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Nellie Spence’s
Inspiring Article
“Some Young Immortals”

“President Wilson in World Politics™
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Good Short Stories
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For Baby’s Bath

Baby gurgles with delight when he is dipped into
the fragrant, bubbling lather of an Ivory Soap
bath.

He enjoys the cleansing suds from the top of his
yellow curls to the tips of his crinkly pink toes.
Ivory always is mild, pure, gentle—never irritates.
It is so free from harsh, drying materials that it
feels cool and soothing to the most sensitive skin.

You will find Ivory Soap in the bath-tubs of the
best cared for babies everywhere—in beautiful
nurseries, in spotless, sanitary hospitals, and in
modest homes where tenderness and good sense
prevail. Itis the pure, safe soap for young—and old.
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Fine Silverware

worthy to grace
your table

stately candles, catching the ruddy lights

of rich mahogany, sparkling over the lacy
patterns spread by snowy tea sets, fine silver-
ware gives charm to hospitality—it helps to
make a home; it facinates and charms through
all the years.

HOLMES & EDWARDS Super-Plate and
Silver-Inlaid represent the highest achievements
of the modern slversmith’s ecraft.

GLIHTENlZ\'(} beneath the mellow touch of

The rare beauty of exclusive designs is richly
wrought in silverware whose quality is notably
superior.

Wear cannot mar its wonderful lustre and
finish.

In ‘“SUPER-PLATE’’ it is protected by an
extra heavy coat of pure silver at the -rest
points.

In ““SILVER-INLAID,’’ blocks of solid silver
are actually laid in with cunning care at rest .
points before plating. These two processes of
wear protection are applied only in the five
staple pieces—those most constantly used. In
addition throughout the line, Holmes & Edwards
offer you an exceptional quality of plate.

Silverware is a lifetime investment. Tt is
true economy to pay a little more to secure the
highest quality. See your jeweller’s display
of HOLMES & EDWARDS in these two exelu-
sive, exquisite patterns.

Write for our booklet, ‘‘How Good Silverware
Jamestown is Protected Against Wear.’’ Ce Sancy

Manufactured Exclusively in Canada by

THE STANDARD SILVER CO.
of TORONTO, LIMITED

“Protected where the wear comes’’
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Collections For Business Houses

The satisfactory service which The
Merchants Bank renders to Business
Houses, in the matter of collecting Notes,
Drafts and other financial paper, is due
to the number and strategic location of
its branches throughout Canada, and the
efficient system in force.

Special attention is given to collec-
tions; returns are promptly made and
credited; losses are often prevented by
the care and thoroughness with which we

. do this part of our work.

THE MERCHANTS BANK

Head Office : Montreal. OF CANADA Established 1864.

391 Branches in Canada extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific, of which 149
are in Ontario, 47 in Quebec, 4 in Maritime Provinces, and 199 in Western Canada.

Investment Banking Service :n Canada

WENTY years' experience in the purchase and sale of
T Canadian Government, Municipal and Corporation Bonds
and an extensive organization comprising among others,
statistical, valuating and war loan departments, enable us to
offer every facility for rendering a complete service to the
investing public. Correspondent offices, located throughout
the financial centres of Canada, the United States and England,
keep us constantly informed of prevailing security values.
We shall welcome an opportunity o serve you in your invest-
ment matters irrespective of the amount of your funds.

DoMmINION SECURITIES
CORPORATION LIMITED

HEAD oFfFice: TORONTO 26 king sT. E,
MONTREAL ESTABLISHED 1901 LONDON, ENG
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7fondon Glove Company

Liag?
Offer an Unrivalled Variety of Reliable Gloves
at their Lowest Warehouse Prices

The ““Somali’® useful qual-
ity Doeskin Gazelle Finish
Gloves medium  weight,
Pique Sewn. Special Cut
Thumbs. 2 Pearl Buttons, In
Dark Greiv, Light or Dark
Tan, also Black. Perpr. /6
Ledies’ Superior Quality
Strong Doeskin Gloves,
Pique Sewn. English made.
In Dark Grey or 1an shades.
2 Press Buttons.

Perpa 8/6
Ladies’ §trong Real Gazelie
Cloves. English made, In
Dark Grey and Dark Tan
shades. Pique Sewn, 2 large
Pearl Buttons. Perpr. 10/6

Ladies’ Best Quality Real
Nappa Leather Gloves, in
useful Oak Tan Shade, Pique
Sewn, Imperial Points, w th
2 Buttons. Per pair 6/11

Ladies’ Gant Tanne Real
Kid Gloves, Very best quali-
ty. Made from high-class
skins. ' magnificent wear-
ing Glove. In usefnl Tan
shade, Pique Sewn, 2 Pearl
Buttons. Per pair, 8/6

The *“*Blenheim”’
Ladlies” Superior Quality
| CapeGiove, Prixseam 8ewn,
in useful,Tan shade, 2 Press
Buttons Per pair 8/11

Ladies” Smart Hand.sewn Stout
Lisie Gloves, In Chamois shade.
Prixeeam S8ewn with Black Thread,
similarin appearance to fine Doeskin
Gloves. 2 Pearl Buttons.

Per pair 4/11

Ladies” Best Quality Chamols
Leather Cloves, Natural shade,
medium weight, Pique Sewn, Eng-
ish made, 2 Buttons. Per pr. 7/11

Ladies’ Fine Doeskin, ‘Gazelle" finish Gloves
Ladies® White Washable French Castor No. 495. Ladles’ Best Quality medium weight Saxe shape, Elastic at Wrist
Glovol, Plaus Sew; Elastic at Wiist, sinis Pure White wWashable Doeskin ° illus., in a Dark Grey or useful Tan shade.

¢ : g Gloves, full Pi S i Per pair
lar to illustration. Per pair 7/6 made. 2 \ipear]ul‘iuuett:nes\.vm foe /11

Per pair 8/6

Men’s Reliable Gloves

——
men’s Stout Chameis Leather
Gloves, Prixseam Mens Doeskin Gloves, superior

Sewn, 1 large Pear quality (British made), Pique Sewn,
Button. Imperial Points, in Tan and Dark

Per pair 2/11  Crey, 1 Press Button.
Per pair 8/6
Mens® Best Ouality

Real Tan Cape Mens’ Best Quality Gazelle Finish

. Doeskin Gloves, made from special-
et R s i ly selected skins, medium weight, a

'Points. 1 Button. English made, [ ¢ table, good wearing glove.
in Dark Tan Shade. In Dark Tan and Grey shades, with
" Per pair 11/6 1 Press Button, Per pair 9/6

Supplementary Departments:—Ladies’ Men's and Children’'s Hosiery and
Underwear, Men's and Boys' Wear; Ladies’ and Children's Boots and Shoes.
Price List of all Departments sent post free on application to the Ontario
Publishing Co., Limited, 200 - 206 Adelaide Street West, Toronto.

Mail Orders carefully executed, packed and despatched by next steamer,

to full value of order, (including postage) shouldbe made by Money Order:

513:??:!1.&%.&&316‘5 ixraE‘i?GLISH MONEY in exchange for Dollars and Cents at the Ex.

ress Company’s Offices orthe Dominion Post Offices and should be made payable to The
?_ondon Glove Co., Limited, London, England.

THELONDON GLOVE COMPANY, L0

45 & 45a, CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND.
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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
Wellington Mills, London Eng., S.E.

SUPERIOR
SUMMER
SUITINGS,
REFINED
IN
STYLE
AND
COLOURING

WHITE
FLANNELS

GREY
FLANNELS

PERMANENT |
DYE

‘‘ROYAL’’
NAVY BLUE
SUITINGS

BLACK
COATINGS
AND
STRIPED
TROUSERINGS

——————

BREECHES
TWEEDS, &c.

Samples Sent
On Request

EGERTON BURNETT’S

Clothing fabrics are noted for
their high standard of excellence
in Quality, Style and Appearance.
They especially appeal to gentle-
men to whom the quality of the
Suitings they wear is of the first
importance.

QUALITY IS DISTINCTIVE

and an inspection of their ex-
tensive assortment of patterns
will clearly demonstrate this fact,
Samples will be sent for examina-
tion, postpaid, on request.

The reliable colour and wear-re-
sisting properties of these
‘‘Royal’’ Navy Blue Serge Suit-
ings have given great satisfaction
for half a century. They are pure
wool Fabrics of a highly com-
mendable character, and are
supplied in a large variety of
weights and textures at prices
from 15/11 to 49 /11 per yard,
double width.
Sample Tailoring Styles and
Price Lists, Measurement Blanks,
etc, sent on request. Any quan-
tity of material supplied.
EGERTON BURNETT,
R. W. WAREHOUSE,
WELLINGTON
SOMERSET, ENGLAND

LTD.
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J More” in Benger’s!
.‘ When in doubt about what “Food” for an ailing or backward
.l infant, or for a person unwell, remember there is more in Benger's
than in any other food. e
.' Benger's is a highly nutritive food, plus the natural means to
f digest it.
\
f
\
t'
, ) S
I| \/\ fa
ik Food
.l
Nl For INFANTS, INVALIDS and the AGED
|' IMPORTANT NOTICE.—Supplies of Benger's Food arenow available
f in Canada, any difficulty in obtaining same should bc notified to the
\ Company's Agents, The National Drug & Chemical Co., of Canada, Ltd.,
f 34 St. Gabriel Street, Montreal, or any of their Branches.
\
/ BENGER'S FOOD LTD,, —_ MANCHESTER, England.
' €220C =3
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THE ROYAL BANK OF CANADA

HEAD OFFICE, MONTREAL

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

BARCELONA
Plaza de Cataluna 6
FRENCH AUXILIARY: THE R(I)YAL BANK OF CANADA (FRANCE),
PARIS, 28 Rue du Quatre-Septembre

With our chain of 672 Branches throughout Canada, Newfoundland,
the West Indies, Central and South America, we offer a complete bank-
ing service to exporters, 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 TRADE DEPARTMENT, MONTREAL, QUE.

CAPITAL PAID UP & RESERVES - - $35,000,000
TOTAL ASSETS OVER - - - $550,000,000

—

Does your Insurance Policy grow ?

Profits payable under our Annual Dividend Policies
may be used to purchase additional insurance. The
value of your policy will thus increase every year
while the premium remains constant.

Is your value to those dependent on you increasing?
If so, you need a policy that grows. Let an Annual
Dividend Policy with the ‘‘Paid-Up Addition’' feature
take care of the increase.

The London Life Insurance Co.
Head Office: : London, Canada

The Company that pays profits 70 per cent in excess of
the original estimates
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ESTABLISHED 1855

WESTE RN Long Before Dominion Day was a Legal

Holiday.

ASSURANCE CO. CANADA PERMANENT
Incorporated 1851 . MORTGAGE CORPORATION

TORONTO STREET, TORONTO
Flre, AutomOblle, President—W. G. GOODERHAM

Vice-President—R. S, HUDSON

and Marine . Joint General Managers—

R. S. HUDSON JOHN MASSEY

lnsurance Assistant General Manager—-GEORGE H SMITH

Assets, over - - 48,300, 00 The following extracts from well-known

Losses pnid since or- publications indicate the high place that this

gnnization, over - 177,700,000.00 old and time-tried institution occupies in
the estimation of the press:

% “No institution enjoys to a larger
extent the confidence of its de-
positors and investors; few are

Held Ofﬁces: COI‘. Wellington more strongly entrenched in a
d Sc S financial way.”—Mail and Empire.
i ott Street, “The men at the head of its affairs

are looked upon as among the most
TORONTO conservative business men in Can-
ada, and moreover, the Company
has always confined its business
operations strictly to mortgage
transactions, never -being drawn in-
to speculative undertakings.”—In-
surance and Financial Review.

4 “Canada Permanent is one of our

veteran concerns. There is nothing

C shaky about this Corporation.”—
Saturday Night. )

!This Company is the largest of its

kind on the American Continent,

and certainly one of the soundest

in the world.”—Manitoba Free

and the best and most fitting form of Press,
home charity lies in the direction of Life “We have on a number of occas-
Insurance. In no other way can the head 1‘;2: fﬁf“%ed to attlile siplendig v
> 7 s Corporation is rendering
of the home so surely provide for the Canada through bringing into the
ermanent welfare of those who look to country lla.rge sums for the use of
¥ g our people in developing our great
him for support national resources."p—l'lshe Boouo-
The Great-West Life Policies provide 2 i
such Insurance on most attractive terms,
The fact that, in 27 years, the Company We cordially invite your deposit account
has placed over $226,000,000 of Insur- and offer you the complete facilities de-
ance in force, carries its own argument, veloped during sixty-five years' experience
1 ’ ' . in caring for the savings of many thousands
Full information and personal rates will of our citizens. Full checking privileges
be sent to any address on request. allowed and interest at
. 1 THREE AND ONE-HALF
Tbe Great-West Llfe per cent. per annum added to your account
A atics Com g twice each year.
sur / ¢ .
| s A P y Combined Capital and Surplus nearly &
REETL. 8 $12,000,000.00
HEAD OFFICE - WINNIPEG Total Assets exceed . 33,000,000 00
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Appear At Your
Best—Instantly

If you receive a sudden
caller or an unexpected in-
vitation you can feel con-
fident of always appearing
at your best. In but a few
moments it renders to your
skin a wonderfully pure,
soft complexion that is
beyond comparison.

Gouraud's

Oriental Cream

It KILLS

Disease Carriers:
Bugs, Flies, Fleas
Roaches

Send 15¢ for Trial Size
FERD.T. HOPKINS & SON, Montre al

ST-STU-T'T‘TERI“G and Stammering cured at

home. Instructive booklet

free. .\VALTER McDONNELL, 720 Potomac Bank Bldg.
Washington, D, C.

t

“GURD’S” Ginger Ale “GURD’S”’ Caledonia Water
There is nothing quite_like either, for both are “ THE BEST”’

CHARLES GURD & CO., Limited - - MONTREAL

Boo"s N/ o en cm N0

on every conceivable subject and for all Exams. i Terms 20°/, down and $1
Second-hand at half prices. New at lowest prices. L= J weekly. We trust any honu"m
State wants and send for Catalogue No. 23, post free. Wrile for Catalogue to-da
WE HAVE THE BOOKS YOU WANT. JACOBS BROS.. Di v
Books Bought. Best Prices Given. 15 TAI’ i & "' D".;‘o‘.l-”“ﬁn
eronte Arcade ONTO, Can

W. & G. FOYLE, Ltd.,
121-125, Charing Cross Road, London, Englands

——

READ THE ADVERTISEMENTS!

They are the Silent Salesmen presenting their Wares to You in

your Leisure Time and aid in keeping you abreast of the times.

e

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

" NYL® THE
MAER&QQN]@ INK

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

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

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Ltp: 7&58+. BRIDEST. ENGLANES
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Test the Quality of Your
Investments

Investments should make
1. Your principal secure,
2. Your income certain,
3. Your funds readily available,
and in addition they should
4. Better the community,
9. Or help necessary industrial or commer-
cial enterprises.
Government Bonds and well selected Munieipal
and Corporations Bonds meet these requirements,

Suggestions on request.

A. E. AMES & CO.

UNION BANK BUILDING -  TORONTO
Investment TRANSPORTATION BLDG. - MONTREAL Estoblished
Securilies 74 BROADWAY e - - NEW YORK 1889
HARRIS TRUST BLDG. - - CHICAGO
BELMONT HOUSE - - .  V{iCTORIA

We also make

STEEL SHELVING, LOCKERS,
CABINETS, BINS, STOOLS,
CHAIRS ETC., ORNAMENTAL
IRON and BRONZE, COMMER-
CIAL WIREWORK OF ALL
KINDS, GENERAL BUILDERS'
IRONWORK.

Safeguards

Hygienic Equipment
Your Employees

DENNISTEE]

Made in Canada

STEEL LAVATORY PARTITIONS

are the only safe equipment for factories,
and industrial plants — non absorbent,
easy to keep clean, without cracks or
crevices—nothing equals them from a
hygienic standpoint.
non-markable.

Also fireproof and

Write for Folders

HALIFAX THE DENNIS WIRE AND IRON HAMILTON
MONTREAL WoRrks Co.LimiTeED (‘;V:f:"’ic
OTTAWA LonNDON ARY
TORONTO CANADA . VANCOUVER
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ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

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

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

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

Full Commercial Course, Music, Art, Vocational Domestic Science, Physical
Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball, Hockey, Swimming.

Write for Prospectus
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, President. MISS FLORENCE H. M. NEELANDS, B.A, Princi’.‘

35 .z. AR
e Pt

DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL SERVICE.

ROYAL [NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA

The Royal Naval College is established for the purpose of impart.
ing a complete education in Naval Seience.

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 abilit
to obey and take charge, a high sense of honour, both physical ang
mental, a good grounding in Science, Engineering, Mathematies, 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 Vietoria, B.C.

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

Ottawa, February, 1920.
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ighop Strachan School
@ ollege Heights + Boronfo
A Uhurch g{esifhrxtt(;z}_[ lzxm‘r Day School

Established over Fifty Years.

All Departments from Kindergarten to University
Matriculation,

For Calendar apply to the Bursar,

B A
| Glen dADawr
&
: L651 SPADINA AVENUE.TORONTO

wwsResidential and Day'School for Girls a
Principal-MISS J. J. STUART

(Successor to Miss Veals )

Classical Tripos,Cambridge Univ ersity, England,
<arge well-ventilated house, pleasantly situated.
Highly qualitied staff of Canadian und European
teachers, The curriculum shows close teuch
with modern thought and education. Prepara-
tion for matriculation examinations, Special
. attention given to individual needs.  OQutdoor
games,
School Re-opens September 16th,
New Prospectus from Miss Stuart.

Bishop's College School

Lennoxville - - P- Q-
PRINCIPAL: J. TYSON WILLIAMS, B.A., EMMANUEL COLLEGE,
CAMBRIDGE.

Well-known Boarding School for Boys. Preparation for Universities,
R.M.C., Kingston, or for business life. Separate Preparatory School.

The first group of the extensive new buildings was formally opened by
His Excellency the Governor-General on June 27, 1918.

For illustrated calendar and information apply to J. Tyson Williams, B.A.,
Principal.




Physical Training,

- Manual Training,
Head Master: Swimming, Rinks,

C. S. Fosbery, M.A. Tennis Courts,
Riding, Drawing,

Preparatory, e

Junior and Senior Successes 19199—R.M C.
3rd, 1 1th, 16th, 19th,25th,
Departments. MO NTR EAL 30th, places. Royal Can-

adian Navy, 5th. place.

7777
[SANN

ASHBURY COLLEGE Rockcliffe Park, Ottawa

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS
Beautiful situation. Modern Fireproof Buildings. Ten acres playing-fields.
Special preparation for R. M. C. and R. N. C.

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

OTTAWA LADIES’ COLLEGE

New Fireproof Building

Academic work up to the first year University. Seven successful applicants for matriculation last term
without failure in any subject. Music, Art and Handicraft, Household Arts, Physical Culture, Ete.
Ample grounds, The Capital offers exceptional advantages.

For Calendar apply to J. W. H. MILNE, B.A., D.D., President

St. Elndrew’s College

A Residential and Day School FOR BOYS
coronto UPPER SCHOOL LOWER SCHOOL ¢anaba
Calkoins Boys prepared for Universities, Royal Military College and Business
Sent on Autumn Term commences on September 14th, 1920.
Application, REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A,, LL.D. - - Headmaster,

13 OVENDEN” Private R::::.i,‘los::f" o

The school stands in an ideal position on Kempenfeldt Bay. Limited numbers,
Scholarship Matriculation, Solo Singing, Music, Art, Conversational Fre

emphasised. Health record excellent. Riding, Tennis, Basketball, Ski_ind'
Skating, cte. Miss E. M. Elgood, Miss E. J. Ingram, Mlle Shopoff. 0.

KFOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO PRINCIPALS
—_—

may make life miserable for your child, or for one of your family or friends. If it does, you owe
it to the sufferer to investigate the successful ARNOTT methods of permanently overcoming
these disturbing impediments. We will gladly give you full particulars and references.

: Successful pupils everywhere.

THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE, Kitchener, Ontario, Canada

j STAMMERING or STUTTERING

B
The Margaret Eaton School of Literature and Erpression
North Street, Toronto. - . Mrs. George Nasmith, Principal

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

Send for Calendar
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HOME
STUDY

Arts Courses only

SUMMER

SCHOOL
July and August

QUEEN’S
UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON, ONTARIO
ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE

SCHOOL OF MINING

MINING
CHEMICAL MECHANICAL
CIVIL ELECTRICAL
ENGINEERING

GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar,

Builders of the
Mutual

“In no ome thing has the Mutual
of Canada been more blessed than
in having its destinies directed by
men whose single-mindedness and
honesty of purpose have mever been
excelled,”—Hume Cromyn, M.P.

The exceptional ability of the
builders of the Mutual is shown
in the results of their work—a
Company established upon anun-
shakeable financial basis having
a membership of about 70,000;
assets of $38,000,000 and assur-
ances in force of $170,000,000.

Among those men whose eof-
forts helped in the building of
the Mutual was the late William
Hendry, who joined the com-
pany in 1870. With him were
associated others of like
energy and consecration who
gave the Company its noble
traditions which are being
followed to-day.

»Mutual Life

of Canada

Waterloo-Ontario
106

ranksomehalle

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Hon. Principal, - Miss M. T. Scorr
Principal, Mi1ss Eprta M, READ, M.A.

Pass and Honor Matriculation, French House,
Art, I.\Iusigr. Domestic Science, Special Course
in Dietetics, Large Play-grounds, Outdoor
Games. Primary School for Day Pupils.
School re-cpens September 15th.
For Prospectus apply to the Principal

- SHAW’S
SCHOOLS

/ ok Toronto

Offer High Grade Courses in all Commer-
;al Subjects which lead to every Canadian

Eommercial Examination. Our Secretarial
Course is popular with Matriculants.

Free catalogue mailed on request.

w. H. Shaw, Pres. - 395 Yonge Street.

School Art Teachers

desiring a good quality reliable
PAINT BOX

either for
PUBLIC or COLLEGIATE
WRITE FOR SAMPLE BOX

ARTISTS’ SUPPLY CO.
77 York St. Toronto
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0O-DAY you may be well off.

In twenty years you may have
very little. To-day you can give
your children all they want. By
opening trust accounts in their
names in the Bank of Hamilton
and depositing money which

. ‘\' ,':fft,'/p

‘N‘\f’r" d you can very well save now,
TORONTO ¢ :
OFFICE you will also be able to safe

guard their future.

BANK OF HAMILTON

MAIN TORONTO OFFICE, 65 Yonge St.
G. H. HODGETTS, Acting Manager

A Vacation Hint

When you go on your vacation
don’t leave your valuables—
jewellery, plate, documents,
Victory Bonds, securities, ete.—
lying at home, especially if the
house is to be closed. Store
them in our Safety Deposit and
Storage Vaults where they will
be absolutely secure ai;ains{
burglary, loss by fire, ete.

Safety Deposit Boxes from
$8.00 per year and up. Storage
Vaults Rental according to
space occupied.

On being notified, an officer
will call at your home with
automobile to bring your goods
down to our vaults.

Entrance to Safety Deposit Vaults.

—The—

Toronto General Trusts Corporation
Head Office: Cor. Bay and Melinda Streets, Toronto
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Washing after every wearing
saves Silk Underthings

Half the charm of silken things lies in keeping them fresh and sweet.
Moreover perspiration discolors and shortens thejr life. 'Why not wash
them after every wearing? It’s delightfully simple. Use the pure
gentle, cleansing LUX suds. Make Just a bowlful, anywhere, any time.
Just dip them up and down—press out the water—rinse—iron with a
warm iron—and it’s done. LUX will hurt no fabric that pure water
may touch. Sold at all grocers and departmental stores,

How to wash a silk garment.

Use a tablespoonful of Lux to a gallon of water, Dissolve in boiling or very
hot water and whisk into a thick, ereamy lather, Add cold water until luke-
warm. Dip your garment through the Lux suds many times. Work it about,
gently squeezing the suds through the soiled parts but do not rub! Rinse in
three waters—clear and also lukewarm. Press the water out—but do not wring.
Dry in the shade and when nearly dry press on the wrong side with a warm
iron—never a hot one. Press crepes from side to side and stretch a very little
as you press. They will look just like new!

LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED, TORONTO
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Beecham’s Pills are a happy combina-
tion of remedial ingredients which has proved
an unqualified success. They are the safest,
surest, most efficient digestive remedy possible to
produce. They quickly relieve dyspepsia, bilous-
ness, disordered liver, constipation and impurities
of the blood. No sufferer from these ailments
who may not treat himself in a perfectly safe,
natural and economic manner, to the full estab-
lishment of his health and vigor by taking

-
=

“The largest sale of
any medicine in

the world” &3
~ Nature’s way ought always to be con-
sidered by those who are suffering from any

form of ill health. But nature cannot perform
the impossible. She is often impeded in her work
by difficulties that can only be removed by scientific
treatment. The choice of this treatment is a very
serious matter. In case of trouble connected Witl;
the liver, stomach and bowels, Beecham’s Pillg

ASSHST NATURIE RALLY

Sold everywhere in Canada nd 50 cengs

.
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SOME YOUNG IMMORTALS

BY NELLIE SPENCE

HAVE just come upon
a group picture of some
sixteen boys in cadet
uniform—winners of a
prize in a military tour-
nament in the spring of
1914, shortly before the War. They
are arranged in two rows, thosg in
front kneeling, with rifles in position ;
those in the rear standing. .Before
them, on a little pedestal, is the
Trophy which they won. Behind them
are three of the Masters of the Second-
ary School to which they belonged.
The picture, I remember, was
- brought to me some time during the
progress of the War, with the sugges-
tion that I should use it as the basis of
a little “write-up”, as all t}_lese lads
—with one possible exception—had
joined the Colours and gone overseas.
‘All these boys I knew personally; of
some, it is true, my knowlt_e‘dge was
limited to the class-room, while others
1 knew both in and out of schogl. Bpt
the suggested “write-up” remained in
abeyance, chiefly because I ff:lt that
it would be all out of proportion, see-
ing that in some cases my information
was so seanty, and in others so com-
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plete. I put the picture away in a
drawer, and there it lay. '

Now the War is a thing of the past,
and nobody wants to hear any more
about it. Perhaps that is why, from a
spirit of contrariety, I am now moved
to write of these boys. This post bel-
lum indifference is unworthy of us; we
who sang such lusty war Processionals
should chant our Recessionals with as
deep a fervour—“lest we forget, lest
we forget”. As I look into the young
faces in the picture (their ages ranged
from fifteen to eighteen), and remem-
ber what they did and how they suf-
fered in the Great War, and especi-
ally when I note that seven out of the
sixteen gave up their lives, I feel that
such lads and such deeds should not
be lightly forgotten; that all sorts of
reminders by voice and pen and aet
should be forthcoming. And so, even
thus late in the day, I want to speak
of these young soldiers, one by one, as
I knew them; and in particular of
those who are now only a memory—a
memory that should be kept forever
green. I shall take them one by one,
from left to right, beginning with
the back row.
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Willard, the first boy (“Bill” the
other hoys preferred to call him),
joined the Air Force immediately on
receipt of the news that his brother
Harry was missing. Harry was last
heard from just before the Battle of
Vimy Ridge in the spring of 1917.
He had often written of his “little
+ fighting seout” which travelled ninety
miles an hour. “My little ’bus only
carries one,” he wrote in one letter.
“I have to fly her and work my ma-
chine-gun at the same time, and it
needs all the hands you have got in a
serap. She is designed for fighting
only, so that my duties consist in sit-
ting a couple of miles up in the air
over the lines, ready to swoop down on
Mr. Hun if he tries to come over. It
is awfully lonely up there and mighty
cold, and one is not sorry to get down
again after a couple of hours.”

In that “little figchting ’bus” Harry
crossed the lines on reconnaissance
work before the Spring Push of 1917,
and nothing was ever heard of him af-
terwards; only a little packet, long
months later, was sent home to his
mother—a little packet that told its
own sad tale.

Meantime Willard had gone over,
too. Xow often during the War was
one reminded of the story of the two
immortal Gracchi—the younger not
daunted, but rather impelled, by the
death of his elder brother, to follow
that brother’s example and share that
brother’s fate! And just a year after
Harry’s tragic death the same mess-
age—"“Missing”—came of Willard. He
was last seen surrounded by hostile
aircraft—the rest of the story can be
easily guessed! As yet no other word
has come; and not even a little tell-
tale packet of personal belongings.
But the mother of these two brave
lads—and she has no other sons—still
“carries on” with the calm courage
that ever marked the mothers of sol-
dier-sons and that goes far to explain
the heroism which has been the birth-
right of these sons.

Of Russell, the second boy in the
picture, I can say little. I remember
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him as a particularly happy, carefree
lad in the matriculation class, one to
whom both work and play had a pro-
per relish, and who, when the War
came, “joined up” without hesitation.
I ean see him now, on the day he visit-
ed the school to say good-bye, standing
in the hall, surrounded by his class-
mates, laughing and joking, perhaps
to hide the sadness of farewell. His
military career was tragically short,
Following hard upon a letter in which
he said his battery (he was bombar-
dier) was located where the shells
were wildly fiying, came the despateh,
“Killed in Action”. And so he gave
his glad young life away in the grim
old war. That is a beautiful faney—
and why may it not be a beautiful
fact?—in Katharine Tynan’s “New
Heaven”, where she says that

“Paradise now is the soldier’s land,

Their own country its shining sod;
Comrades all in a merry band;

And the young Knights’ laughter pleaseth
God'?7

Of Heber, the third boy, I have
a different tale to tell. For Heber has
come home, unscarred by battle but
decorated for bravery, having won
the Croix de Guerre, with Silver Star,
Heber will always be remembered in
the annals of the school for his ath-
letic “stunts” in the sports—he estab-
lished marvellous new records for
hundred-yard dashes and running
broad jumps. Nevertheless, he was
pronounced medically unfit for mili-
tary service, and it was only by a dar-
ing piece of strategy and a tactical
“coup” (which I am under bonds not
to reveal) that he suceeeded in getting
overseas. “But he will never get to
France,” confidently said those who
knew him well.

“You’ll see!” said those who knew
him better.

And soon came the word that Heber
was in France, and in a combatant
unit, too—infantry, at that. When
one thinks of the way in which some
boys (and more men) evaded militar
service, and the way in which others
achieved military service, one is lost

-,
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in wonder at the contrasts which life
affords ; and one doubts the conelusion
of the modern novelists who say that
humanity presents not black and
white but only a neutral drab or gray.
A study of the military situation un-
der the voluntary system, and even
under conseription, is rather a refuta-
tion of this theory of life and char-
acter. Perhaps Sir Walter and the
other old-timers were right, after all.
Lieonard, the next boy, near-sighted
and spectacled even in childhood, and
of rather delicate pysique, is another
example of the “Will-to-Do” which
scorns obstacles. But a letter from
Shorneliffe speaks with disgust of his
slim chances of getting to France, and
of the tedium of his work as an in-
struetor in bayonet-fighting and phys-
ical training. He seemed almost en-
vious of the militant and muscular
English women omnibus conductors,
and deseribed the summary way in
which they pushed mere men off the
steps when the ’bus was full enough.
It was with considerable surprise that
I received a little later a letter from
France—Leonard had  “arrived”
somehow or other. He was with the
(Canadian Cavalry Brigade under
(General Seeley, and was afterwards
transferred to the Artillery. He, too,
has come home, safe and sound; he
and boys like him will help to build up
the New Canada of the greater days
be.
% And now we come to Howard and
George. For, really, I cannot speak
of these boys separately, they were so
inseparable as schoolboys. Rather, I
should take the trio, for on the other
side of George in the picture stands
Douglas, another close friend. George
and Douglas came from the same little
town at the mouth of the Credit River,
and, like other Lake Shore boys,
brought with them to the school a cer-
tain individuality and virility—like a
breath of fresh country air invading
ihe confines of the city. Howard was
a Torontonian, but a lover of lake and
stream and woodland; not a real city
boy at heart. In the summer of 1915

George and Douglas were in camp at
Niagara together, sharing the same
tent. Douglas got overseas first, in
September, 1915, being one of five of.
ficers sent over with five drafts (Doug
las was seventeen at the time). Mean-
time Howard joined the Colours, and
he and George were in the same unit,
George having been promoted to Cap-
tain’s rank, Howard serving under
him as Lieutenant. It was not till
the spring of 1916 that they crossed
the sea. In England their battalion
was broken up, and presently they
found themselves in France with an-
other unit, George having reverted to
lieutenant’s rank to go with his “pal”,
The first Battle of the Somme was
their initiation into actual warfare,
Then came the long, hard winter in
the trenches, followed by the Spring
Push of 1917.

“What did you think of the first
phase of ‘The Big Push’1” asks George
in a letter dated April 18. “It was
the most wonderful sight I ever hope
to see. Our chaps advanced behind
their artillery barrage just as we did
when practising for it miles behind
the lines. We commenced the attack
at 5.30 a.m. and at 12 noon all our
objectives were gained and we had
successfully ‘pulled off’ the biggest in-
fantry advance yet made in the war.

“Poor old Howard acquired a dirty
crack on the head shortly after we
left our own parapet. I didn’t see
him get hit and have not heard from
him since; but, knowing that he is
safely wounded and probably in
‘Blighty’ by now, I am quite content.
He was first reported to me as being
killed, which news naturally was not
the best thing for one after an attack.
But cheer up, all is well now, and if
our Corps is ever relieved, I shall see
him when in England on leave. You
see I still hope for it.”

But poor George was destined
never to see England or his friend
again,

Howard, after a hard fight for life
and a long convalescence, came home
to Canada at last, and was welcomed
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almost as one risen from the dead.
But it was not the l‘aughing,. inex-
perienced ‘boy who returned; in his
place came a mature and thoughtful
man. Life could not be the same to
him after the loss of his best friend;
in fact, life can never again be the
same to any of us who knew and loved
George well—and to know him was to
love him well.

As he stands in the picture between
Howard and Douglas, I cannot help
comparing him with the boy—or
rather the man—who appears in a
later picture I have of him. What a
change those few years made! Yet it
is the boy of the group picture that
comes back to me now, as I think of
the days before the War. Well T re-
member the first year of my acquain-
tance with him. I had announced, as
was my wont, that any pupils who
were unable to prepare the work as-
signed each day for the class had only
to see me before nine o’clock in the
morning and state their case; other-
wise they were liable to be detained
half an hour after school. Even as
I spoke the words, I fancied I de-
tected a curious look in the eyes of a
fair-haired, rosy-cheeked, English-
looking lad sitting towards the back of
the room; and I was not surprised
when the next morning, at precisely
two minutes to nine, he burst breath-
lessly into my eclass-room and ex-
plained (he had a quick, staccato way
of speaking that rather amused me at
first) that he was “most awfully
sorry” that he hadn’t his work pre-
pared for the day; but he had had
trouble with the car going home (he
used to motor in from the Credit ev-
ery morning and “park” his car in the
school grounds), and it had taken him
a good part of the evening repairing it,
Gravely I accepted the explanation,
with a word of caution as to the use of
double superlatives and the impor-
tance of precision of dietion. In the
course of a day or two I examined
the car standing on the campus, and
came to the conclusion that it might
well serve as the peg to hang many an
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excuse upon—it was a much-used and
much-abused Ford, with, however,
long life in its old frame yet.

But I was scarcely prepared for
what followed. Morning after morn-
ing (not every morning, but so fre-
quently that I missed him when he
did not come), a roguish boy would
rush into my room at precisely two
minutes to nine, and, after a hurried
“Good Morning!” (he never forgot
that), would exclaim in a breathless
staceato :

“I’'m most awfully sorry, but I
hadn’t time to polish off Alexander the
Great last night. The car——"’

I never could cure him of his ten-
dency to the double superlative, and
his fondness for racy figures of
speech; and so, with occasionaj
changes of metaphor and variations as
to the personality of Alexander, the
familiar tale was repeated. Of course
it was most unpedagogical of me tqo
accept the excuse day after day, but
it was really very pleasant to have
those morning calls from that happy-
faced boy. Besides, I had no fear
about that boy’s really neglecting his
work or failing at examinations; he
was not the boy to shirk any duty, he
was too much the gentleman to be in-
attentive in class, and he was quick
and clever in every way. He was only
trying a little experiment on me ang
was wondering how long it could be
kept up. Sometimes, indeed, as if he
thought it not quite fair that he
should always get off scot-free ang
other boys be detained, he would faj]
to turn up in the morning and would
make some shocking mistake in the
course of the lesson; then he woulg
come to my room at the close of the
day and give Alexander a most beay-
tiful polish under my personal Super-
vision.

At last, one morning, after I h
listened once-more to the oft-told tale
of the car and its vicissitudes, I pe.
marked :

“This has been a most interest
serial, George, but don’t you think
that everything has happened to thag
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car that ought to happen to any self-
respecting vehicle? Suppose we be-
gin on a new story to-morrow.”

George smiled (and George’s smile
was a tonic that helped cne through
a weary day), and withdrew without
comment. :

I should have been sadly disap-
pointed if my boy had not come next
morning; but I knew that he would
come—knew that he would accept my
challenge. And surely enough, at
precisely two minutes to nine, he
dashed breathlessly into my class-
room.

“I’m most awfully sorry, but I
hadn’t time to polish off Alexander
the Great last night. They're getting
up a church entertainment at the
Credit, and I had to be at a rehearsal.”
And before I could recover breath, he

one.
waéVﬁo wouldn’t love a boy like that?

He was absolutely irresistible, and
everybody loved him. He was so
gunny, so full of fun (“never was
known to have a grouch”, the other
boys said), and such a wonderful ath-
lete! Never had we such a Cadet
Corps as when he was Captain, never
such a Rugby Team as when he led it
to vietory. I can see him now, mak-
ing one of his beautiful runs down the
field; and, again, at the close of a
glorious game, borne high upon the
shoulders of the other boys after the
mannes of the old chieftains raised
upon the shields of their followers.
And—most marvellous of all—he re-
mained quite unspoiled by his popu-
larity, and unspoiled by his military

e.
thn& this splendid young life is over

h, the pity of it all!

—21£ seenrl)s any the other day,” they
‘told me once at the manse, “that
George used to come tapping at the
door to ask, ‘Please may Wallie come
out and play? His home was a mile
or two up the river, anq’ he oftgn came
down to the village,_ 1_'1d1ng l_us l}t'c_le
Shetland pony or driving behind it in
a little eart. And in hls_ home at
«“Phornwood” they have a picture of a

A

chubby little boy mounted on that
Shetland pony. And, in a moment,
as it were, the chubby little boy shot
into manhood and was off to the War.

My last picture of George is as he
stood on the landing outside my
little flat. It was the night before

_he left for overseas, and he and How-

ard had come in to say good-bye. As
they went downstairs, George turned
at the landing to call back something,
and I can see him clearly, as he stood
there for a moment, flushed and smil
ing, then ran lightly down the steps.
Those lines which Wilfrid Gibson
wrote of Rupert Brooke often come
to me when 1 recall this last picture
of George:

“He’s gone!

I do not understand;

But as he turned to g0,

And waved his hand,

In his young eyes a sudden glory shone,

And T was dazzled by a sunset-glow,
And he was gone!”

George was wounded at Vimy, and,
as a brother-officer wrote, could easily
have gone to “Blighty”; but that was
not George’s way., He had to carry
on. He only went to the Transport
lines for a few days’ rest.

To continue the story in the words
of the brother-officer :

“We began to prepare for the third
of May show. George was told that
he would not be in it, but, although
his previous wound was not yvet
healed, he accompanied us up to the
trenches on the first of May. He was
too fond of work, and nobody with
any authority tried to make him stay
back. . .. Well, night came on, and
about twelve o’clock the battalion
moved up to within five hundred
yards of the German lines, and com-
menced to dig in. It was moonlight
and Fritz saw us, and between twelve
and 3.45 am. he laid his barrage on
top of us twice. *T'was a wonder we
survived that, but our men had made
the most of their time and were pretty
well dug in, so we came off very well.
Then Zero hour came—the hour, A
few minutes before that time I went

VRO

S



184

over to George and shook hands with
him. We wished each other luck, ete.,
and I returned to my men. That was
the last I saw of George. He was on
the right flank, the position of honour,
by the way. I was on the left. I will
not attempt to deseribe that show
otherwise than to say, I wonder how
any one lived.

“I have made many friends, but I
have never met one whom I liked and
admired as much as George. Ie was
absolutely the best in every way, phy-
sically as well as morally. I don’t
believe he ever did a wrong thing.”

In this 3rd of May “show”—the
Battle of Fresnoy—George was se-
verely wounded. Two days later, his
twenty-first birthday, he was brought
into hospital, and it was soon found
that a Jeg had to be amputated. He
might have survived this, but it was
discovered that the wound received at
Vimy a month before—in the apex of
the lung—had not healed. He was,
moreover, weak from loss of blcod and
exhausted by the prolonged strain.
What is popularly known as “gallop-
ing consumption” set in, and, after
six weeks of suffering, he died.

“To what purpose was this waste 9”
was the text upon which one of To-
ronto’s most eloquent preachers de-
livered a war sermon just about that
time. To what purpose, indeed? If
only some definite, satisfactory ans-
wer were forthcoming to the sad
question ? Perhaps there is, behind the
sacrifice of so much of our splendid
young manhood, some infinite pur-
pose, some sublime good, that we know
not, of ; perhaps “the red, sweet wine
of youth” has not been poured out in
vain so prodigally. But to our finite
understandings the only consolation is
the thought that these lads who died
before their time shall at any rate not
grow old,

" “Or tired on any dawning morrow,

Nor ever change, or feel the clutches,

Of wither’d Time on his old crutches,
Nor fear the wild gray osprey, Sorrow !”

Lo [ said before, Douglas went
overseas some six months before
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George and Howard. Cheery letters
came from him during the fall and
early winter describing life at the
training-camps, impressions of old
London, and visits to relatives up in
the heart of the Highlands. By this
time the British Government had be-
come seized of the importance of ma-
chine-guns, and early in February,
1916, came a letter from Douglas, an-
nouncing his arrival in France as an
officer in the 4th Brigade Machine
Gun Company. His earlier letters
speak of the Colt gun, his later of the
Vickers, which superseded the Colt.
After a tour or two at the front Doug-
las was sent to take a special course
of instruction on the Vickers at a
machine-gun ' school near Boulogne,
“It is a great thing, the machine.
gun,” he writes. “There is something
fascinating about pressing the thumb.
piece and hearing it rattling off five
hundred shots a minute.” Later on
when he returned to the Front, hé
spoke of the activity of the German
machine-guns, but added cheerily .
“We retaliate, and in five nights xﬁy
section fired over 1400 rounds. They
never serimp us for ammunition
now.”

Writing in the late summer of 1916
he speaks hopefully of the chances of
peace. “If the war continues, two or
three more tuurs will bring us to win.
ter again. I don’t much want to gee
another winter here. I saw enough
of last winter to suit me.”

How often the hope deferred
maketh the heart siclg must have lfg:;
the.egperience of the gallant, uncom.
plaining lads, as they passed through
gampaigp after campaign, now gain-
ing a little ground, now losing it
again! What an endless see-saw it
must have seemed to them!

Shortly before Christmas, 1916
Douglas came home on furlough. He
had been wounded at Courcelette
and, indeed, officially reported: miss.
ing. The latter cable had been for-
tunately followed closely by one from
Douglas himself: “Report missing a]}
rot!” But he appeared pale and worn

? ?
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when I saw him a day or two after
he reached home, and there was a
look in his eyes that I did not like—
the look of one who had seen unutter-
able things. It was not fear—the
heart of the Douglas ecould know no
fear—but a sort of horror, the horror
of being brought face to face with the
unspeakable awfulness of modern
war. In a few months, however, he
went back to it all, though the going
back must have tried even his forti-
tude sorely. Then, at Fresnoy, he
was again wounded, this time very se-
verely, losing an eye and being other-
wise injured. S ;

“At any rate Duggie will be out of
it now,” was the consoling thought
that came to all of us, and glad we
were to see the scarred ‘young veteran
when he got back in the late summer
of 1917. He had been decorated by
the King, and his Majesty had in-
quired very specially about his injur-
ies and most of all about the loss of
his eye. Douglas was quite _cheerful
over that loss, only remarking that
he wouldn’t go back to College now,
he would go straight into business.

A year later—it seemed the cruelest
thing, the meanest irony of fate—he
was struck down by influenza and
pneumonia. His reserve power had
been used up in the war and he had
not the strength to combat the double
disease.

“If it were not for his nights, he
might pull through,” said the physi-
cian. But in the ‘delirium of pneu-
monia he was back in France and
Flanders, fichting all his battles over

in. It was too much, and in Oec-
tober of 1918, just as the War was
being fought to a finish overseas, the
battle of life ended for Douglas, and
Death, the victor, claimed his own.

Death, the victor? No, one really
cannot believe it in the case of a boy
like Douglas. Some one has said that
it is the poverty of our lives that
makes faith in immortality difficult.
That is very true, but, contrariwise,
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the richness and promise of some lives
makes faith in immortality easy. And
8o, to any one who knew and loved
Douglas—and the sunny warmth of
his disposition and the frank manli-
ness of his character endeared him to
many—he, being dead, yet liveth.
And T like to think that when I, too,
shall go over Life’s parapet and steal
across the silent No Man’s Land of
death to the Great Objective that lies
beyond, there will be waiting at least
one loyal lad to greet me with out-
stretched hand and cheery word of
welcome, for he is of the stuff that
does not alter or forget in this world
or in the next.

Of Bruce, the last boy in the back
row of the picture, I can say very
little. He was only a short time in
one of my classes, and he left school
about the time the war broke out. He
went overseas with the Buffs, but was
with Col. Harbottle and his famous
“Six Bits” battalion during those last
Hundred Days of the war. He came
out unwounded, indeed, but utterly
exhausted. For bravery on the field
he received the Military Cross, and
he is now back in Canada, not yet
quite restored to mormal health and
strength, but in a fair way, I thought
when I saw him last, to make a com-
plete recovery, Wonderful, indeed,
is the recuperative power of youth.

Glancing at the kneeling boys in
the front row of the picture, one noti-
ces that the first boy on the left is
looking straight in the direction to-
wards which his rifle is pointing; the
other boys seem to be looking straight
at the camera. Of Alan, this first
boy, I have written elsewhere in some
detail,* so I will say little of him here.
A son of the manse, he was one of
three brothers who went to the War
and one of two who fell. He erossed
the ocean early in 1916, and saw some
of the fighting at the Somme in the
summer and autumn of that year, In
the spring of 1917 he was home on
sick leave for three months, but pe.

*“The Schoolboy in the War”, published in The Canadian Magazine in January,

1919,
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turned to France in the sumimer.
Though he escaped the fighting at
Vimy and Lens, he went through the
horror of Passchendaele, and the
greater horror of the campaign of
1918—that final phase of the War.
My last letters from him speak with
pride of the advance, with sadness
of the price paid in human life. One
by one his pals fell about him, until
at last, after Bourlon Wood, he was
the only original officer left of his
battalion at the Front. Then, as I
have heard from two comrades to
whom he spoke quite freely, he had a
premonition that his own fate was
near at hand. And on September
30th, in the great Battle of Cambrai,
in which he, a lad of only twenty, was
acting Second-in-Command, he was
killed. In his death I seemed to feel
not only his loss (great as that was,
for he was a lad after my own heart),
but, in a sort of cumulative way, all
the losses that had come before to
our little circle—it was a culmination
of sorrow and tragedy.

The next two boys, Basil and Ray-
mond, were brothers as well as com-
rades-in-arms. They were American
lads, hailing from Boston. But their
forbears came from Nova Secotia—
old Acadie—and it was as much, I
fancy, the call of La Belle France as
of Mother England that they heard
and promptly answered. Raymond
was twenty, Basil eighteen, when they
Jjoined the Colours. Raymond was a
brilliant lad at school, and he used
to contribute much to the interest and
not a little to the gaiety of our his-
tory classes, rising often to a point of
order, very respectfully but insis.
tently, when controversial topies, like
the American Revolutionary War or
the War of 1812, were under discus-
sion—he was never, I know, quite
satisfied with our version of the Sara-
toga incident. But the War came,
and lo! our Yankee boy was British
of the British. He and Basil joined
the “American Legion”, and they
chafed at the long delay here and in
England. At last they reached

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

France, having been transferred to a
Canadian unit. “I am an old soldier
now,” Raymond writes. “I have been
in France nearly three weeks.” That
was in May, 1917. In June he was
killed ; he was leading his platoon into
action for the third time at La Con-
lette when he fell. On Dominion Day
our Yankee lad was laid to rest at
Villers-au-Bois.

The official news of his death was
late in coming, but a cryptic message
from Basil brought the tidings to his
people. Basil was not permitted to
send word in plain English, but the
meaning of his cable, “Be brave—he
was brave to the end”, was only too
clear.

Just about that time I happened to
be reading John Buchan’s description
of the death of another Raymond—
Raymond Asquith—and I could not
help applying his words to this dear
Raymond of ours: “He loved his
youth, and his youth has become
eternal. Debonnair and brilliant and
brave, he is now a part of that im-
mortal England which knows not
age or weariness or defeat.”

Basil (better known as “Buster” by
the boys) “carried on” as best he could
without his elder brother. Wounded
at Passchendaele, he came home at
Christmas on leave. He might have
stayed; in fact, he was assigned to
“light duty” here indefinitely ; but he
refused the “bomb-proof Job”,  «1g
it had been Ray,” he said when spoken
to on the subject, “he would have
gone back, and I must go. Besides, ag
& figure it out, évery man undep
thirty-five who is physically fit, ought
to be over there.” T eould not Help
thinkipg what a pity it was that such
proficiency in moral arithmetie, such
a clear figuring of it out, was not
more general. And I recall a day in
the early spring of 1918, when I stood
with a few others on the platform
of a suburban railway-station and
caught a last smile and wave of the
hand from the brave lag as he stood
in f;he rear vestibule of the receding
train which was bearing lim back to
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the War. Going out the first time, as
all the boys said, was just a great
adventure ; but going back again was
a very different story. What it must
have been to this boy who went the
first time with the support and eom-
panionship of his older brother, and
went back alone, one can only vaguely
imagine.

“Stay in England if you are oﬂ"er.'ed
a Depot job”, some of us urged him.
“Don’t try to get back to France.
Think of your mother—and of Ray-
mond.”

“Yes, I'll stay in England for
Mother’s sake,” he answered, “unless
T am needed in France.”

But of course he was needed in
France, as we might have known
would be the case. There was dire
need of the boys of the good old bull-
dog breed just then in that lonely
salient where the sons of Canada were
“standing to” for so long, while the
tide of battle surged around them. So
we were not surprised when word
soon came that Basil had rejoined his
battalion in France—it was then just
a year after Raymond’s death. He
had figured out the problem of duty to
a clear and heroic solution, and
stepped once again on French soil
in the hour of deadliest peril. The
Germans had made their last and most
wonderful drive, reconquering in a
week (was it not?) the ground that
our armies had gained in a long sum-
mer’s campaign. : :

Then came the miracle—the right-
about—the advance. Then the Can-

-adian Corps, used as a spearhead (how
familiar became that metaphor!) won
imperishable fame. What is it that
Ludendorff himself confesses about
that black day—the eighth of Augqst
—and succeeding days? But, alas! in
that last phase—those Hundred Days
—we lost as many men as during all
the war down to this time. Thg, one
little Secondary Sphool of which 1
write lost eighty-six boys (of some
five hundred who went to t}.le war),
and nearly half of these eighty-six
were killed during those last three
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months. And the same, I faney, is
true of every little unit, and of the
whole Canadian Corps. The price of
victory was high, indeed !

On one of those days of fiercest
fighting Basil was badly wounded.
For hours he lay out in the open, un-
able to move, expecting each minute
that another machine-gun bullet
would come his way and complete the
work of the one that had laid him low.
A sergeant erawling to his help was
killed. Rescue was impossible until
nightfall. Then he was brought in,
more dead than alive; and, by sheer
force of will-power, 1 believe, he fin-
ally recovered. “You have no busi.
ness to be alive, you know,” said his
physician.  “By all the rules you
ought to have died.”

But instead of the sturdy boy who
had merited the name of “Buster”,
there came back to Canada a pale and
badly-shaken and much older-grown
man. A few months, however, and he
began to be himself again; even his
galety returned, mingled, as I ima-
gine it always will be henceforth. with
a gravity born of tragic experiences
and fateful days,

Of the next boy, Morton, I dare
not say much. When he won a Mili-
tary Medal and the inevitable press-
item appeared, Morton served notice
upon two or three of us who, he sus-
pected, might have been responsible,
threatening to cut us off with field
postcards if we ever gave out any in-
formation whatsoever about him. So,
though I have some good stories of
his exploits as a runner, and one par-
ticularly racy story of an early morn-
Ing surprise party across No Man’s
Land to the German lines (it was
here, I think, that he won a Bar to
that Medal), and another story telling
of the attack on Regina Trench in
October of 1916 (a story of wuncut
wires and consequent tragedy—a story
of twenty-four hours that seemed
twenty-four years—Morton making,
as runner, innumerable trips between
the line and headquarters, nevep stop-
ping going one way or the other—he
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was the only runner left at the last—
I must leave the story untold. I have
often thought, anyway, apropos of
Hawthorne’s “Twice-Told Tales”, that
a series of “Half-Told Tales” also
might be interesting. Just a sugges-
tion or two—Ilet the reader do the rest.

Morton came through a thousand
adventures and escapes, and he lives
—Dbut not to tell the tale. He is re-
ticence itself, and what information
1 have, though authentic, is not from
him. It is amazing how all the boys,
indeed, while communicative enough
regarding the heroic deeds of others,
preserve a sphinx-like silence about
their own. I trust, however, that
Morton and the others will forgive me
for setting down what I have done.
I have really left a great deal un-
said.

Jack, the next boy in the picture,
left school in the summer of 1915,
and I somehow lost sight of him. He
had always been a reserved and diffi-
dent lad, and, when he donned his
uniform, he did not go calling upon
all his friends in consequence. He
just slipped away quietly, and my first
intimation that he was overseas was
almost immediately followed by the
news of his death. He had not quite
finished his training in England—he
was in the Air Force—when one of
those accidents that were unfortun-
ately so common and so often fatal in
that branch of the service terminated
his military career. One can be thank-
ful, at any rate, that he did not see
active service. Though he would have
been, I am sure, one of the bravest
of the brave, yet the horrors of actual
fighting would have been worse to a
lad of his quiet and sensitive disposi-
tion than to boys of a more assertive
and bellicose nature. Worthy of as
much honour are those who died with-
out entering the fray as are those who
fell in the thick of battle. As Helen
Gray Cone says, in her little poem,
“On the Death of an Untried Soldier”,

“He died in armour, died with lance at rest,
The trumpet had not sounded for the
charge;

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

Yet shall his guerdon of golden fame be
large,
For he was ready, he had met the test.

“No sacrifice is more complete and clean
Than that in the locked soul secret and
still;
Take for a visible deed the perfect will;
Crown with sad pride the accomplishment
unseen.

“Hang his bright arms undinted on the wall,
In all brave colours whereto his dreams
aspired;
Blazon his blank shield as his heart
desired,
And “write above : ‘The readiness is allP ™

Of Guy, the next boy, I know no-
thing. He came to us from the West
somewhere, and remained only a short
time at the school. What became of
him 1 cannot tell. He may have gone
to the War, but no word of him in
any way reached me.

Alan, the next boy (another Alan)
was a despatch-rider at Valcartiel’-
camp, at the age of fifteen. When the
first Canadian Contingent went over.
seas, Alan came back to school. But
he was quite unsettled, and aftep
Christmas he did not return; and, ex.
cept for his extreme youth, I was’ not
surprised to hear that he was at Bx.
hibition Camp. In the fall of 1915
he was in England, and soon worgd
came that he was leaving for France
But trench life was too much for him
and pneumonia—of which he had hag
an attack before leaving Canada—set
in. Back in “Blighty”, he was rest.
less and unhappy, and presently man.
aged to get to France again. Soon
however, he was wounded, and an am,.
putated leg ended his fighting d’nys:
Another tedious experience of hospita]
life in England was in store for him .
but at last he got safely back to Can.
ada, and is, I understand, managin &
to achieve success and happiness -
life despite his serious handicap. e

The last boy, Claude, I recent]
heard of as bound for South Ameriei

on some business venture. He
only just returned from oversl@:mj
when he started off again. I hearq

little from or about him whij
was at the front, but I know tllll:t h:
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won a Military Medal and was count-
ed “a first-class fighting man”,

And now, as I look back at the pie-
ture, I am seized, as, indeed, I often
am (and who is not?), with a strange
feeling of the unreality of the hap-
penings of the past five years. Surely
—the fancy comes again and again—
it has been all a dream! Surely there
never was—there never could have
been—such a war as that of 1914-
1919! Why, it is not so long since I
read a book—it was much talked of at
the time—proving that war was im-
possible under modern conditions.
And, besides, it did not seem thinkable
that the world, having emerged from
the Dark Ages some centuries since,
should enter still darker ages. Surely,
mankind has been acquiring a little
common sense—coming to realize
not merely the wickedness and the
barbarism, but the crass stupidity of
war! Surely humanity has grown
somewhat in grace and culture and
kindliness and sanity through the
ages! Twenty-three centuries have

passed since Plato taught a serene
idealism in the olive groves of Acade-
mus ; nineteen centuries since a Great-
er than Plato stood upon an olive-
erowned hill and put forth a strange
new religion all compounded of Sweet-
Surely the poor, dull

ness and Light.
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world has learned a little of the lesson
—has caught something of that divine-
ly gracious spirit ? Surely war has be-
come an unthinkable absurdity, an im-
possible anachronism! Yes, I surely
have been dreaming—a prolonged and
ghastly dream. I must have been
reading late last night—reading old
Gibbon, too—reading of the wild work
of Goth and Hun and Vandal in those
dark days when the wonderful civiliz-
ation of Greece and Rome came tumb-
ling down in tragic ruin! And in
my dream I have mixed and magnified
and multiplied all the horrors of that
far-off time! But soon I shall be
wakened from my dream by the little
alarm-clock standing there on the
table at my bedside ; and I shall hurry
over to the old school, trying hard to
shake off the memory of the hideous
nightmare; and presently a warm
shaft of sunshine will penetrate the
gloom of my classroom and my spirit,
when, at precisely two minutes to
nine, a roguish boy will rush in upon
me to wish me a merry Good Morning
and to explain in his breathless stac-
cato :

“'m most awfully sorry, but I
hadn’t time to polish off Alexander
the Great last night. The ear—

Oh, little Alarm-clock, why don’t

you ring out! ’Tis surely time to
waken now!
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MRS. SWEENEY'S CASE

sy HHERE was an old Irish-

A ey A

s/\)) e t{( J man named Sweeney who
ifl;(vﬂ,:\"{“ ,55)/}4},{/‘3 lived in a street princi-
Q%) KL :

;\/«;,};s,; ,\4‘&;,2“_\( pally oceupied by work-
(05508 1nssSss 1 I . T

iy y":(}‘{m ing-class Irish people. He

had only one eye, and
his wife, like many others on the
street, had a fluent tongue and a vo-
cabulary liable to excite interest. On
one occasion she got into an alterca-
tion with one of the other women on
the street, and very soon a fight be-
gan. Almost immediately each wo-
man had a firm grasp of the other’s
hair. They were pulling each other
about, when the other woman’s little
boy, about seven or eight years of age,
picked up a stick and poked it at Mrs.
Sweeney, saying, “Leave my mammy
alone! Leave Mammy alone!” In his
attempts to push Mrs. Sweeney away,
the end of the stick put her eye out.

This ended the fight. Mrs. Sweeney
was taken to a hospital. The boy was
arrested on a charge of doing grievous
bodily harm, and was bailed to come
up in court. Feeling ran pretty high
in the street. I knew from the be-
ginning that I would not send so
young a child to jail, but the woman
was in the hospital, and she had lost
her eye, and I felt the matter deserved
a formal trial.

I tried the case with great delibera-
tion, adjourning it several times, wait-
nig for Mrs. Sweeney to get well and
for feeling to become quiet. I heard
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of several witnesses being present,
called them and heard their evidence
and when I thought I had exhauste(i
the witnesses, someone said that a Mrs,
Lever was present at the time. I
said, “I must hear her evidence”, anq
I adjourned the case for that purpose,

When she appeared I thought she
was worth waiting to see. She was g
little thin pasty-faced looking woman
with the remains of a black eye, and a
bright little pink end to her nose, She
wore a little shabby brown circular
cape or short cloak, and a pointed econj.
cal gray felt hat with a narrow pim
around it, curled upwards and from
the top point of the hat stood a wilteq
cock’s feather in anything but a
Jaunty style. The tout ensemble was
perfect.

I'asked her what she knew about the
affair. She told me the whole sto
very clearly, with an evident bias in
favour of the Sweeneys. When ghe
had: finished her evidence, standing in
the witness box close to me, she said
in a low tone in her rich Irish brogue

“This is a sad case, your WorShip 3

‘:’gﬁs, it i’s,,”hI said. :

“Oh, yes,” she repeated, “a very
case. Those poor people, the S%;;d_
eys—do you know, your Worship, the
have three little orphans.? Y.

“How do you make that out»
said ; “the parents are both alive’”

“Och! sure I know that, yer Wor
ship, but what are they but Ol'phans:




RECOLLECTIONS OF A POLICE MAGISTRATE

with the parents with only one pair of
eyes betwixt the two of them.”

That finished the case, but the boy
was remanded for sentence.

3
E3

Tar HANDWRITING ON THE WALL

ON the night of Monday, May 18th,
1908, the Grand Trunk Railway sta-
tion and the Canadian Express Com-
pany’s office at Hawkstone, Ontario,
were burglarized, and some money and
a number of railway tickets and ex-
press orders stolen. On the following
Thursday Mr. Wilson and Mr. Mit-
chell of the Canadian Express Com-
pany’s Yonge Street office, reported
the matter to the Toronto police, stat-
ing that one of the money orders had
been cashed by their paying teller on
the previous evening by a woman who
signed her name as “Warren”. The
numbers of the stolen orders had not
been supplied to them until some
hours afterwards. Consequently they
were without suspicion, and, remem-
bering so little about it, they could not
even give a description of the woman,
The teller did, however, remember
that while he was in the act of paying
over the money, a young woman em
ployed as a stenographer With. Collier's
Weekly stepped up to the wicket and
gave a little smile of recognition
to the woman who was getting the
money. It was quite easy to find out
from Collier’s who the employee was
that had been at the express office
the evening before, but when inter-
viewed she had no recollection of the

rson wanted, more than that she
had attended a business college with
her for a short time two years pre-
viously, but she had never seen her
ginece until the evening before. She
promised, however, to try to recall her
name, and when seen a few hours af-
terwards, said that she was Stll.l un-
able to think of the name, but did re-
member having seen her write her
name on the wall of the girls’ eloak
room of the college. The spot was
very minutely described. In a short
time the name was found on the wall.
The principal of the college remem-
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bered something of the girl and
thought her home was in the country,
and that she had been staying in To-
ronto with friends. No entry of her

- name could be found in his books. The

city directory was next consulted, and
showed that there were five families of
the name in the city, but none of them
called Margaret, and Margaret was
the one wanted. A note of the ad-
dresses of the five families was made.
It was decided first to visit a family on
St. Vincent Street because it was the
nearest. When this house was ap-
proached it showed such signs of
wealth and responsibility, that it was
almost planned to leave it until the
other four were tried. It was finally
decided, however, to inquire. So the
door bell was touched very gently, and
almost immediately a refined looking
young woman answered. Miss Mar-
garet was very politely inquired
for . She said, “That is my name.” Af-
ter recovering from the shock, inter-
view on a very important business
matter was requested and granted.
The object of the visit was explained
without ceremony. Indignant denial
was the first attitude. Then a com-
promise by admitting that she had
passed the order. Had just met a
young man at “King and Yonge” that
she had never seen before,who request-
ed her to cash the order and return the
money. It was explained how very un-
usual and dangerous a thing it was for
a young woman to assume a false name
and commit forgery for a person she
had no interest in. She finally de-
cided that it was unsafe to lie any
more, and said she_could show where
the man lived. She put on her hat
and went direet to a house on Elm
Street and walked in. She was closely
followed, and two men were found in
an upstairs room partly dressed, with
a loaded revolver near them. The
railway tickets and money orders were
all found in the room, excepting the
one which had been passed. Most
of the money had been spent, They
subsequently admitted everything,
One of the two had been an operator
and station master at the place a vear
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or so before the robbery. Both were
brought before me in the police court
and ordered to be taken to Barrie,
Ontario, for trial. They both pleaded
guilty.

The young woman had been a friend
of one of the men years before when
they were both attending a country
school. 'When she wrote her name on
the wall, she little thought that she
was laying a trap to land her friend
and one of his chums in prison.

3%

MisTARKEN IDENTITY

In Oectober, 1898, a man named
Mackenzie was brought up before me
charged with stealing some goods from
the Grand Trunk Railway sheds near
John Street, Toronto. The Grand
Trunk constable swore that he saw
Mackenzie with another man close to
the sheds on the day the theft took
place, and a second-hand dealer swore
that Mackenzie had sold to him the
goods, which were identified as the
stolen property. The second-hand
dealer was positive, but Mackenzie
vigorously protested that he was in-
nocent. I recalled the constable, and
he repeated that he had seen the pris-
oner that afternoon on the top of the
hill near the freight shed.

Mackenzie said, “No, you did not,
you saw me at the foot of the hill.”

Some other evidence was taken and
I was still hesitating, and told the
Crown Attorney, Mr. Curry, that I
was not quite sure about it, and re-
ferred to some weak point in the evi-
dence, as to the identification. Mr.
Curry at once said, “The man himself
says that the constable saw him at the
foot of the hill.”

This seemed conclusive, so I con- .

victed him and sent him to the Cen-
tral Prison for eighteen months, for
he was an old offender.

He was sent to the jail, and the next
morning I received a message from
the Governor of the jail, saying that
there must have been a mistake, as
Mackenzie had only been released
from the jail the day after the theft
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had been committed. This was inves-
tigated and found to be correct. I
telegraphed at once to the Minister of
Justice to order his release. The man’s
lie about the foot of the hill was the
only cause of the mistake. The real
criminal, as we discovered later, was
remarkably like Mackenzie.

3%
INEXPENSIVE EXTRADITION SYSTEM

A FEW years ago a jewelry shop in
Toronto was robbed and about five
hundred dollars’ worth of jewelry
stolen. No trace of thieves or pro-
perty was found for about a week
afterwards, and the Jew that had been
robbed was getting very fidgety.
About this time the Chief of Police
got a telegram from a town in the
United States, advising him that three
men had been arrested there after g
running gun fight, and that during the
chase they had thrown a package of
Jjewelery in the river but had still some
on them when searched. Names and
addresses were given but were not fa-
miliar to any one in the detective de-
partment. It was thought wise, how-
ever, to send a man to have a look at
the men and their plunder.

All three men were identified as To-
ronto thieves with police records,
Some pieces of jewelry were alsg
identified by initials, ete. The
officer in charge of the station was
present at the identification and askeq
the prisoners whether they were will-
ing to return to Canada without extrg.-
dition papers, advising them at the
same time that the only way they
could be taken out of the Uniteq
States was by their consenting to pe.
turn voluntarily, or by proper extrg.
dition process, which was very costly.
He was informed that they all 1ike<i
the United States and didn’t muech
care for Canada. The Toronto offi.
cer was then asked whether these mep
had ever been convicted of crime ang
said he was informed that they hag
been. After thinking for a few secon,
the Chief remarked that the town hag
always borne the reputation of being
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able to produce thieves enough of its
own, without harbouring outsiders. He
then called one of-his desk Sergeants
and inquired how many meals they
had had that day. (It was then

5.30). He was informed that they
had had two. The Sergeant was
then instructed that in future

they were to have but one and
it was to be made smaller every
day they remained. The prisoners
were then ordered back to their cells,
and the Toronto man had to go home
empty-handed. A few hours after his
return a telegram was received by the
Chief requesting him to send officers
by first train to bring back three men
who were wanted for burglary—mno
papers required. Two men were sent
after them at once, and it is doubtful
if any three men were ever more de-
lighted to get out of the United
States. They talked about nothing
but roast beef all the way home.

All three were convicted in Police
Court and got stii sentences,

TaE VARCOE MURDER

O~ the morning of the 9th Novem-
ber, 1899, two burglars entered the
home of one John E. Varcoe, who kept
a grocery shop on Queen Street, '1“0-
ronto, and armed with revolvers in-
timidated the inmates and stole what
money they could find. Varcoe at-
tempted to resist them, and both burg-
lars fired at him, giving him wounds of
which he died in a few hours. Varcoe
had lost his wife a year before, and his
little four-year-old girl was sleeping
with him, and was so close to the pistol
that her face was burned by the pow-
der of the discharged weapon. Some
of the inmates had raised an alarm,
and the burglars got out of the first
floor windows, and Constable Dickson,
running up, called on them to sur-
render. One of the burglars, named
Melntosh, succeeded in getting to the
pavement without injury, and at-
tempted to run away. Dickson fol-
lowed him and fired several shpts at
him, one taking effect, from which he

died a few days after. The other man,
Williams, as he was getting out, was
struck with a chair by Varcoe’s hro-
ther, which sent him to the pavement
heavily, and stunned and injured him
so that he was easily ecaptured by Po-
lice Sergeant Willis, who ran up at
the time.

MeclIntosh died in hospital, and the
hospital superintendent said he was
the worst man he had ever met. He
died a horrible death, raging against
everything and everybody. Williams
was tried, convicted and hanged. Po-
lice Constable Dickson was promoted
at once, and is now Acting Chief
Constable.

sk

When the late Mr. Dexter was Li-
cense Inspector he had a young
Englishman employed to go around
the liquor dives of the city and obtain
all possible information regarding
their busness methods and transac-
tions. The result was that several per-
sons were brought into court charged
with violation of the liquor law.

The young man referred to was the
principal witness in most of the cases.
Consequently the lawyer for the de-
fence at once centered his energies in
discrediting his evidence.

After the Crown Attorney got
through, this witness was put through
a very severe cross-examination, but
without shaking his evidence on any
essential point. An attempt was then
made to try and diseredit him by get-
ting a history of his past.

“How long have you been in Can-
ada?” asked the lawyer.

“A little over a year,” he was told.

“How long in Toronto?”

“Ever since I came to the country.”

“Ever in jail 9

“No.’)

“Ever arrested 1

“No.,’

“How did you earn your living in
England ¢

“Working.”

“At what ?”

“Book-keeping.”
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“Don’t you think that it’s a rather
a long step downward from a respect-
able book-keeper to a whiskey in-
former %’

“There is still hope so long as I
don’t take another long step down-
wards and become a lawyer,” was the
unruffled answer.

£

About two o’clock one morning two
inquisitive policemen noticed a man
walking along Queen Street West,
who seemed to have something con-
cealed under his overcoat. The police-
men quickened their walk in order to
catech up. The man noticed it and took
to his heels down a side street, but was
soon overtaken and searched. Several
bottles of liquor of various kinds, as
well as a quantity of cigars, were
found in his possession. A little in-
vestigation proved that he had just
robbed a hotel a few minutes before
he was caught.

‘When one of the policemen was giv-
ing his evidence in the case he told
the Court, that while running down
the side street, the prisoner had pull-
ed a bottle of brandy out of his pocket
and thrown it at his head. The Magis-
trate inquired what part of the head
he had aimed at. The constable
yawned—herhaps he was sleepy—he
had been out all night, and replied
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in a sort of sorrowful tone, “If it was
at me mouth he missed it.”

s

QUAINT EXPRESSIONS

I oncE received a letter addressed
to me at the “Sitty All”, Toronto, evi-
dently from an Englishman whe
dropped his h’s.

A witness in an assault case said the
defendant had punched him in the
face, causing a large “ulster” on his
eye, the biggest the doctor had ever
seen.

A woman once called at the clerk’s
office to complain that another woman
had used “very unseen” language to
her (obscene). Another witness told
of a defendant travelling under a
“consumed name”,

The well-known “Ned” Clark show-
ed his Irish origin once by informing
the court that “Vietoria was a mope
remarkable Queen than George III
ever was”.

A constable was sent to make in-
quiry from a prisoner’s employer as
to how he had worked lately. He
brought back the report that the man
had worked ten years for this em-
ployer. The first eight years were. sat-
isfactory, the last two years were un.
satisfactory, the last six monthg he
was a nuisance, and the last two
months he was an intolerable nuisance,

(To be continued).
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PRINCE SHEMUS OF
TRELAND

BY CHARLES BATTELL LOOMIS

9| HATEVER story there

el is about this is James’s
ll story. And James said
his story was his moth-

: er’s story, and DI’ve a
suspicion that James’s mother’s story
came down to her along the line of
the Irish kings from which she said
she was descended.

My meeting with James was un-
usual, and the better to deseribe it I
will go hack to five minutes before I
first saw him. :

I was reading the evening paper on

my way across the North River to
New York and came on a paragraph
headed “The Boy Was Thanked.” If
told of a poor boy who, after picking
up a wallet that a banker had drop-
ped, chased him several blocks and
finally restored it to him. The bank-
er had opened it, had seen that his
money was intact, and had then said
in a tone of great kindness, “Thank
you, my boy. You are an honest fel-
ow.”
: It had struck me as I read that
here was one of those eminently just
men. The boy had done his duty and
the banker had done his duty, which
was to thank the boy kindl.y. _Only I
wondered how much imagination the
banker had to let such an opportunity
for gratifying it pass him. :

The incident was still in my mind
when I made way off the ferry boat
and, grip in hand, sought to cross
West street.
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A snow-laden gust of wind caught
me unprepared and whipping my hat
from my head sent it rolling and
bouncing down the street in the diree-
tion of Liberty street.

Of course, four or five sprang for
it, including myself, but the hat elud-
ed us all and bowled down the car
tracks, heading for onme of those
badges of New York’s progressiveness,
a horse car.

Suddenly a boy dashed out from
the sidewalk, made a headlong dive
and caught the hat just in time to
save it from the imprint of a hoof.
Dodging the horse’s feet he turned
and ran with it to me.

I reached out one hand to take it
and put the other into my pocket se
as to be unlike the banker.

There was not a cent of change
there.

“Carry your grip, sir? Haven’t
had a thing to eat for twenty-four
hours,” said the boy in a cheerful
voice, holding the hat back and smil-
ing an Irish smile that disclosed very
white and even teeth.

“Yes, but give me my hat before I
catch cold. So you're starving, are
you ¥’

The boy had given up the hat and
had seized my grip and he said, “It’s
no lie, sir. W’ere ye’ go’n’?”

“Sixth avenue elevated,” said I,
wondering where I could get a five-
dollar bill changed so as to pay the
boy for his trouble.
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“T’]] take it for ten cents,” he said
quickly.

He stopped as he spoke as much as
to say if the ten cents was not forth-
coming immediately he wouldn’t take
the grip.

“T’1l give you ten cents when I get
a bill changed, but don’t you want
any pay for getting my hat?”

“Sure, Mike. On’y fer me it would
have been stove in.”

“Well, I’m wvery much obliged to
you.” And reaching out I shook
hands with him.

He took my hand, but he looked up
into my face and grinned as he said,
“Gee, I’d a’ chased it over the sea wall
for that.”

“And glad to see it go, I suppose.
Well, we’ll call it a dime for getting
the hat and you can carry the grip to
oblige me, just for the sake of kind-
ness.”

“Fix it to suit yourself,” said the
boy, and I thought I saw a look of
contempt stealing over his sunny face.

“What’s your name and how
hung_ry are you?”
“Jimmy  Mulrennan, an’ DI'm

hungry as hell.”

The boy amused me, and as the
train I was bound for did not leave
until 8.30, I determined to invite him
to dine with me.

“Got anything in particular to do
to-night ?” said 1.

“Well, I kin put it off if dere’s
money in anyt’ing else,” said he, with
a peculiarly winning grin.

“T was wondering whether we
couldn’t eat dinner together. I want
to see if you’re as hungry as you say
you are, and I haven’t had dinner my-
self, and Smith & MeNell’s is close
b .”

yThen to jolly him along, I said
(and there was more truth than fic-
tion in it), “I used to eat there when
I was a poor boy.”

“Gee, was you ever poor?”’ said
Jimmy, and I wondered whether
there wasn’t a touch of satire in his
remark. I have never classed myself
among the unduly rich.
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He ran on: “I used to be rich, me-
self.”

“You were rich %’ said I, for a mo-
ment, taking the announcement seri-
ously.

“Oh, sure—say, youse ain’t kiddin’
me? Are we go’n’ ter git dinner for
fair 1

I turned into Greenwich street as
an evidence of good faith, and said:

“There’s no doubt about it. As
much dinner as would be good for
you after your fast. So you were
rich ¥’

“Oh, yes,” said Jimmy, cheerfully
and mendaciously. “Until me farder
lost his fortune I was rich. We lived
in t’ree houses on Fift’ avenyer, an®
I studied football up ter Columbia,
and every time I seen a poor boy I
lammed him one good. I never t’ought
I was go’n’ to be poor meself some
day. But dis Chadwick woman need-
ed me farder’s money, an’ he let her
have it, an’ den I kem down here to
look for a job of carryin’ grips an’
I ain’t went to Columbia since.”

“You’re not very hungry,” said I
looking down at the bright and sur:
prisingly clean face. “No hungry
boy could tell such a fairy tale >

With his disengaged hand Jimmy
patted his stomach lovingly.

“Gee, der hungrier I get der better
stories I kin make up. I tell de nddep
boys fairy stories an’ dey blows me
off—sometimes. Some of dem I made
up’ an’ some me mudder tol’ me
She’d her head full of dem—Irigh
fairy stories.”

It instantly struck me that hepe
;nigh't be a folk lore vein worth delv-
ing into and I felt that virtue was
going to be rewarded—as usual.

We passed into the noisy and
crowded restaurant and found seats
in a corner, and Jimmy sniffed the
air like a war horse.

“Oh, dat smell makes me huner;
Sometimes, boss, w’en I ain’t goirae;;
price I eross over der street wen ¥
pfasst 2 eatin’ Ill{ou’se, because der sme]j
of t’ings cookin’ always
hungrier.” bl
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‘‘Carry your grip, sir?"

“Well, get as hungry as you want
and we'll see what we can do,” I said,
as we took our seats.

I looked at the bill of fare, and
then I looked at the bright little face
before me. Yes, he did look hungry.
Probably some boys wgu]d have
spoken with a beggar’s whine, but he
was evidently a lad of temperament
—and also of cheerful temperament,
although temperament dooes not al-
ways connote cheerfulness.
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“How would a thick steak and a
fat baked potato and some fried
sweet potatoes and mince pie and
coffee do?”

“Ully gee! I won’t do a t’ing to
dem.”

The boy elapped his hands in de-
light, and I could not help feeling
(somewhat smugly, no doubt) that
that banker had thrown away 4
golden opportunity when he dismis.
sed that other boy with thanks,
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“Say, boss,” said Jimmy, when the
order had been given, “are you richer
dan mos’ folks?”

Again suspecting satire in the ques-
tion, I said, “No, I guess not. Prob-
ably not as rich as your father was
when he lived in three houses on
Fifth avenue.”

Jimmy burst into a jolly laugh.
“Oh, I was on’y kiddin’. Me farder
was a street cleaner, an’ he’s dead
two years ago, an’ me mudder was a
scrub-loidy till she got sick. She
died of pneumonia in Roosevelt hos-
pital. Say, but dat’s anudder gen-
erous man.”

“Who ¥’

“Teddy. To give a hospital. If I
had a vote las’ election I would have
trun it fer him an’ me a Dimocrat,
because dey was kind to me mudder
in his hospital, an’ she had better
food up dare dan me fadder was ever
able to give her. Better dan any she
had since she left Ireland. I used to
go up dere to see her on visitin’ days,
an’ she saved me bits from dinner
under der bed clothes. She was good
to me. Say, boss, a boy’s best friend
is his mudder.”

This was the first time I had ever
heard the hackneyed phrase uttered
seriously, and I was touched. Jimmy
meant every word he said and I fan-
cied that his bright eyes were clouded
for a moment. And yet a street boy
is not given to emotion. I did not
enlighten him as to the donor of the
money that made Roosevelt Hospital
possible. If he thought it was

“Teddy” it would do that gentleman

no harm, and it would surely do the
real donor no good to tell Jimmy the
facts in the case.

He was silent for a minute, and
then he said thoughtfully, “I wisht I
could go to Ireland were me mudder
kem from.”

“Your name is Mulrennan, you
say,” said I. “Didn’t your father
come from there, too?”’ :

“Jeeze, no. He was born in der
Nint’ Ward like meself. Terence
Mulrennan, he was an American, all
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right, but me mudder was Irish, an’
she tol’ me dat all der country is
green dere, an’ dere ain’t no snakes
dere—gee, but I’d like to see a snake;
an’ she used to say der boids sang
out of doors dere. Not sparrers, but
boids dat was singin’ all der while.
An’ she said der sun was brighter
dere, an’ w’en I growed up she hoped
I’d go dere an’ see for meself. I t’ink
it’s pretty bright here most of dep
time. But dere’s reel fairies dere.
She said so. She seen dem in der
moonlight. Mustn’t dat have been a
cinch 1

Further talk along this line was
interrupted by the arrival of dinner,
which Jimmy attacked,with such gus-
to that I felt quite sure that his hun-
ger was the real thing.

For a while neither of us said
much. He was too busy. Finally,
after a third helping of steak, J immy
drew a satisfied sigh and said :

“Gee, boss, I’'m near bustin’.”

“Well, you’d better stop eating or
yowll be sick. I ought to have
thought of that.”

Jimmy looked at me to see if he
could see where the joke came in
and then he burst into a heart.v,:
laugh.

“Dat’s a noo one, boss. Sick from
eatin’ too much. I guess it’s not
many dat’s sick dat way. Gee, I’'q
like to have dat disease every day.
Sick from eatin’ too much. I myug’
tell der boys dat. Dey’ll say it’s one
of me ‘fairies.” TUlly gee!”

Jimmy started to take a drink of
coffee but choked over it, his desire
for laughter not yet extinguished
and the result was disastrous to the
tablecloth.

“Oh, dear,” said he in alarm, feel.
ing his throat. “What happened to
me? Me t’roat feels twisted.”

I told him he had swallowed the
wrong way.

“Gee, it’s near time I loined how
to swaller, an’ me doin’ it fer twelve
years.”

I was sitting opposite Jimmy. He
looked at me and smiled, then sighed
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again and suddenly his hand came
across the table and gripped the top
of mine from pure good feeling. I
could not help warming to the little
chap. :

He was evidently revolving some-
thing in his mind, and at last it came
out.

“Say, boss, will I tell yer one of
der ‘fairies’ der boys gits me to tell ¥

“Well, I should say so.”

There was to be after-dinner speak-
ing, and I was only sorry that smok-
ing was not allowed, that I might
have leaned back and pretended that
I was listening to some noted Irish
wit.

“Well, wance upon a time,” began
Jimmy, and then he stopped and
said :

“Boss, me mudder was descended
from der kings of Ireland. Dat’s no
lie. She was on’y a scrub-loidy in
dis country, but she said if I had
lived long ago I would have been a
prince.” :

“And as handsome a little prince
as ever listened to a harp,” thought I,
as I looked at the wavy blond hair
and the round blue eyes of the earnest
lad who was now paying for his din-
ner in the only way he knew how.

“T used of’en to t’ink dat it was
funny she happened to be me mudder,
because she was different from me
farder an’ never swore like some of
der boys’ mudders does. An’ no mat-
ter wot happened her she was al-
ways t'inkin’ dat better times was
comin’.

“An’ here’s der story.”

The boy was a born actor, for al-
though his own accent was that of a
New York street boy, as soon as he
began to tell his mother’s story he
assumed an Irish accent which I have
indicated phonetically as nearly as is
possible with our inadequate alphabet.

“Wance upon a time there was a
king of Ireland an’ he had a son, an’
the name of the son was Prmpe
Shémus (Shamus. Me mudder said
dat Shémus was der same as me own
name, Ja-mes). Prince Shémus was
that red-haired that the clouds was
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lit up of a dark night whenever he
would go out of doors an’ the eyes
of him was like di’minds. An’ Prince
Shémus wasn’t married, because he
never seen a gerrul that made him
sorry he was livin’ alone.

“But wan day there was a fair in
Bally—Gee, boss, I never could re-
member der names of der places in
me mudder’s stories. Dey was Bally
dis and Bally dat.”

“Call it Ballyhack,” said I.

“All right, on’y dat wasn’t it.
Well, he went to the fair an’ he seen
there a fortune-teller in a booth that
told him the gerrul he was to marry
lived across the says in America, al-
though she was Irish. An’ wid that
out on the wall beside him was a
pitcher of a golden-haired gerrul as
white an’ red as flesh an’ blood. Oh,
she was so beautiful that the prince
fainted dead away an’ when he come
to himself he axed the fortune-teller
where he would find a gerrul like
that. And the fortune-teller tould
him to go down to the say an’ he’d
find a ship on the shore an’ to get
into it widout a worrid an’ sail for
America an’ the rest would happen to
him.”

It was interesting to wateh Jimmy
as he warmed into his recital. He
entered into the spirit of the tale, and
I have not a doubt was oblivious to
his incongruous surroundings save
that he had an auditor. It was queer,
too, that although the “th” in his
ordinary speech was a shibboleth to
him when he came to use the dialect
of his mother he said “th” with ease
where she would have used it.

“And Prince Shémus did as he was
tould, and he laves the booth in the
fair an’ jumps on his eream-coloured
horse. (I forgot to tell youse about
der horse. Me mudder always began
wid tellin’ me of der looks of der
horse.) He was cream-coloured wid
a white tail that swep’ the ground an’
gleamin’ eyes, an’ he was that gentle
he could walk on you without hurtin’
you.

“Prince Shémus lept upon his horse
an’ rode down to the roarin’ say, an’

\
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there ridin’ on the waves was a white
sail boat with not a soul aboord of
her, an’ she a furlong from the shore
an’ no anchor to hold her. Into the
water he charged his horse, an’ into
the water the horse went an’ swam
to the ship and then gev a le’p an’
jumped on her deck without a sound
from his hoofs.

“An’ Prince Shémus went below
the deck, an’ a fine soft bed for him-
self, an’ a table with bread an’ wine
upon it.

“‘Glory be to God an’ Mary,” says
Prince Shémus, ‘what more would I
want? An’ is there hay for the
horse? says he. So it’s more he did
want. An’ he went to the stall, an’
there was hay for the first day out
an’ there was fresh water in a pail.
An’ that was lucky, for the water
around him was salt—bein’ the say.

“‘An’ what about the second day
out ?” says Prince Shémus to his horse,
an’ the horse nodded his head, an’
says Prince Shémus, ‘It must be all
right or I wouldn’t be here’ An’ he
went up on deck an’ they was a mile
from the green shores of Ireland an’
Prince Shémus felt his t’roat grow
choked wid the thought of P’avin th’
ould sod, but he thinks, *Tis wid the
good wife I’ll be go’n’ back,

“So he goes to the cabin an’ he
drinks the wine an’ ates what bread
there is an’ feels ready for what may
come.

“An’ he feeds the horse the hay an’
gives him the water to drink an’
when he went up after that there
was no land in sight an’ the say high
on the two sides of him, an’ they go’n
in a valley of water.

“An’ at night the sun goes down
blood red an’ Prince Shémus goes to
sleep wid the horse standin’ on the
deck to keep watch an’ the silver
moon showed the ship the way all
night long, an’ in the marrnin’
Prince Shémus wakes up an’ there
upon the table is more bread an’
wine, an’ in the stall is more hay an’
water for the horse.

“An’ all day long the horse sleeps
standin’ in his stall an’ Prince Shé-
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mus watches the ship sail on her way
t’roo the valley of the say.

“And at night the sun goes down
blood red (me mudder always said
the woids der same way, an’ it makes
it sound better), an’ Prince Shémus
goes to sleep wid the horse standin’
on the deck to keep watch an’ the
silver moon showed the ship the way
all the night long, an’ in the marrnin®
Prince Shémus wakes up an’ there
upon the table is more bread an’
wine, an’ in the stall is more hay an’
water for the horse.

“An’ all day long the horse sleeps
standin’ in his stall, an’ Prince She-
mus watches the ship sail on her way
t’roo the valley of the say.

“And at night the sun goes down
blood red an’ Prince Shémus goes to
sleep wid the horse standin’ on the
deck to keep watch an’ the silver
moon showed the ship the.way all the
night long, an’ in the marrnin’ Prince
Shémus wakes up an’ there upon the
table is more bread an’ wine, an’ in
the stall is more hay an’ water for
the horse.

“An’ all day long the horse sleeps
standin’ in his stall an’ Prince Shé.
mus watches the ship sail on her wa
t’roo the valley of the say. An’ he
seen a storm comin’ out of the north
An’ well he knew that his cukkle Sheli
of a boat was not wan to live in a
storm, an’ he goes down to see what
is to be found, an’ there is a bottle of
holy oil.

“An’ when the storm comes up he
breaks the bottle of holy oil over the
say an’ the ship sails to where is a
foreign shore, an’ that’s America.”

Up to this point in the story I had
been reminded of various tales I had
read when a boy, but J immy’s mothep
had evidently changed the story in
order to give it an interest fop the
boy that sometimes attaches to fa-
miliar local colour.

Jimmy’s cheeks burned with excite-
ment as he went on. However it may
be with some after-dinner speakers,
he“Xas’x ia)njoyingh}élimself.

n’ Prince mus le’ps upo
horse’s back on’ the horsé) Ie’;)s I:Ert&hni

e
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“ But Prince Shemus only clasps his hands an’ looks at the colleen’
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the boat, an’ the Prince turns to look
behind him an’ the boat has gone.

““Well, it’s lucky it lasted me
across,” says he, an’ rides up on the
shore an’ comes to the City of New
York. (Me mudder said this was
hundreds of years before the sky-
serapers was built.)

“An’ he rides up Broadway and
every one seen he was a prince an’
hansomer than any man that had
ever been seen in America at all, at
all.

“An’ the gerruls lined the sidewalks
an’ threw kisses to him, an’ he lifted
his velvet cap off his head an’ bowed
right an’ left (the way Roosevelt did
when I seen him go up Broadway last
time. It made me t’ink of me mud-
der’s story).

“Well, though he bowed right an’
left an’ made his horse prance on his
two hind legs to show he was a to’ro-
bred, Prince Shémus did not see a
single colleen he’d give the wink of
his eyelid for. None of them looked
like the gerrul he seen on the wall in
the booth at the fair.

“An’ he come up to a little green
lane in the woods that stood where
Fourteenth street is now, an’ he look-
ed, an’ the crowds had left him, but
there sat an ould woman sellin’
apples. An’ no wan came to buy
them, an’ the woman looked sorryfil.

“An’ Prince Shémus was kind
hairrted an’ he was hungry, too, an’
he says, ‘Give me a red apple’ (Me
mudder said all der apples in Ireland
is green.) ‘Give me a red apple,
says he an’ chucks an Irish shillin’
to her. (An’ me mudder always used
to say that an Irish shillin’ was made
of better silver dan an English
shillin’.)”

It can easily be seen that Jimmy’s
mother suffered from nostalgia and
longed for the green shores of Ire-
land. Probably the stories she told
the boy were a comfort to her.

“Th’ ould woman drops a curtsey
(dat’s der same as bowin’, ye know,
boss), an’ she says in Irish. (In der
Irish language, yer know. I can’t
speak it, an’ me farder couldn’t, but
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me mudder could. It was funny to
hear her.)

“Th’ ould woman says in Irish,
‘Put your hand in your pocket an’
take out the silver knife youw’ll find
there an’ cut the red apple in two, an’
if anny wan spakes to you answer
her quick.’

“An’ Prince Shémus knew he had
no knife in his pocket, but he puts his
hand there an’ he pulls out a silver
knife after all, an’ he cuts the red
apple in two halves, an’ the next
second out flies a gerrul from the
apple as red an’ as white as the gerrul
on the wall in the booth at the fair.

“‘Give me a drink of water,’ says
the gerrul, but Prince Shémus only
clasps his hands an’ looks at the beau-
tiful colleen, an’ him like to faint, an’
she disappears in the woods.

“An’ th’ apple an’ the knife, too, is
gone, so he takes out another Irish
shillin’ an’ he buys another red apple,
an’ th’ ould woman says, ‘Put your
hand in your pocket an’ take out the
silver knife an’ cut the red apple in
two, an’ if annywan spakes to you
answer her quick.’

“And Prince Shémus put his hand
in his pocket an’ he pulls out a silver
knife an’ he cuts the red apple in
two halves an’ the next second out
flies a gerrul as red an’ as white as
the gerrul on the wall in the booth
at the fair.

“‘Give me a drink of water,’ says
the gerrul, but Prince Shémus on’y
clasps his hands an’ looks at the eol-
leen, an’ him like to faint, an’ she
disappears in the woods.

“An the’ apple an’ the knife, toq
is gone, so he takes out another Irish
shillin’ an’ he buys another red apple
an’ the ould woman says, ‘Put your
hand in your pocket an’ take out the
silver knife yow’ll find there an’ eut
the red apple in two, an’ bad scran
to you if you don’t answer annywan
that spakes to you.’

“An’ Prince Shémus put his hand
in his pocket an’ pulls out a silver
knife. An’ he knew that sorra bit
would there be another gerrul come
out of a red apple, for there were
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no more red apples and no more shil-
lin’s, so he shut his eyes so as not to
be carried away wid the sight of
beauty, an’ whin the gerrul said,
‘Give me a drink of water,” he says,
‘Certainly I will,” an’ he hol’s out his
hand an’ into it th’ ould woman puts
a silver cup filled to the edge with
fresh could water.

“An’ Prince Shémus hands it to the
gerrul wid his hands tremblin’ an she
drank it an’ says to him, “‘You are my
husband.’

“‘Indeed,” says he to the colleen,
‘but you’re the good guesser.’ And
he turns to thank th’ ould apple
woman, but she had gone away like
a flash of heat lightnin’,

“Well, when the New Yorkers saw
it was a rale prince an’ a rale Irish
princess — for the gerrul from the
apple was the same as the gerrul on
the wall in the booth at the fair —
they axed him to live in a palace an’
be their king, but Prince Shémus said
he’d rather be nothin’ but a prince in
Ireland than a king in America. He
railly said that.

“But he thanks them kindly, bein’
a prince, an’ him an’ the beautiful
princess walks down to the shore an’
the horse walks be the side of them,
for the prince was too merciful to

205

make the two of them ride the wan
baste, and the princess wouldn’t ride
alone.

“An’ there on the shore was the
white little sail boat, bobbin’ an’
boundin’ like a cork in a basin, an’
Prince Shémus put the princess on
the horse’s back an’ he carried her to
the little ship and then came back
for Prince Shémus, an’ when the two
was on board there was two bottles of
wine an’ two loaves of bread, but
on’y the wan cup, bein’ they was
lovers; an’ they went back the way he
had come through the valley of the
say, on’y it took them twice as long
because there was twice as many
aboord.

“An’ when they got to Ireland the
King of Ireland was waitin’ for them
in Dublin Bay, an’ he kissed the
princess an’ kissed his son, an’ there
was feastin’, an’ drinkin’, an’ dancin’
an’ fightin’ till you couldn’t rest.”

Jimmy sat back in his seat and
dropped his hands in his lap. His

eyes were dancing and his cheeks
were glowing, and he was a pretty
spectacle of a boy. He straightened
himself up in his ragged coat and he
said with pardonable pride :

“Me mudder said dat I was des-
cended from Prince Shémus.”




THE QLD

RECTORY

BY ELIZABETH ROBERTS MacDONALD

=3 F course there are many
and many old rectories
in the world, but the one
of which I speak lives
in an elm-arched quiet
street of a little Cana-
dian town, and is, and always will be,
to a number of people the Old
Rectory.

It is not really—or, rather, it is
not officially, legally, or ecclesiasti-
cally—a rectory any more. But in
another way it is—in affection and
delighted retrospect—because of the
never-to-be-forgotten personality that
once wholly dominated and illumined
it.

This Old Rectory is substantial,
massive, unadorned; not a bit of a
dream-house to look at—from the
street, that is: The garden-side is (or
was) another matter. The Rectory
which preceded this had been burnt
down, and one of the main ideas in
constructing the present building was
evidently fire-prevention. There are
double brick partitions between- the
rooms, and the roof is of slate. But
something more than bricks and slate
and other such building-matter goes
to make up the Old Rectory, and I
think its individuality may live on
when the double bricks are crumbled !
I like what Charles Lamb said, in
writing of an old house which he
loved :

“T gometimes think that as men,
when they die, do not die all, so of
their extinguished habitations there
may be a hope—a germ to be
revivified.”

Now I do not imagine for a moment
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that the Old Rectory was, strictly
speaking, beautiful. And I'well re-
member how homesick I was when I
came to it, a very small child, from a
most picturesque and charming litéle
Rectory in a county by the sea. (Oh,
that little Rectory—it was always
called the Parsonage, by the way—
what a gem it was, and how perfectly
situated and surrounded ! But, as Mr,
Kipling so frequently remarks, that is
another story!

Neighbours said of the Old Rectory
that it was “like an omnibus—it eould
always hold one more”. To be sure,
the master and mistress of the Ree-
tory were always ready to give up
their own room on occasion and to
tuck themselves away in the Attie
Study, or in the dressing-room. The
children, perhaps, were not quite so
willing, but they were movable too!
Still, take it “bye and large”, the
Rectory could accommodate a goodly
number of visitors without any wun-
comfortable squeezing.

There was something wonderful
even about the basement of the Old
Rectory. The dining-room was there,
and the kitchen, and various fascinat-
ing store-rooms—in which root-beer
and pies and cookies could generally
be discovered by a persistent treas-
ure-seeker. The kitchen itself, with'
its deep window-seat and the cushion-
ed armchair near the stove, and its
presiding genius who was one of our
dearest friends—the kitchen with its
dark-painted cupboards and shelveg
and its ample space—was a place of
refuge and mental refreshment on
many occasions.
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And the dining-room—well it was
not at all a conventional dining-room,
though it held the great dining-table,
two sideboards, and the requisite num-
ber of chairs. The biggest arm-chair
in the house stood in a corner, and a
solid, cosy, old-fashioned couch was
along one wall. The curtains at the
deep windows were red, a warm and
cheering red; even in summer red
curtains were right for that basement-
room. And there were no abomina-
tions of game-and-fish pieces on
the walls, but a spirited crayon draw-
ing or two, and a refreshing water-
colour of a little bridge and a stream.
When I recall to mind that dining-
room there are two memories that
perhaps come oftenest; one is of im-
promptu midnight suppers there—
especially in the Christmas holidays
—when mince pies and cold turkey
were brought forth, and no one even
dreamed of indigestion; and another
is of the deanery dinners, and the
Homeric laughter of the assembled
clergy—their deanery business all
over—telling wonderful stories and
enjoying the occasion as only very
busy and very earnest people can
enjoy. 3

There were books everywhere in
the Old Rectory—books in an enor-
mous set of bookshelves in the wide
hall, books in drawing—r'oom, parlour
and study, very partlcularly-lovgd
books in each one’s bedroom, and in
the attic study, books of course. In
the kitchen there were receipt-books,
two at least of which had a distinetly
literary flavour. (These two were
Marion Harland’s “Common-sense in
the Household” and the old “Home
Cook-book”, compiled and edlteq in
Toronto long ago). I suppose this is
why a bookless room gives me a feel-
ing of cold and lonely discomfort,
only equalled by the chill a cold for-
bidding human eye can prt_)duce!

There were two studies in the Old
Rectory. One was the regular, theo-
logical, work-a-day study_ of t:.he
Rector. Its walls were lined with
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books; its writing-table was heaped
with papers; the only sign of recrea-
tion there was the chess table in the
window that looked on the garden.
The other was called the “attic
study”, and to some of us that really
was the heart of the house,

The attic was an ideal one, a real
story-book attie, with long dark
closets under the eaves—closets where
many dusty treasures were stored.
How immensely the sound of the rain
on those eaves added to the cosiness
of the attic study! How beautifully
the wind wailed and blustered around
the gables—and in summer how
green and delightful the outlook! For
the attic study had a magic case-
ment! It did not look, indeed, upon

‘“the foam

Of perilous seas in faery lands

forlorn,’’—

but it did open on

i glot
Of beechen green and shadows number-
less,’’

in a garden of such restful seclusion
and quiet loveliness as it uplifts the
heart to remember.

That attic study, the birthplace of
many and wonderful dreams and
aspirations, must have its own
separate chronicle; but no tribute to
the Old Rectory would approach com-
pleteness without its mention.

Books and pictures and open fires;
a distinet shortage in the way of
luxurious furnishings; a shabbiness
not to be denied in carpets; a sim-
plicity of material in cushions and
curtains that was more than com-
pensated for by warmth and richness
of colour; a sense of comfort and at-
homeness that met you at the door
and companioned you no matter to
what corner of the old house you
wandered; these are some of the
abiding characteristics of the Old
Rectory—so abiding that we feel in
them the essence of a real immor-

tality—that when it dies, it does not
die all!



SOME LETTERS OF
FRANCIS MASERES: 1766-1769

BY W. S. WALLACE

HE name of Francis
Maséres is  scarcely
known to the Canadian
public. Yet he was by
no means an unimport-
ant figure in the history
of the early days of British rule in
Canada. He was Attorney-General of
the newly-conquered province from
1766 to 1769; and even after his re-
turn to England in the latter year,
he became the agent at London of the
English minority in the colony. He
wrote and published a number of
books on Canadian affairs, notably
the so-called ‘‘Quebec Papers’’ and
““The Canadian Freeholder’’; and
these books are not only to-day valu-
able sources for the study of Cana-
dian history, but they are much-
sought-after rarities among early
Canadiana.

The views of Maséres on Canadian
affairs did not always meet with the
approval of the powers that were; yet
he was undoubtedly a very able man.
Jeremy Bentham, who knew him well,
deseribed him as ‘‘one of the most
honest lawyers England ever saw”.
After leaving Canada Maséres had
a very distinguished career. He be-
came ultimately a Cursitor Baron of
the Exchequer, and a well-known and
picturesque figure about the Inns of
Court. Charles Lamb introduces
him in his ‘“Old Benchers of the In-
ner Temple’’, which was written at
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the beginning of the nineteenth ecen-
tury, as still adhering to ‘‘the costume
of the reign of George the Second?’’
and wearing ‘‘the three-cornered hat’
tye-wig, and ruffles”. 4

Some time ago, when working in
the British Museum, I diseovered in
the manuseript room of that marvel-
lous treasure-house some letters writ-
ten by Maséres to friends in England
during his three years’ residence in
Canada. These letters, which throw
a flood of light on the history of the
colony during these years, have never
been published, nor, so far as I am
aware, have they ever been used by
students of Canadian history. They
have now been transcribed, and I am
able to give some extracts from them
—extracts, however, which ean
scarcely do justice to the fullness
and completeness of a series of private
letters almost unique in the early
history of British rule in Canada,

Maséres set sail for Canada from
Plymouth on June 23rd, 1766. The
voyage, which occupied more than
eleven weeks, was uneventful, save
for a mishap which illustrated the
dangers of navigation in the St. Law-
rence at that time:

‘‘We run bump ashore upon the south

shore of the river over against that part
of the north shore which is ealled Cape St,
Nicholas, some leagues to the east of
Remousky and the Ances Matanes.

happened at three o’clock in the morning
when it was both dark and foggy.
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It happened luckily that it was at that
time low water, or pretty near it. . . .
As the tide came in, the ship began to
resume her upright position, from which
she had at first declined to the larboard
side. . . . And a breeze springing up
which blew gently from the land (towards
which the head of our ship was turned,
not obliquely, but directly, as if we had
intended to sail into the woods with which
the land is covered), we were afloat and
out of danger by about seven or eight
o’clock, having received no other damage
but our fright and loss of sleep, and to
myself a slight cold which I caught by
standing so much upon deck in that foggy
and damp weather to see so new a sight,
and to observe by what methods we were
to get out of our scrape.’”’

At Quebee, Maséres and his fellow-
voyagers were ‘‘very civilly received
by both French and English, from
which circumstances,” he says, “I
flatter myself that we may be able to
bring things to some kind of temper
and settlement, which we are told
they have hitherto wanted very
much.’”” With the country and the
climate Maséres was at first enrap-
tured:

‘¢“We have been much delighted with
the appearance of the country, which we
think, or at least I do, more beautiful
than England itself. And the river is a
noble one. We are here 350 miles from
the mouth of it, reckoning of the west gnd
of Anticosti, and it is two or three miles
wide very near this place. And everybody
agrees that the country between Quebec
and Montreal is still finer than we have
gseen. The weather i; also exceedingly fine

bright here, and very warm, or even
;:g, thogugh we are now in the middle of
September.’’

Of the town of Quebec itself, how-
ever, he was not so enamoured. The
picture he draws of the town in 1766
is not only interesting but valuable,
as affording a glimpse of Quebec a
few years after the great siege:

¢“The town is very dirty, partly through
the mischief done by the siege, the rubbish
of the ruined houses, and the want of
pavement, and partly from the supineness
and indolence of the French inhabitants,
which make them leave. everything in a
poor shabby condition without so much as
wishing to see it otherwise. The hopses
are shabby, awkward things, oftentimes
with tiled or bricked floors (Phough wood
is so plenty), which makes their rooms look
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like kitchens, or dairy-houses, or wash-
houses, or like offices in England. And
the windows are not sashes, but clanging
things like folding doors. And there is no
plaster to the ceilings to cover the bare
timbers, so that you may fancy yourself
in a cock-loft whenever you happen to
look up. And they have usually only one
floor, a ground floor consisting perhaps of
four, or five, or at most seven rooms of all
sorts, besides shabby garrets. Mr. Hey’s
house, though reckoned here a good one, is
of that sort. It would be a good ome if
it had another story. Goldfrap, Mills,
and Cramahé have, however, houses that
are an exception to this description; but it
is because they have laid out a good deal
of money in fitting them up in a neat and
proper manner,

‘“‘In the lower town, which was almost
entirely destroyed by the siege, there are
many houses lately built by the English
merchants in the English taste with a con-
siderable degree of neatness.’’

Maseéres’s life as Attorney-General
at Quebec was very full and busy;
and naturally there is constant re-
ference in the letters to the public
affairs of the colony. On his arrival
he was surprised to find that the re-
lations between the English and the
French—the ‘‘old subjects’’ and the
““new subjects”’, as they were called
—were fairly amicable; and that the
real disagreement existed ‘‘between
the English themselves one with an-
other”. The dissensions between the
civilian population and the military
were particularly pronounced. One
of the first cases Maséres, as Attor-
ney-General, had to deal with was the
famous Walker case, in which a num-
ber of officers of the garrison at Mont-
real were proceeded against for as-
saulting and mutilating in his own
house a merchant and magistrate of
Montreal named Thomas Walker ; and
there are repeated references in the
letters to this case which throw some
new light on what, up to the present,
has been regarded as one of the most
mysterious incidents in Canadian his-
tory. Maséres describes in detail also
the first clash between the civilians
and the military. It occurred in the
year 1764 between George Allsopp,
afterwards Secretary of the Council
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under Sir Guy Carleton, and the mili-
tary police:

‘‘It appeared that Mr. Allsopp had at
three different times been stopped by the
sentinels and taken into custody by them
for walking the streets at night without a
light, once in March, 1764, and twice in
the October of the same year. On these
oceasions, he used indecent and illiberal
expressions against the army, such as tell-
ing them that they were a set of scoundrels
from the highest to the lowest, and that
he maintained thousands of them every
day. These expressions provoked the
military extremely and were the cause of
his being confined once or twice much
longer than perhaps any other person in
the town would have been on the like
occasions if they by accident had been
taken into custody for a like neglect. On
the two last occasions he had a scuffle with
the sentinels, and immediately caused
them to be indicted before the Justices of
the Quarter Sessions in their Michaelmas
session for an assault on him. One of them
was acquitted, and the other convicted
with great difficulty after the jury had
withdrawn for more than two hours, and
was fined only one shilling « Col.
Irving said that this was the first dispute
between the civil and the military since
the establishment of eivil government,
and that it occasioned great dissensions
between.them, and particularly that the
prosecution of the two sentinels was the
oceasion of all the officers of the whole
garrison presenting a remonstrance to
quernor Murray concerning the hard-
ships they lay under by being liable to be
prosecuted at law for doing their duty in
obedience to the orders they had re-
ceived.’’

Although General Murray, the first
civil governor of the provinee,
had already left Canada before
Maséres arrived, the latter appears to
have conceived for him a violent anti-
pathy. ‘‘He is said,”’ he writes in
one letter, “to be a man that has no
regard to truth.”” ‘‘A madman of
parts, but of the mischievous kind,”’
he calls him in another letter. “‘It is
by no means true that he was a favour-
ite of the Canadians; they think him
a very improper man for a governor,
and are very sensible of the happy
exchange of him for General Carle-
ton. He had, properly speaking, no
friends in the provinece; that is, none
who were so from esteem and senti-
ment.” Several passages in the letters
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deal with the complaints against Gen-
eral Murray, which resulted in the
latter’s recall.

Maseéres was, in fact, a man of
strong prejudices. Nowhere does
this appear more clearly than in his
attitude to the religion of the French-
Canadians. He came of Huguenot
stock, and he never conquered his
strong antipathy to everything con-
nected with Roman Catholicism. The
appointment of Mgr. Briand as Bis-
hop of Quebec in 1766 roused his
especial condemnation, in a passage
not without value as a footnote to
ecclesiastical history :

‘I am now of opinion that it was an
imprudent measure to let the Canadians
have a bishop. They had themselves given
over the hopes of it, and were very well
disposed to be satisfied without it by giv-
ing the priests that remained in the coun-
try liberty to continue there and to per-
form the mass and the sacraments wun-
molested. Nay, I have heard some Cang-
dian gentlemen, professed Catholies, blame
the measure as very strange, unaccount-
able, and impolitic, and tending to perpetu-
ate the Popish religion, which would
otherwise have declined very fast (pro-
vided Protestant French ministers had
been sent here in sufficient numbers), ang
thereby to keep up an important difference
in the sentiments, and consequently in the
affections of the old and new subjects of
the province. I remember Cramahé
when he was in England soliciting the’
appointment of a bishop, said that he was
not to appear publicly as a bishop, nor to
be called so, but to be called Le surintend-
ant or Le grand vicaire. But the bisho
does in fact wear his purple robes ang
golden cross in public, and is called
Monseigneur I’Eveque by all the Cana.
dians, both priests and laymen, ang
walked under a canopy supported by four
of the principal inhabitants of this town
with the host in a grand procession on
Corpus Christi day, one of their reatest
holydays. I saw him. . .' . e have
done the reverse of what we should have
done with respect to the Canadians in
taking away their laws, which did us ng
harm and the continuance of which was
necessary to their happiness, and we have
left their religion in all its splendour
though the principles of it have a natural
tendency to keep up a perpetual disaffec.
tion to our government. ’Tis difficult to
be well-affected to a set of governours
whom they look upon as enemies of
deserving of, and destined to, etemgi
damnation.’’
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Gradually a note of discontent
crept into the letters. Maséres’s pro-
posals regarding the settlement of
various public questions—the legal
system, the religious difficulty, the
form of government to be established
—were not adopted; and this un-
doubtedly disheartened him. He came
to take a gloomy view also of the com-
mercial and economic future of the
colony. ‘I am persuaded,’’ he wrote,
““the business of this place will de-
cline considerably every year, from
the poverty of the province and the
declining state of trade.”” In an-
other letter he touches on the eco-
nomic outlook more fully:

‘“You must know better than I can tell
you that the trade of the province is in a
most declining condition. The only thing
that has a probable appearance of success
is the undertaking of the iron works near
Three Rivers, which is carried on by nine
joint lessees, who have taken a lease from
the crown for fifteen years, and are, as I
am told, to clear about £100 or £120 ster-
ling apiece, by them, after all their ex-
penses paid; which they well deserve, as it
is an undertaking of some risque and a
considerable expense in the setting out,
to put the buildings in repair. If the
claims of the fishing-posts at Mingan, ete.,
are allowed, the sealfishery will probably
be carried on with success, which is
reckoned one of the best branches of trade
belonging to the province. . . .

““It is said that the sloops from Boston
loaded with rum and other spirits have
carried away from this province, for it is
in gold and silver, no less than £10,000
sterling gold and silver coin in exchange
for those liquors, which is a great detri-
ment to the province. This might easily
be prevented, if the British parliament
would lay a tax of 9 pence or a shilling a
gallon upon all spirituous liquors imported
here from the other provineces of North
America, and only 3 pence or 4 pence a
gallon upon that imported from Great
Britain or the West India Islands. The
West India Islands might take our timber,
pipe-stems, and corn in exchange, whereas
the North American colonies take nothing
but ready money.

¢“The fur trade in the upper country
beyond Montreal, towards Michilimack-
inae and Detroit and the five lakes, is in
a most lamentable decay. The persons
gent thither with goods make small or no
returns to their employees the Montreal
and Quebee merchants, insomuch that they
are said to be indebted to them in the sum
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of an hundred thousand pounds. Various
causes are assigned for this, which will
deserve to be inquired into.’’

The first favourable impressions
which Maséres had gained of life in
Canada soon faded; and the experi-
ence of a couple of Canadian winters
made him cast his eyes homeward.
““This provinee,”’ he confessed in the
autumn of 1768, ‘‘is a very dull and
disagreeable place to live in; and if I
could get a little employment in Eng-
land of only £200 a year, I would
prefer it to being Chief Justice here
with a thousand pounds a year.’”” In
other letters, he was even more ex-
plicit :

‘“As to myself, I have but a middling
state of health, a bad scorbutic disorder
keeping fast hold of me, and, I fear,
rather gaining ground upon me. The ex-
treme cold of this climate (though not
otherwise disagreeable to me) is bad for
this complaint by stopping the perspira-
tion. And as the ground is covered with
snow during five months of the year, it is
inconvenient during great part of that
time to take the exercise of walking or
riding; and in summer there are no great
inducements to go ariding, as there are
no downs to ride upon, no pleasant green
lanes, no parks, or forests, or gentlemen’s
estates to go and see, or gentlemen to visit
at them, but the whole is a strip of culti-
vated country of perhaps three miles deep
along the banks of the river St. Lawrence
(which is in most places a mile and a half,
or two miles wide), in which every bit of
wood is cut down, 80 that there are neither
hedges nor trees left, but only fields of
corn or grass separated from each other
by palings of dead wood, and behind this
ha.lf-cu}tivated country the natural wild
woods.”’

And in April, 1768, with the winter
still vivid in his memory, he wrote :

‘I confess I have been a good deal out
of heart with respect to all schemes for
the benefit of the provinee; and have not
that hope and pleasure of seeing things
mend and improve by quick degrees that
alone can balance the disagreeable cir-
cumstance of living in a sort of banish-
mgn(; }1,1 this frozen kingdom of the North-
win

In the latter half of 1769 Maséres
obtained his desire, and returned to

England. His series of Canadian
letters thus came to an abrupt term-
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ination. A suitable epilogue to them,
however, and at the same time an
illuminating commentary upon them,
is to be found in a letter which Sir
Guy Carleton addressed on October
3rd, 1769, to the Barl of Hillborough,
the Secretary of State for the
Colonies :

““My Lord,—

‘¢ After repeated solicitations I have at
last granted a twelve months leave of
absence to Mr, Maseéres, His Majesty’s
Attorney-General for this Province.

““Our arrival here was much about the
same time; the summer following, this
gentlemen, disgusted at the severity of
the climate and in hopes of obtaining
further preferment at home, applied for
my leave to return, which I then prevailed
upon him to lay aside; for although I very
soon discovered his strong antipathy to
the Canadians for no reason that I know
of except their being Roman Catholies, I
attributed many of those narrow preju-
dices which he entertained to his want of
knowledge of the world and his having
conversed more with books than men. I
was in hopes time and experience would
insensibly wear these away, and that from
his speaking the French language well and
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from his knowledge in our laws, he would
be, indeed he might have made himself,
useful here.

‘I am sorry to say I was deceived in my
expectations; and that Mr. Masdres has
been so indiscreet I judged it highly
proper to yield to his entreaties and let
him depart the province, to which I believe
he never desires to return; indeed as I
understand, he neither would have re-
mained here so long, or wished to have
gone home Attorney-General, if it were
not for the hopes of thereby paving his
way to further preferment. . I sin-
cerely wish now he is gone, that some
opportunity may offer of placing this
gentleman in a situation more agreeable
to his own inclinations and where the
fervor of his zeal can be no essential dis-
advantage to the King’s service.’’

And so Francis Maséres passes out
of Canadian history. But his books,
and now these letters of his, remain.
Would that every other Englishman
who spent three years in Canada had
left behind him books, and especially
letters, as full of the raw material of
history as these from which extracts
have been made.

DUSK ON SUPERIOR

By CLARE SHIPMAN

DUSK on Superior—all the blue turned gray,
And silence clinging round us like the dark,
Dim shade close drawn, save where a star doth mark
The mauve above the last pale gold of day.

So be my evening when the dusk of death
Shall wrap me round in isolation vast;
Then clear before a Star shall shine at last

To light the dying happiness of breath.
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BHE ASHES OF VICTORY

BY EDWARD CLARK MARSH

S OOR  fellow 1”7 said Me-
Carney after the fun-
M eral. ‘“Ruined by his
~ 1,‘.”’3323 devotion to a mere wo-
A {M man—and a dead wo-
3 man at that!”
But McCarney was a pessimist;
and a pessimist, like an optimist, is a
man of narrow vision. Yet his re-
mark was fairly representative of the
opinion of Olaf Jansen’s acquaint-
ances when they heard of his .death.
It is therefore chiefly interesting as
exhibiting the fallibility of our judg-
ments. For however much of a fail-
ure Olaf Jansen was, the certain 'fact
of his life is that he was not “ruln?’d
by his devotion to a mere woman'.
Quite the contrary. But the facts
that would have refuted MeCarney’s
verdict were in the possession of only
one, and he did not choose to speak
at that time. He alone knew the
“case” as a rare example of devotion,
it is true, but also as the rarest of
instances of sheer sp.lrltual mastery.
No one, of course, will feel the grip
of Jansen’s story as I fhd when I had
it straight from him, in words that I
can indeed recall, but in a tone, with
haltings and rough gestures and long
pauses that I cannot hope to repro-
duce. Nevertheless, the recital may
contain its suggestion for those who
are curious of the devious ways the
human mind may take to find its way
ression.
tolexsrl))eak not of Olaf’s mind, which
sought the most direct way out of it-
celf that we can know. He was an
artist. He died only recently, obscure,
almost wholly forgotten by acquaint-

3-215

ances, almost wholly bereft of friends.
There were few who remembered that
ten years earlier he had been a wax-
ing light in his world.

Olaf Jansen was as Norse as his
name. He had come from one of the
northwestern states, the son of an
emigrant who had become a prosper-
ous farmer. He came to the city
young, and remained for years in the
art schools. His devotion to his
studies was steady, persistent and
confident. Long before he had left
the schools one of his instruectors pro-
nounced him the hest draughtsman in
the country. Apparently he kept on
as a student because he knew nothing
better to do. With all his skill—he
had a certainty of touch, a directness
of execution, that were little short of
marvelous—he had acquired not the
slightest trace of style. “Jansen’s
work,” one of his fellow-students is
reported to have said, “is as sure and
as impersonal as death and taxes”. At
this time he could paint “still-life” ad-
mirably, and copy beautifully. His
ambition, of course, was to paint
portraits; such grotesque associations
of desire and capacity seem to be a
special delight of nature. His fellow-
students looked up to him with a
certain awe—the awe the beginner
always feels for the one who has
mastered the craft; yet even the
most indulgent of his friends laugh-
ed at an ambition so out of keeping
with the nature of his talent.

But there was one who encouraged
his hopes. She was a little, quiet,
rather pale and neutral-tinted girl.
Her New England ancestry had
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stamped itself on her frail physique
and written her destiny in her deep,
dark eyes. Her name was Esther
West. She couldn’t paint—so ran
the verdiet of those most intolerant
and implacable critics, the students.
They asserted patronizingly that no
matter how hard she might try, her
work was always unfinished, vague,
undecided. She seemed to be one of
those who are forever struggling,
never arriving.

She conceived the most extravagant
shy admiration for Olaf Jansen’s easy
mastery of line and colour, and he fell
in love with her. It was probably
quite inevitable; she was the one critic
who placed no limits to his capabil-
ities. Two years after she had first
come to the school they both left it.

After the marriage Olaf set up a
studio in Washington Square, then
the centre of the artist world. The
paternal exchequer enabled him to
wait in comfort for patrons. Mean-
while he painted industriously, and to
some purpose. It was only a short
time, as such affairs are measured,
before he had sent to an exhibition a
picture that opened the eyes of the
scoffers. There were qualities in it
that they had not guessed possible in
Olaf Jansen’s work. The more open-
minded even conceded that he might
in time become a portrait painter
after all.

The lingering doubt expressed in
this concession was dissipated the next
year, when he took the Webster prize
with his “Portrait of an Actress”.
That picture was the most brilliant
success of its year. Here was all the
old confident, overpowering dexterity
of Olaf’s student days, the supreme
skill that piled up difficulties for the
mere joy of overcoming them; and
to it was added something more and
different. Those who knew the sub-
ject saw most in the portrait; but the
story was there for everyone to read.
It was not precisely a flattering like-
ness, though it represented an un-
deniably beautiful creature. There
was something pitiless in the way it

suggested certain unlovely traits
beneath the beauty. Everybody, even
the most untutored, remarked it. And
yet it ‘was not malicious—not even
ironic. It was not altogether fanci-
ful to suppose the painter lacking in
that kindly tolerance for human
frailty that constitutes an artist’s
sense of humour; he was just inexor-
ably, passionately truthful. Some-
thing like this, at any rate, seemed
to be the impression produced on
many people.

This and other pictures that soon
followed fairly launched the painter
on what promised to be a brilliant
career. And his old friends marvelled
at the gift that seemed to have fallen
on him from the gods. Then someone,
to account for it, advanced a theory
80 obvious, so plainly dovetailed with
the facts, that it was quickly accept-
ed as conclusive in the little cirele
where these affairs are discussed and
settled. Olaf Jansen had fallen in love,
had married. That climatic change,
material and spiritual, had been co-
incident with the accession of new
powers. Plainly it was an instance—
one of the finest and most authentic
—of the fecundating power of an
absorbing love. Poets, since time be-
gan, have sung the tender passion as
the ' poet’s inspiration; here was the
case in point, all too rare in a world
impoverished of both poets and pas-
sion. That the “inspiration” emanat-
ed from a pale, unobtrusive, rathep
insignificant little priestess of the
sacred cult added the touch of
strangeness, the sharp contrast of
“values” in which we mortals of the
latter-day world are supposed to de-
light. The special object of Olaf’s
worship mattered less than that the
worship was devout ; it was enough to
have entered the temple to receive the
god’s benison.

Such sentimentalizing over truths
that we are too dull to understand
vicious though it may be, has its alr
lurement as a pastime for the sternest
of us. I confess that I was more or
less swayed by it even before T met

-




THE ASHES OF VICTORY

Olaf Jansen, which came to pass about
this time. T had held for a year one of
those semi-official positions, the chief
duty and honour of which appear
only at the time when the distinction
is to be relinquished. My portrait was
to be painted and hung beside those
of my predecessors in office, and Olaf
Jansen was designated as the one to
whom I should sit. Mingled with the
trepidation I felt at the prospect of
facing so redoubtable a searcher of
the hearts of men, was the anticipa-
tion of satisfying some of the curiosity
that had been bred in me of the studio
gossip I had heard. I was young
enough then to imagine that I was one
to get to the bottom of this man’s soul,
and I determined to reverse the roles
and play the inquisitor with him. I
hoped especially for an opportunity
to observe his attitude towards his
wife. The love-making of a man so
wholly in love must, I thought, be
worth the attention of a psychologist.
With some such prepossession I
went for the first time, by appoint-
ment, to his studio. I was greeted with
an unaffected, awkward -cordiality
that immediately disposed me to like
him. At this time he was still a mere
boy in spite of his thirty years—a
fair-haired, rather clumsy boy, with a
big body, square shoulders, large,
well-formed hands and a smooth,
bland face; plainly a creature of un-
shakable nerves, dogged will and gen-
unine vital force. What I missed in
him was the sign of experience, the
record of the tidal wave of life that
must have swept over him to have so
opened his eyes to the lives of others.
One would guess this an inland soul,
set high and secure against breakers
and stormy seas. b
Furthermore, and somewhat to my
chagrin, my amateur psychologizing
detected in Olaf no heroic outpouring
of an absorbing passion for his wife,
She was present while I remained.
Insignificant she was, almost, and un-
obtrusive quite. What made her more
than a negligible quantity was her
own devoted admiration. She watch-
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ed him wtih eyes that seemed to pro-
claim a sort of jealous guardianship,
and when she spoke—which was not
often—her words carried an odd in-
flection of deference to a superior that
was close to grotesque. Yet she un-
derstood him, and her tact was con-
stantly on the alert to save him from
the consequences of his own clumsi-
ness.

Their first words to me, after the
preliminaries of introduction, seemed
to me to suggest a clue to their rela-
tion.

“I hate doing these official portraits,
but when General Landon asked me to
do you I couldn’t very well refuse,”
he remarked. Churlish as the words
sounded, they were entirely devoid of
intentional offense. But Esther hur-
ried to anticipate my possible misun-
derstanding of her husband.

“Oh, but this will be something
more than merely ‘official’” she re-
assured me. “Won’t it Olaf?”

I smiled my disregard of Olaf’s un-
intentional ungraciousness in my de-
light at having, as T believed, so quick-
ly seized the situation. It was indeed
as far as T was to get that day. We
talked, while Esther sat quietly by,
of unimportant things, discussing and
arranging the time for my sittings.
At the first of these T made the dis-
covery that Esther Jansen was dumb
only so long as her husband’s art was
in abeyance. At a word touching the
portrait the look of anxious responsi-
bility settled in her eyes, and her voice
was an index to point the world’s
homage to its proper object. There
was a passing question of the pose I
was to assume. Instantly she was
attention.

“Yes, I think that. is right—isn’t it
Olaf?” she pronounced. “There, the
hand a little farther to the right, and
the face turned more, so that the
shadow of the hair falls free of the
eyes. That’s it.”

It did not escape me that in spite
of her pretense of approval and agree-
ment with the painter her suggestion
was directly contrary to what he hag



218 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

proposed. Olaf himself seemed not to
realize this, for he calmly and uncon-
sciously appropriated the suggestion
as if it were his own idea. ;

Such trifling incidents as this, at-
tending my further aecquaintance with
the happy and absorbed couple, con-
stantly whetted my interest in the
problem they presented. Perhaps, I
came to think, the secret of Olaf’s
awakening lay in the mere fact of his
having found someone with whom to
share his absorption in art. Her love,
while it stimulated his powers almost
miraculously, also had its reaction on
herself ; her complete devotion quick-
ened her own vision and made her,
failure though she had been, the part-
ner of his success.

Mistaken as was this theory—I was
to learn my hopeless error long after
—it seemed for a time to be borne out
by my observations. In my zeal for
studying the painter I almost forgot
the portrait—which, by the way, when
completed, was pronounced notably
successful. I had, as I say, watched
its growth rather carelessly ; yet I had
observed that subtle changes came on
it from one sitting to another. Slight
as these changes were, they were un-
mistakable, often startling, although
I set them down in large part to my
own fancy. Olaf’s offhand statement
that when he was painting a portrait
he was completely in the grip of the
subject, that he worked and studied
over it incessantly, in the absence as
well as in the presence of the model,
actually left something still to be ac-
counted for. Nevertheless I accepted
it for the time, for I was blind, ig-
norant as I was, and am, of the mys-
teries of the painter’s art.

I had opportunity to observe more
closely the workings of this “method”
when, soon after, I attended to the
studio a relative whose portrait Olaf,
thanks to his success with my own
features, was to paint. My aunt was
a woman of vigorous intellect, of great
decision under a gentle demeanour. I
fancied at first that Olaf was misled
by her mild manner as to her char-

acter; and she in turn frankly con-
fessed that she found him devoid of
ideas and rather complacently stupid.
Indeed, she pronounced the colourless
little wife a more interesting com-
panion—but that might have been ac-
counted for by the fact that Esther
Jansen developed under my aunt’s
encouragement, a palpable admiration
for the older woman. In the intervals
of the periods actually devoted to the
object of her presence my aunt held
Esther in subdued intimate talk, while
I engaged Olaf in conversation or
studied his work. And as I attended
thus closely to the growth of the por-
trait I noted more plainly the evi-
dences of the painter’s activity in the
absence of his subject. Watching thus
the progress of the work from the
first “sketching in” of the outlines,
the first rough indications of the
“value” to the finished canvas, I saw
come into the kind face the almost im-
perceptible lines and shadows that
told so well to one who knew her
the story of my aunt’s gentle firmness.
But not once did I surprise the brush
stroke that gave the life-touch to the
inert figure; I saw these creative,
vitalizing additions not at the end but
at the beginning of each sitting.

Gradually the pose had undergone
subtle. changes; the background and
decorative ideas were not the same;
above all, the entire composure had
been transposed to another “key” in
the painter’s phrase. The result
showed no uncertainty or lack of har-
mony ; everything was as gold, as sure
and masterful as any work he had
ever done. Even my aunt, with her
clear-eyed vision of men, was won to
concede a tardy recognition of a qual-
ity of perception—perhaps of intui-
tion—in Olaf which her first jude-
ment had denied him.

Moreover she more than once told
me that the neutral little New Eng-
land woman was a rare, fine creature
—too fine and rare for the under-
standing of us coarser beings with our
rough measuring tools. On this point
I felt myself competent to carry on
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an investigation, an opportunity for
which I should have welcomed; but
it was placed beyond my reach jugt
then by the departure of Olaf and his
wife for their summer holiday. The
condition of Esther’s health had for
some time been a cause for anxiety,
and it was with a view to its improve-
ment and the arresting of certain al-
arming symptoms that they had gone
to some place in the far West.

Although I knew this, I was never-
theless totally unprepared for the
brief despatch which I received from
Olaf about two months later, announc-
ing the death of his wife. I learned
in time that she had faded away quiet-
ly, painlessly, swiftly, as is so often
the case with the remnants of these
older New England families, in which
stamina has been sacrificed to the
over-refining of the race. She was the
last of her family.

Still, after the momentary shock I
had felt at learning of Olaf’s bereave-
ment, I reflected that after all it was
not an irreparable calamity. He had
been fond of her, no doubt, but a man
of his age always recovers from such
SOTTOWS.

At last one day, in prowling about
the studio, I discovered the only can-
vas he had brought back with him
from the West. It was a half-finished
portrait of Esther. He met my eye
with some confusion, I thought, as 1
looked at him inquiringly.

“She wanted me to do it,” he said,
“when she knew she couldn’t get well.
1 didn’t have time to finish it.”

His indefferent tone annoyed me.
“0Of course you must complete it
now.” 1 spoke rather sharply. “The
drawing is so far along that you can
surely do it superbly from memory.
That should be her monument.”

“Oh, yes, I'll finish it sometime,”
was his answer. “Not now, though;
T'm too busy. Did I tell you I had a
commission to ‘do’ the Honourable
Martin Flaherty, Tammany boss of
the Ninth #”

I said no more, convinced at last
that this indifference must be feigned
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—that the great, outspoken boy had
learned to wear a mask. And I was
really glad to know that instead of
wasting his days in regrets and mem-
ories he was bent on the wiser course
of finding forgetfulness in work. That
way lay sanity and ultimate recovery.

I never saw the portrait of the Hon-
ourable Martin Flaherty though it was
finished early that winter and exhi-
bited. I was away from the city at
the time. As soon as I returned I re-
ceived a note from Olaf Jansen beg-
ging me to come to his studio, for he
needed my moral support.

. “For God’s sake come!” it ran.
“I’ve got to see someone, and you're
the only one I dare talk to.” The
note was wretchedly scrawled.

I found him alone, sitting at a table
with a big bottle of whiskey and a
glass before him. In all my associa-
tion with him I had never seen him
drink. He had the look of a beaten
man. I have never seen such utter
dejection, such hopeless misery. in any
face. So startled was I that I essayed
an inanely cheerful tone.

“Well, what’s wrong, Olaf$” I said
when we had shaken hands and he had
relapsed again into his shrunken atti-
tude in the chair. “Let me hear about
your latest successes. Don’t tell me
yow've fallen off on any ill luck,” I
added.

He gave me so little attention that
I was not sure he heard. “Then you
haven’t seen what the papers said
about the portrait?”’ he began. “Per-
kins and McCarney were the only ones
who praised it; and they’re two fools
who know nothing whatever about
painting. All the others roasted it.
They were right.”

“Nonsense, man,” I cried, amazed
that he should have taken so compara-
tively trivial a matter so much to
heart. “That’s nothing to pull a long
face over. Suppose this one picture
isn’t quite up to your high mark;
suppose even that it’s a rank failure;
it’s only one and you’ve a failure com-
ing after all your successes. Is this
all it takes to drive you to drink9”
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“Stop!” He almost sat up for a
moment and then dropped back again.
“What do I care about Flaherty’s por-
trait? You’re right—that’s nothing.
It’s worse than that. I'll never paint
another portrait.” .

“Olaf,” I said, for his extraordinary
manner made me uneasy, “‘you're not
yourself. What in the world do you
mean ?” <

Then, still sitting sunk in his chair,
he began to tell me. I recall his words
almost literally! I can even see the
awkward gestures and hear the stumb-
ling pauses in his narrative. It all
made an extraordinary impression on
me for I realized at least that the man
was not drunk or mad and that he saw
his own case in the clearest light.

“When we were married—that was
nearly four years ago—I was sure
she loved me. 1 thought I loved her
because she appreciated—yes, because
she appreciated me. She was the first
critic I ever had who thought I could
do the only thing I cared to do. You
know what I mean. From the very
first she encouraged me. I ‘did’ her
over and over—she always destroyed
the canvases. But she liked better for
me to work from other subjects, so
that she could watch every stroke and
talk it all over with me. In her quiet
way she was always making sugges-
tions, and though some of them sound-
ed a little crazy to me, when I adopted
them they usually came out all right.

“Little by little I began to see that
I really was doing better work. I said
to myself that her appreciation had
given me confidence to go ahead and
do things in my own way—though the
Lord knows I never wanted confi-
dence. I was so sure of myself that
I didn’t even mind when she took the
brushes out of my hand as she did
oceasionally to touch a spot here and
there, just to show what she meant.
You know she had studied, and she
knew more about it than they used
to give her credit for. Twice, when
I had been out and returned unex-
pectedly, I found her before my easel
with my palette and brushes. But

she just made a joke of that—said she
was trying to imagine herself a
painter.

“I never suspected anything until we
were out there in the mountains.
Then, when the doctor told her she
couldn’t last six months, the only
thing she seemed to think of was the
time I was losing. She fairly com-
pelled me to begin her portrait. In
those days, when I could think of
nothing but her, she thought only of
painting. Every day, even after she
was so weak she could scarcely move,
she would take the pose and make me
paint, bringing the canvas to her
every five minutes so she could eriti-
cize and suggest. “This is my portrait
—you must let me have it in my own
way’: that’s what she said.

“Then when we were almost done,
one day she couldn’t leave her bed at
all. All that day she would talk to
me until her strength gave out utter-
ly, and she had to lie and wait for
breath. She made me promise to
finish the portrait, but very carefully,
doing as little to it as possible. She
tried to tell me just how she wanted
it—tried to tell me the very brush
strokes. There are some things that
can’t be told.

“I don’t remember much what she
said. That day I think I was mad.
To talk about art, about my work,
when she lay there dying before my
eyes! You see, I hadn’t really loved
her at first, but now—!

“Well, she died—it was only three
days after that. For a time after I
came back I didn’t do any work.
There was something in my mind—a
suspicion of something I ecouldn’t
place—that scared me. Then I got
the commission and I took it because
I was afraid I was getting morbid. I
thought it would be an easy portrait
to do.

“When it was done I couldn’t tell
anything about it. Of eourse it was
bad—worse than you can imagine.
Everybody tried to let me down easy,
but I knew something was wrong, I
made up my mind to find out what it

-



THE ASHES

was. Yesterday morning I got out
the unfinished portrait—of her, you
know—and worked at it all day. I
finished it. There it is.”

He pointed with his foot to a can-
vas that stood facing the wall. _I
reached out my hand and ‘turned it
round. I thought again that the man
was mad, for at first I did not believe
it was the same canvas I hac} seen be-
fore. 'That had been, even in its un-
finished state, a wonderful revelation
of the shy, quiet, brave soul my aunt
had seen in Esther. It was no more
than a sketch, but it had the beauty
of all simplicity and absolute truth-
fulness. This picture before me was
a completely finished product-—hard,
brilliant, perfect in line and colour,
and absolutely, unaccountably hfelgss.

I suppose I allowed my aston}sh-
ment to escape me in an exclamation,
for Olaf nodded slowly two or three
times. :

“] know now,” he began again.
“Hven I could see that this thing isn’t
a portrait—that it isn’t she. Last
night I sat down and thought it all
out. I tried to recall every word she
ever spoke to me. .I remembe'red
everything she ever did to my paint-
ings, all her suggestions and eriti-
cisms, and then all that other people
said. I remember how I used to go
out and when I came back find some
little change in the canvas I had left
that I couldn’t quite understand. I
used to think it was all in me: that
difficulties straightened themselves
out when I left them alone. I know
now how they straightened themselves
out.”

“QOlaf, you must steady yourself,”
I said, while the suspicion of his mean-
ing formed itself in my brain. “What
are you saying? Do you imply—"

“I'm saying,” he interrupted me,
“that she painted every one of those
portraits. It’s true as God’s word.
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She used me for her tool. All the
brains, all the soul—the insight and
subtlety and knowledge of character
that you fellows have prated of—were
hers. That—" he indicated the por-
trait with a world of contempt—
“that’s the sort of work I do, left to
myself. She saw the possibilities in
me—yes, she saw that I could handle
a brush, that I could mix colours, that
I could draw lines, that I had the
steadiest nerves and the best trained
hands of them all. She made them
hers—she used me—she made the pic-
tures that I thought I had painted
myself--Ah!”

He brought it all out as suddenly,
as brutally as I have set it down. I
was dazed ; the only idea I could sum-
mon was that he must be turned from
his brooding on the truth that had
overwhelmed him.

“Olaf, don’t think of it now,” I
pleaded. “Try to think instead how
she must have loved you—”

He raised his head to face me fairly
now, as he interrupted me.

“You’re a liar!” he ecried. “I
haven’t told you everything, That
day I told you about, towards night,
she said something. T didn’t under-
stand then—she was a little out of her
head, I think. She said: ‘I wasn’t
quite through with you, Olaf; you've
beaten me.” And then: ‘But what use
are the hands when the brain is
dead ¥

He paused, and then went on in a
quiet, hopeless tone. “You see, she
didn’t even love me. She loved art,
and because she hadn’t the things I
have, she used me. She didn’t even
love me—but I loved her, and now
she’s gone I'm nothing but a useless
pair of hands.”

He no longer saw me. I watched

him for a time, but as he did not move,
I went out of the room quietly and
left him alone.




THE-GRME OF “BHE - WESH

BY FREDERICK NIVEN

‘“GO WEST, YOUNC MAN, GO WEST "

[TH the most intense par-
ticularity of detail I re-
@ call a certain day at the
i beginning of a past sum-
mer,when the westbound
carried me up beyond
what was then Assiniboia, and is now
South Saskatchewan. In some queer
way that day does not seem to be dead
and gone. There was something sa-
crosanet and magieal in it; something
in the nature of the miracle of the
Valley of Ajalon happened to it too.
The train still snakes along with open
windows ; the sunlight still gleams on
the interior woodwork and metal. I
can feel the airs that fluttered—that
flutter—in upon us, can see the faces
of the people in the coach.

Many had come all the way from
Montreal. With many I had chatted
in the smoking-room at the car’s end,
or in the dining-saloon over the white
tables and the tinkling dishes. I
knew little details of their lives, as we
know details of the lives of our fellow-
villagers—details regarding their old
homes, and their dreams. That train
was really a moving village. One or
two I have met since then, despite the
bigness of the world. One I saw a
year later, and again ten years later.
But he always sits, for me, in that
wéstbound train of many years ago.
He had been on a visit to Britain. I
recall the light on his face as the con-
duector’s voice ticked off our progress:
“Next stop Crowfoot!”—“Next stop
Gleichen!” I recall the almost idiotic
look, though well do I understand it
now, on his face, the tipsy joy that
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suffused it, as he looked suddenly at
the back of his left hand and smote it
with his right. He grinned and
glanced at another man who had been
east on holiday. They exchanged a
nod of understanding ; they were com-
ing grinning home!

“Calgary is the next stop! The
next stop is Calgary!”

I looked out, and found it all even
better than I imagined. Now there
are two Calgarys in my memory, for
it has changed since then ; but on that
day, as the train slowed down, I did
not know which way to look, to north
or south, for the mere joy of looking,
There was the depot platform, and g
red-coated R.N.W.M.P. boy with a
riding crop under his arm; a baggage.
man trundled a truck; beyond the
small station building were houses.
scattered anyhow on the brilliant
world, as in pictures by Remington.
And to and fro, before these houses
that only indicated the alignment of
the streets, so numerous were the va-
cant lots, the gaps between them, men
on horseback came and went in a con.
stant stirring of dust, twinkling flurry
of hoofs. They sat in high saddles.
They rode at sprinting speed down the
street, and halted, and wheeled in the
fashion that is called “turning on g
dollar”.

To the south of the track, on a great
rolling hump of grass, many Indian
children romped and waved their
hands to us. Up toward its erest were
tepees decoratively pitched, with their
protruding poles and blackened tops :
and lean ponies grazed over theip
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shadows everywhere, ponies of all
hues, sorrels and buckskins, and many
pintos—scraggy, wiry beasts of the
hammer-forehead and Roman-nose
type. Perhaps they were dirty, these
Indians. I have seen Indians very
dirty, and Indians serupulously clean
gince then; but dirty or clean there
were some fine specimens among them.
One girl, in beaded and fringed buck-
skin tunic and quill-decorated leg-
gings and moccasins, ran lithely along
the track-side, begging. It was some-
thing of a shock—the buckskin, the
quill trimmings, the wild litheness of
her leaping run, like a deer’s and then
that brown hand held up for nickels.
Her dark eyes still look up at the car
windows; the frou-frou of her pass-
ing is still in my ears.

ln%ater journeys to and fro took me
through the Crow’s Nest Pass and the
Téte Jaune. It was not till many
years after that I came again over the
rolling plain to Calgary, and saw the
long indigo loneliness of the Rockies
beyond the foot-hills, eighty miles
The mountains cannot be

way.
:hagged; but there were other
changes. I looked out to see the shin-

gle houses scattered on the prairie,
the cattle-corrals, the young men of
the high-saddles with lariats looped to
the horn, the conical tepees of the red-
men, with smoky tops. And what I
looked for I did not see. To north
and south of the track—no, not the
track, the many tracl;s—were houses,
houses, houses. I alighted from the
train into a new depot, a depot with
a tiled booking-hall. It was erowded
with people, and none of them wore
“chaps”; not one had a quirt hang-
ing from his wrist. In place of tke
quirt many of them had crook—l.rmnd'led
umbrellas depending from their arms,
for they wore clothes they had to pro-
tect from the elements! In a dazed
state I walked into the street, and saw,
backed up to the concrete pavement
(the old wooden sidewalk go.ne) a
semi-circle of motor-cars, for hire, _I
strolled on, and watghed thg electric
trams rush past with their strap-
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hangers. I looked up at the buildings.
I saw a soaring steel skeleton, many
stories high, and a rub-dud, a noise
like that of a ship-yard, came from it.
Men were driving the rivets home with
electric hammers.
erhaps there is some excuse for
those who, coming to Calgary to-day,
look dubiously at Old Timers who tell
of having seen the buffalo trekking
north or south across the Bow River,
or of going into camp for a couple of
days, when freighting on the old Mac-
Leod Roead, to let the herds go by. A
man need not be old, only a little el-
derly, to recall those days. I arrived
Jjust in time to see the buffalo wallows,
and note the streaked ruts the migrat-
ing herds had left at the river eross-
ings. Even their bones have been
gathered up and sold; the last polish-
ed horns have been peddled by the
Blackfoot to tourists going through.
Yet the old Calgary is not gone;
rather is it merged in the new. The
men who talked horse and cattle still
come there, and sit in the hotel ro-
tundas with those who talk town-lots
and oil-wells, but they leave their
“chaps” at home. 4
Much can never be altered. From
every western-facing window in Cal-
gary will always be seen the sunlit
grandeur of the Rocky Mountains.
They, too, have their lure. The other
day a man I know (to make me jeal-
ous, he said, in a post-seript) put a
sprig of fir into a letter he posted
_fron} the Slocan country. I opened
It—in London—and his aim was
achieved, before I read. People who
do things like that should be fined, and
the fine should amount to the cost of
steamer and train fare to the place
where they are. The room in which
I sat was all blurred to nothingness. T
saw a long deep cleft in the moun-
tains; and the month was November,
I know it was November by the with-
ered leaves on the birches, They had
not yet blown off, and they were ai]
dancing upon each tree like fountains
of yellow dises. Every shade of gray,
till the gray turned to blue, was in
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the strewn rocks and boulders going
down to a creek, and the creek was the
colour of an opal, and changed like an
opal in the light. The firs were green,
or red, or brown, or all these colours
blent; and the shadows under their
stately falling branches were blue.

The Rockies are different from the
Alps. The knowledge that a man can
mount up into them at any place, 1? he
cares, and go marching and camping,
marching and camping, month in,
and month out, and never see a mortal
man till he comes down the butt-end of
them toward the Arctic Sea, gives a
different feeling among them. The
Alps are in a pocket of Europe, and
seem almost a kind of sleeping part-
ner of Messrs. Cook; but the Rockies
run the length of the continent, and
are in league with Eternity. I would
write a poem on my old camp-fires
there were it not that there is scanty
market for such poems. The theme
is not considered opetical by the
tasters of the moment; one must write
of a lady seen in a restaurant, or
thoughts while listening to a jazz
band.

‘Once, in a mining camp of the
Kettle River Country, one of the
“hoys” (he was a good deal of a
man) told us he guessed he saved up
enough to go home and buy a little
farm “back east”. He shook us all by
the hand, and said good-bye. Those
of us who had not yet “made good”
envied him, for there is hard work as
well as scenery in British Columbia,
and even in a land where not to work
is to be ostracized, men do look for-
ward to the time when they need not
labour on days that they don’t feel in-
clined to, but with feet on the
verandah-rail, smoke cigars and watch
the June-bugs. About a month later I
say him again and said : “Hullo! You
haven’t gone yet, then?” It struck
me that perhaps he had been taking a
few days to liquidate with his most in-
timate friends before departing.

“I’ve gone, and come,” he answered.
“The east looks all right in fancy, but
the fact is different. I got back and
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saw them all, but the very day I ar-
rived I knew I was coming here again.
I told them I was only home on a visit,
Those were the first words I said. It
ain’t God’s country there, the way it is
here. They were decorating the church
for harvest thanksgiving, and one
thing and another. And it’s all kind
of finished and set, and they got a har-
monium in the parlour. I just stopped

two days. It took all right in faney,
but when you get there ” he shook
his head.

“And what about coming back
west 9 I asked.

“That’s—ecoming—home,” he
plied.

‘What called him back ? What is the
lure? It is a sense of freedom. It
is pines mounting up the steep hills,
and the smell of the pines and the
quiet under them. It is the little
white-painted towns, always, it seems,
in the perfect sites by bends of rivers
or lake sides. It is stomachic too!
It is the luscious peaches. It is the
rank tea, tasting like nectar after
working in the woods. It is the wagon-
roads, the two deep ruts, going down
through the sands of the Okanagan, or
up into the Cariboo, or twining
through the pine-needle floors of the
tall timber tracts in the Selkirks, the
Cascades, or the Pallisers. It is the
trails leading off from these, with the
gashes blazed on the trees, blaze by
blaze showing the way, as lighthouses
con ships through sea channels. It is,
as in Murray Gibbon’s song, “the
lakes of melted jade”, these lakes
that the winds play with, as a hand
ruffling and smoothing velvet. It is
the lonely call of loons in the hush
before twilight, when the grasshoppers
all suddenly cease to chirp. It is the
mosquito-hawk that zig-zags overhead,
with a flight somewhat like bat or
swallow, in the drizzle of the reflected
sunset. It is the clear air that lets the
eyes roam over great spaces. It is
the moon rising to silhouette a ridge
of firs and light their tips all down
the slope—and the wonder of it all
getting into one’s blood.

re-
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“COMPLETE

EMIGRANT”

BY W. P. M. KENNEDY

%) HERE has lately come
into my possession a
pamphlet, a copy of
which does not appear
to exist in any of the
™ great libraries in' Can-
ada. Under the title “A Catechism of
Information for Intending Emlg"’rants
of all Classes to Upper Canada”, the
author, Frederick Widder, Commis-
sioner of the Canada Land Company,
throws valuable contemporary light
on the social, educa_tlonal an.d eco-
nomic conditions which prevailed in
Upper Canada about the middle of
the nineteenth century. The pamph-
let is dated July 20th, 1848, and bears
the press mark of Messr"s. 'Scoble qnd
Balfour, Adelaide Buildings, King
Street, Toronto. Professing to be com-
piled “by intelligent and experienced
gentlemen long resident in the Prov-
inee”, it is addressed to intending
emigrants in the United Kingdom and
the United States, and settlers already
in Canada West are advised to send
it to those of their friends yvho may
be contemplating the creation of a
new home in a new land. It is writ-
ten in the clearest and most precise
English and bears self—ev1dent. signs
of careful thoughfc, well eons1-dgred
judgments and diligently serutinized
h]r)a:ﬁ)'tless as it owed ifcs origin to
an official of a company with well over
million acres for sale, there was need
?hat overstatement should be avoided
much as possible, especially as one
?); its aims was to encourage distri-
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bution by those already farming en
the company’s property, who were not
likely to be deceived or to let their
friends be deceived by any glowing
account of conditions by interested
parties.

This point is of some importance.
Prima facie the student would be in-
clined to discount the historical worth
of the evidence which it provides,
fearing that it was coloured by the
utilitarian purposes of its author.
This natural reluctance of the scien-
tific historian can easily give place to
a certain amount of confidence, when
he remembers that an open and candid
appeal is made to settlers well ac-
quainted with conditions to distribute
it among their friends. In addition,
the historian is able to test the value
of the pamphlet from the gradually
emerging history of pioneer days in
Upper Canada, which is appearing in
various proceedings published by local
historical societies. Indeed it forms
another chapter almost ready at hand
in that history which as yet remains
to be written. Broadly speaking, I
have applied this test in several par-
ticulars and have found, where such
a test was available, that the evidence
provided is reliable and that the de-
ductions from it are on the whole fair
and justifiable. The great defect is
a negative one. Contemporary diaries
and letters belonging to the same
period, while they usually contain
notes of hope and are full of a wise,
if not buoyant, optimism, do not, as
a rule, make light of the weariness,



226

the ceaseless work, the trying condi-
tions of pioneer adventure. In some
cases, where the available records are
written by more educated people, this
note of adventure almost appears to
lend an element of romance to the de-
seription. This note, however, is ex-
ceptional. The tale is more often that
of heroie effort—rewards, but those of
toil ; success, but that of the hardest
and most diligent endeavour ; sorrows
but those of a strange land among
strange peoples; joys, but those shared
with loneliness and isolation. Of all
this the Canada Land Company’s
pamphlet gives no hint. Indeed, it
must be judged by that sterling maxim
of just criticism—the purpose which
its author had in view, and this cer-
tainly did not leave any place for
emphasizing the difficulties which lay
before the pioneer.

On the other hand, the pamphlet
has an emotional interest. It is quite
easy to gather round it a whole roman-
tic picture, which will possess the
truth and atmosphere of great . his-
tory. For myself, it is this personal
element which attracts me in such
historical material. I cannot handle
a pamphlet such as this without con-
juring up scenes in homes long since
deserted in the Older Lands. The day
when the pamphlet arrives from Can-
ada West seems like yesterday. The
eager discussions are audible to the
well-trained historical ear. How care-
fully the pros and cons are balanced!
How insistent the call, how great the
reluctance to answer! It is easy to
picture many a family council, many
a financial estimate, many a hope and
many a fear, which gathered round
the Canada Land Company’s little
publication. It is easy to call up some-
thing of the emotions which it aroused
in the hearts of many who, through it,
became in time the pioneers of many
an Ontario farm to-day. To those set-
tled on these lands it is not too great
an exaggeration to say that the “Cate-
chism for Emigrants” is a family
heirloom—a link with the past, a
sentimental fragrance from the gar-
den of hopes long dead. It has the
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fascination of an old letter, into
which the human hand has written
some depths of the human heart.

But the pamphlet has other in-
terests more mundane. It is an ex-
ceedingly valuable piece of evidence
for the student of pioneer conditions
in Upper Canada during the ten years
after Mackenzie’s Rebellion. It takes
its place securely among the material
available for comparative study in
this connection—material which is un-
fortunately becoming less and less
common as we advance further from
the earlier days and the older inhabi-
tants, and for the careful collection
of which no adequate means have been
as yet provided.

The Canada Land Company had
offices in England, and we may say
with some confidence that one of the
first and most common inquiries by
intending emigrants was concerning
the weather of Canada West. Strange
tales of the severity of the Canadian
climate still linger in the Old Land
and even Rudyard Kipling cannoé
claim poetic license for his ignorance,
as his attempts at historical writing
are as ill-informed as his poetry in
connection with Canada. Whatever
the reason, Widder begins his pam-
phlet with a careful and, I believe, ac-

-curate account of the temperature and

climatic conditions in Canada Waest
during the years 1840 to 1847. I feel
certain that this prominence was due
to reports from England, for he says
that “it is a very important question
on which much ignorance and mis-
representation prevail”. For these
years the mean temperature in sum-
mer was 62.5°, and in winter 26.7°
(Fahrenheit). The coldest winter was
in 1840, when 18.6° below zero was re-
corded and the warmest summer was
in 1846 when 94.6° was recorded—
both at Toronto. During these seven
years there were 770 rainless days
400 snowless days, 1,752 perfectiy dry'
days—a yearly average of 961/ raj

days, of 50 snowy days, and of 219
perfectly dry days, on which there
was neither snow nor rain. Widder’s -
figures are, as far as I can find out,
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perfectly correct; but it will be noted
that almost any climate where there
are marked differences, can be made
to look attractive enough by statistics.
However, he is careful to point out a
fact, of which information must reach
England, that outside work on a farm
practically ceased on November 1st
and was not again possible till the
first of the following April.

An outline next follows of sugges-
tions for travelling, with a table of
distances to various places from Mon-
treal and Quebec. There are a few
points of interest here. A team of
two horses with a wagon (to talge a
load of ecighteen ewt.) and driver
could be hired at eight pence a mile to
the journey’s end, supposing the team
to eome back empty. If the driver
had guarantees of business on the
return journey cheaper rates _could
be obtained. It is also interesting to
note that there were daily steamers
from Lewiston, Queenston,_and Nia-
gara to Toronto and Hamilton, and
that a tri-weekly steamer from Roch-
ester plied to the same places. Be-
tween American points, steamers
touched regularly at Canadian ports,
and settlers are advised to make use
of these as they afforded the cheapest
access to Gore, Brpck, .Londo.n, and
the Western Districts in which the
Jands belonging to the company lay.
Stage coaches linked up travellers
with the country .settlements.

Next to inquiries about the wea-
ther and travelling come the problems
of finance which naturally held a
prominent place in the mind of the
intending emigrant. Before examin-
ing the information, it is well to note
that the prices quoted throughout the
pamphlet are bas_ed on Halifax cur-
rency—$1 or 5s. is equal to 8s. .Yor].:,
or 4s. sterling. The mfoymatlon_ is
detailed under several head'mgs which
can be followed for convenience. Does
farming afford a profitable return for
capital invested? This question is
answered very directly and with great
fairness. If the pioneer farmer de-
termines to keep out of debt, and to
develop his farm gradually he can
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reasonably expect independence in a
few years. He is warned, however,
against idleness and “excessive enjoy-
ment in amusement and visiting” in
winter to the neglect of his stock, and
to the loss of comfort in improving
his collection cof household and farm
conveniences. This “manifest ne-
gleet” spells if not ruin at least dis-
content. Warnings, too, are given that
failure is most noticeable among
“gentlemen from Europe who expect
to live in luxury on borrowed -capi-
tal”—a feature of which our own gen-
eration in Canada is not ignorant.
The discussion of the prospects for
success leads to the question of the
price of land. Lands could e bought in
lots ranging from eighty to 200 acres
at prices varying from 2s. to 30s, an
acre. Thus for example in the Ottawa
and Dalhousie distriets land ranged
from 2s. to 12s. 6d. and in the Brock
and Talbot distriets from 20s. to 30s.
an acre. Lots could be obtained by
lease for ten years, or in fee simple
by purchase for cash down. Rents
on lease-hold were due on the 1st of
each February and they amounted to
the interest at 6% of the cash price
of the lot. Most of the lots could be
taken up on lease without any initial
cash payment. On some lots, how-
ever, one to three years’ rent must be
paid in advance. At any time a
lease could be converted into a free-
hold. An interesting feature of the
whole scheme is the fact that the
Canada Land Company was prepared
to receive the settler’s savings, how-
ever small, at any time, to allow him
interest at the rate of 6% and the
opportunity of withdrawing his
money with interest at any time with-
out previous notice. Another point
on which emphasis is laid is the scale
of wages for clearing lands. From
the words used it is evident that the
custom was for the new settler to hire
men skilled in “clearing operations”,
All the prices are estimated on a cash
payment plan—under a written agree-
ment they were higher. In moderately
timbered land wages for clearing var-
led from 10s. to £2 10s, eurrency an
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acre. In the more remote and more
heavily wooded country from £3 to
£4 10s. an acre currency. I have not
noticed elsewhere in the history'of
pioneer days any mention of hiring
men to “clear”. Would it be pessibie
that the company provided them as
far as possible?

- Satisfied, or ill-satisfied, as to the
weather, pleased or displeased with
the journey to his new country, the
settler having arranged for his new
homestead and for clearing it turns to
the expenses for the “necessary out-
fit” in building conveniences, farm
utensils and stock. The figures which
follow are exceedingly valuable. A
comfortable log home, 16 feet by 24,
with two floors and a shingled roof
cost £9; a frame house of similar di-
mensions would cost £50. A log
barn, 24 x 40 feet, cost £10, or frame
£70. Household tables cost 10s. up.
Bedsteads could be bought from 15s.
to 20s. each. Chairs cost £1 5s. a
dozen. The settler could rely on his
neighbours to help him in building
operations and in no case need he
estimate to spend more than £10 on
household furniture. For half that
sum he would be quite comfortable., A
yvoke of oxen cost £10 to £12; cows
cost £2 10s. to £3 each; a horse cost
£10, often less; a pair of drags, £1
15s.; a winnowing machine, £6 to
£6 15s.; a plough, £1 15s.; a working
sleigh, £7 to £7 10s. Equaliy valu-
able are the figures dealing with “the
cost of living” for “man and beast”.
Hay cost £2 10s. a ton; oats, Is.
a bushel ; clothing, 50% advance on
0ld Country prices; wool, 1s. 2d. a
Ib.; pork 15s. to 20s. for 100 1bs.;
flour, £1 5s for 196 lbs.; oatmeal, 7s.
a cwt.; beef, £1 to £1 5s. a cwt.;
butter, 1s. 10d. a 1b.; and the in-
evitable whiskey, which figures in
every available record of the period
that I have seen, 1s. 3d. a gallon.
Until his farm began to yield and ke
could balance his necessary expendi-
tures with his returns, the new settler
is assured that the annual expenses
of an adult family of six need not
exceed £36 currency.

‘What then would be his expenses—
what his hope of return? After the
initial outlay, the question of wages
for help must be considered. A farm
servant cost £2 with board, £3 with-
out board (currency, a month). A
female household servant cost £1 with
board (currency, a month). A day
labourer earned on an average esti-
mated over ten years, 3s. 9d. (a day
currency, without board). Having
arranged for his help, the new settler
next considered the method of farm-
ing. On new fallow land, wheat was
always the first crop. Farmers with
capital seeded the fallow down with
grass and waiteg five or six years, but
the settler with limited means put his
land into erop the next year either
with potatoes or spring grain; then
followed wheat every alternate year,
unless he was able to clear enough new
land for an annual wheat crop—when
the older land was either laid down
in meadow or otherwise cropped. The
best English and Scotech farmers
adopted as soon as possible the ecus-
tomary three or four field system, or
otherwise wheat, and winter and sum-
mer fallow each alternate year. Most
valuable figures are given of the aver.
ages an acre for the years 1838-1847.
Naturally the yield varied with the
quality of the soil, the climatic con-
ditions, the care, experience and
adaptability of the settler, but the
averages are remarkably good—wheat
25 bushels an acre; barley, 30 bush.
els; oats, 40 bushels; rye, 30 bushels:
potatoes, 250 bushels. Turnips, man.
gels and root erops were not sufficient-
ly in cultivation during these years
to allow an average being given. Be.
ginnings, with profitable results, had
already been made in the growing of
flax and hemp, while most English
fruits flourished. Fall wheat sold at
Toronto at an average of 4s. 94. a
bushel of 60 lbs. during the years
1841 to 1848. Spring wheat averaged
6d. a bushel lower during the same
period. During the “Rebellion” fa]]
wheat rose to 7s. a bushel, the high-
iSSEL price recorded between 1832 ang

8.
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Taxation was very light, and was
vested in the District Councils, who
could tax up to a certain sum on the
valuation of property. All taxes
raised by the District Council were
spent in the District and each settler
had a voice in the election of the
Council. Taxes of all kinds only
amounted to 114d. in the £ currency
on assessed property.
might be called on to serve as Pound-
keeper, Fence Viewer, Road Master,
Township Clerk, Collector, thool
Commissioner, or District Councillor
if he possessed in the last case proper-
ty valued at £300. e :

The provisions for religious worship
and for education are specially em-
phasized. In well-settled districts
and in the towns churches and chapels
were numerous. For example Toronto
had thirty places of worship, Guelph
seven and Chatham four. In the dis-
trict of Huron there were twenty-five
places of worship. In similar places
“aducation is cheap in the extreme
and good”. In the country and new
settlements so good a selection can-
not be made, but there are few parts
where a man can be at a loss to give
his children “a decent English educa-
tion at a cheap rate”. This statement
must be brought into relatlop w1§h
the official history of 'ed}l‘ca_atlon in
Ontario. On the whole it is just; but
to the uninitiated settler it may have

roduced an entirely false impression.
Thus, the fact that “the grammar
sehools in each district were respec-
tably conducted and every year im-
proving” might mean anyt}ung. Of
more interest is the attention d'rawn
to the cheap opportunities for higher
education. It is pointed out that a
boy could obtain board and tuition
(up to preparation for the Univer-
sity) at Upper Canada College for
£33 16s. (currency), per annum. The
College had 210 pupils in attendance
in 1848, and more than 1,200 Upper
Canadians had received an education
there. For University education at
King’s College, two inducements are
held out: the system was b.ased. on
the plan of the English Universities,

The settler
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“which is of itself a sufficient guaran-
tee of the soundness of the education
afforded”; the tuition fees were ex-
tremely moderate, while “four good
meals each day at the University”
would cost the student only £48 cur-
rency. The emphasis laid on educa-
tion is remarkable. With all the
drawbacks which are well known to
have attended it in Upper Canada at
the time, there would appear to be
little doubt that a wider opportunity
was open at that period to the elass to
which the pamphlet is addressed than
in the United Kingdom. This fact
is at any rate one of the most out-
standing and interesting features of
the appeal.

The remaining portions of the little
pamphlet do not call for such close
attention. The newness of the Pro-
vinee and its vast territories promise
openings of fortune to settlers’ chil-
dren. The legal rate of interest—6%
—ecan easily be increased to 8% “by
judicious management in real estate”
—as land near the larger settlements
has increased tenfold in value since
1838. There is no mention of condi-
tions affecting the settlers’s women-
folk: “spinning and other female oe-
cupations” will monopolize the win-
ter; “wife and daughters” must share
the burden of providing not merely
luxurle_s but the articles of everyday
convenience, and on them will fall the
larger weight of “domestic ecomfort
and happiness”, In summer, the fields
will call them, and even the child of
five must be “usefully and healthily
employed” in outdoor work. It is
here alone that the writer touches
hands with the days of trial and
labour which have been the settler’s
lot. It is done very judiciously—
doubtless, as we have said, friends
filled in the sketch. He need not,
however, fear wolves or bears—they
are only an occasional annoyance.
Game is plentiful—especially par-
tridge, quail and wild duck. Deer is
quite common, but “the settler can’
earn a quarter of beef in the time that
it takes him to hunt a quarter of
venison.”
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Such is “the complete settler in
1848” in Canada West. There does
not seem to be any effort made to
“boost” the Province, as in later days
when the descriptions (horresco ref-
erens) have passed into romantie lit-
erature in the highways and byways
of the United Kingdom. It would not
be a difficult study to trace those who
may have come under the influence of
the “Catechism” and settled on the
Company’s lands about 1848. There
may be alive not a few who as chil-
dren at least owed to it their coming
to Canada. To them the contrasts
must be violent—I wonder if for the
better? There is a danger, however,
to sentimentalize over “the good old
days,” and we cannot say ‘“stop” to
the march of events. But we may
well ask if the sturdy stock of sixty
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years ago were not built in more
heroic mould than we are, and if the
compensations of our civilization have
not been paid for in a very heavy
price.

There we must leave it. From some
hamlet or country scene in the Old
Land, brave hearts have come. Faith
lights the way: hope nerves the ad-
venture. They touch hands with the
heroie in history. If mundane prices
of food and implements, of lands and
cattle, of servants and clothes run
throughout their early history, they
are but the sacramental robes of the
living truth—that it is out of ventures
of faith that all that is of value in
life springs. Going forth “knowing
not whither they went”, they span the
ages and greet the far off centuries of
early Canadian history.
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CHAPTER XXII

FMURRAY WILLARD’S
@ cambling debts had
i caused him to commit
WA forgery, but even that

: “ cerime would be over-
by Stumpf and his associates
%got]ﬁadplgns of the Greig engine could
be placed in their hands. And now,
having once clearly faced the issue
and having made a decision along the
line of his own best interests, he was
not the man to suffer from hampeppg
geruples. Under the easy amenities
of civilization he eoneealed a soul
which knew no higher law than its
own desires. Many called him selfish
put no one realized just how selfish he
was. He concealed the knowledge
even from himself. It was his habit
to think of himself as a good fel-
Jow. Sometimes he did little ser-
vices for other people just to prove
what a good fellow he was. He would
have been surprised to have had it
pointed out that tbey were always
services which cost him nothing. When
any such kindness threatened to be-
come a bore, he dropped it, just as he
had dropped the task of freeing
David from Clara. He had always

considered himself very fond of David,

1p to the limit of his capacity
atneva;s1 I’Zrue enough. Only when David
5 t in the way of Murray Willard
did his claim begin to dwindle; when

he became a serious obstacle it van-

i - altogether.
mhj[igy:}l&%gists differ about these

cases of intense egotism. But if Mur-
4.233

ray were to be used as an example he
would certainly lend forece to the
theory of directi inheritance. Dr.
James Willard, his father, had been a
man whose callous indifference to
everything not calculated to advance
his own interests was a by-word
amongst his fellows. On the other
hand, Murray’s early environment
and upbringing had not been very
different from that of scores of other
boys. His father had not done more
than generally direct his education.
His mother had died when he was too
young to remember her but he had
never lacked for care or training,
good schools, wise masters and the
daily companionship of sturdy good-
hearted Canadian youth. He had in
fact had as good a chance as most
and a better chance than many.
Murray left the house of the mys-
terious Mr. Smith that afternoon in
an angry mood, but his anger was
not caused by the thought of the
traitorous work he intended to do. It
was owing entirely to the fact that
these men had been able to compel him
to do it. Not for the first time did
he roundly curse the weakness which
had led him into the present trap.
Why had he not been wise enough to
wait until he could really afford to
indulge his passion for play? Since
that passion was part of himself it
must certainly be satisfied; but it
would have been wiser, much wiser, to
have deferred the satisfaction. Ag it
was, he had made a pretty mess of
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things. He had run things pretty
close, he had almost been counted out.

Only let him get on top again, and
there would be no more mistakes! Let
him once be free of Stumpf & Co., let
him once hold Stumpf’s money in his
hand, and the world would pay Mur-
ray Willard for his present humilia-
tion.

His mind thrust aside, now, even
the pretense of consideration for his
friend. David and his engine l—what
did they matter in comparison with
the fever of defeat and impotence un-
der which he raged?

As for the actual theft of the plans,
that ought to be easy. David was one
of those silly asses who trust every-
body! Murray smoothed his face
clear of disturbing thoughts, settled
his collar, and arranged his progress
so that he might casually encounter
David upon that trustful person’s re-
turn from John Baird’s workshop.

David was unaffectedly glad to see
him.

“Well,” he said, “how goes it? I
thought you went away mad !”

: Mur;ay managed a somewhat sheep-
ish grin. “Oh, forget it! I've just
seen Stumpf. Told him that the
whole thing is definitely off; Rather a
decent chap, Stumpf! He wasn’t as
difficult as I fancied he would be, so
we found another way out of my obli-
gation to him; that is, if I can still
negotiate that loan you promised me 9’

David was much relieved. Money
matters are the easiest of all to settle,
provided the money can be got. “Cer-
tainly,” he said heartily, “how much ?”’

‘Willard appeared to refleet and
then mentioned a sum which, while
not unduly alarming David, might be
considered large enough to account
for his former urgency.

“Will that clear you$”

.“Yes, and I’ going to stay clear. I
haven’t been at all up to form lately
and I’m going to cut the merry game
for awhile—nerves! KEvery one seems
a bit jumpy these days, yourself in-
cluded.”

“Me—jumpy ?”

“Aren’t you? You act like it. It
doesn’t matter at all about the engine
now, but you did behave foolishly
about it, you know. European war
—fixed idea and all that. Same
thing that ails old John. I shouldn’t
wonder if you even keep pour pre-
cious plans locked up?”

“As a matter of fact, I do.”

Murray nodded. “Thought so!” he
said.

“Perhaps it does seem crazy. But
John’s arguments affect me against
my will. And in any case it does no
harm. The plans are in John’s pri-
vate safe at present. Not the work-
shop safe but his own special one. Any
one who gets them there will deserve
them—and anything else he gets!”

“Meaning 9”

“Meaning that he would get some
nice surprises. John keeps a lot of
things in that safe and has utilized a
few of his own ideas for safeguarding
them. T’ll let my plans stay there
until I go down to Milhampton,”

“Better take the safe with you!”

“Oh, it isn’t as serious as that.
They won’t be disturbed in Milhamp-
ton.”

“When are you going

“In a day or two. If you're feel-
ing seedy why not come along9”

“Better not, I might steal the
plans!”

“Yes, I'm sure you would!” in
friendly derision. “But say, I'm in
earnest, Murray. Youre looking
quite as bad as you feel, and a few
days there will fix you up. Cousin
Mattie, like Billy Fish’s girls, is ‘al-
ways glad to see a friend.’”

“That Silly Billy isn’t going is he $”

“No, but Clara is. She hasn’t been
at all well ; almost fainted in the store
the other day. She has a fortnight
holiday and Cousin Mattie is going
to do great things with the air and
food cure. Milhampton air and Mil-
hampton cookery will cure anyhody.
Come and be cured.”

Willard felt a throb of elation. This
was easier than he had expected. Hig
luck must be turning at last!

Ty e
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“It sounds very pleasant,” he said.
“Let you know later.” ;

“No, I want to know now.”

“All right. T’ll come, if you’re sure
I shan’t be one too many. Thanks.”

They parted with mutual satisfac-
tion.

“You say the young man has in-
vited you oud of town to his work-
ing-place and the blans vill be there ”

“Yes. There is no use trying to get
them from my uncle’s safe. But there
is probably no safe at all at Milhamp-
ton.”

“And he does not susbect ?”

“Not a particle. I didn‘t suggest
going. He invited me for the good of
my health.”

“Ach!
goot ?”

“It is very good, thank you, ex-
cellent.” For no reason at all Mur-
ray was annoyed at the kindly ques-
tion of Herr Stumpf. The Ilittle
German shrugeged his fat shoulders.

“So? But id iss true you do not
look vell—with health, one never
knows.”

“T tell you I am perfectly well.”

“Yes, yes!” agreed Herr Stumpf
soothingly. “Now, aboud our liddle
pisiness: you vill find the blans and
the vay to ged them. Then you vill
let me know by the simple code I haf
arranged. I vill send down a goot
man and my own liddle ear which not
so slow as she looks. You vill ged the
pabers and pass them to my man oud-
side. He vill arrange that id looks
like a housebreak. You can further
brotect yourself by giving the alarm
—when he iss safely in the car. You
can say you were disturbed by a noige
and you half run oud to see—they vill

lief you, iss it?”

“They’ll believe me all right! But
how about the man? If I give the
alarm they will go after him.”

Herr Stumpf smiled.

“They may bursue,” he said, “but
they vill not capture. That iss bro-
vided for.”
~ «T have nothing to do with that%”

“You,” said Herr Stumpf slowly,

Your health, it iss not
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“vill have nodding to do with that.”

“All right. Now about the money
and the note. I get them before I
hand over the plans.”

“That iss also brovided for.”

“It might be a good idea if I were
to fire a shot,” suggested Murray .

“Id would be still bedder if our
man should fire. Id would lend—
what you call—admosphere.”

“Well, I don’t know! He would
have to be a good shot. We don’t
want him hitting anything besides the
atmosphere !”

Herr Stumpf laughed heartily at
this joke. But between laughs he
managed to reassure his young friend.

“He vill be a good shot,” said Herr
Stumpf.

XXTIII

When Clara heard that Willard was
to make a fourth in the little party
at Milhampton she turned so white
that even David noticed it.

“Don’t you want him to go?”’ he
asked uneasily. “I thought you
would like it. You two always seem
to get along so well.”

“Well enough,” said Clara, angry
at her self-betrayal. “What’s his idea
in going to the country ¢”

“Don’t let Cousin Mattie hear you
call it‘country,”” he langhed. “Wil-
lard’s going for the same reason that
you are, change of air.”

“Does he know that I am going?”’
asked Clara. She spoke very low, for
it was an effort to control her voice.

“Yes, I told him.”

Clara turned away. She did not
want any one to see the look of tri-
umph which flashed into her eyes.
Willard, the dilatory, was arousing to
action at last. He was following her
to Milhampton and, to Clara’s mind,
80 long revolving around a single idea,
this could mean but one thing. He
was jealous. He intended to fight for
her.

The relief of this convietion, fol-
lowing upon the depression of the last
months, was so great that Clara wept
her heart out, when David was gone,
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and revived like a flower after rain.
Sure instinet told her that Murray
was not going down to drowsy Mil-
hampton for any change of air. Nor
was he the kind to do anything with-
out a purpose. What could that pur-
pose bhe, save one?

Confidence in herself and in her
methods of managing men came flood-
ing back. Willard had tested her
power to the utmost, but it had been
equal to the strain. When it came to
the point he had found it impossible
to give her up.

Clara was happy.  For herself she
had long ago signed the articles of sur-
render. Her little, selfish, orderly
scheme of life lay broken at her feet
and she did not even glance at the
débris. She, who had planned always
to take, now gave, lavishly, endlessly
and asked no better.

David was to take Clara down to
Milhampton cn Monday morning and
on Saturday afternoon they were to
have had a last paddle up the Hum-
ber. But Clara, with the prospect of
a regained Willard to ocecupy her, had
no time for mere canoeing, She needed
Saturday afternoon to trim a hat. Also
there was a chance that Murray him-
self might ’phone or even call. Not
for many canoe rides would she have
missed that chance.,

David was accustomed to taking
Clara up the Humber, because they
were engaged and it was the proper
thing for engaged couples to do. He
wanted Clara to have all the proper
accessories. So did Clara, but it is
hardly necessary to say that these ex-
peditions were not markedly success-
ful.

The Humber is a charming river. It
is a river made especially for lovers.
To them it offers that most delightful
of all seclusions, the isolation of two
amongst the many. Its gaiety sur-
rounds but does not stifle; its many
voices call but do not trouble; its
slowly slipping stream; its green-
brown banks where trees hang over;
its sun-bathed fields and little vales of
shadow live in a thousand memories
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as part of the magic world of love and
youth. There is an old mill, too. Long
ago its millstones ceased their grind-

“ing, yet what a busy, useful mill it is:

where once it ground out flour now it
grinds out dreams. What used to be
reality has now become romance,
Quiet rests now where once there
moved the miller and his men—quiet,
and that faint flavour of decay which
seems to touch young joy to a new
keenness, heightening the pleasure of
to-day with the threat of time’s de-
struction.

_But to enjoy old mills and charming
rivers the mind must be atune, and
the lack of this essential harmony ex-
plains why Clara and David never
really found the seeret of the Hum-
ber; also why neither of them felt at
all disappointed when on this last
Saturday Clara ’phoned and said she
couldn’t go.

“I have such a very bad head,” said
Clara plaintively, “acute neuralgia, T
think. It wouldn’t be wise to risk the
sun.  Couldn’t you take some one
else ¢’

This was the first time in all their
acquaintance that Clara had ever sug-
gested David’s taking some one else
and it surprised him so that he had no
answer ready:.

“You might take you rlittle friend
Miss Selwyn,” suggested Clara’s voicé
over the wire.

David always bit his lips when
Clara referred to Rosme as his “little
friend”. Only a sense of humour saved
him from futile rage. Clara knew that
it annoyed him and therefore used the
phrase. She had not intended to sug-
gest Rosme at all but just at the last
moment she had been seized with g
sudden panic—what if David, depriv-
ed of his canoe ride, were to come over
personally to inquire after the neu-
ralgia? Anything was better than
that. Besides what did it matter
now? Only alittle while and nothing
that David did would matter any
more. In her restored elation even
her dislike of Rosme Selwyn suffered
eclipse.
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“Too bad you can’t go,” said David
ignoring the suggestion, “but if you’re
not feeling up to it, there’s no more
to be said. Can I do anything%”

“Oh, no,” said Clara, “all I want
is quietness.”

David replaced the receiver and
went back to his work-table. But the
room was so hot, so stuffy! The per-
fume of the flowers in the window-
box which Cousin Mattie had installed
during her last visit only tantalized
him with a memory of the breath of
the woods.

Take some one else? Well, why
not? Take Rosme? Why not, also?
It might be the last chance he would
ever have of an afternoon with her.
He thought of the “Last Ride” with a
somewhat dreary smile—“who knows
but the world may end to-night!”

He went back to the telephone.
There might be a chance that she was
free to go. ;

There was a chance. Circumstance,
who really seems to have been doing
her overworked best for these two, had
arranged it so that Rosme was spend-
ing her half-holiday indoors. She,
also, was trimming a hat. But hats,
in themselves, are negligible. When
David asked her what she was doing,
she said “nothing,” and when he asked
her to go on the Humber, she said
“yeS”-

It was a very warm day. People
whose faces get red and whose hair
comes out of curl dislike warm days
and quite rightly. Even quite pretty
girls look wilted under these condi-
tions. But as there are some flowers
to which heat brings new fragrance,
so there are girls who bloom more dis-
tractingly under the hot sun. Rosme
was one of these. The clear pallour of
her skin glowed like warm ivory; her
burnished hair lay close and silken
with golden tendrils in unexpected
places. The open collar of her soft
blouse showed to perfection the lovely,
ereamy neck. Cool shadows lay in

r long eyes.
heDavig hgd never before seen her all
in white, and white, say what you will,
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is the colour for summer and for
youth. Rosme was white from the
crown of her shady hat to the tip of
her dainty shoe—a soft, beautiful
whiteness against which her bronze
hair burned.

She carried a little basket in her
hand but what was in the basket she
wouldn’t tell.

“It may be almost anything,” she
said, observing its closed cover with
respect. “Maggie made it, the Infant
packed it and Madam tied it up with
string because the cover’s catch is
broken. My instructions are to lift it
by the handle only, to keep it in the
shade, on no account to sit on it and
not to open it until we are really
hungry.”

“I feel hunger coming on—oh, I
say, isn’t it a heavenly day!”

“Rather!” said Rosme contentedly,
settling herself in the canoe. “And
it’s heavenly that your cushions are
blue! Had they been red I should
have been regretfully compelled to
cast them overboard. Talking of cast-
ing overboard, do you know how to
drown Kkittens ?”

“Certainly not!” in alarm.

“Oh, I didn’t intend to ask you to
drown them. I just wanted to know
if you knew how. There must be
some way of doing it. Perhaps one
could take a correspondence course!”

“Why not! Were you thinking of
going in for it yourself #”

“Not myself. I am already special-
ized. But some one in our house will
have to do something soon. The
neighbours are complaining. Just as
if it isn’t worst for us than it is for
them. We have seven new ones.”

“Neighbours #”

“Kittens. Maggie undertook to
drown six and prepared the mind
of the Infant by displaying Jjust one
big one, quality instead of quantity,
you see. The Infant wanted quantity
but had become resigned and we were
comfortably at breakfast when in
walked the mother cat with the extra
six—one by one. They were not a bt
drowned. It seems Maggie had shut
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her eyes when she—er—did it, and
the anxious mother had seized both
the opportunity and the kittens. I
don’t know what we’ll do now. The
Infant has them safely counted and,
even if she hadn’t, Maggie says it’s un-
lucky to drown anyone twice.”

“There might be a risk!” said David
laughingly. “Do you want to paddle ¢

Rosme didn’t want to paddle, that
is, if David could manage alone. It
was much nicer to be lazy. She di_d
not add that it was much nicer to sit

with one’s back to the prow and look

at the paddler, but perhaps that is
what she meant. Bareheaded, and
without his coat, David was more than
ever a figure to arrest the eye. Rosme,
stealing a look from under her eye-
lashes, felt his strong grace with a
delightful quiver. And how like sun-
lit water his eyes were and how dear
it was that his hair would never lie
down properly !

“This is really a very beautiful
river ” said David with the satisfae-
tion of one who makes a discovery.
“And so changeable. 1 have never
seen it quite like this before.”

He never had. But it was not the
river that was different.

“Beauty is such a eurious thing,” he
went on. “It comes and goes. Billy
Fish was talking about it the other
day and offered a quotation, ‘Beauty,’
he said, ‘is all in a fellow’s eyes.’ He
said it was from Shakespeare.”

They both laughed. “But, of
course,” said Rosme dreamily, “some
things are always beautiful. A day
like this, a moonlit night—could any-
thing ever sully them ?”

David shook his head. Yet even
then horrors were preparing which
would make men careless of the
brightest day and turn the moonlight
to a thing of terror. Three years
later, when of these two in the canoe
one was in London and the other in
France, David was to write to Rosme:
“All my life I shall shudder at the
sight of the moon—when it shines I
know they are bombing London!”

But that was very happily in the
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distance now. The paddle rose and
dipped, the green shores slid by them,
music and gusts of laughter fled past
like happy ghosts. They were alone
in a world which held only themselves
and the gliding river.

“Do you know Pauline Johnson’s
‘Paddle Song’ ¢ asked Rosme.

“Drift, drift,

Where the uplands lift

On either side of the current swift”

“I wonder if she paddles a swift
canoe somewhere on some shadowy
river? No heaven would be home to
her without the wind and the water
and the trees.”

“She was part Indian, wasn’t she?
Indians have all those things. [
rather hope we have them, too.”

“So do I. I never liked the pearly
gates and the harps and the singing,
When I was little I was almost as
much bored by heaven as T was afraid
of hell. I remember asking once if
there wasn’t some place in between
where a little girl might go and be
happy.”

“And the answer?” :

“Shocked silence I think. But
really, with two such alternatives,
think those old, very orthodox people
nﬁl’s’t have been very brave to die at
all.

David nodded. “I suppose it takes
courage anyway,” he said. “But life
takes courage too. Angus used to say
courage was the one thing no man
could live without.”

“Women too ?” a little wistfully.

David smiled. “Angus’s idea a;.bout
women were very old-fashioned. T am
afraid you wouldn’t agree with them.”

But for once Rosme let a chance to
argue the woman question go by. She
trailed her hand in the slipping water
and was silent. Presently she suggest-
ed that they fulfil the second part of
Madam’s instructions and take the
basket into the shade.

David’s paddle turned obediently,

- It was odd, he thought, that he had

never before realized what charming]
shaded nooks there were on this gn{
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chanted river. Places where the water
was green and gold-flecked; places
where the sun through the leaves wove
changing patterns on a girl’s white
dress and soft uncovered hair.

They fastened the canoe and
serambled upon the sloping bank, the
basket between them. A picnic party,
hidden by the trees were shouting
with laughter somewhere near, and
they smiled in sympathy. But the easy
talk of their former meetings became
more and more difficult. What but si-
lence is left when the things one burns
to say are things forbidden. What
need for speech, anyway, when one
may understand without? David and
Rosme were very close to understand-

ng.

: gWithou’c knowing that he did so, he
used her name. “Do you remember
when we played Pirates, Rosme ?”

“Yes. You had a smudge on your
nose and a scar made of the blood of
the red geranium across your chgek
and your hair stood up—just like it’s
standing up now!” :

David passed a futile hand over his

Ly
ha‘l‘And you gnashed your teeth !” said
Rosme. “I wonder you have any teeth
eft.’

«You refused to gnash yours, I re-
member, but you put a green leaf over
the two front ones to make believe
they were out, and you had a black
pateh over one eye and a nasty black
bruise on your arm which—— ;

“Don’t let’s talk about that,” said
Rosme quickly.

“Aﬁ (i'ight,y'but I remember that I
wanted to go right in and behead your
aunt. You said you could behead her
yourself——when you wanted to! Yqu
had a dagger in your boot and two in
your belt, besides the cutlass and pis-
tols. Indeed, of the two, I think you
were the more desperate character.
You insisted that every living soul on
our captured ships should walk the

2»

o « Jiked the way you made them go
‘plop’,” explained Rosme. :
«And when I suggested, most pusil-

‘mustn’t be silly!
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lanimously, to spare the women and
children, you said, ‘what, clutter our-
selves up with a lot of useless bag-
gage? 1 admired you terribly for
that 1”

“I thought you suggested it because
I was a girl. And you did, didn’t
you

David admitted that perhaps he
had.

“It was a hot, still day just like
this,” she went on. “Doesn’t it make
you feel little when you think of mil-
lions and millions of hot, still days.
All those that have gone before and
all those that will come after? 1 feel
as if T would like to hold just one of
them tight and never let it go.”

“This one!” cried David, who had
suddenly turned pale.

“No, no—just any one! We—we
Let’s go on talking
about pirates. Do you remember how
we buried the pieces of eight. We had
nothing that would do, so I cut the
buttons off my winter coat and we hid
them on a desert island. Oh, David,
they’re theve yet.”

“Didn’ you ever dig them up?”

“No, we swore, you know, that we
wouldn’t—not one without the other.”

“But, what did you do when it came
time to wear the winter coat?”’

Rosme dimpled. “I pinned it up
with safety-pins inside. Aunt was
too mean to get me any more.”

“What else did aunt do,” he de-
manded sternly.

But if aunt had done more than
this Rosme woundn’t tell it.

“You were a loyal little thing I” said
David. ‘“Haven’t you ever thought it
strange that we only met that once?
If we had seen more of each other
when we were children. 14

“We would probably have quar-
relled horribly,” threw in Rosme
hastily.

“Rosme, I have never told you why
I did not come back next day as I
intended. It was because when I got
home that night I heard about my
father. He had died that day.”

“Your father?”’
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“Angus Greig was not my real
father. You knew that, didn’t you?”

“Yes. I knew you were adopted.
But I never heard who your real
father was.”

“Neither did I—the name, I mean.
I wouldn’t let Angus tell me. It
wasn’t a heritage to be proud of.”

“But David—one’s own name!”

“Greig is my name, if I never dis-
grace it. Angus gave it to me. But
it was that bit of news which changed
things so quickly for me. In a fort-
night I went away to school. I tried
to see you at church, but you weren’t
there.”

“Punishment for the sin of omis-
sion!” smiled Rosme. “I expect I hid
in the drawing-room. I hated
church. David, I believe it was be-
cause we were $o lonely that we liked
each other. You had Miss Mattie and
Angus Greig and I had Franeces, but
a child is always lonely without par-
ents, don’t you think ¢

“It depends on the parents.”

“Well, when I am a parent, I am
going to make my children so happy
when they are little that no matter
what happens to them afterwards they
have that much capital to live on.”

“Capital ¢’

“People live on happiness. When
they have used it all and there is no
more, they die.” /

“I wonder ?”

“They aren’t always buried, of
course. There are plenty of quite
dead people walking around.”

“But___.”

“But of course it is possible to die
of other things—hunger, for instance.
Aren’t you starving? Please pass the
basket and let’s see what’s in it.”

This, David realized with a sigh,
was the end of their talk. One does
not discuss life’s problems over a
lunch of chicken sandwiches, celery,
pickels, frosted cake, and raspberry
vinegar, All these things were in the
mysterious basket. David and Rosme

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

ate them all in rotation, searcely cons-
cious of which was which—a sad waste
of pleasant sensation. Then they re-
packed the basket tidily, set out a
dainty feast of crumbs for the birds
who hopped hopefully near and set
out upon their paddle back down the
rose-flushed river.

The brilliance of the afternoon had
quieted. Long shadows lay along the
banks, mysterious dusk stirred in the
reeds, a whispering breath from the
lake beyond was cool with the cool.
ness of night and the wide water, But
still the glory lay upon the tree tops
and gleamed rainbow-hued from the
mirroring river. David’s paddle
dipped slowly, very slowly! But how
unrestingly the current bore them on;
how quickly the dusk followed them ;
how chill was the wind from the lake.

“Our beautiful day is going to end
in rain,” said Rosme with a shiver,
“See how quickly the eclouds are
gathering over there. Madam Rameses
will have bad dreams to-night,”

“Does Madam dislike a storm 9”

“They always make her dream, And
lately she has been worried about her
dreams. She says she hears a noise of
children crying, many, many child-
ren! What can it mean?”

“Nothing.” David’s mind was not
on Madam Rameses. “You should not
let her fancies distress you.”

The storm came so quickly that the
first big drops were already falling as
they paddled in. The rest was al-
ways a blur to David—the long ride in
the car, the hurried dash through the
pouring rain, a stumble just at Mad.-
am’s door and a rescued Rosme for one
tiny instant in his arms, her face in a
flash of summer lightning, beautifu] -
and sad. Then “good-night” and hep
voice, low and broken, in his ear,

“Oh, David! if you loved her, or
she loved you—if I knew you would
he happy——" :

Then nothing but a closed door and
the rain beating down.

(To be continued.)
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TR is probable that no man

:‘ﬂ,)/“:,',‘ ‘,",y-('-:-‘j of his period has been

QUGB the subject of _ such
A heated controversies as
Ry

son of the United States,
The historians of the future, dlscu_ss-
ing him in the atmosphere of “strict
neutrality”, may decide for or against
his eritics of to-day. Their verdict
will be the debating ground of another
generation. The controversialists of
the present are too near to him and
to the stupendous events of 'the_ last
five years to render an impartial judg-
nt.
meOne thing is certain amidst the ar-
guments that centre around President
Wilson and the course he has pursued
since the great war brought its per-
plexities to this continent as well as to
those on which the conflict was actu-
ally decided by force of arms. That
conerete thing is the arrival of the
United States as a permanent factor
in world politics. Some worthy mem-
bers of Congress, and many able pub-
licists talk and write as if the United
States had finished its ‘share of the
work in Europe and Asia and should
wash its hands clean of further re-
sponsibilities. That cannot be done.
In Britain and France particularly,
this truth is recognized more clearly
than it is in the United Sta:tes: Con-
gress itself. There the majority of
the representatives of a nation, tre-
mendous in area and po;f)utlﬁgcl)‘n%oz;xée
mepnberble . ; :
thinking in the terms\
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fathers who knew only repression and
intolerance and believed they could
escape them by living to themselves
and keeping free from all European
entanglements. Trade and commeree,
the day and night intereourse by cable
and wireless, the near approach of the
daily journey by airplane and air-
ship and the resumption of immigra-
tion from all the old countries of the
world, would alone make the ideal of
isolation that many United States poli-
ticians and newspapers still preach,
almost impossible. The entry of the
United States into the war, President
Wilson’s appearance at the Peace Con-
ference, and his subsequent course
have made that impossibility absolute.

It is a far ery from the days of the
messages issued by the chief execu-
tive, in which he implored the people
of the United States to maintain striet
neutrality in the war, to the recent
hour when he urged ‘Congress to auth-
orize the acceptance of a mandate for
Armenia. Compliance with that ap-
peal would be the crowning effort of
the United States since it threw neu-
trality to the winds and entered the
world conflict on the side of demo-
cracy. Congress lost little time in re-
Jecting the request, which seemed to
offer the only hope for the salvation
of Armenia as a nation and perhaps
for its people as a race. The hands
of Britain, France and Italy are too
full now ; their burdens are too heavy,
If the martyred outpost of Christi-
anity is to be rescued it must be by
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the United States. Wilson sees that
clearly. To his logical mind it would
be ludicrous for him to act upon the
suggestion of the allied premiers that
he define the boundaries of the new
Armenia, and inform them that his
countrymen were willing to allow him
to go so far, but would not consent
to any action looking toward the pro-
tection of the people of that land.

Politics, as was anticipated, resulted
not only in the rejection of the Presi-
dent’s request for mandatory action,
but in its being treated with scant
courtesy in both the Senate and the
House of Representatives. Promiment
members of his own party are against
Mr. Wilson in this as in the League of
Nations covenant, and until the coun-
try has expressed its ideas of the latter
through the medium of the Presi-
dential elections next fall, there is
little prospeet of anything praectical
being done by the United States to
assure Armenia of security from at-
tack until she is able to defend her-
self successfully if need be.

His critics in Canada and elsewhere
outside of his own country, where local
polities will probably be the deciding
force, should not forget that the Presi-
dent, now pleading for a people whose
sufferings are a disgraceful blot on
the record of all other Christian na-
tions, which should long ago have com-
bined to end them, is the greatest indi-
vidual exponent of the League of Na-
tions on this continent. It was his
amazing efforts to arouse his fellow
countrymen to the vital importance
of a League that should be more than
a scheme on paper that brought on
the illness that has eliminated him as
a possibility in the next Presidential
election and may compel his early re-
tirement from activity in any phase of
life requiring concentrated mental or
physical effort.

Had he been backed by a dozen men
as familiar with the necessity of the
League of Nations and as eloquent ip
their support of it as himself, it is
probable that President Wilson would
have succeeded in establishing for it
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an overwhelming body of public sen-
tinent, despite the machinations of
the politicians. Perhaps that senti-
ment exists in a greater degree than
the professed experts of American
public opinion admit. The elections
will decide that and will indicate to
what extent the people of the United
States are still influenced by the idea
that they should have nothing to do
with European affairs. Incidentally
it will be interesting to watch in what
manner some of the candidates for
re-election reconcile their arguments
in favour of allowing Europe and Asia
to get out of their own troubles as
best they may, with their support of
resolutions favouring the recognition
of an Irish republic; in other words
approving an act of hostility against
Britain, a friendly nation.

There is a strkiing incongruity in
the vehemence with which some Amer-
ican writers and politicians claim that
the entry of the United States into
the war was based on an idealism as
pure as that actuating any individual
crusader in a noble cause, and their
condemnation of Mr. Wilson’s policy
in regard to the League of Nations.
They cannot see that the League itself
is a cause that should stir the imagi-
nation of all men who want to avoid a
repetition of the ghastly slaughter and
waste of the great war, and which is
being duplicated on a smaller scale
in Europe at this moment because the
League lacks the force necessary to
:baek up decisions it may reach. It
is a poor commentary upon the boasted
astuteness of the average American to
absorb the lessons of experience, to
have many of his own publicists and
politicians assert that he prefers a
condition that would leave him free
to resort to the bullet and bayonet to
settle any and all international misun-
derstandings. Once it is made plain
to him that with all the civilized na-
tions as active members there could
be no question of the loss of national
honour in submitting disputes to the
League of Nations, he would be ‘as
keen as any one to have his country
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enter. The alternative is the building
of fleets that will out-rival those of
any other power or of combinations of
two or more of the great nations, and
the maintenance of a powerful stand-
ing army. It is too readily assumed
by the demagogues who are blinded by
their partisan determination to block
and defeat President Wilson’s policies,
that other countries which were
longer in the war are too exhausted
to enter into the race of armaments, as
deadly in many ways as the wastage of
actual war.

In Britain men like Lloyd George,
Mr. Herbert Asquith, Lord Robert
Cecil, who have been in the forefront
of the propaganda for the League of
Nations share with the great mass of
their countrymen keen appreciation‘of
President Wilson’s work for humanity
in championing the League. Indeed,
the confidence of the masses of Eng-
land in the power of the Amgmcan
President to secure almost unanimous
support of the people of the United
States for the League covenant was
remarkable for its intensity. It is
all very well for American writers to
say that the Britisher should have
known better ; should have had know-
ledge that under the United States
constitution the Senate must ratify
foreign treaties and so on. The
masses do not follow the intricacies of
(Governmental systems so closply as to
understand all the constitutional
points such as those raised in the
United States Senate regarding Mr.
Wilson’s adherence to the League of

Nations and the Peace Treaty, which.

it should not be forgotten are imsepar-
able. Moreover the majority of Am-
erican writers who went to Britain
and France on the trail of thejr Px:es1-
dent were themselves responsible in a
large measure for many wrong im-
pressions created in their own as well
as in other countries as to his power
and authority. He was always, or
nearly always, represented as the
standard-bearer of that direet diplom-
scy that should sweep away all the
cobwebbed traditions of secret diplom-
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acy and reach open covenants in open
discussion. He was hampered from
the very start of his mission—if that
word may be permitted—as much by
the characteristic desire of the Ameri-
can press to praise and exalt its own
as by any lack of the finer under-
standing of old world diplomacy that
might be attributed to him without
in any way belittling his undoubted
abilities.

As a Canadian observer in the old
world at the time of his visit I can
add mine to the testimony of many
English journalists that the British
people welcomed the arrival of Mr.
Wilson on two chief grounds: first,
their belief that it symbolized a rap-
prochement between two branches of
the English-speaking race due to a
long ago folly of the elder. Second,
their confidence that the United States
would be the most powerful factor in
the formation of a league, or tribunal,
or international court that would
make war among the civilized nations
practically impossible. The very
attitude of the vast crowds that
greeted him on his landing and in
London, Manchester, and elsewhere
bore evidence to the Englishman’s re-
alizaton that a new figure and a new
nation were about to play important
roles in matters of state heretofore
the prerogative of the European
powers.

Somewhat later, in February of
1919, when it had become apparent
that the Peace Conference was set-
tling into a contest between the ideals
of the progressives who had learned
something as the result of the war, and
the trained and experienced diplomats
whose aim was to hold to the oid-time
balance of power plans, a number of
meetings were held in the British Isles
in support of the League of Nations.
At all of these Mr. Wilson’s name was
invariably the signal for cheering and
applause. The Englishman does not
thus show approval if the man
and the cause are distasteful to
him. Nor was there any sycophancy
in the expressions. Britain is not
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kowtowing to any nation or any man .

in relation to the war and its after-
math. She would be fighting yet if
necessary. The few ill-considered and
crassly ignorant publicists across the
border who paint Britain as fearing
the United States or any other nation
have a long way to go before they are
fit to be mustered out of the kinder-
garten class. It is because she does
not fear that Britain is able to do
things for the sake of avoiding fric-
tion and promoting good feeling that
another nation would not do lest they
might be construed as weaknesses.

Mr. Asquith was the chief speaker
at one of these meetings on behalf of
the League of Nations, and his audi-
ence, ten thousand strong, made the
Albert Hall, London, ring with ap-
proval of his own support of the Lea-
gue and the tributes he paid to Mr.
‘Wilson.

Some days later T heard President
Wilson read the draft covenant of the
League of Nations at a plenary ses-
sion of the Peace Conference held in
Paris. He was a different Mr. Wil-
son to the one who had so obviously
enjoyed the heartiness of the greetings
extended him on his brief visit to
England.  The strain of the long
meetings, endless debates and negoti-
ations of the Peace Conference, were
beginning to tell. One could easily
believe the stories that he was out of
his element; that what to the trained
diplomats of the European chancellor-
ies was easily understandable and
quickly considered in its application
to the special interests they were de-
termined to guard, was grasped by
him only after close and exhaustive
study. That was not surprising to
anyone who has lived close enough to
the United States to become reason-
ably well acquainted with its polities
and its newspapers.

President Wilson suffered from the
parochialism that is one of the handi-
caps of the American people. He
showed that in his first opposition to
the participation of Canada and the
other overseas Dominions with dis-

tinet representation in the Peace Con-
ference, though on the very next day
he withdrew his objections gracefully
and frankly. Like most of his fellow
countrymen he has not a clear coneep-
tion of the relationships of the free
nations of the British Empire to the
Motherland.

That detachment that is his heritage
from professorial days, the aloofness
of one who has lectured to students
who have not answered back, and
who unlike the statesmen of Britain,
France, Italy and other countries has
not had to fight his policies through
their various Parliamentary phases in
the face of hostile minorities, were ad-
ditional embarrassments for Mr, Wil-
son in Paris. This is not the time
or place to discuss the charges of some
of his own political friends that he
would not allow any of his cabinet
colleagues or expert advisers to men-
tion views not in full accord with his
own. The actions of a few of them in
the last few weeks have shown that
Mr. Wilson at least understood their
limitations fairly well. Nor am I
concerned about the allegations that
his latest policies on the peace treaty
and the Armenian mandate question
are the desperate expedients of a man
who sees his political power waning
and his party disintegrating. I do
believe that in the Peace Conference
he was sincerely desirious of reaching
settlements that should be based on
justice. If he was not able to change
his mind so quickly as some of the
other delegates, and preferred to stick
to the main lines of agreements arriy-
ed at before the Conference reached
the stage where jockeying for na-
tional advantage began to outweigh
the professed exalted principles of its
earlier stages, he may, at least, be
given credit for honest intent.

It was no fault of his that the ex.
pectations his visit to the old world
aroused were not realized in actual
achievement.  Despatches from the
United States before his arrival, ang
despatches to the newspapers of that
country as well as the general trend

y



PRESIDENT WILSON IN WORLD POLITICS

of the magazine articles that dealt
with his overseas journey and work,
set for him an impossible standard.
Most of them in fact claimed aceom-
plishment in advance of many of the
things they thought he should do, and
had little thought of the things
that he had in mind and hoped to
carry out.

Naturally 1 shared with fellow
Canadians in Paris the resentment
of Mr. Wilson’s expressed views rela-
tive to British Empire representa-
tion at the Peace table, notwithstand-
ing his early and complete retrac-
tion. In that hour it was easier to
recall the tenor of some of his famous
messages prior to the entry of the
United States into the war, and to
condemn his apparent indifference
to the allied cause, than to give
credit to him for at last plac-
ing his country in the battle front
with the entente nations. But hear-
ing him read the draft of the League
it was impossible to dwell upon his
past course and easy to hope for the
future. i

A heavy rain beat upon the win-
dows of the building during the great-
er part of that memorable session. It
was falling when the delegates began
to arrive, but it did not prevent the
gathering of a fair-sized crowd anx-
jous to cateh a glimpse of the world’s
notable men. It was of that erowd
1 thought as Mr. Wilson read the
draft, and subsequently made a set
speech. It included some French,
Britsh and American private soldiers,
a few women, mostly in mourning,
and a number of workingelass men.
They represented the masses upon
whom all war lays its heaviest burden.
For them the League of Nations
would be a new and a real charter of
freedom.

In imagination I saw also the hosts
of gallant Canadians who with other
hosts of the allied armies had died
that the world might be made fit for
free men to live in, and I thought of
those who had loved and now mourned
them. A League of Nations was too
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late to save the men who sleep in the
fields of France and Flanders and all
the areas of battle over which the
world conflict was waged. It is not
too late to avert the slaughter of the
rising generation if only it has
strength enough to do the work for
which it is formed. That it cannot
have if the United States holds aloof.

One noticed in Mr. Wilson’s pre-
pared speeches at the Peace Confer-
ence, as in his public utterances in
Britain and France, a curious similar-
ity with the prepared addresses de-
livered by Mr. Asquith. Each appears
to be analyzing as he goes along. Oc-
casionally there is a pause as if he
were enjoying the setting of a phrase
or finding a flaw in it. Each seems
to be confident that it is good material
he is presenting to his audience, and to
be rather impatient of applause that
interferes with the rounding off of a
sentence. Mr. Asquith can make a
clever and effective impromptu
speech, particularly on the election
stump. But both Asquith and Wilson
fall short of the magnetic appeals that
Lloyd George makes to his audiences,
though the British Premier’s ad-
dresses may not be nearly so logical
as theirs. There is in Mr. George’s at-
titude on the political platform and
even in more formal circumstances an
air of inviting the confidence of his
listeners. He plays upon their emo-
tions where Mr. Asquith and Mr. Wil-
son appeal to their reasoning powers.

These are personal views and as sub-
jeet to the eriticism that they are
based on false premises as those of
any other man who tries to summarize
his own ideas. But whether President
Wilson was forced to urge the United
States into the war against his own
inclination, as some declare, or not,
and whatever may be the verdiet of
the future upon the messages that
aroused much bitter criticism in this
country and others in the earlier
years of the war, the course that he is
pusuing as this is written is that of a
man of wider vision than many even
of his friends have credited him with
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possessing. Not only has he pleaded
for a mandate for Armenia and thus
injected into the Presidential cam-
paign the purest and loftiest note that
has yet been struck, but he has vetoed
the Knox resolution for a separate
peace between the United States and
the central powers as passed by the
Senate, in a message that gives to the
political contest still another issue
based upon the noblest ideals. The
closing sentences are worth quoting:

“Notwithstanding the fact that upon our
entrance into ‘the war we professed to be
seeking to assist in the maintenance of com-
mon interests, nothing is said in this reso-
lution about the freedom of navigation upon
the seas or the reduction of armaments, or
the vindication of the rights of Belgium, or
the rectification of wrongs done to France,
or the release of the Cgrisﬁan \population
of the Ottowamn Empire from the intol-
erable subjugation which they have had
for so many generations to endure, or the
establishment of an independent Polish state,
or the continued maintenance of any kind
of understanding among the great powers of
the world which would be calculated to pre-
vent in the future such outrages as Germany
attempted. and in part consummated. We
have now in effect declared that we do not
care to take any further risks or to assume
any further responsibilities with regard to
the freedom of nations or the sacredness of
international obligation or the safety of in-
dependent peoples. Such a peace with Ger-
many—a peace in which none of the essential
interests which we had at heart when we
entered the war is safeguarded—is, or ought
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to be inconceivable, is inconsistent with the
dignity of the United States with the rights
and liberties of her citizens, and with the
very fundamental conditions of civilization.”

No matter what the result of the
Presidential elections Mr. Wilson has
made it impossible for the campaign-
ers to avoid discussion of world poli-
tics, and the educational influence of
that in the thousands of meetings and
newspaper articles until the contest
closes will be incaleulable. Tt may be
that the foreign policies advocated
by him will be rejected by the elee-
torate; that can only be a temporary
check. The United States has already
gone too far to assure a future un-
trammelled by more than a passing
sentimental interest in the fates of
other nations. The American people
are inexorably committed to partici-
pation in world politics. President
Wilson knows best whether he led
them so far beyond the threshold vol-
untarily or under the compulsion of
influences not now apparent. At any
rate fair-minded people everywhere
will admit, notwithstanding the publi-
cation recently of his eriticism of the
British Navy, that in what is undoubt-
ely the closing period of his political
career he has presented issues for ar.
gument and decision that are worthy
the best traditions of a great nation.




GRERT CANRDIAN ORATORS

BY ALBERT R. HASSARD

X.—SIR CHARLES TUPPER

= OR a period of more than
fl sixty years Sir Charles
§ Tupper was a familiar

figure in Canadian poli-
d tics. For almost fifty
years of that long span
he may be justly regarded as having
won against all comers the title of
“The King of Canadian Debaters”.
If not as a silver-tongued orator, then
unquestionably as a master of the
art of argument and controversy he is
pre-eminently entitled to a foremost
position in a survey of the orators of
the Dominion of Canada.

Seldom, if ever, has History pro-
duced the equal of this marvellous
man. His mature opinions upon many
political questions were definitely
formed before he was twenty-one
years of age. Half a century after-
wards, when he was in the very
meridian of his power and glory, and
under conditions which were incap-
able of prediction fifty years befo_re
they occurred, those opinions requir-
ed no essential modification and re-
ceived no fundamental revision. Never
once in his lifetime was he known,
whether he was in the right, or whether
he was in the wrong, to swerve from
the course which he had defintely
and deliberately adopted. :

Sir Charles Tupper was born in
Nova Scotia in 1821. Ninety-five
years afterwards he died in the Pro-
vince of British Columbia. It was
fitting that the entire expanse of a
continent should have stretched be-
tween his birthplace, not far from
the Atlantic, and his grave beside the
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Pacific. For, during the three score
years of his public life, he exercised
a giant’s powers in bringing the bles-
sing of union to the thousand leagues
of territory which lie between this
planet’s mightiest seas. He was edu-
cated as a physician, and conscienti-
ously strove for a few years to give
his promising talents to his profes-
sion. But polities attracted him, with
the result that he became at the age of
thirty-four a member of the Legis-
lative Assembly of his native Province.
Not only that, but in 1863 we find his
patients so shamefully neglectful of
their own self interests as to dispense
with his visits long enough to enable
him to become Prime Minister of
Nova Scotia.

In 1867 Sir Charles Tupper enter-
ed the Parliament of the new Do-
minion of Canada. Although entitled
and invited to office in the Cabinet of
Sir John Macdonald, he unselfishly
refused, in order that accommoda-
tion might be made for the cliques
and interests which office alone could
satisfy. Merited honour, however,
overcomes opposition, and within a
few months Sir Charles became a
Cabinet Minister. In the general
election which sent him to Canada’s
Capital he was the only unionist sent
from Nova Scotia. In 1872 not only
was he returned to Parliament by his
own constituency, but he succeeded
in carrying for union every seat in
his native Province, with but one
solitary exception. For this vast
revulsion in public opinion History
has always given him ample credit,.
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The remainder of the history of the
great Nova Scotian’s career is well
and almost universally known. He re-
tired from power with the defeat of
his party on the question of the Can-
adian Pacific Railway scandal in
1873. He remained with his party in
opposition for the five succeeding
years. During that interval, however,
he and Sir John Macdonald conduct-
ed throughout Canada a political
campaign of unprecedented energy
and dimensions. He even changed
his:residence to Toronto in order that
he might be close beside the fountain
of political activity in Canada. He
is said to have practised medicine
while a resident of Toronto, hut it
may be affirmed with confidence that
while one ear was listening to the
vibrations of the patient’s heart, the
other was listening with not Jess
eagerness to the beating of the great
political heart of the Dominion of
Canada. Much by reason of his in-
domitable courage and unfaltering
zeal, his party swept back into power
in 1878, and he resumed office as
Minister of Railways and Canals.
Later he went to England as High
Commissioner for Canada, and in the
Empire’s mighty capital he performed
effective service for Canada. Thrice,
during Sir Charles Tupper’s in-
cumbency of the High Commission-
ership in England did he return on
great political missions to Canada.
Twice he came to aid Sir John Maec-
donald—in the general elections of
1887 and of 1891. Onece he came in
1896 to become at last Prime Minister
of the Country that owed so much of
its greatness to his genius. His fall
in that disastrous year was not in-
glorious. It was not the fall of a
great man so much as it was the
temporary overthrow of a disorganiz-
ed and leaderless party. His heroic
efforts to lead his party through the
destroying storm of that titanic epoch
with the dauntless courage of old, is
well known. After his defeat, he re-
tired to his English estate, which he
had acquired during his long term
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of office beyond the seas. There he
lived until extreme old age came
drifting on, whitening his hair, and
enfeebling his footsteps. In time the
pressure of the inexorable years im-
pressed him with the necessity of
being with the last refuge of a full
and complete life—the loved ones of
his own blood. He returned when
that time had come, and in Canada
the pulsing years slipped serenely on-
ward, while he gazed out from the
windows of his son’s dwelling in the
City of Vancouver, towards the
mother of all seas. At the great age
of ninety-five he passed away, so
peacefully that the distinction be-
tween life and death was outwardly
almost imperceptible. The tranquil
close of his career was in mighty con-
trast with his stormy and restless life.
When he died a new generation had
completely taken the place of the
generation he knew so well. As his
remains were being conveyed to the
tomb there were many who did not
know that forty years before he had
shaken the Dominion almost to its
very core.

To understand Tupper’s oratory it
is necessary to define the man. He
is unique as a statesman in having no
part of a past which he felt to merit
any apology. Whenever he met with
reverses he proudly swept them aside,
as if conscious that they were un-
worthy of a moment’s notice. He re-
garded his defeats rather as calamities
for his country than as disasters for
himself. Some day he felt history
would repent of its hostility, and wil-
lingly return to pathways which he
had indicated. Every cause that he
espoused, even on into extreme old
age, he espoused with the mighty
vigour and iron resolution of a giant,
He approached stupendous under-
takings with the conviction of a man
who appeared to conceive that there
was no other side to any question ex-
cept that which he was advocating,
His speeches, consequently were not
so much scholarly structures of litep.
ary magnificence, or masterly modelsg
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of skilfully worded logic; they were
overwhelming torrents of convie-
tion, tempestuously sweeping in all
directions, and superbly submerging
all opposition. The battle-axe of
conviction, not the text-book of
rhetorie, was the formidable weapon
which he used most in his gigantic
encounters. His voice was pleasant,
but not very loud, even in his palmiest
days. Had it been thunderous, he
might have passed, after Webster, as
the next greatest orator of his century
on the American Continent. His
features were bold and even inexor-
able, but they were kindly and very
human. No one, however, ecould possi-
bly read his mind. He never strove for
the choicest word nor for the most
classic expression. His English never-
theless was far above the ordinary,
and ocecasionally rose to brilliance in™
his most dramatic moods. Every argu-
ment which his unusually replete
mind could unfold in support of his
teachings was used in his speeches
with most marvellous effect. Every
contention which gave countenance
to the reverse side was studiously,
and even grandly, ignored. There
was nothing halting about his oratory.
He spoke smoothly and swiftly, and
with the ease of a man who was par-
ticularly familiar with his theme. He
impressed his hearers with his intense
earnestness, and great audiences were
vastly swayed by the fascinating
eloquence, if not of a silver tongue, at
least of a mind deeply laden with con-
vietion. He memorized no parts of
his speeches, neither electrifying
paragraphs nor striking perorations.
He knew his subjects well, for they
invariably concerned those portions
of the government of his country in
which he himself appeared as the
prineipal actor, and theref_ore he re-
quired nothing but the audiences and
the opportunities to become eloquent,
for eloquence is more the produet
of profound knowlgdge grappling
splendidly with a natlonal‘ erisis th_an
of scholarly sentences delivered with
elocutionary vehemence and dramatic
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skill. He had at need a boundless
command of scathing satire, and the
sting of many of his sentences linger-
ed long in the remembrances of many
who had given the great orator a suf-
ficient provocation. He did not make
timorous arguments against his case
and then as timorously overthrow
them. His speeches were Jovian
thunderbolts. They glowed with heat

from the fiery centre and heart of |

the flame. A thousand changes con-
vulsed the world during his long life-
time, but they made no effect upon
him. Through them all he was, to
use one of Tennyson’s picturesque
metaphors,

‘“A pillar steadfast in the storm.’’

No man had the need of the teach-
ings of great events less than he.
Emphatically he was not directed by
history ; for he himself made and di-
rected history. In some respects
there can be no greater orator than
the man who is unchangeable in his
opinions.

The very weight of intense con-
viction in such a person is wholly be-
yond measure. Every sentence which
he thundered, he implicitly believed.
Overwhelming majorities against him
meant nothing to him. National un-
popularity, in the rare times that it
came, he did not deign to observe.
Out of his defeats rang the fierce
wild note of unvanquished defiance.
He ever flung the gauntlet in the
hour of disaster yet again in the face
of the enemy. Of all the orators of
Canada he was the most fearless, He
was a mighty support for his party
in its glory and in its gloom; and if
for a generation Sir John Macdonald
was the genius of the Conservative

‘party surely Sir Charles Tupper was

its inspiration. He was an oratorical
tempest upon the platform and in
Parliament; he was a far-seeing
prophet with his country’s most
transcendent achievements shining
forever in the lustre of his eye; he
had a deathless hope in the future of
the land he helped to nurture up to
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greatness; he was a patriot of the
truest type, and his life meant much
for the country whose history was
blended indissolubly with the tri-
umphs of his noblest and greatest
years. Like an inspired Demosthenes,
when the cruel Macedonians were ap-
proaching the Athenian Capital; like
a Chatham, when a hostile flag dared
to near the coast of England; like a
Webster when the American Union
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was hastening towards the brink of
disruption, he grandly arose in the
hour of Canada’s tribulation and des-
pair to the very pinnacle of his
powers, and indignantly hurled upon
the factious enemies of his country
the giant oratorical outpourings of a
mind, beneath which men accustomed
to daring deeds and warring words
shrank, quailed and then submis-
sively gave way.

THE URSULINE

Bv MARGARET HILDA WISE

HE was a beauty then.

Her gray, deep eyes

Brimmed with her laughter, for she knew no care,

And her soft, happy sighs

Were wrought of dancing feet and flying hours

Spent under starry skies.

She was aglow with youth, like springtime flowers,
Graceful and supple as the willow wand.

Sometimes, from back of some wild-loosened hair,
Laughing, she threw a kiss with her slim hand.

Picture her now in that cool, cloistered place.

She is a beauty still, and in her face
Shines the fair spirit of self-sacrifice;

And that sweet, courtly grace
Befits her well: Look in her shining eyes.

In them there lurks new laughter, close to tears,
Like changing April skies—

As if in yielding up youth’s precious years

She found instead a nobler paradise.



FROM MONTH TO MONTH

BY SIR JOHN WILLISON

I

The Executive Committee of the United Farmers of Ontario reasserts the
right to determine what legislation shall or shall not be enacted by the Pro-
vincial Parliament. With no desire to be critical or censorious, it must be
said that this position involves a direct challenge to the system of responsible
government as developed and practised in British countries. If the claim
should be admitted, the Legislature would become the ereature of an outside
body, and the Government of Ontario would be established not in Queen’s Park
but in the Labour Temple, where the Farmers’ Committee holds its meetings.

Moreover, the Committee undertakes not only to eontrol the farmers in
the Legislature but also the Labour group, which is an essential element in the
Coalition and gives the Government its majority. The Central Labour organ-
ization of Australia exercised just such absolute power as is claimed by the
Farmers’ Committee of Ontario. Labour Members of the Senate and House of
Representatives were primarily responsible not to their constituents or to a
parliamentary leader, but to the National Labour Council. Any Labour Mem-
ber who attempted to exercise an independent judgment on any question was
disciplined by the outside organization and his resignation demanded if he
refused to obey its commands. If the United Farmers should secure a majority
in the next Canadian Parliament the Senate and House of Commons would be
subordinate to the Canadian Council of Agriculture. We would have a new
and sovereign governing body responsible to a single class in the country and
constitutionally far more unrepresentative than the Senate, which the Farmers
desire to abolish.

Mr. Hughes found it necessary to repudiate the Labour caucus in Aus-
tralia. Mr. Drury has not submitted to the Farmers’ caucus in Ontario.
There is really no serious conflict between Mr. Drury and the Farmers’ Com-
mittee, but he could hardly afford to admit that he is the instructed servant of
an outside body and not the free and responsible leader of the Legislature.
Nor can other classes afford to recognize a Committee unknown to the Consti-
tution and alien to the genius of responsible government. Burke’s conception
of a member of Parliament as an independent representative of the people and
not the mere delegate of any group or party is the only conception which gives
dignity to parliamentary institutions. Mr. Drury probably will save the far-
mers from themselves by reasonable assertion of his position as Premier of
Ontario and proper recognition of the Cabinet as the natural organ of legisla-
tion and publie policy.

The Manitoba Free Press, which is very friendly to the Western Grain
Growers and in complete sympathy with their fiscal programme, declares that
the action of the U. F. O. directorate of Ontario means that members of the
Legislation will become “mere voting instruments for the organized farmemrs”,
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It means that “the man in Par]ia.qu;nt must have no mind of his own”. It
means the perpetuation of a “condition that has been an object of attack for
years by various protesting groups throughout the country who claimed that
the great trouble with Canadian politics was that the member of Parliament
was subject to outside control and lacked the backbone to legislate for the
country as a whole and not for some particular class”.

The Free Press adds :

“Men who do enough thinking to have opinions of their own—and these are the men
who are of service to the nation—will not accept nomination if their hands are to be tied,
This applies to the Farmers of Canada as well as to any other group where political aspira-
tions exist. The eventual result will be to drive men of independent and thoughtful Jjudg-
ment outside their own party. The party, ipso facto, becomes just that much weaker. " But
the deeper and more perturbing point from a national standpoint is this: Has the standard
of citizenship sunk so low in this country that a man cannot be picked for Parliament who
can be trusted once his back has disappeared around the corner? Chosen as he should be,
for his honesty, for his good judgment, for his enlightened mind on public questions, is it
necessary to hold a club over him to keep him true to his own self and to his principles once
he is out of sight of his neighbours? If conditions are such in this country it would be Jjust
as well to throw democratic government overboard altogether and hand over the reins to
some absolute monarch who would govern us as he might think best for us in our day
of decadent citizenship.”

II

There is a flavour of hostility in many references to “aliens” in Canada.
This could be understood if the censure was directed only against Germans and
Austrians who during the war manifested open sympathy with the Hohen-
zollern autocrats or before the war were plotting to secure special privileges
and to exercise an undue ascendancy in Canadian affairs. It has been clearly
established that alike in the United States and in Canada there were German
elements which strove to make the public schools centres of German influence
and to organize German voters as a solid block in State and federal elections,
This perhaps was not true of Germans in Ontario but it was true of certain
insidious agitators in the Western Provinces who maintained a close association
with those leaders in the Fatherland who plotted to extend and consolidate
German authority in other nations. :

But there are many people in Canada commonly deseribed as “aliens” who
are not Germans and who deserve sympathy and consideration for the very
reason that they do not fully understand our language and institutions. In
the past we have opened our doors to all the tribes of men and it should be our
object to make these people happy and prosperous Canadian citizens. If they
are contented they will be loyal. If they are well treated they will develop
sympathy and regard for the institutions of their adopted country. Why
should the “foreign” groups be so isolated as they are in many Canadian com-
munities? Is there any sound reason that Canadian Clubs should embrace, as
they generally do, only those whose native language is English ? Why should
not Rotary and Kiwanis Clubs and similar organizations have a greater mem-
bership from the “foreign” groups? If now and again the president of such
bodies were taken from the “foreign” element would not civie and national
good result? The churches, too, could do more than they are doing to break
down the barriers which divide different elements of the population. We are
too prone to regard many classes of immigrants as “cheap labour” or as poli-
tical material to be herded and purchased in elections. It is most desirable
that all elements which come to Canada should -develop an active interest in
public affairs and just in proportion as the Ieaders_ .o_f P s
groups” are treated with consideration and trusted with responsibility all those
with whom they have racial affinity will become better citizens and the genius
of all races will be expressed in the government and institutions of the country,
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If we desire that these people shall learn English it is not, or should not be,
because we dislike their native language. It should be because on this English-
speaking continent those who do not know English cannot make the best of
themselves. We want no subject races in Canada, nor any element among the
people which cannot take full advantage of all the opportunities which the
country affords. It is natural that Italians, Hebrews, Greeks and all other
nationalities should remember their racial traditions and have their national
anniversaries. This is done by French and English and Scoteh and Irish but
they are not poorer Canadians because they do not forget the achievements of
their ancestors. What we need to do, if the future of Canada is to be what we
all hope and desire it should be, is to inspire a like patriotism in all the groups
and elements which make their home here and to keep the road to the best
places in business life and public life open to all those who become Canadian
citizens, without thought of their origin or any vagrant notion that there are
favoured races or classes in the Dominion.

III

During the Races at the Woodbine someone suggested that three-fourths
of those in attendance would probably vote in a referendum to suppress racing,
So thousands of those who will vote to make Ontario “bone dry” will stock a
cellar, violate the law without compunction, and deny any responsibility for
its enforcement. The most devoted protectionist will smuggle goods across
the border and rejoice as in a moral victory over a natural enemy. Was there
ever a free trader who would admit that the protection which his own industry
enjoyed should be reduced or abolished? One thinks of stern opponents of
industrial mergers who are religiously convinced that the merger from which
they draw their profits is a blessing to “the people”. It is curious that so many
men who drink liquor to excess are the most severe judges of those who do like-
wise. How many zealous advocates of direct taxation discover only one-third
of their income when they are required to make return to the Government?
One thinks of newspapers which insist that access to the American market is a
divine right except for manufacturers of pulp and paper. Have we not all
heard men with incomes of $25,000 or $50,000 inveigh against the scandalous
proposal to raise the sessional indemnity of a member of Parliament above
$2,500? None of us like taxes, or interference with our habits and preferences,
but most of us are willing to impose taxes on other people, to regulate their
customs and habits, and to deprive them of the things for which we have no
inelination or appetite, so long as officials are appointed to enforce the regula-
tions and we are put to no cost or inconvenience. In these happy days the
voice of the majority is the voice of God, and it is as voeciferous as a siren.
Fortunately there is more of coqxedy than of tragedy in the curious and con-
tradictory performances of mankind.

v

There is no salvation for a nation in political machinery. The United
States discovers that polities are not regenerated by multiplicity of elections.
The Primaries were designed to overcome the “bosses” and assure that only the
free choice of “the people” would become candidates for public office. But
that is not what has happened. There was, indeed, no prospeet that the method
adopted would produce the result desired. A Primary is not an election and
the masses of the people cannot be interested in preliminary tests and incon-
clusive exercises. ~But the Primary does afford opportunity to political
managers and does increase the cost and apparently the corruption of

elections.
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It has been revealed before a Senate Committee at Washington that
between $4,000,000 and $5,000,000 have been spent in the Primaries by
Republican and Democratic aspirants for a Presidential nomination at Chicago
or San Francisco. Senator Lowden himself, who was seeking the Republican
nomination, furnished nearly $400,000 out of his own bank account and fully
$1,000,000 was provided to further General Wood’s candidature. Senator
Johnson of California, who provoked the Senatorial investigation by charging
his rivals with corrupt expenditures, seems to have had between $200,000
and $300,000 spent in his own behalf. The Democratic candidates were
more frugal, or more successful in avoiding damaging revelations. But
apparently the agents of the candidates got all they could and spent as freely
as they received. Not a great deal of the money obtained may have been
used corruptly, for undoubtedly much was needed for an initial Presidential
contest over the whole country.

At last many of the best American newspapers admit that the Primary
is a colossal imposture. Only the candidates, the managers and the profes-
sional voters are really interested. When the struggle is over nothing 1is
settled. Ofter all the turmoil and expenditure a majority of the delegates to
the Republican Convention were “uninstructed” or so “instructed” as to enjoy
practical freedom. The candidates who ran strongest in the Primaries could
be nominated. All the labour and outlay proved to be useless. The mind of
the country was not revealed. The people still have to make their actual choice
in the actual election, and to the millions spent upon the primaries, other mil-
lions will be added in organizing in behalf of the candidates actually
nominated.

It is likely that sooner or later the referendum and the recall will fall upon
as evil fortune as the presidential primaries. The chief effect of such devices
is 1o professionalize politics and to destroy the freedom and independence of
parliaments. A democracy peculiarly requires informed and independent
leadership but‘such leadership is destroyed by checks and balances which deny
the right of independent judgment and compel submission to temporary
majorities and passing waves of passion and prejudice. Sir Robert Peel said
long ago, “There is too much truth in the saying, ‘the head of a party must be
directed by the tail’. As heads see and tails are blind, I think heads are the
best judges as to the course to be taken.” If ever there was a system which
gave “tails” the ascendancy in public affairs it is that which the American
people have devised and of which they seem to have had about as much as
they can endure.

Two statements about the Presidential Primaries by leading Republicans
are perhaps worth quoting. In the last chapter of the Reminiscences whieh
Mr. Chauncey M. Depew has been contributing to The New York Sun and
Herald, he says:

“I do mnot like the primary as a means of collecting delegates or of indicating the
preferences of a State. They create bitter jealousies or antagonisms oftener than not.
They are incredibly expensive and give rise to stories, true or false, of a too lavish 5
ture of money. Often they act to the benefit of the minority party because the sore and dis-
appointed adherents of sore and disapFointed aspirants often carry strength to the
minority party. In the end primaries settle nothing, prove nothing. The convention system
is infinitely better. It is a form of candidate selection after full discussion by men

that have been selected more honestly and democratically than under the primary system,
For, after all, primaries are largely a matter of canvass, organization and money spending.”

This is what Dr. Nicholas Murray Butler, President of Columbia Uni.
versity, thinks of the system:

“It has failed, as it was bound to fail It is unsound in theory, unworkable
practice, and as un-American as any political device that has yet been suggested bh;
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anybody. This system has invited, indeed has almost compelled, huge expenditures on
the part of those who have fallen victims to its solicitations, and yet it has proved
nothing except that the great mass of Regublican voters await with entire confidence the
result of unprejudiced and untrammeled discussion by the delegates to the National Con-
vention. As a method of exaggerating the importance of smaﬁ‘l minorities this system is
quite ideal. The newspapers announce that somebody or other has ‘swept’ a given
State, but, when we get the facts, it is found that the ‘sweeping’ consi in polling
somewhere between four and twenty per cent. of the party vote. It is probable that in
all the recent primaries so widely advertised throughout the land there were not so many
votes cast for all the contestants as will be cast for President alone in the City of New
York next November.”

The experiences of the United States should save Canada from the adop-
tion of such useless and costly political devices as the Americans so often
employ to get results which can come only through an alert, patriotic and
public-spirited citizenship and the natural, unobstructed working of the
British system of responsible government.

v

In Mr. T. P. O’Connor’s study of Mirabeau and Sophie de Monnier there
are some sentences which have a direct and instructive bearing on the agitation
to increase the salaries of ministers of the Crown and the indemnity of members
of parliament. He says:

“Mirabeau was considered by himself to be bugely in debt; as a matter of fact, he
owed about 200,000 livres—that is to say, about four years’ rent of his property. It ought
not to have required much financial genius to have made an arrangem&mtr?y which such a
heritage could have relieved Mirabeau from at least pressing necessities; but the splendid
fellow refused to leave his place in the National Assembly—where everything turned on
his tongue, adroitness, and courage—and would pay no attention to his private affairs. In
this respect Mirabeau is but a specimen—a common specimen—of public men; a specimen
that ought to receive much more consideration, perhaps, at the hands of men, and especiall
of biographers, than it usually does. The ﬁub Cc man who is really absorbed in the wor
of the nation is not only without the time, but is without the inclination, to look after his
own affairs. The mind that is capable of the enthusiasms of humanity is often by its very
essence incapable of the small and sordid personal cares of daily life. But assuredly such
enthusiasms are the mark, not of a low, but of a lofty nature, and gglitical society would
be much better employed in raising its benefactors and enthusiasts above small wants than
in complaining that the great services bestowed upon it by such minds had been given at
the expense o% the statesman’s own comfort and own interests.”

VI

In the industrial turmoil through which the world is passing two facts seem
to emerge. (1) That a general strike cannot succeed and (2) that workers
will not submit to compulsion. A few months ago Kansas established a Court
of Industrial Relations with greater powers of coercion than any like tribunal
in America had ever attempted to exercise. The State Governor, convinced
that he had discovered the secret of industrial peace, delivered a series of
addresses in other States in explanation and defence of the Kansas legislation.
The other day he met Mr. Gompers, President of the American Federation of
Labour, on the platform at New York, and argued with foree and skill against
the arbitrary right of either capital or labour to strike without regard to the
common interests of the community. The Kansas Court has jurisdiction over
publie utilities and over industries engaged in the manufacture of food, cloth-
ing and fuel. It consists of three judges and has power to fix wages and hours
and conditions of employment and to investigate the profits and conditions of
industry. The Aet constituting the Court declares that it “must give equal
consideration to the rights of Capital and to the rights of Labour”, and that
“(Capital must receive a fair rate of profit and that :;vorkers must receive a fair
wage and have healthful and moral surroundings”.
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Already, however, Labour has challenged the Court of Industrial Relations
and the President of the Kansas district of the United Mine Workers of
America has been sent to prison for refusal to appear as a witness before the
tribunal. He asserts that the Court “is an institution founded to enslave the
workingman” and he seems to have the support of a great body of miners, Tt.
is doubtful if even three judges can wisely be empowered to adjust without
appeal all the differences that arise between workers and employers, determine
industrial conditions and fix wages and profits. Labour, as the experience of
New Zealand and Australia has demonstrated, will find a way to escape com-
pulsion. It cannot be made to work if the disposition is to do otherwise. So
Capital, deprived of a legitimate return, can find many methods to make unjust
regulations ineffective and abortive.

One begins to think that excessive governmental interference in industry
is not favourable to industrial stability. It does nothing to improve relations
between employers and workers. A peace compelled is not a peace that is
likely to endure. Machinery to ensure publicity is valuable and arbitration
is often effective. But it is certain that in many strikes there is a deliberate
intention to compel governments to interfere. Possibly settlements would be
effected more quickly and often more justly if they stood aside. One remem-
bers when it was generally believed that under “public ownership” strikes
would seldom, if ever, oceur. But experience seems to show that services under
public control are natural breeding-places of industrial unrest and that the
infection spreads to private industries. One doubts sometimes if the sense
of equity in governments is stronger than in organized Labour or amon
private employers and if that be true industry could wisely be permitteq to
settle more of its own quarrels.

There is much to be said for minimum wages for women and children
and perhaps under exceptional circumstances for some classes of unskilled
labour. Nothing that the State can do to ensure continuous employment may
be neglected. But here again workers and employers in sympathetic co-opera-
tion can settle many of their own problems. The trouble is that no general
laws can be made to fit all conditions. A measure which can be safely applied
to one set of industries would be mischievous and even destructive in its effects
upon other industries. We will gain nothing if we make workers and em-
ployers dependent upon parliaments and throw every industrial dispute into
the arena of party conflict. Many of the measures which are necessary in war
lave no natural application in peace. War requires autocracy in govern.
ment. In peace neither Labour nor Capital will have autocracy. But many
politicians do not seem to recognize that the war is over or that the masses of
the people have determined to resume control over their own affairs.

In Great Britain, where there is more statesmanship among Labouy
leaders than in any other country, for the British people understand freedom
as do no other people in the world, “direct action” has been repudiated. Evyen
in Australia “Go Slowism” and “direct action” fall into disfavour. Mr, . w
Birrell, President of the Trades and Labour Council of South Australia, de.
clares that the One Big Union “has erumbled like a house of cards”. It is
apparent that “the outlaws” in the United States cannot prevail. Canada has
had its tragedy and its lesson. No democracy, as has been said, will submit to
autocracy either of Labour or of Capital, and the .impression deepens that
the statesmen of Labour and the statesmen of Capital can best settle their
differences without excessive mterfer_enee by governments. For they must
co-operate in their own interest and neither element submits easily or finally 1o

governmental compulsion.
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REYNARD THE FOX

By Joax Maserierp. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.

dent picture of an Eng-
lish fox hunt, with all its
colour, its brilliance, its
Wikl action, its social lights, its
background of tavern,
stables, horses, hounds, wenches,
parsons, squires, soldiers, churls
and radiant youth — astride and
afoot—all eager for the great work of
being in at the death. One must con-
fess to some limping lines, but there
are so many delightful passages, the
work must be judged as a whole. We
like descriptions like this one of the
parson who did not talk of echurchyard
WOrns :

“He liked to see the foxes killed ;

But most he felt himself in clover

To hear “Hen left, hare right, cock over,”

At woodside, when the leaves are brown

Some gray cathedral in a town

Where drowsy bells toll out the time

To shaven closes sweet with lime,

And wall-flower roots drive out of the
mortar

All summer on the Norman Dortar,

Was certain someday to be his.

Nor would a mitre go amiss

To him, because he governed well.

His voice was like the tenor bell

When services were said and sung.

And he had read in many a tongue,

Arabic, Hebrew, Spanish, Greek.”

Then came:

“An old bear in a scarlet pelt

Came next, old Squire Haridew,

His eyebrows gave a man the grue

So bushy and so fierce they were;

He had a bitter tongue to swear.

A fierce, hot, hard, old, stupid squire,
With all his liver made of fire, 7
Small brain, great courage, mulish will.
The heart in all his house stood still
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When someone crossed the squire’s path,
For he was ternible in wrath,

And smashed whatever came to hand.

Two things he failed to understand,

The foreigner and what was new.

“The next to come was Major Howe

Driv’n in a dog-cart by a groom,

The testy major was in fume

To find no hunter standing waiting;

The groom who drove him caught a rating,

The groom who had the horse in stable,

Was damned in half the tongues of Babel,

The major being hot and heady

When horse or dinner was not ready.

He was a lean, tough, liverish fellow,

With pale blue eyes (the whites pale yellow),

Moustache  clipped toothbrush—wise, and
Jjaws

Showed bluish like old partridge claws.

When he had stripped his coat he made

A speckless presence for parade,

New pink, white cords, glossy tops,

New gloves, the newest thing in crops,

Worn with an air that well expressed

His sense that no one else was dressed.”

And, later on:

“Behind them rode her daughter Bell,
A strange, shy, lovely girl whose face
Was sweet with thought and proud with

race,

And bright with joy at riding there,
She was as gMJuyblomg gair
But shy and difficult to know.

The kittens in the barley-mow,
The setter’s toothless puppies rawling,
The blackbird in the apple casﬁlng,

All knew her spirit more than we

So delicate these maidens be

In lovely helpless things.”

_ There are dozens of equally effec-
tive pieces of deseription in this vol-
ume of 166 pages which ends, after

“The fox came home and went to ground”,
with this stanza :
“The beech wood gray rose dim in the night

With moonlight fallen in pools of light,
The long dead leaves on the ground were

rimed.
A clock struck twelve and the church-bells
chimed.”
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SOME OF US ARE MARRIED

By MaryY StEwArT CurTiNG. Toronto :
S. B. Gundy.

HERE are fourteen stories in this
book—most of the stories are
about the same people. The people
are pretty much even as you and I,
decent people, ordinary people, gay
and good people who have learned to
think of income more as something
‘that develops ingenuity than as some-
thing that guarantees a satisfactory
living. They are the kind of people
for whom a trip to Aunt Kate’s fun-
eral, involving a sleeper, raises finan-
cial problems hardly to be borne. The
women in the stories are cosy, homey,
dancy, well-dressed, frivolous, pro-
found, and interesting, silly sometimes
over the purchase of three cents worth
of peppers in the market, curiously
and intricately competent sometimes
in the matter of husband-psychology.
The men go into town to business, skip
away of an afternoon for golf or a
tango party, love their wives dearly
but nevertheless have certain problems
to work out in connection with their
relations with femininity in general.
One man who feels that dancing helps
him to be a good architect has a wife
who doesn’t believe that sort of thing.
One woman who runs a house and
relatives (when they don’t run her)
has a husband who has developed the
knack of being able to go happily on a
holiday without her. So the stories go.
They are cleverly worked up and
brightly told and there are deft turns
to their climaxes.

Domestie infelicity of the exeruciat-
ing type doesn’t figure in the stories—
there is no analytic going down deeper
and deeper into the strange, stained,
and twisted whorls and involutions of
morbidity in these stories. Beside
them, Joseph Conrod’s story “The Re-
turn”, is like a weird, old, leaf-choked,
abysmal woods-pool when compared
with a shining open puddle in the sun-
shine. ;

There is a place for such stories as
these. They are about as profound as
ordinary people are when viewed cas-
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ually without the microscope.  Just
as the time for summer reading ar.
rives, and just after Canadians are
through with the heavy grind of their
winter reading, they appear oppor-
tunely. There is no excessive sex zest
nor wild romance in them ; neither is
there any difficulty or weight of
thought.
£
TALES OF CHEKHOV

By AxToN CHEKHOV. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.

]T is doubtful whether these stories if
offered in the first place to a publie
composed of readers in English would
be acceptable. They are not stories
according to our standards. Rather
are they studies or mere incidents,
“The Chorus Girl,” for instance, is an
account of a visit of a wife to the home
of her husband’s mistress, where,
within hearing of the husband, who
is hidden, she begs the mistress to give
up the presents the husband, as she
imagines, has heaped upon her., The
mistress, who actually has not received
any presents of much value, disclaims
any such possessions, but at length, in
view of the entreaties of the wife, who
arouses her pity, takes from a chest g
diamond brooch, a coral necklace, some
rings and bracelets. The wife protests
that she has not received all. With
that the mistress impulsively throws
out from the chest several other arti-
cles of value, but insists that not one
of them was given to her by the hus.
band. Then the wife ties the lot up
in a handkerchief and departs without
a further word. As soon as she has
gone, the husband comes in and up-
braids his mistress for humiliating his
wife. Then he also goes away, de-
nouncing her as a low creature.

“Pasha lay down and began i
aloud. Shqywas already reggrettiv;;ep 21:;
things which she had given away so impul-
sively, and her feelings were hurt. She re-
membered how three years ago a merchant

had beaten her for no sort of reason, and
she wailed more loudly than ever.”

“The Bishop” is more satisfactory
as a story, although it is really a des-
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cription of the depressing routine of
a provincial bishop’s life, of the awe in
which he is held by the people, especi-
ally his own relatives, and the im-
poverishing effect that resultant ostra-
cism has upon himself. Nevertheless
they are interesting tales, and are not-
able for their many poignant passages.
LS

SOMETHING ELSE AGAIN
By F. P. A. Toronto: S. B. Gundy.

MAUD MULLER sighed, as she poured
the gin,
“I've got something on Whittier’s
heroine,”

“Thanks,” said the judge, “a peppier brew
From a fairer was never knew.”
And when the judge had had number Seven
Maud seemed an angel direct from Heaven.
And the judge declared “You're a lovely

T)

An’ I'm for you, Maudie, I'll tell the worl’.”

There is sense as well as nonsense
in this book of parodies and careless
rhymes. Under the gay cloak of mot-
ley parody F. P. A. often carries a
real seriousness, a purpose that has
a thrust ready for modern peccadil-
loes and vices and strutting clamours.

College and high school students
who are in the throes of translating
Horace’s Odes should get inspiration
for freedom in translation from the
first part of this book which is given
up to the translation of some dozen of
the Odes. Horace was notoriously a
bit of a blade. Here in F. P. A’s ren-
dering of that Ode, Book IIT No. 15,
which begins: “Uzor pauperis Ibyei,
Tandem nequitiae fige modum tuae” :

“Chloris, lay off the flapper stuff;
‘What’s fit for Pholoe, a fluff,

Is not for Ibycus’s wife—

A woman at your time of life!

I e, old dame, such pleasures as
ﬁ:" shimmy and the “Bacchus Jazz”;
Your presence with the maidens jars—
You are the cloud that dims the stars.
Your daughter Pholoe may stay

Out nights upon the Appian Way;

Her love for Nothus, as you know,

Makes her as playful as a doe.

No jazz for you, no jars of wine,
No rose that blooms incarnadine.

For one thing only are you fit—
Buy some Lucerian wool—and knit !”

There is a certain dark professor of
Latin in one of the colleges of Toronto
University, who, if memory serves
aright, would enjoy these sallies of F.
P. A, and probably use them in his
classes as of real teaching value in
giving to a sleepy Latin period that
awakening excitement of modernity
which it was always his knack to in-
voke.

3k
A STRAIGHT DEAL

By Owen Wister. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.

LL who are interested in the con-

troversy now going on regarding
the sympathies of the United States
and Great Britain with each other just
now should read this book, which is
being discussed perhaps more than
any other book of recent publication.
The writer, who is American, the
author of that enlivening little book,
“The Pentecost of Calamity”, does not
spare all those of his own country-
men who speak with contempt of
Great Britain or rather flaunt their
own imagined exploits to the belittle-
ment of their English ally. He rates
all who have boasted of what the Am-
erican navy did in transporting 2,000,-
000 men overseas, when as a matter
of fact, as he points out, not one man
could have been transported safely if
it had not been for the British navy,
which actually transported sixty per
cent. of the American troops. While
it will be hard for Americans to ac-
cept gracefully this scoring by one of
themselves, it is nevertheless a book
that will be read. It refutes many
absurd claims that they, mostly in ig-
norance, have been making, and there-
fore it should be read as well by
Canadians.
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BY NEWTON MacTAVISH

THE SOURCE

MALL fish, so small indeed that the word fry scarcely
would cover them, used to frequent in springtime a rivu-
let that came mysteriously out of the hillside, where it
supplied eold water for the village, and then trickled on down
to join the greater stream in the meadow. As youngsters not
yet fit for school, we used to catch these little creatures and
sport them in bottles taken secretly from a supply my
father kept for dispensing various concoctions known as bitters
and tonics. The elation that accompanied each capture was
as great, I feel sure, as the satisfaction that comes to al
anglers whenever they succeed in outwitting some elusive troug
or in dropping the fly on the very spot where a moment ago
the tail of a lusty salmon has flashed above the water.
Water, no matter where found, is for man an attractive ele-
ment, and for little boys a rivulet has all the fascination of a
brimming river. The rivulet that I recall to my memory was
scarcely big enough to babble,nor had it any chance to meander.
For it went straight down by the roadside, shining, neverthe-
less, on sunny days and watering withal the cress that grew
in abundance throughout its course. And although it was in-
significant and could lay no claim to fame, it served its purpose
in quickening, as flowing water always has quickened, man’s
genius for adventure. It led on from its own humble estate
into the greater realm of the greater stream and presented to
the imagination of childhood, even at the confluence, some of
the visions of men who have become renowned as discoverers,
who have added to the sum of human knowledge.

The confluence was at a point just above the bridge, above the
poplars, whose roots at the bend were revealed in the water
and whose leaves fell and were carried away on the bosom
of the stream.

We did not always wait for the leaves to fall, for we would
stand on the railing and pluck them, just for the sensation
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of seeing them flicker down upon the shining surface, take the
swirl at the bend and then float on, like valiant argosies, under
the alders and through the rushes into the unknown. And we
wondered, as mankind always must have wondered, whether
we too might not float away as they floated, whether we might
not construct some craft and thereon ride forth triumphantly
into the great world beyond.

But the great world beyond was only a part of the mystery,
for while the stream had many of the best qualities that nature
gives to its kind, babbling here and meandering there, in those
fine days before the vandal man dug it out and made it
straight, it also, back the other way, far back where the
woodland guarded its secrets, had in all certainty a be-
ginning, a place where it started—a source.

It was then, and always has been, one of my ambitions to
follow that stream to the source. I have started to do so many
times, but it is a journey that presents a succession of distrac-
tions and supper-time always has come too soon or night has
taken me by surprise.

In those far-off days the stream meandered naturally either
way from the bridge, and under soft green banks it pro-
vided hiding-places for the sucker and the chub. It was not
a deep stream. A little boy could wade it anywhere, and if
he knew a trick or two he could cateh with his bare hands, in
those very hiding-places, the unsuspicious minnow or the over-
confident trout. The trout, in fact, for some reason unknown
to me, was a rare creature in those waters, and to catch one
was therefore an achievement as well as a delight. But we
shall concern ourselves now with a tiny fish whose name I do
not know, for it was this humbler denizen that oftentimes dis-
tracted us from our original purpose, delayed us so cunningly
that we never have reached the source.

The source as a matter of course, and as we always suspected,
could be found in the gravelbeds beyond the back acres of my
grandfather’s farm, where, in that forbidden region, the black
bear might be encountered, where the wily lynx found his
favourite haunts. It could be found there, of a certainty, for
one might traverse the next concession and the adjacent side-
road and not find any stream crossing either of these high-
ways.

gut for the present we are wading in the real stream as it
meanders through the field just above the bridge. The water,
cold no doubt when it gushed forth at the source, has been tem-
pered by the sun so that it caresses one’s bare feet but does not
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chill. It is as clear as crystal, except in our wake, and the
pebbles on the bottom look smooth and clean, just like all
well-placed pebbles should look. With the pebbles there are
stones, some a fairish size, and here and there one big enough
to hide a ten-inch sucker. Amongst the small stones and
pebbles can be seen tiny fish with most beautiful green and
red markings, and, try as we may, we cannot catch one. Many
a half hour have I passed in the hope of adding one of these
elusive little creatures to my score of conquests, but they are
extremely wary, and they move with the suddenness and dart-
ing swiftness of the humming-bird.

Although I never have known the name of these beautiful
little finsters, being held more by their beauty than their
identity, I know of but few larger fish that equal them in
sheer splendour of colouring. Of all things in nature the opal
comes nearest.

The opal was my grandfather’s favourite stone. A splen-
did specimen, one that was three times removed from being
inconspicuous, he wore in his necktie, and perhaps for that
reason he took a keen delight in watching with me the deft
movements and iridescent coating of these handsome little fish.
Several times he made a determined effort to catch one, and
once during haying-time he devoted a whole afternoon to this
fascinating adventure. :

But you must see this grandfather as I saw him. He was
in size medium to small, but there was in his bearing a confi-
dence so fine and a joviality so rare that one accepted him as
being larger than he actually was. His voice was full, deep
and resonant, and he could use it to excellent purpose. For
him farming was monotonous, so that he grasped eagerly at
other interests and diversions. He was part owner of a gro-
cery store, took stock in the grist mill, and, if I might whisper
it, owned some shares in a brewery. Therefore he was a man
of some importance as well as of mettle, and whenever he
arrived in the village, either afoot or behind a dashing span of
roadsters, his presence generally was soon felt. For one thing,
his voice carried easily from the tavern at the foot of the hill
to the graveyard at the top. And even if he chose to be
silent, which, of course, never was his choice, the blue tops of
his top boots were enough to betray him. These things
marked him, even if one could have overlooked his great gold
watch-chain, which dangled a faney gold key for winding the
watch, and the great opal pin in his cravat. A hale and
hearty, ruddy, jolly, free-spoken old sport was this grandad,
and he was not above trying his Iuck at the elusive game of



THROWN IN

catching tiny, iridescent ereatures on the bottom of the ereek.

We used to call it the “crick”. Tennyson ecalls it “The
Brook”. As such he has immortalized it. Or has “The Brook”
immortalized him? The poem itself, perhaps for some of us,
would be more attractive if it were less radiant, more im-
pressive if less blithe. But notwithstanding any carping of the
erities, it contains a number of penetrating lines. One for
instance :

“To join the brimming river”.

A simple verse, one quite properly might remark, and vet it
suggests much. Perhaps Tennyson did not intend to observe
a condition in nature that is, if not peculiar to England, at
least characteristic of the British Isles. For there the rivers
and streams are brimful—replete—and they “go on forever”.
With us in Canada that condition, unhappily, does not prevail,
except perhaps on the wilds and in the hinterlands. Our
streams, overflowing in springtime, become woefully shrunken
by midsummer and thousands of them entirely disappear. Our
great, majestic rivers—the Yukon, the Mackenzie, the Fraser,
the Bow, the Saskatchewan, the Red, the Nipigon, the Niagara,
the St. Lawrence, and the Saguenay — pass through deep
gorges, chasms, channels and ravines, with high upright, over-
hanging, precipitous and even mountainous embankments.
Notable exceptions appear in the St. Mary, the St. Clair, the
Ottawa, parts of the St. Lawrence, the St. John, and the
Miramichi. Still we have scarcely any brimming river such
as Tennyson saw, whether he saw the Thames, the Stour, the
Avon or the Ouse, the Liffey, the Afton or the Nith.

Another passage that sets us thinking is:

“For men may come, and men may go,
~ But I go on forever.”

Here we have the almost inconceivable facts of time and
space and man’s mutability visualized in a stretch of running
water, transfixed in a simple couplet.

These things were not coursing through my mind that sunny
afternoon when my grandfather attempted to catch the wily
gprite. Nor do I believe that the old gentleman himself was
thinking of them. His language, free and expressive at all
times, was now more picturesque than poetie, stronger indeed
than many grandfathers use within hearing of the third
generation.

For the small creatures that with me he was trying to cap-
ture evaded us as if they were but shadows. We could hear
the hum of the mower in the field hard by, but that was the
only sound. And once, when my grandfather stood upright,
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to ease his back, we could see the village, placid upon the hill,
with the tavern at the foot, the cider mill on the right, and the
grist mill on the left.

“A man might as well try to catch the devil himself,” said
the old gentleman, as he wiped his brow and rolled his shirt
sleeves higher. “But I’ll get one yet, even if I stay here till
Doomsday.” And, so saying, he again applied himself to the
task.

The stream babbled at our feet. Tennyson, or even Thom-
son, would say that it bickered. In any case it did not gurgle.
The gurgle is soft, soothing and rare. The first time I ever
heard it was in the west highlands of Scotland. I was walking
up the glen from the village of Kilmartin one night, not late,
but long after everybody else was abed and all glims doused,
when I heard a sound that was musical, duleet and soothing.
I leaned over the stone fence that confined the roadway on the
glen side and looking down and across I saw the stream shining
silvery in the moonlight. I looked and listened, with a feeling
that it was fairyland; and, to complete the enchantment, as [
turned and looked over the other fence, up the hillside into a
dark eopse, rabbits came out and bobbed hither and thither,
dim ghosts in the shadows of the trees. Nothing made sound
but the brook. Nothing moved but the rabbits. An old stone
tower in ruins, like an ancient keep, rose up against the sky,
and behind it lay the sleeping village.

It seemed a long way back to that little stream which only
babbled or, as Wordsworth might say, only rippled. And it
set me thinking. There was I, an alien, but with Scottish blood
in my veins, listening to a Scottish burn gurgling in the moon-
light, with dour Scottish souls asleep under the thatches and
rabbits scampering on the hillside. I thought of that little
stream in Ontario and pictured my grandfather in his blue-
topped boots squandering with me a sunny afternoon. I
thought also of the source, a futile thing, after all, and still T
wondered just what it would look like at the very spot where
the water gushed forth from the earth. I knew no more, actu-
ally, about the source of that stream than I knew about the
source of the burn in Scotland. For, intleed, and we might as
well ecome to that now, we never can know actually the source,
As far as we can tell, there is not anywhere any source—no
beginning, no end. We can imagine a source, just as in thoge
faraway days, as little boys, we imagined a fearsome place
favoured by the black bear and the crying lynx. That is all.
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27 Y  The goodness of the meadows

W and the pasture-lands 1s wrapped
- ) up in every package of
@ Ingerso" (ream Cheese

Only the purest products of Ganadas

finest dairies are used in preparing thus
wholesome creamfood
¢ Packages at your grocers
B Soreads Like Butter

By Appointment

The Sauce of the Epicure
and the Gentleman

THERE is refinement and prestige in
serving Lea & Perrins’ Sauce, en-
tirely lacking when this first and original
“Worcestershirc” is replaced by second-grade
sauces and spurious imitations. No dinner is
complete without LEA & PERRINS'—THE
BEST.

The Original
Worcestershire Sauce °

¢
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No More Coffee — \ ;
Bring Me Postum!

The result of a ten days trial of

INSTANT POSTUM

in place of coffee,is so conducive
to comfort and health that the
change is usually permanent.

“There’s a Reason”
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To average or stout figures this newly patented D & A Practical
Front corset gives a perfect straight front and a small hip effect.

Permits quick adjustment at each wearin
together with a very pliable,
just like a man’s boot.
Front gives wonderful comfort.

g. The elastic section clasps
light corset-clasp the outer section lacing
Adjusted in a few seconds, this Practical

DOMINION CORSET CO., QUEBEC, MONTREAL, TORONTO

Makers of ““La Diva' and ““Goddess’” Corsets.

.
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Foods to enjoy

in summer

With strawberries mix Puffed Rice. It adds as much as the cream and sugar. The
grains are flimsy, crisp and flaky, and they belong to berries as crust belongs to shortcake.

In every milk dish float Pufied Wheat. These are whole grain bubbles, crisp and toasted,
ight times normal size.
puﬁe’lqh(eoge'uliihns ;re enticing. Never was a wheat food half so inviting. And they make whole
wheat wholly digestable, for every food cell is exploded.

Puffed Puffed
Wheat Rice

Whole grains puffed to 8 times normal size

For breakfast serve with cream and sugar—the Puffed Grain you like best.
For dinner scatter Puffed Rice on the ice cream. Use as wafers in your soups.
At playtime crisp and douse with melted butter. The children then have food confections,

Puffed Grains are Prof. Anderson's inventions. All are
steam exploded, all shot from guns. Every food cell is
blasted, so digestion is easy and complete. All are bubble-
like and toasted. They are scientific foods.

For Afternoons

Crisp and douse with melted butter for hungry children to
eat like confections, Some also serve for breakfast in this
way, with or without cream.

All day long

puffed Grains taste like tidbits.  Children revel in them. To millions every day they bring
an added Joy. Yet they are whole-grain foods—and they are the best cooked cereals in
exmt\i’lgﬁeéan offer children nothing that is better. In summer have them handy all day long.

The Quaker Qats ®Ompany

Sole Makers
Peterborough, Canada Saskatoon, Canada

3399
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TRADE MARK

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

Look for it .on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

CurLers 10 His MajesTy

SHEFFIELD . . - ENGLAND

......
...............................
.......................................
R S B R S R R XX

Conservation

Rl CLARK'S Pork & Beans

' “  Spaghetti with Tomato
Sauce & Cheese

Concentrated Soups

" Peanut Butter

*  Stewed Kidneys

“  Ox & Lunch Tongues

. ‘ Pate de Foie, etc., etc.
W. CLARK, LIMITED, . MONTREAL

Canada Food Board License No. 14-216

§
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This 10-Day Test

Has shown millions the way to white teeth

Al statements approved by high dental authoriiies

This is how millions have
found the way to whiter, safer
teeth. You see the results on
every hand—perhaps in teeth
you envy. Send now for this
gimple ten-day test and see
what your own teeth show.

Why teeth discolor

There is on your teeth a
visecous film. You can feel it
with your tongue. It clings
to teeth, enters crevices and
stays. That film is the teeth’s
reat enemy. It dims them
and destoys them.

The tooth brush fails to
end it, for the ordinary tooth
paste cannot dissolve it. So

Pepsadéen

REG. IN

The New-Day Dentifrice

.

A scientific film combatant which, after 5 years’
tests, is now advised by leading dentists every-
Druggists supply the large tubes.

where.

for months between your den-
tal cleanings. it may do a
ceaseless damage.

It is the film-coat that dis-
colors, not the teeth. ¥ilm is
the basis of tartar. It holds
food substance which fer-
ments and forms acid. It
holds the acid in contact
with the teeth to cause decay.

Millions of germs breed in
it. They, with tartar, are the
chief cause of pyorrhea-—a
trouble which few escape.

Dental science has for years
sought a way to fight that
film. Five years ago the way
was found, and convincing
tests have proved it. Now

leading dentists everywhere
advise it, and millions of
people have been led to em-
ploy it.

The method is embodied in
a dentifrice called Pepsodent
—a tooth paste considered
ideal by authorities. It is be-
lieved that its use will create
a new dental era.

Supplied on request

A ten-day tube of Pepso-
dent is mow sent to all who
ask — to 10,000 people daily.
This is done to let everyone
know quickly what it does.

Pepsodent is based on pep-
sin, the digestant of albumin.
The film is albuminous mat-
ter. The object of Pepsodent
is to dissolve it, then to day
by day combat it.

Pepsin must be activated,
and the usual agent is an acid
harmful to the teeth. That is
why it long seemed barred.
But science has found a
harmless activating method,
80 it can be daily applied to
the film,

Two other new factors in
tooth protection are also com-
bined in Pepsodent.

Send the coupon for a 10-
Day Tube. Note how clean
the teeth feel after using.
Mark the absence of the vis-
cous film. See how teeth
whiten as the film-coat dis-
appears. A ten-day test will
be a revelation.

Compare this new method
with the old. Then let the
clear results decide what is
best for you and yours. Cut
out the coupon now.

’------.“-.'

CANADA

Ten-Day Tube Free *°

- e

Dept. »632, 1104 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago, Ill
Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to

|
: THE PEPSODENT COMPANY,

Only one tube to a family
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HE making of fine Chocolates
@ demands more than men and
machines. It js a science
brought to perfection only by long exper-
ience and specialized endeavor. The
experience of half a century g
behind the"Delecto”assortmem

of G. B. Chocolates, which
consists of Creams, Nuts,

Fruits, Hard Centers,
Nugatines and
Marshmallows.

¢ ‘; Originated by
GANONG BROS. LIMITED

ST. STEPHEN, N, B. .

_ C h ] at@ Q i




CANADIAN M‘\G‘\ZI,‘,\Y E ADVERTISER

Héalthy Babies’ Laugh and Play

Health in babyhood comes from proper digestion
—Dby regulating the stomach and causing the bowels
to move as they should.

MRS.WINSLOW'S
SYRUP

The Infants’ and Children’s Regulator

for this purpose produces most remarkable and grati-
fying results. Best of all children’s remedies to reljeve
constipation, flatulency, wind colic, diarrhoea, and
other disorders.

This health giving preparation is purely vegetable—contains
no opiates, narcotics, or alcohol — just an agreeable, highly
beneficial and potent remedy, made of the very best harmless
ingredients obtainable, as the formula below shows—

Senna Sodium Citrate  Oil of Anise Caraway
Glycerine  Rhubarb Sodium Bicarbonate Fennel
Coriander Sugar Syrup

ANGLO-AMERICAN DRUG CO.
215-217 Fulton Street, N. Y.

General Selling Agents :
Harold F. Ritchie & Co., Inc.
New York

Toronto, Canada
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Gratonola

Music Wherever You Are

A Columbia Grafonola al-
ways gives you lots of fun
and requires mighty little
care. Its Non-Set Automa-
tic Stop, an exclusive Co-
lumbiaimprovement,lets you
]is'l'n in P\'ﬂl"(: to tl]C v('!'y
end of every record. There’s

CorLumBIA GRAPHOPHONE CoO., TORONTO

nothing to move or set or
measure. Just put on your
record and the Grafonola
plays and stops itself.

Full, pure, unmuffled tone.
Exquisite beauty of design
The greatest convenience of
mechanism.

ADVERTISER

Columbia Grafonolas ;
Standard Models up to 360,
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Keeps
the Whole
Family

in Good
Natural
Health
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Prepared by :

J. C. ENO, LTD.,
** Fruit Salt” Works, London, Eng.

Agents for North America:
HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., LIMITED
19 ;McCaul St., TORON’I:O
171 Madison Ave.} New York City
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The House of Eddy
A Factor in Canadian Life

T is probable that not a day goes by in which the House
of Eddy does not make life more comfortable and con-
venient for you. Eddy Products—Eddy Conveniences

—are woven into the very fabric
of Canadian life. You light the
kitchen fire, or the gas-grate of a
morning—or perhaps your pipe, and
the comfortable glow springs from
the end of an Eddy match-stick.

Eddy’s Products

are Products of Convenience

Eddy’s Indurated Fibreware Pails, Washtubs and Washboards are
widely used on the farm and in the cities. Your butter was shipped
in an Eddy Butter Tub, which kept it free from taint or odor. Eddy
Milk Pails play their part in keeping your supply clean and sweet.
Your purchases from the store are sent home in Eddy Paper Bags.

It is highly probable that
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the newspaper you are

now reading is printed on Eddy’s Matches
paper which was made at Indurated
Hull—by Eddy. Fibreware
Paper and

The Paper Specialties

E. B. EDDY CO. all contribute to

e make Canadian
Limited life more conven-

ient. Since 1851

HULL - CANADA the House of Eddy
Matches —Indurated —Fibreware— has been bending
Paper Specialties. aye its energies to-

wards this oneend,
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THE CECILIAN
CONCERTPHONE

“rHE CHOIR INVISIBLE "

The Most Beautiful
Phonograph in the World.

The CECILIAN CONCERTPHONES are
artistic triumphs of the cabinet makers %
art planned to fit gracefully with master
creations in furniture styles.

To produce the finest in tone quality. We
equip all models with our special all .
wooden tone ampliphier, which gives a i

~ fine clear natural tone. ;
f WRITE FOR FULL INFORMATION AND CATALOGUE !

! 1 DEALERS WRITE RE AGENCIES
4| orrce 1 HE CECILIAN CO., LTD. r
ML 247 Yonae Street, Toronto V_];,
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All Colors

Guaranteed

VICKERMAN'’S
SERGES

Black - Blue - Grey
ALL WOOL

THEY NEVER FADE

| §.4 BVIGKERMAN &SONSI™ €4

MAKERS NAME EVERY THREE YARDS

Your Tailor has Ttem

NISBET @& AULD Limited

TORONTO
Sole Wholesale Distributors in Canada
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Do you Work or Worry at your Desk?

ITH the * Office Specialty ™ Efficiency Desk you can develop the
happy faculty of handling well and easily a tremendous amount of

routine work.

Like courtesy, it smooths away the countless small irrita-

tions that daily interfere with the correct performance of office duties.

The “‘Office Specialty” Efficiency Desk is
a personalized filing case and desk com-
bined. Space is provided in it for the sys-
tematic filing of business reports, graphic
charts, statistics, clippings, catalogues,
follow-up matter, personal items either in
card or document form—all within easy
arm’s reach.

SYSTEM SERVICE — The advice
and suggestions of our System Service
Experts will be gladly supplied to help
you solve your office routine problems,

The standardization of rorms, the making
and filing of records and the organization
and establishing of office rouwine and

things concerning which, suggestions of

System Service Eaperts are, while offered
free to our costomers, of untold value.

THE OFFICE SPECIALTY MANUTACTURING CO0. Lto,
Home Orrice: NEWMARKET, CANADA.

Export Sales Office: 360 Broadway,
New York City.

Filing Equipment Stores at

ToroNT0, MONTREAL, Orrawa, Havmrax, Hamrirox, Wixxiees, Recrza, EpxoxTox,
% Carcary, VANCOUVER.

963




32 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

o s~ e
B e
S ———————————
P I M i
e e
T
[ E——————
e ———
e e e e .
e i -
B
B ——
e e e e
R e
e et e
e o e
e —
e e e
R ————

vae Ve e
iy .‘"| i oy
W '.“'“,l

.umulIIIIIIHlmmm‘mnu

« ulﬂ"

' )
/ WAL E
v POR
iy o < can
. 0BACCe
oER\A
e —
) e omm
roy
d - )’
———————— e -
Ca— Ima
D e R s
—
e
—
e —_—
—— A — -
CRS—— e e e e
———————————— e
e r—— S ———
T e —e —
frmm—— Sy e e
—— —— P ——
e ———————
- P
[R——— —-
p——— -
o -
-
- re— - [




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Highly Nutrtious

Appetizing Foods

OF all food products we receive and prepare
for the markets of the world the choicest
only are labelled with the Rose Brand.

The tender meats, the finest dairy products, the
delicate foods—are all prepared by our superior
methods, under ideal and scrupulously sanitary
conditions.

Rose Brand are products you can rely upon—
distinguished for their high quality, purity aud
and distinctive flavor.

Dealers everywhere take pride in supplying
Rose Brand Ham, Bacon, Sausage, Butter, Eggs
and Lard, also the famous Snowflake Shortening.

CANADIAN PACKING COMPANY, LIMITED.

TORONTO - ONTARIO
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LOIIR'S
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(JETTING the most out of life means having such

chocolates as Moir’s in the home.

favorites with everyone, old and: young.

And they make for gladness and
harmony. They are good for
children and for parents; they
are rich in

coatings,varied
in ﬁ.lhr.lgs al!d T
delicious in e D
S1s §
flavors. i B A\
i
B
MOIR’S o \
LIMITED =
Y
HALIFAX, N.S. = N

They are
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RHEUMATISM

Lumbago, Neuralgia, or oth
Minard's Lmuncnt toot.lu:"ay n::::tmlmr ::{
quick relief, Minard’s is the remed: ly your
mdmothuuned. There is nothing toequal it,
On sale everywhere

MINARD'§

i

Yarmouth N.s.

~
X

-
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Liquid or Plaster

They end corns

now in this scientific way

People who know—millions of them—now end
all corns in this way.

ly Blue-jay, either in liquid or in
1;‘;3: f?n?rl:\.) It means but a touch and it takes
Put a sifry.

corn pain stops. Then the Blue-jay
‘e'rl;:ll‘;r undermines the corn so it loosens and

comes out.
The modern way

Blue-jay was invented by a chemist who

studied corns.

Old-time treatments were harsh and inefficient,
Blue-jay is gentle, quick and sure.

Now all corns are needless. All these pains
can be avoided. To let corns remain while you
pare and pad them is folly.

You can stop a corn ache the moment it ap-
pears. You can end a corn completely before it
can develop.

Blue-jay has proved these facts to millions. It
lwltllnprove them to you—and to-night—if you
e .

Quit the old methods of dealing with corns and

It is made by a laboratory of world-wide see what this new way means. Your druggist
repute. sells Blue-jay.
Bl ]
Plaster or Liquid
The Scientific Corn Ender
BAUER & BLACK, Limited Chicago Toronto New York
Makers of Sterile Surgical Dressings and Allied Products
P OO0t

Safe il

N

Nourishing,
Digestible,

For Infants, Invalids and Growing Children.

PN A
A& S .

Rich Milk, Malted Grain Extract in Powder.

INFANTS and INVALIDS

Malted |

P

== e

1519
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O’Keefe’s has
a Food Value

IN buying groceriss you
do so bearing in
mind the relative food
values of your respective
purchases—look on
O’Keefe’s Beers in the
same light. Besides being
a beverage thatallays thirst
and overcomes tiredness
and depression, O’Keefe’s
carry a distinct food value. Sitrient b >

imples and blackheads:
At night smear tgem with Cuticura 55;-

. s ment. Wash off in five minutes wit

fusisions, =xteaseiy bron e
R ) Treatment for dand‘ ff and itching:

Malt and Hops Nature’s On retiring rub Cuticura Omtment. into
gift to man, of the choicest gg;",;‘;,%%a"“g;’gf%Cjt‘{;-u,'rhgge’“m‘am;lnz
n}:] tritive elements that water Repeat in two w?aeks ?Pn:ex::led. s
they contain , makes Soap 25c, Ointment 25 and 50c. Sold
= throughout theDominion. Canadi .

O’Keefe’s an ideal bever- Lymans, Limited, St. Paul St.. Moty
age for home consumption Cuticura Soap shaves without mug,.

. ¢ A Scientific
@ Hair Color Restorer

The way has been found for scientifically restorin,
hair to its natural color. It is offered to women in Mg.,- '.[;
Goldman’s Scientific Hair Color Restorer. It ends gray K“;
in from 4 to 8 days,

Imperial

Ale, Stout, Lager @ Z@my%] r/ma{gj;’

Scientific Hair Color Restorer
Send today for a free trial bottle of v
FREE Goldman’s and one of our sp Al oty Xy

are the trio that stand un- the &xhot color.of your halr: s

< " d f h " 3 '{‘lr iton uhloal: of yo:]zr hfair. Not; the results. Then you
will know w e

rivalie or t e toﬂlc, nu- scientrilﬁ(:vhairycolgl"liz:t:r';r.womtn Ao siready i this

itive and thirst- 13 . MARY T. GOLDMAN
tritiv . quenCh 1790 Goldman Bldg., St. P:llll. Minn,

ing propcrtles. Accept no Imitations—Sold by Druggists Everywhere
—_—

BOOK ON
DOG
DISEASES

AMERICA’S AND HOW TO FEED
Mailed Free to any address

PIONEER by the Author.,

DOC H. CLAY GLOVER Co., Inc.

118 West 31st Street
REMEDIES NEW YORK, U.s.5

Your grocer or dealer will
supply O’Keefe’s to your
order,

O’Keefe’s, Toronto
Phone Main 4202

O’Keefe’s Beverages are also
procurable at Restaurants,

Hotels, Cafes, etc.
¢ 755
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ASK YOUR RETAILER
FOR PRUE COTTONS

PRUE

COTTONS

%)
"o,

WIDE RANGE OF COLOURS AND DESIGNS,
FROM THE GAYEST TO THE MOST SIMPLE
AND CONVENTIONAL. THERE IS NOTHING
PRETTIER, COOLER OR LESS EXPENSIVE FOR
SUMMER SERVICE, EITHER FOR CHILDREN
= -« 'OR-ADULTS, THAN GOOD COTTONS - -

PRUE COTTON PRINTS MAY BE HAD IN A

DOMINION TEXTILE COMPANY
LIMITED

Montreal - Toronto

:: Winnipeg
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GOoDEYEA
.T TIRE pUTTY
"””%}r Tire &]}ubww

MADE IN CANADA
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This Service Increases Tire
Mileage.

The largest single group of tire users in the world agree that the
first step on the way to maximum tire mileage is a set of

Goodyear Tires.

A large proportion of these users also realize that even Goodyear
Tires will more surely deliver greater mileage when they are

cared for.

Our agreement with this is gvident in our sincere attempt,
through Goodyear Service Stations and Goodyear Tire Savers,
to further tire mileage in every possible way.

Among other things, we have produced Goodyear Tire Putty—
the cure for small tread cuts, the prevention of tread separation

and tire decay.

Not even the toughness of the Goodyear All-Weather Tread can
protect tires from all tread cuts. Scraps of metal, glass, switch-
points will cut the toughest tread when struck squarely.

The Goodyear Service Station Dealer who supplies and uses
Goodyear Tire Putty, will do other things for you, and will tell
you of things you should do yourself to increase your tire

mileage. zx. o

We will be glad to send you free our Tire Conservation Course
if you will write us at Toronto.

The Goodyear Tire & Rubber Co. of Canada, Limited




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

\

) i
- {@ ohana vty BRI s
— A

MOTOR trip should not
be taken without the
assurance that the tires

will carry through. Where safe

and timely arrival are impor-
tant, “trusting to luck” will
never do. One should make
assurance doubly sure by hav-
ing his car equipped with

“Cross” Tread “Gutta Percha”

Tires. Why? Because they

can be dependéd upon. They

are built with unusually strong
side walls, exceptionally tough
rubber tread, plentifully rub-
berized cotton duck fabric,
beads that have never been
known to break, and a reputa-
tion that bears out the slogan—

““The Tires That Give Satisfaction’

“GUTTA _
PERCHA

TIRES

Gutta Percha & Rubber, Ltd.

Head Offices and Factory : Toronto
Branches in all the leading cities of the Dominion
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WILLYS-KNIGHT

IFFERENT from other It improves with use; stays quiet
types, the Willys-Knight and it rarely requires adjustment.
sleeve-valve motor runs &etter the In refinement of detail, the
more you use it. coach work is in keeping with
This engine is always ready the wonderful efficiency of the
whenever you are. motor.

WILLYS-KNIGHT
BOOKLET ON REQUEST

WILLYS-OVERLAND LIMITED

Sedans, Coupes, Touring Cars and Roadsters

Head Office and Factories, Toronto, Canada

Branches: Toronto, Montreal, Winnipeg
and Regina

SLEEVE vALE mOTOR
IMPROVES | WiTH USE

o AR VS AR VA R

TN Vi

N A N N g W
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THE MASTER PRODUCT FOR EVERY CAR

Selected by Present Car Owners—because they know the value from actual testing-out.

Selected by Prospective Car Owners—because they have heard of the value from the
actual testimony of Present Motor Car Owners.

DUNLOP TIRE & RUBBER GOODS CO., Limited
Head Office and Factories S TORONTO




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Keep your
shoes neat

Preserve the
Leather

HEN your tire loses pres-
sure unduly and there is
no puncture—look to the

valve<inside! Put in a new one
and note the improvement.
Schrader Universal Valve In-
sides are the world’s standard
for quality and service. Carrya
box in your kit all the time—only
46¢ a box anywhere in Canada.

A. Schrader’s Son Inc.
334 Ecst King St., Toronte
London, Eng., New York, Chicago

ScHRADER UNIVERSAL
VALVE INSIDES

SHOE
POLISHES

Liquids and pastes. F_o'r black
white, tan, dark brown or
ox-blood shoes.

THE F F DALLEY CORPORATIONS LTD, HAMILTON. ONT.

If You Enjoy Good Coffee

DO THIS—

Order some “SEAL BRAND” made from the
choicest upland berries, grown in luxurious tropic
hills, full of spicy nourishment and stimulatin
fragrance—the beans cleaned, blended and roastei
with rare skill.

SEAL BRAND

Then in making, allow a tablespoonful of coffee to
each cup desired, pour boiling water on it, simmer
five minutes, clear with a dash of cold water.
Your dealer sells “SEAL BRAND?”, whole,

ground, and fine-ground, in ¥4, 1 and 2-Ib.
tins, hermetically sealed, so that the
coffee reaches you rich in its

original strength.

CHASE @ SANBORN
MONTREAL. 8
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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 of
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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Be Cool in Genuine

(Palm ‘Beach Suits

If ever a man should dress to fit the weather, it is
in the hot days. Of course you could ask the doc-
tor, but it 1s not necessary to o any farther than
your common sense.

Here's PALM BEACH—in shades light or dark, to
suit every fancy or complexion, Tailored like your
Easter worsted. Cool—comfortable—washable.

And, speaking of common sense, do you realize
that a ‘PALM ‘BEACH SUIT -costs ever so much less
than clothes that are warm but no better! (®)

Durable, to—it will wear the Summer through,

and then wait patiently> in camphor for a new
season to call it back to duty.

MFD ONLY BY GDODALL WORSTED CO.

THE PALM BEACH eMILLS  mu &k

Office and in Canada.

mxmsuns Goodall Worsted Company,. Sanford, Me.

..-:-h_“;'.'.iﬁ”m: A. Rohaut, Selling Apent, 229 Fourth Avenue, N. Y. gmk"ﬁﬁ'. X 'slc‘:
:;kAu- Gap CLOTHIERS. the Palm Bncmhl
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HE hand processes—seven of them— . v
’ by which every single Spencerian Pen is Flne'Medlum.
carefully and separately fashioned, are what
make Spencerian Pens so long lived, so Stub and
uniform in quality and so perfect in their Ball poinfe d

writing points. We might add that this same
individual care has made them the standard
for over half a century. A7 all good dealers.

SPENCERIAN PEN CO. Send 10¢ for' 10sam
349 Broadway, New York pens, am{ getfree, illz’f!
Sfascinating book,
“What Your Hand-
writing Reveals.”’

PERSONAL

Steel Pens

Made in England

ONLY TABLETS MARKED WITH
NAME “BAYER” ARE ASPIRIN

If you don’t see the ‘“Bayer Cross’ you are not getting Aspirin at aJ]

The name “Bayer” is the thumbprint of gen- Tablets of Aspirin” whi :
uine Aspirin. It positively identifies the only directions for Iz‘,‘olds, H}:alggac(ﬁ:er;m'gs b
genuine Aspirin—the Aspirin prescribed by Earache, Neuralgia, Lumbago i{heoo i
physicians for over nineteen years and now Neuritis, Joint Pains, and Pain ’gener;llllna <
made in Canada. Tin boxes of 12 tablets cost but a fe e

Always buy an unbroken package of “Bayer Larger “Bayer” packages. W cents,

There is only one Aspirin—*‘Bayer’’—You must say ‘‘Bayer’’
Aspirin is the trade mark (registered in Canada) of Bayer Manufacture of Monoaceucmd..t
er

of Salicylicacid. While it is well known that Aspirin means Bayer manufactu
against ’i'mitatlons, the Tablets of Bayer Company will be stamped with their é?;;‘;fi,’?,{gﬁ ‘g:rg:luh

“Bayer Cross.”
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GURED HIS
RHEUMATISM!

“] am eighty-three years old and I doctored for
rheumatism ever since I came out of the army,
over 50 years ago. Like many others, I spent
money freely for so-called ‘cures’ and I. have
read about ‘Uric Acid’ until I could almost taste
it. I could not sleep nights or walk without pain;
my hands were so sore and stiff I could not hold
a pen. But now I am again in active business
and can walk with ease or write all day with
comfort. Friends are surprised at the change.”
You might just as well attempt to put out a fire
with oil as try to get rid of your rheumatism,
neuritis and like complaints by takn_lg treatment
supposed to drive Uric Acid out of your blood
and body. It took Mr. Ashelman fifty years to
find out the truth. He learned how to get rid of
the true cause of his rheumatism, other disorders
and recover his strength from “The Inner
Mysteries,” now being distributed free by an
authority who devoted over twenty years to the
scientific study of this troublg. If any reader of
The Canadian Magazine wishes “The Inner
Mysteries of Rheumatism” over]ookgd by doctors
and scientists for centuries past, simply send a
post card or letter to H. P. Clearwater, 565-G
Street, Hallowell, Maine. Send now, lest you
forget! If not a sufferer yourself, cut out this
notice and hand this good news and opportunity
to some afflicted friend. All who send will re-
ceive it by return mail without any charge what-

deger]

Pure Wool

Jaeger Woollen Material is
absolutely pure, of silken fineness
and softness
and is made
into the most
exclusive and
stylishgarments’
formen, women
and children.
ForSaleat Jaeger Stores

and Agencies through-
out the Dominion.

A fully illustrated catalogue free on application.
DR.JAEGERS*itgw Weelienco | IMITED

System
Toronto Montreal Winnipeg

British ““founded 1 883"’

LIFT OFF CORNS
WITH FINGERS

Doesn’t hurt a bit and costs only
few cents

Magic! Just drop a little Freezone on that
touchy corn, instantly .it stops aching, then you
lift the corn off with the fingers. Truly! No
humbug!

Try Freezone! Your druggist sells a tiny bottle
for a few cents, sufficient to rid your feet of every
hard corn, soft corn, or corn between the toes,
and calluses, without one particle of pain, sore-
ness or irritation. Freezone is the discovery of a
noted Cincinnati genius,

Used for 70 Years
Thru its use Grandmother’s
youthful appearance has
remained uniil youth has
become but a memory,
The soft, refined, pearly S
white
renders leaves the joy
of Beauty with yo

Gouraud's

Oriental Cream

Send I5c¢ for Trial Size

FERD.T. HOPKINS & SON, Montreal

For Red, Weak, Weary, Watery' Eyes/For ook
And Granutated Eyelids 013 | Mur
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’ |
{>) ERE GO
T FoTELRESORT & TRAVEL DEPRRTMENS,

Atlantic Monthly Century- Harper's Review of Reviews Scribner's World's Work and The Canadian Magazine

‘New Englan
ch~ations

;|

bty

N 9 ; N Seashore, Mountains, Woods, Lakes, Islands

* Change of Scene, Healthgiving Atmosphere
Every Summer Enjoyment

Hotel, Farm or Camp. Gay or quiet life. Happy People

Write for free booklets on White Mountains, Maine, New
Hampshire and Vermont Lakes and Woods, Berkshire Hills,

N , Cape Cod, Martha’s Vineyard, Nantucket, Narragansett Bay,
For booklets and information, write
Viiihiin Brrakts: Casco Bay, Penobscot Bay, Mt. Desert, Bar Harbor.

Room 508 Railroad Bldg., New Haven, Conn.  New York, New Haven & Hartford R. R.—Boston & Maine R. R.—Maine Central R. R

—
MAINE MICHICAN
R I} C AMP s THE ISLINGTON, LES CHENg
£ $ ENEAU

Y gmm LAKE, MAINE ISLANDS, MICH. Fine location & table. [)uulx
In the famous Rangeley region. © 2000 feet. 1 No hay fever. Fishing. = All'water
On high forest land on 2 mile lake. Private e to R. 8. Melchers for bo :\‘"
cabins, open fireplace and ba Trout and A kil = 5 Yooklet

salmon fishing. Golf near. Booklet.

York Beach On Ocean
wbese HOTEL MITCHELL 5.t
Combines Country & Seashore. Beachtwo b L
hundred ft. away. Fishing. Tennis. Booklet. CANADA
o e St aigin L

LAKE PARLIN HOUSE AND CAMPS Have youGonsdered

invite you to enjoy the grandest of vacations. | Quaint, Curious and Unrivalled
1.600 ft. above sea level. Best trout fishing.
_lI_Pv McKenney, Prop., Jackman, Me. Boo QUEBEC

and the celebrated

MASSACHUSETTS
Lower St. Lawrence River Resorts
for your vacation this year ¢

. 3 MAYFLOWER INN
¢ AN D COTTAGES — Only one night from New York and Boston
1f¥111terested, wr:te (T8

9 (7onipletml l19117. T;neumost Q UEBEGC
= modern and beautifully ap- CENTRA
RAILWAY -

yointed resort hotel in New
for information

MACK ISLAND, WOLF LA K

Michigan’s most (lt‘ligl‘ltflll sumner x‘-!&r“‘:
Boating, bathing, fishing, dancing. Booklet.
_VV]‘IN? Wm. K. MelIntyre, Grass Lake, Mioh‘

- = lingland. Located on Mano-
met Point, adjacent to historic Plym-
outh. Ideal for Cape Cod motorists.
Golf unexcelled. Write for-booklet.
George R. Sanford, Manager, P. O.
Plymouth, Mass.

. D. Wadsworth, General Passenger A
Sherbrooke, Que. b s

——— T T T T T T T T T ——

‘.t-«"-'-w-t.¥ ON THE FAMOUS MUSKOKA LAKES 1

| HOTEL PURITAN | WINDERMERE HO "

‘W USE}

* 390 Commonwealth Ave,Boston % i : — win¢ )( Windermere  Muskoka Canadia N

errrd ¢ —pine and birch wood onderful F 3 N

‘ o The Distinctive Boston Bathing, Sailing and Canc Golf, ) Modern improvements. Best of everything

V355 i lse. called by globe ¥ | [iietn: “Riding Log abing. ungalows: B M Erclanice, St g epegy slvee ks B
i »mfort; it Supe amps for bo: 4 4 » 0! i

trotters one of the most homelike e Kot g moderstecpriced. ]| || sems: All water sporis.  May fever unknown: N

and attractive hotels in the world. || B4t F ot Now Yok N GOLF Lava,hrins,, Tanels oo concut

& Modest rates. Our booklet has quide » OVERNIGHT FROM BOSTON R L BBk oy,
to_historic Boston and vicinity. XX

. e mend fé‘me Tor n’ AP, Costello, Mq’l‘ ““Yarmouth Line '’ steamers connect with TORONT xd

T e 3 e ¥ ¥ DOMINION ATLANTIC RY.J| _ TORONTO, ONTARIO

¥ " RHODE !SLAN D ) Writ? for particulars on Tour No. 106-W WALKER HOUSE E‘;‘:}‘Nm

Sttt v e 882 Washington Street, Boston - 9 - Mass. Adjoining Union Station in heart of [‘ R0

R. U. PARKER, General Passenger Agent ness district, L block from 8. S ‘usi.

Am. or Eur. plan. § ) Whm’«
Ladies & Children mvé’ﬁflﬁx:ﬁgm{h‘{

THE PINES xova&cors |Trip to Europe FOR BOYS

Manager: 3
Comfortable hotel and log cabins snuggled vu]ea_rgﬁoolfaitslﬂ:gﬂi{set&e“rv M‘A‘) Alh@
’

Halifax, Nova Seotia

in beautiful grove overlooking picturesque . O, irect 3
The Leading Hotel of Dighy Bain, Golf, Tennis, Fishing, Bathing, ;’lggg j‘o“g‘;g&l. ﬁ.ﬁ., Ef'flt; Scll\lool; Tﬁ;
BLOCK ISLAND, Rhode Island | Bosting. Metorlencher, otie mimoda. | 5 £ Culver, LA of Hotc%szns’c‘zgg?ol;
¢. ¢. BALL, Proprietor tions. Under management F nmm:cement on request to Mr. Jettewy
B e Maasgihor DOMINION ATLANTIC RAILWAY ot travel information and advi
Offers 7 8 Magazines. 3 ¢ and advice and "
Where-to-go Swe;mCi:Kl:;‘:’n- gﬂve"i“r Wertte far bookie . and rates write to WHERE-TO-GO m
Service and the Best Results. Hotel Manager ** The Pines. Dighy. N. &, Inc., 8 Beacon Street, Boston 9,
’ '
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ome to PAUL SMITH'S HOTEL | KxorT :VIAN.\HE:“ |-::\':1', y

jn the Adirondaeks. Capacitv 500. All rooms v

bath

—— CONCLUDED ——

of ‘ will find The Earle the most homelike
Booktet. C. O. PETRIE. Old Forge. N. Y

K. HiLL, Mgr,

Where-to-go forms for August | health. Physical and hydrotherapeutic treatments
will elose at noon on July 1st. |

NEW YORK |___TRAVEL ___ TOURS

o iy e ~ rast = S [ = &
MOUNTAIN VIEW COTTAGES |HOTEL EARLE Y&"sionsa. |

Shduindacks. ' - On the q",”" .“( &he )W:m“{‘fl | Those seeking an American plan hotel

Fourth Lake where nature is supreme e. | | N

Established reputation. Superior e
tabie

in the eity. Centrally located. Our free |
| automobile bus meets all steamships. | A[ASKA_CANAD[AN ROCKIES
| Under personal escort June, July and Au-
mith | or in need of complete rest | BUSt. 36 page illnstrated booklet No, 6 with
Ami. & Eoriservics. Camps T;"""'Lf ’;j‘f"-“ | WHEN ILL or recreation investigate | COMplete itineraries mailed on request.
ps. GOLF. Dancing athing. Boating ish- |
g, Write M, P. Whelan Mer . Panl Smith's. N.Y. | o Steuben Santtar fum, COLPITTS-BEEKMAN CO.
=, : —— | Hornell, N. Y. Everythingatcommandtoresiore | gag ywachinoeer g o 9. Mass.

| Beautiful surroundings, golf, ete. Moderate rates Please refer to Where-to-go Bureau.

{8 OO &) {8 COCooonooo v (B8 coooooonn v (3 oo )

CXmnninnnl] § CXeiinn] ] § Cimmmnng | [mamiummm] (B O 6=

“A Greater Exposition Than Has Been”

CANADIAN NATIONAL

EXHIBITION

TORONTO
Aug. 28th—Sept. 11th, inclusive

The Annual World's Fair where the nation shows its best product
of Mine, Field, Factory and Forest.

1919 attendance 1,201,000 in thirteen days.

Always striving for higher standards, the 1920 programme is
designed to achieve new records in all departments.

(s CLCCCOOOD 88| 8 COCOCIID B 8 (OLII00 B (88 G e [ D ]
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Make good stoves and
Looking utensils.
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Trip of Such Marvelous Beauty
and Interest?

OMANTIC interest, magnificent scenery, delightful thrills, and refreshing
gomfor‘t almost beggar description of this wonderful boat trip
rom

“NIAGARA TO THE SEA”

Art_ist never brushed fairer beauty onto canvas than the glorious picture that
enfolds itself as the luxurious boat steams slowly through the Thousand Islands
Nature hqs lavished her colors on these g'()l’g"eousl,\' modeled clusters of green ver.
dure, which reflect their emerald beauty into the glassy depths of the river
water,

~ The delightful thrill comes when you shoot the tossing foam-lashed waters
of the St. Lawrence. Travellers come year after year to enjoy this experience

But equally wonderful beauties await you farther down the St. Lawrence. Travel its
broad expanse as far as Quebec—where history casts its romantic glow of interest over this
quaint old city. . s

A few miles from Quebec is St. Anne de Beaupré where for 250 years townfolks and

pilgrims have bowed together before wayside altars—and in the great church of St. Anne itself
—to do homage to the Saint in whose name so many miraculous cures have been effected

The grand finale of this trip comes when you reach the famous River Saguenay. Her
massive cliffs rise almost perpendicular from the dark shadowy waters till they seem ‘to touc::
the sky. Higher and more awe-inspiring than Gibraltar.

The 1,000 mile journey affords you an opportunity of seeing the most picturesque
America, And you will return from it convinced that this boat trip gurpassgs al}:?trlfir(:f
in America or the old world. \ g

Send 2¢ postage for illustrated booklet, map and guide to
John F. Pierce, Passenger Traffic Manager, Canada Steam-
ship Lines, 203 R. and O. Building, Montreal, Canada,.

CANADA STEAMSHIP LINES, LIMITED

>

pEp—
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Have You Ever Taken This

World-famous Vacation Trip?

HOSE who have taken this wonder trip of unexcelled beauty. never tire
of recounting the thrills and sensations they experienced as the luxurious
steamer carried them over this famous journey from

“NIAGARA TO THE SEA”

Commencing at Niagara we cross Lake Ontario to Toronto—thence through
the beautiful Thousand Islands to Prescott. Presently we “shoot” the tossing
foam-lashed waters of the St. Lawrence rapids and arrive at Montreal. Then
Quebee is visited—that quaint old city of tradition and enchantment.

The route continues East and North, touching at Murray Bay and Tadousae,
a much favored summer resort by reason of beautiful scenery and splendid
hotels. ; g

Finally we come to the canyon-like scenery of the Saguenay, where massive
capes tower two thousand feet above our boat deck. Where Capes Trinity and
Eternity hold us spellbound with their magnificent beauty. These mightiest
of all the promontories that tower above the dark waters of the majestic Saguenay
form a fitting climax to a vacation trip that surpasses all others in grandeur and
majesty.

Are You Travelling West?

Break the long journey; travel by boat from Sarnia to the
“So0”, Port Arthur or Duluth, Write for particulars of
Upper Lake Cruises through the Great Unsalted Seas.

CANADA STEAMSHIP LINES, LIMITED

MONTREAL OFFICE VICTORIA SQUARE
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“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RITE-HITE’ WARDROBE
TRUNKS

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

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

plating a longer
or shorter trip,
summer or winter.
In a very real way
it is the most complete ot wardrobes, and apparel travels .
in it with as little risk of crushing as it would right on

the ‘‘hangers” or in the *‘Chest of Drawers” in the home.

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

$332 to $90

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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, NDS
OF ONTARIO

VACATION LAND OF PERFECT
SUMMER CLIMATE

Hay fever unknown. One thousand to two thousand
feet above the sea. Air scented with pine and balsam.
Modern hotels in Algonquin Park, Muskoka Lakes,
Georgian Bay, Lake of Bays, Kawartha Lakes and
Timagami. A short, pleasant ride from Toronto,
and  you are in the midst of a charming summer
playground. Fishing, boating, bathing, golf and the
great out-of-doors. Write for free illustrated literature.

C. E. HORNING, D.P. A E. C ELLIOIT. DB &
Union Station, Bonaventure Station,
Toronto, Ont, Montreal, Que.
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PACIFIC COAST TOURS v- riicone
; ALASKA COAST —Stewart, B.C. OBSERVATORY INLET— Anyox, B.C.

T,

A delightful ocean voyage midst
unsurpassed mountain scenery in
protected waters.

Visit VANCOUVER, VICTORIA and
SEATTLE

See the

CANADIAN ROCKIES

Via the new Mount Robson route

STOP OVER AT JASPER PARK

Full information and illustrated
literature on application to any
agent of the Grand Trunk System

W. E. DUPEROW
General Passenger Agent
Winnipeg, Man.

Ol ] The tripis
= spoiled if”

oy become
Seasick
Thousands of Travelers the world
markable natural beauty of the over depend upon

THf“.lmcmmpmm Golf Course, coupled

D 2 ’
with the charming sportm‘e“ss Otfvniltio}:lol:‘(;lh(ﬁ; MOTHERSILL S
| has earned for it the undisputed leaders SEASICK REMEDY

American resort courses, | .
"f'rt?: put natural that a resort of Cham- Pl ot nai il i< Pt M

1 plain’s distinction should have a course S¢ R on both Foesh and: salt

of “:(:'llgmxs-lt(‘{i’s'}z boating, swimming and water have officially adopted, and advise, this
TF 5, ’ g

; dy. No cocaine, morphine, opium, chloral

sly follow golf in popularity remedy., » morphine, opium, chloral,

'l‘ﬂ::énfp](::(’;(l}ll‘lv provided for. Golf and coal tar products or their derivatives nor other
-y ¢ )

st. habit forming drugs. Sold by leading d i
stel Booklets on request. : gs. y ng druggists
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AMERICAN PLAN DETROIT, memouno bl

ontreal, New Yorks “and"Milin,
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You who think you should know Canada better
—who are wondering where you should seek
this year's vacation—why not visit the Can-
adian Pacific Rockies, the most magnificent
mountain region in the world?

Glistening snow-peaks ten thousand feet and
higher surrounding you—trails to walk and ride
—good roads for motoring and driving—mile-
high links for the golfer—opportunities every-
where for the Alpine climber—warm sulphur
swimming pools—luxurious hotels at Banff and
Lake Louise, and mountain chalets at Emeralg
Lake and Glacier, with music, dancing, and a gay
social life—trout-fishing in season, sublime
scenery and big game for the camera (and in
September for the rifle)—camping in regions of
unparalleled majesty—these are a few of the
delights in store.

And this Mountain Garden of the Giants is so
easy to reach by

CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY

Get particulars at any C.P.R. Passenger A "~
W. B. Howard, District Passenger Agent, Toﬁf)r:ﬁk

P
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When you visit Buffalo
or Niagara Falls

Add to your pleasure and com-
fort by stopping at the Lenox.

Quictly situated, yet very con-
venient to business, theater and
shopping districts, and Niagara
Falls Boulevard.

European plan. Fireproof, modern.

Exceptional cuisine.® Every room an
outside room. From $2.50 per day.

On Empire Tours. Road map and

running directions free.

C. A. MINER, Managing Director
North St. at Delaware Ave.
BUFFALO, N, Y.

U\

HOTEL ST. JAMES

Times Square, New York City
Just off Broadway at 109-113 W. 45th St.
3 Blocks from Grand Central Station.

“Sunshine in every ronm’’

Much favored
by women trav-
elling without
escort.

40 Theatres, all
principal shops
and churches,
3 to 5 minutes
walk.

minutes of all
subways, “L"
roads, surface
cars, bus lines.

write for descriptive booklet and rates
W. JoRNSON QUINN, President
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{ The Full Luxury of the Bath &

AN\
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is attained when it is perfumed
with the genuine

Y&LANMA,
Mukl!‘lﬁrida W::::A"s

In use for a Century, this
matchless perfume has won
onits merit a most enviable,
world-wide popularity, and
stands today unique among
perfumes of its class,
In the Bath its cooling, re-
freshing and reviving effects
are truly remarkable. For
general use on the Dressing-
table it has no equal.

PREPARED ONLY BY

LANMAN & KEMP,
NEW YORK and MONTREAL.

Ask Your Druggist for It.
Accept no Substitute !

AN/ NV NN NN NN VY B

WOULD’NT YOU LIKE TO
RETIRE SOME DAY?

:To be able to cease work and en-
joy a few years of leisure?

The surest and best way of ac-
complishing this is by securing
an Excelsior Endowment Policy.

If you want a loan you can always
get it and the Policy will mature
when you need it most.

For pukticulan write to

EXCELSIOR
s || F E e

HEAD OFFICE Excelsior Life Bldg. , TORONTO
M. E. MANNING, Mgr., Toronto Branch
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- OF AMERICA

THE most delightful 'and [convenint location in the
Thousand Islands.

(] The starting point of all principal water sports.
(] Finest Auto roads from all points East or West.

( Bass, Pickerel and Pike Fishing, Golf, Trapshooting,
Motorboating and Polo.

Winter Season: The Oaks, Bartow, Florida.
The Winter Haven, Winter Haven, Florida.

New fireproof hotel. 250 rooms,
each with private bath.

OPENS DECEMBER 25, 1920

WILLIAM H. WARBURTON

PROPRIETOR
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THE CANADIAN

ILLUSTRATED MONTHLY

The Canadian Illustrated Monthly has been established for the purpose of
assisting in the development of the great latent resources of the Dominion
of Canada through the dissemination of conservative information relating
thereto, and to give entertainment, refraining from discussion of roliwi(m:
racial, or political questions. R,

The _Canadlan.lllustrat_eq Monthly is an unusually well illustrated magca-
‘zl_ne and besides containing authgrltatlve articles on Canadian subjeets, car-
ries department_s 'devotcd to 'af’falrs at Ottawa, angling and hunting, foreign
trade opportunities, and ships and shipping. Nor is fiction overlooked.

We are very anxious to make this magazine a success, and to this end would re-
spectfully ask you to fill in the subseription form printed herewith, and send
to us together with Two Dollars in payment for a year’s subseription

The Publishers,

The Canadian Illustrated Monthly,
P. O. Box 2829, Montreal, Que.

(Gentlemen :

l
I
|
|
|
|
J
Please enter my subscription to The Canadian Ilustrated Monthly |

for one year commencing with your next issue, for which T enclose |
Two Dollars. ]
I

|

J

|

|

|

|

I

Please remit in postal note, money order or cheque. If sending currency kindly register

oo
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ROBINSON’S “PATENT” BARLEY

One of the

few Prepara-

A+Real

Infants’
Food, easily tions which
Digested,

and a bone

make Cow's
Milk readily
digestible by

Infants.

and muscle

builder.

Write for “‘My Book’’ the latest booklet on the care of Infants.

MAGOR SON & CO., LIMITED, Sole Agents for Canada
191 St. Paul Street West, Montreal 30 Church Street, Toronto
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[BDATLANTYNE

““’ en
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The Right Style the Right
Weight, the Right Quuhia\(

HESE smart, summer knitted jackets are made by
Ballantyne in both V neck and roll neck styles

They are the right thing for all out-of-doors re-
creations; light, well-fitting garments of exception-
ally good style. Most good dealers sell them.

R. M. BALLANTYNE, LIMITED, STRATFORD, CANADA
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Dainty- Summer repasts
that everyone enjoys

Bic

T may be the full-spread luncheon table in city
home or vacation cottage—tea on the lawn or in
camp—or the picnic hamper, opened beneath

the shadowed fringe of highway or river—wherever
it is, Swift's Premium Ham, always adaptable, pro-

vides delicious menus suited to every summer
occ#sion.

Of course, you can buy Swift's Pemium Ham sliced,

but there is a big advantage in buying a whole ham
—for then you obtain a variety of dishes: you can bake the
butt, boil the shank, and fry the centre slices, and never lack
a “‘meat course’’ as long as a vestige remains.

The careful selection and exclusive, mild cure of

Swift’s Premium Ham

make it unique in flavor and excellence. It
is particularly adapted to summer use,
because it keeps so well under conditions
where fresh meat is impracticable.

Order from your Butcher or Grocer.
Swift Canadian Co.

Limited
M-32 B Toronto Winnipeg Edmonton
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Buy This Stlverplate

WHEN you know from personal experience that
this or that household article is the very best of

its kind, you do not besitate to recommend it to your
friends.

Fairfield

In similar confidence, we urge you to buy the silver-
plated spoons, knives and forks marked “1847 Rogers
Bros.” For more than seventy years, this brand of
silverplate has been chosen for high quality. Itsdura-
bility is proverbial—and without durability, silverplate
is a poor investment.

Leading dealers will show you several attractive
patterns if you will ask for this fine silverplate by its
¢ full name. Emphasize the date—"'1847.”

Fine Sterling Silver —In keeping with the value of
the precious mletal, is the fine workmanship which pro-
. duces our sterling patterns. All are marked ‘“M. B,
Old Colony Pattern Co.” The Fairfield, here illustrated is one of several
attractive patterns,

1847 ROGERS BROS.

S TLEV ERWIARE
The Family Plate for Seventy Years
MERIDEN BRITANNIA COMPANY, Ltd., HAMILTON, ONTARIO

Made in Canada by Canadians and sold by lead-
ing Canadian dealers throughout the Dominion
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The right soap for Skin Beauty

THE beauty of your skin
depends largely upon the

healthful activity of the deli-
cate skin-pores.

Fairy Soapleavesthetiny pores
healthfully active because its

pure lather cleanses so thoroughly,
and rinses off easily, perfectly.

Make friends with pure, easy-
rinsing Fairy Soap. But be sure
touse Fairy consistently both for
your complexion and your bath.

LIMITED
MONTREAL

OECEXFAIR BAN K Z555ae7)
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B()BBIE’S big sister suggested a League o’ Nations party for his

? “1 o lnrthd_;{:v,_x?mm.ma and the younger folks concurred, and North
: P America is very strongly represented.
o ﬁ‘“ “f o First of all, as you see, the pressing problem of the day, food for
g y the Nations, engages the earnest attention of the different countries present

plainly enough, has a unanimous vote of approval. ;
If diplomats could only agree as amicably on all questions as the young folks do
about Jell-O, nations would never even qL.lle‘I}fl. : o ;

And at that, Jell-O is as popular with “"grown-ups” as it is with the children, °
there being a dozen reasons \\"hy it should be.
Send for a copy of the 1920 Jell-O Book. 5

Jell-O is made in seven pure fruit flavors: Strawberry, Raspberry, Lemon,
Orange, Vanilla, Cherry, Chocolate.

THE GENESEE PURE FOOD COMPANY OF CANADA, Limited,
Bridgeburg, Ont.




CUT HERE
Run & sharp knife alo ¢ dotted bint and squeeze cdges to

make it gap.  See that the gap is closed after the required amount
of foed s poured out. | Don't cut top off.

Grape-Nuts

TRADE-WARK WEGISTERED MAY, 13, 1607

Made of Wheat and Barley -
WANUFACTORES By
Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd.
A\ WINDSOR, ONTARIO

A FOOD

Containing the naturel nutritive elements of these
field grains thoroughly aad scientifically. baked.

ECONOMY

Four heaping teaspoonfuls of GRAPE-NUTS fur
the cereal part of a meal is sufficient for an p '
ordinary person,  More may be used if desired. s

MINIMUM NET WEIGHT 13 0ZS.

: {
¥ "

Grape:Nuts

A wonderful food for
Children and Grown-ups




