-
man will discuss all phases of public questions in a broad
and generous spirit, free from partisan bitterness, and
with a single eye to the growth and development of all
that is best in the life of the nation.

It will be the chief aim of Zhe Statesman to mitigate
as far as possible the ugly spirit of factionism and to
bring all classes together for the discussion of the
problems of reconstruction that call for solution.

The articles in Zhe Statesman, by well-informed
writers and public men, will keep the reader abreast of
the times on all the great questions of the day.

OF ALL NEWSDEALERS —5c. A COPY

Subscription rate $2.00 a year.

To The Statesman Publishing Company Ltd.,

26-28 Adelaide Street W.,
TORONTO, ONT.

Send me THE STATESMAN for one year and until countermanded.
Name
P.O. Box or Street

Please write
plainly Town
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CICCOLINI

CHALMERS LAZZARI

MATZENAUER

SCOTT

DE TREVILLE

TESTING THE NEW EDISON’S RE-CREATION OF
LAZZARI'S GLORIOUS VOICE

AROLINE LAZZARI, contralto oi

the Chicago Opera Company, gifted
with a golden voice that will win her a
high pinnacle of fame, is the latest acquisi-
tion of the Edison Laboratories.

The photograph illustrates one of those
tense moments when the work of Mr.
Edison’s recording experts is tested by direct
comparison with the voice of the artist.

To develop a phonograph capable of
sustaining this test Mr. Edison spent more
than three million dollars in research work.
The result is The New Edison, “the pho-
nograph with a soul,” which is the only

sound-reproducing instrument capable of
sustaining the acid test of direct comparison
with living singers.

Signorina Lazzari, as a new member of the
Edison family, enjoyed the distinction of
making her test before five other great opera
singers. She stood beside the instrument and
sang the same arias she had recorded. From
time to time she paused and The New Idi-
son sang alorne. The renowned artists who
listened to the test with ears trained to note
the subtlest shades of tone color were un-
able to detect the slightest difference.be-
tween Signorina Lazzari’s voice and The
Ncw Edison’s Re-Creation of it.

A post card request hrings our iriteresting magasine
““Along Broadway® and other Ldison Literature

The NEW EDISON

““The Phonograph with a Soul’’

M A S VA TEBDT 800 Ny

NGy

OR-A NGRS N

R R
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It’s the best yet!

FOR BOYS
AND GIRLS

Your Children

Your children's health is
of the first importance,
Start them right by cloth-
ing them with Jaeger Gar-
ments, We stock Jaeger
Underwear and Night
Wear, Dresssing Gowns,
Knitted Suits, Golfers’
Coat Sweaters, Jerseys,
Raglan Camel Hair
Fleece Coats, Gloves,
Stockings, etc.

A fully illustrated cata-
logue will be sent free on

zi‘y
application, s ’

DR. JAEGER 3:itgry Woolleaco, LIMITED
Ton;nlo Montreal Winnipeg

/r

British “ founded 1883 ”’.

PRINTING and
BOORKBINDING

An up-to-date plant in a modern
building,

Our work is right,

Our prices are right.

We deliver work when promised.
Let us figure on your next job.

No job too large and none too
small.

We number among our customers
some of the largest consumers of
printed matter in Canada and the
United States.

We Print The Canadian
Magazine.

T.H.Best Prinfing Co.

Limited

200-206 Adelaide St. West
Toronto

A\

GENUINE DIAMOND

\\\\\ ///% CASH OR CREDIT
Terms 20°, down and $1,
it weekly. We trust any honrft pfrzéoig
Write for Catalogue to-day

JACOBS BROS., Diamond Importers
15 Toronte Arcade ORONTO, Can

P
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A TREAT
INDEED

@’% @ o‘
SPECIAL PALE DRY

GINGER
ALE

Other 0’'Keefe beverages:

Belfast Style Ginger Ale,
Ginger Beer,
Cola,

Sarsaparilla,
Lemon Sour,
Cream Soda,
Lemonade,
Orangeade,
Special Soda

Order a
case from

your
dealer.

O’KEEFE'S
TORONTO

“‘Canada FoodlBoard L-15-102.”

Original

i

|
|
|

K I I I I I

{ The Full Luxury of the Bath §

is attained when it is perfumed
with the genuine

RN BLAy

R I K
=

Florida Water

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. b
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 Substitute! |
AN/ AV DAV AN NN DN/ DV/AN AV D)

and
only
Genuine

Beware of
[mitations Sold
on the Merits

of

MINARD'S
LINIMENT
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How Soaps affect

HE sensible modern
woman wants a soft,
clear skin—for that is

the skin Nature intended
her to have.

Nature tries to lwc]) your
skin soft by supplying it with
natural oil. The less you in-
terfere with the natural oili-
ness of your skin the softer
it will be. The cleansing
must be thorough and re-
freshing, but must not dis-

turb these natural oils.

You know from ex-
perience that some ex-
cellent soaps tend to
roughen the skin. T hey
slmpl) have too dr y-
mg an effect on the nat-
uml oils. The skin re-
lies upon these natural
oils to keep it soft and
clear and flexible,

The very most you can

vour skin

l"m'tmmtely the choicest mate-
rials are not costly. It is in a
proper balancing of these ma-
terials that the soap-maker’s
real art comes.

You will find that art
wonderfully expressed in
Fairy Soap.

We are quite sure if we
sold Fairy Soap for 50 cents
a cake we could tell you a
truthful story about its value
as a toilet soap which would
make you feel that that price
was warranted.

But we prefer to talk to
you along common-sense
lines and to give you
Fairy Soap at a common-
sense price—a few cents
a cake.

If your general health
1s good and if you use
Fairy Soap in any sensible

Make no mistake  manner, you may be sure

: s about it—mno matter fo L
ask of a toilet or bath whot new field she turns, _ th8S 1IN time you will have a

<oap is this : she will always be the  gkin as soft and pliable as

woman at heart, greeting
It should be made of ‘%er new iresponsibitiries
with a smiling face.
% Frankly glad of her natu-
cleanse perfectly with-  raz
caring for them always you can bll} Fairy bO(LI).
with a high order of com- 4

pure materials which

out disturbing the skin’s

Nature endowed you with.

No matter where you live
womanly charms—  OF where you make your home

own natural oiliness. mon sense. THE N. K. FAIRBANK COMPANY

‘Have you a little Fairy in your home?"

FAIRY 4

~= White oval cake \_

'SOAP

Fits the hand <-
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|847 ROGERS BROS. |

N\ “Silver Plate that Wears™

The beautiful Old Colony pattern is shown in

this chest. Surpnisingly low in cost are some

of these chests, being priced according to the

| number of pieces contained, and can be
. had in almost any combination.

Always sold with an unqualified guarantee 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, CANADA
MERIDEN, CONN. NEW YORrk CHICAGO SAN FrANCISCO

The World's Larg&t‘ Makers erling Silver and th% i
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ECONOMY AND EFFICIENCY

All articles of food are now very costly and
the prudent housekeeper carefully studies
food values and buys accordingly.

Consequently, the sale of

Hellogg?

TOASTED

CORN FLAKES

is steadily increasing.

Calories are units of food value. The number of
calories per ounce contained in food proves it: value.

Dr. Alexander Bryce, N.D., D.P.H. (Camb.)
places Toasted Corn Flakes ahead of such nutritive
food as poached eggs, macaroni, milk, oatmeal
(cooked), and baked potatoes, for food value.

Kellogg's Corn Flakes are sold only in the original
red, white and green package.

Made only in Canada by

The Battle Creek Toasted Corn Flake Co. Ltd.

Head Office and Factory -  London, Ont.

Canada Food Board License Number 2-055.

—_—

//l
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THE CECILIAN CONCERTPHONE

The Aristocrat of the ‘Phonograph world.

With all the refinement that can be suggested by

artistic and discriminating people.

&«

—

*}C“

Electric Automatic Stop.

Tone Control.
Violin Tone Chamber.

Ball bearing Tone Arm.

But above all is the

Glorious Cecilian

‘Gone.

R R e s i ) (&

catalogue and full infou

I THE CECILIAN COMPANY, LIMITED

247 YONGE STREET, TORONTO

Canadian factories:—89-91 Niagara St., Toronto.

o

e ————




Which Face Represents
Your Feelings ?

Cover the right half of this picture
and see a man with whom coffee
disagrees. Cover the ieft half and
see —there’s health and comfort in

POSTUM

Canada Food Board License No. 2-026.



