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\{ATD AUG

Doubly Good

Two things are accom-
plished for you by
making Ivory Soap so
pure and so mild. First,
it cleans thoroughly.
Second, it cleans with-
out injury.
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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 b pl:ased to show you the De Sancy Pattern

The DE SANCY pat-

tern is made. in"the ' N Pormes s Ebwarps

Sztve'rwa're

following pieces :

Tea Spoons - doz. $6.00

Dessert Spoons *“ 10.00 1
Table Spoons * 12.00 v
Dessert Forks * 10.00 \ 3 WEAR'PROOF

Medium Forks *“ 12.00 ‘I SPOONS

Berry Spoons each 2.50

Boulllon Spoong ¢ _ % ‘ AN D FOR KS

doz. 11.00
Coffee Spoons « ¢ 90 5% T
Orange Spoons « 9.00
Sugar Spoons each 1,10
Butter Knives « 1.10
Butter Spreaders
doz. 11.00
Cake Forks each 1.76
C. M. Forks ~ 1.75
Individual Salaq
Forks - - doz. 12.00
Oyster Forks *“ 8.00
Individual Fish
Forks - - *“ 12,00
Individual Fish
Knives - - *“ 12.00

Cream Ladles each 1.50
Gravy Ladles 5y 1.75
Tomato Server * 2.50
Sugar Tongs pair 1.75
Hollow Handle

Dessert Knives doz. 17.50

Hollow Handle

Medium Knives “ 20.00
Hollow faet et 1480
llsd:sdseel:ted Kfliitzgl;oz. 8.00
Modelled Handle s

Medium Knives °

da o ol
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Draw on Your Customers

through the Merchants Bank. With
Branches in all parts of Canada, and
correspondents abroad, this Bank is in
a position to present Drafts promptly,
have them accepted and collect payment,
with the least possible trouble and cost
to you.

The Manager will be glad to take up
this matter with you.

THE MERCHANTS BANK

Head Orfice: Montreal,. OF CANADA Established 18684,

309 Branches in Canada extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific, of which 121
are in Ontario, 37 in Quebec, and 148 in Western Canada.

A list of attractive long term
§ Dominion and Provincial Govern-
% ment Guaranteed Securities furnish-
§ ed upon request. Income return
=

5:/4 to 52%

DomiNIoN SECURITIES
CORPORATION LIMITED

HEAD ofFFice: TORONTO 26 king sT. E.
MONTREAL ESTABLISHED 1901

LONDON, ENG.
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“fondon Glove Company

Ltd.

__ CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND.
=
An Unrivalled Variety of Gloves

at our lowest City Warehouse Prices.

e sperance
The ‘“Meissonier’’ v 'Eh ‘;‘F E g 4 A
v adies’ ashable renc
WE Ladles_’ 3 Butto‘n Su- Kid Gloves, Gold Medal
perior Quality,Real French 5 A : ;
Kid Gloves, ‘Gald Medsl Quality, in White only, with
Quality, Plain Points, in S Petvous,

Tans, Beavers, Pastel, Putty, Per Pair, 6/11
Navy, Greys, Bottle, Browns s
Black or White. : Extra Quahty

.- 6/6 Ladies’ Pure White Wash-
Per pair / able Doeskin, tull Pique Sewn,
English made, 2 Pearl Buttons.

The “Stanhope” Per pair, 6/1

Ladies’ Be st
uality Real

Cape loves,

Pique Sewn, No. 316.

Imperial points, Ladies’ Best

in useful Tan &

;hade, with 2 Quality
ress Buttons. .

e Chamois
Perpr.'lO/G Leather,

medium weight,
Natural shade,
Piqlue Sewn,
English make,
2 Buttons.

Per pr. 6/3

No. 320, Lad-
ies’ Superior
Quality trong
Doeskin Gloves
Pique Sewn,
English make.
In Dark Grey
or Tan shades,
2 Press Buttons.

Per pr. 1/11

The ‘“Ray-Buck”’

Hand-sewn, Men's
Best Quality ‘‘Ray-
Buck’’ Gloves, Prix-
seam Hand-sewn; a
strong hard - wearing
Glove, in Tan or Dark
Grey shade, 1 Pearl

The ““Canadian®
Buck Finish
No. 694. A Splendig
! Wearing Men’s Glove
Y n useful Grey shade,

> Prixseam Sewn, Self.
sewn Points (British
Grey n I made), 1 Press Button,
B Thread; in Tan or Grey, sewn Self-colored Per pair 10 6

S ). e Ea 1_4_/_6J Thread. Per pair § /11 L el —: J

Ladies’ Hand-sewn Stout Fabric Gauntlet
Gloves, in White or Chamois, séwn Black

Supplementary Departments:— Ladies’ Men's and Children’s Hosiery and Underwear,
Men's and Boys’ Wear; Ladies and Children’s Boots and Shoes.

Price Lists may be obtained free on application to the Ontario Publishing Co., Limited,
200-206 Adelaide St. West, Toronto.

Mail Orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.

i to full value of order, (including postage) should be made by Money Order, which can be obtained
Efgl;}‘(;{tlast}'lcl\el()l‘:llélY in exchange for Dollars and Cents at the Express Compan‘y)s Offices or the Dominion Post
Offices; and should be made payable to The London Glove Co., Limited, London, England.

asarsss The LONDON GLOVE CO., Ltd., Cheapside, LONDON, England.

all Orders
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Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON’ KNIFE POLISH
Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, ete,

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED
Woellington: Mills, London, Eng., S. E.
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we send you this

uide
and Niagara Falls?

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, on North Street at
Delaware Ave., Buffalo, has become a favorite
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 unusually
good cuisine, complete equipment and excei-
lent service,

European plan. Modern. Fireproo).
Every room as outside room, $2.00 up.

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

Managing Director

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

WAR FINANCE

As Viewed from the Roof of the
World in Switzerland

By
C. W. BARRON
Author of “The Audacious War”’
“The Mexican Problem."” Etc.

The keystone of reconstruction is finance and nowhere can a more
illuminating and understandable discussion of this aspect of the
Barron'’s latest book,

Price, $1.50 per Copy

For sale at all Bookstores
Published by

THOMAS ALLEN, Toronto
HOUGHTON, MIFFLIN CO., Boston

subject be found than in Mr.
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“WHO’S WHO”" in THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

THIS MONTH

Rev. E. E. Braithwaite, Ph. D., is the energetic and aggressive President of
Western University, London. During his varied career as pastor and educationist
he has contributed numerous articles to the secular and religious press on national
and theological subjects. His observations may be accepted as a result of careful
analysis.

! Mrs. Elizabeth Roberts Macdonald is an Ottawa lady, a gifted poet herself
and an earnest admirer of merit in others. She is a sister of Charles G. D,
Roberts and Theodore Roberts, an aunt of Lloyd Roberts and a cousin of Bliss
Carman all poets of distinction.

Miss Muriel Jocelyn was born in Winnipeg and studied music in Toronto.
After graduation she was for some years abroad studying and travelling. She
returned to Toronto before the close of the war. Her experiences in Great Britain
and on the Continent form the bases of many of her articles. She knows France
intimately, and her sketches of life in Normandy have appeared in various period-
icals. She is the author of ‘'From a Canteen Doorway’’ which appeared in this
magazine last July.

Mr. Hamilton M. Laing is well known as a naturalist to readers of the Can-
adian Magazine. Although he lives in the United States, he comes to Canada for
much of his material. He enlisted in the Royal Air Force, in Canada.

Sir John Willison, who has been successively Editor of the Globe and the
News, both of Toronto, and correspondent of the Times, London, is now President
of the Canadian Reconstruction Association. He is a serious and competent critic
of public affairs.

Main Johnson is a journalist, at present on the staff of the Toronto Star.
He came through the University of Toronto, studied law, was private secretary to
Hon. Newton Rowell while he was leader of the opposition in Ontario and during
the early part of his term as President of the Privy Council at Ottawa. He has had
wide experience in travel, and in meeting big men, but his tendency is toward
belles lettres.

Grace MacGowan Cooke is a popular writer, the author of numerous short
stories and novels.

Miss Marjory MacMurchy has been a journalist in Toronto for a number of
years, a librarian at intervals and at all times a close observer of social tendencies.
She is the author of ‘“The Woman—Biess Her’’ and of numerous articles, reviews
and criticisms. She is a past President of the Canadian Women's Press Club.

Geo. R, Lighthall, it is sufficient to say, is Honourary Secretary of the Aerial
League of the British Empire (Montreal Branch).

Henriette Ronner, a famous painter of animals.

Wyatt Eaton was born at Philipsburg, Quebec. Early in life he crossed over
to the United States and attained renown as a portraitand figure painter. He died
in the prime of life.

Franklin Brownell is a distinguished Canadian Painter, a resident of Ottawa.
He is 2 member of the Royal Canadian Academy and of the Canadian Art Club.

$2.50 Per Annum, including Great Britain, Ireland and mostof the Colonies. Single Copies 25c.

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

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

e NYL” THE
MERuE@l}NJ@ INK

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
NEW METALLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE
NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free ‘or One Shilling (25c.) from the Inventors.

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN LTp. 7%53%:.88P2ST- ENGLAND
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MonTreAL

DEPENDABLE
INVESTMENTS

AEAMEs & Co.

ESTABLISHED 1889

Uviow Bawk Bowpive, Jorowto

New York

SUGGESTIONS
ON REQUEST

The Mutual

In War-Time

LIFE Insurance as aresult
of the war has been
revealed as a friend of
humanity. Thegrand total
of monies disbursed among
relatives of fallen soldiers
by the life companies of the
world if summed up would
be beyond comprehension.

Of these responsibilities the
Mutual Life of Canada has borne
its full share.

To-day our people are just
beginning to realize what life
insurance can do for them, and
in many cases voluntarily see
the protection it affords without
solicitation.

We have an agent in your
district—don’t wait for {iml
Look him up!

Mutual Life

of Canada
Wa,terloo-()ntm-i o

For cuts and
wounds

Absorbine, Jr. may be used with full
assurance that it will cleanse, heal
and halt infection. It is purely her-
bal. You want Absorbine, Jr. be-
cause it gives double service—as a
powerful antiseptic and a most effi-
cient liniment.

/Absorbine.Jr
THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT
should be kept constantly in the
medicine chest at home, factory or
office. Doing double the duty .f

ordinary liniments it naturally has
many more practical uses.

It is just the thing for tired, sore, aching
feet. 1akes out the sting and burning and
gives the feet “"increased mileage."
Helps limber up heavy
tennis le¢s and takes
the stiffness out of
golf shoulders. Good
for ridding stiff joints
and muscles of in-
flammation; for lame-
ness and swellings.
Use absorbine, Jr.
freely full strength for
sprains and bruised
conditions, or diluted
as an after-the-game
rub down,
Absorbine, Jr. $1.25 a

bottle at all druJ(hh
or postpai

A Liberal Trial Bottle will
be sent to your address on
receipt of 10c stamp.

W. F. YOUNG, Inc.

187 Lymans Bldg.,
Montreal Can.
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“SOLID AS THE CONTINENT™

The business for 1918 was the largest in the
Company’s history. Today the financial positien of
the Company is stronger than ever.

Evidence of this is found in the following out-
standing figures which are substantially in excess
of those for any previous year.

Policies Issued and Revived - $13,552,161.00
Total Assurance in Force - - 70,950,316.00
Cash Income- - - - - - - 3,467,440.76
Assets - - - - - - - - - 18,185,610.75
Net Surplus - - - S 2,751,990.60
Profits Paid Pohcyho]ders - - 285,339.48
Total Payments to Policyholders  1,780,385.04

A “Solid as the Continent " Policy is a good policy to
have and to hold. See any representative for particulars as
to rates, or write directly to

North American Life Assurance Company
““Solid as the Continent”

Head Office: Toronto, Canada

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx

19000094

; HE WAS PERSUADED
An AnChOI‘ to takhe <l)ut a p})lollcy fﬁr $i15000. A

s ¥ mont t “Ha

to Wlndward " W(ixnat a T)li;sxneg tt(l)lzt ;oﬁcy v::as

to his widow and children!

‘“Is there any better argument than the
circumstances of the present day for the
necessity to business men of ‘‘an anchor
to windward’’ in the shape of Life In-
surance Policies, which are always worth
one hundred cents on the dollar, no
matter when and under what stress of
circumstances they become due P’

Do not forego this safe assurance

for want of a little enquiry. $5000 PROTECTION AND SAVINGS POLICY

¢ ! ‘ i Age 20 $108.00  Age 30 $130.20
It will be strange if there is not a g Age 25 $118.50  Age 35 $144.70

1908000000000 0000000000000000000090000¢

Policy to precisely meet YOUR
need amongst the many valuable $ Cash guaranteed exceeds total

f premiums paid.
Plans s Write to-day for pamphlet.

EXCELSIOR
msurance L. | F E comeany

Head Office—EXCELSIOR LIFE BLDG., TORONTO

The Great-West Life Assurance Co.
Dept. “P”

Head Office, Winnipeg

..... P00 000000 00000000000000000000000000000000000000000009
.o

K00000000000000000000000000000000000008000000000800000000000tttttnvttitiisttesstisteioseesiitss
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SERVICE

TO THOSE WHO SAVE

For sixty-four years we have
studied the needs of every class
of depositor and have developed
a service that cannot be excelled.

Careful saving and safe sav-
ing were never of greater import-
ance, individually and nationally,
than in the present reconstruct-
ion period. Each one should do
his or her part by opening a
deposit account without delay.

This Corporation offers you
the most absolute safety possib]e
for your savings and the benefit
of its long experience with many
thousands of depositors.

We shall be glad to discuss

with you a plan of systematic
saving.

Interest at

THREE AND ONE-HALF
PER CENT

per annum will be credited to
your account and compounded
twice each year.

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street, Toronto
Established 1855
Capital (paid up) $6,000,000.00
Reserve and Surplus

Funds - 5,672,509.77
Totol Assets -  31,461,387.24

SECURITY FIRST

How are your funds invested ?

Is the security unimpeachable and

are you receiving a good rate of
interest ?

[
l
[
|
{
|
|
|
|
\
|
|
|

Are you quite satisfied on these two
points ?

The Guarantee Investment Receipts
of this Corporation meet these
two requirements in every respect,

FIRST as to SECURITY.

These Receipts each represent an
earmarked Trustee investment,
i.e. an investment in which, by
the law of Ontario, Trustees are
authorized to invest trust funds,
and are themselves Trustee in-
vestments.

IN ADDITION TO THIS they
carry the Guarantee of this Cor-
poration as to payment of principal
and interest as these fall due.

SECOND as to INTEREST.

These Receipts bear interest at the
rate of 5)2 per cent. per annum.

Sums ranging from $500 and up-
wards received for investment for
3 or 5 year periods.

Interest paid by cheque on such
dates as you may name.

This is a splendid opportunity for
you to secure an ideal investment,
Write to us for fuller particulars.

Correspondence and interviews in-
vited.

THE
TORONTO CGENERAL TRUSTS
CORPORATION

Head Office : As;et§ under
83 BAY STREET, administra-

TORONTO. . Coasea

Established
1882
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Employees LIKE
DENNlSTEEL

Made in Canada

WARDROBE LOCKERS

HEY FIND that hanging clothes, stowing away luncheé, tc , is much rafer, o ore

sanitary and altogether nicer than otherwise, when each has his or her own
private locking c)m artment
DENNISTEEL Lockers represent a good investment from another angle. They save
time, space and money, are FIREPROOF, indestructible, of handsome appearance
and high quality. Slightly higher in first cost than others—lower in actuality. Let us
send illustrated folders.

THE DENNIS WIRE AND IRON
Works Co.LimITED
LonboON

CANADA .
Halifaz, Montreal, Ottawa, Toronto, Hamilton, Winnipeg Calgary, Vancouver,

— T

ESTABLISHED 1872

BANK OF HAMILTON

There are many opinions as to what
will happen after peace is established.

There is only one opinion as to the wisdom

of SAVING NOW. To be prepared is to

be safe. A Savings Account in the Bank
of Hamilton will protect your savings and
induce thrift.

Main Toronto Office—65 Yonge Street,
M. C. HART, Manager
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Life Rate Endowment Policies

The best insurance authorities advise Endowments matur-

ing in the later years of life. = We guarantee these for the
usual Life premiums.

Our 20-Payment Life Rate Endowment guarantees the
maturity of the policy at the expectation of life, pays profits
at the end of 20 years and every fifth year thereafter and in
addition guarantees, in the event of death after the fifth year,
the payment of any unpaid Jprofits earned by the policy.

The London Life Insurance Co.
Head Office: . London, Canada
is the only Company issuing this desirable contract. You

cannot afford to place your insurance before learning particu-
lars. Full information upon request.

Policies ‘“Good as Gold.”

THE ROYAL BANK OF CANADA

3 [HEAD OFFICE, MONTREAL®

LONDON, Eng. NEW YORK
Princes St.,E.C. 68 William St.

e A ——————
Plaza de Cataluna 6

With our chain of 560 Branches throughout Canada,
Newfoundland, the West Indies, Central and South
America, we offer a complete banking service to ex-
porters, importers, manufacturers and others wishing to
extend their business in these countries. Trade enquiries
are solicited. Consult our local Manager or write direct

to our FOREIGN DEPARTMENT, MONTREAL, QUE.

CAPITAL PAID UP & RESERVES -
TOTAL ASSETS over - % =

- $30,000,000
- $420,000,000

|
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Every

Morning

The Greatest
energizer in the
world—a morning
glass of

Eno’s starts you away with a clear mind and"enables you to continue
at highest efficiency all through the day’s work.

Thousands of Canadian men and women rely on theZmorning glass of
Eno’s for their good digestion and their good health.

Eno’s is a natural aperient. It contains only the tonic elements of ripe
fruit juice and cannot cause the least discomfort to the most sensitive system.
It clears the intestines and keeps the liver healthy and active.

SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS
Prepared only by J. C. ENO Ltd., “Fruit Salt” Works,
London, England

HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., Limited
10-12-14 McCaul Street, Toronto
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THREE BIG FEATURES

Begin with the July Number

Sir John Willison, easily the outstanding journalist of
Canada, will have a department in which he will discuss
from month to month public affairs as they affect Canada
and Canadians.

Col. George T. Denison, who for forty years was
never a minute late in opening his court in Toronto, will
begin his ‘‘Recollections of a Police Magistrate’’. This
feature will be found to be of extraordinary interest. Well-
known criminal cases will be reviewed and revealed,
methods will be discussed, racy anecdotes related, and
many humorous experiences in court will be told to Can-
adian Magazine readers in a most entertaining manner,

Mrs. Isabel Ecclestone Mackay, the foremost woman
novelist of Canada, will begin her third and greatest novel,
““Mist of Morning’' in the July number. This is the story
of a young woman and young man who leave an Ontario
town to make their way, unknown to each other, in the city
of Toronto. Their engaging vicissitudes, the way they
renew their friendship and finally their love, in spite of th
intrigues of another girl and some German agents, makes a
fascinating story.

$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
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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.

N

N
R -a

Head Master: — Physical Training,
C. S. Fosbery, M.A. Manual Training,

Swimming, Rinks,
Tennis Courts,
Riding, Drawing,
Music.

Preparatory,
Junior and Senior
Departments.

FEN

DEPARTMENT OF NAVAL SERVICE.
ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA

The Royal Naval College is established for the purpose of impart-
ing 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 thor-
ough 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, a good grounding in Science, Engineering, Mathematics, Navi-
gation, History and Modern Languages, as a basis for general de-
velopment of further specialization.

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

Pending erection of buildings to replace those destroyed at the
time of the Halifax disaster the Royal Naval College is located at
Esquimalt, near Victoria, B.C.

G. J. DESBARATS,

Deputy Minister of the Naval Service.
Unauthorized publication of this advertisement will not be paid for.

Ottawa, February 3, 1919.
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Gfoge Hrsahiy + B

A Churely Residential and Day z's"h"‘“[
for Girls.

Established over fifty years.

All Departments from Kindergarten to University
Matriculation.

For Calendar apply to the Bursar, —

66 99 Private lundutnl 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 m Advanced Art under the direction of Mrs. F, S. Williams,

Beaux Arts, Paris and London. Miss E. M. Elgood, Miss E. J. Ingram, Mlle.
Shopoff.

FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPALS

DENTIAL SCHOOL

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ONT. * ***'5oz Giris

Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto.

Preparation for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Young children also received.

Fine location. Outdoor games and physical training. ;
The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, who for

twelve years taught in the School with marked success.
Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.

For terms and particulars, apply te the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Major St.. TORONTO

9t. Elndrew’s Qollege

D hool
coronto A Remdcntml aan nv School ¢anaba
Caleaitar UPPER bCHOOL LOWER SCHOOL
Sent on | Boys prepared for Universities, Royal Military College and Business
Application. REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M A., LL.D. - - Headmaster.

The Margaret Eaton 5cbool of Literature and Erpression

North Street, Toronto. - Mrs. George Nasmith, Principal
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THE NEW ERAR FOR CANADA

BY E. E. BRAITHWAITE,

PRESIDENT, WESTERN UNIVERSITY

I.—THE NEW NATION

HE recent important ne-
| gotiations with Roumania
i by virtue of which Can-
ol ada is establishing ered-

lif§) its looking to an export

trade with that country,
involving the sum of twenty-five mil-
lion dollars, together with an agree-
ment of a similar kind with France
and other negotiations still in prog-
ress, constitute a tangible evidence of
the new ambition of the Dominion to
secure a much larger share of the
world’s trade than she has ever had
before. This is symptomatie of the
great strides that this new nation is
bound to take in her own develop-
ment and in her inereasing import-
ance among the nations of the earth.
Plunging vigorously into the arena
of world polities, as she has done in
the recent war, at a much earlier
comparative stage of her development
than was the case with her big neigh-
bour the United States, the promise of
her rapid development during the
present century is at least as great as
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that which the great Republic enjoyed
in the nineteenth century.

For the expansion of her trade,
Canada is most favourably situated.
From London, the centre of the Euro-
pean markets, which are the most im-
portant of all, we are, according to
Lloyd’s calendar, less than half the
“mail” distance of our competitors
in South America, South Africa and
India, and only one quarter the dis-
tance of Australia and New Zealand.
From the United States, the world’s
second most important market, we are
separated only by an imaginary
boundary line, while to Japan and
China, next in importance to Europe
and the United States, we have the
readiest direct access possible across
the Pacific.

The vital change in the German
situation also bears upon the question
of our trade prospects. The year be-
fore the war, Canada’s imports from
Germany amounted to more than four-
teen million dollars, chiefly in manu-
factured goods, while her exports to
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(Glermany, mainly raw materials and
food stuffs, amounted in value to four
millions. Of Germany’s total exports
of two and a half billions during that
same year, nearly four hundred mil-
lions, or about one-sixth of the whole,
went to England. Much of this trade
will be lost by Germany, for the pres-
ent at least, and Canada has a good
opportunity of capturing her fair
share of it.

Nor is the history of other great
wars such as to discourage the hope-
fulness of the outlook in this direction.
Instead of a long period of depres-
sion following such wars as the Cri-
mean, the Civil War in the United
States, the Franco-Prussian, the Boer
war and others, there has usually
been a rapid economic adjustment
followed by a period of great pros-
perity. It has also been pointed out
that other forms of disaster have
proved beneficial in stimulating indus-
try. The great fires of Chicago, Bos-
ton and Baltimore made these cities
greater and richer than ever, one ex-
planation of this being that everyone
went energetically to work to over-
come the losses. In Europe the era of
railroad building that followed the
Napoleonic wars increased the world’s
wealth by many times the sum the
war had cost.

Honourable L. C. Avery, Under
Secretary of State for the Colonies,
has recently referred in most opti-
mistic terms to Canada’s prospective
development along trade lines. After
stating that there have been few
things more amazing in military his-
tory than the way in which Canada,
starting with a mere nucleus of
trained officers and men, created a
corps which, as an instrument of
scientific warfare was unsurpassed by
any army in the field, and that her
effort in the production of war mate-
rials had been hardly less remark-
able, he expressed emphatically his
unbounded confidence in the future
development of Canada, declaring
that she was destined inevitably to
become one of the world’s greatest

industrial and exporting powers. Her
position alone was almost enough to
justify this prediction. This position
he pictured in the following terms:
“Just look at the map; Nova Secotia
jutting out into the Atlantic and
British Columbia overhanging the Pa-
cific form incomparable foci for the
world’s industry and commerce, from
the viewpoint of future economie
stategy. Canadians have at their
back the raw material and the market
of half a continent, and in front
their own empire to draw tropieal
raw materials and find an outlet for
their surplus manufactures.”

As important as the development
of our external trade is that of our
boundless resources. Claiming to have
the largest nickel mines in the world,
the largest wheat-growing area, the
largest potential water-power, being
double that of the United States,
though not one-tenth of our own has
yvet been developed, the most exten-
sive and prolific fisheries, ete., it is net
easy to overestimate the possibilities
of the near future if these resources
are developed in an up-to-date, busi-
ness-like and non-partisan manner.

It has been estimated that the Do-
minion has about four hundred and
fifty million acres of arable land of
which Jess than one-tenth has yet
been tilled. In comparison with
France, the single province of Ontario
has twice the area of that country,
but France has had six times as much
land under cultivation as Ontario,
and has been raising ten times as
many cattle, twenty times as many
sheep, twelve times as many potatoes,
and twenty-five times as many sugar
beets. Dean Adams, of McGill Uni-
versity, claims that the field erop in
Canada could be doubled in ten
years if the system and methods of
the best ten per cent. of the farmers
were adopted, while with the inten-
sive methods used in Europe these
could be multiplied many times. The
same authority estimates that the
forest of British Columbia, which is
part of the great forest extending into
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Washington and Oregon and consti-
tutes one of the two great tracts of
merchantable virgin timber still ex-
isting in the world, the other being
the great pine forest of Russia, could
be made to yield without depletion
about five times as much lumber as
is at present being cut from it.

The national wealth of the United
States grew in the two-thirds of a
century from 1850 to 1915, from
seven and a half billion dollars to two
hundred and fifty billion, making her
the richest nation of the world, pos-
sessor of one-third of the estimated
wealth of all the nations. With the
possession of labour-saving machinery,
transportation and other facilities,
such as were never dreamed of in the
greater part of the nineteenth cen-
tury, Canada’s development in the
twentieth century should be far more
rapid. With a present estimated
wealth of about seventeen billions, the
present goal of the United States
should be reached in a very much
shorter time than was taken by that
country in her unparalleled experi-
ence.

There is also the significant ques-
tion of immigration, concerning which
there are very conflicting views. On
the one side is the opinion that the
European countries will restrict the
emigration of their people as far as
possible, especially as they will have
so much to do in the way of recon-
struetion, by means of which they may
even be able to attract some workmen
from this side of the ocean, especially
the natives of these lands who had
formerly emigrated to the new world.

But, on the other hand, there are
millions of homes that have been
broken up, and whole communities
once familiar and sacred to those who
went out from them to the war have
been so devastated and rendered so
desolate that the former inhabitants
will be imbued with the desire to be-
ein life over again, and that amid
entirely new surroundings. Millions
of men have been taken out from their
former monotonous, treadmill exist-
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ence in the shop, the factory and the
mill, and having imbibed roving pro-
pensities will have the tendency to
cultivate these still further by emi-
grating to some new land where they
will have hope of improving their
social and financial outlook.

After the Civil War in the United
States, many from the Eastern states
moved to the middle West, having
learned of the new lands of promise
from those Westerners beside whom
they fought in the war. In the same
way, from our soldier heroes many
will have learned of the advantages of
this country as compared with Euro-
pean conditions and will be prompted
to make a venture in this direction.
Major-General McRae, intimately
associated with immigration matters
in the West previous to the war, pre-
dicts that a million British people
will come to Canada within the next
five years. That the Americans antic-
ipate a large European movement
hitherwards appears from their pro-
posed legislation to prohibit immigra-
tion for a period of four years except
in relation to certain special cases.
While the free land of the United
States has mainly been disposed of,
Canada yet has boundless acres for
the right Kind of immigrant. The
probability is that we shall not have
to lay so much stress on the securing
of immigration as on the proper
guarding of it.

Both in regard to population and
wealth, the signs of the times point
strongly to a tremendous expansion
in the coming years for this lusty and
vigorous new country.

IL—-THE NEW EDUCATION

There is no movement arising out
of the war that promises to be more
significant or far-reaching in its re-
sults than that which has to do with
educational matters. Nor is this con-
fined to our own land or even to
Anglo-Saxon countries. Already whis-
perings are heard from the Orient
which show that an attitude scarcely
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less than revolutionary is developing
on the opposite side of the world also.

The movement which has attracted
wider attention than any other is that
which has been taking place in Eng-
land during recent months, the cen-
tral features of which are associated
with the name of Honourable Herbert
Fisher and the important Bill which
he has recently had enacted. Though
this may deserve the tribute that has
been given it in being styled “a char-
ter of justice, freedom and opportun-
ity for English children”, yet from
our point of view it does not go as
far absolutely as its reputation would
seem to indicate, as we have already
provided for many of the features
which are now coming into vogue for
the first time in the educational sys-
tem of the mother ecountry.

The Fisher Bill lays special empha-
sis upon the compulsory attendance
of all children between five and four-
teen years of age, and forbids the em-
ployment of any child under twelve,
or of any between twelve and four-
teen, except for certain brief hours
and under conditions that are care-
fully specified. The significance of
this change will be more fully appre-
ciated when it is remembered that ac-
cording to reliable estimates over
eighty per cent. of the sehool children
of England have generally worked an
average of about three hours a day.
The Bill also provides for the exten-
sion of general and vocational educa-
tion through the period of adolescence.
Provision is made for thorough medi-
cal inspection and medical treatment
and for speeial schools for the physi-
cally defective and epileptic. Not the
least important of its features is that
providing for an annual inecrease of
$16,000,000 in teachers’ salaries alone.

In the realm of higher education
there is reported to be in England a
widespread desertion of the eclassies
and a great flocking to the study of
modern languages and the practical
seiences. The chemical, physical, and
engineering laboratories are squd to
be especially crowded. There is also

a strong demand for facilities for
adult eduecation, it being difficult to
provide sufficient lecturers to meet
this demand.

A special committee appointed to
investigate the question of modern
language study in Great Britain
strongly emphasizes the importance of
clerks, travelers, foreign agents, and
others familiarizing themselves with
these modern languages. FKFrench is
regarded as by far the most import-
ant. The second place is given to
German, which must not be neglected
in the view of the Committee in spite
of the natural prejudice prevailing
at present, especially as it is important
from the standpoint of technieal
knowledge. Next in order come
Italian, Spanish and Russian; and,
after these, such languages as the
Portuguese, the Scandinavian tongues,
Dutech and Flemish, Magyar, Rou-
manian, ete.

The Committee, though composed
to a large extent of those who have
had a thorough classical training, and
fully aware of its value, neverthe-
less did not hesitate to declare that
Greek and Latin should be no longer
obligatory, especially as other langu-
ages might become fairly satisfactory
substitutes for these.

This whole movement in Great
Britain is by no means an isolated one,
but is more or less indicative of what
is taking place elsewhere.

In the United States the schools are
reported to be giving a much larger
place to physical and biological
science, especially in their practical
applications to industry, agriculture,
hygiene and sanitation; and far less
attention to Latin and other foreign
languages. Commercial courses are
becoming very popular and the con-
vietion is growing that part-time
education at least should be provided
for young people up to the age of
eighteen. The importance of looking
after the health of the pupils is also
being very strongly emphasized. A
sum of $50,000,000 is being provided
for the increase of teachers’ salaries.
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In Japan, too, similar tendencies
are to be noted. Awake to the chang-
ing situation, commissioners from
Japan have recently been in the
United States collecting data and
studying the situation generally.
There is a manifest disposition to give
large recognition to the demands for
improved methods of manufacture
and agriculture, and to the unex-
ampled opportunities for the expan-
sion of foreign ecommerce—largely, it
is admitted, with the object of in-
creasing the wealth of the country and
especially to compare favourably with
that of the United States, Great Brit-
ain, and France. Here, too, it is re-
ported that the Chinese classies,
which correspond to a certain extent
to the Greek and Latin classies with
us, are being largely abandoned in
favour of the experimental study of
the applied sciences.

One cannot face these revolutionary
tendencies so widely prevalent with-
out raising the question whether it
does not indicate a swing of the pen-
dulum to too extreme a position in
response to the “practical” or “utili-
tarian” motif now asserting itself so
strongly. Indeed it may signify this
and we must be on our guard lest the
humanities lose their properly exalted
position in our educational system.
As a matter of fact, however, whether
we be led to go too far or not, there
is at any rate a very healthy raison
d’etre at the basis of all these move-
ments, which is the application of our
school training to the affairs of our
daily living, whether we are preparing
for professional life or whatever oceu-
pation we may have in view.

Indeed in all this there is a disposi-
tion to meet the greatly changed situa-
tion which has been gradually coming
upon us for some years but has been
wonderfully accelerated as a result
of the war. One feature of this
change is that our educational insti-
tutions are no longer {raining men
simply for the “four learned profes-
sions” but also for a great multitude
of other callings, and for these a vari-
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ety of training is naturally required.
Then there have been a large number
of important new subjects added to
the school curriculum in recent times
—scientifie, technieal, vocational, ete.,
—and we must give up the attempt
to make all our pupils cover a uniform
round of subjects, especially as théy
are far too many for anyone to cover
satisfactorily. The recent annihila-
tion of distance by the aeroplane and
the greatly inereased intercourse with
foreign peoples also suggest the neces-
sity of a wider acquaintance with the
languages and conditions of these peo-
ple. With the strong democratic
trend of modern times, too, it is also
important that higher education be
much more widespread. Democracy
is in great peril unless the general
body of citizenship is of a high intel-
lectual order. Higher education and
corresponding degrees can profitably
be offered to those who are capable of
taking advantage of them without in-
sisting in all cases upon the same nar-
row path for all—and that, too, with-
out any apparent or real weakening
of standard.

In Canada we are in the midst of
these prevailing tendencies and are
being influenced by them. In On-
tario the universities are now consid-
ering a revision of the matriculation -
curriculum. One university, at least,
is ready to recommend that it be made
possible for a matriculation certificate
to be granted—and probably this
would lead to the possibility of an
Arts degree being granted—without
insisting on Latin in every case, as
has heretofore been done. This does
not signify a lessening appreciation
of Latin or that it should not be de-
manded of those who are expecting to
be high school teachers, or of those
planning to follow ecertain other lit-
erary professions. It only means that
the exemption may in certain circum-
stances be allowed for such as have
aspirations for a liberal education
while expecting to fill a very different
sphere in life from those just men-
tioned.
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In addition to the character of the
changes already outlined the New
Education is beginning to stress cer-
tain other fundamental issues of life
that can no longer be ignored or rele-
gated to any other domain.

The most important of these is
health. Dr. Claxton, the United
States Commissioner of Education,
states that 3715 per cent. of all the
American young men drafted for the
war were physically. unfit, and that
in the United States 300,000 children
die every year in the first six years
of their life from preventable causes.
Competent authorities elaim that not
less than 75 per cent. of the school
children of to-day have physical de-
fects of greater or less importance—
lung diseases, disorders of hearing or
vision, diseased adenoids or tonmsils,
imperfect teeth, ete.—nearly all of
which could be remedied by proper
medical attention. It is said that in
Ontario nearly 10,000 children under
five years die annually, half of whom
at least might be saved. In a recent
year in the United Kingdom over
90,000 infants died in their first year.
It has been estimated that if Great
Britain had taken proper health pre-
cautions for a score of years previous
to the war, she would have had 1,500,-
000 additional men who were “fit”. It
is time to take this matter seriously.
The United States at least is contem-
plating effective action in proposing
to appropriate $20,000,000 per annum
for a health propaganda in the schools,
including medical and dental examin-
ation of pupils, employment of nurses,
establishment of clinies, ete.

The financial benefits of education
are also coming to be recognized as
never before. On following up to the
age of twenty-five the financial careers
of one hundred and sixty- six boys of
a similar age who were in school to-
gether in a certain American city, it
was found that the boys who had re-
mained in school until they were
eighteen had earned on the average
twice as much per annum as those who
left at fourteen. The United States

Commissioner of Education went so
far in a recent address as to declare
that ninety-nine and nine-tenths of
the world’s wealth to-day is being pro-
duced by education, citing the in-
stance of the island on which the older
portion of New York city is built be-
ing bought at one time for twenty-
eight dollars, while one acre of it was
recently sold for $33,000,000. He
contended that the change was
brought about by the achievements of
educated men who built railways, sub-
ways, steamboats, skyscrapers, ete.,
none of which could have been built
except for the labours of men of su-
perior education.

The formation and development of
character is also receiving greater at-
tention from educators. As far as re-
ligious instruction in the schools is
concerned the prevalent prejudice and
sectarian rivalry make this no easy
undertaking. But experiments are
being made. - Ex-President Eliot has
suggested a conception of religious
teaching which could be emphasized
everywhere, in the following terms:
“It would contain no dogma, creed or
ritual, and no church history; but it
would set forth the fundamental re-
ligious ideas which ought to be con-
veyed to every American child and
adolescent in the schools of the future.
Such teaching would counteract ma-
terialism, promote reverence for God
and human nature, strengthen the
foundations of a just and peace-loving
democracy, and conform to Micah’s
definition of religion: ‘What doth the
Lord require of thee but to do justly,
to love mercy, and to walk humbly
with thy God ¢ ”

All of the above is in keeping with
the following resolution recently
passed by the British Labour Confer-
ence: “The most important of all the
measures of reconstruction must be a
genuine nationalization of education
which shall get rid of all class dis-
tinction and privileges, and bring
effectively within the reach not only
of every boy and girl, but also of every
adult citizen, all the training, physi-
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eal, mental and moral, literary, tech-
nieal and artistic, of which he is cap-
able.”

It is evident that the carrying out
of a program of this kind is going to
require a vastly larger outlay than
has usually been available for edu-
cation. But the importance of the
matter is so great that this promises
to constitute a very slight objection,
especially in these days of huge ex-
penditures for things worth while. In-
deed tests have already been made.
In England and the United States and
to a less extent in several of the prov-
inces of Canada the calling for very
material advances in the educational
budget has been received with great
favour. .

III-THE NEW CITIZENSHIP

This is intimately connected with
the “League of Nations”. A promi-
nent English writer—Dr. Orchard in
his “Outlook for Religion”-—has re-
cently pointed out a certain danger
involved in this in the following
terms: “What guarantee have we that
the nations’ signatory to the arrange-
ment might not split up into two al-
most equally balanced sides? As thus
stated the proposals simply mean that
every war will now be a world war

of a more awful character
than we can 1magme

There is just one thing that can
prevent this, and that is a right basic
foundation for international relations.
It used to be considered that one man
was not successful in a transaction
with another unless he in some meas-
ure worsted the latter. "We have now
come to see that a good business trans-
action is one in which both buyer and
seller are benefited. The nations
must also learn that one nation does
not really prosper most by securing
some sharp advantage over another
by which the latter is defrauded, but
that in the last analysis they stand or
fall together. What benefits one,
benefits another, benefits all. What
injures one, injures another, injures
all.

There is a law which Dr. J. A, Mac-
donald calls “the law of the world’s
good will” which is the good of each
working for the welfare of all. This
“camnnot be sinned against without its
penalty being paid’’. It ‘‘is the first
law of every nation No nation
sins alone or suffers alone
Slowly but very surely and sometlmexs
painfully and at great cost, are the
nations learning that the country that
frames a tariff of spite so as to damage
the industry or trade of a neighbour-
people is whetting a two-edged sword
that cuts both ways and wounds the
smiter as well as the smitten”’.

Plainly stated, this is the doectrine
of the New Testament Golden Rule.
The outcome of the war tends to prove
that the Golden Rule is not only good
religion but also good business and
good polities. It is a bold challenge
to the world to apply this ideal of life
not only to the relations between indi-
viduals but also to national and inter-
national affairs. It may be held that
this is visionary and impractical. But
in reality we never had a more forei-
ble illustration of the unprofitable-
ness of the opposite principle, viz,,
selfishness, even from the baldest ma-
terialistic point of view. Never be-
fore was there such a favourable op-
portunity for our statesmen to make a
strong stand for the wvery highest
ideals in national and world politics.

It is clear that the war was brought
on by the spirit of selfish grasp and
greed. While one nation over-reached
itself in this and was thus the imme-
diate cause of the war, none of us
can claim that we have been free
from the same defect attaching to a
greater or less extent to our national
life. But it may still be contended
that there is no other practical way.
In order to attain to a position of
great commercial prosperity or other
eminence, the nations must think only
of their own interests without consid-
ering those of others. The Golden
Rule would lead to financial ruin in-
stead of prosperity. This has been
our theory and it has been a costly
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one—the cost of the wars of history,
to say nothing more, for they have all
resulted from an application of this
principle. The tremendous loss we
have sustained is in reality nothing
more nor less than the cost of violating
the Golden Rule.

As far as the recent war is con-
cerned we can now begin to count the
cost. The money cost is estimated
to be nearly two hundred billion dol-
lars which is more than one-quarter
of the world’s national wealth. A
very competent American authority
has claimed that this is a sum greater
than the combined money expenses
for all other wars since the beginning
of recorded history. A little reflection
seems to place this estimate within the
bounds of reason, for it would prob-
ably not be necessary to go very far
back to reach the time when the na-
tional wealth of all the nations would
not total this amount. It took the
United States about two-thirds of a
century (from 1850 to 1915) to in-
creage its national wealth from seven
and a half to two hundred and fifty
billions, and this nation affords an
unprecedented example of rapid de-
velopment. Yet in four years a sum
almost equal to this immense figure is
used up in the destruction of war.
The aggregate public debt of the bel-
ligerent nations before the war was
a little more than twenty billions,
that amount being accumulated in a
period of one hundred years. Now
their debt amounts to one hundred
and fifty billions. In other words, in
four years of the war these nations
have amassed a debt more than six
times as great as that which was in-
curred during the whole previous
century.

This does not take into account the
destruetion of buildings, machinery,
crops, live stock, railway bridges, for
which in Belgium alone more than
two billion dollars would have to be
figured into the account and in France
not much less than this sum, nor the
tremendous loss of shipping, nor what
is of far greater moment than all else,

the appalling loss of human life.
There must have been at least fifteen
million men either killed or almost
totally incapacitated. This would
represent an economic value of forty-
five billions besides having immeas-
urable results in other respects. Most
of those who were killed were among
the choicest young men in the various
countries. They would have been the
fathers of our boys and girls of the
next generation. As a result, the
average grade of fatherhood must be
to some extent lowered, and this will
not only affect the present race but
future generations as well.

If the opposite principle had been
the common basis of international ae-
tion—if tariffs were framed not sim-
ply from the standpoint of the nation
enacting them, but also with a view to
their bearnigt upon other countries
affected by them, and such modifica-
tions allowed as would be an illustra-

‘tion of a true international and fra-

ternal spirit—even if the resulting
revenue were much less than origin-
ally anticipated—it would be possible
to make numerous and tremendous
concessions of this kind before reach-
ing even a fractional amount of the
immense financial losses caused by the
war.

We must hereafter think in world
terms—nothing less. Some day we
shall find that it is not only un-
brotherly but also unprofitable for
Canada to enact legislation which is
considered from its own selfish stand-
point alone, and without relation toe
its bearing upon the other parts of
the British Empire or its neighbour
to the South; and that the United
States cannot profitably ignore the
effect of its legislative enactments
upon our Dominion or other nations
with which she has dealings. It may
be that tariffs should not be abolished.
It may be that there should be certain
restrictions upon the movement of
people from one part of the world to
another. But if mutual counsel were
held in reference to these matters
with a view to the effect upon the




THE NEW ERA FOR CANADA 97

whole community of nations rather
than upon any one by itself .the
world’s “good-will” would be im-
mensely increased and the prevention
of war immeasurably advanced.

The League of Nations is a step to-
wards the fulfilment of Tennyson’s
ideal—“The Parliament of Man, the
Federation of the World”. Though
the complete realization of this may
be far distant a significant advance
towards it may at least be made.
Great, Britain and the United States,
the two greatest nations in the world,

are now in a position to take a strong
leadership in this. “While their rela-
tions to each other have been growing
more cordial since the beginning of
the century, this cordiality has been
greatly strengthened since their sons
have fought side by side in the most
titanic struggle the world has ever
witnessed and in defence of the most
precious principle of human liberty,
which was never before so bitterly
assailed. ;

This is our new eitizenship—*“The
Brotherhood of Man.”

A HISTORY LECTURE

By GEORGINA H. THOMSON

HER eyes are on the tufts of trees
That toss against the square of sky
Framed by the window, while above
‘White wisps of cloud go trailing by.
She dimly hears the voice of one
Who tells of wars in ages gone.

Her thoughts are on the sodden fields

Of France.

Beyond the trees that toss,

She sees the ruined walls of Ypres

And near, a simple wooden cross,
The while a voice goes on and on
And tells of wars in ages gone.



THE EYES OF CONSCIENCE

BY ROY TURNBULL

RANKLIN CRAIG had
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) Mr. ' Bettersworth, his

il
Jm%ﬁﬁ& miserly employer, weal-

thy owner of the fa-
shionable Art and Curio shop, had
Jjust stepped to the warehouse some
blocks distant. Yokokita, the Japa-
nese lad of all work, stood lazily talk-
ing with the proprietor of the book
store adjoining. Stealthily, the Art
Shop clerk walked across the store,
filled with treasures in pottery and
metal, silk and ebony, to Betters-
worth’s private antique safe which
stood under the cash register. He
paused with hand suspended above
the combination, the secret of which
he had long since surreptitiously ac-
quired. Through the cavelike en-
trance to the darkened store he ecould
see the living sunshine dancing in
the cobbled street.

A gusty breeze swept in, stirring
up the weird mixture of smells lurk-
ing in the many objects culled from
all parts of the globe. His hesitation
was brief, for the contrast between
the inviting sunshine, with its pro-
mise of other lands, and the mono-
tony of the ‘‘junk’’ shop, as he
termed it, wherein he had slaved for
so long, quickly overcame his
seruples. '

In a moment he was down on one
knee and a little later the safe door
stood open before him. His eager
hand readily found the thin flat
packet of bills that his employer had
drawn from the bank early that
morning in order to pay for an ex-
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pected cloisonne treasure from the
Orient. Bettersworth’s dealings, ow-
ing to the diverse methods of the
many nationalities trading with him,
were always in cash. Ripping off
the covering, Craig stuffed the bank
notes into his coat pocket. Hot and
cold waves coursed through his puls-
ing veins as his hand closed over the
coveted money. His traveling bag
had long since been packed against
this emergency. A few days of tra-
vel and the name of Franklin Craig
would be but a memory.

Then slowly, but overwhelmingly,
and with a spasmodic contraction of
his stomach muscles, he sensed an-
other presence in the darkened store.
Instinet, with its indefinable, yet dis-
concerting force, apprized him of
serutinizing eyes. Turning his head
with a painful jerk, he beheld a tall
man in a frock coat and an old-fash-
ioned beaver hat, standing on the
other side of the low counter, watch-
ing him. Craig, the blood rushing
away from his blanching face, rose
slowly to his feet and shrank baek
involuntarily, a damning picture of
guilt. The strange old man who had
so silently entered the store must
have witnessed the act of theft and
seen him feverishly stuff the ill-got-
ten money in his pocket.

The intruder stared inscrutably at
Craig, a look of world weariness and
sadness on his wrinkled face. His
lips moved slowly as if he were
counting the inexorable moments of
time, or muttering unsavoury words
of condemnation. Craig, with pur-
pose and emotion inchoate, stepped
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forward, his gaze wildly falling on
a bronze shield whereon hung an
Arabian scimiter, but the old man
shook his head austerely from side to
side, and turning on his rubber heel,
walked forth from the emporium of
trinkets into the bright sunlight.

Craig fell back against the safe,
his tortured brain racing in kaleido-
scopie confusion. Then summoning
every ounce of will power, he rushed
from the store, but the old man of
the beaver hat had vanished. Yoko-
kita, his back to Craig, still held
forth idly with the proprietor of the
hookstore.

With fear tugging at his entrails,
Craig struggled in the upheaval of
his mind until it seemed he must eol-
lapse. As he saw the fat, dumpy fig-
ure of his employer emerge from
around the corner of the block, he
uttered a sharp ejaculation of terror.

The thought came with a rush—to
get the money back into the safe—
but no, it was too late! Yokokita
had already entered the store and
was busily engaged dusting a Louis
XIV. chest of drawers. Turning des-
perately in pursuance of a rapidly
forming plan, Craig quietly went to
the safe and locked it with a turn
of the handle. Tearing a bill from
the packet in his pocket he thrust it
into one of Yokokita’s street shoes
standing in the corner, always dis-
earded in the morning for sandals.
Spying the familiar ‘‘Studies in
English,”” which Yokokita had been
perusing for weeks, Craig had a
stroke of inspiration. He opened the
cover of the book and inserted be-
tween the leaves a crumpled bit of
paper he had fished from his pocket
and on which appeared rude
numerals. ;

Craig then hurried out into the
little yard, where he immediately bur-
ied the packet of money in a far cor-
ner and whistling merrily busied
himself with huge packing cases.

His heart heat wildly as he waited
for the explosion. It came with the
door flung open and Bettersworth
apoplectic on the step.

““Come in here!”’ he cried. Craig,
simulating wonderment, obeyed.

His employer pointed grimly te
the antique strong box, the door now
standing open.

“I put it in there this morning!
There isn’t a chance of a mistake!
Now it’s gone!”’

‘“What, sir?”’
mildly.

““Money! Money, you idiot! Near-
ly five thousand dollars! Where
have you been?”’

This question came like a shot, but
Craig was equal to the emergency.

‘““Unpacking the plasters, in the
yard,’”’ he responded quickly. ‘‘If I
had known you had forgotten to lock
the safe door, I—I—’’ he paused,
visibly embarrassed, as he glanced
over at the gaping Yokokita who un-
derstood but little of this wild en-
actment before him.

“You’d, you’d what?”’ demanded
Bettersworth.

“Why, T wouldn’t have gone out
in the yard and closed the door be-
hind me,” blurted Craig, flushing
and endeavouring nobly to shield Yo-
kokita. ‘‘I thought Yokokita was in
the store all the time.”’

Yokokita, instinctively catching
something of the danger in the air,
sputtered in imperfect English.

In a moment, Bettersworth was at
the telephone ecalling the police.
Later, when special officers discover-
ed the crumpled ten-dollar bill in the
Japanese servant’s shoe, the boy from
Nippon nearly fainted and when, to
top it off, they investigated his pock-
ets and clothing and finally diseov-
ered the sheet of paper between the
leaves of the ‘“Studies in English’’,
which Bettersworth immediately re-
cognized as the numeral notation of
the combination to his safe, poor Yo-
kokita raved incoherently while
g}'aig solicitously sympathized with

im.

A few weeks later, in the court-
room, drowsy and humming with the
murmur of voices, Craig watched
the jury retire. Hope and triumph
rose in his breast, for the bonds of

inquired Craig
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guilt had securely fastened about the
hapless Japanese boy.

The suspicion that in the regular
course of investigation had included
Craig now completely lifted.

Bettersworth, seemingly ready to
burst with the suppression of his
spleen, sat next to his lawyer wait-
ing impatiently for the verdict
which, though it could not return his
money, would at least prove that
justice prevailed in the punishment
of the thief. Yokokita, sullen and
hopeless in this jargon of animosity

about him, sat with eyes on the floor.

Craig swept the audience and smiled
condescendingly.

Yet, would the door of the jury
room never open! Yokokita must
be found guilty. This must close the
case against further investigation.

At last the suspense was over; the
judge paused in his conversation
with the clerk, to read the verdiet
which affirmed the guilt of Yokokita.
Craig, by this time a master of dis-
simulation, concealed his elation.
After all, what did it matter if a
miserable, solitary Jap like Yokokita
—who had never had anything any-
how !—were to spend a few years in
the penitentiary? Surely his own
hopes, reputation and future, were
of infinitely greater importance.
He would resign his position in due
time, dig out the hidden packet and
be off for other climes. The blood
began to flow more normally through
his veins. Mopping his brow, he
breathed with an acute sense of re-
lief, and turned to leave the ecourt-
room. As he did so, an icy hand
clutched his heart and the room
seemed to spin round crazily. The
thing that he had feared subcon-
sciously, had, in fact, been his obses-
sion all through the days and nights
of agony since the hour of his theft,
had come to pass. The memory of
that strange, mysterious, phantom-
like witness, the old man with the
beaver hat, had been with him every
hour. There, not ten feet away, just
behind the railing, sat the weird old
man himself !
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Craig uttered a startled ery and
sank limply into the chair he had
just vacated. Bettersworth turned
on him.

“What is it now?”’ he demanded.

The guilty clerk, with protruding
eyeballs, gazed into the eyes of his
conscience—the fateful witness. Un-
der the uncompromising stare of his
silent accuser, Craig’s spirit ecrum-.
bled like sand. Two officers were al-
ready leading Yokokita toward the
hold-over. The old man near the
rail gathered his hat and pad of
paper under his arm, preparing to
rise, presumably to address the
judge.

Craig’s nerves gave way beneath
the impending exposure, and he
jumped to his feet. In a piercing,
hysterical voice, his words tumbling
cver one another, he poured forth his
confession to the startled court. The
astounded judge ordered him inte
custody.

Under the fearful touch of the law,
Craig sank in a huddle. Dazed and
motionless he heard the methodical.
technical reopening of the case. The
tense, full silence of the room beat
in upon him like muffled hammers.

Dumbly, he was dragged toward
the shining bars of the hold-over
where Yokokita stood with mouth
open. On the way, they passed the
old man of the beaver hat. He was
writing on the pad of paper, sup-
ported by his flat-top hat.

‘“Good morning, Mr. Donaldson,’’
offered one of the officers at Craig’s
side. The old man of the beaver hat
gravely bowed his head to the salu-
tation, and Craig cringed before the
austerity of his noble face.

‘“‘Brian Donaldson. the novelist,’®
explained the officer to his compan-
ion on Craig’s left. ‘“He’s blind as a
bat, but he goes poking around
everywhere—pawnshops, and book-
stores, and police courts. Always
alone—never seems to lose his way.’’

Then the two officers of the court
turned to their charge in dismay, for
he had collapsed to unconsciousness
in their rough grasp.




THE SONNET
IN CANADIAN LITERATURE

BY ELIZABETH ROBERTS MACDONALD

HE lover of sonnets
is surely ‘‘born not
made’’. Devotees of

poetry might almost be
divided into two classes
—those who enjoy son-
nets and those who do not. To the
former the sonnet seems the absolute-
ly right form of expression for cer-
tain moods and thoughts; to the lat-
ter it is a synonym for the artificial
and the arbitrary.

These two classes might be subdi-
vided into the extremely technical
admirer of this form of verse, who
thinks first of exact adherence to the
rules of sonnet-building, and even
perhaps adds a few small rules of his
own, and the anti-sonneteer, who
maintains that to write a sonnet one
need only compress (or expand) into
fourteen lines a motif which might
as well or better have been put into
a more lyric and less restricted verse-
form.

Every reader of English poetry
knows Wordsworth’s and Rossetti’s
sonnets on the sonnet—which the stu-
dent of verse should surely memorize.
Richard Watson Gilder’s variation on
the same theme may be less familiar,
so I quote it here:

What is a
That mu
sea;
A precious jewel carved most curiously;
It is a little picture painted well.
What is a sonnet? ’Tis the tear that fell
From a great poet’s hidden ecstasy;
A two-edged sword, a star, a song,—ah,

onnet? ’Tis the pearly shell
urs of the far-off murmuring

me
Sometimet; a heavy tolling funeral bell!
101

This was the flame that shook with Dante’s
breath ;
The solemn organ whereon Milton played,
And the eclear glass where Shake-
speare’s shadow falls:
A sea like this is—beware who ventureth.
For like a fiord the narrow floor is laid
Deep as mid-ocean to the sheer moun-
tain-walls.

The sonnet cannot be called a fa-
vourite form in Canadian poetry, but
some of our best-known writers have
found it a natural and foreible mode
of expression. Charles G. D. Roberts
has a sonnet-sequence of thirty poems
called ‘‘Songs of the Common Day’’,
forming a series of pictures of fa-
miliar Canadian landscape, clear in
outline and rich in eolour and atmo-
sphere. (The fact that this writer is
my brother makes it difficult for me
to deal with his work. To express
fully the admiration which 1 certain-
ly feel might appear to savour some-
what too much of family pride! So
I will content myself with a quota-
tion.) One colourful sonnet 1 give
entire :

Amber and blue, the smoke behind the hill,

Wher: in the glow fades out the morning

star

Curtains’the autumn cornfield, sloped afar,
And strikes an aerid savour on the chill.
The hill.tﬁp fence shines saffron o’er the

sti

Unbending ranks of bunched and bleach-

ing corn,

And every pallid stalk is crisp with

morn,
Crisp with the silver autumn morn’s distil.

Purple the narrowing alleys stretched be-
tween

The spectral shooks, a purple harsh and
cold,
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But spotted, where the gadding pump-
kins run,

With bursts of blaze that startle the serene

Like sudden voices—globes of orange

bold,
Elate to mimic the unrisen sun.

“The Sower’ and the ‘‘Potato
Harvest’’ are so well-known that I
need scarcely quote them; ‘‘The Oat-
Threshing’’ and ‘‘Buckwheat’’ are
rich of hue and haunting in their
power of re-creating atmosphere and
association—but to one who loves
Canadian country life all this se-
quence is a treasure-house. Among
the ‘‘Miscellaneous Sonnets’’ of this
poet T will just mention the ‘‘Collect
for Dominion Day’’—which might be
used profitably at every political
meeting !

Archibald Lampman has added
richly to our store of sonnets. His
little sequence of five called ‘‘The
Frogs’’ is full of the breath of spring
and the magic of the woods. Among
his other somnets, I should like to
give one showing something of his
attitude toward life, and one of his
exquisite nature-pictures. For the
first T have chosen ‘‘Sight’’:

The world is bright with beauty, and its
days
Are filled with music; could we only know
True ends from false, and lofty things
from low;
Could we but tear away the walls that graze
Our very elbows in life’s frosty ways;
Behold the width beyond us with its flow
Its knowledge and its murmur and its

glow,
Where doubt itself is but a golden haze.

Ah, brothers, still upon our pathway lies
The shadow of dim weariness and fear,
Yet if we could but lift our earthward eyes
To see, and open our dull ears to hear,

Then should the wonder of this world
draw near
And life’s innumerable harmonies.

For the nature-poem, it is indeed
hard to choose. So many favourites
come to mind—‘‘March”, ‘‘After
Mist”’, ““A Morning Summons’’, and
that lovely last sonnet, ‘‘Winter Up-
lands’’—but perhaps ‘‘In November’’
is one of the most perfect and sug-
gestive, calling up the scene deseribed
with the vividness of a dream:
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The hills and leafless forests slowly yield
To the thick-driving snow. A little while

And night shall darken down. In shout-
ing file
The woodmen’s carts go by me homeward-
wheeled,
Past the thin fading stubbles, half-
concealed,

Now golden-gray, sowed softly through
with snow,
Where the last ploughman follows still
his row,
Turning black furrows through the whiten-
ing field.

Far off the village lamps begin to gleam,
Fast drives the snow, and no man comes
this way;
The hills grow wintry white, and bleak
winds moan
About the naked uplands. I alone
Am neither sad, nor shelterless, nor gray,
Wrapped round with thought, content to
watch and dream.

Speaking of sonnet-sequences, I
must not omit ‘‘A Lover’s Diary’’
by Gilbert Parker. This series tells
a love story in autobiographical form.
There are passages of real beauty,
and the whole tone is one of chivalry
and idealism, but the ‘‘Lady’’ of the
poet’s adoration always struck me as
vague and artificial, and the tragic
climax of separation has not suffj-
cient cause. The greatest charm of
this volume, for me, lies in the de-
lightful little ‘‘Egyptian Proverhs?’’
which mark the divisions of the
story. 1 have always wondered
whether these are really ‘‘Egyptian’?
proverbs, or gold of the writer’s own
coining and no more Egyptian than
Elizabeth Barret Browning’s poems
are ‘‘from the Portuguese’’.

Robert Norwood, one of the best-
known of our younger poets, has also
enshrined a fair lady in a series of
sonnets. These are artistic in work-
manship, perhaps sometimes a little
over-elaborate, but rising in parts to
much foree of thought and emotion.
Though each sonnet is complete in it-
self, the series is so homogeneous that
it is difficult to quote one part which
will give a fair sample of the whole.
It should be read in its entirety.

The Petrarchan and Miltonie son-
net-forms, with variations, are those
generally used by Canadian writers.
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The pure Shakespearean form is
quite rare—I cannot, on the spur of
the moment, recall a dozen of this
type in our literature; though the
couplet-ending is used very widely in
the variants of the Petrarchan.

When we consider the general
definition of this verse-form, and that
it deals with the order and disposi-
tion of the rhymes as well as with
the sine qua mon of fourteen lines,
and (in the Petrarchan form and its
off-shoots) the division into octave
and sestet-—we may well hesitate to
call a rhymeless poem of fourteen
lines a sonnet. But Keats wrote one
at least, and called it that; gave it, in
fact, no other title but ‘“‘Sonnet’’
only; and now we have from Bliss
Carman’s pen ‘“‘Four Sonnets’’ in
unrhymed verse, so we may as well
enlarge our definition! Certainly
those ‘‘Four Sonnets’’ are very beau-
tiful and so rich both in vowel-music
and in colour, that I had read them
more than once before I realized the
lack of rhyme. The first of the four,
beginning ‘‘Heaven is no larger than
Connecticut’’, has been so widely-
quoted that it is probably familiar to
most readers, so I will give here one
which embodies richly a vision of
Autumn fields:

Now when the time of fruit and grain is
come,

When apples hang above the orchard wall,

And from the tangle by the roadside stream

A scent of wild grapes fills the racy air,

Comes Autumn with her sun-burnt caravan,

Like a long gypsy train with trappings gay

And tattered colours of the Orient,

Moving slow-footed through the dreamy
hills.

The woods of Wilton, at her coming, wear

Tints of Bokhara and of Samarcand;

The maples glow with their Pompeian red,

The hickories with burnt Etrusean gold;

And while the crickets fife along her march,

Behind her banners burns the crimson sun.

There is a sonnet by George Fred-
erick Secott which, once read, is not
likely to be soon forgotten. The gra-
phic forece of the first part and the
weird surprise of the closing lines fix
it strongly in the memory. It would
make, T think, a good subject for a
picture:

I saw Time in his workshop carving faces;
Scattered around his tools lay, blunting
griefs,
Sharp cares that cut out deeply in reliefs
Of light and shade; sorrows that smooth the
traces
Of what were smiles. Nor yet without
fresh graces
His handiwork, for oft-times rough were
ground
And  polished, oft the pinched made
smooth and round ;
The ecalm look, too, the impetuous fire re-
places.

Long time I stood and watched: with
hideous grin
He took each heedless face between his
knees,
And graved and searred and bleached
with boiling tears.
I wondering turned to go, when, lo! my
skin
Feels crumpled, and in glass my own face
sees
Itself all changed, scarred, careworn,
white with years.

Ethelwyn Wetherald is another of
our poets who has found the sonnet
a natural medium of expression.
There is one of hers—‘To Febru-
ary’’—whose sestet is ecertainly
among the loveliest things I know :

Oh, master-builder, blustering as you go
About your giant work, transforming all
The empty woods into a glittering hall,

And making lilac lanes and footpaths grow

As hard as iron under stubborn snow,
Thoug:\n every fence stand forth a marble

And windy hollows drift to arches tall,

There comes a night that shall your might

o’erthrow.

Build high your white and dazzling palaces,

Strengthen your bridges, fortify your
towers,
Storm with a loud and a portentous lip;
And April with a fragmentary breeze
And half a score of gentle golden hours
Shall leave no’ trace of your stern
workmanship.

There are other nature-sonnets of
Ethelwyn Wetherald’s that I long to
quote, and some of her love-sonnets
have a lyric passion and depth that
rank them with Mrs. Browning’s.
‘“Good-bye,”” ““Telepathy,”” and ‘“At
Parting’’ are among these.

Duncan Campbell Scott, one of the
most distinetive and individualistic
of our writers, has some sonnets
which make pictures in the memory.
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1 think of those I have read the two
called ‘‘Frost Magic’’ appeal to me
most for sheer beauty and glamour.
I quote the first:

Now, in the moonrise, from a winter sky,
The frost has come to charm with elfin
might
This quiet room; to draw with symbol
bright
Faces and forms in fairest charactery
Upon the casement; all the thoughts that lie
Deep hidden in my heart’s core he would

tell,
How the red shoots of fancy strike and
swell,
How they are watered, what soil nourished
by.

With eerie power he piles his atomies,
Incrusted gems, star-glances overborne
With lids of sleep, pulled from the moth’s

bright eyes,
And forests of pale ferns, blanched and
forlorn,
Where Oberon of unimagined size
Might in the silvered silence wind his
horn.

In Helena Coleman we have a
sonneteer of force and charm. She
has written many sonnets, polished,
artistic, and of a sonorous musie.
‘“Beyond the Violet Rays’’ contains a
suggestive thought finely expressed:

Beyond the violet rays we do not know
What colours lie, what fields of light
abound,
Or what undreamed effulgence may sur-
round .
Our dreaming consciousness, above, below;
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Nor is it far that finite sense can go
Along the subtle passages of sound,
The finer tonal waves are too profound

For mortal ears to catch their ebb and flow. _

But there are moments when upon us steal
Monitions of far wider realms that lie
Beyond our spirit borders, and we feel
That fine, ethereal joys we cannot name,
In some vast orbit circling, sweeping by,
Touech us in passing as with wings of
flame.

But instances of fine work in this
field are more numerous than I rea-
lized when this discursive survey was
begun, and if I continue at this rate
my little task will turn into a sonnet-
anthology! There are many more
sonnets I would like to quote—and
many more, doubtless, with which 1
have not made acquaintance. But I
must at least mention George A.
MacKenzie’s ‘‘In That New World
Which is the Old’’, Marion Osborne’s
strong love-sonnets, Gertrude Bart-
lett  Taylor’s ‘“The Gunners?’,
Katherine Hale’s ‘At Noon’’, and
Arthur Bourinot’s lovely ‘‘Autumn
Silence’’ and ‘‘Returning’’.

Truly, the sonnet is more at home
in Canadian writing than I wot of
when this paper was begun! It is

true that some of our leading singers
have not used it at all, but in the
hands of those who have, it is ¢‘g
precious jewel carved must curiously ;
it is a little picture painted well?’.
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The market for little pigs, Bayeux

IN A NORMAN MARKET

BY MURIEL JOCELYN

HE ‘stood at the foot of
my bed, a slender, love-
ly thing, with red gold
hair and laughing eyes.
“Wake up,’” she eried,
‘“‘wake up. You’'re in
France, and the sun has made the
whole world gold. Look!”” She drew
the curtains, and through the rose-
hung window 1 looked out across a
medigval courtyard with plane trees
rising in the distance and, far against
the sky, the soft gray of the Cathe-
dral tower.

The door opened and the little
bonne appeared with my petit dé-
jeuner, two rolls and a cup of coffee.
““What a dickie bird’s breakfast,”
said my companion and, seeing I was
fully awake, she announced that to-
day was market day, that I must
hurry with my dressing lest one mo-
ment of it be missed, and then van-
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ished, a whirling cloud of pink
draperies.

““Elle est gentille,”” murmured the
little bonne, ‘“si gaie, si charmante.
Elle n’est pas Americaine. Non?
Canadienne? Bon.”’

There were just the two of us in
the convent, for the tourist season
had not begun, and the halls and cor-
ridors were full of that brooding
peace known only to the convent-bred.

A shy little sister with a long veil
which almost hid her kind face
opened the door leading into the
world, and the next moment we stood
in the rue St. Loup.

Down the long cobble-paved road,
past the great Cathedral with soft
music pouring from its open doors,
and on to the rue St. Martin we
passed, stopping for a moment to ad-
mire the exquisite fourteenth century

wooden house at the corner.
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Up the rue St. Martin lay the great
market-place of Bayeux, with plane
trees standing sentinel-wise around
its cobble-stoned expanse.

Temporary booths had been erect-
ed over night, and the voices of coun-
trymen were heard proclaiming the
excellence of their wares. Here a
merchant displayed the warm-hued
Norman pottery, there a white-coiffed
peasant cried the superlative quality
of her lettuces, and next to her a
blue-smocked, crabbed old peasant of-
fered mussels wet and gleaming in
the strong brown wicker baskets at
. his feet.

“Flowers, madame?’’ T heard.
A young girl stood at my elbow. She
was like a flower herself in her gay
frock, checked apron, and snowy
cap; and while she filled my arms
with roses, I watched Young Canada
buying strawberries, cool and lus-
cious in their leafy nests, from an old
woman in a vine-decked stall.

“Voulez vous les canards?’’ The
old woman was fat and breathless,
in. her eye was the light of battle.
These people, she told herself, were
Americans; she knew them, and they
would buy, if one had the patience.
I shook my head. She persisted. If
I would not buy, at least I would
not have the heart to refuse to look
at them, and from a basket she pr~
duced two fluffy, protesting ducl
with their yellow feet tied togethe.

“Fifi and TFifinette,”” she pro-
claimed, ‘‘and you ecan have them
alive or dead. Non?”’ She wept
copiously. “‘Pauvres petites,”’ she
sighed, ‘“mon Fifi, ma Fifinette,”’ and
then told a long garrulous tale of how
the sale of these little ones was all
that stood between her and starva-
tion. She wrung her hands, she
called upon Heaven to witness the
truth of her words, and then, seeing
1 was firm, turned on Young Canada.

“I’ll buy them,’”’ said the latter.

“You’ll do nothing of the sort,”’
said I. “‘She’s a regular tramp, and
probably tells this tale to every for-
eigner she sees.”” But I was too late.
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Already Young Canada was pouring
franes into the gnarled old hand, and
Fifi and Fifinette changed owners
with surprising lack of emotion on
the part of the old woman once the
good Norman silver was hers.

Creamy Camembert cheeses wrap-
ped in fresh leaves, luscious glowing
fruits, and vegetables ecrisp and
green were displayed in gay canvas-
covered stalls. In the distance, a
wooden block resounded to the blows
of the butcher’s axe as he eut fresh
joints under the watchful house-
wife’s eye. In one corner a little
goat was for sale, in another a vast
pile of clothing, dry goods, ete., was
presided over by a fiery-eyed eavalier -
in a royal blue smock and felt hat.

“Voulez-vous les corsets,”” he
cried, displaying a medimval shape,
guaranteed, so he told us, to last ga
vear, and all for the magnificent sum
of two franes. ‘“Non. Voulez-vous
les chemises? Non?’’ :

He grew more incredulous, and
then, as the crowd gathered, turned
his attention to a pile of gray flan.
nelette garments and waxed loud and
long upon their merits. bs

‘““What’s he saying?’’ said Young
Canada. : e

““Le is saying, my dear,”’ I an-
swe_ad, ‘‘that these gray flannelette
pantalons are the finest in the
world, that they are of superlative
fit and workmanship, that if there is
any lady in the erowd who does not
believe him, he will present her with
a pair of these superlative pantalons,
provided she will give herself the
trouble of trying them on to prove to
all the world that they are what he
declares them to be, and,”’” I added
‘‘he is coming our way.”’

Young Canada fled. In her hurry,
however, she left behind the basket
containing Fifi and Fifinette, and T
noticed an old woman strangely like
the one who had sold them to her,
pick up the basket and walk away.
I did not interfere. I had no desire
to travel across Normandy in com
pany with two cheeping ducklings.

o
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The Market-place, Bayeux

Another view of the same place
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‘*Down the road came a milkmaid"

““Cider, sweet Norman cider.”
called a bright-eyed girl, and while
we drank to her very good health a
young fisherman offered us a string
of shining fresh caught fish. We
shook our heads.

““I have regret, madame,”’ he said
grandly. “‘It is not often that you
will find fish like these.”” He drew
himself up. ““And I, Pierre Loliot,
have said it.”’

We didn’t know who Pierre Loliot
was, but he was plainly a person of
importance to himself and to the
rosy cheeked vendor of cider. With
a blush that made her rosier still she
leaned forward.

‘“‘Pierre, thou wilt drink?”’

His ill-humour vanished.

““A wvous, petite,”” he said, drain-
ing his glass, and when last we saw
him he was deep in conversation with
“la petite”’.

Opposite the inevitable ecafé, a
crowd of thirsty Normans sat drink-
ing their red and white wine, in t'h(’
distance a merry-go-round bore its
laughing freight of children, and in
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a warm sunny corner an old fiddler
softly played the songs of the coun-
try. Near him the lace makers had
a stall. One of them, in her black
frock and white cap, sang to herself
as she sped the shuttles to and fro.
It was the lace makers’ song.

Down the road came a milkmaid

“in the quaint and primitive Norman

fashion—by her side a minute gray
donkey with a couple of gleaming
brass and copper cans fastened to its
saddle. The woman told wus that
her name was Juliette and that she
brought the milk to market every
week, even as her grandmother and
mother had done: and ““Ie petit”’,
she concluded, pointing to the don.
key, ““is called Francois’’,
Suddenly there arose
harrowing eries. The crowd parted.
There before us stretched row upon
row of pig pens, iron bound and
cleanly, and each individual porker
therein was screaming its loudest.
The Bayeux market is famous for
the excellence of its pork, and from
all Calvados the merchants erowd to

the most
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buy. Being bought hadn’t disturbed
poor piggie. He didn’t know that
his destination was Paris and ulti-
mately the table of the rich. and so
he didn’t eare. It was, however, the
method of removal that grieved him
to the point of loud protest. Tall,
stalwart Normans, called in the ver-
nacular pig-men, dressed in bright
blue linen with scarlet scarfs in lieu
of a belt, and wide felt hats worn
low upon their heads, followed the
merchants from pen to pen. When
the bargain was made and the gold
exchanged, the mnew-comer pointed
out his cart. Bending down, the big
peasant picked up the porker by his
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tail and forequarters, and carried
him away squealing to the four winds
of Heaven. How it was that the
tails did not come off en route, was
a thing I did not discover. ‘‘Doesn’t
it hurt them?’’ I asked of an old
priest in a rusty cassock, standing
near me. ‘“‘Mais, mon, madame.’’
“But why do they yell so?”’ I per-
sisted. ‘“Ah, madame,’’ he said,
with a twinkle, ‘‘it is the indignity
of having their tails pulled to which
they object’’!

““Come,”’ said Canada, ‘“‘there are
marrons glacé in the patisserie across
the road, and it is a long time since
breakfast.”’

A Norman woman making lace




YOUNG RAVIATORS 1IN
FERTHERS

BY HAMILTON M. LAING

a4l HERE are not many of
W fka  us who at some time or
:?3;4;}«}"1 ,f;;;égi{’?ﬂ other have not fallen
N ';,;}}2'3:)5‘ to wondering over the
5&‘@}‘1’ ‘}j'j(/’ cleverness of our young
; wildwoods friends in
feathers. This is the more certain if,
fortunately, we have spent our earlier
years in the country and now and
again claimed robins, bluebirds or
wrens or other sociable birds for
neighbours. We wondered how the
young things, yesterday apparently
so helpless, to-day left the home nest
—left of a sudden as though spring-
ing a surprise on us, leaving behind
but a sagging nest and some skin
sloughings as- disdainful souvenir of
the short days between egg and up-
and-away maturity. Our swallows or
martins that yesterday chirped nois-
ily, open-mouthed at the door of the
bird-box, to-day are gone on airy
wing; the wren youngsters that in a
snug chink in an out-building jab-
bered vociferously from the nest yes-
terday, are silent to-day and
departed ; the young robins, yesterday
bulging over the nest’s rim, stolid,
stupid, ineapable, to-day are vanished
—these and other like tricks all
raised anew the mighty wonder of the
feathered youngsters. How do they
learn?—is the oft-asked, seldom-
answered query of the young ten-
year-old naturalist.
““Why, the old ones teach them, of
course,’’ is the usual parental answer.
““Who else would teach them?’’
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But somehow this answer never
seemed satisfactory, for the simple
reason that we could never see the
bird youngsters taking a lesson; and
to those who go to the birds them-
selves the story is very different. For
the birds are taught but little by
their parents. In fact, speaking gen-
erally, in things pertaining to flight
they are not taught at all—they know.
As soon as the fledgling has the
strength enough he knows how to use
it. The knowledge, the instinet for
flight, comes with him from the egg.

It must be accepted as a general
prineiple that the shorter the infaney
or youth of a creature, the less he
has to learn, the more complete must
be his instinetive equipment. At one
end of the scale we may see the in-
sect spring full-blown from his pupal
case and go off about his business
thoroughly wise in the ways of the
world—a world that he has never
seen. He learns nothing; he knows
instinetively everything necessary for
his well-being. At the other end of
the ladder we find the human being
with a childhood prolonged for years,
He has the most to learn and the
longest time in which to learn it. He
starts with rather little, but happily
enjoys a long youth, a time of play
and experimentation fitting him for
eventual maturity. Somewhere be-
tween these two extremes we find the
bird. That young grouse and sand-
pipers and plover and snipe all run
shortly after birth, while young ducks



Young, Sharp-tailed Grouse—midgets, yet almost ready to fly
Note the-extraordinary development of their tiny wings

and geese and other waterfowl swim
almost as quickly; that a young
warbler spends but nine or ten days
in the parental nest; a thrasher, thir-
teen or fourteen ; that the big Canada
goose requires but ten or eleven
weeks after hatching to take himself
off on the wing—these and other
glimpses into the life of the birds tell
us very eloquently that their period
of preparation is short, their early
career meteoric. Consequently then
their instinetive equipment must be
very complete; and it is. Instinct
makes few mistakes; the bird has no
time for play and experimentation.
Of the instinctive or primitive
promptings in the bird there are few
perhaps that are more pronounced
than the flight instinet. All the birds,
it would seem, possess it about equal-
ly. It is necessary for us merely to
study a wing, study too its various
motions as displayed by the speed
lens in motion photography—and
what an amount the speed lens and
shutter have taught us!—or even to
use a good eye afield, to be convinced
that the teaching of the art of using
this member is a feat in pedagogy
- somewhat beyvond the reach of mere
birds—even fond parent birds. And
to teach it in a crowded nest seems
absurd. Nevertheless, it is necessary
here to distinguish between two
classes of young aviators, i.e. those
that can and do experiment a certain
114

.ago, when feathers were mere sea

amount before achieving flight, and ’

those that do not, cannot, dare not.
For a line may be drawn fairfy‘
sharply without many species hang-

ing on the border. In nearly all cases

a fledgling is one thing or he is the
other. 3
In the study of the wing in either
of these classes one can go back a
very long way. Almost every fledg-
ling shows a little of his family tre
in his wings, shows a trace of
four-footed ancestors of the days lo

and unlovely lizards, rather than
birds, pretty much owned the earth.
For birds of primitive orders such
grebes, coots and herons, in their fi
attempts at locomotion walk on foﬂra;
while the fledglings of the high
orders stand  similarly, using
wings as front legs; and even later
when the latter have learned to stand
erect upon their feet they droop thy
front members helplessly. This pos
is characteristic of all fledglings; it "
the badge of the immature, the help-
less. Coupled with an extended neck
and gaping beak it is a begging pa
irresistible—more eloquent perhaps
than any human pose could be. It
only later, in the days when flight is
a possibility, the flight feathers wel
grown and the musecles of locomot;
developed, that the wings are tucked
away snugly in place in the ma

of the adult. : :




Young Red-tailed Hawk in a premature flight.
He is awkward, does not pick up his feet and plainly works one wing

more Lhan the other.

Yet when we examine the pirds and
divide them into the classes indicat-
ed, i.e.,, those that may play or ex-
periment a little and those that may
not, we find that it is rather the low
orders that have the privilege of
learning ; the water-birds being most
noteworthy; the higher orders, as
represented by the passeres or perch-
ers, are less favoured and must be
content to start off on the wing quite
unschooled. The difference is merely
that in the case of the water-birds
the young may give their wings a
trial whenever ambition prompts,
whereas with the greater number of
the tree nesters and ground nesters
such a trial would be fatal.

Ducks, geese, coots, grebes, peli-
cans, swans, some gulls, terns and
other water-birds nest on or near the
water; the young take to it at a very
early age. They secure protection
from ability to swim well and in most
of these species to dive well. The
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But he flew a hundred yards

water is their stronghold. A young
bird’s ambition usually is slightly in
adyance of his strength—although
there are exceptions—and so it is that
on the marshes we see the young of
these water-birds trying their grow-
ing wings. Thus we oceasionally see
the young teal or pintail or mallard
duck mount upon the convenient rat-
house, stand and for a moment, fan
the air with his new wings, or jump
down and flap violently in his de-
scent.  Or we may more commonly
note these ducks or the coots or the
grebes (and the geese more rarely)
taking short, pattering runs upon the
water, fanning rapidly with the
wings as they run. They do this
again and again; it is a real game to
them. It is quite eertain that such
acts are either mere play (and, of
course, all play of wild things has its
unconscious purpose) or they are the
response to the instinetive promptings
for flight and give exercise to erow-
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ing muscles that call for action. All
which is rather much the same thing.
To all appearance the bird is learning
to fly. He is; and he is not. For the
most part he merely is developing
his strength while growing flight fea-
thers. He has little to learn, for wing
motion comes as naturally to him as
drawing his breath does. During the
ten days preceding flight he flaps
away in the same manner; what he
lacks is strength and complete flight
machinery in the way of long, strong
wing quills.

The methods of young ducks in
getting off on the wing in most species
are exactly alike. As a tiny peeper
the young duckling swims well, but

when he wishes to make a little speed .

he rises slightly and runs upon the
water. His helpless downy wings are
mere balancers, perhaps as useful to
him as arms are to an athlete in
running. This trick of pattering on
the water is not soon abandoned by
the duckling ; but later when his wing
planes have become partially grown
they become more than mere balanc-
ers; they now tend to lift him as he
runs and they increase his speed.
More and more the wings assist him
till he is able to clear the water for a
few feet; very soon after this, flight
is in his possession. Almost as soon
as he can clear the water he can fly
a good distance. It is noteworthy
that this method of getting started is
common to the young of all ducks,
geese, swans, coots and grebes, but
most of them abandon it as soon as
possible, and when the wings are
strong they spring directly into the
air. Only the scaups, canvasbacks
and scoters, ruddy ducks and coots
and grebes: the benighted ones of the
numerous family stick to early
methods and always run to get a
start. But the faet that so many of
_ these birds do this, and that they all
play more or less in this way while
young, goes to show that to a certain
degree at least the water-birds may
be said to learn to fly.

We see the same thing from a
slightly different angle in the case of
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a molted goose. In midsummer these
birds shed their flight feathers, and
during the few weeks in which they
renew their planes they are ineapable
of rising; their fastest pace then is
achieved by running on the water,
duckling fashion. While the long,
strong primaries are lengthening,

these birds fan their wings consider-

ably, doubtless trying them out as it
were. Yet it could scarcely be con-
tended that these birds are learning
to fly. They are merely exercising.
To a slightly greater degree only may
the young of the other water-fowl be
said to be learning. The juveniles of
the gulls and terns do not run on the
water in starting. Instead, they
spring into the air; this is done by a
flick of the long, pointed wings rather
than by a run or jump with the legs;
and long before they are ready to

follow their parents, we may note

these little chaps jumping aloft in an-
ticipation of a coming day.

The water-birds mentioned above
are not the only ones to exercise the
wings and tune up a little in antiei-
pation of flight. It is a safe guess
that almost all young birds that are
not helpless try more or less to use
their growing members. Thus the
plover and snipe young, so nimble on
their legs, the tiny grouse so skilful .
at running and hiding, are all able to
practise flight. Doubtless the young
marsh hawks too, hatched on the
ground and having apparently no
great cause for concealment, exercise
as the others do, though judging from
the nature of the eover about their
homes, one must be led to feel that
their gymnastics must be limited to
stretching and fanning. But the
water-birds offer the examples more
easily seen. A season spent on the
breeding grounds of the ducks will
give any observer a multiplicity of
data. In fact the successive steps in
the young teal’s growing ability may
be noted from the day when he is a
downling to that in which he leaves
his pond but ecircles the rim to be
sure that he can get safely back to
it again.




Two young Canada Geese about ten weeks old, at the time they achieve flight.
The Snow Goose is an adult, but unable to fly on account of wounds or molt

Now let us consider the way of the
other class of birds, 7.e., those that
have no opportunity to use the wings
before the final test. It is very obvi-
ous that the flickers and other wood-
peckers that are reared within the
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cramped walls of a wooden home, and
wrens that are literally piled up with-
in the confines of a nest hidden in
one of the innumerable holes and
erannies in which wren parents build,
and eave swallows that spend their
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early days within hollow mud nests,
or the bank swallows or kingfishers
that are housed in an earthy tunnel,
cannot in any case secure opportunity
to try their wings more than perhags
to streteh them a little. It is equally
obvious that if the young crow or
hawk reared at high elevation sprang
off prematurely, he would come to
grief in a hard fall; and that young
red-winged or yellow-headed black-

birds if too ambitious and left the -

nest in the rushes to practise aviation
too soon would be very apt to meet
a watery fate. The sea birds that
spend their youth on beetling, inac-
cessible erags high above the water,
or eaglets up on the ecliff, both must
make a fair success of aviation at the
first attempt. And all these birds and
many more do just this. ‘‘If at first

you don’t succeed,’” ete., means noth-.

ing to these youngsters. They must
- succeed at first or fail altogether.
 The birds of this class that give us
best opportunity for observation are
the swallows. In a deserted house or
out-building or stable loft the barn
swallow pair fasten their half-cup of
mud and in it rear a family of four
or five. Try as we may the only in-
struetion we can note from the par-
ents is that they make unceasing trips
to the nest bearing insect provender.
The youngsters grow and grow ; they
fill the nest; they overflow it and sit
and gaze steadfastly out through the
door or broken window. Do they
stand on the nest-rim daily and exer-
cise their growing pinions? Perhaps
they do no more than streteh them;
for the position of the nest usually

precludes more than this. We ap-
~ proach too close some day—whisk!
whisk —off out through the door go
two or three of our swallow young.
They do not flyv as well as their
nimble parents; but for a first trial
it is a marvel. These birds very
commonly huild on a beam below a
bridge, where to fall from the nest
would mean death; yet they rarely
drown.

Similarly we may wateh a colony
of the cave (cliff) swallows where the
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amount of experimentation.

young are hidden from us by the
mud walls of the globular nest. In
the days immediately preceding
flight, greedy mouths are constantly
at the door shouting for food. There
is no way in which these erowded
youngsters may give trial to thei
wings. Yet there comes a day notable
in the colony on account of its noise
and excitement, and a dozen of these
young and unschooled aviators ecome
out through their mud portals an
on untried wings go skimming off
joyously. The tree swallows and the
marting in the bird-house behave
similarly; there are mno trials, ne
transitions between non-fiight a
flight. The youngster knows when he
can fly and how, knows by the in-
stinet within him, just as he knows
the time to migrate, the direction to
take, the time to mate, or how to
build a nest. s e
By far the larger number of birds
belong to this class. Nature in hep
wisdom evidently has found experi-
mentation rather bad; instinet makes
fewer mistakes. In addition to those
already mentioned, the young of neay
ly all the tree-nesters: crows, hawks
owls, grackles, orioles, robins, thrash-
ers, waxwings, doves, flycatchers,
vireos, the thicket nesters and many
others, are all fairly capable wh.
they undertake to fly. Some of them
seem to possess dangerous ambition
Young robins frequently fall fp
the nest before they are nearly
equipped and so perish miserably
Young orioles or grackles sometimes,
though more rarely, do the same. B
there doubtless is a reason for this.
Robins have been nesting about our
premises so long that they have 1
some of their native fear of being dis-
covered. Tt is possible that the
youngsters in their greed and ovep-
zeal to secure the food brought |
the parents, and not being compelled
to be quiet and stealthy at theiy
meals, get out on the nest-rim too
early and so fall. o
With a few of these birds, how
cver, there is a certain very limited
Befor

.
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Young Ducks nearing flight. The bird in the distance shows the method;
he has almost succeeded in rising

Snow Goose unable to rise because his new wing quills are not fully grown after molting,

He now runs on the water just as the youug run
119



Even when they can stand upon their feet they droop their wings helplessly.
Young Long-eared Owl well grown, but quite unable to fly

flying, young crows usually leave the
nest and move out through the
branches. The same is done by young
long-eared owls. Young night herons
too, leave their rickety stick plat-
forms and take a course in cruising
about the tree-tops before they trust
their wings. In these excursions
these birds elimb or jump from
branch to branch, and in this way
perhaps secure a trifle of practice;
but it is so little as to be scarcely
worth noting. Both a young ecrow
and a long-eared owl have been seen
to spring from the nest beyond the
rim of which they never before had
ventured, and make off in a very re-
spectable flight. A young horned owl,
when visited at his nest and scared
badly, has been seen to jump out and
attempt aviation on half-grown
wings, when' the best he could do was
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fall easily at an angle of about forty-
five degrees. He knew instinetively
what to do, but he lacked the machin-
ery. On two oceasions young red-
tailed hawks have been routed from
their nests when their flight was a
steady "descent that brought them to
earth at a hundred yards. In these
ases all the young did the best they
could; they failed simply for the
reason that their strength was in ar-
rears to their ambition. It may be
reminded here that the birds of prey
are exceedingly slow at gcttin‘g‘
a-wing; the hawks and eagles do not
fly until they are completely fea-
thered and mature in appearance.
Other than this sort of preliminary
moving about the tree-tops, or in
some cases in the grass, there is very
little movement of the fledglings til}
they are ready to fly. There is a very



Newly hatched Killdeers.
Young Plover and Snipe are precocious, yet even they use the wings first as legs or props

excellent reason why the young wood-
peckers, bluebirds, tree swallows and
kingfishers should stay in the seclu-
sion of their holes, why the young
robins, orioles, catbirds, blackbirds,
warblers and flycatchers should stick
tight to their home nests, why the
ground nesters: the sparrows, horned
larks, longspurs, bobolinks and mea-
dowlarks should hold close to the
grass-tuft that is their home. The
perils of the young things are truly
innumerable and terrible. Death
awaits the fledgling on every hand;
it peers in upon the nest by day and
by mnight. The percentage of young
that die by violence between hatching
and flight is shockingly, cruelly high.
The infancy of tse weaker birds is a
gamble with death, and the odds are
heavy against them. How silent are
the fledglings! How attentive, ner-
vous, devoted, the parents! The
greatest care of the latter is to con-
ceal the whereabouts of the treasures
they attend so zealously. Secrecy is
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the ‘key-note of their lives at this
time. It is only the young of the
birds that are hidden securely from
attack, such as woodpeckers in holes,
swallows in their inaccessible mud
nests, wrens in their various strong-
holds, and others of the sort, that jab-

ber and shout and betray their
presence and location. Many of the
young birds, and especially the

ground nesters, are as silent as can
be. Their lives depend on it. Woe
to the nest of young meadowlarks or
vesper sparrows or horned larks that
sets up indisereet jabbering when
weasels or ground squirrels or foxes
or skunks or big snakes or any others
of their numerous foes are within
earshot. They must be silent until
they have safety in their wings.
From a glance at the list of water-
birds that experiment, it will be seen
that nearly all these young are pre-
cocious. They can swim well, find
their own food (the gulls, terns, and
pelicans and some others to the con-



This young Red-tailed Hawk, scared by the approach of the photographer, rushed
to his wings and landed in a slough

trary), keep sharp look out for foes
and escape by running, swimming,
diving and hiding. Fledglings in the
second class, i.e., those raised in nests,
are very backward and helpless. In
no case must they show themselves.
If the young catbird or thrasher or
warbler eclimbed aloft in the shrub-
bery to practise the gymmasties of
aviation, he would prove easy prey
for hawk foe. If he jumped down to
earth he would meet ground prowlers
with appetities for fledglings quite as
keen. He must stay in his nest or
perish. The ground nesters in the
field are in even more precarious posi-
tion. Were they to attempt to move
about, they would be picked up even
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more quickly than would the young
of the thicket birds. It is only the
precocious ones: the plover and snipe
and grouse young, that can run and
hide in a moment, that may show
themselves afield and hope to live.
Doubtless there are exceptions tg
this general rule. Says Mr. W. L.
Finley of the rufus hummingbird in
“North American Birds”’: “‘I have
never seen a hummingbird fall from
the nest in advance of his strength
as a robin often does. When the time
comes he seems to spring into the air
full grown, clad in glittering armour,
as Minerva sprang from the head of
Jove. While I lay quiet in the bushes
I learned the reason. . . . Then



Young Red-tailed Hawk
Even with well-feathered wings and mature look he is

as yet unable to fly






YOUNG AVIATORS IN FEATHERS

he tried his wings. They began slow-
ly as though getting up steam. He
made them buzz till they fairly lifted
him off his feet; he had to hang on to
keep from going; he could fly but the
time was not yet ripe.”” But it is
easy to find an explanation. The
nests of these birds are most diminu-
tive structures, usually placed on a
limb that is well protected from
above, and the youngsters are so tiny
as almost to escape notice.

In these birds we see very clearly
the sharp difference between their in-
born faculty for flight and their in-
stinet for securing food. Flight is
by no means the last acquisition of
most birds. Most fledglings are de-
pendent on their parents long after
they are able on the wing. A young
gull starves to death if lost or de-
serted by his parents even when he is
possessed of strong flight. The young
hawks and crows must he fed long
after they can fly well. The old
crow’s labours at jamming eatables

into the vociferous throats of well-

fledged young is a common sight in
the flelds and meadows in 'July and
August. A young cowbird follows
his much-imposed-upon foster parents
about and demands no end of pro-
vender even after he seems quite fully
grown. The young of all the thicket
birds may be seen following their
parents and begging, when it takes a
second glance on our part to dis-
tinguish old from young. Food get-
ting seems much more a matter of
education; there is more for him
really to learn here. The knack of
getting his dinner seems not so purely
instinetive as the other is. Tt must be
a big day for the young marsh hawk
when first he gets up in the breeze,
‘but a bigger event in his life when he
grabs his first mouse or ground squir-
rel. Happy must be the young robin
in the hour that he discovers initia-
tive in himself to pull the cherries
first hand from the tree and fill his
insatiable belly.

It is interesting to compare the pre-
cocity of the wvarious. birds—or the
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lack of it—in getting away on their
wings. The young yellow warblers
that leave the nest in nine or ten
days, the young robin that does the
same in twelve, and the whip-poor-
will or thrasher in thirteen or four-
teen, all show their haste through this
period of helplessness; but for even
more precocity, apparent at least, we
must look to the grouse. For where-
as the young of the other species just
mentioned have attained approxi-
mately their growth in these periods,
the young grouse go whizzing when
they are but downy midgets. With
these birds, both sharp-tailed, ruffed,
and pinnated grouse, the flight fea-
thers grow in advance of the plum-
age, and while he is but still a tiny
chick the youngster is able to fly well.
This trick of Nature has helped to
save the grouse from extermination.
Were they able merely to hide in the
grass when surprised by a foe, it
would be possible for a fox or eoyote
or any other sharp-nosed prowler,
upon discovering the covey, to annihil-
ate it.

From these clever young aviators
at the head of the class we may find'
them in all grades of slowness down
to the great water-birds requiring
nine or ten weeks (which really is
wondrously rapid at that) and to the
eagle, slower still by far. For near
the foot of the class we find him:
royalty, our kingly bird. He requires
three months or more to grow the
predatory tools of his fierce trade and
to perfect the seven-foot expanse of
great wing planes that later will take
him aloft and place him upon  the
throne of all the birds. And with
him down at the very foot (that is,
among North American birds) is the
great lonely California vulture or
condor that up in his mountain home
requires about six months to erow
his immense ten-foot pinions. A long
childhood indeed for a bird, especial-
ly for one that seems to have so little
to learn; but then, perhaps, this big
blrg 1s not just what we imagine him
to be. ;



REMINISCENCES
POLITICAL AND PERSONAL

BY SIR JOHN WILLISON

XIV.—WHAT WAS LEFT OVER

g HE Liberal party of
'U R Ontario was on the
K (,é' edge of the grave when
',; 5320‘ IR0 Honourable George W.
! %y{{ ' Ross ~ became Prime
Minister. For the con-
dition of the party he was not chiefly
responsible. His fault was that he tol-
erated desperate expedients in the en-
deavour to resuscitate a body whose
hold upon healthy and vigorous. life
could not be renewed. In successive
bye-elections there was organized per-
sonation, violation of the sanctity of
ballot boxes, intimidation, coercion
and direct purchase of voters. It
is a profound pity that such a
chapter should have been written, for
there is no other in the history of
Ontario of which its people need be
ashamed. The demoralization began
under Mr. Hardy, although he was
even less responsible than Mr. Ross
for the calculated plottings and ac-
tivities of the agents of corruption.
A guerilla organization with connec-
tions at Ottawa, Toronto, and Lon-
don, recruited a body of personators
for service in provincial and federal
bye-elections, and carried constituen-
cies in defiance of public sentiment.
One could produce the evidence, but
there is nothing savoury in the re-
hearsal of seandal nor any profit in
reviving incidents which would in-
volve the dead and the living in dis-
credit and dishonour.

Many of the active agents in these
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discreditable practices never were
discovered. Some of those upon
whom condemnation fell most heavi-
ly were not the chief culprits. It is
best sometimes that the veil should
not be lifted even if one ecannot
agree that there is any obligation of
personal or party loyalty which re-
quires defence of conspiracy and ras-
cality. The time came when even
Mr. Ross was convinced that office
could be retained only by methods
which were beyond toleration and by
dependence upon instruments which
co_uld not be employed without im-
minent danger of exposure and dis-
grace. But he was not willing to re-
sign nor convinced that the outlook
was hopeless. He persuaded himself
that it was better to save something
by negotiation than to lose all in a
battle which was going badly. With
the sanction, therefore, of Sir Wil-
frid Laurier and Sir Richard Caxrt-
wright and two or three of his own
colleagues, he approached Mr. Whit-
ney with proposals for a coalition.
Mr. Goldwin Smith in The Weekly
Sun had suggested coalition, and he
was persuaded to revive the agita-
tion on assurances that Mr. Ross had
become a convert and that The
@lobe would support The Sun’s ar-
gument. The Globe’s first article in
accordance with this agreement was
an appeal for union as unequivocal
as Mr. Goldwin Smith could have de-
sired, but which in the judgment of
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many Liberals emphasized too
strongly the hopeless position of a
Government with only three of a ma-
jority in the Legislature. A second
article followed, more guarded in
language, but in definite advocacy of
coalition.

Mr. Ross foresaw that the position
would be embarrassing if Mr. Whit-
ney should not entertain his pro-
posals, and he was anxious that
neither The Globe nor himself should
be irrevocably compromised. For
my part I was convinced that the
Government should resign, and I had
no thought that Mr. Whitney would
coalesce. Ross and Whitney were in-
compatible in temper and method.
The Conservative leader was open and

eruptive. The Prime Minister was
adroit and acute. Ross was often
brilliant, Whitney scldom. But

Whitney had more quality than he
ever revealed in Parliament or on the
platform. Whitney trusted Hardy,
and they were much alike; he dis-
trusted Ross, and they were greatly
unlike.

Among Liberals there was a com-
mon conviction that the Conservative
party never could attain office under
Whitney. This, too, was the impres-
sion of many Conservatives. I re-
member that a few days before
polling in 1905, when I was con-
vinced that the Conservatives would
have a majority of forty, an aective
and influential Conservative met my
confident prediction with the blunt
but unflattering rejoinder that
‘““only a d fool would think that
‘Whitney could ever beat Ross’’. This
curious undervaluation of Whitney
perhaps partly explains Mr. Ross’s
confidence that the project of coali-
tion would be entertained and ex-
plains also the favourable attitude of
some Conservatives towards the pro-
posal. But there was mever even a
momentary prospect that Whitney
would enter a coalition. If he ever
seemed to hesitate it was because he
desired to understand fully the posi-
tion of his opponents. When this
was disclosed he rejected the offer
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with decision and emphasis, as he
resolutely resisted subsequent at-
tempts by a group of influential peo-
ple outside the Legislature to bring
the leaders of the two parties to-
gether in a union cabinet.

Sir Wilfrid Laurier sanctioned the
advances to Mr. Whitney, but he
cannot have believed that Mr. Ross
would succeed. He was greatly con-
cerned over the situation in Ontario,
and very urgent when the Union
proposal was rejected that Mr. Ross
should resign office and enter the
federal Cabinet as Liberal leader for
Ontario. Laurier contended that if
Ross were to persist in the attempt to
govern with an inadequate majority
he would destroy his own reputation,
bequeath the party an accumulating
heritage of scandal, and provoke a
public feeling which would not dis-
criminate between the Government at
Toronto and the Government at Ot-
tawa. He was anxious for Ross,
anxious for himself, and anxious for
the Liberal party, but the Provineial
leader would not listen nor would he
ever believe that he could be defeat-
ed in a general election. When a
party has governed continuously for
a third of a century it is not surpris-
ing if its leaders become convinced
that they have an hereditary title to
office. Even during the electoral
campaign of 1905 Mr. Ross believed
that he would hold the Province, and
he infused his courage and confidence
into many of his candidates. But the
defeat was overwhelming; the ruin
so complete that the wreckage still
embarrasses and encumbers.

When Mr. Ross was in London for
the coronation of King Edward VII.
Mr. Joseph Chamberlain through a
casual inquiry learned that he was
thp fourth successive Liberal Pre-
mier of Ontario, and that for more
than thirty years the Conservative
party had been excluded from office
in the Province, Turning upon Mr.
Ross with courtesy but with energy,
the Imperial statesman insisted that
thq British system of government re-
quired regular alternation in office
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between the political parties, and
that only by such changes could the
initiative and capacity of rival
statesmen be fully employed in the
public service. But Ross was not af-
fected by the adviece of Mr. Chamber-
lain, nor would he listen to the
appeal of Sir Wilfrid Laurier, al-
though he admitted that question-
able expedients and corrupt expendi-
tures were necessary at the moment
to sucecess even in econstituencies
which were historie strongholds of
the Liberal party. If he had re-
signed in deference to wholesome
public sentiment he would have pro-
tected his own reputation and dig-
nity, and the restoration of the Lib-
eral party in Ontario would have
been a far less onerous undertaking
for his successors. But he had an
excess of courage, and he was so ef-
fective in debate and so persuasive
and convineing on the platform that
he could not forsake the field and re-
fuse a battle in which he did not
doubt that he would prevail.

There was nothing spontaneous in
Mr. Ross’s speeches, and yet there
was a simple, easy, natural spon-
taneity in their deliverance. Al-
though he prepared with infinite la-
bour, his sentences were spoken as
simply and impressively as though
they were the coinage of the mo-
ment. When he read a speech, as he
did sometimes, he was heavy and un-
impressive. If he made the same
speech without production of the
manuseript he was happy, alert, sti-
mulating and inspiring. Few publie
men speak without exact and labori-
ous preparation. Blake, Cartwright,
aid Mowat were as dependent upon
manuseript as was Ross, but they
never achieved his natural spon-
taneity. Sir John Maedonald, Sir
Wilfrid Laurier, and Mr. Alexander
Mackenzie avoided verbal prepara-
tion, but they never spoke more
naturally than did Ross when he was
using the literal language of the
manuseript. There was spirit in his
sentences, occasional flashes of satiri-
cal or impudent humour, a sugges-

tion of complete candour, passages
of orderly eloquence, not so perfect
when dissected, but singularly im-
pressive as delivered with appropri-
ate inflexion and gesture. His voice
was not musical, but there was a
penetrating quality, a curious shary-
ness in attack and an intimate ca-
dence in appeal and defence. Few
men could handle a public meeting
with such skill, or so restrain and
conciliate hostile elements. He was
so nonchalant, so reliant, so easily
confident in his message and in him-
self that only the irreconcilable sus-
pected and only the unwary inter-
rupted. If his speeches were pre-
pared his humour was spontaneous
enough, and when he could not sub-
due with banter he would silence and
humiliate with contemptuous ridicule
or a sudden savage retort from which
there was no recovery.

His speeches reveal an amazing
power of absorption. They suggest
greater knowledge than he possessed.
He read many books and something
of all remained in his memory. He
could expound the science of bank-
ing better than the bankers. He
could advise manufacturers and in-
struet farmers. He had an instinet
for assimilation and exposition. He
had language for the other man’s
knowledge and expression for his ex-
perience. He let off cargo as easily
as he loaded. There is not much in
his speeches that will survive, for the
true flavour of literature is missing,
as is almost inevitable in material
for the platform. But for immediate
effect Sir George Ross was the best
speaker of his time in Canada or at
least Sir George Foster alone among
his contemporaries was as uniformly
attractive and effective on the plat-
form and in Parliament.

Sir George Ross was not fortunate
in his term of office as Prime Minis-
ter of Ontario, nor was his reputation
enhanced in the Senate, but these are
incidents in a career which was dis-
tinguished for patriotic service and
a living interest in movements of
high soecial and national value. There

eeyiz e
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were tests he did not meet, but he
was not narrow in sympathy or out-
look. His reconstruction of the edu-
cational system of Ontario may have
been faulty, but the defects were in-
significant in a solid body of achieve-
ment. He was eager to stimulate na-
tive literature. - He made valuable
contributions to biography and his-
tory. A gallant spirit prevailed over
severe physical affliction, and he held
for thirty years without a single de-
feat the constituency by which he
was first returned to Parliament.
For years after he became leader
of the Conservative party Mr. Whit-
ney was a lonely figure. He lived in
a village between sessions of the
Legislature. Even while the House
was sitting he had few friends out-
side the Chamber. He was seldom
seen at a club or at a private dinner.
He would go often to the theatre, and
he ceould enjoy a harrowing melo-
drama. He read the Sunday edi-
tions of the American newspapers,
from the first page headlights to the
comic supplements. But he also read
many books, and few men had a
wider or more exact knowledge of
British political and constitutional
history. In social intercourse he
eould be charming and companion-
able, generous in judgment, and tol-
erant of differences of opinion. When
he first appeared in the Legislature
his speeches were singularly moder-
ate and judicial. But in the long
struggle for office he developed iras-
eibility. He became convinced that
the balances were weighted against
Conservative candidates, that the re-
turns of the ballot boxes did not ex-
press the intention of the voters, that
there was careless toleration of evil
political practices by the comfortable
elasses, and that even the churches
were acquiescent and cowardly. One
suspects that he also resented the at-
titude of many Conservatives to
whom his personality made no imme-
diate appeal and who withheld the
sympathy and support which was so
freely accorded to Sir William Mere-
dith and Sir John Macdonald. Tt
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cannot be said that he had strong
support in the Legislature, although
the Opposition under suceessive Con-
servative leaders was mnot so con-
temptible as the country was led to
believe. For years there was a gen-
eral impression that the Conserva-
tive party in the Legislature could
not form a Cabinet out of the mater-
ial available and that there was no
alternative but to prolong the tenure
of Liberal administration. Conscious
of this feeling, Mr. Whitney often
displayed resentment and anger in
his speeches. Indeed he was often
heartily abusive but never grossly
personal in attack. He was never so
abusive as when he defended an as-
sociate or repelled aspersions upon
his own motives. Unlike Sir George
Ross, he spoke without preparation
and was often carried into violence
and extravagance of statement. But
he was so transparent that the people
understood and rejoiced in his tem-
pestuous ebullitions. He travelled
the Province over, without parade or
pretension, often alone and unsup-
ported, often weary but aggressive,
resolute, independent and defiant.
From day to day while T was its
editor The Globe reported his
speeches as fully as they were re-
ported by any Conservative news-
paper, to the distress of Liberal
ministers, who often protested that if
the paper would treat him with salu-
tary neglect he never would rise
above his natural insignificance. But
I was concerned only for The Globe’s
reputation as a newspaper and could
not be convinced that the speeches of
the Conservative leader should be ig-
nored. There was no thought of con-
ciliating Conservatives nor any de-
sire to assist Mr. ‘Whitney into
office. The time eame when defence
of the methods employed in behalf
of the Ross Government was impos-
sible, but there would have heen s
suspicion of betrayal if, as editor of
The Globe, T had attempted to exer-
cise the freedom which I believed the
cireumstances demanded. Connect-
ed with the sensational incidents in
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which Mr. Gamey was the central
figure there is much that has not Been
diselosed. Neither upon the one side
nor upon the other was there a com-
plete revelation, and if the judgment
of the Royal Commission was accord-
ing to the evidence the investigation
was incomplete and inconclusive.
There could not be a more tangled
story, and it was just that Mr. Gamey
and the Ross Government should
have suffered.

As Prime Minister, Sir James
Whitney required and enforced sim-
ple integrity in administration and
in legislation. He came into office
unfettered by pledges to any group
or interest. In appointments to of-
fice he did not forget the faithful
workers of the party, but he protect-
ed and trusted the permanent Civil
Service. He provided liberally for
the University of Toronto. The ap-
propriations for primary and second-
ary education were substantially in-
creased. He was not too generous
towards agriculture nor was he very
sympathetic towards revolutionary
panaceas for the regeneration of
mankind. He suspected the idealists
and hated evangelical profession and
pretension. He thought he was a
Tory, which he was not: he was stern
in word and compassionate in action.
He guarded his own integrity with
such anxious vigilance that his ecol-
leagues were sometimes subjected to
inconvenient restraint. For he fully
trusted only himself, not so much in
doubt of associates, as in the resolute
determination to know every detail
of administration and the reason for
every departmental decision. - Al-
though he distrusted ‘‘public owner-
ship’’ he sanctioned a great project
of municipal co-operation which has
been of incalculable advantage to
Ontario. He was not a prohibition-
ist, but he required stringent en-
forcement of the license regulations
and agreed that if a public senti-
ment should develop strong enough
to assure general respect for a pro-
hibitory enactment the Legislature
must give effect to the will of the

people. He was a British subject of
intense conviction and devotion. He
would flame into anger over any sug-
gestion of withdrawal from the Im-
perial connection. He was deeply
anxious that Canada should grow
closer to the Mother Country and
bear its legitimate proportion of the
burden of Imperial defence. He said
to me just after the general election
of 1908, in which the majority for
the Government was overwhelming,
“‘Ontario does not think I am a great
man. It does think I am honest. And
honest I must be’’. But that was not
a hard task for Sir James Whitney.
He was invineibly and belligerently
honest, and his character and ex-
ample, whether or not he was a great
man, are among the best possessions
of the Province.

There died the other day a eol-
league of Sir James Whitney of re-
markable quality. Honourable W.
J. Hanna was less than sixty years
old, and five years ago he would have
been said to have a great reserve of
strength and energy. But the
strength was exhausted too soon by
the energy which could not be re-
strained. He was not perhaps an
orderly worker, but at times he had
almost a demoniac power of concen-
tration. At his best he stood to the
level of great men, but he re-
vealed himself reluctantly, and much
that the gods offered he cast aside.
He could have been counsel for the
Grand Trunk Railway, but he chose
instead the fretful irritations and the
meagre emoluments of public office.
He could have been Chairman of the
Federal Railway Commission, but
Sir James Whitney would not agree,
and Mr. Hanna in simple loyalty to
a political comrade accepted the de-
cision. When he took the office of
Food Controller he expected that cri-
ticism and unpopularity would be
his portion. He did not attempt to
conciliate critics by promises of im-
mediate reduction in domestic priees.
Believing that the chief objects were
to inerease production and provide
food for the allied countries and the

v
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allied armies he was unmoved by all
the clamour for arbitrary regulation
of producers. He was primarily con-
cerned to inerease production not to
reduce prices, and although his office
exercised a greater control over
prices than was generally believed 1t
was by open co-operation and quiet
pressure rather than by vexatious and
repressive regulations thai effective
results were secured. The state-
ment he issued when he resigned of-
fice was a conclusive vindication of
the system of control which he de-
vised and a message of high signifi-
cance for the future.

There was a quality in Mr. Hanna
which few men possess. He could
labour and sacrifice and conceal what
his hand was doing with. infinite re-
serve. He was restless when he was
praised but grateful when he was un-
derstood. For the causes to which
he was devoted he had enthusiasm
that could not be controlled. These
eauses were chiefly connected with
the erring and the unfortunate, the
maimed and the broken in the battle
of life. No man ever saw more good
in those upon whom the striet moral-
ists laid their censure, or ever was
more eager to restore the penitent
who would not look towards the up-
lands. He believed in the essential
divinity of man and in compassion
saw the law of justice. On the prison
farms which he established he was
happy as he was nowhere else, and
these are his praise and his monu-
ment.

As he sought to restore those who
had come under social and legal con-
demnation, so he was anxious for the
estate of women and the dignity and
independence of labour. Of idleness
and inefficiency he was intolerant.
Perhaps he hardly distinguished
laziness from actual criminality. But
he could not be reconciled to social
conditions under which work was de-
nied to those who were willing to do
it, which condemned men and women
to live in unwholesome surroundings,
and which laid upon the backs of
honest and thrifty people burdens
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greater than they could carry. It
may be that he had no great
reputation beyond Ontario. More
than once he stood wupon the
threshold of national politics. If he
had greatly desired he could have
sat in the Federal Cabinet. But it
was ordered otherwise, and he was
content. He disliked the meaner
side of party warfare, the littleness
and ugliness of personal contro-
versy, the demagogie ranting which
disgusts honest men with public ser-
vice. But he could have been a great
Minister of National Welfare, if by
abuse and misuse that term has not
become misleading and unattractive.
He was peculiarly, perhaps, the ser-
vant of Ontario, but his achieve-
ments, little as he did to attract
attention to himself, have national
significance and should have national
recognition.

As T reach the end of this story I
think of men for whose friendship I
am grateful, of incidents insignifi-
cant in themselves which linger in
the memory, of things said that one
cannot forget, of things written that
one would not recall. Alexander
Russell, the famous editor of The
Edinburgh Scotsman, declared that
the life of a journalist is a warfare
upon earth. But the conflict is ab-
sorbing and if one advocates ‘many
causes which deserve to succeed and
do not, one also fights many battles
which he deserves to lose and does
not. The journalist must develop
philosophy. He must harden his
hide and soften his heart. If he lets
the sun go down upon his wrath he
will have much sorrow and will make
much sport for his contemporaries.
He must learn that ““‘wisdom lin-
gers’’ and that prophecy is the pas-
time of fools.

For thirty years I looked every day
through scores of exchanges. Noth-
ing in the day’s work was more in-
teresting, more instructive or more
effective in reducing conceit and re-
straining arrogance.
told that I wasted time upon the ex-
changes. I do not think so. They

I was often
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expressed Canada, town, village and
country, and often in an unpreten-
tious weekly publication one found a
word of inspiration or a revelation
of feeling of national significance.
Often, too, there was humour in the
exchanges, conscious or uneconscious,
as interpreted in different surround-
ings or from a different outlook. I
recall an account in a Brampton
paper of a wedding which ended
with the impressive sentence, ‘‘The
happy eouple took the Chicago flyer
for Guelph”’. Once a Fort William
paper stated that a Pole had been
shot in the foreign quarter. A Dur-
ham exchange reported the farewell
sermon of a Methodist minister from
the text, ‘‘Sleep on now and take
your rest’’. Another journal pub-
lished in Grey County had this item,
“Mr. John Albrecht, Mr. George
Schenck’s hired man, had the misfor-
tune of cutting off one of his big toes
on Thursday. We think it was an
axe that did the terrible work. Dr.
McLean was called and dressed the
wound’’. A Nova Secotia exchange
gave the prayer of a little girl, ap-
parently belonging to a Liberal fam-
ily, who said, ‘‘Now, O God, take
care of yourself, for if we lose you
we shall only have Laurier left to
take care of us and he is not doing
as well as papa expected he would
do”’. The Kincardine Review men-
tioned a colonel who could not join
the Strathcona Horse because he was
an ass. The Catholic Register of
London, expressing regret for the
death of a bank director, through
the eccentricity of a typesetting ma-
chine was made to say that he had
been ‘‘added to the rest account.”
A Winnipeg paper intended to say
“women clothed with sanetity’’, but
actually said, ‘‘women clothed with
seantity’’. There was the Montreal
story of a dispute between a French
Roman Catholie and a Scottish Pres-
byterian. Finally the exasperated
Scotsman said, ‘‘To hell with the
Pope.”” The Frenchman retorted,
“You say, to hell wis zee Pope, den
1 say, to hell wis Harry Lauder”’.
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One acquired, too, a beautiful col-
lection of anonymous letters. It is,
perhaps, not easy to be reconciled to
such letters, for only an irredeem-
able coward, unfit for the decent
earth which he encumbers through
the mercy of an indulgent God, sends
even to an editor unsigned letters
which are meant to wound and fes-
ter. But one does become reconciled
to the ways of such creatures and as
the years pass there is genuine de-
light in rereading their curious mes-
sages. I find an old envelope ad-
dressed to ‘‘J. S. Willison, proprie-
tor of Cox and Jaffray’s morals and
daylight editor of The Globe’’. A
letter which preserves the balance
reads, ‘‘The daily sight of the
knightly editor defending Rogers is
enough to make angels weep’’. An-
other letter reads, ‘‘You ecan beat
Ananias; better mnot yell political
purity so long as you have stinking
fish in your own basket’’. Of like
implication was a letter I received
four or five years ago, just a
few minutes before 1 had to
address the Canadian Club of
Vancouver, ‘‘You are the biggest
liar in Canada. It is a won-
der you were not shot long ago.”” At
least there is comfort in the reflec-
tion that one is not an amateur. An-
other of which I have lost the con-
nection but which is signed ‘““A Con-
servative,”’ reads, ‘‘It must be some-
thing of a wrench to have to do this
sort of thing, so long as one retains
any pretensions to decency in publie
affairs. Surely the Prussian task-
master could not be harder than this
indicates. I take it that there was
no escape, or you would have ignor-
ed the rascal in polities, even if you
could not ecall your soul your own
sufficiently to deal with him as the
general interest dictates. And, be-
lieve me, the policy of our party so
dictates, whatever may be your in-
struetions from vour immediate mas-
ters.”” But I could multiply such
letters into a volume and possibly
other editors with greater virtue
than I possess have not beén ne-
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glected by these curious guardians
of the publie morals.

How many vagrant stories, gather-
ed in a third of a century, lie at the
back of one’s memory. Many years
ago Mr. David Glass was prominent
in political contests in London and
Middlesex. Once he was speaking in
London South and was interrupted
by a man in the audience of very
diminutive stature, with the remark,
““Cut it short, Dave, cut it short’’.
Glass retorted, ‘‘The Lord in His
wisdom saw fit to eut you short’’. I
recall that when I was in the Press
Gallery of the House of Commons a
Liberal member who was reading his
speech was called to order. Interro-
gated by the Speaker, the member
confessed that he had “‘copious
notes’’. He was, however, allowed
to proceed. Not long afterwards a
Conservative member was reading
his speech, and Dr. Landerkin stood
up, and, addressing the Speaker,
said, ‘I rise to a point of order’’.
““You mean,’” interrupted the Speak-
er, ‘“‘that the honourable gentleman
is reading his speech?’’ “‘No,”’ said
Dr. Landerkin, ‘‘my objection is that
he is reading it so badly’’.
the campaign of 1887 Honourable
Edward Blake, speaking at Barrie,
pictured Riel as insane and the
Western halfbreeds as driven into
revolt by a feeble and corrupt Gov-
ernment. When he had fully devel-
open his argument he sternly ques-
tioned, ‘‘Should this man have been
hanged?’’ Some one at the back of
the hall shouted, ‘“Yes, what else
would you do with the scoundrel 2’’
Mr. Blake retorted, ‘I hope the
Judge will take a more merciful view
when you appear for sentence’’. In
1876 Sir Richard Cartwright was
addressing a meeting in South On-
tario. A well-known political work-
er interrupted while he was denoune-
ing Tory corruption with the ques-
tion, ‘“What changes have you made
in the law to ensure purer elec-
tions?’’ Sir Richard answered sav-
agely, ‘‘One change will make it
more diffieult for you to gell yvour
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vote mext election’’. The blow was
mortal, for it was believed that the
interrupter had ‘‘keen commercial
instinets’’,

Sir George Ross never was more
happy than at a meeting in Toronto
when he applied the old Jacobite epi-
taph for George Frederick, Prince
of Wales, to Mr. George Frederick
Marter, for a very short time leader
of the Conservative party in the
Legislature —

‘“Here lies Fred,
Who was alive and is dead ;
Had it been his father,
I had much rather;
Had it been his brother,
Still better than another;
Had it been his sister,
No one would have missed her;
Had it been the whole generation,
Still better for the nation.
But since.’tis only Fred,
Who was alive and is dead,
There’s no more to be said.”’

Once in the House of Commons,
when Honourable William Pater-
son. was speaking, a Conservative
member, who had measured his
liquor ecarelessly, muttered hetween
sentences, ‘‘Rot’’, ‘“Rot’’, ‘‘Rot”’,
Mr. Paterson paused, removed his
glasses, beamed wupon the offender
with placid benignity and whispered
as much in appeal as in reproach,
‘“If the honourable gentleman thinks
it is rot, why does he take so much
of #t?

Looking backward a few figures
appear in the shadow with whom I
walked side by side or followed at a
distance. In my first years as editor
of The Globe no one gave me wiser
counsel than Principal Grant of
Queen’s University. He could be a
politician if oecasion required and he
often needed to exercise political
genius in behalf of the University.
But he had none of the doeility of
the partisan nor ever cringed to the
majority. As a young man in Nova
Scotia he stood boldly with the min-
ority for Confederation. He never
hesitated to defend Quebec and its
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institutions if they were unfairly at-
tacked. He was as ready to resist
any extreme demand by the French
Provinece or to oppose any public
man of Quebec who sought through
appeal to Race or Church to elevate
himself or aggrandize a faction. He
could resist the glamour of Sir John
Macdonald. He was equal to nego-
tiation with Sir Oliver Mowat. An
advocate of the Gothenberg system
of control over the liquor traffic, he
bore with serenity the denunciations
of prohibitionists from pew and pul-
pit. Perhaps only Colonel George T.
Denison among Canadians was so in-
fluential in opposing every move-
ment towards separation from Great
Britain, in strengthening Imperial
sentiment, in fashioning the struc-
ture of Empire. For they were the
teachers of British statesmen, and
the evangels of a gospel which even
the British people were slow to un-
derstand. Derided and misrepre-
sented, they persisted, and Dr.
Grant lived as Colonel Denison has
lived, to see an abundant harvest
from the seed which they scattered in
lonely furrows thirty or forty years
ago. They said that Dr. Grant was
a ‘‘trimmer’’, but that sentence falls
upon all men who will not be the
servants of party unless the service
goes with conviction. I think of no
career in Canada which was more
distinguished for simple and resolute
patriotism. It is true that he was
often dexterous in pursuit of his ob-
ject, but the object was worthy and
the diplomaey objectionable only to
those who were overcome and who
used more clumsily and ineffectively
the instruments by which he
achieved. If he had been governed
by personal ambition only he would
have turned his back upon Queen’s
University, entered the federal Cab-
inet and stood foremost among the
statesmen of the Empire.

Another man of remarkable per-
sonality, of whom I saw little but
knew much, and whose confidence it
was my privilege to enjoy, was Sir
William Van Horne. Few men have
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had a greater thing to do or in the
doing displayed more signal re-
source and courage. He had to build
a railway across an uninhabited
country, through wastes of rock and
over high mountain ranges, with the
people greatly divided as to the wis-
dom and practieability of the under-
taking. The Canadian Pacific
Railway Company had to go to
the public treasury again and again
for relief. In 1885 the stock sold as
low as 3534. Its position was as-
gailed in the London money market.
It was the object of inveterate politi-
cal hostility. Within the company
itself there was friction, angry criti-
cism, and suspicion of mismanage-
ment. Against all this Van Horne
had to contend, and he showed su-
perb self-control and inflexible pur-
pose. He kept the confidence of the
Board and had the devoted loyalty
of subordinates. His own activities
were various and numerous almost
beyond ecomputation. He had to deal
with ministers, often timid, and for
years profoundly apprehensive con-
cerning the ultimate issue of the un-
dertaking. If Sir Charles Tupper
never flinched it is not certain that
so much could be said for Sir John
Macdonald. He had to concern him-
self with problems of immigration,
to consider the more desirable fields
for settlement, to conciliate angry
municipalities, to establish terminals,
to organize a system of elevators, to
acquire steamships for the lakes and
the Pacifie, to superintend crop re-
ports, to devise attractive advertis-
ing, and to maintain, subject to the
authority of the directors, the eredit
of the company against political at-
tack at home and sullen money mar-
kets abroad.

In all these things he con-
cerned himself. In all he advised, in
much he was absolute. Perhaps his
courage was most signally displayed
in 1891 when, feeling that the com-
pany would be fatally damaged by
free trade with the United States,
which was the central feature of
Liberal policy, he organized its forces
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against the Liberal party and per-
haps was chiefly instrumental in the
deeisive vietory which Sir John Mac-
donald obtained in his last contest.
He said afterward to the late Carrol
Ryan, who was writing a sketch of
his career: ‘“I am no politician. I
have no time to give to politics, even
were I inclined that way, which I am
not. I am only a plain business man.
All my time is given to the Canadian
Pacific. I never interfered in poli-
ties in my life but once, and I hope
I will never have to do so again. I
care nothing about parties, and the
company is under no obligation to
either Government or Opposition.”’
This was sincere, and it is curious
that he never reappeared in a politi-
eal contest until 1911, when again a
measure of free trade between Can-
ada and the United States was the
issue.

Van Horne was a gracious host
who talked much but was never dull
or commonplace. Decisive in judg-
ment and confident in opinion, his
sentences were so picturesque and so
penetrating that even his rasher
statements were seldom challenged.
His career was of the very genius of
this continent, and yet there was a
sense in which he belonged to the
Old World. There is no evidence
that he read many books, but art
was his playmate. He had no diplo-
macy. He was unhappy on a publie
platform. Before Parliamentary
Committees he was peculiarly inef-
fective. Face to face, in single com-
bat, he was invineible. In one man
there were many men compounded.
Fortunately he outlived all strife and
contention and saw the railway which
he was so instrumental in building
develop into a system of transporta-
tion beyond even his original con-
ception.

There is a last word to be said
about one other man whose friend-
ship T greatly cherished. One thinks
of Mr. T. C. Patteson, for many years
postmaster of Toronto, as the last sur-
vival of Toryism in Canada. He was,
however, not so much a Tory as he
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thought he was for he had a tolerant
conception of creeds and systems
which he could not accept. But he
disliked the telephone, he would not
dictate a letter. Against all sumptu-
ary enactments he revolted. He would
choose his own company and live in
his own fashion. He was a Squire
at Hastwood, a genial autocrat at the
Albany Club. Strong in his dislikes
he was incapable of deceit or treach-
ery. He played cricket as became a
student of Eton and Oxford. The
race track had for him just such fas-
cination as it had for Charles Gre-
ville. If he had kept a diary or
written memoirs, which unfortunate-
ly he did not, they would have shown
as wide knowledge of public affairs,
as keen and as shrewd judgment of
men, and at least as sound, prophetic
reading of events. He had a pas-
sionate love for horses. His whole
being responded to the excitement of
a great race. Far distant as he was,
his heart was across the sea on sue.
cessive Derby days, and he seemed to
see the very horses sSweeping around
the course. He was a familiar figure
on race tracks all over Amerieca, and
it is doubtful if any other man on
the continent knew so much of racing
and breeding or spoke with. equal au-
thority. He was fond, too, of riding
and rode out daily almost down to
the day of his death. So he loved
gardening, and the hours which
many give to the club, to golf, or to
some other outdoor recreation, he
gave to his garden, and in this inti-
mate touch with nature his life was
mellowed and enriched.

He had an intimate relation with
suecessive Governors-General, and
many friends in England with whom
he maintained a regular correspon-
dence. As editor of The Mail during
the ““Pacific scandal’’ and the for-
mulation of the National Policy, he
had material at command which
would have illuminated vital inei-
dents in Canadian history. It is no
secret that he believed history was
perverted in the common wunder-

standing of the events of that period
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but he left nothing behind. Indeed
he wrote only for the mom~nt and
never at length or with material col-
lected by laborious investigation.
Under Mr. Patteson’s control The
Mail’s editorial page had distinetion
and dignity. He wrote freely and
clearly, but in his style there was no
pomposity. It was the English of
the essayists, simple, straightforward
and unaffected. He was sometimes
mereiless in political attack, but
there was often a touch of generosity
which restored the balance of sanity.
The page, too, was far-reaching in its
survey and catholic in its sympa-
thies. Books, musie, sport and Old
World affairs received careful and
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regular treatment, much after the
method of the chief British journals.
We have had no better editorial writ-
ing in Canada, and Mr. Patteson had
the genius to preserve the unity of
the page, no matter by how many
hands the work was done. He wrote
while he lived, for he never grew old
but died at seventy-one, as buoyant
of spirit as most men of forty or
fifty. I have a letter written a few
hours before he died. He was jaunty
and confident. In the few sentences
there is a chuckle at those whe
thought he was dying. But he was
never to see his garden again nor
ride again along the valley of the
Humber.

(THE END)

THE EVIL OMEN

By CLARE GRIFFIN

THE moonlight waked me last night,
But I turned away from it and closed my eyes.

The moon that ‘I saw between the half-closed shutters
Was no round, frifendly face, bringing back baby-days,

Evenings when I
wondered at it,

saw it rise golden brown above the pines and

Nights when it silvered the frost pictures on the window-pane and
made me unhappy because it was so beautiful ;

It was no thin ereseent, no worn-out sickle moon of dusk or evening.

(These, too, with their memories, glad enough or sad enough, but

never terrible).

It was the leering, lop-sided, hunch-backed ereature that saw you go

away from me forever,
The horrible gibbous moon.

That night you went away I went as far as the gate with you,
You kissed me and hurried away, and I listened to your footsteps and

tried to be very brave;

Then I noticed the moon, low, just above the hawthorn sprays,
The same gibbous moon that leered at me last night.
I knew, then, that you would never come back!
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delight. Her golden
fl hair played like sun-
d shine; moonbeams
? danced like her eyes.
Her face was aglow with the viva-
¢ity of a budding rose. Her form had
all the swaying grace of a slender
tree. She was pagan charm.

Everyone loved her and everyon:
wanted her. College youths dreamed
of her much more than they thought
of any goddess; older men showered
her with gifts and attentions. And,
frem them all, it was Philip Boyer
who won her. Less dashing. than
many of her other suitors, less spec-
tacular and less wealthy, his fineness
of soul, his temperament of a poet,
had drawn Marilynn to him in spite
of the other influences which lured
her in different directions.

It was on New Year’s Day that the
engagement of Marilynn and Philip
was announced, during a house party
in Oakville. As the guests went back
to Toronto on the following morning,
they talked of nothing else. The chase
for Marilynn had come to such a sud-
den end! They seemed surprised that
a frivolous butterfly, loving the laugh-
ter of youth and the praise and the
presence of men, should let herself be
captured so early.

During January and February,
Marilynn was as devoted to Philip as
he was to her. Either they went out
together to the theatre and to dances,
or, an unusual event for Marilynn, she
spent the evening quietly with Philip
at her father’s house in Upper Avenue
Road. She would play for him sym-
pathetically, suiting his own quiet
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taste with Beethoven and Schubert
and her own more exotic inclina-
tions with Debussy and Stravinsky.
At twelve o’clock, they would have a
little supper téte-a-téte, and by one
o’clock he would be on his way home
to his apartments in St. George Street.

Philip in these days was living in a
rose-touched world. The snows could
bank up on the streets, the winds
could howl down on the city from the
north or from the frozen bay to the
south, but all that winter was a erocus
and a lilac time for the poetic
Philip. And Marilynn, too, was
happy—to see another so joyful and
content.

All was well with Marilynn while
the cold weather lasted, for to her,
winter was winter, vigorous and
steadying. Her love was not powerful
enough to change the seasons, as
Philip’s had done for him. When the
real spring came, however, and the
intoxicating wine of sunlight began to
filter, not through gaunt branches any
longer, but through the greenest and
softest of leaf tips, and the robins
brought with their warblings the soft
sensuousness of the south, Marilynn
Fisher, at first the conventional
fiancée, felt herself slipping again into
the pagan atmosphere of the joy of
life. The wedding was to take place
in late June, but, by the middle of
May, she had lost all interest in her
wedding dress and the other tradition-
al trappings of matrimony, and, in-
stead, was feverishly buying the soft-
est of summer-dance fabries.

At first, Philip noticed no change
in Marilynn, except a gradual rest-
lessness which finally put a stop en-
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firely to the quiet evenings spent
alone together, and substituted a
whirl of dances and dinners, in which
he found it difficult to keep up. Their
friends kept referring constantly to
the approaching wedding, but Philip
himself could never get Marilynn to
talk about it.

“‘I hate the muss and fuss of wed-
dings,”’ explained Marilynn, laugh-
ing. ‘“‘Don’t let us speak of it. It
worries me.”’

It was not the fuss of it that Philip
wanted to talk about, but the girl was
always away to another subject.

On the last day of May came the
Gordons’ dance. For two nights pre-
viously, Philip had not seen Marilynn.
This was to be a big and gay affair,
and she had to have time to arrange
everything with her friend Dorothy
Eversley and to complete the last de-
tail of their frocks together.

These conferences were successful.
Marilynn, at the dance, was dazzling
in the triple radiance of heaith and
beauty and fashion. Philip’s eyes
never left her; he did not notice there-
fore that he was only one of many who
devoured her with their adoration.
The first two dances she had with him,
but she was either speechless entirely
or, in the next instant, almost hys-
terically talkative. Certainly she did
not listen to one word that Philip had
to say, but he was happy enough just
to see her and to have her.

After the second dance, Marilynn
went off with young Ramsay, and then
with other men in the succeeding
numbers. Philip danced with other
girls, too, but he was soon bored, and
went into the garden for a stroll. On
his return, he came by a different
route from that which he had taken
when he went out. This time he came
back through the library, a large hall
at a distance from the ball-room. The
buzz of voices and the sound of music
seemed far away in the vast house.
The library was empty, and was only
partly lit with a dim illumination. As
he was walking through the room on
rugs so thick and so deep that he
could not hear his own footsteps, he

noticed, standing on the floor in the
alcove of the library, a glorious vase,
fully seven feet high. Behind it, and
between it and the window, towered
lofty and luxurious palms. A soft
blue light,such as Gordon Craig might
have devised, hovered above.

Philip stood enraptured at the
sight of the vase. He knew that his
host was very wealthy, and that the
house had been furnished by the best
of decorators, but he could scarcely
believe his eyes at the beauty of the
vase. All his artistic nature was in-
stantly aroused. With the keenest de-
light he saw the subtle colourings of
the jar, its Brangwyn blues, its Gau-
gin reds, merged in the artistic satis-
faction of chaotic harmony. After the
first shock of pleasure, he felt a desire
to examine the detail of the design.
He stood close to the vase, running his
hand over the rounded form. It was
at least two feet wide. He began to
circle slowly and softly to see the
other side. At his first step around
the huge jar, he stopped. Under the
shadow of the vase and of the palms,
in the soft blue light, was a white
stone seat. Sitting on it, with his
back towards Philip, was a young man
—and a sunlit-haired girl in a pale
green dress. She was in the man’s
arms, and their lips were joined in a
voluptuous kiss.

Philip stepped back as silently as
he had come. Dressed as he was, with-
out either hat or coat, in his evening
clothes, he walked slowly across the
library, out into the garden, through
the gates, into the street. It was
after midnight. Up Avenue Road he
walked, through the grounds of Upper
Canada College, to the open country
beyond. Hour after hour he walked.
First one of his dancing pumps came
off as he crossed the rough furrows of
a field; then the other had gone, too.
Just at dawn he found himself climb-
ing the stairway to his own apart-
ments.

The mantel-piece in his den seemed
to cateh his attention. There was a
picture of Marilynn and two fanecy
vases. The portrait he laid quietly

oy
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away in a drawer of his writing-table,
and locked it ; but, as he looked at the
vases, he began to tremble violently,
and a wave of regret or bitterness or
anger (he didn’t stop to analyze his
feelings) swept over him. The vases
he seized, one in each hand, and
smashed them to pieces against the
bricks of the fireplace. Then he lay
down on his couch. Towards Marilynn
herself he didn’t seem to have the
least resentment. The very thought
of a vase, however, burned a hole in
his brain ; it haunted him as the sym-
“bol of his devastating ecatastrophe.
For two days Philip did not leave the
house.

‘When he did go back to the office

" of his magazine, outwardly he seemed
quite normal, His looks were not
altered, nor was his demeanour
changed. Once or twice, at a distance,
he saw Marilynn on the street, but
although he avoided her, his feelings
were never anything but kindness and
sadness. Gradually he realized that
he wasn’t seeing her any more, and
heard rumours that she had gone to
New York to join the stage.

Although Philip remained normal
enough in his business life, he began
to drop out of society. He even re-
signed from his club. For ten days
after the Gordons’ ball, he had not
gone to the club, but his absence at
that time was not intentional. One
day he went in for luncheon. In the
reading-room, on a table he had not
noticed before, stood an imposing
Oriental jar. On the threshold of the
room Philip stopped, gasped, and
went out.
warded his resignation.

One by one he refused invitations
from his friends. He came to have a
horror of private houses. He had
never thought of it before, but they
all had vases of some kind or other.
The sight of a jar, he felt, would crack
his brain.  ‘‘That way madness lies’’,
was a verse he couldn’t drive from his
mind. Dreams began to disturb him;
they were always murky with the sin-
isterness of a vase.

Once, when in Montreal, he was

That afternoon he for-
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with a friend in the lounge of the
Ritz. As they turned to sit down, he
noticed in front of him, as high as
himself, a decorative urn. He startled
his companion by shuddering, excus-
ing himself, and rushing off without a
word. He made towards the mountain
with violent haste, but do what he
would, his footsteps kept leading him
back towards Sherbrooke Street and
the hotel. He felt himself on fire with
a craze to smash that vase! It was
only by getting into a taxi and telling
the driver to keep away from Sher-
brooke Street and to drive ‘‘like the
devil’’ to the Windsor Station, that he
avoided the district. He paced the
floor of the waiting-room until the
train for Toronto was ready.

In December he was in New York.
His associates in Toronto were not
sorry to see him go away for a week,
because more and more, Philip was
growing moody. He was withdrawing
within himself. Social life he had
abandoned entirely. He worked hard
at his writing, but it was the cheer-
less, joyless work of the recluse.

New York offered no more attrac-
tions to him than Toronto, but, one
evening, an editor friend of his, sug-
gested that they should go to a
theatre.

‘‘No,”” shuddered through Philip’s
brain defensively. ‘‘I might see a
vase.”’

“I don’t believe I feel like it to-
night,”’ was all he said to his friend,
Jack.

‘““You’re a true-to-life picture of
Melancholy,”’ chided Jack. ‘‘What
do you want to do? Read the Post
and go to sleep ?”’

Meanwhile something had been stir-
ring in Philip’s mind, something he
rather thought was salutary.

‘“Some plays would be safe
enough,’”’ he thought, with uncanny
clarity of detail. ‘I wouldn’t go to
a drama, of course. There are always
house scenes in them. But a musical
revae. That’s harmless. Too spec-
tacular for domestic things there.”’

‘“‘How about the Winter Garden ?”’
was what he asked Jack.
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The latter was a reckless sybarite.
He could have had complimentary
seats, as an editor, if he had asked for
them, but they wouldn’t have been in
the front row, and that was where
Jack wanted to go. Philip meanwhile
had lost interest entirely, and went to
the theatre listlessly.

‘Within a few minutes, however, he
had brightened up, and was feeling
more light-hearted than for many
months. There were hordes of beauti-
ful girls who marched and sang and
danced, but it wasn’t to them that he
was paying attention. The ‘‘funny
men’’, however, he did enjoy. Under
the obliterating influence of their non
sense, he felt that they could lift the
load from Atlas’s shoulders, even if
it were only for a few minutes. Philip
settled back in his seat, amused and
content.

It was still early in the revue. Some
of the principals had not yet ap-
peared. After one of the comedians’
songs, the stage melted into darkness,
there was a confused, professional
sound of shifting scenery, and then
dawn began slowly to break. The
vague outlines of a Greek temple ap-
peared. Maidens, draped in flowing
Grecian robes with ropes of flowers
about their necks, were dimly dancing.
The music of the orchestra resembled
Pindariec hymns and Theocritean
songs. It was to be one of the ‘‘artis-
tic sets’’ of the Winter Garden. The
audience, after the resounding ap-
plause that had followed the com-
edian, were resting peacefully.

Suddenly Philip was standing on
his feet.

“‘Sit down,’”’ muttered Jack in dis-
gust, ‘¢“What are you going out for?”’

A murmur of disapprobation also
arose from the row behind.

¢¢Qit down,’”’ someone snarled.
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Jack, in his seat, couldn’t see
Philip’s face, but a woman a few seats
away did, and, with a groan, she
pulled her hands over her eyes.

Jack saw Philip’s back begin to
sway, but before he could do anything,
Philip’s hand had gone into his hip
pocket, a short, thick, black piece of
steel was in his grasp—a flash, a re-
port—and, on the stage, to the left,
one of the decorations of the Grecian
temple, a lofty vase, crashed down in
ruins with a terrible clatter of broken
pottery. Nor was it just china that
was broken. Amidst the débris, droop-
ing, unconscious and dying, lay a girl.
Hidden within the vase, she was to
have emerged, singing as she came.
And now there she lay, dead among
the wreckage.

The house and stage were in an up-
roar. Chorus girls, running wildly
from side to side, shrieked in fear;
women wailed, panic-stricken. Before
the curtain came down, Philip was
being led away. A policeman held
him by the arm. As he passed along
the seats, Philip’s face was flushed.
In his eyes was a horrible glare of
triumph. He looked back and saw
them lifting up the dead girl.

““Who was fool enough to put a girl
in that accursed vase?’’ he mumbled.
““Poor little thing. I’'m sorry for her,
but’’ (and that awful grin spread
over his face again) ‘‘I smashed it!”’

Anyone could see that he was in-
sane.

And then, all at once, the triumph
and the madness both died from his
face, and the look of a lost soul black-
ened it. He fell unconscious in the
aisle.

At the last moment he had caught
a glimpse of the dead girl’s face. Just
for a second, but—it was the face of
Marilynn.

ry
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THE GATHERING IN
OF ABNER WIMBERLY

BY GRACE MacGOWAN COOKE

TRY to do my duty by
each and every, in the
station to which the
Lord has called me. Hit
do look plumb ecurus
that Proverdunce should
have sawn fit to afflict me with an
onregenerate pardner.”

~ “Oh, I dunno—I dunno,” snapped
Uncle Abner. He was small, alert,
bright-eyed, like a gray-haired ol
sparrow. “Reckon hit’s the same
dummed fool 'rangement that 'fliets
me with sech a durned regenerate
one.”

Aunt Volumnia started and groaned
at each mild expletive as though the
word had been a sharp instrument
prodded into her ample person.
“Thar,” she said, the ready tears be-
ginning to flow comfortably. “You
can cuss me all you want to, Abner;
T'm used to hit, but for any sakes don’t
let the Elder hear you. My sorrers
is enough, without publie disgrace.”

The little old man was an emotional
creature, irascible, swift to forgive,
with a veritable voleano of feeling
ready to spill over upon every trifling
matter. He looked at his wife’s large,
placid, vacant countenance; he was
aware that in her own fashion she
relished these scenes, and the know-
ledge wrought him to frenzy.

“What in thunder” (there is noth-
ing particularly sacred about thunder,
one would say, yet Volumnia Wimber-
ly shivered and moaned as her hus-
band took its name in vain), “what
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in thunder,” he said, as Volumnia
rose and covered her face with her
apron, ‘“would you do ef my bein’
sech a devil of a sinner wasn’t the
talk of the two Turkey Tracks? Hit's
your callin’ in life, to be the sufferin’
wife of the wickedest man the Lord
ever forgot to strike with lightnin’. 1
don’t need to misbehave myself before
the preacher—yowll run an’ tell him
fast enough, without.” And the old
man’s thin red face grew redder with
rage.

“Oh, my soul!” sobbed Aunt Vol-
umnia, quite enjoying herself, I
wusht I had a leadin’. I long for to
know how best to bring this hyer sin-
ful man to a knowledge of his sins.”

She addressed the cosmos generally.
The small section of its conseious intel-
ligence there present, in the person of
her erring spouse, merely snorted.
“Hit’s about time for the quarterly,”
he commented with biting sarcasm.
“I looked for you to chune up a-yester-
day. You an’ your erowd air settin’
out fer the fo'teenth quarterly to
gyether Abner Wimberly in. Well,
yowll not do it. From the samples o’
perfessors I've got in my fambly, I’d
ruther take my chances outside. I bet
a chaw o’ terbacker the Old Boy has
got a mighty hot skillet ready for the

. hypoerites an’ T ain’t a gwine to jine

their crowd. TI'll cuss when I git
aready, an’ I’ll pay my debts, whether
I'm ready or not. Ef the Lord don’t
like my kind of religion, He kin jest

2
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Volumnia rose with a whoop, so that
her husband did not get to suggest
that the Deity should “lump” his re-
ligious views. When she was afoot,
one saw the contrast between them
even more clearly. If he looked a
sparrow, with his quick movements
and his bright, black eyes, she seemed
a calico-clad tortoise, as she waddled
slowly across the room, moaning that
she had merely wished to ask him to
attend the first meeting.

She was a dull woman, whose slug-
gish emotions needed arousing; she
liked to have these stirred up, just as
a fat, torpid cat loves to have its back
rubbed. When she married Abner
Wimberly, more than twenty-five
years before,he was not.a‘‘ professor”’,
as the mountain phrase goes. But it
was supposed that Volumnia Stott’s
excellent example would soon gather
her young husband into the fold.
However, infant Wimberlys began
coming thick and fast, and Volumnia
relaxed her grasp upon the church;
she had found something else to apply
the needed spur to her energies. Thus
matters rocked along for many years.
Her husband was a kind man, if
somewhat quick tempered, a good pro-
vider, an excellent farmer, a fond
and devoted father. Occasionally
some travelling exhorter would look
upon the well-kept Wimberly place,
behold how goodly it was, and regret
that its proprietor was not among the
chosen ; he would make a dead set to
gather Abner in; Volumnia would
ponderously second him; but it was
not till they had both come to late
middle age, and their children were
married off, that, with the falling
away of other employments and in-
terests, she definitely undertook the
role of persecuted wife.

It might have been easier had the
attempt been earlier made. It has
been said that the little man was a
fond father; there were tall sons and
married daughters who looked to him
for counsel and who thought his word
almost as good as that of Elder Jus-
tice. That he should be brought low

before uis own children at every quar-
terly, held up to them, officially, as
the most abandoned of sinners, was
intolerable. But in the mountains, to
be a profane swearer is the limit of
human vileness. Swearing is the one
sin which there retains the generic
term of “wicked.” You are told that
a man is ‘‘mighty wicked’’. You need
not ask if he is honest, a good hus-
band, a kind father; the word thus
used touches none of these human
relations. He may be all that a moral-
ist could ask, and yet merit this re-
proach—if he be a man who uses
profane expletives.

Now, under the smothering aggra-

-vation of Aunt Volumnia’s martyr-

dom, Uncle Abner had developed a
free, fiery and forcible vocabulary. It
was his one outlet, and in this straight-
laced little community it was speedily
making him a social outlaw, earning
for him the name of “The wickedest
man in the two Turkey Tracks’’.

“I reckon you want to pen me in
the amen corner, an’ let Polk Dillard
sass me to my face, like he done the
last time I put my foot in Little
Shiloh meetin’ house,” the old man
called after his wife’s retreating form.

“Brother Dillard would ’a’ let up
on yo’ sins ef you had but come down
to the mou’ners’ bench,” she sighed,
turning upon him.

“I hain’t gwine to do it!” volleyed
her husband, with the air of a man
who fears that he will be driven into
a despised and hated course. “I’m
too old to begin turnin’ hand-springs
over a mourners’ bench an’ crawlin’
about on the floor yellin’ to' the Lord
that I'm a mis’able sinner. T reckon
He’s got the tally; ef I ain’t in His
good books He knows it. Most o’
them dratted cattle that pesters
‘round mourners’ benches calls their-
selves names jest to try to squeeze a
complyment out of the Lord.”

Turning, Volumnia clutched the
mantelpiece and glared with staring
eyes past her irate husband. “You
hyer him, Brother Dillard,” she whis-
pered finally, to the rotund form that

"y
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had that moment appeared in the
doorway. “I was jest anaming to him
that' I wanted him to go down to
quarterly with me—and this is the
answer I git! Pray for him, Brother
Dillard—an’ don’t fergit to pray for
pore me.” She buried her face in her
checked apron and sobbed.

The little man spun around upon his
ministerial visitor, who had been ex-

145

pected to arrive later in the day, and
who would make his home with the
Wimberlys during the quarterly. Rage
and the inextinguishable hospitality
of the mountaineer warred in Uncle
Abner’s sanguine face.

“Don’t you pray for me, Polk Dil-
lard,”’ he growled finally. ‘I kin do
my own prayin’ same as I do my own
cussin’. Ef you pray for me here in
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this house, you'll neither eat nor
sleep in it.”

The Rev. Mr. Dillard shook his head
in mild, sad reproach. “Hit’s like the

evil sperits of old,” he said, “that"

entered out of the man and passed

into the swine.”

“Ef they was anybody hyer with
sense,” Uncle Abner snorted, “I’d
leave it to them who it is in this room
that looks like a hog.” Which, as the
Rev. Mr. Dillard and Volumnia were
both extremely plump, while Abner
was a thin, dry, spare creature, was,
to say the least, personal.

The remarks concerning his tenure
as a visitor in the house seemed to have
called out all of Polk Dillard’s Chris-
tian forbearance. He smiled even a
mournful smile as his host bounced
from the room and mounted his wagon
to drive away.

What priestly consolation he found
to administer to the afflicted Sister
Wimberly is not to be here set forth,
but it must have been excellent, for
Polk Dillard was famous throughout
his district as a consoler of those in
affliction — particularly when the
troubled ones were well endowed with
the goods and comforts of this world.

Half-way down the rough mountain
road Abner Wimberly’s wagon met
another. Tts driver, Pap Overholt, his
rosy face drawn into a thousand puck-
ers and creases of genial kindliness be-
neath his crown of thick, white hair—
like a winter apple that the frost has
touched—greeted the angry small man
kindly.

“An’ whar you aputtin’ out fer, in
such powerful haste?”’ he inquired,
after the usual “howdy” had passed
between them.

“Nowhars in particular,” returned
Wimberly, pulling up his team with a
slightly shamefaced look. He was a
2ood horseman and the panting sides
of his mules rebuked him.

“A merciful man is merciful to his
beasts,” quoted Pap John, smiling.
“Ef you hain’t agoin’ nowhars, in par-
ticular, don’t be in sech a all-fired
hurry to git thar.”
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/4 Rev. Polk Dillard and Aunt Volumnia

“Thar now !” commented Wimberly
gloomily. “You said ‘all-fired’—and
they hain’t no preacher out after your
scalp, is they 9”

Pap John looked mystified ; then he
laughed. The Wimberly troubles
were too notorious to be ignored. John
Overholt was a famous mender of
breaches. . Now he edged his team
closer to that of his neighbour. *See
hyer, Abner,” he began; “I reckon I
sense jest what you air adrivin’ at.
I seen Polk Dillard go up your way
awhile ago. 1 know you will use
strong language, and I reckon you
had a—er—had trouble with the
preacher.”

“No, I hain’t,” Abner snapped. “I
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don’t care a hooter what Polk Dillard
says; hit’s when Volumny turns in—
after all these years ”  He gulped
and a moisture stood in his eyes.
“When she gives it out to each and
every that I’'m the seourge of her life
—why, I jest can’t help—jest can’t
help 4

“Hold on thar,” Pap John admon-
ished, raising a warning hand. ¢I
never was a swearin’ man. Oh, I may
have cussed a few in my teens; but
to say wicked, I never got the habit
in me; I don’t know how deep-seated
hit may be; but I know mighty well
an’ good you kin he’p it, ef you onet
set your head thataway.”

The other shook that head which
was to be aimed in the right direction,
and gazed mournfully down at his
boots. It was a relief to speak of the
matter. Except to quarrel over it, he
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had never mentioned the trouble to
any ereature in his world.

“You air a mighty good somebody,
Abner,” Overholt went on. “Man an’
boy, I've knowed you for more’n fifty
years; an’ I hain’t found out a low-
down meanness in you yit. Why do
you arm them what persecutes you,
an ’then go an’ stand up in front of
their guns ?”

“Ye wouldn’t go to quarterly at all,
ef you was me?” Wimberly asked,
looking up sharply.

“I hain’t a-sayin’ that,” Pap John
demurred ; “but ef I went, an’ when I
went, they’d wush I’d stayed to home.”

The little old man gazed at large,
placid John Overholt with a working
countenance. His eyes were moist,
and the red lingered even in the fur-
rows around his neck and chin where
tufts of stubby gray beard had resist-
ed the overtures of the razor. It was
plain that the inert but positive ex-
pectation of his wife that he would
furnish her with the credentials of a
martyr drew powerfully upon his ex-
pressive and even mercurial tempera-
ment.

“You don’t understand, John,” he
said at last. “Volumny—an’ her
preachers—all jest p’intedly depends
on me cuttin’ up. I hate it on ac-
count of the children—though An-
trissy Ann did git mad an’ say, time
she was ten years old, that she’d
ruther hear Pap cuss than Mammy
pray.” He chuckled reminiscently.
His children were the one unchanging
passion of his fond old heart.

“T reckon that plagued Volumny,”
commented John Overholt apprecia-
tively.

“Hit did—an’ hit didn’t,” returned
that lady’s husband. “Ye see, John,
Volumny she takes a sorrerful en
joyment in my wickedness. Ef I was
to git converted, her callin’ would be
gone. W’y listen here, John; you
know I got a heap o’ prlde in my
gyarden, an’ Volumny, she’s master
hand with fowls.” He sunk his voice
to a confidential whisper. “Some-
times when I’ve been abehavin’ most

as well as other folks, I've suspicioned
—jest, susplcloned——that she turned
her chickens into my gyarden!”

Overholt laughed softly and slap-
ped his knee. “Ef she done so,” he
suggested, “I’ll bet a nag she got what
she wanted out of you—ye foolish
critter !”

Abner hung his head, and admitted
that the performance had been spec-
tacular. “But I couldn’t help it, no
more than I could ’a’ stopped breath-
in’,” he concluded. “I was jest like
Elder Drane, when he used to git
warmed up—you remember, when we
was boys~an pound the Bible tell
hit’d fa’rly jump, an’ yell damnation
tell they could hear him mighty nigh
to the Fur Cove.”

Overholt nodded and smiled. The
remembrance seemed to bring with it
an idea. “Why cain’t you take pat-
tern by the Elder?—dead an’ gone
these twenty years, but his works
alivin’ after him. Some good strong
seriptur’ texts ort to relieve your
mind mightily, whilst you’re arockin’
the chickens out o’ your gyarden.”

The plan appealed strongly to
Abner’s sense of humour. ““Ef I could
do hit,” he mused. “Ef I could jest
turn all the steam in that direetion,
I'm dummed ef I don’t think hit would
scare some folks considerable. But
I couldn’t—when I see them blamed
chickens eatin’ up my early beans I
feel like I could do murder, an’ they’s
nothin’ but cussin’ will relieve me.”

Pap John stirred the lines softly
on the backs of his fat old horses; the
motion was like a caress. “Aw, T’ll
bet you you could,” he argued. “King
David, he had a mighty limber tongue
when he started fo’th for to miseall
his enemies; hit wuz hung in the mid-
dle, an’ worked at both eends. You
had good seriptural fetchin’ up; yvou
won’t be lackin’ for texts onct you set
out on this hyer new line.”

The whimsical smile spread on old
Abner’s countenance. ‘“Job,” mused
the little man, “he had biles. T've
thought, a many’s the time, I should
admire to have his gift of speech

¥
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Reckon some things he said might fit
them ornery chickens.”

“Don’t stop at that,” pursued his
adviser. “Lemme tell you what I’d
do, ef I was in your shoes.” And
the two gray heads were bent together
long, in earnest converse.

Abner was nothing if not instant in
action. About four o’clock that same
afternoon, the chickens failing to en-
ter his garden, he deliberately set the
paling gate ajar, while the Rev. Mr.
Dillard and the mistress of the house
were placidly partaking of a snack
preparatory to setting forth for Little
Shiloh church to attend the first even-
ing of the quarterly meeting. It has
been said that Abner was a good pro-
vider ; it shall be added that Volumnia
was an inspired cook. The board be-
tween these two was covered with
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testimonials of his labour and her skill.
The Rev. Mr. Dillard found it hard
to tear himself away from such a
feast. His hostess refilled his plate
with unfailing hospitality, and im-
plored without intermission that he
should try to make out a meal—poor
as her victuals were.

Upon her iterant urgency and his
protestations—the latter somewhat
muffled by the good things with which
his mouth was full—broke suddenly
a thin, dry shriek.

“Ye gineration o’ vipers, who give
ye warnin’ for to flee from the wrath
to come?’ It was Abner cursing the
chickens—or so his wife supposed.
She had prepared her preliminary
shudder, and even squeezed two very
small tears into the corners of her
eyes, when Polk Dillard set down his
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coffee eup, let his cheek bulge with
the unswallowed mouthful, and ejacu-
lated, “Hark ye!”’

For Uncle Abner had begun his
seriptural campaign against the fowls,
and a youth nourished upon the law
and the prophets furnished his mind
with many startling missiles. It
sounded more furious than genuine
profanity, yet the listeners recognized
text after text.

“Been a-eatin’ an’ a-drinkin’ damna-
tion to yo’se’fs,” came from- outside.

“I'm afeared Abner hain’t well,”
quavered the wife, rising and wod-
dling to the window, where she look-
ed out to see her active spouse ac-
companying each text with an ac-
curately aimed stone.

“Ye sarpints! How ye gwine escape
the damnation o’ hell ?” he panted.

The preacher came and gazed over
her shoulder. “He’s arockin’ ’em all
right,” Dillard muttered, “but that
talk—has he been doin’ thisaway much
of late?”

Abner’s wife clung to the curtain

and stared at her husband in horror. -

He skimmed about the garden—just
as she had seen him do so many, many
times—seeming scarcely to touch the
earth as he bounded after the intrud-
ing chickens, his arm full of stones
and his mouth full of seripture. The
thumping texts seemed to shake his
spare little frame as he brought them
forth. He had indeed plowed with
Job’s heifer, and if he sometimes
adapted the ancient Hebrew objurga-
tions rather freely to fit his present
needs, his hearers were too excited
to note it.

“Am 1T asea? Er a whale that you-
all set up an watch me?’ he now
quoted appositely.

They turned, in a sort of panie,
almost at the same instant. “I bet-
ter be gittin’ my ridin’ skirt on,” the
woman said. “I see my nag’s ready,
an’ we'll git down thar to the meetin’.”
It was charaecteristic of them both that
they dropped this enigma which they
could not explain, and their hurry
to depart looked almost like flight.

‘When, a few minutes later, Volum-
nia came out on the porch holding
up her black calico riding skirt, she
found the wagon waiting for her.
“I’'m agwine down to meetin’,” an-
nounced her husband without preface
or preamble.

And one less desperately preoc-
cupied with his own part in the play
must have laughed to see the blank
faces of the female pillar of Little
Shiloh church—the president of its
Ladies’ Aid Society—and the Rev. Mr.
Dillard. For years these two had
dragged Uncle Abner to meeting, at
the end of a string of entreaties. To

_have him wheel suddenly and charge

snorting toward that goal, straining
upon the cord, as one may say, non-
plussed and even considerably alarm-
ed them both.

Volumnia was crawling /into the
wagon with her habit on, when her
spouse called her attention to it.
“Liooks like you're pestered ’hout
somethin’. Hain’t no objection to my
goin’ to quarterly, either on ye, hev
ye?” he asked aggressively.

“Oh, no—oh, no, Brother Wimber-
ly,” Mr. Dillard began. (“Brother
Wimberly” had formerly been suffi-
cient to irritate the little man, but he
took it now with a grim smile.) “No,
my dear brother, we are but too glad.
Yo’ worthy pardner and me is that
glad that we cain’t neither of us find
words to speak out our gladness. Ain’t
it so, Sister Wimberly ?”

“I noticed you was afflicted similar,”
grunted the host, as he elimbed to the
driver’s seat, and they set off down
the mountain.

What emotions possessed the slow
mind of Volumnia Wimberly during
that ride it would be difficult to say.
She dreaded desperately that Abner
should burst forth in the church with
seripture which sounded so much like
cursing—and so much worse. He had
addressed those quotations to the
chickens ; suppose the next were hurl-
ed at her! She felt guiltily that she
had given the little man just cause
for complaint, and if only he could
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be got safely back home, his vials of
wrath unbroached, she was willing to
be very humble in making her peace.

Sitting back in one of the two chairs
provided for herself and the preacher,
while Abner, on the seat forward,
drove silently, she peeped timidly at
her husband’s thin, sloping shoulders,
and listened fearsomely to see if he
would not utter some familiar male-
dietion when the mules jibed and
shied at a noise in the laurel thickets
by the roadside. But he did not. She
noted the chewing motion of his jaw
which meant excited thought, and the
play of muscle and cord in his neck
below the ear. For the first time in
her life she was afraid of him. She
regarded him as one might a dynamite
bomb, liable to go off at any time and
on slight provocation.

She would have climbed down from
the wagon and walked back to her
home, had she dared. But if she was
afraid to accompany Abner to church,
she was much more afraid of staying
away. Her heavy wits finally for-
mulated a sort of plan. The minute
they arrived at Little Shiloh church
she would see Elder Justice and warn
him concerning Abner’s peculiar be-
haviour.

This was discussed with Polk Dil-
lard in energetic whispers, which the
whisperers fondly imagined were
cloaked by the noise of the wagon. If
any syllable reached Abner Wimberly,
he made no sign, and they drew up at
the meeting-house in silence.

Leaving the Rev. Mr. Dillard to at-
tend to the team, Abner sprang from
the wagon and made what Pap Over-
holt afterward described as ‘“the bee-
est bee line you ever saw’’ for the
mourners’ bench. There, as the church
filled, he sat, very red in the face,
his knotted hands clenched, staring
straight before him. Volumnia, on
her part, hastened to the elder and
made her communication.

“Oh, I trust not, sister—I trust not,
_NSister Wimberly,” the venerable elder
rejoined. “I never have seen, and
never shall see, why Abner hain’t been
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a happy, perfessin’ Christian this
twenty years. IHe's jest under con-
viction of sin, T ain’t nary doubt. You
put your heart at rest. ILook at him
settin’ thar this minit on the mo’ners’
bench.”

Volumnia had not observed; she
gazed and her jaw fell. Abner at the
mourners’ bench — Abner — without
urging, of his own motion! As she
stowed herself, palpitating and ap-
prehensive, upon the women’s side,
she looked despairingly at the elder’s
serene face, framed in its flowing sil-
ver hair. Polk Dillard was the only
hope she had; he had heard the
strange jeremiad to the chickens, he
knew the importance of heading Ab-
ner off, should he show any wild ten-
dency; he would be personally con-
cerned in doing so. In him she
placed her reluctant trust.

A hymn was sung, one of the wail-
ing mountain melodies, with its wild
minor cadences, its unsatisfied upward
turns:

‘‘My soul—hit’s awanderin’ in the dark;
Show, Lord, Thy light on me.’’

The words came strongly home to
the soul of Abner Wimberly. He
had come to this place in a spirit of
bravado; Volumnia’s fears of him
were well founded—yet in that mood
he could but have convineed their
world that she had always been justi-
fied in her attitude toward him. Now
a more dangerous, because a more
genuine element, entered into the coil.
A woman was singing tenor in the
back of the building; he knew it was
his daughter Antrissa, and the shrill,
sweet notes, soaring, bird-like, out
above the other voices, brought a
choke in his throat and a mist before
his eyes. His children were all here,
in the fold.

“Onet git Ab to that thar mourners’
bench,” Pap Overholt had confided to
his wife, when telling of the counsel
he gave, “onet git him thar, and thar’s
nothin’ betwixt him an’ bein’ the hap-
piest man in the two Turkey Tracks.
He was borned for a godly life.”
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As the last notes died away, Elder
Justice, standing by “the little pine-
wood pulpit, said sonorously, “I see a
new face at our mourners’ bench.”
Then, with a fond smile toward Ab-
ner, “Brother Wimberly, do you feel
to b’ar a testimony this night ¢”

Instantly the old man was on his
feet, his clenched hands dropped at
his sides, the undersized, angular,
sloping-shouldered figure standing
straight as a soldier. As, for a mo-
ment, he stood and gulped, Volumnia,
with the sudden inspiration of desper-
ation; leaned across the aisle to where
Polk Dillard was labouring with some
sinner who refused to come forward,
and whispered frantically :

“Ax him to lead in pra’ar! Ax him
to lead in pra’ar! They hain’t no
tellin’ what that pore misguided man
will say, onct he gits to givin’ experi-
ence. Oh, fer any sake ax him to lead
in pra’ar!”

His own name, mentioned with
great frankness in the opening of
Brother Wimberly’s remarks, smote
upon the Rev. Mr. Dillard’s ear like
a tocsin, and he hurried up the aisle.
His wits were dense, but once an idea
was firmly wedged among them, it
stuck. Bursting heavily in upon Ab-
ner’s discourse: “Brother Wimberly
will lead us in pra’ar,” he announced.

Abner checked tentatively. No one
else spoke. Catehing a glimpse of
Volumnia’s purple visage and desper-
ate eyes, Dillard repeated, a good deal
louder : '

“Brother Wimberly will now pray!”’
. A moment Volumnia’s husband
considered the proposition. His un-
derstanding of John Overholt’s advice
was that he was to go down and
“shake up Shiloh Quarterly and have
his evens”.

But Pap John had not gauged his
neighbour amiss when he held out ma-
terial advantages in a quarrel to draw
the fiery, misunderstood little man
within genuine spiritual influences.
Abner was at the mourners’ bench—
there of his own free will. The
mighty tides of emotion which are

abroad in such a meeting caught up
his soul and whirled it forward with
a power that left him wunable to
choose. Heretofore, even when drag-
ged in, he had looked on the ma-
chinery of the church with alien, mis-
liking eyes, as an outsider. Now he
was like one who has put hands to an
electric battery and may not withdraw
them at his own will. :

Unused to offering prayer in publie,
the old man folded his hands like a
child about to put up its evening peti-
tion at its mother’s knee. He bent
his head above the supplicating palms
and eyes were wet at the spectacle of
him standing thus. With the laying
together of those tremulous, work-
hardened fingers came an inrush of
delight, new, unexpected, like that of
a prodigal returned to his father’s
house. Now the palms were flung out
and up; the thin face was raised, tears
flowing from under the lids of the
closed eyes; the muscles twitching
with the frank grief of a boy.

“0 Lord!” he burst out, “I've come
home !”’

A wave of emotion went through the
crowded congregation. More than
one sob sounded upon the stillness
that followed. A woman’s voice cried
ringingly, “O pappy !’ A tall young
Wimberly over near the wall uttered a
deep bass ‘‘ Amen’’.

For a short time it seemed Volum-

nia’s fears might be unfounded, or

Brother Dillard’s stratagem wholly
successful. The new convert was rapt
in the ecstasy of his novel, spiritual
experiences. In nervous, terse, col-
loquial sentences he poured out to
heaven the bliss that was his. There
was a passion of originality in the
little man—he would never pray like
anybody else. His fiery words were
caleulated to arouse and fix the atten-
tion of even those who made a practice

of dozing impartially through prayer

and sermon.

Yet the outburst of enthusiasm from

the new convert grows ever an old
story to the long-time church member,
and it was not till Abner came down

>




‘“‘Fergive my wife, Volumny'"

to personalities that Little Shiloh was
fully awake. With a sharp drop in
his tone he began :

“I been awanderin’ a long time ; the
gates of the fold has been barred
agin me—but I’ve come home. An’
now, O Lord, I beg and pray Thy
merciful kindness on—them that bar-
red the gates. Fergive my wife, Vol-
umny, and them that put her up to
what she’s been doin’.”

The blow fell with a mute shock that
reverberated soundlessly through
every listener’s being. And the hush
within the church suddenly became
so profound that small night noises
outside were distinetly audible, and
the stamping of the tethered animals
sounded loud.

“Thou knowst that when I yearned
most toward Thee, hit seem’ like some
folks was afraid I would forsake my
wickedness ; an’ I’d jest about set my
foot on the do’step o’ Thy house to
have its door popped in my face. For-
give her, that when I didn’t cuss
enough to make the neighbours feel
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she was the most abused woman in the
two Turkey Tracks, she up an’ turned
her chickens into my gyarden. Thou
knowst, Lord, a man couldn’t stand
that—an’ his early beans jest apod-
din’ out!”

Volumnia dropped to her knees, and
hid her face against the back of the
seat before her.

“Fergive this woman—for she’s a
good woman—that she wouldn’t be-
lieve that Thou couldst save her hus-
band, but must put him to shame befo’
his children ; acallin’ on them to notice
that he was headed for the lake that
burns with hell-fire; apretendin’ all
the time to be a warnin’ of them not
to take the same road. I fergive her,
O Lord, as Thou hast fergive me. I
fergive Polk Dillard. I fergive Vol-
umny’s second cousin Jasper Strib-
ling, from over’t Big Buck Gap. I
fergive all them that knowed my
weakness, how prone I was to sin in

- the way o’ wicked cussin’, an’ worked

upon it, an’ then rolled up their eyes
an’ showed off over me. I fergive ’em.”
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He would have been comparatively
harmless in rage. Now that he flowed
forgiveness, gushed forgiveness, storm-
ed forgiveness, his former persecutors
dodged.

“An’ 1 fergive all my wife’s fambly
an’ kin an’ connections,” the shaking
voice went on. “Hit takes a heap to
oo around—but I’ve got it—I've got
it. I fergive ’em. I fergive Beene
Shifflet that moved to Texas—I reckon
my fergiveness’ll do him as much good
out thar as ’twould ef he’d stayed
hyer. Anyhow, I fergive him. I fer-
give Perry Carter, that was shot by
the sheriff last fall. I said some hard
things then about his bein’ better out
o’ the way. I’'m sorry. I fergive him.
I reckon he’ll know about it, an’ it
does me good for to name it to you all.
I fergive each an’ every that has in
times past done me a meanness. Ef I
cain’t jest think up their names to call
out—I reckon Thou knowest, Lord—
Thou knowest.”

“Yes, yes, Brother Wimberly.
Amen. The Lord knows,” chimed in
the deep voice of the elder, to the
relief of several in the gathering.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

During these closing statements
there had been more than one sudden
sound amid the audience—a sort of
grunt such as is made by the punctur-
ing of an inflated object. And Little
Shiloh church opened its eyves on sev-
eral very red faces. Only Uncle Ab-
ner, of all those closely concerned in
the matter, was serene. He conceived
that, having entered the church with
the intention of exploiting his own
grievances, divine grace had shown
him the better way of forgiveness.
But the forgiven ones had the drag-
gled appearance of persons who have
run through an unexpected summer
shower.

Later, as they were driving alone up
the mountain—Polk Dillard had re-
mained behind—after eclearing her
throat several times Volumnia remark-
ed in a small, flatted voice. “I’'m
mighty proud o you, Abner. I do
love to hear them speak in meetin’
that has the gift of it. Seems like

yo’ words comes mighty free. I hain’t
thanked ye yit fer fergivin’ me—hut I
reckon you know jest how greatly I

dO ”»



WOMEN OF TO-DAY
AND TO-MORROW

BY MARJORY MacMURCHY

O one can expect to
deal adequately with
thoughts brought into
being by such a title.
But . there may be
something which ought
to be written to-day about a develop-
ment which is too recent to be re-
corded as yet in its entirety. And
there is a eertain attraction in a dar-
“ing attempt, even for a timid per-
son. If the reader, therefore, will be
good enough to put up for the pres-
ent with a few notes from the field-
hook of an observer, some abler stu-
dent and keener analyst to-morrow
or the day after may take warning
and avoid the errors committed by
the analyst of to-day. :
First, let us consider the organiza-
tion of women, beginning, as it
seems to us, in the late nineteenth
century. What is more difficult than
attempting to deseribe a movement
which is wholly natural and gradual
in its development, but in which our
own activities are involved? When
the tide of the sea flows, some indis-
tinguishable part of it, some atom of
an atom, might almost as well try to
lift iteelf up to get a look at the
wave. We have been often assured
that Abraham’s pilgrimage was part
of the Western movement, that trend
of population which no one can stay
or explain. But it would be diffi-
cult to believe Abraham knew that
he belonged to the Western move-
ment. Women organizing to-day ap-
pear to be somewhat in the position
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of Abraham, and we will include
Abraham’s wife, that remarkable
woman, Sarah, not a wholly attrac-
tive soul perhaps, but a real person,
vet untouched by organization, as far
as we know. It is only by trying to
understand these movements, and by
seeking to adjust ourselves to them
in the right way, that men and
women have justified themselves as
members of a race which is moving
on an upward course. We do know
that such movements ocecur beeause
of strong beliefs and adequate
causes.

About forty years ago, the women
of Canada began to organize them-
selves with a definite plan to ineclude
women in all parts of the country in
their bonds of organization. Nothing
less in extent was ever their ex-
pressed purpose. There are written
aceounts of these origins. Those who
began the work of organizing Cana-
dian women did so for the sake of
the women and children of heathen
lands.  Already their passionate
words sound out of date. Who now
speaks of ‘‘heathen lands’’? But
what has been the result of these lit-
tle meetings? To-day in Canada
there are a number of Women’s Mis-
sionary Societies, each helonging to a
separate church, and all of them na-
tional in extent, with hundreds of
thousands of membhers and with in-
comes aggregating some hundreds of
thousands of dollars. The intensity
and earnestness of these organiza-
tions are as remarkable as their
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growth. Their memberships have
learned so much of concerted and
concentrated action, and of the con-
duect of meetings and business, that
the knowledge has had a consider-
able influence on the trend of char-
acter in the second generation.

At the same time, or in the years
following, were organized the Wo-
men’s Christian Temperance Union,
the Young Women’s Christian Asso-
ciation, the National Counecil of Wo-
men, the Imperial Order of the
Daughters of the Empire, and others.
Twenty years ago, the first Women’s
Institute of the country women of
Canada was formed in Stoney
Creek, Ontario, with its watchword,
‘“For Home and Country’’. There are
now Women’s Institutes or Home
Makers’ Clubs in every Province of
Canada. A few weeks ago the Nation-
al Federation of Women’s Insti-
tutes was consummated, with a mem-
bership of 100,000 rural Canadian
women, possessed by a desire for
unity and action. The Women’s In-
stitute movement has spread from
Canada into the United States, and
notably in the last three years to
England, Seotland, and Wales,
where organization is being carried
on with rapidity and effectiveness.
There is also the remarkable move-
ment of United Farm Women in
every Canadian Province. The Cent-
ral Council of Agrieulture of the
Grain Growers and United Farmers
has its counterpart in an Interpro-
vincial Council of Farm Women,
formed either as a section of the
Council of Agriculture, or in close
connection with it.

We are too accustomed to the or-
ganization movement after forty
yvears to recognize its extraordinary
character. ILet us try to recapture
its true meaning. If women had
been preparing to take their part in
such a day as this, to meet the war
which those of wus alive now will
never try to describe in a phrase, and
to seize these moments of promise
which are with us still, what else
would they have done forty years ago

but knit themselves together in a liv-
ing unity on which the shock of an un-
dreamed-of conflict must fall in vain?
The pain and loss of that shock no one
can express, but the unity for effort
and service remains unbroken. ‘‘ Un-
broken’’ is not the word; the move-
ment for organization has been
greatly .strengthened. In recent
years, no one ecan turn round in
Canada without witnessing the evo-
lution of some woman into the per-
fect president or secretary. It is the
same with Canadian girls at school.
In every part of the country execu-
tive committees are as frequent as
leaves on trees, and there are few
rooms left of any size in which has
not been held the successful
meeting. ;

It would be useless to try to ex-
haust the meaning of the organiza-
tion movement. Why has it come?
What will be its consequences? No
one can safely do more than make a
few remarks, joined possibly with
fewer predictions. The movement is
beneficent. Its consequences will
last a long, long time. It has had
already, and it will have, a great in-
fluence in the development of the
political, social and economic life of
women. No one who attempts to
understand women of to-day, or to
co-operate with them, should fail to
study their power to associate them-
selves with other women. But the
study is not possibly as simple as it
may seem. All these great national
associations came into existence for
the sake of ideals. The ideals must
also be studied before the organiza-
tion will reveal its meaning. General-
ly speaking, the movement belongs to
the well-to-do. but it cannot rightly
be deseribed as fashionable. It be-
longs indeed to the world, and to the
times.

I do not know whether the atti-
tude of girls and women to-day to-
wards employment is more character-
istic of this age or more permanent

"than their power to organize, hut I
am certain that the feeling on the
part of young women towards em-

-
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ployment is also a world movement,
beneficent and important. When we
are talking of our present attitude to
employment, it is well to remind our-
selves of the fact that women of un-
disturbed leisure, who do not earn
their living by some form of work,
have always been at every age in the
world’s history in an extreme minor-
ity. It is a myth and superstition to
speak of any econsiderable body of
women as not being workers. Burt,
to refer by inference to the women of
to-morrow for a moment here, let it
be said that the recognition of home-
making and the care of children as
highly skilled and exacting employ-
ments is extremely necessary. The
occupations of women in their value
to the State, and to men and women,
will not assume their right order and
proportion in the eyes of everyone
until some method by which the home
employments are recognized is de-
vised by the nation. As things are
now, speaking as a student of paid
employments of women especially,
conditions are misleading to the paid
worker and unfair to the home mak-
er. Unfair, I mean, in this way:
the home maker is often left with-
out proper means to do her work or
proper training for it, and she is
given the impression, unintention-
ally possibly, that her work has little
or no economic value. On the other
hand, the girl in paid employment
is led to believe that home making is
not work, that it does mnot need
skilled training, and that she is con-
tributing more to the country as a
paid worker than she will when she
is a home maker. We cannot build
up a safe and noble state, or men
and women of the highest develop-
ment, on these suppositions.

There is one fact conneeted with
the employment of girls which stu-
dents of such conditions should repeat
at frequent intervals, as we would a
creed, to rectify misapprehensions
and to guide us into right ways of
thinking and aecting. Between
eighty and ninety per cent. of the
girls of this country leave school at
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fourteen. I wunderstand that the
percentage in the case of boys is even
higher. This fact modifies our ideas
in many ways. Dwell on it, for a
consideration of what is involved in
the statement will teach us a great
deal. I find difficulty here in re-
fraining from placing emphasis
on another faect; the majority
of young women have turned
naturally to paid employment for a
number of years. But this is not the
point that you want me to discuss.
The formula which I must postu-
late without delay is that there is a
change of attitude towards paid em-
ployment on the part of young wo-
men belonging to the class that a
few years ago would have fainted at
the idea. Do you suppose that
wenches did not work in Shake-
speare’s day ? Perhaps ladies did not.
But there always have been so many,
many fewer in the class where there
was a choice, than in the class where
paid employment, or rather working
for someone else than your own
family, was taken for granted. Hayv-
ing said so much, I shall try to leave
this part of the subject alone.

It is undoubted that choice and ne-
cessity together are whispering to
the girls of to-day that it is better to
be up and doing somewhere in the
world of work. Partly the great ser-
vice idea of the war, partly an eco-
nomic progression, in some part the
ideas of a new age, have changed the
attitude of women to employment.
As far as one can see, this move-
ment will strengthen steadily, and it
will be good. It will not injure the
home, but will serve it; and one may
repeat the same statement word for
word, for the race. T should like to
ask doubters one question. Does
anyone suppose that these young
things, so attractive, so full of life
and vitality, so guided by natural
wisdom without being aware of it,
do not know what they are doing?
The flower of the race does not turn
itself to destruction, but to the thing
that is best for it. The circumstances
of the average girl are such that she
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has more opportunity to meet those
who will be her friends by going to
work than by doing nothing.

Now, as to the supposed dangers
of this women’s movement towards
employment. Does it make the girl
think less of having a home of her
own and of marriage? How little
anyone knows of ' womanhood, who
would suppose this! Women are
profoundly, if inarticulately, loyal to
the race and to the home. The only
dangerous person, one sometimes
thinks, is the person with nothing to
do. But this statement is neither
here nor there. It would not be pos-
sible for the majority of women in
paid employments to think more
highly of home life than they do.
Another danger sometimes spoken of
may be put in the form of a ques-
tion. Will the increase in the num-
bers of women in paid employment
tend to lower the wages paid to
men? KEconomically, an inerease in
production and in money earned
should benefit everyone. Any ques-
tion about wages is extremely diffi-
cult to answer. But I will venture
to say this. Wages below a decent
living standard paid either to men
or to women are a national danger.
There is evidence to show that one
way to combat the tendency to pay
low wages to women is to be found
in this change of attitude towards
work on the part of young women of
well-to-do families. A woman who
has placed thousands of girls in paid
employment, when discussing this
question the other day, said: ‘‘The
girl who is accustomed to living well
at home won’t take low wages. She
insists on getting the best that are
paid. But the poor, little girl, whose
necessities are great, and whose
training is inadequate, will take any-
thing.”” There is at least, it seems
to me, great promise in the entry of
all kinds of voung women into
skilled work. I believe that this ten-
dency towards paid employment on
the part of well-to-do women will
eventually help to improve wages and
working conditions for both men and
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women. I think our experience in
the war has shown this in some de-
gree. I do not mean to give the im-
pression that there are not problems
to be solved: problems of wages,
problems connected with opening
higher positions to competent women,
and problems which involve stand-
ards of right living, for which I be-
lieve the general body of women at
home are more directly responsible
than they are for wages or oppor-
tunities of employment. Why should
not women investigate and make
known the standards of living in our
communities? They are the real ex-
perts on this subject.

Before we leave employment, I
should like to give you two pie-
tures. The first is a representation
of a woman scrubbing out an office
building after hours. She is not a
new development in work. Get her
picture in your minds. In time it
will make something happen. The
other is a group of young women dis-
cussing a subject in which they are
interested. One of the group is a
member of a Telegraphers’ Union :
the next is a teacher of better me-
thods of salesmanship; the next a
member of a Shop Clerks’ Union:
the next an employment expert. The
subject under diseussion was the
form of organization most helpful to
women workers. T ask vyou who
will help the charwoman first: the
young woman who is neither a home
maker nor a paid worker, or the
young woman who is a trained work-
er, either in the home or outside of
it? If you are interested in the dis-
cussion referred to above, you may
care to know that for the average
girl, the form of organization fa-
voured was the Club rather than the
Union. The Union was warmly com-
mended, and it was unanimously
agreed that some form of organiza-
tion is necessary.

After some investigation of rela-
tive wages for girls in Canada and
the United States, T believe that there
is evidence to show a better recogni-
tion in Canada of the righteousness
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of living wages for young girls. It
has seemed to me that, although our
wages may not go as high for special
workers, they also do not fall as low
for the girl beginning work. Mini-
mum wage legislation has made con-
siderable progress in Canada. I
think that compared with other coun-
tries, higher positions in employ-
ment are more easily won by women
in Canada. We have still much to
achieve, but recognition, good feel-
ing, and comradeship are often
shown by men workers in Canada to
women in the same employment.
With some sense of wonder we rea-
lize that there seems to be little need
to speak of the franchise to-day.
Women are now responsible citizens,
responsible in every way, and per-
haps while the roots of the franchise
are growing down in our lives, and
the branches of the tree are spread-
ing abroad, the less we say the better.
The situation in Canada belongs to
this country, and perhaps in the
same degree to no other. We have
been fortunate in Canada. I think
there has been in the Canadian
household always the wish to do
equally well for both sides of the
house on the whole. The subject of
the political enfranchisement of
women is interesting, but may be
safely left for the abler analyst of
to-morrow. Yet there is one note that
the observer cannot refrain from jot-
ting down in her field-book. The
women who most keenly enjoyed
casting their first votes in the Do-
minion election were not the young,
nor even the middle-aged, but the
old. There was something touching
and most significant in the evident
satisfaction of seventy or seventy-
five when she cast her first ballot,
and there was no sign that she had
ever lifted a finger or spoken a word
to get it for herself. Having jotted
down the note, it may be added, how-
ever, in a spirit of frankness, that
women are prepared to aceept some
responsibility for future legislation,
not merely by voting, but by helping
to draw up the legislation itself. But
5—

the immediate power to be exercised
by women politically is through the
vote. If a woman feels that she
owes her country much, in the de-
gree that she has been well educated,
by the inheritance she has from good
parents, she can judge of the import-
ance of her franchise. The better
citizen she may be the more neces-
sary it is that she should vote.
Now, not bravely, but as a tremb-
ling Childe Roland, the writer has
come to the Dark Tower. What of
the women of to-morrow? Like
three spans in a bridge, organization,
employment, and the franchise seem
to lead us safely over into the un-
known country. There is no need to
speculate about the eternal qualities
in women, because they remain the
same. All that the woman wants
from organization, employment and
the franchise is an opportunity to be
more perfectly a woman, to develop
to her full stature, whatever that
may be, and not mainly for her own
sake. Generally speaking, the work
which the average woman most en-
joys and that for which she has the
most genius is helping other people
to do their best work. This genius
will not echange. One of the wisest
and best arguments regarding the
finer relations between men and wo-
men in the future and their work
together may be found in Professor
Melver’s book, ‘‘Community,”’” and
there T advise you to read it.
Possibly one of the consequences
of this genius for helping others to
do their best work is the character-
istic failure at times by women to
think of their own individual work
as important. I cannot believe that
in the To-morrow about which T
have been given the task to write
women will not consider their work
more seriously, and bring to its ad-
vancement their powers of organiza-
tion, the methods they have learned
in employment, and the responsibili-
ties of their citizenship. What could
not women do if they organized to
better child life? We hear about
bureaus of scientific research, and
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they are essential. But what about
a bureau to study children, to utilize
all the knowledge of mothercraft and
to teach mothercraft? We could if
- we would save the lives of thousands
of children in Canada every jyear.
Is there not to be an organization to
promote the training of girls for
home-making and the care of chil-
dren? The Home and School Counecil
may develop in this way. Who was
the controlling factor in-food saving?
Why not then one of the controlling
factors in the production and con-
sumption of food and in the control-
ling of food prices? No one but the
consumer can carry out the duties of
the consumer. If we understood, prac-
tised and taught the laws of health,
what effect would this have on the
community ? One of the most colossal
businesses in the world, if one can
call anything a business which is un-
organized, is buying ecarried on by
women. Do any of us know what
national or communal effect our buy-
ing has? We teach ourselves gradu-
ally to select what seems good to us
and what we think we can afford to
_ buy, but there ought to be some fun-
damental knowledge of this business
which it is possible to acquire from
instruction. What effect has the na-
ture of our expenditure on the well-
being of others? Housing is at least
half a woman’s problem. These are
not questions which we can leave al-
together for the woman of to-mor-
row; beecause the war has helped to
teach us to think about them, and
the women of to-morrow may never
think of them at all. How do we
know that they will? Over the
bridge of organization, employment,
and the franchise something that we
do about better living will have
to go.

These social advances cannot be
made successfully unless women con-
tribute their full share of expert
study, thought, and effort. There is
no substitute for a woman in child
welfare, in the use of food, or in
many other things. I do not know of
any employment 1n the world
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with wider horizons or greater pos-
sibilities than may be found in the
study, investigation, the laboratory °
work and practice of the home em-
ployment. It is a question of re-
tarding or advancing the well-being
of the race. I do not suppose that
praise was meant to have any part
in this brief survey. But for my
part, I am not afraid to trust the
future, judging by what we have
learned of the men and women of our
own day. We are eager for the
people of to-morrow to do better; but
if the future is to excel the finest,
men and women, the boys and their
sweethearts we have known, it will
have to do its best.

Is there a reward that women as
women may hope for through or-
ganization, employment, the fran-
chise, and in taking up their own
work in a way which will make the
world better? There should be an in-
crease in individuality. There should
be also a greater number of these in-
dividuals of remarkable personality,
of whom already we have had not a
few examples in this country with its
comparatively brief history, Abigail
Becker, Laura Secord, Madeleine
de Vérchéres, Sarah Maxwell, and
others whose names you will remem-
ber, who by being themselves did so
much for all of us. How much we
need this inerease in individuality,
and these remarkable individuals,
who can put into words! But by
making a steadfast attempt at the
greater work of the race, by trying
to fill the need for the existence of
these benefactors, we do make their
coming more possible. It is not the
people who talk about what may be
done, but those who take an active
part in the affairs of life, working
out idealism—what we may call the
better life—in practical concrete
plans who merit our support and al-
legiance. Meanwhile, in preparation
for the coming of these greater
people, what we have to do is to re-
frain from merely talking about the
future, so that we may devote our-
selves to conerete and practical plans.




WHAT OF AVIATION?

BY GEORGE R. LIGHTHALL

79| ITH daring aviators es-
:f'f? | saying the huge task of

s’,),j flying across the Atlan-
» \m tic and private compan-

ies advertising flying
machines for sale, it is worth while
to observe some of the present as-
pects of aerial navigation and review
past achievements.

The subjeet of the possibilities of
aviation after the war has already
been occupying much attention. Much
skepticism is indulged in by those
who know little of the subject, but
the advocates of its great possibilities
are almost daily adding to their
claims and as well to their numbers,
as the public is becoming better in-
formed.

There are the mail, the express, and
the passenger service. There is for-
est ranging, sheep ranching, seal
fishing, coastal patrol and the realms
of sport. The possibilities of aerial
service for surveying and for ex-
ploration are pressing forward for
recognition.

The mail service has already been
established, as we know, between a
number of places. Official mail has
been conveyed to and fro between
Paris and London, twice daily, for
the past year and more. Rate tables
for passenger service between these
two cities have been published. They
establish an operating cost of about
$1.00 a mile for a machine built to
carry twelve to twenty-five passen-
gers from one capital to the other in
three and a half hours. These heav-
ier than air flying machines are hope
enough that this transport will be
further developed.
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Service between Paris and St.
Nazaire was established last August.
The distance between the two places
is about 250 miles. The service be-
tween Paris and Nice and Rome will
shortly become regular. For more
than a year planes have been used
in Morocco for mail and special de-
spatches between various posts, and
this is to be extended to Algeria.

Other established services are now
operating between London and Edin-
burgh, between Scotland and the
Irish Coast, Italy and Sardinia, Rome
and Turin, Marseilles and Nice, ser-
vices in Holland, services in Scandi-
navia, the service between Washing-
ton, Philadelphia and New York is
now operating so successfully that
the original charge of twenty-five
cents an ounce has been reduced to
sixteen cents an ounce.

It is interesting to note that official
committees which are considering air
routes reckon that New York will be
just two days sail from London.
That London to Bagdad may be tra-
velled in one and a half days. Con-
stantinople and Petrograd will be
only about twenty hours travel from
London; while Ceylon may be
reached from London in two and
three-quarter days, and Sydney in
five days.

A careful computation of the cost
of a service between London and
Marseilles and to Rome, providing for
twenty-four machines and operating
six machines each way daily, shows
that it would involve a capital ex-
penditure of £500,000 and a yearly
maintenance of about $600,000. At
this the cost works out at forty-one
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cents a ton mile. The machines on
which the caleculations are based are
Handley-Page, equipped with 2,360
horse-power Rolls-Royce engines, cap-
able of non-stop flichts of eight hours
and of carrying a revenue-paying load
of no less than 4,000 pounds.

This year I expeect to see a flight
across the ocean bhetween the Irish
Coast and Newfoundland, where,
near to St. John’s, large aerodromes
have been in preparation by the
British Government.

‘We have in Montreal the credit of
inaugurating the first official mail
service in Canada. This was in last
June, when Captain Peck, of the
Royal Air Force, in a Curtiss Biplane
carried a bag of mail from the Post-
master in Montreal to the Postmaster
in Toronto with authority from Ot-
tawa, and with all the other marks
on it necessary to make certain of its
official character. This was accom-
plished under the auspices of the
Canadian Division of the Aerial
League of the British Empire.

In forest ranging the saving to the
country and to the lumber interests
will be immense, as one machine can
range the forest for fire patrol and
for other services more efficiently and
with greater speed than may forty
men as presently employed, and at a
cost much below that of present me-
thods. Natural landing places for
this service, which will employ sea-
planes, will be the innumerable lakes
scattered throughout our forest
regions.

It is claimed by those having good
data at hand that passenger and ex-
press service may be maintained be-
tween larger centres of population
profitably and at a cost not, or at
least very little, in excess of the
present rates by rail or boat. The
saving in time alone will warrant the
establishment of this commercial en-
terprise.

Hard-headed men of means and
business enterprise are showing
anxiety to go into the business of
manufacture of aeroplanes and of es-
tablishing such services, and are

willing to risk their dollars in the
venture.

The Aireraft Manufacturing Com-
pany of Canada (working in con-
junetion with Mr. Holt Thomas and
his interests in England) has been
incorporated and will commence
operations in Montreal this Spring.
The Canadian Government is waking
up to the possibilities and advantages
of aircraft. The Canadian Recon-
struction Association is now consider-
ing the best means, and it is likely, as
in Great Britain and in the United
States, that a National Advisory
Committee will soon be appointed by
the Government from among those in-
terested in aeronautics to assist in an
advisory capacity on all subject mat-
ter submitted to it, and we shall soon
have laws enacted to govern the traf-
fic in the air and franchises will be
granted to responsible concerns. Air
routes have been suggested and will
soon be officially established and
aerodromes and landing-places are
planned for a number of points, and
at an early date we shall have com-
plete links from ocean to ocean, to
Hudson Bay, to the Yukon, and to
Labrador and Newfoundland.

Help will be given for the outlet of

“grain from our Northwest by the

Hudson Bay, by aviators flying over
the sea, pointing out by wireless, the
passages through the ice floes, thus
saving much time for steamships and
reducing risk and loss. The redue-
tion of insurance rates alone in con-
sequence of the establishment of a
proper service for this purpose will
eventually more than offset the entire
cost.

One man in the Western states
used a flying machine last year in
connection with his sheep ranching,
and says that he saved at least 5.000
sheep during one winter, which under
the old conditions would have per-
ished before they could have been
found and rescued.

For a period of three months last
summer the British Government, as
an experiment to determine the cost
and practicability, used the same ma-
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chine, a large Handley-Page, between
England and France, making two
trips daily in each direction. This it
did carrying an average of sixteen
passengers on each trip, taking over
to the Front flying officers for service
and returning with others going on
leave. It never once made a poor
landing or had an acecident. 1 do not
know the figures, but am informed
that the cost of maintenace of this
service was most satisfactory and
encouraging.

‘We read in the newspapers only a
few days ago that four army aero-
planes were flown from San Francis-
co to Washington and to New York,
taking in the elapsed flying time only
some fifty-three hours for the entire
journey of about 4,000 miles. En
route, and as part of the object of
the trip, the flyers made seleetion of
<uitable landing-grounds to assist in
the establishment of one of their pro-
posed national air routes.

I noticed also in newspaper reports
that a similar trip had been made by
three army machines from Texas
northward to a point near Detroit.
The universities are already looking
to aviation as a regular branch of
education and instruetion. Several
of the leading universities have had
money given them for the purpose,
and are considering establishing pro-
fessorships of aeronauties, for which
I may instance the University of
London. MeGill University, although
it has not so far had any donation or
grants to assist it, is establishing a
course of lectures on the subjeet, and
these will commence in the Fall of
this year, 1919; and the University
of Toronto will do the same.

As illustrative of what may be done
by the modern aeroplane and ‘in
answer to our natural ecraving for
stories and incidents taken from
facts rather than fiction, before clos-
ing I will take the opportunity of
telling a few, all authentic, and for
that reason the more interesting, and
intended as a means of helping bet-
ter to grasp future possibilities of
this greatest of all modern sciences.
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At a certain British post a big sea-
plane turned out for trial on a par-
ticularly rough day. The waves were
more than six feet high and the port
commander ordered a motor-boat to
be in attendance, as he regarded a
capsize for the seaplane as inevitable,
should she try to ‘‘land’’ on the
water. But while the motor-boat was
rocking down below to such a tune
that she eventually healed right over,
the big seaplane alighted neatly on
the water and took the erew of nine
from the upturned boat, and then as-
cended from the water with this for-
midable addition of her own load of
five men. She flew for the harbour
and there the seaplane even landed
downwind instead of upwind, and
taxied up to a vessel in the harbour
and deposited her half-drowned
would-be rescuers with cordial good
wishes for their comfort.

One day in the early summer of
last year, a day when all nature
seemed to rejoice, the sun was bright,
and there was little haze on land or
sea, a British destroyer went out into
the North Sea on patrol service, and
was accompanied by a seaplane, in
which was a Montreal boy, a lieuten-
ant in the Royal Naval Air Service.
On that day, the 1st of September,
1917, and when about thirty-five

‘miles off the coast from Dunkirk, he

was flying about 2,000 feet up in the
air, he saw in distance about two
miles away, a German submarine on
the ocean surface. The plane at once
dived down on its quarry and when
about 800 feet above it dropped two
bombs, the first of which did not
seem to have any practical effect, but
the second struck the submarine just
aft of its conning tower, and explod-
ed with sad effect on the submersible.
The submarine turned over on its side
and disappeared, leaving the sure
evidence of oil on the surface of the
water that thirty or forty Germans
had gone “West”. For this exploit
the Montreal boy now wears the
D.S.C., and has the modesty to con-
sider that his action was nothing but
an incident in his day’s work.
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One exploit which happened over
the forests of Mormal, now in Bri-
tish hands, is worthy of-notice. Over
there the major of one of the British
flying squadrons (a Canadian, by the
way), searching for the whereabouts
of British troops, and for any Ger-
man fighting planes in the neighbour-
hood, saw a two-seater flying at an
altitude of 10,000 feet to escape the
““ Archies”’, and the major climbed up
to it in a wide spiral and from below
fired at it. The German pilot and
his observer fell, their machine break-
ing in two in the air. A Fokker bi-
plane then came into view, and the
major soon heard the whistling of the
bullets through his plane and felt a
hammer stroke on his left side. He
had been hit and stunned, and his
machine hegan to spin out of control.
He, however, became conscious of his
danger, and instinctively righted the
machine, and then saw that he was
surrounded by several Fokkers,
crowding around him to give him the
coup de grace. Nevertheless, he at-
tacked and got in his shot first, down-
ing three of his enemies. The others

kept at him and for the second time .

he was hit and his left thigh shat-
tered. He fainted clean away and
his machine once more dived danger-
ously, but again he revived, and with
the instinet of self-preservation and
the desire for revenge, once more
mastered his machine and looked out
for the Germans. Twelve or fifteen
of the enemy scouts were on the hunt
for him. He flew at one and sent it
hurtling to the ground in flames. His
left elbow was smashed and the arm
dropped helplessly to his side. With
one hand he now managed to shoot
and fight a swarm of enemies that
seemed determined to finish him. He
dived steeply to escape, but eight of
them still followed him, and as he
could not avoid them he fought them.
He fought them by mancuvring and
by all the stunts known to airmen,
but with cold and deadly skill. For
ten or twelve minutes he juggled with
his machine to get the advantage of
the vultures. He hit two and put
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them out of action, and then they had
enough and he landed successfully,
but when his machine came to rest
he did not jump up, but was carried
to the hospital and the story says that
he is now well on the way to recov-
ery. As a matter of fact he fought
between fifty and sixty hostile craft,
destroyed four and drove down six—
a marvellous feat.

First Lieutenant Edmund G.
Chamberlain, of San Antonio, Texas,
a graduate of Princeton and the Uni-
versity of Texas, has received simul-
taneous recommendations for the
Victoria Cross and the Congressional
Medal of Honour, for an exploit in
which he figured last July.

Lieutenant Chamberlain was an
aviator attached to the United States
Marine Corps. He was trained under
Major K. E. Kennedy in the British
school, the R.F.C., in Texas.

He appeared on July 27th at a
British aviation camp and informed
the officer in command that he was"
on furlough, had a personal but not
official permission to visit the camp,
and desired some experience before
returning to duty.

The British commander was in
need of aviators, and as there was a
bombing squad about to leave he gave
Lieutenant Chamberlain permission
to go with it. On this flicht he
brought down one German airplane
in flames, and sent down another out
of control.

The following day Lieutenant
Chamberlain was one of a detach-
ment of thirty aviators who went out
over the battlefield, and as the thirty
machines circled over fleeing Ger-
mans, they were attacked by an equal
number of German machines. It was
a hurricane battle from the first, and
almost at the inception the British
lost three planes. Near the begin-
ning of the engagement Lieutenant
Chamberlain’s engine was damaged,
one of his machine guns jammed, and
he seemed to be out of the fight, but
instead of starting for home he re-
mained to offer assistance to other
airplanes which were being attacked
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by twelve Hun machines. He lost
altitude owing to engine trouble, but
when he was attacked by a German
he opened such a hot fire that the
enemy started into a nose dive to-
wards the earth. His engine now
started to work better, and he elimbed
onece more towards the enemy, and
with a burst of fire sent one of them
crashing to ground. He shattered
a second with another volley from his
machine gun, and then looped the
loop out of a cordon of enemy ma-
chines that had gathered to finish
him, and as he sailed away he shot
the wing off another German ma-
chine. The leader of the German
squadron then came straight at him,
but was met with such a torrent of
bullets that his plane joined the other
Huns in hurtling to the earth.
Lieutenant Chamberlain then turn-
ed towards the British line. His en-
gine had gone dead and he was
forced to glide, picking his way as
well as he might through the enemy
and through anti-aireraft shell fire.
As he was sweeping towards his
destination he saw beneath him a col-

umn of German troops, and scattered
them by pouring into them a gust of
machine gun bullets from the ma-
chine gun that had become jammed
but which he had succeeded onee
more in putting into action. He flew
a short distance farther and came to
earth. He could not carry off the
equipment of his machine, but took
his compass and started to run for
home. He encountered a patrol of
three Germans, and ordered them to
surrender, waving his compass above
his head like a bomb. Two of the
enemy ran but the third surrendered,
and with him he started for the Bri-
tish line. They came upon a wounded
French officer, whom he picked up
and carried, driving his prisoner be-
fore him. He waded a brook under
heavy fire, but arrived in safety with
the French officer and the German
prisoner.

We should not wonder that we won
the war when we realize that our
ranks, on land, on sea, and in the air,
teem with heroes such as these. What
will they and thousands like them
achieve in time of peace?




A DEPARTMENT OF PEOPLE AND AFFAIRS

A “BABE’’ IN BURLON WOOD

HE star of ‘‘The Babes in
Burlon Wood’’ company
sat in her dressing-room
and contemplated what in
theatrical parlance is
known as a ‘‘mash note’’.

This was not the first document of
its kind received by the star, but it
provoked, as had each of its predeces-
sors, her keen amusement. An officer
hoped, with many a chirographical
flourish, that he might be able to
acquaint the leading lady with his
high opinion of her ability and per-
sonal charm in a téte-4-téte, after the
performance. He signed himself ‘‘her
admirer’’ and modestly appended a
couple of military titles.

The star chuckled and then laughed
outright, and I dare suggest as a psy-
chologist and not as an eye-witness,
that the higher the officer’s rank, the
more imposing his titles, the keener
the little lady’s amusement.

This is not exactly the old story of
the stage Johnny with his automobile
and his invitation to supper, for ‘‘The
Babes in Burlon Wood’’ company was
en tour somewhere in France, where
a limousine might easily be mistaken
for a motor lorrie, and where an in-
vitation to supper might mean a
rasher of beans at a ‘‘Y’’ counter or
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a doughnut and a cup of coffee at the
Salvation Army tent. Sometimes it
might mean simply an invitation-—no
more!

But that was not what amused
‘“Marion’’” as she regarded herself (a
tew inches at a time) in a small,
wavering mirror. She saw a very
attractive person whose deep blue eyes
were beautifully shaded with long
black lashes, whose hair was silky and
full of unexpected and provocative
little curls, whose skin was creamy
and soft, and whose shoulders were
plump and white. She saw a rosebud
mouth, a sauey little nose and a sensi-
tive chin; she saw pretty slim hands
and rejoiced that her feet were just
as attractive as the rest of her. Of
course, she was made up for the per-
formance and she knew that the gen-
eral, the colonel, the major, the cap-
tain, the lieutenant, the corporal, the
sergeant or the private, as the case
might be, would not expect to see pre-
cisely what her mirror reflected, but
she realized the certain discomfiture
which would overcome any of these
gentlemen when they discovered that
they had cast their amorous eyes and
their invitations upon one who, on the
other side of the footlights, was trans-
formed by a full suit of khaki into a
stocky little private named Ed. J.
Bullis !
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Ed.: Bullis is a native of Ottawa.
His fondness for the theatre and all
pertaining thereto amounted to a
mania, but he had very little oppor-
tunity to express himself in dramatic
terms. True, he was a member of sev-
eral amateur dramatic organizations,
but they offered him comparatively
little scope, and probably his only part
of note was that of a lisping curate in
an original play of Major Donald
Guthrie’s, during the production of
which Bullis had the advantage of
careful and intelligent rehearsing.
His interpretation of the lines, as well
as his grasp of theatrical technical-
ities, marked him as having the undis-
puted qualifications of an actor.

If he played but few parts, however,
he was invaluable at performances,
never scorning to lend his assistance
behind the scenes in whatever capacity
he was most necessary. In this way
he learned from professional stage-
hands just what a production en-
tailed. He familiarized himself with
the work of each man, including the
electrician, and he reached the point
where he could ‘‘lash his flats’’ with
the best scene-shifter.

Ed. Bullis did not want to go to
war. He wanted to stay at home and
aet, but a high sense of duty drove him
to the recruiting office and early in
the struggle he might have been found
in Flanders, a member of the 12th
Canadian M. G. Compauy.

His first dramatie work in the Army
was done under the auspices of the
“Y’ and on a somewhat restricted
scale. The troupe was known as the
““Versatiles””. The impression cre-
ated by this type of work caused mili-
tary authorities to look upon it as an
important feature in army life, as we
all know, and the particular success
of the Versatiles soon attracted the
attention of the Division. It was felt
that the ““Y’’ was wasting good op-
portunities, and in August, 1917, a
reorganization was effected, when
“‘The Maple Leaves’’ emerged under
the @gis of the Division.

At the Front, Ed. Bullis created
and filled a niche, which probably sur-
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Private Ed. ]J. Bullis,

as a ‘“ Babe”

in Burlon Wood
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Miss Winifred Mary Wiseman

President of the Canadian Business Women's Club

prised him as much as it did others, *

for impersonation was the last thing
he would have attempted before leav-
ing Canada. With the present de-
mand for that type of work, it will be
a pity if he does not follow his success
into a larger field.

M
e

MISS WINIFRED MARY WISE-
MAN

- HE President of the Canadian
Business Women'’s Club is inter-
esting as one of the few English
women of any note in Toronto who
have not been Canadianized. She
remains typically British in character,
temperament, and outlook. She is pre-
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eminently the business woman. Her
instinet for business is inherited, and
has been shown to a quite brilliant
degree in another member of her fam-
ily, her brother, Sir William Wise-
man.

Miss Winifred Wiseman began her
independent career as owner and

manager of a tea-shop in London.

This was an enterprise that some
years ago required considerably more
pluck, initiative and determination
than similar undertakings over here.
After five years’ experience, Miss
‘Wiseman is not enthusiastic over this
as a means of earning a livelihood, at
least in the more difficult conditions
in the Old Country, where it proved
a very hard-working life with no very

Py
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great profits to be made out of it at
the end.

After visiting her brother in New
York, Miss Wiseman first came to
Toronto as manager of the large poul-
try farm that W. F. Robins had north
of the city, arranged on the most up-
to-date principles. Her English love
of animals and the out-of-doors made
this a happy post for her. Unfortun-
ately fire destroyed a good deal of the
farm buildings. Her most important
position was that which she held as
head of the Women’s Department of
Munitions in Canada, wherein her
business ability, power of organiza-
tion, and capacity for handling all
sorts of people had full demands made
upon them. After giving up that
work she for a time helped in the
development of a Women’s Branch of
the North American Life Assurance
Company, of which she was manager.
Before leaving for England, on ac-
count of her mother’s condition of
health, she was for nine months Field
Seeretary to the Queen Mary Hospital
for Consumptive Children, for which
institution she organized their last
Rose Day. Her work in connection
with the Gage Institute consisted of
lecturing to various societies and Sun-
day schools, and trying to inculcate
in the younger members of the com-
munity such principles of healthful
living as would tend to lessen the
dread prevalence of tuberculosis. This
was interesting work, relieved from
monotony by a perpetually fresh audi-
ence and stimulated always by a con-
sciousness of its vital importance.

On the reorganization of the Cana-
dian Business Women’s Club a year
or two ago, she was elected President,
and did much to extend the usefulness
and popularity of the club.

With the Miss Wiseman of public
" meetings a good many of us are fam-
iliar, for she has been very prominent
in political work. She is a successful
public speaker, and knows well how to
manage a voice of varied range. In
some of her little presidential ad-
dresses you may hear at times a dis-
tinctive note, a Scots quality of earn-
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estness, a something you associate with
religious gatherings where sinners are
persuaded to their good, but here
charmingly applied to matters secu-
lar. This impression of warmth and
genuineness is enhanced by the attrac-
tive geniality of the speaker’s appear-
ance, Her figure, rather small and
quickly-moving, has a virile air of self-
reliant energy.

Miss Wiseman is of mingled Scottish
and Irish ancestry, and her people
have been for generations connected
with the British Navy. It is perhaps
the Scottish element in her that be-
lieves firmly in a strict upbringing for
success in life, she herself having had
a father who, as a navy man, was a
severe disciplinarian.

Miss Wiseman confesses to a dislike
of the “superior person”, and an ap-
preciation of the attitude of ‘‘There
but for the grace of God, go I’’. Hav-
ing lived a good deal in theatrical and
musical circles, she has a warm sym-
pathy and liking for the society of
artists. An ardent love of children
characterizes her, and the fact that
she has been associated largely with
men in business all her life may ac-
count for her acknowledged prefer-
ence for them as friends. And on both
Ler men and child friends she expends
4 strong ‘‘mothering’’ instinet. One
of her beliefs is that the woman who
wants to succeed in life has got to be
“‘selfish’’. An underlying distinctive
quality in her is a broad and uncon-
ventional religiousness of spirit.

COLONEL DENISON

OLONEL GEORGE T. DENNI-

SON, whose “Recollections” hegin
in the July number, has been a prom-
inent figure in Canadian national af-
fairs for almost half a century. On
page 134 of this magazine Sir John
Willison says, “Perhaps only Colonel
George T. Denison among Canadians
was so influential in resisting every
movement towards separation from
Great Britain, in strengthening Im-
perial sentiment, in fashioning the
structure of Empire. For they were



Colonel George T. Denison,
whose Recollections begin in the July Number

the teachers of British statesmen and
the evangels of a gospel which even
the British people were slow to under-
Stand.

Colonel Denison already has earned
a reputation as a writer. Several
volumes, treating mostly of military
and campaign matters, have come
from his pen. Perhaps the most
widely read of these are ‘‘Soldiering
in Canada’’, ‘‘The Struggle for Im-
perial Unity”’, and “A History of
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(C'avalry’’. The last won the first prize
offered by the Emperor of Russia for
the best history of cavalry. It was
published in English, Russian, Ger-
man, and Japanese.

Colonel Denison has been engaged

all his long life in many activities, and

he is almost constantly in the publie
eye. He is a splendid raconteur, and
his ‘‘Recollections’’, which cover a
wide area, will be found to be un-
usually entertaining.
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THE HOPE OF OUR CALLING

By RoBerr LAw, D.D.
MecClelland & Stewart.

NE would infer that this
is a book for preachers of
the Gospel. While it is
] addressed as such, no
layman should set it
aside because of that.
For everyone is just as much inter-
ested nowadays as he ever was in the
possibilities of the hereafter, in the
lope of Heaven. The tendency of
books revealing the claims of spirit-
ualism, books like ‘‘The Twentieth
Plane’’, by Dr. Watson, tend to allay
any fears that might be lurking of a
place of torment for the damned.
Spiritualists seemingly have not dis-
tinguished greatly between the state
of the good and the state of the bad
in the hereafter, but here Dr. Law
assures his readers that a good, decent
life on earth is an all-important mat-
ter, at the same time leaving the im-
pression of a happy immortality as
the inevitable outcome of a life well
lived, according to Christian prin-
ciples, on earth. The Heaven he sets
up is open enough to admit all who
profess Christ, but it rejects all others.
“‘Death,’” he says, ‘‘in itself and with-
out Christ is a curse, the uttermost of
all curses, a penalty and doom, the
sum and end of all penalty and all
doom.”” The ‘‘experience’’ of Chris-
tianity, one might imagine, is to many
in these days a difficult thing to real-
ize. And yet Professor Law clings to
it as a requisite, without which death
is the uttermost of all curses. As one
- reviewer puts it:
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Toronto :

““To preach a conditional felicity here-
after is nice work. One has to be so sure
of the fundamentalness of one’s conditions.
Dr. Law’s conditions seem proper and ade-
quate and applicable when one has Old
St. Andrew’s congregation in the purview.
But what about those conditions with the
whole round world of race and colour in
mind? Do they leave the most of the
whole round world damned with the utter-
most of all curses? If so, Dr. Law’s con-
gregation should be on fire with a wild
concern; there should be a tremendous
urgency among them if this thing is so
specific, so necessary, so final, and (as it
appears to the reviewer) so little known.’’

Now that the church is being ac-

cused of neglecting Heaven, this book
should be read with keen interest.
%

ESSAYS IN OCCULTISM, SPIRIT-
ISM, AND DEMONOLOGY

By Dean W. R. Harris. Toronto:
MecClelland & Stewart.

NCE it is admitted, as the author

of this book admits it, that the
instances of spirit communication are
unquestionably established, it would
seem to become comparatively easy to
accept the contentions of the Psychic
Researchers. Dean Harris has a com-
prehensive embrace in these matters
and an abandoned enthusiasm about
their acceptance that makes Sir Oliver
Lodge and A. D. Watson seem like
cold and carping ecynics. Where
Lodge and Watson tread on careful
toes tentatively, Dean Harris rushes
in unrecking. Where, in picking over
evidence, Lodge and Watson serutin-
1ze and reflect and reject, Dean Harris
has no misgivings; he accepts prac-
tically the whole programme of the
occult from the planchette and the
ouija board to the phenomena known
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as bi-location and aerial transporta-
tion. Not that Dean Harris would
admit any contention to the effect that
he is over credulous; what things he
accepts, he aceepts because the Church
has studied them and found them
true ; but to the scientific investigator
he would seem credulous. His book,
therefore, becomes specially interest-
ing as revealing the mental processes
by which eredulity in matters psychic
ends in repudiating scientific findings
which are popularly considered as
needed eredulity for their acceptance.
Popularly, the enemies of the Psychic
Researchers are considered to be those
who believe too little; Dean Harris’s
book shows that it is those who believe
too much who are the real enemies.
Credulity, when its eyes are widest
open, is most blind. This peculiar
defect in vision which Dean Harris
shares with others in the world has
shut from his two things. It has shut
him off from the use of the scientific
checks and tests which would have

made him incapable of accepting

much that he has accepted as data in
the realm of the occult. It has also
shut him off from even considering
any scientific basis the Psychic Re-
searchers may have for whatever con-
tentions they make. In the first case,
Dean Harris loads himself with ques-
tionable data; then in the second case,
he is able to hug his ‘‘evil spirits’’
theory and be blind to all else.

For, in a word, this is what Dean
Harris says: (1) Humanity receives
communication from the spirit world
through mediums, boards, by auto-
matic writing, ete. But (2) this com-
munication is evil. It is not comrauni-
cation from the living spirits of the
good departed dead; it is communica-
tion either from devil spirits who have
never been on earth or from the spirits
of suicides, patricides, ete., who come
back with devilish ingenuity and
malign intention to plague the people
of the earth.

It is an interesting tangle which
Dean Harris achieves. Having been
credulous in the matter of proofs for
spirit communication, he is credulous

then in ‘the matter of the Church’s
proofs against a particular scientific
theory based on the scientifically ac-
credited data of psychic investigation.
Having been unsecientific in the hegin-
ning, he is consistently unscientific to
the end. Nowhere in his book can
there be found the peculiar ruthless-
ness and courage to face the truth
where mere romancing and presuppo-
sition and theory is concerned that is
characteristic of the scientific spirit
and that is the sounding lead of all
seientific advance.

Dean Harris has written an inter-
esting, even a captivating, book. But
he has numbered himself with those
who would sail blithely on over dan-
gerous seas, confident in the findings
of an antiquated chart, rather than
among those who, knowing the way to
be precarious, would move forward
swinging the lead #from careful bows.

THREE TIMES AND OUT

By Nevue L. McCrung. Toronto:
Thomas Allen.

l T is no reflection on Mrs. McClung’s
literary ability to say that this
book, which is really the story of
Private Simmons as he told it to Mrs.
MeClung, will be regarded by many of
her readers as her best work. The
title at once is attractive. Three times
did Private Simmons attempt to
escape from German camps, and at
last, with Corporal Edwards, the hero
of ‘““The Escape of a Princess Pat”,
succeeded in getting ‘‘out”. - Ed-
wards’s story, as recorded by George
Pearson, and Simmons’s story, as told
by Mrs. MeClung, make in reality
companion volumes. Mrs. McClung
has done the work simply and with
good effect. This Private Simmons
displays no malice, and indeed he is
not above saying a good word for the
German soldier, or at least for a Ger-
man soldier :

‘T thought about him that night when
I sat with the blanket wrapped around me,

and I wondered about this German soldier.
He evidently belonged to the same class

as the first German soldier I met after I

4
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was captured, who tried to bandage my
shoulder when the shells were falling
around us; to the same class as good old
Sank at Giessen, who, though he could
speak no English, made us feel his kindness
in 'a hundred ways; to the same class as
the German soldier who lifted me down
from the train on the way to Roulers.
This man was one of them, and I began
to be conscious of that invisible brother-
hood which is stronger and more enduring
than any tie of nationality, for it wipes
out the differences of creed or race or geo-
graphical boundary, and supercedes them
all, for it is a brotherhood of spirit, and
bears no relation to these things. To those
who belong to it I am akin, no matter
where they were born or what the colour
of their uniform.

‘“Then I remembered how bitterly we
resented the action of a British sergeant-
major at Giessen, who had been appeinted
by the German officer in charge to see after
& working party of our boys. Working
parties were not popular—we had no Jesire
to help the enemy—and one little chap, the
Highland bugler from Montreal, refused to
go out. The German officer was disposed
tc look lightly on the boy’s offence, saying
he would come all right, but the British
sergeant-major insisted that the lad be
punished—and he was.

“‘I thought of these things that night
in the cell, and as I slept, propped in the
corner, I dreamed of that glad day when
the invisible brotherhood will bind to-
gether all the world.”’

One further quotation. Surely this
deseription out of a hungry time,
strikes a peculiarly Canadian note:

‘“Thoughts of food came to torture me.
When I slept my_dreams were all of eating.
T was home again, and mother was rrying
doughnuts. Then I was at the Harvest
Home Festival in the church, and down-
stairs in the basement there were long
tables set. The cold turkey was heaped
up on the plates, with potatoes and corn
on the cob; there were rows of lemon pies,
with chocolate cakes and strawberry tarts.
I could hear the dishes rattling and smell
of coffee. I sat down before a plate of
turkey, and was eating a leg, all brown and
juicy—when I awakened.’’

o

FIFTY-TWO QUESTIONS

By FaBius. Toronto: J. M. Dent &

Sons.

THIS is a small book dealing with
the subject of the nationalization
of railways in Canada. By the use of
a nom de plume, the author gives the

impression that the interests he serves

deter him from using his own name

and thereby disclosing whatever
authority he may have, if any, or
whatever fitness for treating a com-
plex subject such as this. For the rail-
way situation in Canada is by no
means  easy of comprehension, and
when one reads ‘‘The Canadian Rail-
way Problem’’, by E. B. Biggar, and
then reads this book of Fabius, one is
enlightened, but perhaps not convine-
ed. It seems to be easy to make a good
case either for or against nationaliza-
tion. ‘‘In the first place,”’ as Fabius
puts it, he frankly lets the reader
know that ‘‘it is only prudent to be
slow to act in this matter of railway
rationalization,”’ and there perhaps is
much wisdom in his advice that we
should not cruise ahead of Great
Britain and the United States in
‘‘such dangerous seas’’. The book up-
holds the argument that under gov-
ernment control politics would enter
into all the problems affecting the rail-
ways. ‘It can take nothing away
from our pride.and confidence in
democracy,’’ says the book, ‘“‘to hold
. ... that the management of rail-
ways lies outside the number of things
which demoeracy, in its present state
of development, does well.”” It gives
an interesting discussion of this pres-
ent great national ggroblem.

THE NEW AMERICA

By Frank Dmxor. Toronto: The
Maemillen Company of Canada.

THERE is no very apparent reason
why this book should be called
“The New America”. However, af-
ter one has read it and balked a little
at the title, one pauses to wonder why,
having commenced it, one read on to
the end. Tt is likely because, to make
up for its superficiality, the book of-
fers also a certain brightness of style
and now and then something a little
piquant, and a slant on the mind of an
ordinary wholesome likeable English-
man viewing a nation other than his
own for the first time. Mr. Dilnot
evidently had a good time while in
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the U.A:S., and it is nice of him to
say so. While people have money and
plenty of time for light reading, there
remains a justification for such books
as Mr. Dilnot’s, lacking anything pro-
found, making no contribution to
thought, but adding a little bright and
superficial knowledge to the stock of
easy-going minds. A

BARBARA PICKS A HUSBAND

By HrermaN HaceEporN. Toronto:
The MacMillan Company of Can-
ada.

THIS novel plays its action off
- against New York City as its
background. The background is clev-
erly done, is atmospheric and sugges
tive. Barbara is thinking about three
men as possible husbands. A fourth
hovers about at a critical point in the
action, Mr. Nobody-at-All. All three
men are hackneyed types. One is a
decent enough about town New York-
er. One is the serious high-minded
clean type. One is a masher with a
Harrison Fisher face. Of course Bar-
bara marries Tom. Everyone knows
from the beginning she is going to
marry Tom, in spite of mothers and
fathers and other inconveniences. The
interest of the book takes one gallop-
ing from start to finish.

The novel is not so amateurish and
hackneyed as the above outline might
suggest. It is a light novel, but it is
not cheap. There are very vivid pass-
ages. There is some real character
drawing.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

A CHANCE TO LIVE

By Zoe BrckreEy. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.

ERE is treated in Miss Beckley’s

humorous style the problem that
confronts thousands of young women
every day, the problem of how to earn
a respectable living. Annie Hargan
is a girl of the temements, alone in
the world, with no one to help her to
solve the problem, except ‘‘Aunt’’
Maggie, who is not able to do muech.
Annie begins to work in a factory, but
her ambition is rewarded with a posi-
tion as a switchboard operator and
then as a typist. But she has a higher
calling, and as a wife and prospective
mother she starts anew with Bernie.
These two have trying experiences,
which are skilfully told, but in the
end they triumph in a manner that is,
to say the least, highly reassuring.

L

THE DESERT OF WHEAT

By ZaNe GrEY. Toronto: The Musson
Book Company.

THIS is a peculiar title. On first
thoughts wheat and the desert do
not seem to harmonize, and, again,
how could a desert be composed of
wheat, the great sustaining force of
mankind? Read this thrilling tale
and learn why. It presents a splen-
did contrast of grit and cowardice, of
patriotism and treachery; and while
some of the situations are unmistak-
ably melodramatie, they fit in well
with the character of the novel.
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_MANISM

AS AN INTELLECTUAL AND
SOCIAL FACTOR

IT is occasionally urged that in the

announcements of the Pelman In-
stitute the business element is predom-
inant, and that other aspects of Mind
Training receive less consideration
than they are entitled to.

The reason for this is fairly obvious.
Business or professional progress is,
in this workaday world, a subject
which the average man or woman has
very much at heart. Consequently,
the financial value of Pelmanism is
the point of primary attraction for,
probably, 60 per cent. of those who
enrol ; but this circumstance does not
in any degree dispossess Pelmanism of
its supreme importance as an educa-
tional and intellectual factor. Instead
of two pages of an explanatory
nature, a fairly lengthy volume would
be required to do justice to this theme
—the higher values of Pelmanism.

Far-seeing readers will be quick to
appreciate this, and will recognize
that a system which has proved of
such signal value to the business and
the professional brain-worker must
perforce be of at least equal value to
those whose occupation is mainly in-
tellectual or social. If assurance were
needed upon this point, it is abundant-
ly supplied by the large number of
complimentary letters received from
those who have enrolled for the Course
from other than pecuniary motives,
the amateur and leisured classes being
well represented on the Registers of
the Institute.

The charms of literature, and in
particular the beauties of poetry and
descriptive writing, are appreciated

12

by those who adopt Pelmanism as they
never appreciated them before. Ivery
phase of existence is sensibly expand-
ed. Life receives a new and deeper
meaning with the unfolding of the
latent powers of the mind.

“‘I must have gone about the world
with closed eyes before,”’ was the re-
mark of a well-travelled man after he
had completed only half the Course.
His ejaculation is significant. He is
typical of many who, unwittingly, are
living with “‘closed eyes’”. Indeed, if
the Pelman System stopped short at
its third book instead of continuing
to a twelfth, it would still be a re.
markable and valuable system.

In developing latent (and often un-
suspected) powers of the mind, Pel-
manism has not infrequently been the
means of changing the whole current
of life. Many letters might be quoted
in evidence of this.

Again, there are numbers who avow
their indebtedness to the Pelman
Course in another direction—it has
led them to examine themselves anew,
to recognize their points of weakness
or strength, and to introduce aim and

purpose into their lives. Indeed, it is

surprising how many men and women,
including some of high intellectual
capacity and achievement, are ‘‘drift-
ing”’ through life with no definite ob-
Jeet. This reveals a defect in our edu-
cational system, and goes far to justify
the enthusiasm of those—and they are
many—who urge that the Pelman
System should be an integral part of
our national education. Self-recog-
nition must precede self-realization.
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and no greater tribute to Pelmanism
could be desired than the frequency
of the remark, ‘‘I know myself now:
I have never really done so before.’’
Self-expression brings us to another
fact of Pelmanism; and a very inter-
esting one. Even a University educa-
tion may fail to equip a man or woman
to maintain himself or herself credit-
ably in the social sense. How often
the clever scholar is a social failure—
a nonentity even in the circle of his
intimates! His academic ‘‘honours’’
have done nothing to endow him with
personal charm or conversational
power. His consciousness of a rich
store of knowledge does not compen-
sate him for the discovery that he is
deficient in the important art of self-
expression.

Tact, discerning judgment, adapta-
bility, conversational ability, are not
‘‘gifts’’: they are qualities which can
be developed by training. This is
emphatically proven by the large
number of letters received from Pel-
man students who have received
almost unhoped-for assistance in this
direction. :

As a system, Pelmanism is distin-
guished by its inexhaustible adapta-
bility. It is this which makes it of
value to the University graduate
equally with the salesman, to the
woman of leisure, and to the busy

‘financier, to the Army officer, and to
the commercial clerk. The Pelmanist
is in no danger of becoming stereo-
typed in thought, speech, or action;
on the contrary, individuality becomes
more pronounced. Greater diversity
of ‘‘character’’ would be apparent
amongst fifty Pelmanists than
amongst any fifty people who had not
studied the Course.

There are many who adopt it as a
means of regaining lost mental activ-
ities. Elderly men and women whose
lives have been so fully occunied with
business, social, or household matters
that the intellectual side has been
partly or wholly submerged; success-
ful men in the commercial world
whose enterprises have heretofore left
them too little leisure to devote to self-

culture; Army officers who find that
the routine of a military life invites
intellectual stagnation — these find
that the Pelman Course offers them a
stairway up to the higher things of
life.

It would easily be possible, if space
permitted, to quote several hundred
letters exhibiting different phases of
the intellectual value of Pelmanism to
reen and women of all ages (up to 70)
and all stations.

Hardly a day passes at the Institute
without at least one such letter being
received.

In short, it is not merely the fleeting
interest of a day that is served by the
adoption of Pelmanism, but the inter-
est of a lifetime. One may utilise the
Course as a means of achieving some
immediate purpose—finanecial, social,
c¢ducational, or intellectual—but the
advantages of the training will not
end there. The investment of time
will bear rich fruit throughout life,
and, in addition to serving a present
purpose, will enable many a yet-un-
formed ideal to be brought within the
gates of Realization.

““Pelmanism’’ is, in fact, an intel-
lectnal force of the first order, and no
brain-using class can afford to ignore
its potentialities. Psychology is by no
means a new science, but in ‘‘ Pelman-
ism’’ it may be said to have reached
the practical stage and to have become
as definite @ means of exercising and
strengthening the faculties of the
mind as physieal drill is of developing
the musecles of the body.

The Pelman Institute publishes a
small Book, ““ Mind and Memory,”’ in
which Pelmanism is fully explained
and illustrated; and a supplement
treating of ‘“Pelmanism as an Intel-
lectual and Social Factor.”” These
two publications, together with a re-
print of “Truth’s’’ Report on the
Pelman Institute and its work, will be
sent, Gratis and Post Free, to any
reader of THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE
who addresses a post-card to the Pel-
man Institute, 729 Temple Building,
Toronto, Canada.
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KNOWN FOR
ITS GOODNESS

IN EVERY HOME

%NG!RSOI.I;

Ingersoll Cream Cheese

that tasty cheese has found a place on
every table. There is no other just
like it. It is so delicious, so mild, that
you will not be without it. If you
haven’t become acquainted with it you
have missed a delightful treat. Ask
your grocer for it. We put it up in
neat, convenient pad\agcg Juqt rlght
for hom(. use.

FOR

A LE
EVERYWHERE THE INGERSOLL PACKING CO.

LIMITED INGERSOLL, ONT.

A SCHRADE RS S0M 4

Universal.

W Tire Pressure

Universal S Gauge Sch.rader
Pump 5 Umversal
- Measures the air in your Valve

tires.  Tires maintamed Repair Tool
under the correct inflation

Connection

Facilitates Pump-
ing and Testing of
Tires. Aur pressure
can be ascertained
without detaching
connection from valve.

.:'
Je 7
o L
‘wO:0
<:
x
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O
()

last twice as long as tires
run on haphazard pressure.
A “ Schrader Universal "
Cauge means Tire Insur.
ance.

Price $1.75

AT YOUR DEALERS OR

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

Retapping inside thread.
OF value to all Motorists
and Garages.

Price §5¢

A. SCHRADER’S SON INC.
334 King St. East, Toronto, Ont.

Price 45¢
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WALTH AM

THE WORLDS WATCH OVER TIME

WAL-

WITH all the accuracy for
which Waltham has be-
come world-famous, this
dainty little watch possesses
unique beauty and distinction.

It is pre-eminently the watch
for women.

At the bottom of the case is
a small eye to which, when
open, one end of the brace-
let is attached.

But if you desire to wear the
watch in some other way—
on a chain or brooch, or as a
ribbon wrist watch, for ex-
ample—a slight pressure of

The dainty little watch
that can be worn in
whichever style that
fashion may dictate

A
Convertible Bracelef Waich

the finger folds the eye back
flush with case, leaving no
indication of its use as a
Bracelet Watch.

This versality of wear is very
useful because the watch can
be worn in whatever manner
fashion may dictate,

As a gift for a bride, or a
girl graduate, or as a birth-
day gift or a present for any
like occasion, the Waltham
Convertible Bracelet Watch
enjoys wonderful vogue.

Ask your jeweler to show
you this popular model.

Waltham Watch Copmany, Limited, Montreal

Makers and Distributors of Waltham Products in Canada
Factories : Montreal, Canada; Waltham, U.S.A.
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Grape-Nuts

provides the rich nourishment of
wheat and barley in delicious form.

A" building " food par excellence !
“Theres a Reason”

Canada rood Board License Nc
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ANITA STEWART

wearing her

celebrated
““GODDESS"”

Costume

ANITA STEWART welcomes “ GODDESS "™ Corsets.—

This charming artiste authorizes the following publication of her ap-
preciation of the corsets which are named after the “ Goddess” film,
in which she had the title role.
“Your ““GODDESS"’ Corsets are most comfortable and are
a triumph in corset making. They give added grace yet Anl'[a Stewart
do not compress unduly’’. Yours sincerely
This Canadian Corset has met with a wonderful reception in Canada, and is
now sold in almost every leading corset department. Ask your corsetiere.
Made by the Makers of the celebrated D. & A. and ““LA DIVA” Corsels.
THE DOMINION CORSET CO, - -  QUEBEC, MONTREAL, TORONTO,
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clock shelf

For the dozen uses that
bob up every day

“That bread’s most done.”

“Take the Daylo and bring up a jar of raspberries. ’ Important
‘“ ’

Go up the garret and look—don’t take matches— Styles 4706, 2639
use the Daylo.” : ” goa and 2630 are
“It’s among that pile of papers in the cubbyhole. NOMBEAOIE ae, No.
‘“ & 2 - 2631 is am ideal
l,OOk way back in the 1ce bOX. style to keep umi:."r
fecaid i v your pillow. Select

EVERY night at some hour yours.
or other there is the un- <

- expected or unusual call  For your protec-
for Daylo, to “look and see’ tion the registered
Have a regular place to keep name, Eveready
one, the Clock Shelf your Davlo, is stamped
Dressing Table, or under the ontheend cap. Ac-
Pillow. Don't forget to carry cept no substitutes.
a pocket size in your Handbag
when you go out at night,

Canadian National Carbon Co.
Limited

TORONTO, ONTARIO
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Kn'own the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

CurLErs T0 His MajesTy

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
*  Pate de Foie, etc., etc.

W. CARK,' LIMITED, - ~ MONTREAL
Canada Foodl i :J




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

(1]

The Cost of
Building Bodies

Protein is the |body-builder. Also the costliest element
in food.

Quaker Oats yield 16.7 per cent protein, which is more
than sirloin steak. Potatoes yield less than 2 per cent—
bread about 9 per cent.

That’s one reason why oats dominate as food for grow-
ing children.  They excel all other grains in this body-
building element.

Figuring protein alone, this is what it costs at this writ-
ing in some necessary foods :

Cost of Protein
Per Pound
In Quaker Oats . - - - = 8 .23
In White Bread - . - - - 1.30
In Potatoes - i - g - - 1.48
In Beef about - . ; : . 2.00
In Ham - . - . - - 3.62
In Eggs - - . - - - 2.32

Thus body-building with Quaker Oats costs about half
what it costs with bread, and a fraction of the cost with meat.

What Energy Costs

Energy value is another food essential. Most of our food consumption goes to supply it.

. Quaker Oats yield twice the energy of round steak, six times as much as potatoes, and 1'%
times bread.

At present writing energy costs in essential foods as follows :

Thus meat and fish foods average ten times

%‘:ﬁo&f) CEA::.:iregy Quaker Oats cost for the same energy value.

In Quaker 7 ats % -8 .08% This doesn’t suggest an exclusive oat diet.

In Round Steak - 4 A Other foods are necessary. But this food of

In Veal Cutlets - & * 57 foods—the greatest food that grows—should

In Average Fish . 2 .50 form your basic breakfast.

In Chipped Beef - - 75 i 3

In Hubbard Squash - ¥ 75 It means supreme nutrition, and the saving

will average up your costlier foods for dinner.

uaker Oats

The Delicious Flakes

Two Sizes: 35c¢ and 15c—Except in the Far West b
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Whoever enjoys a perfect
cup of coffee—fragrant, deli-
cious, satisfying—will find
an added pleasure in a cup of
Chase & Sanborn’s “SEAL
BRAND” COFFEE.

In }4, 1 and 2 pound tins. Whole—Ground—Pulverized—
also fine ground for Percolators. Never sold in bulk,

CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL.
204

HAMS &BACON

,"" #7 | FEARMANS

|||i ll i Star Brand

There is nothing quite so nice for Lunch or
Supper as a bit of Cold Boiled Ham and
there is no ham quite as tasty as

Fearman’s “STAR'" Brand.

F. W. FEARMAN & CO., LTD.
Hamilton, Ont.
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Keep
This Dish
Before You

When you order foods for children keep Puffed
Grains before you—these whole-grain toasted bubbles,
puffed to eight times normal size.

Remember their attractions—how children's faces light '
up when they see them. Remember their exquisite taste, which makes them food confections.

And Also This

Remember, too, that Puffed Wheat and Puffed Rice are whole grains. They are rich
in minerals, etc., which part-grain foods omit. Whole grains excel flour foods for children,
as every mother knows. And this form makes those whole-grain foods attractive. More
than that, ‘these grains are steam exploded. Every food cell has been blasted, so digestion
is easy and complete.

The Puffed Grains, prepared by Prof. Anderson's process, are the best-cooked cereal foods
in existence. Consider all these things—how children love them, what perfect foods they

are, and how fitted for digestion. And there are two kinds, each with different flavor, which
avoids monotony.

Puffed Wheat Puffed Rice
Bubble Grains—Each 15¢, Except in Far West

These are more than breakfast dainties. One great way of serving is in bowls of milk.
And every dish of fruit is better with these fragile grains mixed in.

The Quaker Qats ®mpany

Sole Makers

Peterborough, Canada Saskatoon, Canada
3143
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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. Strawberry, 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 prcperties available,
write,

W. B. MacCOY
Secretary Industries and Immigration,
197 Hollis Street,
Halifax
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Nrs. Anox Says—

“Whenever a recipe calls for gelatine it means Knox Sparkling Gelatine.”
Rqu the recipes in all the leading publications and note the ever~increasing call
for “gelatine.” Its use is unlimited.

KNOX

SPARKLING

Besbniiiy bt GELATINE

(Pictured above)

Soak half an envelope of Knox's Sparkling Gelatine in half a cupful of cold water till soft; chill and whip two
@ uice and pulp and b

cupfals of cream and put on ice. Heat one cupful of milk, one cupful of raspberry juic alf a

cupful of orange juice in a double boiler; stir constantlygadd the sonked gelatine, cool on ice; when it begins to
arden whip till light, add the whipped cream and pour into mold. When ready to serve, turn out of mold and
decorate the top with plain raspberry gelatine, molded in small molds.

This recipe makes over a pint mold oriseven to eight
iadividual servings and uses only one-quarter of =
Plain for general use a boz of Knox Sparkling Gelatine f,’;’,f,,“;‘}’,‘,‘; gmr‘"m«.vn
IR preperad. Of course, you must have the frue gelatine and
2 that means Knox—the "4 to 1" gelatine. Onetable-
spoonfu! will make a dessert or salad ample for six
people.
Werite for the Knox Knowledge Books—"Dainty
Desserts” and “Food Economy.” They are free, if
you give your grocer's name and address.

KNOX GELATINE

Mrs. Charles B. Knox ) LAT[NE
Dept. A., 180 St. Paul St. W., Montreal, Que. EVE S G

3
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Even the Dinner Coat makes way for a

PALM BEACH SUIT

WNCE upon a time, a  form of dress that is on intimate
great American author  terms with all occasions.

B~ @ cffected a compromise
"twixt comfort and convention
by appearing at table in a white
serge Dinner Coat.

But that was before the advent
of GENUINE PALM BEACH. oeighit teb fohr—

Nowadayg, convension has N0 Lop paLM BEACH, THOUGH WORN
bone to plck with comfort, for FOR COMFORT, IS UNIVER-

aPALM BEACH Suitisanational  SALLY FASHIONED FOR STYLE

As to its workmanship and
individuality—well, it’s simply
a question of choosing your

Clothier. If he prides himself
on good tailoring, you have

Shown in many sRades and patterns

THE PALM BEACH MILLS

GOODALL WORSTED CO. SANFORD, ME.
A. ROHAUT, AGENT, 229 FOURTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

REGISTERLO U.8 PATENT OFrict
THE GENUINE CLOTH
MFD, BY GOODALL WORSTED CO.
Look for this Label—your
safeguard against imitations
Trade Mark Registered in the
U. S. Pat. Office and in Canada
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Speakmq of . A,
Breakfast -

WHAT could you get more appetizing than

juicy slices of richly-flavored, delicately-cured,
Rose Brand Bacon—pan fried, in the old- fashion-
ed way?

ROSE BRAND /
BACON

is the real treat at any breakfast table —the one
appreciated by all.

Try Rose BranJ Bacon—it costs no more than
goocl bacon should cost, and besides its temptmg
qualities, it is rich in food Value.

Sold Almost Everywhere.

Matthews - Blackwell Limited

Established 1852

CANADA FOOD BOARD LICENSE 13-88.

o PR
\
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LL Penman Underwear is free from

rough seams or raw edges. It fits

snugly, yet has a springy texture that
allows perfect freedom of action.

Whatever the weight, you can be sure of
comfortif youremember the name—Penmans.

Underwear

“THE STANDARD OF EXCELLENCE"
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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.

Photographs and full particulars upon request,

The John Bertram & Sons

Company, Limited

DUNDAS [ONTARIO

T
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Westclox

T°S the way you start your day that counts. A lei-
surely, untroubled get-away in the morning usually
means a day of many things well done.

That’s what a good alarm clock does for you. Millions
of men thank their Westclox alarms for smoother-running,
more resultful days. They get off to business feeling right.

That’s because each Westclox does #ts job right. It’s
built so it will. All Westclox have the same construction
that won Big Ben’s success.

Wheels turn on needle-fine pivots of polished steel.
Friction is lessened. The clock runs easier; lasts longer.
Westclox, on the dial and tag, means that kind of a clock.

Western Clock Co. - makers of” Westclox
La Salle & Peru, Illinois, U. S. A.
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Is There a Foreign
Watermark on your Stationery?

Use[ Ybou rccciv'e a convincing letter appealing to you
to buy certain goods, because they are MADE IN

Canadian_Made CANADA. You hold the letter up to the light. The

watermark shows the stationery to be of foreign

Papel's make. What is your natural mental attitude?

Your correspondent has no chance to explain why h
‘ ) y he uses
Canadian-made Papgn for foreign paper—and, indeed, no explanation is valid, fo he

Stationery could have bought equally good paper of Canadian make

Booklets without spending any more money.

Circulars ~ You see the importance of using ‘“Made in Canada” sta-
Ledgers, ele. tionery?

Stock Certificates
W rapping Papers

Bond papers of all qualities are made right here in Canada
—papers for every purpose. Make it a personal matter to see,

are second to none in hereafter, that your stationery is not only ot such a quality as
qualily and value. represents your house, but that it is genuinely MADE IN
CANADA.

Write for Booklet **Some Faéts About th: Palp and Paper Industry of Canada.’’

CANADIAN PULP AND PAPER ASSOCIATION

304 SHAUGHNESSY BLDG., MONTREAL.
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So Good —and So Easy!

With * Prepared Junket” you don't have
to add a thing but the milk. There are six
pure, natural flavors for variety. It is made
in a jiffy ; and it looks good, it tastes good
and it s good.

unket

MADE with MILK

A dainty dessert and a wholesome food for
children and grownups.

Use a Junket Tablet when making ice
cream. Note how smooth, velvety, delicious
it is! It will make the cream more whole-
some because more easily digested.

Get a a package of Prepared Junket or
Junket Tablets, as you prefer, and delight
your family with dainty dishes of wholesome
Junket

A Recipe Booklet and sample of either

Prepared Junket or Junket Tablets sent
for Jc. stamp. A full package for 12c.

Chr. Hansen’s Canadian Laboratory,

Toronto, Canada.

VICKERMAN'’S
SERGES NGtk WL
Black, Blue, Grey. Smooth or Rough Finish

All Colors Guaranteed
Absolutely the best Cloths sold in Canada

€L BVICKERMAN &SONSI™ €4

This name on every three yards

NISBET & AULD, LTD., TORONTO

Sole Wholesale Distributors in Canada
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Barber-Ellis,

FRENcH ORGANDIE

Otationery

Your stationer is always delighted
when you specify French Organdie Sta-
i tionery because he is vitally interested
w44 in having you thoroughly pleased.

Obtainable in papeterie, note paper

and tablets with en-
velopes to match.

Order a supply to-day.
6619

i
N
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Iroquois Assortment

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

Another revelation of the high
standard of

Qanorgs
 ChDjates

TS RESS ]

NIt " e SRS

-

T

> =
s

'-Qtic

Canada Food Board License No. 11-264



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Moir’s Chocolates
With their smooth, thick

coating and centres of

Creams, Nutmeats and Jellies
Make the Holiday a real Joy.

MOIR’S LIMITED
HALIFAX

LU

“Regal” is the ideal
salt for table use. It
never cakes, and is
unaffected by changes
in the weather.

Free runningat
all times and
in all places.

The Canadian
Salt Co., Ltd.

Made in Canada.

Granulafed Eyelids,

our Eyes inflamed by expo-

sure to Sun, Dust and Wind
mckly relieved by Murine
yel!emedy No Smarting,
just Eye Comfort. At
Your Druggists or by mail 60c per Bottle.
For Book of the Eye free write by
Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago.

GENUINE DIAMOND
\\\ // CASH OR CREDIT
0 n g2 !
y weol;l;:rm:’&zgtru:to::; ?xr:»drmsn’! pinon | I ye
Wrile for Catalogue to-day |
JACOBS BROS., Diamond Impsrters |
15 Toronte Arcade TORONTO, Can. |
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LIGHT ALWAYS ON TAP

A Reliable Flashlight instantly penetrates
darkness—makes night travel or night
working easy and safe. Focused as
easily as you can point your finger—safe,
clean, non-extinguishable, certain.
Searchlights and Tubular Flashlights
made of metal handsomely enamelled in
red, brown, blue or green, and all standard
types and sizes of fibre and metal Flash-
lights. Good for long, intermittent service.
Reliable Ignition Batteries are best for
your car or truck—for your bell or electric
lighting plant. They abound in energy
that is lasting, as all Reliable Products,
made in Canada, do.

For sale by dealers everywhere.

DOMINION BATTERY COMPANY LIMITED
Toronto, Canada

LIABL

TRADE MARK
Canadian Lroducts
“Lively and Lasting”




CANADIAN MAGAZIﬁNE ADVERTISER

SIMCOE
PHOTO ALBUMS

Bound in Walrus, Seal
and Morocco Grain
Leathers and Silk Finish
Art Cloths, Flexible

Covers.

Every Collector of Snap

Shots requires one.

PAUL E. WIRT

FOUNTAIN
PENS

Self-filling,
Safety and
Ordinary Styles.
Gold Mounted or
Plain Holders.

Simcoe and Pearl Streets

TORONTO

NG\

For Over a Century

MURKAY&LANMAN'S

Florida Water

‘“THE UNIVERSAL PERFUME "

has been used by persons of
taste the world over.
This unfailing popularity is
due solely to its grateful, en-
during fragrance and unique
refreshing quality.
It is delightful in the Bath,
the best thing after Shaving,
and beyond question the
most reliable and satisfac-
tory Toilet Perfume in use.

A 2R R T T s

AN AN N

PREPARED ONLY BY

LANMAN & KEMP,
NEW YORK and MONTREAL.

Ask Your Druggist for It.

WS

I\

Everywhere
for Quality

Quality is one of the chief essen-
tials in every Jaeger Garment
and it is on quality that the re-
putation of Jaeger Pure Wool
has been built throughout the
British Empire. One of the lead-

. ing scientific authorities on tex-
tiles in England devotes his en-
tire time and attention to keep-
ing up the Jaeger standard of
quality.

For sale at Jaeger Stores throughout the Dominjon
A fully liustrated =atalogue free on application.
DR. JAEGER "*™§7.02°" Co, Limited

Toronto Montreal Winnipeg
British, ““founded 1883 "
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Only on that one basis =——quality
and service——do we wish the Good-
vear Service Station to sell you Good-
year Tires. Your part in the bargain
is to call there and talk it over.

Ask, also, about the Goodyear
Heavy Tourist Tubes. You'll find
them extra good giving greater
service in any tire and especially suited

to the Goodyear Cord Tire.

s T
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HE Goodyear Cord Tire is the
supreme product of this in-
stitution. It is the fine result of the
mightiest effort of a world-wide or-
ganization unlimited in means and
old in experience. Into it goes
every worth-while idea, every extra-
quality material, we have developed.

Naturally this tire serves supremely well—in economy
and in satisfaction. Through extraordinarily long mileage
it overshadows its extra price. By lively and muscular
action it makes riding and driving easy—saves car and
gasoline.

You would expect Goodyear to produce this tire. Our
entire history is but the story of tire development. We
have sought the friendship of the world’s motorists by
building tires ever better, by discovering the many things
that make the automobile tire of to-day a willing and
efficient servant. It is noteworthy that while higher in

price, tire-cost-per-mile is lower to-day than before the
Goodyear Cord entered the field.

The Goodyear Tire & Rubber Company
of Canada, L.td.

CORD TIRE
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A SEDAN

iv Electric Starting and Lighting

Sy AS practical, as reliable, as efficient as the Ford engine is
the new Ford Electric Starting and Lighting System.
Nothing better has been produced—at any price.
The Ford Electric Equipment consists of Generator,
Starting Motor and Storage Battery.
It is a Ford product—designed for the Ford car—made in
the Ford plant.
Built into the motor, which has been re-designed for the
purpose, it becomes an integral part of the pewer plant—
a positive starter of proven efficiency:
a powerful lighting system uniformat every engine speed.
A complete instrument board on the cowl controls the
system.
The Ford Car is also equipped with the Standard Magneto
to provide ignition independent of the batteries.
All Ford closed cars now have Electric Starting arnd
Lighting System as Standard Equipment.
Come in and see it. If you have never driven a Ford
Sedan you have something to;learn about motoring.

PRICES—including Electric Starting and Lighting, Ford Sedan
£1175. Ford Coupe $975, . 0. b. Ford, Ont. (War tax extra) 105

Ford Motor Company of Canada, Limited, Ford Ontario

—
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-—Strength-_—-
—FEndurance—

Two things the motorist knows a Tire
must have to give him his money's
worth. A “double portion” of each
1s served with every Maltese Cross

Tire. STRENGTH is built into these
tires by experts; ENDURANCE is

proved in them by motorists.

TREADS

NON-SKID RIBBED
PARAGON PLAIN

Ask Your Dealer for Maltese Cross Tires

Gutta Percha & Rubber, Limited

Office and Factory; TORONTO

BRANCHES:—Halifax, Montreal, Ottawa, Toronto, Fort William, Winnipeg,

Regina, Saskatoon, Edmonton, Calgary, Lethbridge
Vancouver, Victoria.
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“The [ight Six.

A GENUINE

Mc LAUGHL\IN (AR

\1», ’+

The McLaughlin trade mark is a
guarantee of efficiency in the
mechanism and qualllq in the
malerial and workmanship. The
McLaughlin LIGHT SIX stands
up to every test and cuts down
the cost of motoring. Many
owners of this model get over 30
miles per gallon from gasoline and
eight 1o ten thousand miles on

tires is not unusual.
‘ Send for Catalogue

The McLaughlin Motor Car Co., Limited
OSHAWA, ONTARIO

.......

“CLAUGHLIN LIGHT SIX TOURING H-6-63
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ON all your trips in case of
emergency carry Partridge
Tires.

Partridge Tires never leave you stuck
on the road—they are dependable and
finish those long trips that other tires
fail to make.
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—* First "—

AVING founded the tire industry
in Canada; in other words, hav-
ing made the first Canadian Quick-

Detachable tire twenty-five years ago,
it seems but suitable that we should be
making the first tire to-day :—first in
breadth of ac@ance, first in uniform-
ity of service, and first in rock-bottom
va]ue.—DunIop Traction 1rade. |

Summed up, the facts concerning “ Trac
tion's "’ record are just these :—

We have been under rather than over in our
claims, and “Traction " has been over rather
than under in its service. BT

Other excellent Dunlop Tires are “ Special "

“ Clipper,” “ Ribbed " and * Plain.”

Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods Co., Limited

Head Office and Factories: TORONTO

Branches in Leading Cities
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CoOwaN's
MAPLE
BUDS

IJust love them!”

Maple Buds are widely known
By a flavor all their own.

Refuse imitation shapes. They
lack the quality and flavor of Maple
Buds. The name Cowan is on every

Maple Bud. Be sure they are Maple
Buds.




Atlantic Century Harper's

NOVA SCOTIA |

COME TO
THE QUAINT OLD

Land of

Evangeline

A vacation land of no regrels —a golden
spot for every seaker of rest and enjoyment.

Ol ooenn, lovely ¢ pescetul harbors,

boating, canoeing, ing, fishing = all
Awail your coming. Moderate prices, every-
where.

OVERNIGHT FROM BOSTON

Yis Boston & Yarmouth &, 8, Line
Write for particulars on Tour No 106

DOMINION ATLANTIC
RAILWAY
31T Washington Street, Noston

Review of Reviews
Write our advertisers and refer to WHERE-TO-GO BUREAU, 8 Beacon St., Boston, Mass,
Where-to-go Bureau forms for July clo-e__Jun.f 1st. <

W, U, PARKER, General Passenger Agent
Halifas, Nova Seotia
DIGBY

THE PINES. NOVA SCOTIA

Hotel and Log Cabins in beautiful grove over-
looking Dighy Basin.  Golf links nearby
Tennis, Boating, Bathing. Motor Launches, | |
Automobiling.  Excellent accommodations, |
| ressonable rates

Now under management of
DORINION ATLANTIC RAILWAY |
Wiite for bookiet
Hotel Magr., ""The Pines,'” Dighy, N, 8.
- — w50

UR LODGE and cottages,
Dighy, N. 8.
osquitoes, and hay fever,

Free from flies, m
Golf, Tennlis, hmuna Bathing,
Garage. Write for booklet.

" RHODE ISLAND

“Ishing.

R

The Leading Hotel of
BLOCK ISLAND, Rhode Island
€. C. BALL, VPmprrlrr_to’rA
~ ADIRONDACK MTS. N. Y.

® . C v 125. Lat-
O-IHAW_K ::l() ::m}n:»:{:?.cllﬁtlic??lcl:y‘,

& Cottages running water every room.
Garage. C. M. Longstatf, Old Forge, N. Y.

| the natuval finish to a round of golf, while both

MOUNTAIN VIEW COTTAGES
**Adirondacks.’' On the shore of the beautiful |
Fourth Lake where nature is supreme. Hémelike
Established reputation. Superior excellence of
table. Booklet. C. 0. PETRIE. Old Forgs. N. Y.

o is in 1000000 homes monthly |

WOTELRESORT & TRAVEL DEPARTMENT

and

World's Work

Scribner's

ATLANTIC CITY N. J. 3

P ——
LIS e

S

e
The Am

%{/antic(aly. N.J.
Will Open July 1st |

TLANTIC CITY'S newest and most
distinctive hotel, located on the
Board Walk, yet in the quiet, ex-|

elusive Chelsea residential district. |
Reservations now being made, \
Under the direction of D. M. Linnard, |
President of the California Hotel Com-
pany, operating the famous Hotels
Maryland, Green and Huntington
at Pasadena, California, the Hotel
Fairmont and Palace Hotel at San
Francisco, the Belvedere at
Santa Bar

MAINE

The Checkley 1"\ "o

high-jutting peninsula. Cool breezes always
Pure spring. Baths have fresh and salt water. Ouf
own farm products. Country Club golf and tennis
Auto . Bathing. Boating. Open June 24
e to Ira C. Foss, Prop., for booklet

NEW HAMPSHIRE

VA good GO L F course

A good BATHING BEACH and a
good HOTEL — this combination can
be found at RYE BEACH, N. H.
The Golf Course of the A BENAQUI CLUBRB is one
of the finest 18 hole courses on the NORTH SHORE
The Bathing is superd, and so near that a bath is

are near the

FARRAGUT HOUSE
RYE BEAGH, N. W. E. Carter. Mgr.

. Opens June 21
Furnished Cottages for rent.

" THE GRAND

Mont Vernon, N. H.

Opens June 15th. Strietly first-class,

Grandest scenery. Unique, delightful

hotel. Golf, tenuis, orchestra, everything.
Send for folder to

Geo. E. Bates & Son, Owners & Props.

OAK BIRCH INN AND BUNGALOWS
On Lake Winnipesaukee, in White Mt. |
Foothills. Modern, first-class. Golf & all |
land & water sports. 9 miles from Boston. |
Write for booklet to Alton Bay, N. H.

NEW HOTEL WEIRS, weirs, . 1 0n |
Lake Winnipesaukee. Foothills White Mts. 500 ft. |
above ses. Cupacity 300. Large, light rooms. Or- [
chestra Fishing. Boating. Bathing. Garage. Booklet

| €. G. Orttenburger, 907 Merchants Loan and Trust

| H. M, Morgan, 1019 Chamber of (ommeree Bid
Buffalo, N. Y.

J. W, Rurgls, 819 Dime Bank Bldg., Detrolt, Miek,

A. B.Chown, 1270 Broadway, New York City, N, ¥,

'THE WAWA, CANADA

| Golf,

The Canadian Magazine. #

Ask us for travel advice. Enclose postage

— CANADA

Canada !
“Highlands of Ontario”

Millions of acres of pine and balsam with thousands
of lakes and streams. The mecea for outdoor men

and women. ‘“Algonquin Park''—'‘Muskoka Lakes'
,30,000 Islands of Georgian Bay'' —""Timagami**
="*Kawartha Lakes''—''Lake of Bays.'' Modern

hotels. Good fishin
1,000 to 2,000 feet above the sea
trated literature

and delightful climate. Altitude
Write for illus

Bldg., Chieago, 111,
W. K. Eastman, 294 Washington 8t., Roston, ¥

In Lak e of Bays, Muskoka
COME THIS SUMMER
150 outside rooms. Magnificent scenery,
No flies, mosquitoes, or hay fever. Fishing
Tennis, Lawn Bowling, Dancing.
Boating. Finest bathing beach. Write
to the Canada Railway News Company,
Propriet Toronto, for details and rates.

Windermere House )'iomers, Yo
famous Muskoka Lakes. Modern imp's. Tennis on
concrete. Dancing. All water sports. No '{I] feve
MASSACHUSETTS g
‘..-.-'-'-'-'.’
* 390 Commonwealth Ave,Boston  #
‘ The Distinctive Boston
‘>t % " House, called by glob
P globe
trotters one of the most homelike 3
and attractive hotels in the world '
# Modest rates. Our booklet has quide 5
‘ Lo _historic Boston and vicinity,
Send to me for it A.P. Costello, Mgr.
e D p—
MAYFLOWER INN
AND COTTAGES —
Completed 1917. The most
~ modern and beautifully ap.
4 ~* ointed resort hotel in New
™. England. Located on Mano-
met Point, adjacent to historie Plym.
outh. Ideal for Cape Cod motorists,
Golf unexcelled. Write for booklet.
George R. Sanford, Manager, P. 0.
Plymouth, Mass.
Nantucket Island, Mass.
Modern conveniences among old-time
quaint surroundings. Ocean’s coollng'
breezes from all sides. Ideal harbor, boat.
ing, bathing, surf, golf, riding on Moors
driving, auto trips. Famous Siasconset col.
ony & resort. For booklet address Box 501,
SEA CLIFF INN AND COTTAGES
Nantucket Island, Mass. Every bre?z?i;i
ocean breeze. June 20 to Sept. '30 Send for
illustrated booklet, * Quaint Nantucket, *
—

Where to-g
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CANADA Sid MAINE

- e o FRES <
“Take a Planned Vacation” |  Mountainview Hotel & Cottages in making plans for your summer
4 e In forest on lake shore. Water sports. Bathing vacation, consider
Send or call at any of these offices for . | | Bosting. Salmon & trout fishing, both trolling, fiy v .
FREE Artbooklet *‘Nine Ideal Vacations.'" | |casting. Bost of everything. Hountalnylew, Me, HISTORIC QUEBEC
Mot "Travl, e speud o 1ew | | ook Beach HOTEL MITGHELL e, 0 and the
days away from home, see Historical Points, s Maine \ 5 Boulovard . '“"“I.m
combine Business with Pleasure or keep within (“m'ulggng-s(';_r;u'nkn’!ry A';t-zu’lwr*'i‘ Beach20.| | Lower St. Lawrence River Resorts
 fixed expense. —Away. Fishing. Tennis. Rooklet. traveling via the
Canadlan National Railways || NANTUCKET MASS, QUEBEC CENTRAL
Boston, Mass. 204 Washington Street | | GolfT Golf? 18 hole course on Nantucket Isiand, 80 RAILWAY
Chieago, 111 o AW, Adams Street | | miles at sen. Best bathing on New England Cosst. | . 5
lblrm':. ::ch ‘ﬁ'“lngflhr Bulsl;iml‘ Water temperature 74 degroees. For booklet write “m'"u‘*;l'l'll:"‘-::"“t;;‘rﬁi;:-'-:‘ln;_r:.:&;rl-:;\;'rr from
Duluth, Minn, 20 W, Superior Stree g ™ 3 ! 3 E N, LAND,
Minneapolis, Minn 311 Nicollet Avenue [ FOINT BREEZE HOTE "_, The White Mountains and all New England points
New York, N. Y 10 Woolworth Building Mere size of spacs is immaterial to results t
Pittsburg. Pa 214 Park Building o For full information write
St. Louis, Mo, ~ 811 Pierce Building s et tasl G Dow rih, General I wer Agent
St Paul, Minn. Cor. 4th & Jackson Streets 10 Prompt Setion Sherbrooke, Que
i

CANADIAN VICTORY CELEBRATION

Colossal—Spirited—Colorful
CANADIAN NATIONAL

EXHIBITION

TORONTO
Aug. 23rd.—Sept. 6th., inclusive

The most notable and successful annual event of its kind in the world
264 acres of education and inspiration
Canada at a glance in war and at peace

The most pleasant and profitable holiday trip on the Continent

Infants—Mothers
\ K E AT I N G . s Thousands testify

Horlick’s

Blaukets, or Clothesof any kind -
,:“yﬂ'n;:l: them ;hurnnghl_v The orlginal

with “ Keating's " —Keating's

Powder kills moths. In Car. -
tons, 15¢, 25, and 40c a e '

Upbuilds and sustains the body
0 Cooking or Milk required

— LRIV TR Used for » of a Century.
cABBAGE‘c“nER’ six knives, slices all kinds veg-

ctables rapidly. Prepaid $1.00, Substitutes Cost YOU Same Price.
3 for $2.00. Lusher Bros. Elkhart, Ind. U.S. Canada Food Board License No. 14-385.
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Come tor a
Water Trip

FEATURE of a trip that is all interesting, all delightful, is the voyage
A through the thousand Islands of the St. Lawrence.

The Thousand Islands! The glint of sunlight filtering through the tree
tops=—the shimmering shadows of the shore-line reflected in the blue river water
~—~the castle cottages of millionaires, each set on its own little island—the ** tang "
of pine-laden north-country air. The St. Lawrence River—wide as a lake in
places, elsewhere narrowing down to a mere channel between islands—provides
one of the most satisfying fresh water trips in the whole wide world.

NIAGARA TO THE SEA

But do not stop with the St. Lawrence. Travel its broad expanse as far as
Quebec. From there let us take you on up the famous river Saguenay. Up-to-
date ‘‘Canada Steamship” hotels at Murray Bay and Tadousac. Magnificent
accommodation all the way, on the boats of the Canada Steamship Lines, Limited.

Are you interested in Shrines and miracles? A few miles
. from Quebec is St. Anne de Beaupré, where for 250 years
Are You T;"""'" the townsfolk and the pilgrims have bowed together before
Ly wayside altars—and in the great church of St. Anne itself—

Break the long jour- . . ‘
ney; travel by boat from to do honor to the Saint in whose name so many miraculous

parmia to the ok | cures have been effected. . 9

ok 4 g+ A trip over waterways peopled with tradition—a journey
through the Great Un- [ of joy and contentment that you must take once ere you can
e say that you know the beauties of Canada.

CANADA STEAMSHIP LINES, Limited

TORONTO OFFICE, 46 YONGE STREET

—_




IR,

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

,;1:I

Most Beautiful of
all Boat Trips

OME for a water trip—the kind of holiday that promotes health and
C refreshes the mind. The boats of the Canada Steamship Lines will

take you through the most delightful scenery of Canada.

After viewing the 1000-Island scenery—after you have ‘* shot” the rapids of
the St. Lawrence River and visited Montreal—then linger awhile in Quebec, the
city of traditions and of enchantment. Climb its steep and narrow streets, Walk,
in the evening, on Dufferin Terrage. Look down from the parapet of that
splendid promenade into the vast amphitheatre of the Lower St. Lawrence—a
view that takes in twenty miles of the tranquil river.

NIAGARA TO THE SEA

Quebec casts its spell of old-world charm on all who come within its old
stone walls. From the fort that surmounts its rocky height to the Lower town—
with its twisting streets and quaint architecture—there 1s not a foot of pavement
but has its story to tell of the days when this Rock City was a prize that kings
gambled for and armies fought to win and hold. From Quebec the route con-
tinues east and north, touching Murray Bay and Tadousac—and then vp the
River Saguenay.

Would you view the greatest of all Capes? They are : :
Capes Trinity and Eternity—higher and more awe-inspiring  Tickets and informa-

tion may be obtained at

than Gibraltar—on the River Saguenay. This is the final | any Ticket Office or at

i i any office of Canada

feature of the Niagara-to-the-Sea trip. 'Steamsh‘i; Eiker Tt
A boat trip that commences on a glorious lake and takes | ited.

you over great and beautiful rivers. A trip of a thousand Ask for illustrated

: . & Booklet, M: d
miles, that sustains the lively interest of the traveller | Goge © ap an

throughout its entire magnificent length.

CANADA STEAMSHIP LINES, Limited

MONTREAL OFFICE, VICTORIA SQUARE
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The Trout are Biting at

Rainy Lakes, Nipigon, Ogoki river, Nagogami
river, Kenogami river, Minaki Lake and the *‘ Shekak.”

And the National Parks Allure

Laurentides National Park
Quebec

Algonquin, Nipigon and Quetico Parks
Ontario

Jasper Park, Alberta
Mount Robson Park, British Columbia

In waters as yet but little unrippled by line of white man
the real fisherman will find his paradise and a vacation filled
with the thrill of big catches lurking in every stream.

Go fishing this year, and to the right point—there is no
necessity for taking ‘‘pot luck.’’

Write for Canadian National Railways series of * Out of Door ’
booklets—the Anglers’ Guides to the best fishing waters in Canada.

H. H. MELANSON
Passenger Traffic Manager

Toronto, Ont.




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RITE-HITE’ WARDROBE
TRUNKS pm

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 WP~ e —

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

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

$332 to $902°

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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A METROPOLITAN HOTEL

in the Most Distinctive City on the Continent.

Quebec, birthplace of Canada, retains most of its
quaint mediaevaf picturesqueness and old French
atmosphere. At the crest of its steep streets, near the
Heights of Abraham, stands the Chateau Frontenac,
commanding the magnificent views over the the broad
St. Lawrence.

The centre of a gay social life, its service is nation-
known. Operated by the

CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY

which has fourteen other famous hotels across Canada.

Particulars from Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents.
W. B. HOWARD,
District Passenger Agent Toronto




The Pacific Northwest

OREGON, WASHINGTON, AND BRITISH COLUMBIA

.. Where the ozone from the mountains and sea gives a

g% rapacious appetite; the cool, bright, sunny days
/enable you to enjoy the majestic scenery and life in
: the open and the cool nights assure a sound and rest-
 ful sleep.

7~ BRITISH
COLUMBIA

A v : CREATION, PLEASURE and a RENEWED
"HEALTH of body and of mind. It is not satisfactory otherwise, and THE.
PACIFIC NORTHWEST is the one place in America where such a vacation

can . be had..

Golf on forty evergreen courses, motoring on fifteen thousand miles of scenic
bighways, bathing, boating, TROUT AND SALMON FISHING, mountain

. climbing, yachting, and every out-door recreation.

; ‘,"Write for free illustrated booklet to Herbert Cuthbert, Secretary, Pacific Northwest Tourist
Association, L. C. Smith Building, Seattle.
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VACATION IN THE PINE 3SCENTED
LAKELANDS OF CANADA

In the ‘‘ Highlands of Ontario,” that wonderful region of scenic beauty you can

. Fish, Swim, Golf, Canoe, Camp, Hunt —spend a vacation you will never regret

or forget., Mirror-like lakes set in the grandeur of forests of pine and balsam.
The purest of air, 1,000 to 2,000 feet above the sea, and hay fever is unknown,

FAMOUS PLAYGROUNDS FOR OUTDOOR
MEN AND WOMEN

“Algonquin Park"—*30,000 Islands of Georgian Bay'—‘Kawartha Lakes"—‘‘Muskoka
Lakes —Timagami” and the ‘‘Lake of Bays.” Modern Hotels—or ‘‘rough" it if you prefer.
Any Grand Trunk Agent will gladly plan your trip for you,

Write for illustrated descriptive literature giving full particulars, rates, etc., to C. E, Horning,

Union Station, Toronto or J. Quinlan, Bonaventure Station, Montreal.

For adults, boys or girls camp sites apply to H. R. Charlton, General Passenger

Department, Montreal.

W. S. COOKSON,
General (Passenger Agent,
Montreal, Que.

G. T. BELL,
Passenger Traffic Manager,
Montreal, Que.
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The
Original
and
only
Genuine

Beware of
Imitations Sold
on the Merits

of
MINARD’S
LINIMENT

A TREAT
INDEED

SPECIAL PALE DRY

GINGER
ALE

Other 0'Keofe beverages:
Belfast Style Ginger Ale,

Write for our "MACEY STYLE
BOOK.” We mail it free

WOODSTOCK. ONTARIO

Canada Food Board L-15-102
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Dainty Ready-to-serve Luncheons

¥ Y the wayside, on the table, in your home

{ or at the cottage, here are delicacics tor
the warmer days that help to make a real
holiday for everyone—including the house-
wife! Ready to eat—no tuss, no worry; no
cooking, no heat! -

Swift's Cooked Meat
Delicacies

will furnish a delightful menu, varied every day in

the week. Here are some of the ready-cooked f
specialties your butcher and grocer have, or can u!
easily get for you, if you insist on them by name:— m

Swift’s Premium Cooked Ham I

Swift’s Baked Luncheon Loaf Swift’s Baked Ham ‘

New England Style Cooked Specialty p

Premium Minced Specialty  Swift’s Jellied Beef i

Jellied Beef Tongue Jellied Pork Tongue
Ashland Cooked Specialty

Swift Canadian Co.
Limited
Toronto Winnipeg Edmonton

Canada Food Board License are
Nos. 13-170, I7I, I72. bl

ATV

BRSNS
s (5iCO
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“Thats the make of silver

plate that we received
when we were marvied,
and we still have some
that was mothers”

1t the best stores you will be offered
today as the leading brand of silver
plate the same make that merchants
years and more ago recommended
to their customers.
[t is quite the proper thi Sc; to start housekeeping
1

with 1847 ROGERS BRos."Silver Plate that Wears®

Sold with an um}ualiﬁed guarantee made possible by

the actual test of over 65 years. 3 i
At leading dealers. Send for illustrated Catalogue F-23

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Limited
HAMILTON, CANADA
MERIDEN, CONN. NEW YORK CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO
The World's Largest Makers of Sterling Silver and Plate
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[nsist on getting the GENUINE-ORIGINAL Kellogg's Toasted Corn
Flakes which have always been put up in the Red, White, and Green
Package, and refuse all Substituted Imitations of the “Just as

Good” variery. is the consumer’s. protection.
APPETIZING NOURISHING SUSTAINING

The Battle Creek Toasted CornFlake Co.LimiTep
Head Office and Plant London, Ont.
o tiorsh e S




“Mine’s Best”

"Oh, I know mine is
Dorothy says. “Just faste it,

best,”
Bobbie !”
And Bobbie says, "It's good, but mine’s
best.”
For Dorothy's party mamma has made up
six lovely dishes of

each of a different flavor, and all so good that three little girls
and three little boys hold one opinion: “Mine's best.”

Children know what is good to eat. Who ever heard of a child that did not like Jell-O, or ever saw
two youngsters who could agree as to which flavor was best—all being so good ?

The Jell-O Book tells how to make many new desserts and salads in the easy Jell-O way, which cuts
out work and worry and most of the expense. A copy of the book will be mailed free to any woman
who will send us her name and address.

Jell-O is put up in seven pure fruit flavors: Strawberry, Raspberry, Lemon, Orange, Cherry, Chocolate
and Vanilla.

THE GENESEE PURE FOOD COMPANY OF CANADA, Limited,
Bridgeburg, Ont,



Your shaving
Williams’ is the kind th
years men have be
“That’s 50/
creamy lather is doing down
velvet behind the razor stroke,

a new and handy way of gettin

mirror reminds you of the
at will not dry o
en looking themselye
Youcan’t see, though, the

old, old truth—that
n your face. For 78
sin the eye and saying
real work that the big,
nextthe skin— smoothing a path of
The cream in the big tube is just
g the historic Williams’ lather,

William

THE J. B. WILLIAMS COMPANY, Canadian Depot,

s’Shavi“8

655 Drolet St., Montreal

After the sha\'e'ﬂl" :::
bath you will enw}h 3
comforting muc'dcl-
Williams® Talc Pow

Cream



