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J. E. H. MacDonald.

The Method of Cheetum
Alan Sullivan
T was known on Halfway Biver that there was bad
blood between Cheetum the Hillock and Moosoo the
Moose. All the Prairie Crees knew it. Some said it
was about a girl, for the Crees are jealous of their women:
but the wiser ones laid it to Moosoo's buffalo pony. Moosoo
had brought him up from Hudson ?s Hope, on the Peace Eiver,
and the first time Cheetum saw him he stared for a long
while between narrow lids. He stared harder when Moosoo
was running buffalo, for all Moosoo had to do was to shoot
and the pony attended to the rest.
Going farther back it was the same. Moosoo always got
what he wanted, whether in women, game or horses.
Cheetum's resentment grew steadily, but he stood it in savage
silence, till, suddenly, he appeared one morning on the back
of the pony.
Moosoo had vanished utterly. His three wives and the
whole tribe, except Cheetum, searched for days. His brother,
a, large, lazy man, breathed revenge, but Cheetum cantered
about untouched, with his lip lifted into a snarl.
On the prairie and in the skin-covered teepees there was
much talk. Hunters were called cowards by their wives, and
there was no reply. The children threatened each other with
Cheetum and the threat was generally effective. The men
did nothing but let him alone; and he stalked about unarmed
and unafraid in their midst!
Now, the brother of Moosoo had a son called Pinace,
which is Little Thunder, and Pinace had for the most part sat
silent amid all the talk of Cheetum. He was tall and lean.
He did not care for women or hunting, but there was that
about him that the Crees did not understand. He was not
a medicine man or a priest, but would slip out by himself
without arms or food and come back after many days with
mysterious eyes and leaner than ever, full of wonderful
stories of wonderful things. What was most important, he
knew the spirits of the buffalo and how many there were and
which way they were feeding, and, though he would not
tell them all, he did tell them enough to keep the tribe in
plenty the year round.
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So gradually Pinace became a man apart; but never had
he spoken of Cheetum.
It fell on a night that was black and starless that the
chief hunters were in the teepee of Moosoo's brother. The
talk had turned to Cheetum, and Pinace sat silent in the
corner.
11
It is strange," said his father, slowly, " we know not
any more now than we knew a year ago, and my brother's
spirit will not rest till he is revenged."
Pinace looked up quickly. " What knows my father of
spirits ? "
Moosoo's brother drew a little closer to the fire.
" Enough to fear, 7 ' he said.
" And what may I know,, t h e n ? " put in Pinace.
" You are not a man like us. You know what you
know."
lt
And have you asked me about your brother?"
His father turned slowly and stared. It was true. They
had been so anxious about the buffalo that the oracle had
walked among them unasked and unconsulted. Pinace had
been to them their buffalo man—nothing more. His father
recovered himself sharply. " What can you tell me of my
brother?"
The ring of copper-coloured hunters gazed at Pinace.
Hip, expression was changing. His lips, slightly parted,
moved inaudibly; his eyes were glazing. The fire leaped
and lit features full of dim and dawning anticipation. Then,
with form swaying and the rapt look still upon him, he
moved noiselessly through the teepee door. No man stirred
or spoke. The hours slipped by; the fire blackened and
died. Across the hole in the teepee roof the procession of
stars swam gloriously; the night breezes lifted and fell, and,
far borne, the voices of the night came through the triangular door; but the circle wavered not. Then, as the East
began to redden, came Pinace; his step light and devoid of
sound, his brown skin shining with the dews of darkness,
but his face drawn and his eyes weary, as the eyes of one
who has seen mysterious things.
He stood for a moment and spoke steadily: " The Great
Spirit led me to the steep hill that hangs over the river at
the place where the pipe stone comes out of the ground.
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There he left me, and T waited till the spirit of my father's
brother came."
Moosoo's brother shivered and Pinace looked at him
fixedly: " When it came it told me that while it was in the
body of my father's brother, riding the pony by the edge of
the hill, Cheetum came quickly from behind a tree and
stabbed him. Then he tied a stone to him and threw him in
the river. This much his spirit saw while it was going
away over the hill. You have asked me and I have told
you.''
His father's voice trembled in spite of himself. " And
if my brother is there, how shall I find him in deep water?"
" Come with m e , " said Pinace, quietly. " The Great
Spirit has spoken."
Together they rode, loping across the flower-gemmed
prairie that glistened in the rising sun, and, behind, came
the hunters.
The hill was rounding in front of them when a dull roar
boomed across the level land. A gigantic cloud of dust,
shouldering from the hill, came rolling up into the still air
in mountains of golden dust.
Moosoo's brother pulled up his pony and glanced at
Pinace. The prophet's face was alight. " Come quickly, the
Great Spirit has spoken."
They galloped hard to the scarred flank of the hill. Half
of it had thundered down and partly dammed the river
with irresistible mass and weight. Shattered trees transfixed it like arrows; great boulders lay out near the opposite
bank with foam of the rising stream whitening around them.
At their feet, below the dam, the deep reaches were shallowing. Pinace pointed to a bar of sand that was fast widening.
" Eywade—neshka. There, look," he whispered.
Upon the bar lay that which had been a man, shapeless,
and mutilated; but about its neck was the thong and beside it
lay the stone.
Pinace's father gazed at it long and silently, his fat
chest heaving. Then suddenly behind him some one laughed.
He turned and saw Cheetum. Instantaneously his hand
leaped to his knife. " This is the end, Cheetum: that is my
brother.''
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Cheetum laughed again. " That was thy brother Moosoo, and here am I. Kill me."
He threw back his leather shirt and bared his broad and
muscled breastw " Kill me; I have no knife."
His voice was strong and insolent; the fire in his eye
was not quenched. He was still stranger to fear. And
because of all this—because he recognized something that
was greater than any courage of his own, the fat man's
hand fell. And all the time Pinace was silent, looking at
them both.
Cheetum spoke again. " You have forgotten your
brother. At sunset I will meet you. Let all the men come.
My friends, if I have any, will sit on one side and my
enemies, who are many, will sit on the other. Then we will
talk together."
They met when the sun was low in an irregular space
between the scattered teepees. On one side of the circle sat
fifty fighting men draped in multicoloured blankets, their
heads crowned with eagle feathers and hung with brass earrings, their necks encircled by strings of bear claws. In
front sat their headmen, wise and very silent. Opposite—
the other half of the circle, the side of Cheetum's friends—
was empty. Then came Cheetum, alone and very proud.
He wore his finest beaded moccasins, his best robe was
folded around him, his fingers were covered with rings, and
he had painted his face.
In the silence that followed, his clear, hard eyes slowly
traversed the circle, meeting every man's gaze unfaltering
and strong.
" I bid my enemies welcome/' he said, at length, holding out his hands, and, turning scornfully to the empty
space, " I bid my friends welcome, too."
11
It is well that I should appear before you, for I have
something to say to you, and you will know before I have
done that a man is among you. Pinace has shown you that
I killed. It is true I did kill."
A deep-throated murmur ran through the semi-circle, and
Cheetum smiled. "I did kill. I killed not a man, but a dog."
The heavy jaw of Moosoo's brother thrust out, but
Cheetum, by every rule of council, must have his say:
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" This dog insulted me—and nothing that insults me can
live."
He paused for a moment and suddenly tore open his
robe again and bared his breast. Then drawing a heavy
buffalo knife from his belt he stuck it quivering into the
ground.
" You say you are friends of Moosoo's brother and my
enemies. Now, let his best friend and my worst enemy come
and kill me. I have not another knife."
The semi-circle swayed forward. There were involuntary
twitchings and movements beneath the gaudy blankets; but
these all smoothed themselves out into the same impassive,
motionless silence.
" Will no one kill m e ? " said Cheetum again, contemptuously. i( I ask for the last time."
But the semi-circle did not break. No lithe figure rushed
forward for vengeance. Death suddenly seemed very far
away from Cheetum. In the last few moments he had begun
to appear to them as something greater than a man. His
loneliness was majestic. His defiance spoke to them of the
greatness of spirit of those gods whose voice they heard
in the thunder, whose anger they saw in the jagged lightning
stroke, and, as they marvelled, he said:
" I would talk with Moosoo's brother."
The big man moved forward uncertainly, and when he
was at arm's length Cheetum said: " I killed your brother;
will you not kill m e ? "
Moosoo looked at him dazed, and the other picked up the
knife and pushed it into his unwilling hand.
11
Now, come with me."
Very slowly he stalked along the semi-circle, and, stopping at each man, kicked back the robe that lay loosely
across his knees On every knee rested a short buffalo
hunting gun. Every trigger was lifted, and beneath every
trigger was a cap. So with death behind and in front he
came to the last man and then to his place in front of them.
" Why I killed you will not know, and the Great Spirit
will not tell you—for all that Pinace may promise. Nor
will you ever know why you did not kill me—but your
children perhaps will tell you. Now, I will say farewell!
9
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I go to a tribe in the foothills, while you bury Moosoo in a
tree. If, bye-and-bye, you want to kill me, you will know
where to find m e . "
He mounted the buffalo pony and rode alone into the
West. The golden flush on the horizon caught his stately
figure and magnified it into something more than mortal. He
never turned to look back, but rode steadily on.
Then, as his form topped a rise in the prairie, one of the
councillors spoke: li He is a great chief; he must not go."
A dozen horsemen dashed after him, and, as they neared,
he halted the pony, facing them with folded arms, waiting
for the death they must bring. But the oldest of them
all canght at his bridle—
" Come back, Cheetum! You are very wise and brave.
Come and be chief of many tribes."
Cheetum looked at him and smiled and spoke prophetically: " I will not come back, and I will be chief over
many tribes, but they will be tribes of men, not of women
and cowards' "
And he spoke truth, for when he died, many years later,
Cheetum was chief over all the Crees of the Saskatchewan!

10

Pen and Ink rendering of " A n Indian Camp," J. W . Beatty.
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TBli FISHERMAN'S WIFE.
sail on the morning ebb,
T WENTY
Over the amiling bar;

Twenty sail, and the trimmest one
Bearing my heart afar.

Rolling cloud in the reddened West,
Over the frowning deep;
Lines of white on the wolrish bar*
Dark, and I dare not sleep.
See! His babe on my mother'sbreast,
Rosy, and fresh, and fair;
Twenty sail on the morning ebb*,
Wind in the evening air.
Flood at two, and a steady galeGod! can he make the barf
Sheets of rain in the inky nightr—
Never a single star.
Dawn! and yond is a tattered fleet.
Dawn! And it frights nte so.
Nineteen sail in a foaming ebb—
Where is the One I know?
J. EDGAR MIDDLETON.
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AKT TENDENCIES OF PROFESSIONAL CRIMINALS.
Edwin Bell

Can a criminal be an artist? Can the pursuit of criminal
ends be the subject of art? In one sense the question does
not admit of argument. The criminal produces nothing of
utility or beauty, and hence is excluded at once from the
class usually called artists. But, taking art in the sense
used by De Quincey in lira discourse on " Murder as a Fine
Art,'' or as applied to any regulated activity in which mow
than ordinary skill is necessary to accomplish a given end,
then several classes of criminals may qualify as artists.
The skill developed by the criminal is what determine*
to a large extent his social standing and prestige in the
various crafts of the underworld. The cracksman, the aristocrat of crime, regards himself as superior to the mere
burglar, while the burglar looks upon the ordinary thief as
hardly respectable. This relative respectability of the various criminal professions depends to some extent on the
amount of danger encountered, the degree of physical
courage required, but chiefly on the skill and ingenuity
necessary to " bring off ff a difficult job.
Thousands of professional pickpockets ply a lucrative
trade in large centres of population with practically complete
immunity, because they operate so cleverly as to escape
detection. This race of social parasites is in many respects
unique. Unlike other criminals who go armed and seek the
aid of secrecy and darkness to carry out their designs, pickpockets go unarmed and operate in the open day where
people throng in greatest numbers. They "usually work in
parties of three, who are called in the language of the craft
a ** mob," designated respectively as the " s t a l l , " the
" dip " and the " banker." They select for their field ot
operations large cities where crowds are always to be found
6T smaller cities at crowded times. Their favorite place
iB at the entrance of a fair, circus, streetcar or railway train
wtoere the pushing, jostling crowd is trying to get in.
13
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Having first selected their victim, the stall proceeds in
front of him, while the dip and the banker follow closely
behind. When they become wedged in the crowd, it is the
duty of the stall to turn round and engage the attention of
the victim. He pretends that he has changed his mind and
wants to get out. Sometimes he pretends to be drunk or
stupid. The victim in his endeavors to proceed finds himself blocked, and his attention being thus focussed on the
man in front of him, an opportunity is made for the dip
to extract the purse or roll of bills from the hip pocket and
by a deft motion to pass it on quickly to the banker,, who
is soon lost in the crowd.
When the deed is done, and it must be done quickly, the
mob " splits/ 7 that is, they separate and make off in different directions, only to meet later on and divide the spoils,
after carefully divesting themselves of the purse or other
incriminating evidence which may have been taken along
with the money. Sometimes the dip is caught, but in the
great majority of cases he is too clever to be caught il with
the goods.'' Even if the victim should feel his purse slipping away and should turn around and hold the dip until
a policeman arrives, he will find the pickpocket righteously
indignant, protesting his innocence and willing to be
searched. Nothing is found on him, of course, and a conviction is seldom made. A New York pickpocket well known
to the police has been arrested on suspicion over fifty times,
as his record shows, but has been convicted only once.
Tt is important to know in advance which pocket contains
the money, xiie dip learns this by an operation performed
on the victim beforehand, known to the guild as " fanning,"
which consists in passing the hand lightly and unobtrusively
over the different pockets. So delicate is his touch from long
practice that he can divine the inner contents of an outward
bulge with unerring precision. The hip pocket is the most
accessible, the oftenest used and the easiest to rifle. If
the money is carried in a side pocket of the trousers the
pocket is " r e e f e d , " which consists in taking the lining of
the pocket between the thumb and forefinger and giving it
a sudden pull. This has the effect of advancing the roll to
the mouth of the pocket, when it can be more easily seized
and withdrawn. If the money is carried in an inside coai
14
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pocket, the pocket is slit with a small, sharp steel blade
attached to a ring, which is worn on the middle finger, the
blade being inside and concealed by the half-closed hand.
These apparently simple operations require great skill.
If there are any skeptics, 1 would recommend them to try it.
This is not, I hasten to add, an invitation to crime, but
merely to experiment, and I disclaim in advance being an
accessory before the fact. It will be found that the problem
of selecting the victim, fanning him, stalling him, engaging
his attention, securing his money and passing it on without
the knowledge or suspicion of the victim, requires judgment
of human nature, consummate acting, delicacy of touch and
sleight of hand; in a word, uncommon skill, which cannot be
acquired without intelligence, nerve and long practice.
In the schools for pickpockets, of which there is known
to be one in London and one in New York, a dummy victim
is used, which is suspended from the ceiling by ropes
attached to a bell in such a way that a slight movement of
the dummy rings the bell. The apprentice is required to
jump two feet off the floor and take a purse out of the
dummy's pocket without ringing the bell. When he can
do this he gets his diploma.
The criminal to be successful is obliged to be an artist.
If he is a bungler he is caught and handed over to the law.
In this way the unfit who engage in the business are eliminated by the process of police selection, leaving at large only
the finished craftsman who does his work so neatly as to
escape detection.
It would be interesting to speculate on the effect of such
conditions as applied to other arts. What would be the
effect on painting or poetry, for example, if it were the law
that the painter who failed to pass the hanging committee
should himself be hanged, or that the unsuccessful spring
poet, obituary poet or Welcome-to-the-Governor-General poet
should for every offence, like the unsuccessful pickpocket,
serve a term in jailf The result would be—the editor would
welcome such a prospect—that the quality of the work
would be improved and the quantity diminished, the wastepaper basket would not be gorged and the inartistic artist
would soon disappear.
15
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THE CHIEF COMP'S VISION.
Brian Bdlam

EEHAPS when I am chalked for " Dis, M
And gets be'ind the pearly gate,
My job '11 be the same as this—
A-makinJ up the Book of Fate.
Perhaps 1*11 'avean ivory stick,
And stand before a golden case;
But—there they'll 'ave the same old trick
As in this sinful place.

P

When Gabriel's tun in' up 'is pipe,
And every Saint 'as took 'is throne,
And we've the 'ole Book up in type,
And locked the forms;-—thebloomin' 'phone
'Ull ring: "jLook 'ere! You can't go through—
Well, LET it make the judgment l a t e Copy for ads. on four and two
Is changed—you'll '&ve to wait."
And when we 've got the ads. at ease,
And 'ave the pages on the stone,
And Peter's fiddlin' with 'is keys,
Again you'll 'ear the bloomin' 'phone:
" 'Ullo! The 'eadin' 'Sheep,'page two,
Transpose with ' Goats ' on number five;
. . . Second edition will NOT do
. . .
IMPOETANT! Look alive?"
Then Pete fll find the Damned 'ave got
The heavenly crowns and golden lyres,
And all the Blest 'ave gone to pot,
A*stoki?r' Satan <« foundry firef.
And Pete '11 raise a 'oly fuss—
The Angel 'e won't take the blame!
'E '11 take and shove it on to us—
encor! What a shame!"

W. Smithson Broadhead.
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A KECENT GEBMAN DEAMA.
A. E. Lang

HEN the revival of the theatre in Germany made its
sensational beginning almost a quarter of a century
ago, it was very evident that the time was ripe for
new experiments in the field of dramatic art. The social and
intellectual impulses of the age had quietly brought about a
change in the attitude of mind towards many of the problems
of life itself, and hence in the point of view from which these
problems were judged when presented on the stage. The
naturalistic form in which new ideas were clothed, and the
individualistic bias of the day, appealed strongly to the
masses, and threatened to sweep away the whole framework
of the old legitimate drama. The German playwrights went
to Ibsen a?id Tolstoi for their models, and learned from them
the salutary lessons of sincerity and truth.
It was inevitable that the movement should be carried to
extremes. Many of the principles of the older schools which
were of proved value were discarded in the first enthusiasm
for the new form. The temperamental coloring, the subjective point of view, the deep underlying and appealing sympathy of the author, were all rigorously excluded. On the
other hand, many new experiments were made, which proved
to be of little or no value. And so the aesthetic theories and
fashions of the day ran their little course—to ultra-naturalism on the one hand and to ultra-symbolism on the other.
But when we begin to estimate the final results for good
or evil of the new movement we find that the gains far outweigh the losses. In the first place, there has arisen in Germany an intelligent public, prepared to accept the theatre as
a serious means for the deepening and enriching of the
national life, and not merely as a place of entertainment for
the idle rich. This alone is an inestimable advantage to the
German playwright, and is richly worth all the bitter disap
pointments that marked the rise of the new drama. It is
well to remember, too, that most of the mistakes of the new
school were due rather to a too vigorous growth than to a
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deliberate violation or distortion of dramatic principles, and
hence much may be forgiven them. But, notwithstanding
many partial or even absolute failures, the net result of this
period is a body of dramatic literature that can boldly challenge comparison with any other of recent times.
One of the best of recent German plays comes from Austria. The author, Karl Schonherr, a Viennese physician, had
already four excellent plays to his credit, three of which deal
with the social conflicts of his native Tyrol. In his latest
play, "Glaube und Heiniat," he returns to his native soil,
but, while the action here again centres around a handful of
peasants in an obscure Alpine village, the conflict between
loyalty to a religious faith and love of home, which is the
theme of the play, lends it a universal human interest.
The play is divided into three short acts, without any
further sub-division into scenes. Each act works up to its
own climax; and their cumulative effect is felt at the end of
the play in a climax of extraordinary intensity and power.
The subtitle of the play is "The Tragedy of a People."
The scene is laid in the Austrian Highlands, during the period
of the Catholic Anti-Eeformation, about the beginning of
the seventeenth century. While the play, therefore, represents the persecution of a whole community, it centres around
a particular family—that of Christopher Eott, a prosperous
farmer of the district. The Imperial Government has sent
out its soldiers to expel all Lutherans from the land. The
order is being carried out with brutal thoroughness; but, so
far from deterring the people from following the new faith,
it seems rather to make new converts and to strengthen the
convictions of its open adherents.
It should be noted here, that, while the play thus deals
with the most controversial of all themes, namely, that of
religious dogma or belief, there is not a trace of sectarian
bias observable anywhere. Indeed, the roles of the opposing
churches might be reversed entirely without detracting in
the slightest from the merits of the play itself.
The Eott family is nominally Catholic, though Christopher
Eott and his aged father, Alt-Eott, are secretly in sympathy
with the new faith, and a brother has already suffered exile
for it. The wife, however, is still a devout Catholic. Christopher Eott and his father read their Bible secretly, but there
19
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is no comfort for them in that. Every word seems to convict them of cowardice for not openly confessing their faith.
Page after page seem to repeat the burden of the lines
li
Whoever confesses me before men him will I also confess
before my Heavenly Father, but whoever denies me him will
I—." Christopher Eott can read no further. But when he
sees before him the mangled body of a neighbor's wife, who
has died rather than give up her Bible, he hesitates no longer,
and openly makes his confession.
The second act deals with the inner conflict of Alt-Rott,
and the events that induce him to make his final decision. He
has long been secretly attached to the new faith, but has
hesitated to make his stand. He is an invalid, and the villarge barber, who is treating him, has told him that he has only
two more weeks at most to live. His fear is that he may be
sent into exile before he dies. He wishes his body to rest in
his native soil beside his fathers, so he will delay his confession until the last moment. But when he learns that the
neighbor's wife has been refused Christian burial by the soldiers, and that her body has been borne to the "Knacker's
Yard/ 7 he, too, braves the opposition of the soldiers, and declares himself a Lutheran.
The last act brings these conflicts to an intensely dramatic
conclusion. The day for the departure of the exiles has
come. The whole Eott family are ready to go. Alt-Eott
can hardly wait for the rest. He fears he may die before
reaching the boundary, and be refused a Christian burial.
Kott's wife, although a Catholic, has decided that she cannot
leave her husband. Their only child, Spatz, a winning, irrepressible lad of fifteen, is delighted at the prospect of seeing
the world, and urges them to hasten their departure. But
the Imperial authorities have decided that only grown-up persons shall be allowed to leave, as there is still hope of saving
the children from eternal damnation. But Spatz decides to
go at any cost, and when the soldiers prevent him from
crossing the bridge he jumps into the millbrook, as there is
no other way. He is carried away by the swift current and
drowned. When the body is recovered by the frenzied father
there is only one thought in his heart—revenge. He leaps
upon the officer, beats him to the ground, and prepares to
20
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crush his skull. Then he remembers the Bible injunction to
forgive one's enemies, and he reluctantly releases his victim.
He even asks his forgiveness. They place the dead body
of the boy on the cart, and set out " to seek a new home."
The officer watches them until they have disappeared, and
then, with a wild stamp of his foot, breaks his sword in two.
The play has been enormously popular in Germany.
Whether it would meet with the same approval with an
English audience may well be doubted.

EASTER EVE.
(To Franz Lehar's Famous Waltz.)
OLDEN rose the moon of March that ttill mild night;
Silver-white through purple pierced the star-points
bright;
Not a whisper murmured in the pines above,
Silence lived like music in a dream of love.

G

Thirty years have vanished like the sunset gleam,
Life and death the shadows falling on a stream;
Good and ill betrayed us—wrought us passing pains,
Peace the only perfect gift the soul attains.
Birth has taught us yearning for Eternal Day;
Births to come will set us far that shining way;
Beauty clothes the pageant. Love preserves it whole;
A]\ the mighty magie serves the Sun-led soul.
ALBEKT E. S. SMYTHE.

21

THE LAMPS

NIKISCH.

N

IKISCH, the musically omniscient;
He the weaver of spells,
The focus of traditions
From Bach to the end of the beginning;
The Hungarian rhapsody set in a Titan brain:
Ehythm with all its nuances;
Fire with all its consuming;
Passion with its poetry;
The universal Palette of the modern orchestra;
To whom a score is a superfluity
And a band an opportunity:
When the magnified picture of music,
The drama of sound,
The apotheosis of ultimate meaning,
The pathos of profundity,
The jocundity of the universal,
The evolution of an idea,
The absolute All of Music
By interpretation,
Make him also a creator,
And the musically omniscient
Nikisch.
—A. B.
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LIFE IN BUBAL ONTABIO.
H. A. Clark
OE many years I have hoped and waited for the
appearance of the novelist of rural Ontario; for
the man who could weave a romance out of the
abundant materials of the side-road and concession-line;
who could use, with a free and certain touch, the real colors
of life in the farmhouse and country village.
In his first story he may sketch the coming of the United
Empire Loyalists, the Pennsylvania Dutch, the first immigrants from Great Britain, including many veteran campaigners. He will describe the invasion of the forest, the
logging, burning and clearing; the sowing and reaping with
the sickle; the hunting and fishing, untramelled by game
laws, the clouds of wild pigeons; the founding of the future
town where the creek had a curve and a rapids, spelling
a mill; the first school in the woods, and the first village
church. The hero may have fought in his youth at Queenston, and later, as a Reformer, clad in grey homespun, may
have marched down Yonge Street with a flint-lock on his
shoulder to Montgomery's famous tavern.
In his second volume we may read of the tide of immigration running higher, of the spreading of the area of settlement back from the water courses and lakes, of the levelling
of the white-pine ridges; of the Fall wheat, reaped with the
cradle; of the Russian War and its cheerfully high prices;
of the first boom in Toronto real estate, when lands on
Palmerston Boulevard were divided into lots, to be built
upon a half-century later; of the rye whisky of wonderful
cheapness, lavishly passed about in pails at the logging or
threshing; of the making of maple syrup in the woods in
an iron kettle, with a lump of fat pork used in the finishing
stages to clarify the syrup, and with some twigs and leaves
fallen into the bubbling sweetness to help give it the genuine
flavor. In fact, I would approve if he dwelt upon that topic
in every volume. We should hear of the dawning of a
national consciousness, of Baldwin and Lafontaine and
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Eesponsible Government; and the hero may have fought with
Meade or Grant at Gettysburg or in the Wilderness, to
return home to help repel the Fenians at Eidgeway, and to
find the last Eeciprocity Treaty abrogated.
In the third period the picture becomes more complex.
He will find it difficult to avoid politics. Perhaps Brown,
Macdonald and Mowat will live again in the story of their
bewildering combinations and permutations. But I detest
the novel of politics, and hope he will immortalize rather
the rolling, fertile fields; the first reaping machine; the
singing school of the Hill or Grove; the public school, built
no longer of logs, but of clap-boards, or even of brick,
with a real man at its head; the church, now boasting a steeple,
rivalling in height the ancient white pine, and having a
furious controversy over the introduction of a reed-organ;
the quilting bee, the forerunner of the " Eeception " or
" A t Home " ; the raising of the new barns and the dances
therein to the tunes of Money-Musk and Old Dan Tuckei ;
the orchards of Snow-apples, Eambos and Talman Sweets,
before the days of the codling moth and the San Jose scale;
the cider barrel and the red-black spicy apple-sauce in the
huge copper kettle swung up under a tree. He could describe, too. the Christmas-tree in the Sunday School, the
music Festival of the Winter, balanced by the Tea-party in
Summer, with the tables set in the shed, where on Sundays
the horses waited for the sermons to end, long before Church
Union was dreamed of. And I would prefer that the hero
should charge with Williams at Batoche, go to Toronto Fair
for his honeymoon and live happily ever afterwards.
Through all the volumes will run the story of the swift
seasons, with their thousand and one colors and sounds and
odors, of the world-old emotions of love and hate, of selfsacrifice and selfishness, the strength of man and the subtlety
of woman.
Why someone, with a sympathy and love for the quaint
greyness, for the fine quiet tones of Ontario rural life, has
not written and gone to press, may be attributed to various
causes. It may indeed be idle to speculate upon the subject.
It is probably just to blame somewhat the paralyzing
uniformity cherished in our educational institutions, apparently designed to smother originality, and to stifle the
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imagination. Moreover, there is a tendency among our
citizens to regard with hesitating doubt any local work or
worker. Of the citizens who exhibit most frequently this
tendency to go abroad for excellence, a large number, perhaps the majority, are from our more cultured classes. The
writers we have reared must make abroad a " reputation/'
like an aspiring prize-fighter, before their merit is acknowledged. Then they come to us as gods, with their divinity
based upon credentials issued by London, Boston or New
York. Then they are acclaimed by our critics and publishers
as il Young Canadian Authors/ 7 and their works are duly
placed in the circulating and non-circulating libraries, but
such works seldom or never deal with the life of our own
Province.
How many times have we heard of the compliment paid
to our University building by one William Black! And I
often wonder if this William Black had any especial claim
to recognition as a critic of architectural beauty. I doubt it.
But he came from " somewhere else,'' and we gratefully
quote him, year by year, as if he had established a fact.
It would indeed be childish to maintain that everything
of our own achievement must necessarily be worthy the
admiration of the rest of mankind. But as the home is the
centre of life in our civilization, so the immediate homeland
is, or should be, the next larger circle of one's interest and
affection, and this applies to the artist as truly as to the
ordinary citizen.
In the not distant future, when we are less timorously
modest, when we become a little more sure of ourselves, the
writers will come as naturally as do the Seasons. Someone
will make the discovery that the life of our own Province,
with its apparently prosaic monotony, has all the necessary
subject-matter for the writer of fiction—the student of
human-nature. If the material progress of our country is
not in itself of real significance to the art-lover, (and I believe it is), it will tend to the gradual disappearance of our
lack of self-confidence.
In the meantime, alas! the old life is passing, is, in fact,
almost gone. It is useless to lament it. But we may be
pardoned for longing that some faint traces, some few faith27
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ful records, of the old rural life, may be preserved, to furnish
the writer of to-morrow with materials for the true picture
of yesterday.
These imaginary novels to be written by the undiscovered genius, will not be mere descriptions of scenery, of
customs, of manners, of the details of life and character in
our Province. They will be no tedious presentation of the
superficial commonplaces of farm life, no satire on its social
customs, no homily on its alleged lack of taste and culture
and enterprise. Having faithfully and lovingly gathered the
materials, the author will so cunningly combine them
together, that the result will not be a collection, but a unity,
a true picture of the life and times. There will not, perhaps,
be much of the beauty of so-called culture, but there will be
unlimited scope in the picture for the beauty of unselfish
endeavor, of honest, hard toil.

was at his mother's knee, ostensibly in prayer.
GEORGE
There was present a stuffed Bunny, and George's mind
was divided.
}
11
George, dear, you must not do t h a t . "
He withdrew his toes from the rabbit, but the improvement was only temporary.
11
Darling, please say them nicely."
He looked up at her. " Mother."
" Yes, dear."
" Doesn't God ever like just a little bit of f u n ? "
A. S.
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THE SINGER
Augustus Bridle

IG, cherubic, jocundly benign, with a cane under the
tucks of his over-clothing; he looked at the height
of the ceiling. He laughed. Casually he took a
small hunk of tone, chucked it to the cove and felt it go
round the cornice; a stave or two from Rigoletto.
"Agh! " he gasped. " What glorious acoustics!"
This Parsifal of lyric song was yet to be investigated.
He came to the east from Winnipeg; earlier from rolling
prairie farms, where he followed the gang-plow and trolled
off jocund vocalisms to the horses and the echoing coulees.
He skimmed over the quarter-section—glissando; when
the badgers came out of their caves. Nature infused into him
a tonality and a resliency of insuppressible song as native
as Melba's and as warm as the summer breath of the prairie.
Never he comes into the big room with the high cove and
the huge fireplace but he some time sings before he goes
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out again; or sits at the piano and retrieves half forgotten
things from operas jubilant and sorrowful; some ballad
mediaeval or modern; rollicking in the joy of tone that he
makes as easily as the wind blows.
Once last summer when the air was steam-heated for a
weary spell—two or three days—Parsifal from the prairie
went from window to window without keeping cool. Third
day a breeze sailed in at a window and he got up.
' l Laus Deo V} he said. He went to the piano and he
sang for an hour.
Only now and again Disposal puts into a man all the
great necessary verities of song; which are—first a voice,
second a brain, third a temperament with a physical organism capable to carry them. Parsifal has them all. Years in
Toronto, he is yet a youth; and he has heaped up unto himself riches of song; and he has cut loose the strings from
his voice, creating acoustics for his own use. No faun evei
gamboled more exuberantly or skilfully than this youth of the
golden-molten voice sings from score to score, not caring
largely whether ballad or hymn, oratorio or opera.
Nature taught him—how to teach himself. And Parsifal,
with all his being posted on Napoleon, some excursions into
a sort of philosophy, and addictions to poetry, has kept his
soul simple. It makes no difference whether from a choir
left or a concert platform or a stage; whether vis-a-vis with
rows of empty bottles or peering through cigar smoke as
thick as a London fog; whether down in a Porcupine shaft
or up on the seat of the bleachers among the " fans "—he
sings and sings and—
(It depends upon the mood what cadenza he improvises
after the big crescendo.)
By the cathedral clock—Three!
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MUSICAL MEANINGS.
J. E. Middleton

OLIATH and his friends have made a nuisance of
themselves with respect to Music by constant
iteration of the question, What Does It Mean? The
aim of the old composers was merely to create beautiful and
pleasing sounds. Gradually a sort of musical language grew
up, a dim impression that the minor mode expressed thoughtfulness and the major mode action. By varieties of rhythm
and tempo, by graduating the force of the sounds, the composers essayed to sustain interest and to give voice to their
inner hopes and aspirations. The laws of harmony grew up
by observation. Consecutive fifths and octaves were so
monotonous as to be painful to the acute ear, therefore they
were banned. When dissonances were used it was vital that
they should be resolved, or succeeded by, concords. The
sense of beauty was the foundation stone of all music.
Goliath asked Haydn and Mozart what their quartettes
meant, not knowing that Absolute Music is not to be translated into the rough definiteness of words. A Philistine
would ask the meaning of the perfume of a violet. In one
sense it means nothing. In another sense it means everything.
But the incessant inquiries by Goliath and his senseless
relatives began to affect the nerves of composers. Beethoven
began to reach after expression. His works were original,
even daring, mainly because he tried to express Psychological states in terms of Music. He was Goethe and Shakespeare
and Dante rolled into one. He made Music talk. But still
it spoke in its own mystical language. Goliath was not yet
satisfied. He labelled the C Sharp Minor Sonata the '' Moonlight, " and constantly sought for more Meanings.
Wagner gave them. He shook hands with Goliath. Two
twiddles of a flute meant: " Pipe the bunch of lily of the
valley on the breast of the girl in pink." A blast from
the bassoon meant: " Isn't the hero a comical cuss?" All
the brass on a variation of the common major triad meant
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a Sword- Wagner reduced Music from freedom to bondage.
He made her the slave of Drama.
Strauss and Hugo Wolf went farther in the same direction. Strauss took Don Juan and made music of it, dwelling
with great impropriety on the incidents which should never
pass the Censor. Goliath wanted music to mean something,
so Strauss wrote Salome, making the meaning as rotten as
possible.
Debussy and the French School h*ive begun to satisfy
Goliath by creating Atmosphere, turning themselves into
Weather Forecasters. Incidentally they use horrible dissonances. They violate every possible rule of harmony with
offensive boldness. Often Debussy gets to a Dominant
Seventh chord just as the dinner-bell rings. He goes away
and leaves it unresolved. Goliath has the idea that this
means Snow or Sleet with High East Winds. His Philistine
soul is satisfied.
Music deserved a place of honor. Why should she be
forced to scrub floors for Drama? A most hysterical person,
Felix Weiugartner, says, " We must get back to Mozart."
In spite of his looks, Felix has good sense.
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THE LOVER.
Alan

Sullivan

F

AME journeyed down the way with him
Was, like a brother, kin
Nor loathe was Fame to stay with him,
To dwell and enter in:
But, though no spirit bolder is,
He turned away to sing,
"God wot, how white her shoulder is
And how her kisses cling."

Then Wisdom came and lent to him
Her mysteries profound
And subtle knowledge sent to him,
That all the years had crowned;
No solace to relieve his plight
Nor wisdom could he see,
But velvet arms that weave at night
A languid threnody.
And last came Peace, essaying him
With promises of sleep,
With brooding glamour praying him
Her offerings to keep;
Though arbiter of pain and rest,
He bade her pleading cease,
Upon one dear unstained breast
Would he discover Peace.
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INCIDENTAL MUSIC TO "THEN CAME FIRE."
By Leo Smith
The Roman Sentry "—from the incidental music to
1
' Then Came Fire 'J—was written as a prelude for the third
scene of Mr. Sullivan's work. A Roman legionary is on
gentry duty in the county of Dacia, during a time of an
invasion from the Goths. Close to him is the small camp fire
which he feeds from time to time, soliloquizing meanwhile,
on fire as a companion to man. The music is a development
of a simple, plaintive, 8-bar theme, suggestive of the
solitary vigil of the soldier. The measured and persistent
throb of the accompanying figure, may in some way be
likened to the tread with which the sentry makes his nightly
round.
il

" The Scandinavian '*•—tha prelude to the fourth scene
of the same work—is of a warmer tint. In place of the cold
mountains of Dacia me have the hearthstone of the Scandinavian. The scene depicts a Norseman, beside his own fireplace, soliloquizing on fire as the altar of man's friendship.
The music—the blending of unaccompanied voices—is to suggest the warmth and intimacy with which, il men laid their
inner hearts open. . . .
In the glow and the heart of
the embers."
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From the " Dedication of the Fire Place.'
Words by Alan Sullivan
Music by Leo Smith
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From " The Dedication of the Fire Place.
Words by Alan Sullivan
Music by Leo Smith
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ART AND EUROPE.

F

OR art's sake—why go to Europe?
The question has been much debated. Painters
who have been in all the art galleries and most of
the great studios of Europe come back to America with
the most delectable fog of reasons why they went, why
they never would go again, what are the fallacies and what
the fruits of Europe-touring and studying for art's sake.
" No man can hope to be a painter who stays in
America/ 7 says one.
'' All a delusion. A man should learn his technic by interpreting and delineating his own country
"
" Absurd! Technic of paint is universal. 7 '
" Well, thank Heaven! I went to Europe—but I'm getting the old masters out of my system; and when I finally
do I'll be all the better able to paint this country "—so said
another. " But it's a process a man has to go through; the
sooner the better."
So the painters are not unanimous over Europe for art's
sake. Writers have never been able to afford trips to
Europe; doing well if able to buy a few of the old masters
of literature for perusal at home. Architects fancy Europe;
but come back preaching national architecture—something
to suit the new world. Sculptors find Europe a necessity.
And the musician? Ever since the first student went
from America to Leipsic or Vienna it has been reckoned a
necessary part of a liberal education in music to spend a
year or two in Europe.
Some there are who go back to Europe for a second sight.
Such a traveler is Dr. A. S. Vogt, who left a few weeks ago
to spend a year ransacking Europe from Rome to Moscow
and Stockholm—for art's sake. Twenty-five years ago he
went first to Leipsic; returning as a young man to Canada,
his birthplace, to begin the foundations of the greatest choir
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in America. While aboard a steamer on his way back he
was engaged by a church music committee in Toronto—without his knowledge or consent. In Jarvis Street Baptist
Church he began to commence the practice of real expressional unaccompanied singing, such as made it possible to
evolve the Mendelssohn Choir. Having since that time succeeded in thrilling the most critical centres of America by
his great choir, he takes it into his head to make another
pilgrimage through Europe.
What will he find—or bring back?
An odd parallel is to be found in a similar journey made
in the year 1770, by Dr. Charles Burney, the English musiclitterateur and student of art; himself a musician and a man
of the world, much of a traveler, and a great observer, of
whom says Vernon Lee in te Studies of the Eighteenth Century in Italy ":
" In all these characteristics Dr. Burney was a perfect
representative of the educated traveler of the eighteenth
century: he was never surprised, entranced or horrified by
anything he saw; he never imagined he saw what there was
not; he looked about him coolly and complacently."
If Dr. Burney were alive again he might find something
of a prototype in Dr. Vogt. The characterization, while not
identical, is close enough for a parallel. The Canadian conductor ransacking the remote crannies of Europe for further
illuminations on the art of music production will not be
likely to suffer from illusions. Europe is a storehouse of
musical lore which can only be discovered by a pilgrimage.
The most ambitious choral conductor in the world is sure
to find enough in the musical performances, the perpetuated
traditions and novelties of Europe, to be of service in the
furthest cosmopolitan development of his great choir. The
journey will occupy twelve months. The choirmasters and
orchestra-meisters of the most musical continent in the
world had better beware. Once upon a time this Canadian
made a practice of listening to the St. Thomas Kirche Choir
in Leipsic. Saturday afternoon, when the church was cold
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as a barn, he sat there making records. The present Mendelssohn Choir has its roots in the choir of the St. Thomas
Kirche; which when he hears it in 1912 may sound much
different from that it did in 1888. Yet it may be the same
or even a better choir. Such is evolution. "Travelling is a
fool's paradise," said Emerson; somewhat chiding the
essential ego he took with him on his travels through Europe.
But even Emerson was probably a better philosopher when
he got back to Concord.
A. B.
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AN

ARCHITECTURAL PLAN.
A. H. Chapman

T

HE plan adopted for the new Knox College divides
the organization into two distinct groups, one comprising the academic rooms, library and chapel, and
the other the dormitories, living rooms and dining hall. The
academic portion of the building is 285 feet long from north
to south, nearly filling the west side of the University lawn,
winch at present is bounded on the north by the old University College, on the east by the University library, and on
the south by the open approach and the Convocation Hall.
The residential portion of the building extends along St.
George Street a distance of 224 feet. The space between these
two buildings forms a quadrangle about 100 feet wide by
about 200 feet long, bounded on the south by the extension
of the dormitories, and to be bounded on the north by future
extensions, for which space is left on the lot, which is
altogether 333 feet long by 234 feet wide.
The building facing the University lawn is practically
divided into two. On the south is the chapel and on the
north is the library, with the lecture rooms below. The
central part, being the entrance hall, is only one story high,
thus enabling one to see over this part and obtain a glimpse
of the buildings on the far side of the quadrangle. This
produces that effect of a group of connected buildings surrounding a quadrangle, each serving a different function in
the community life of the college, which arrangement has
been proven of such beauty and charm in the English colleges at Cambridge and Oxford.
The aim has been to avoid competition with the adjoining
University College, by not repeating the motif of a large
central feature flanked by two wings, practically on the
same plane, the duplication of which would either be to the
detriment of Knox College, owing to the omission of the
enrichment, or to the detriment of the University College,
owing to the preponderating mass. By throwing the preponderating mass of the central feature back from the face,
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all impressiveness can be given to Knox College without
affecting the proper relation it should bear to the University
College, besides obtaining the great attractiveness that the
distance or depth of a composition always gives.
The collegiate style of architecture has been chosen because it lends itself to modern academic lighting requirements and has far more of the academic and ecclesiastical
character than the style of University College. The color,
material, and, most important of all, the scale of the old
University building, have been closely adhered to, so as to
make the two buildings harmonize with each other.
The two monumental elements of the plan—the chapel and
the library—have been kept on the same axis, so that from
the large vaulted entrance hall one has a view on the left
up a short, but broad, flight of stairs, through the glazed
tracery of the entrance, into the chapel beyond; and on the
right one has the same monumental approach with suggestive
view of the library beyond. A view of the quadrangle is
also obtained from the entrance hall.

