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HOW THE CLUB CAME TO BE
BY AUGUSTUS BRIDIE

B

ACK in 1907 somebody at the same table, in the same back
room and to much the same little crowd as yesterday, said
to the other six:
"Kipling said it right—Toronto is 'consumingly commercial."'
"An overgrown Orange Lodge."
"Parvenus, Cobalters, and Anglicans."
"Kelly, this fish needs a coroner's inquest."
"Get you another, sir. Yes, sir, two Bass's ale—right away,
sir."
"Everything but art in Toronto is organized," went on somebody. "Therefore Toronto has arts, but no Art."
Whereupon he seconded a motion that a certain sample
stockbroker should be given to the new art crowd not yet known
as Cubists and admitted,—
"No, vamping up 'O Canada' to English words will never be
a respectable repeal of 'The Maple Leaf.' National songs are
born of bloody war."
"Even 'The Maple Leaf was a hotchpotch from old Scotch
ballads," pursued the grouch-king as he made a pyramid of pickle
bottles and H.P. Sauce surmounted by a pepper castor, praying
to know what the orry-eyed cartoonist might be doing with all
his dishes shoved back, pencilling on the table-cloth.
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"Diagonal streets for Toronto," was the reply. "You see,
there was no Civic Guild when Jesse Ketchum bossed this burg.
The Family Compact and the U.EX. wanted to generate loyalty;
therefore they refused to have downtown squares so that no
what-do-you-call-it—proletar—iat—could ever drum up a mob to
storm the City Hall. The next generation imitated Edinburgh
architecture and this one plagiarizes Broadway and
"
"What time is it?"
The big eatery beyond the partition was quieting down.
Kelly came to help on the overcoats of the "gentlemen," all of
whose names for weeks past he had picked up by comparing
notes, though what in the world they did for a living he never
could tell.
"Say, Kelly," growled a bourgeois, trying to resemble a fat
caryatid at the corner table, "what is that bunch of knockers?"
"Them, sir, is—the Slanderbund. That's what they've nicknamed themselves."
"Oh! A Nick of a good name!"
Thus in a back room was born the desire for a group of men
who might gather the elect from the arts into at least an itinerant
colony, shifting from room to room and genially slandering as
they went. As they met again and again during the winter of
1908 at a time when the Graphic Arts Club was still in the
Arcade, this slowly enlarging cabal of scurrilous critics organized
the intention to have one gathering of the Arts, which was held
on March 23rd, 1908, in a large upstairs room of the St. Charles,
opposite The 'Globe, Seventy men sat down to hear the improvised chairman say,—
"Gentlemen, we are here to find out why we are here. We
may never come again."
Followed brief speeches, music, and refreshments, during
which—
"Why not organize a Club ?" asked a number.
"We have no propaganda and desire no constitution."
"Yes, but look at the men here."
Briefly, on motion of George A. Reid and J. Humfrey Anger,
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it was decided to let the Committee of Convention meet, connive,
add to their number and convene again. For weeks they met
at luncheon—talking.
They were not a Club; they had no exchequer. Their sole
function as a Committee was to call the next meeting and make
it good enough to be followed by another, until some day somebody might arise and move that "we have an election."
Two monthly dinners were held, each with some sort of talkfest to discover a common ground. At one of these, after J.
Humfrey Anger had played historically on a spinet, there was
a debate on "What this club should be called."
One of the earliest suggestions had been "Palms"—from the
initial letters of the five arts. The Chairman argued for "Lamps."
Grier contended for Arts and Letters. Carried with no minute to
record it.
In those days, C. W. Jefferys was Secretary. But the business was all of getting together; there were no accounts to pass
and no archives to record except those which the Chairman
jotted down on the backs of old envelopes from memory and
afterwards transcribed for the old book of records now in a
state of obsolescence in the Club Library—q.v.
In the fall of 1908 the omnium gatherum happened again in
McConkey's buffet to dine and to hear W. A. Langton talk on
Gothic. John A. Ewan, genial jibist of The Globe, and J. T.
Clark, of The Star, argued on how to get room for a bed in a
builder's bedroom. In November the itinerants held the first
election in the bohemian precincts of McConkey's Palm Room.
W. A. Langton was elected President; E. Wyly Grier vice; the
writer of this Secretary-Treasurer. For executive see the Club
panels now in the office.
At last ,we were a Club, with a name and a set of officials:
as yet no bank account, no membership fees, no treasurer per
se, no official minutes worth a dam, everything Homeric—and
quite obviously no constitution. O tempora, O mores! Above
all we had no—home, not even Langton's prophesied "garret."
In January, 1909, eighty men sat at dinner in Grier's studio.
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Blachford played Wienawski, eight men gave talks on various
phases of Ideals in Art, ending with Haultain's memorable
injunction, "Damn the average man." In February a meat carving contest was held in our present quarters borrowed for the
occasion from the Canadian Art Club, when we had a spirited
discussion on national songs, and when Curtis Williamson leaned
on the piano after the crowd was gone and looking vacantiy over
the empty bottles, said with characteristic amiability:
"Let's have a good time—without talking."
The chief remaining episode for that part of the season was
a joint meeting with the Heliconian Club, of which we were the
unwitting progenitors.
With the approach of Autumn the ever vexed question of
how to begin to pay rent came up again. The Committee found
a "garret" over the Brown Betty tea-rooms, and after a subcommittee of four had made the needed alterations and purchased $47 worth of effects we moved up, rented a piano, begged
a table or two and arranged with the cafe below to serve the
gentlemen with meals. Here we held several dinners—more
talks—entertained Emil Paur at luncheon, took on R. S. V. Pigott
as a new member, decked the place up for Forbes Robertson,
who was prevented from coming by the sudden death of the
King, read magazines under the skylight and were beginning
to wonder whether we had not outgrown the "garret" when the
landlord ejected Brown Betty, who moved one door east. This
took away our means of support and compelled us to have trays
fetched downstairs and up again from next door, till one day the
Secretary began to hammer the stairway wall with a view to<
having a hole punched through for better service—and before
the hole could be made the landlord kicked us casually into the
street.
A Committee marched over to Court Street to survey the
present premises, then abandoned by the Canadian Art Club.
A lease was secured from the County Commissioners for five
years at $500 a year and taxes. A self-imposed committee drew
up estimates for the cost of renovation, called a general meeting;
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at which the report was read and the committee ordered to proceed with the prompt expenditure of $650 derived from $44.50
in the bank, with the result that $1,300 was spent and the Club
properties were hauled over in a one-horse express waggon—in
one trip. By Sept. 9th, 1910, the premises were ready for the first
dinner. That morning the Secretary carried on his shoulder
along King Street the linoleum still in use on the stair landing.
We managed to get electric light connection at 5.30 by using
poles illegally, and gas turned on at six. The sole decorations
were two small pictures by Archibald Browne where the fireplace now stands. Two chief guests of the occasion were Sir
Edmund Walker and Sir William Mulock, both of whom became
members. Later in the month the first luncheon was held when
thirteen men presented tickets made by one Mitchell from cigarette linings. The real Treasurer now was Defries, whom the
writer had first met in the Arcade when Defries confessed that he
owed the Club for two dinners. The Christmas dinner of 1910
saw the first appearance of a men's chorus under the able baton of
Coombs, the celebration of a Christmas Tree with Bell-Smith as
Santa Claus and the performance of an impromptu orchestra consisting of several leading musicians playing toy instruments,
conducted inimitably by Pigott.
We soon developed away from the talking era into all sorts
of shows, choric, mimetic, mysteric, toy-symphonic, bardic,
pagan and pastoral, including a series of very uncommon and
much appreciated little dramas under the direction of Roy M.
Mitchell. In 1911 we got the great fireplace, the enthusiasm for
which marked the highest point of Club esprit and the construction of which was undertaken by Mr. Eden Smith. The spirit
of mutual discovery which culminated in that found an almost
simultaneous expression in the Club paper, the first issue of
which, a mere leaflet, was published in the old King Street
premises, and in the auction sale of pictures donated by painter
members to the amount of $827. Immediately before the war
we began to accumulate financial surpluses and to evolve a constitution. The Year Book of that time signalized our only
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attempt to become academic, in spite of the fact that we have
taken in a great number of University men. Investments and
balances in the bank have never produced a desire for any
species of push-button, bellhop organization. We have constantly
conserved the right of every member to draw his own water
and for a time we made a festival of sawing our own wood. Our
greatest single expenditure was for a Steinway piano, at present suffering from neglect. Our present membership is three
times as great as the membership of 1909, when we held our
first election. But fifty-one men remain of the charter members.
We have lost many by death the first of whom was John Ewan,
of The Globe, in 1909, and the most recent of whom was George
Lee, in 1919.
It is now more than ten years back to the days of the Slanderbund and "get you another, sir." The bottles have gone The
spirits remain. No man has ever accused us of lacking atmosphere or of possessing style. It was once predicted that we never
could have a real Club without a "booze parlor." The room we
live in has done much to preserve the old spirit of discovery
which first gave rise to the desire for a company of men patterned after no Club that any of us knew or cared about. We
believe that there is no art club anywhere which has kept its
old fires burning more brightly, even though with the growth
of a constitution we are no longer addicted to rows, and though
our monthly dinners are no longer decorated by the customary
four dozen beers, two bottles of Scotch, and one of Rye.
The original intention of the Club was to develop ourselves
by crossing the boundaries of the arts, to get rid of the illusion
of art for the sake of artists, and whenever convenient to entertain visiting artists without losing our own equilibrium.
One of the most impressive visitors we ever had was Forbes
Robertson in 1910. Mark Hambourg was among the early
arrivals, with his prodigal solos, once at lunch, once at a dinner,
once in concert. We had Laurance D'Orsay with his bland cockneyoids; W. B. Yeats with his gospel of the Irish renaissance;
Mischa Elman, who played the Handel concerto to seventeen
13
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members after lunch; Alfred Noyes, with palpitating message*
from his own works; Lewis Waller, magnificent before the big
fire one bleak afternoon, when to seven men he gave Meredith's
"The Portrait"; Eugene Ysaye, who talked noble French to us;
Rupert Brooke, concerning whose casual slouch-about with
Edmund Morris, read R. H. Hathaway elsewhere in this volume;
Walter Damrosch, who made a tidy speech and played accompaniment to his own Danny Deever; the Flonzaley Quartette,
who left us their group portrait; the artists of the Montreal
Opera Company at both dinner and tea; Phyllis Neilson Terry
at a tea party and once by a fluke, Ferrabini at dinner; Sir
Frank Benson, most genial of lunch companions; Laurence Irving, who made a tiptop little speech and told stories about his
father; Max Rabinoff, impresario from the Boston Opera;
Harry Hadfield, Oriental impersonator, who left us a poem;
several members of Faversham's company; Friedheim, who had
the courageous cameraderie to play on our old pre-war piano;
Phimister Procter, ex-Canadian sculptor; Amundsen, who, after
discovering the South Pole, spent part of an afternoon examining our own borrowed collection of Eskimo reliques; Sir Wilfrid
Laurier, who swapped his cold beef for the President's mutton;
and Capt. Williams of the Grenadier Guards.
Such, to the best of my recollection, is the sketch outline of
how this Club came to be, what it has tried to become without
too much effort, and what it feels like to one who was first on
the scene, and who sets down these reminiscences without reference to any records except those which the men in the Club have
made without pen, pencil or brush.
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A Road Song
BY DUNCAN CAMPBSIX SCOTT

Up heart, away heart,
Never heed the weather.
Leave the lowland reaches
Where the grain's in seed.
Take the powerful wind in face,
All in highest feather,
Light your burden with a shout,
Fit for every need.
Front the mountains, cross the passes,
Pioneer the sheer crevasses,
Where the glaciers breed,
Where the imminent avalanches,
Tremble with their air-held motions,
Where below the balsam branches
Start the rills in the erosions,
Follow where they lead;
When the sunlight ebbs in oceans,
Cast away your load!
Life is not the goal,
It is the road.
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THE MEMBERS WHO SERVED
B Y ARTHUR B^V^RL^Y BAXTER

W

HEN the Editors of "The Lamps" asked me to write
this article, I thought the subject one that would offer
scope for considerable semi-facetious treatment. That impression was gained from the short speeches made by the returned
members at their Club dinner, in which each ex-soldier vied with
his predecessor in witty depreciation of his own experiences.
With this in mind I turned over various topical references to
Paderewski, Poland's harmony-president, and to D'Annunzio the
Erratic, (just as you would have done if you were writing this),
and even planned an original rendering of the theory that the pen
is mightier than the sword.
Fortunately, however, the Editors suggested sending a questionnaire to each of those on the honour roll. This was done,
and the response was not only courteously prompt, but showed
that our military members included several soldiers who were
known to the entire Canadian Corps, and in a couple of cases
whose reputation spread to the British Army as well.
In a spirit of sincerity, therefore, I consider it an honour
to place before the Arts and Letters Club this record (which is
by no means an adequate one) of their Overseas members.
In spite of the fact that the majority were in the thick of
the scrapping, only two are dead. Allan McGiffin, after being
seriously wounded and returning to Canada, insisted upon going
back but died before getting to the front. E. J. Kylie succumbed
of pneumonia while in training. He was Capt. and Adjutant
of the 147th Batt. in Owen Sound and was deservedly popular
with men and officers alike. The Club extends its sympathy
and gratitude to their families.
In considering the outstanding figures of the honour roll
it seemed advisable to take, first, those who enlisted in 1914.
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Of these, and probably of the whole list, Colonel G. G.
Nasmith, C.M.G., (not yet demobilized) deserves first place for
his contribution not only to Canada but the Empire. When the
Hun first put over gas at Ypres, the Colonel (before night had
come) analyzed the poison gas and submitted a formula to meet
it, a formula which was immediately adopted by the Canadians,
and later on, almost to the letter, by the British. There were
few more dramatic episodes in the whole war, than Colonel
Nasmith's swift parrying of the Hun's fiendish tactics. For
this and many other services, the Colonel was mentioned in
despatches and given the C.M.G.
A soldier who won more than a bubble reputation in the
cannon's mouth, is Lt.-Col. Agar Adamson, D.S.O., who has
not yet returned from Overseas. He crossed with the original
P.P.C.L.I. as a Captain, was wounded in the Ypres shove of 1915,
and after the death of Lt.-Col. Buller commanded the Regiment
until within six months of the end. After armistice he went
to Bonn in Germany, and opened a court where he tried the Hun
population for any infringements of British Army Law. In
this capacity Colonel Adamson had the gratification of fining
a University Professor two thousand marks for making a speech.
Thus it will be seen that our military members not only comprise
the gallant commanding officer of Canada's most famous regiment, but probably the first Canadian who ever fined a Professor.
It is a delicate matter to choose the order in which names
should appear, but few will disagree with handing the laurels of
the Club's premier "scrapper" to Major Douglas Hallam, D.F.C.
(and two bars). The Major was wounded three times, decorated three times and mentioned in despatches five times. His
obstinacy in living after that, is something of a reflection on
his good taste. He went to war in 1914. He would have gone
before that, only the war didn't start until then. He slaughtered
the Turks with a machine gun at Gallipoli, and then joined the
Naval Air Service where he rose to the comfortable rank of
Major. From the air, he was responsible for the location of
8 submarines; he attacked four, and sank two. Between scraps
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he wrote propaganda for the Navy, and fiction for Blackwoods.
According to his own admission his greatest achievement was the
invention of a drink made of "honey, butter and a lot of rum/'
It may have been for that that his D.F.C. was ornamented with
two bars.
Another outstanding 1914 enlistee, is Lt.-Col. Walter Moorehouse, D.S.O., Croix de Guerre. Like Hallam, the Colonel
started out as a machine gun subaltern and eventually soared to
the giddy altitude of Lieutenant-Colonelship. Throughout the
whole corps Lt.-Col. Moorehouse was known as absolutely efficient. Lest that should lower him in the eyes of the Club, it
should be remembered that he was also a gentleman at all times,
and took endless chances with his life. When armistice came,
he was in command of the Machine Gun depot at Seaford.
Lt. Harry Wreford Clarke, M.C., dropped his brush when
war started, and decided to seek inspiration in the larger canvas
of France. He served as a sergeant in the 20th Battalion,
winning his commission, and subsequently the Military Cross
for gallantry at Hill 70. Lieut. Clarke also fought in the South
African War.
Lt.-Col. J. H. Plummer, D.S.O., R.A., who was a retired
officer of the R.G.A., wired his services in August 1914 and was
on the ocean for England before the war was one week old.
For his work on the Portsmouth Fort Defences, and with the
51st Siege Battery in France, he was promoted from Captain
to Lt.-Colonel, and given the D.S.O. Colonel Plummer also
did valuable work in the Munitions Invention Department.
And by no means the least of the "Originals" was George E.
Pearson who joined the Princess Pats in August 1914, as a
private, though there wasn't a battalion that wouldn't have jumped
for him as an officer. He was a runner for both Col. Farquhar
and Col. Buller, being at the latter's side when he was killed.
He was invalided out in 1916 with spinal meningitis and is now
located in Montreal. It is the hope of many of his friends that
we shall see some more of his writings soon, for George E.
Pearson is one of the real authors of Canada.
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A briefly worded questionnaire shows that N. S. MacDonnell
enlisted as a gunner in 1914 and by fighting in Palestine and
France won his Majority. He was personally congratulated by
the Commander-in-Chief.
Major W. F. Howland joined up in October, 1914 and was
held for a long time in Canada on Staff work, being mentioned
in despatches for the excellent quality thereof. He eventually
went to Siberia and added another theatre of war to the Club's
list.
Three members who belong to the 1914 family but whose special abilities kept them nailed to duty at home, are: Colonel Henry
C. Osborne, C.M.G., Lt.-Col. C. R. McCullough, and Lt.-Cot.
R. B. McGiffin.
Colonel Osborne enlisted oil August 20th, (he offers no
explanation of the 16 days' delay) and variously filled the Staff
Appointments of D.A.A. and Q.M.G., and A.A.G., for M.D.
No. 2. Later he became Military secretary to the Minister of
Militia, being mentioned ift despatches and receiving the C.M.G.
Lt.-Col. McCullough, whose military activities date back
to Tecumseh, worried the authorities sick by trying to get to
France in some capacity, but was persuaded to organize recruiting campaigns instead. As Honorary Colonel of the 122nd Batt.
he helped to raise that noble band (among the noblest and bandiest of whom was the writer), and administered many valuable
and necessary hints to Lieutenants on the extremely low position
they occupied in Society. The Colonel also conducted three diplomatic missions to Washington.
Lt.-Col. R. B. McGiffin enlisted in September 1914 with the
Royal Canadian Engineers, and after doing a great deal of invaluable work, was appointed O.C. Engineers M.D. No. 2 in charge of
preparing hospital and barrack accommodation, etc., and maintenance of all military buildings and camps.
It was impossible to secure questionnaires from everyone,
but as far as possible, the above completes the list of the moral
conscripts of 1914. The Club need not be ashamed of its
"Contemptibles."
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Of the 1915 members, space will only permit of a brief
mention of those whose exploits make them stand out.
The record of Capt. Ralph Hodder Williams, M.C., needs
no expansion or colouring. Joined up as private—once wounded
—awarded M.C.—fought at the Somme and the Ypres Salient—
invalided to Canada in 1917—sent to Columbia University to
help organize Officer's Training Corps. This member of the
Toronto 'Varsity' family not only fought a rattling good fight,
but was probably largely responsible for the American supercolossal triumph of Chateau Thierry.
Major William Lawson Grant ended his military career in
France by falling off a horse, and then permitting the horse to
fall on him (probably in the nature of a reprisal). As a result,
the 59th Battalion lost a very smart officer. Not to be done
out of his ration of excitement, however, the Major came home
and assumed the headship of Upper Canada College.
And it is a real pleasure to note here that our Club clergyman, Capt. F. J. Moore, joined up with the 83rd Batt. and did
a lot of fine work. There were Chaplains and Chaplains, but
"F. J." was a white man all the time, (probably the profane influence of the Club on him).
A 1915 artist-scrapper is Lt. A. Y. Jackson, who held down the
job of private in the 60th Batt. in which capacity he stopped
a Hun bullet, or a bomb, or a shell (he failed to say which)
and hoisted a wounded stripe. Later on Lord Beaverbrook grabbed him for the War Records, gave him a commission, bought
him some paints and told him to get even with the Boche.
An associate member who did Yeoman service was Capt.
H. L. Rous of the 2nd Ammunition Sub. Park. His job was to
take up small arms and field artillery ammunition from railheads
to as far as the roads would allow. A dem'd, moist unpleasant
life.
Major Arthur Wellesley McConnell followed the lead of his
patronymic ancestor by fighting in Belgium. He also worried
the Hun in France, and was promoted to 2nd 1/c of the 116th
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Battalion—one of the best units in the line. He also did staff
work in M.D. No. 2.
And here it is necessary to stop particularizing lest the wrath
of the Editors' fall.

SOME NOTES
John Daniel Logan, who used to hold forth as dramatic
critic of the World, put on kilts, hoisted 3 stripes and spent
several interesting months at Lens and Arras.
Major G. H. Needier (who, by the way, fought in the
rebellion of '85 with K company of the Queen's Own) gives
as his reason for enlisting: "A sort of general interest in my
country."
Capt. F. D. Williams who was just on the wrong side of
forty, got his chance as a dashing 2nd. Lieutenant in the Air
Force. Being CHI however, he was held in Canada. When
the Questionnaire asked him how many times he had been
wounded, he answered: "None. Feelings wounded many times
but never a scar left." That's the stuff.
George Pearson's excuse for enlisting (in addition to other
reasons) was that he had been educated into believing that some
day we should fight the Germans and that he welcomed the day
when it arrived. The ex-Pat also says that "a lot of us were in
the same state of mind but didn't know it—don't yet in fact."
A. Y. Jackson claims he went to war because he "owed
a picture dealer $3.50 and used this means of preventing him
from collecting."
Douglas Hallam enlisted "to fight." Well . . . .He
seems to have gained his objective.
G. E. Jackson won his commission in the field, the field in
his case being located "somewhere in Mesopotamia."
Lt.-Col. John A. Cooper, after raising the 198th Battalion,
had a year's service in France with the 4th Batt. Although
over military age, the Colonel first joined the 114th Batt., as a
Captain, leaving that unit to raise the 198th.
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It will therefore be seen that the members of the Arts and
Letters fought both on land and in the air. Their activities
embraced the Campaigns in France, Belgium, Palestine, Mesopotamia, Siberia . . . . . . and according to Fergus Kyle's
questionnaire, he also fought in Germany. We presume, however, that this must have been an unofficial war.
It is perhaps not in good taste to discriminate among the
various professional sections of the Club, but after a study of
the fighting records, one is forced to conclude that the Knights
of the Pen take most readily to the sword. The University
Brotherhood are a close second, with architects and musicians
following in that order. Of course many weak jests could
be made on the natural weakness of writers towards "Frightfulness," but we heroically abstain.
' The appended list serves to record the activities of the
returned men. If any are left out, or if I have failed to record
deeds of outstanding heroism, I beg pardon of the gentlemen
concerned.
In view of the many appointments in the army, open to men
of influence, where danger was at a minimum and sacrifice out
of the question, I think the Arts and Letters Club has reason
for pride in the fact that almost every member who enlisted did
so with the purpose of fighting. And the records show that most
of them succeeded in their purpose.
HONOR ROLL
ADAMSON, AGAR, (Lieut-Col.),D.S.O.—

Enlisted August, 1914; served in France and Belgium. O.C.
P.P.C.L.I.
BAXTER, A. B. (Lieut.)—

Enlisted December, 1915; served in France with Engineers.
COOPER, J. A. (Lieut-Col.)—

Enlisted December, 1915; O.C. 198th. Batt, served in France with
198th Batt. and 4th Batt.
CLARKE, H. W. (Lieut), M.C.—

Enlisted October, 1914; served in France and Belgium; with 20th
Batt.
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GRANT, W. L. (Major)—

Enlisted January, 1915; served in France; with 20th Batt. and 59th
Batt
GEORGE, A. (Lieut.)—

Enlisted January, 1917; served in France and Belgium with 10th
Can. Railway Troops.
HOWLAND, W. F. (Major), M. in D.—

Enlisted October, 1914; served on staff M.D. 2. Canada and Brigade
Staff, Siberian Force in Siberia.
HARRIS, L. (Lieut.)—

Enlisted July, 1916; Instructor in Musketry on Musketry Staff
M.D. No. 2.
HAIXAM, D. (Major), triple D.F.C., 5 M. in D.—
Enlisted September, 1914; served in Gallipoli and in the North
Sea, with R.N.V.R., R.N.A.S., R.A.F.
JACKSON, A. Y. (Lieut.)—

Enlisted June, 1915; served in France with 60th Batt. and with
Canadian War Records.
JACKSON, G. E. (Lieut.)—

Enlisted January, 1916; served in Mesopotamia with West Kent
Regiment.
KYI,E, J. FERGUS (Lieut.)—

Enlisted December, 1917; served in France with 69th Battery 1st
Div. Am. Column.
LOGAN, J. D. (Sgt)—

Enlisted March, 1916; served in France with 85th Batt.
MASSEY, C. V. (Lieut-Col.), M. in D.—

Enlisted July, 1915; on staff School of Musketry M.D. No. 2.
MACDONNEU,, N. S. (Major)—

Enlisted August, 1914; served in France and in Palestine in
R.F.A.
MCCONNEIX, A. W. (Capt)—

Enlisted December, 1915; served with 116th Batt. in France and
Belgium and on Staff M.D. No. 2, Canada.
MCGOTIN, R. B. (Lt.-Col.)—

Enlisted September, 1914, and served on Staff M.D. 2, Canada.
MOOREHOUSE, W. H. (Lt.-Col.;, D.S.O., Croix de Guerre—
Enlisted November, 1914; served in France and Belgium 4th C.M.R.,
8th Bde. M.G. Co'y, 15th M.G. Co'y, 3rd Batt. M.G. Corps;
O.C., M.G., depot Seaford.
MOORE, F. J. (Capt)—

Enlisted October, 1915; Chaplain 83rd Batt, served in France
3rd. Bde.
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NASMITH, G. G. (Colonel), C.M.G., 1 M. in D.—
Enlisted 1914; served in France H.Q. Staff; O.C. 5th Can. Mobile
Laboratory.
NEEDIER, G. H. (Major)—

Enlisted March, 1916; O.C. of O.T. Company C.O.T.C., Canada.
OSBORNE, H. C. (Colonel), C.M.G., M. in D.—
Enlisted August, 1914; D.A.A. and Q.M.G., etc., Staff M.D. No. 2.
PLUMMER, T. H. (Lt.-CoL), D.S.O.—
Enlisted August, 1914; served in France R.G.A.; Munitions Inventions Dept.
PEARSON, G. E. (Pte.)—

Enlisted August, 1914; served in France and Belgium with P.P.CX.I.
Rous, H. L. (Capt)—
Enlisted April. 1915; served in France with C.A.S.P.
STIRRETT, J. T. (Capt)—

Enlisted November, 1915; served in France with 126th Batt, 38th
CO., C.F.C.
WILLIAMS, R. H. (Capt), M.C.—

Enlisted June, 1915; served in France and Belgium with P.P.CX.I. ;
O.T.C. Columbia.
WALLACE, M. W. (Capt)—

Enlisted March, 1916; C.O.T.C. Canada.
WILLIAMS, F. D. (Capt)—

Enlisted March, 1917; R.A.F. Canada.

Questionnaires were not received from the members listed
below, and therefore no details can be given of their services.
Probably if such details were obtainable, the gallant traditions of
the Club would be still further enhanced:
Charles Adamson.
T. D. Archibald.
S. R. Barraclough.
W. S. Broadhead.
George Bruce.
Saint-Elme de Champ.
Ogden Cochrane.*
Austin Conradi.
*Deceased.

James George.
W. L. MacDonald.
Basil G. Morgan.
J. D. Robins.
H. Eden Smith.
Lord Somers.
A.. P. Somers-Cocks.
Alan Sullivan.
C. Lesslie Wilson.
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A CLUB NOT MADE WITH HANDS
BY EDEN SMITH

T

HE preliminary steps, we are told, towards a new home
for the Arts and Letters Club should be taken now.
We should consider what the Club's requirements in another habitation may be and design to fulfill them. This announcement will probably arouse a mixture of emotions in the minds
of our members. Perhaps regret that we may have to leave
much behind that we would not like to relinquish, or the pleasant anticipation of at last obtaining some of the things we have.
long needed.
No doubt some of us will think this designing a disagreeable
business as if the change was something to be dreaded. This
dread of change may not arise because we lack energy or grudge
to expend it in reconstruction. We may be only conservative
because we know the difficulty of obtaining in a new environment that peculiar quality we value in the old, and which seemed
to come there of itself without any design or effort of ours.
Can we deliberately make that again? It is not an easy
task to make a new home. We may build a new house, but will
it be a new home for us? Home seems to be the place of
young and growing things. If we think that making a new
one will be beyond our power, it may be that we have ceased
growing. We had better not believe that, but imagine that our
growing has only been retarded for a little while by an inclement
season.
Let us try to remember what were the things that made the
old place more attractive than any other for us, and adhere
to them fast enough to prevent them from being smothered as
we fancy they may be in a new one.
Those of us who do not like the process of reconstruction,
dislike it probably because we fear the elaborate paraphernalia of
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a modern Club will be too assertive for the elusive essence
of the old to overcome.
The essence of spirit of the old Club which we assimilated
sub-consciously emanated most freely from the persons in it It
came more from personalities than properties. Elusive, yet it prevailed maybe because of the very absence, at times perhaps
inconvenient, of the awful paraphernalia with which we get
encompassed when every modern contrivance is enlisted for
our comfort, and with which we must affect a perhaps insincere
familiarity, if we would escape the infamy of rusticity.
If we can obtain this variable essence to feed our souls or
whatever that is from which our dreams are drawn, we should
not let them suffer the malnutrition a monotonous or fixed diet
might cause, which would be their case if we allowed an environment of properties to overpower one of personality.
If we would preserve that Arts and Letters Club which was
not made with hands, we must know that if we let it go, we
shall not easily or in a short time remake it with a building
and its equipment, and that underneath such things we may very
readily bury our souls.
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The Essay that Was Not Written
B Y J. E.

MIDDI,3TON

Said Hammond in his fiendish way,
"You write on Music, Mid"
But I postponed it day by day,
And so—/ never did,
Though I intended to obey.
Broad as the rolling universe,
Deep as the darkest sea—
How could a chap be blithe and terse
On such a theme? {Ah me,
Forgive my dropping into verse!)
A thousand words!—A trivial bit
This unborn sketch of mine,
Laden with Epigram and wit
In every other line.
{It had been, had I written it.)
But Critics would have lurked for me,
Whatever I had said.
That Arts-and-Letters Gang I see
With shiverings of dread,
All growling with acerbitee.
Had I be-lauded classicists
Like Bach {Sebastian),
Some folk who favor moods and mists
On the Debussy plan,
Would certainly have slapped my wrists.
Or had I praised the Modern Style,
There still had been a fuss.
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Some would have said with acid smile,
"It's not melodious,
Study Beethoven for a while,"
Not that I fear One Critic's shaft,
The bowstring at his chin,
But at the Club there's such a raft
Of gentlemen who grin
To contemplate a brother's craft.
For such a public, which disdains
The "little thing dashed-off,"
One must proceed with extra pains
{Like putting when at Golf),
And fill one's fountain-pen with brains.
It was not possible to write
With such supernal care,
I was engaged both day and night
At labors otherwhere;
And so, I shuddered and sat tight.
Then fell the blow, A. Bridle wrote
And vigorously stated,
In a serene—but warning—note,
That surly Hammond waited,
And I had best take off my coat,
I took it off, but oh, my soul!
Alas, that it is so, but
I felt as empty as the hole
Encircled by a doughnut,
My mind was but a muddy shoal.
My critic-sense zvas out of trim.
Pray have I done amiss
To ask The Hammond, gaunt and grim,
To be content with this?
By Jove, it's good enough for him!
29

LOSING SOUL IN OUR MUSIC
BY ALBERT E. S. SMYTHS

M

ODERN music oscillates between the pandemonium of
Jazz and the chaos of the tone poem, which is usually
without form and void. It is neither pure nor peaceable
nor possessed of any of the other apostolic virtues. We became
obsessed with the idea after Wagner died that Germany alone
could produce music. If Shakespeare is a criterion, Germany
had no music in her.
"The man that hath not music in himself,
Nor is not moved with concord of sweet sounds,
Is fit for treasons, stratagems and spoils;
The motions of his spirit are dull as night,
And his affections dark as Erebus:
Let no such man be trusted."

Germany escaped suspicion by describing what was anything
but a "concord of sweet sounds" as music, and declaring they
loved it, and people in general accepted the cacophony for music
and presently found themselves caught in "treasons, stratagems
and spoils."
The present craze for Jazz can only indicate one tendency—
towards unutterable vulgarity. Everything that is blatant, selfassertive, egotistic, immodest, rises out of the sea of blaring
noise, like a reversed Venus.
Music should be sacred at least to purity in art, and the survivals of our folk music indicate how true the instinct for purity
and beauty in humanity remains. "Annie Laurie" never loses
its thrill, and the finest of recent popular songs, "Sweet Marie,"
strikes a similar note, however inferior.
Nothing of this sort survives, however, which is not bathed
in melody. Apparently many modern musicians despise melody,
as though sugar should not be sweet. The influence of melody
is one of the profoundest manifestations of the power which lies
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behind sound, music, and speech, and still earlier in letters, the
old Mantrika Sakti. The crown of this power is the Ineffable
Name, the Lost Word, which is not a word, but a sound. Unless
music be regarded as such a manifestation it quickly loses its
vitality and beauty, and degenerates as in the artificial spasms of
syncopation and other abominations into the paralysis of shocking
noises.
There are two aspects of music, the higher vital one, in which
beauty and grace flow into melody; and the subordinate one of
concord or harmony, which provides the first beauty with
raiment. Too many artificers seem to think that raiment is
sufficient, but "the form, the form alone is eloquent/' If there
be no melody what remains is but a poor thing.
But we must not underrate harmony, only take care that it
has its due place. Pythagoras, as an introduction to the
Mysteries, taught arithmetic, astronomy, geometry and music,
as the four divisions of mathematics; but to approach music as
a mathematical study would be as sensible as to know nothing of
a rosebud except under a microscope. But to try to understand
music in its innermost without reference to the Universe, would
again be as sensible as to try to understand the rosebud's life
without relation to the soil, the air, the dew, the sunshine.
Pythagoras in his oration on the harmony and music of the
spheres, called a "tone" the distance of the moon from the earth;
from the moon to Mercury, half a tone; thence to Venus the
same; from Venus to the Sun one and a half tones; from the
Sun to Mars, a tone; thence to Jupiter, half a tone; from Jupiter
to Saturn, half a tone; and thence to the Zodiac, a tone; thus
making seven tones, the diapason harmony. We are aware
now that Bode's law confirms these relations. And that in the
vibrations of light we have a complete parallel for the vibrations of colour. We know that the vibrations of sound create
colour, and that conversely the vibrations of colour create sound.
We know, moreover, that these vibrations invade the ether and
generate form therein, with what far-reaching results none can
say. But it is not difficult to realize that those who create dis-
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sonance, untuneableness, and noise, may be wrecking the foundations of the visible world of beauty, and are more closely allied
with treasons, stratagems and spoils than has been suspected.
When we begin to analyze the musical world, we find that
the elements are grouped in octaves and scales as the prismatic
resolutions of light are, and the vibrations of sound, and these
groupings are strictly analogous to the notes of the musical
scale and the colour scale with their seven-fold rhythm.
Music and the other arts are the children of the noetic or the
phrenic principles of consciousness proportionately as soul or
technicality predominates. With the disappearance of melody
we have been losing soul in our music. No excuses or explanations will palliate this fact. When the Morning Stars sang
together and all the Sons of God shouted for joy, it was neither
in Jazz nor ragtime. We must choose as between the noetic and
lower forms of consciousness. Orpheus, Osiris-Isis, all the
creator-Gods of the past, moulded the Universe to their divine
will through Music. If the musician has no divine will in him,
if he discredits the existence of a divine will with which his
own may be in tune, the result he will produce can scarcely be
harmonious or graceful.
We may be striving after a subtle expression of vibratory
consciousness in which some of the inter-tones may have their
place, as the elements outside the regular chemical scale represent novel effects, but to utilize them new musical instruments
would be required, and we should not even then escape the ever
imperative demands of melody.
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A. C. R. 10557
BY J. E. H. MACDONAU)

With decorative drawings by the author

I

N one of his books on Painting,
Sir Alfred East, R.A., the celebrated English landscape painter,
says that he always agrees with
people who tell him that he is fortunate to be an artist. There is
one season of the year when the
Canadian artist has no difficulty in
agreeing with Sir Alfred East. If
the painter can have freedom in
his love when the great farewell
decoration of the woods has begun; if he can leave his cell in
the city and get out to the farm or a village hotel to follow the
turn of the leaf, he will agree if every art critic in Canada
should speak like Sir Alfred's friends. But if the painter can
enjoy the rare and distinctive Canadian privilege of living for
one Fall month in a railway work-car, on quiet sidings of a
noble northland of rock and lake, rapid and bush, doing his
share of the housekeeping and cooking with three or four of
his kind, he may think that even Sir Alfred East had not realized
the fortunate possibilities of the artist. Selah.
The work-cars of the Arcadian Central Railway are numbered
in accordance with a common principle that makes for inflated
capital and other hollow magnificences. It is probable, therefore,
that our own little red car was the 57th of her family, but she was
introduced to us with a grand block letter inscription along her
side—A.C.R. 10557. That figure became our street number on
the long way of the wilderness, our token of association in the
33
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Company's doings, and we were proved, found and saluted
through it, by yard-men at headquarters, men of the section in
the bush, and the aristocracy of the road in overalls or blue
serge, gravely passing in engine-cab and baggage-car doorway.
We were told that 10557 had spent her youth as an office-car
for a work-gang. Now in a fresh coat of red paint she was
prepared to be the handmaid of art. Her new leanings soon
began to show in ways unusual on
sidings. Stuck in the top of the
entrance ladder by the middle door
was a stiff little Xmas tree. On
the other side of the door and
directly below the window hung a
moose skull. This was topped with
sprays of ever-green and red berries and had a design painted behind it including the motto, "Ars
Longa, Vita Brevis," and a monogram made of the name letters of the crew of the car. Further
along the side hung an old snowshoe of solid wood and an
ancient shovel which might have been used to turn the first rock
on the road. A tourist of the proper culture, looking at 10557
from a passing coach might have inferred that she was manned
by a crew descended from Michelangelo, Raphael, Leonardo
and Benvenuto Cellini. The inside of the car looked more like
the den of the average "bohunkus." There was often the same
old human disorder even though kept well within bounds by
J
, who made his bed almost regularly, and by H
,
who wielded a mighty morning broom down the middle passage
between the piled up bunks. In the centre of the car stood a
small table and chairs, freshly painted with 10557's holiday red.
There was a stove, a water tank and sink, a draining board, a
kitchen bench and shelves, a coal box and a large cupboard for
supplies. There were shelves over the bunks for books and
painting materials, and bracket lamps and a couple of lanterns
in suitable places.
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A.C.R. 10557 stands on a long siding in the Northland. She
is well up in the heart of Arcadia, about 113 miles from her
base at the Fall of St. Marie. She has the siding to herself, for
there is no congestion of traffic. Yokohama is not calling for
billets of shell steel this year; and there are other deficiencies
on the road. She was dragged northward over trestle and grade
right behind the engine of a mixed train, and her crew of "brush
artists," as the brakeman called them, divided themselves for the
journey between the passenger coach and the cab of the locomotive. The plumy spruce and hemlocks tower above the little
car. Her new paint is in keeping with the red maples. The brown
bracken banks the side of the track, the black Agawa flows
quietly below bordered with deep yellow birch and ash and
grey-green alder; and the pine-topped rock walls of Agawa
Canyon go up into the mist on either side. Two of the "brush
artists" are fitting on the third wheel of a railway "pede," supplied by the road for short runs on the track, the two others
are putting a canoe into the black river. And in this land of
color we must note the fitness of the bright toy vermilion of
the new "pede," and the deep faded crimson of the canoe
against the dark water. Sketching kits and umbrellas are loaded
on the cross bar and tail board of the "pede," and some experimenting is done to settle how two may sit on the seat and work
the handle and pedals intended for one, but the little machine
soon goes ringing down the track until some attractive composition of spruce tops or rock and maple calls for sketching.
The canoeists are off down the river on a similar quest, gliding
through the yellow floating leaves, and breaking the still reflections of crimson and gold and green with waving streamers of
sky color, until they land where the silent Agawa wakes in a
long rapid. On their return they are glad to see the smoke of
the home fire rising among the trees. They find that J
has got home first, with a theory of artistic composition about
supper, and this is soon waiting for the ready appetites of the
work-gang. Pork and Beans, Spaghetti, Scrambled Eggs,
Bacon, Toast, Porridge and Marmalade! Your homely names
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must be set in the midst of northern color and beauty with grateful honor. After dish-washing the sketches are taken out of
the painting boxes and each sketcher is required to show his
productions, which he may introduce conventionally as "buckeyes" or "cheese," varying to "pineapple" and "fruity." Or
one has nothing to show, having anticipated the critics by scraping
out his work. Brushes are cleaned
and preparations made for the work
of the following day, and the doings
of the evening tend gradually to
the bunk end of the car. Two
Henry's are in favor for reading—
Henry Thoreau and O. Henry, and
some other scriptures of east and
west, are apt to lead on the talk
until art seems the mere A.B.C.
of existence.
The weather took an adverse critical view of Canadian art
in Arcadia. It seemed to follow the Dutch precedents of Lower
Canadian connoisseurs. "Dat Superior Lak," according to the
Russian section man, was the cause of the trouble, sending over
long dull spells of cloud, rain and mist as "atmosphere" for
the sketchers. The nights were often clear, and wishful prophecies were made about the morrow, but the cliffs of Agawa
would be found at daylight shining with rain, or with a west
wind wearily wrapping and unwrapping them in low-flung
mist. The white umbrellas of two of the sketchers swelled like
giant mushrooms along the river banks, but one heroic soul
scorned such decadent aids to comfort, and set himself before
his subject, either without shelter, or beneath a sort of wigwam
or dugout made of trench-coat and birch boughs. Sometimes
the eagle spirit of the same "Amundsen" or "Prowess," as he was
nicknamed, prompted him to scale the canyon walls, looking for
horizons and broader skies. He found footing by the sides of
steep waterfalls, and tracing the stream above the canyon ledge,
he came on rocky pools and dark tangled recesses where the
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Call of the Wild seemed to originate, and from a bare hill-top
he saw lands of promise over leagues of rounding bush. He
was The Pathfinder and led his fellows up his new trails hoping
to find the dreamed of subject. But the rain poured and the sad
idealists sought the downward way. Only one stayed with
"Amundsen," who built a fire under a leaning rock, and there
they ate their lunch, or sketched as they could between the
showers while the hearty fire crackled undiscouraged. They
found that the sketch is not necessarily the only desirable result
of sketching, and were given a feeling of enjoyable success as
they dried themselves by their fire among the leaf-strewn rocks.
Every day advanced the passing of the leaf, and soon our
painters had to go in quest of the desirable "spot of red." The
hills that had been crimson and scarlet with maple were changed
to purplish grey. The yellow leaves were following fast. They
realized one night of breaking cloud that there was a growing
moon, and they looked at old star friends from the car door—
The Dipper lying flat among the spruce tops, and one rare night
bright Capella dimmed in a jet of Aurora. After such a night
the trees could resist no longer, and they saw many a one cast
off' all her leaves in one desperate shower. Birch woods, that
were dense yellow in the morning, were open grey by night. But
the wild cherry leaves still hung as though the high fifes and
violins were to finish the great concert of color. They were
another of the notable little graces of the bush, daintily hung in
every shade from palest yellow to deep crimson against the big
blue-gold hills of the Montreal Valley. The sound of the bush
changed with the lessening leaves—no softened rustle all about
but the hollow soughing of a million trees from far heights and
valleys. And there was a deeper note from the waterfalls, for
the rains had filled the courses again after the drought of summer. There was an exhilaration for the sketchers in working
by rapid and fall. Every rushing stream was a prompter of
song, like the running of the tap to the house canary, and
H
especially discovered that he had a singing voice when
he could get a waterfall as accompanist. Two of the rare days

37

THE LAMPS

December

of the trip were spent by the workers at the great Falls of the
Montreal River, and they had many a good hour on smaller
streams.
The same Sir Alfred East with whom we began, says that, in
introducing a figure into a completed landscape composition, he
has always found that the place for the figure was in the centre
of the canvas. One cannot very
well put R
in that position here,
nor can a mere landscapist do more
than suggest him in as few strokes
as possible—a wide-brimmed black
felt hat, a short loose jacket of
grey flannel, dark Mackinaw trousers, high Larrigans and a light rifle.
Such a quick rubin on our canvas
must represent the tall solid figure
of R
. Stand far enough away
and any worthy thing you may imagine about him is true.
R
: w a s a woodsman whom our painters found as a
neighbor at the last siding of their trip. He lived as caretaker of the vacated buildings of a lumber camp, where
the brown Batchewanna wound by curving sand bars between
white companies of birch. One would like to be a PreRalphaelite in painting R
, his stories of the bush—the ways
of beavers—wolves and bounties—bosses, business and booze
in the Northland—etc., etc., but he must be left in the rough—
in a good pose, of course, as he talks to one of the "brush
artists"—the little rifle held well down, and holding a partridge
behind his hip as a fashion model might carry a waterproof.
R
w a s proud of his trade as a trapper, and seemed to
want his new friends to go into the business. And it was disturbing to those capitalists, with their cash mostly invested in
a pile of back numbers of "The Studio," to hear that Pat Macnamara, the Indian, had made $1,800 last season on Wild Goose
Lake, and had bought a $200 gramaphone and $50 worth
of records. And much more besides, that made "Ars" seem
decidedly "short" rather than "longa."

38

igig

THE LAMPS

In this district many of the birches still held their leaves, but
from a castle-like hill of rock which the painters favored, the
hills lifted endlessly in the purple grey of bare trees, broken
only with the dark spruce. Winter began to skirmish over the
land. Robins and blue-birds worked southward in numbers—
and an uncertain string of wild geese occasionally appeared from
the north. R
on his daily tramps came across groups of
deer apparently choosing winter locations for "yarding up."
Sometimes the frequent rain turned to light snow, and one day
from the top of the castle hill, "Amundsen" saw a strong attack
by Winter, the snow sweeping every sign of Autumn from the
hills in swirling white. When the squall lifted, the near trees
stood dripping in melting snow, and the hills appeared as though
covered with solid mounded ice. There were easy days after
this, but "to every thing there is a season, and a time to every
purpose under the heaven." It was not long before the painters
were packing for the return journey, leaving with R
a farewell gift of potatoes and other unused luxuries of the
bush. The red canoe was carried up again from the river, the
"pede" was taken apart and put aboard, and the crew of A.C.R.
10557, swinging round the curves in the rear coach of the mixed
train could see that red goddess of theirs, swaying along in her
honeymoon decorations, as she clung to a fussy and determined
engine headed once more for the Fall of St. Marie.

DOWN ON THE OLD FARM
BY M. O. HAMMOND

With illustration by J. E. Sampson

S

OME remember the Arts and Letters Club Farm as the
source of Gargantuan feasts of fruits and vegetables; others
for their own Cincinnatus-like return to the plow, or for the
natural beauty of the scene. But I fear that Ivor Lewis, Tom
Greene, and other Bacchanalians will treasure chiefly the memory
of the cider-press. War had come, and with it the duty of production. Likewise, there was war-time aridity, which threatened to last the rest of our lives. Then one August day someone
recovered the old cider-press from the Ussher barn, and soon the
fields were abandoned. The "season of mist and mellow fruitfulness" had come, and Chaucer and his descendants, down to
the days of prohibition, were searched for suitable interpretations of the golden hour. A chronicler of the day said: "There
was fine old sport, with apple juice spurting from the press, and
drowsy, drunken wasps falling into the amber fluid, and never
stinging nor dismaying the thirsty souls." An earlier poet had
apparently anticipated the scene, when he wrote—
"Or by a cider press with patient look,
Thou watchest the last oozings, hours by hours."

As 'Gus Bridle would say, the Club spirit had suddenly
returned, despite all the horrors of war. It was at once decided
that the revels must continue through the winter, and the
glorious work of filling the kegs went on for hours. Cocktail
chemists proffered recipes to preserve the precious fluid, but
something went wrong. There were furtive visits to the kegs
for days to come, but soon what had been but a pleasant "kick"
became a battering ram; there was nothing but sour vinegar,
and the best of all farm products—because it was at once so
diverting and so legal—became only a memory.
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Painting by Herbert S. Palmer, A.R.C.A.
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Waving aside the pyramided plates of potatoes and carrots
served at the Club, and forgetting the wonderful statistics of
profit from "Boss" Lefroy, the Farm made its permanent impression by its own peculiar charm. It lay like a saucer in the '
valley of the Don at York Mills. The remains of the old mill
itself invited communion with the past for such "landmark"
zealots as Ernest Hathaway. But when you had passed Jim
Macdonald's "house by the side of the road," you came to a
little flat plain with concentrated beauty of line and color. On
many of the days it seemed just impossible for an artist to work.
Delicate greens of many hues sprayed the hillside in springtime,
and the "Boss" had to become a Simon Legree to keep his volunteers at work. Potato cutting for seed might go on for a time,
then Herb Palmer and Billy Alexander, yielding to their unexpressed ecstasy, would bring out sketching pads, and end their
war work for that day.
There was that afternoon when pioneer conditions in Canada
returned. How many Club members knew a scythe ? Some had
reason to remember after that June day in 1917 when the "Boss"
ordered the cutting of half an acre of tall grass to prepare for
potatoes. Tom Mitchell has made many seductive paintings of
Ontario farm life, but now found it was not half so poetical in
its realities. Ivor Lewis, too, had a graceful swing with the
long blade, but was glad to rest at full length by the oatmeal
water.
At seed-time the amateur horticulturists pressed their views,
and the powers leniently encouraged decorative borders, hoping
that the flowers would lure a full attendance later on. Reward
came when Carl Pemberton and other gardeners watched the
tiny shoots to maturity, and in autumn new worshippers, quitting the fields prematurely, carried away Sunday bouquets at a
nominal price.
Summer days brought hoeing, which almost broke the backs
of the faithful. We can never forget the diligence of Robert
Gagen. Tom Greene, or Rufus Hathaway, in the potato field,
while Fred Challener raised a dust in the raspberry patch, where,
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alone, he might think out some new theatre decoration. It seemed
as if the potatoes never lacked friends. Even the University
Faculty contributed to their perfection. Barker Fairley and Peter
Sandiford dropped academic dignity, and hoed as if they would
extinguish the last weed. Here, it should be said that the Farm
workers were a democratic-looking lot, with old clothes, boots and
hats that would fail to sell on Queen Street. The barn stalls were
dressing-rooms, in which fearsome costumes hung between
working days, and where now and then a shower bath from a
watering can restored some weary Beau Brummel.
The poison gang had an unpleasant task, but they worked in
grim determination and with many a smile on their powdered
faces. It was no joke to direct the spraying machine through
the apple orchard, and the beauty of the scene was poor compensation for the man in whose face the wind blew poisoned
water. Paris-greening potatoes was irksome and unpopular, and
was done by gentle souls who at other times would not harm a
living thing.
Hoeing had its diversions and complications. One day a
massed attack was made on a pestiferous spreading weed, with
the beautiful name of convolvulus. Robert Holmes was one of
those drafted to this duty, but on hearing the name of the plant
his instincts as a painter of wild flowers revolted, and he claimed
exemption. A tribunal was organized, and after lengthy argument, in which Mr. Holmes' merit as interpreter of plant life
was taken into account, exemption was granted.
With autumn, there was a spurt in attendance, as results were
then so obvious. Great gangs dug potatoes or picked them up.
Cabbages and pumpkins were harvested, and corn pulled for the
Club, if it escaped the camp-fire suppers. Likewise, club-bags
and baskets were filled with miscellany at bargain prices. At
dusk came the camp-fire, and around it, with exultation and
jesting, tea, bread, marmalade and other greatly relished foods
disappeared. As the weeks advanced, rapturous colors covered
the hillsides, from the scarlet sumach to the yellow birch, and
when the end came, just as Peace appeared on the horizon, there
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was no one but praised the Farm for war production, but praise
was even stronger for the physical and esthetic refreshment it
had brought.
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RUPERT BROOKE

Drawn by Francis H. Johnston, A.R.C.A. from a photograph

RUPERT BROOKE: A CLUB MEMORY
BY R.

H.

HATHAWAY

I

T was a bright, warm day in late July of 1913 that Rupert
Brooke—a name since become of immortal memory, but then
hardly known outside of certain limited circles—first entered the
doors of the Arts and Letters Club. He had arrived in the city
that very day with a letter of introduction from Duncan Campbell Scott, of Ottawa, to Edmund Morris, the painter—who a
brief month or so later met a tragic death by drowning in the
St. Lawrence River— and it was Morris who introduced him
to the club.
There were only a few men at luncheon that day, and so one
had full opportunity to observe the unusual looking visitor.
For unusual looking he certainly was. Tall, slender, fresh-
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colored, with remarkably regular features and a mass of wavy,
fair hair, he seemed as if he might be a young Greek god come to
view this modern Western world.
I had several talks with Brooke, and found him, while
pleasant and agreeable, rather reserved, if not, indeed, shy. He
would not speak about himself, although he showed that he was
pleased that his name and work were already known here. He
told me something about the group of young English poets then
becoming known as the "Georgians"—of whom he was one—
and what they were trying to do; praised Robert Bridges
particularly among present day English poets; expressed admiration for Masefield—the lyrist Masefield, however, rather than
the Masefield of the long realistic poems—but would not give
any opinion about Kipling or Noyes. In answer to a question,
he said he didn't know much about our Canadian poets, but
would like to know more. All this, however, had to be literally
dragged out of him. The thing he wanted most to talk about
was the West, where he seemed to expect to find the Indian in
something like his aboriginal state!
In one of our talks, Brooke told me of the plan at home for
the publication of what eventuated later in the quarterly, "New
Numbers," containing the new work of Lascelles Abercrombie,
Wilfrid Gibson, John Drinkwater and himself; and it gives me
particular pleasure to recall in this connection that I was the
means of securing a score or more of subscribers for this now
rare and sought after periodical—of which but four numbers
were issued—among the members of the club and others here
in Toronto.
Brooke showed himself to be fond of music, and I can still
see him as he sat opposite me one day listening to Percy Hollinshead singing—in his honor, if not at his wish—the old
English song, "Devon." The very soul of the youth was in his
eyes as the liquid notes of our sweet singer flooded the big
room. If Brooke could but come back from the shades to hear
"our Percy" render his "If I Should Die" as the members of the
club have been privileged to hear him render it!
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THE SPIRIT OF THE CLUB
BY P.O'D.
Illustrated with sketches by Arthur Lismer, A.R.C.A.
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INNER at the Club is notoriously a most soothing performance. Next to a good conscience, it is one of the most
comforting things in the world—that is, Wickson tells me a
^ood conscience is very comforting. And I had just had a particularly plump and pleasing steak—there were pancakes, too!—
and I was sitting before the fire in that pleasant condition of
after-dinner coma which I pathetically regard as reflection. The
other chaps had gone—you know, the Ralph Smiths and the
Bells depart, the tumult and the shouting dies—and I was alone
with a cigar and my thoughts. It is only right that I should put
the cigar first—it was a good cigar.
Well, I was thinking about a great many things—whether
the Senate would weaken on the Prohibition question, if Lottie
would come back to town, the true meaning of art, why musicians
hate one another, and all that sort of tosh. And then it occurred
to me to remember that this had once been a court room, and
that other poor devils had once stood in a dock here and studied
the faces of the jury and hung on the ponderous accents of the
Judge to catch some inkling of the fate that awaited them. Curious, isn't it, how ones thoughts after dinner lightly turn to grisly
themes—possibly by way of emphasizing one's present comfort
and security?
As I sat thinking of old Judge Ferguson and the Hyams
Trial and—well, the little flames in the fireplace were winking
at me, and I started winking in sympathy, and then I closed my
-eyes just for a moment, so that I might concentrate the more
easily. And as you know, he who concentrates is lost.
However it be, I was suddenly awakened by a familiar official
"Oyez, oyez, oyez, attend all here"—and I jumped to my
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feet as a huge judical figure came stalking in in robe and wig,
looking very much like G. K. Chesterton at a masquerade. He
climbed majestically into the ^mammmmmmmmmm—mm•^••••^
Bench—it occupied the fireplace,
though this did not strike me as
odd at the time—and he glowered
at the railed enclosure in front
of him where a dozen or more
men sat giving what evidence
they could of intelligence and
sel-possession. I felt instinctively
that this was the jury-box, and
that the judge was intimidating
the jury in the most approved
fashion. And yet
. . . .
"That's the jury, isn't it?"
I asked the usher who happened
to be standing near me—he
1
The Spirit of the Club."
looked a good deal like the
present janitor of the building.
Slowly he shifted a very noticeable bulge from one cheek
to the other and turned upon me a dull but haughty eye.
"Them's the murderers," he said.
The murderers!—Great Heavens, and twelve or more of
them! I looked again at them, and still my horror grew. They
were all prominent members of the Arts and Letters Club—Bob
Defries, Dick Tattersall, Roy Mitchell, Charley Jefferys, actors,
painters, musicians, business men, lawyers, even to our esteemed
President, Mr. Gagen. What in the world had led them to commit so terrible a crime ? And whom had they murdered ?
I listened in an agony of attention while the Clerk of the
Court rose solemnly, cleared his throat several times, fixed his
glasses, gazed sternly over the top of his glasses, then through
his glasses at a long scroll in his hand, and read:
"In the name of His Majesty King George the Fifth, you,
Robert Defries, and you, Roy Mitchell, and you, Richard Tattersall"—naming all of them with ghastly particularity—"you
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are indicted that you did jointly and severally and in diverse
ways feloniously and with criminal intent make away with and
destroy and do to death one of His Majesty's worthy liegesubjects, to wit, the Spirit of the Arts and Letters Club. What
have you to say?"
The "What have you to say?" was a little unfortunate. It
was a tactical blunder. It extended an invitation which few
men in that box had ever been known to refuse. Immediately
they leaped as to one pair of feet, and for fifteen mortal minutes no one but a recording angel could have distinguished
anything in the din. The Judge grew purple with pounding on
the desk. The Clerk shouted, "Order in the Court," till he
fell back exhausted. The ushers ran about distracted. But still
the torrent rolled on. It was wonderful but a little terrifying
to anyone who hasn't lunched regularly at the Club.
Finally the uproar subsided sufficiently for the clerk to be
heard.
"You aren't supposed to make speeches," he shouted huskily,
"you're only supposed to say if you're guilty or not. . . ."
"Better take them one at a time," warned the Judge, noticing
symptoms of a renewal of the oratorical deluge.
"Robert Defries, are you guilty or not guilty?"
Real lawyers never look at anyone when they are about to
make an important statement, and Robert gazed earnestly through
the window as though he were about to tell something confidential
to Divine Providence.
"I am a lawyer," he began, waving his tortoise-shell glasses
gently in his hand, "and so I feel. . . ."
"Guilty!" interrupted the Judge—very rudely, I thought—
"Next?"
"Roy Mitchell," read the Clerk. "Are you guilty or not
guilty?"
Roy leaned with negligent grace on the railing of the box,
and shook his raven locks reprovingly at the clerk.
"Naughty! Naughty!" he said. "When I was in Greenwich
Village, gambolling amid the Bohemian follies of the entourawge,
so to speak, no one ever thought of asking if anyone else was
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guilty or not. It was considered vulgar, inane, Victorian. All
we thought of asking about anyone or anything they, did was,
'Is it artistic?' You can try me with that if you like."
"Rot!" roared the J u d g e Judges are apt to be somewhat
blunt in manner. "You are not
accused of being artistic— that's
a separate indictment. The question is, did you or did you not
murder the Spirit of the Arts
and Letters Club ?"
Great men are always simple in their more epical moments. So was Roy. Thrusting
back an obtrusive lock of hair,
he made the gesture of one who
brushes away a persistent fly.
"How could I?" he asked.
" I am the Spirit of the Club."
"I am the Spirit of the Arts and
Letters Club."
There was something decidedly neat and telling about that,
I thought—so did Roy, judging from the blandness of his smile.
But so did not several of his fellow-prisoners. Possibly they
felt that they were the Spirit of the Arts and Letters Club, and
they reached for Roy in no friendly guise. By the time the
ushers and the county constables had separated them, the Judge
had made up his mind that there was no use making any further
formal enquiries as to the guilt or otherwise of the prisoners at
the bar.
"Put them down guilty," he said. "They look it. And get
on with the case. I want to go and play golf."
"Call Augustus Bridle," read the Clerk from the list of witnesses.
"'Gustus Brile!" roared the first usher.
"Gustav Beil!" roared the second usher a little further down
the the hall.
Heaven only knows what the county constable at the door
shouted, but it sounded very much like, "Gum Boil!"
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Nevertheless, Mr. Bridle appeared. That's one nice thing
about our Secretary—he'll answer to almost any form of
address, including "you" and "say."
"'Morning, Judge!" said Augustus.
"Morning, Gus!" said the Judge. "What do you know about
the murder of the Spirit of the Arts and Letters Club?"
"Nothing, except that I am the father of the deceased."
"The father!" said the Judge, looking hard at Mr. Bridle's
red tie. "Well, you don't seem to be taking his death very hard."
"Perhaps I should say I am the principal parent," said Gus.
"You see there were several of us, a syndicate of paternity, as
it were. We were all members of the old Slanderbund which
used to meet. . . ."
"Yes, yes, I know," the Judge broke in a little" testily. "You've
explained all that in this very number of The Lamps. When
this case is through, I'll turn back a few pages and read it myself. Next!"
There is no need—and no room, for that matter—to go into
the details of all the testimony that followed. There were dozens
of witnesses—every "kicker" in the Club was there—and their
allegations were of the most varied and contradictory sort.
About the only thing they were agreed on was that the Spirit
of the Arts and Letters Club was dead, and the place was no
longer what it had been.
"Well, who killed him?" asked the Judge of each.
They had different explanations. One said that Bob Defries
had murdered him with bills for fees—a case of being dunned
to death, so to speak. Another, a musician, intimated that some
of the other musicians who played in the Club were enough to
kill anyone. In fact, two or three musicians offered to give the
Court in private the names of several of their professional
associates whose criminal records might well be investigated.
"Who killed him? All the laymen they have let into the
Club," said one member, a broker who only turns up when
Ysaye or Yeats or someone like that is in the place. He patted
himself approvingly on his fancy vest.
"You, of course, are a professional member," said the Judge.
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"Well, not exactly, but I'm deeply interested in art. I buy
only the most expensive red-seal records, and my pictures
in sepia of the Coliseum and the
ruins of the Forum have been
universally admired. I'm a patron of art."
There were several University professors who said that,
judging from the frivolity of the
talk -at certain tables—a couple
of them seemed to look at me
as they said this—the Spirit of
the Arts and Letters Club had
died of- intellectual starvation.
On the other hand, there were
a couple of newspapermen who
intimated that the Spirit of the
Club, driven desperate by the
„ high-brow discussions that had
"I am the Father or the Spirit of the Club

t

1

, >

become prevalent in certain
quarters, had gone out and committed hari-kari.
The curious thing about it all was that no two witnesses had
the same idea of the appearance of the deceased. Some spoke
of him as a very quiet, middle-aged man, with a fondness for
politics and gardening; others as a gay young blade whose ties
and stories alike tended to purple tones, and whose pockets
bulged with recipes for making booze and the addresses of blind
pigs. To some he was a painter, to others a musician, to others
merely a sort of genial chef who liked to gather people about
him and feed them.
"This is all very confusing," said the Judge. "No one saw
the crime committed. No one even knows what the victim looked
like. The only thing the witnesses seem to know is that the
Spirit of the Arts and Letters Club is dead."
"Dead, your grandmother!" said a booming baritone from the
doorway. "Who said I'm dead? Never felt huskier in my
life—ready for anything."
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And who should come bouncing in but the distinguished victim himself.
"But all these witnesses have testified that you were murdered," said the Judge, flabbergasted quite out of his official dignity.
"Poppycock!" said the Spirit of the Club. "I've changed,
that's all, grown up, filled out, and they haven't recognized me.
They thought I was dead because they haven't kept up with me.
Besides, I had a job at the Front, you know. Do I look dead?"
He certainly didn't. But, except that he looked extraordinarily healthy and vigorous, it was impossible to say just what
he looked like. He was a little like a painter and a little like a
musician. He also bore considerable resemblance to an architect and a university professor. His features even suggested
those of dozens of members of the Club, including all the prisoners in the dock. In fact, he was a sort of composite photograph of the whole membership of the institution.
While I was trying to puzzle the thing out, I was interrupted
by an angry order from the Judge—choleric chaps, Judges!
"Arrest the murdered man," he shouted. "He's been guilty
of contempt of Court by being here at all."
Several ushers and constables immediately came running
in with balls and chains. They dropped them with a crash in
front of the Bench, and I sat up in my armchair to discover Mr.
Lefroy arranging the screen in front of the fire.
"I didn't want you to fall into it," he said. "It's only a
feeble little fire—and you might put it out."
Which goes to show what a couple of pancakes can do to a
man's mind—some minds possibly are more sensitive to pancakes
than others. It also goes to show—oh, well, anything you like.

R. A. F. TRAINING, UNIVERSITY OF TORONTO LAWN.

Drawing by C. W. Jefferys, R.C.A.
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The Sacred Fires*
BY JAMES B. DOTARD

Ten years of Brotherhood in all
The arts men's souls held true,
From that far-off, uncharted time
When Man first turned a tribal rhyme,
And on the rocks and plastic slime
The first rude sketches drew.
Brothers, you trained at noble crafts;.
Your lineage reaches far
Past Thebes and Babylon and Tyre;
Past Pharos and its glimmering fire;
You sought with eyes of strong desire
The blaze of Truth's white star.
Your hands upraised the Pyramids
And Karnak's pillars vast.
High on the matchless Parthenon
The wonders of your carving shone;
Troy, and a thousand cities gone,
Knew you in days long past!
Where is the poet who can sing
The glories of your guild
That formed the Masters long ago—
Dante, and Michael Angelo,
Turner, and Raphael Sanzio
And Shakespeare—names that thrilled!
Brothers in Arts and Letters here,
I greet you, and proclaim
*L,ines written for, and read at the decennial celebration of the Arts
and Letters Club, December 28, 1918.
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That you of these are followers true,
Building their broken dreams anew,
Arrayed 'gainst Mammon's tainted crew
Who work our modern shame.
Yours are the soaring minds that see
All nations joined in one:—
Light do ye heed the prating fool
Who boasts his race was born to rule:
Nor, hearkening to a greedy school,
Would ye pre-empt the sun.
I call ye torches of the age;
Free citizens of the world;
Friends of all comradeship are ye
Champions of Causes yet to be
That Right may live, and Tyranny
To ruthless ruin be hurled.
Yours not to drudge and claw for gold
That fills a miser's sack;
But yours the purer, nobler joy
Of viewing the Earth with Nature's eye,—
God's loveliness in sea and sky,
God's planets on their track!
Ye know indeed that Art is long
And Death is swift and sure;
And so ye spurn unworthy things—
Lucre and lust and pride of kings,
Low envies, and the word that stings—
So are your hearts held pure.
Brothers in Arts and Letters, who
Seek out Life's rarest prize;
Follow your dreams that gleam afar!
Follow the Grail through clouds that mar
Your straining vision—Truth's White Star
Shall glad your marvelling eyes!
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Brothers in Arts and Letters, take
Those rhymes as tokens slight
Of the Ten Years of Friendship true
This Fellowship hath wrought for you,
And in its strength go forth anew
To wage the world-old Fight!

SMOKE-AND-STRING ENSEMBLES

D

ISCOVERED—that tobacco smoke is a good thing for
chamber music. The discovery is going to revolutionize
public appreciation of that form of ensemble art in at
least some part of Toronto—referring to the Club where on Wed- .
nesday, Nov. 12, the Toronto String Quartette gave the first of a
series of Bohemian chamber musicales to the accompaniment
of pipes, cigars and cigarettes. The general idea in this worldly
innovation was to informalize that particular form of music; to
get it away from the starched front and the decollette and the
prim rows of comfortless chairs into a more or less domestic
atmosphere surely implied in the term "musique du chambre."
Even the players wore tweeds. No two chairs were in any
straight line. No seats were reserved. Season tickets were
sold to members, and others, admitting ladies and covering the
course of six programmes to be given by the three corps—
Toronto String Quarette, Academy Quartette and Hambourg
Trio, on the third Wednesday of each month until April. The
first programme was as follows:
1—Haydn.—Quartette in B flat major (No. 71). 1. Allegro con
spirito. 2. Adagio. 3. Menuetto. 4. Finale (Presto).
2. Tschaikowsky—Andante Cantabile. Komzak—Fairy Tale (Byrequest).
3. Dvorak—Quartette in F major (Op. 96). 1. Allegro ma no
troppo. 2. Lento. 3. Vivace ma non troppo.

The Secretary verbally introduced the series, and the leader
of the quartette prefaced the Haydn number by a short talk on
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the two chief composers represented on the programme. He
pointed out that Haydn was not a Teuton but a Slav; that in
many respects he resembled that other Slav, Dvorak, who began
to compose over a century later; that he wrote 96 string quartettes
alone—besides all his other forms. As to Komzak, one in the
audience asked him who? He did not know. Nobody knew.
But the Fairy Tale was Komzak's, opus 39. The spectacle of.
a member near the fireplace lighting a Turkish cigarette while
the Quartette changed over to the triste modulation in the Andante
Cantabile of Tschaikowsky bothered nobody's idea of the League
of Nations. It was in fact a domestic evening. Chamber music
without tension, and with all the style in the playing. The
second in the series is being given by the Academy Quartette
about as this book comes off the press. The inception of the
idea must be credited to Mr. H. A. Fricker who was once an
enthusiastic viola player himself in the old town of Canterbury
where they had many a domestic evening over string ensemble.
Mr. C. B. Cleveland was the efficient master of detail on tickets
and subscribers and Mr. Pemberton banked the money, which
after deduction of expenses will be divided among the playercorps taking part.—A. B.
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BY POYNTER BELI,

I

T was perhaps fortunate for the Arts and Letters Club, when
it first undertook the production of plays, that its room is
singularly ill-suited to the performance of stage plays of
the ordinary kind. The ordinary kind of modern play is rather
like a picture that is painted to fit into a frame of a given size and
shape; it must conform to the limitations of mounting and lighting that are imposed by the plan of the ordinary theatre. It
is moreover written, if not to suit the mannerisms of some
particular actor, at any rate to fit methods which are common
to most professional actors. Toronto is as well provided with
opportunities of seeing such plays as any place of its size, but,
of course, few plays are seen here which have not been commercial successes in New York or elsewhere, and the club turned
to the performance of plays which, though they were less likely to
be popular than those of the usual type, had generally as much
real value and were infinitely better fitted for the conditions
under which they had to be produced.
The performances were professedly experiments, but several
of these experiments were remarkably successful and their success was to a certain extent due to the very difficulties that had
to be overcome. With no proscenium arch, no space across the
back of the stage and very little at the sides, scenery of the conventional kind was out of the question and plays were given
with appropriate settings rather than with any attempt at realistic
mounting. A stage made up of moveable boxes does not always
give a comfortable working surface, but its size and shape and
even its place in the room can be changed to suit the particular
play that is in hand. In the case of one play, "The Glittering
Gate," the stage moved not horizontally but vertically up into
the gallery.
If the disadvantages of the room did no harm to the plays
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they were sometimes very trying to the players; dressing had
to be done in the back corridor and, as the back of the stage was
usually the wall of the room, an actor who went off at the
side had to stay there in a small space and generally in a draught
till the curtain closed. The amount of good will that was given
to produce results was astonishing, and it was given not only by
members but by ladies who came in to help them; actors who
shifted scenery and musicians who conveyed themselves and
their instruments up a vertical ladder to play among the lumber
and hardware in the gallery.
There were difficulties too of another kind. The only place
which is suitable for a stage is unluckily in front of the wall
which is best adapted to the showing of pictures, and the painters
displayed at times a curious reluctance to let their pictures be
taken down for a play or be covered up even with scenery painted
by their brother artists. The results of the conflicts which arose
from this state of things were sometimes very unfortunate for
the plays.
%
Under such conditions, with audiences which, though friendly,
were very critical and with actors who were sometimes obliged
to make up with intelligence for.what they lacked in the matter
of stage experience, plays of very various kinds were performed.
Among others works were given by Yeats, Synge, Dunsany,
Shaw, Maeterlinck, Giacosa and Tagore. The success of the
experiment increased continuously and with the most successful performances, those of Tagore's "Chitra," it became apparent
that the experiments had outgrown the place where they were
carried on.
About this time certain members of the Arts and Letters
Club, who were engaged in planning and building Hart House,
found themselves in possession of a large hole in the ground
in which they decided to construct a theatre The Hart House
theatre as it now exists is entirely a product of members of the
club and is, in a large measure the outcome of the club's dramatic
experiments. It will make possible the performance, with more
room and infinitely better equipment, of just such plays as were
given at the Club and will, further, provide for the needs of plays

58

A C<>J,OSSAI, D I N I N G

HAW,.

The "Common," Dining Room at H a r | House seats 300 students at
once, contains the coats-of-arms of the world's leading universities, done
by Mr. Scott Carter, and is suggested by, but not an imitation of, King's
College Dining Hall in Oxford.
Sproatt & Rolph, Architects.

THE LAMPS
which would be beyond the wildest dreams of the Club or any of
its officers. As at the Club, but much more effectually, the stage
can be adapted in size and shape to the play which it is to contain.
The ordinary stage behind the proscenium and curtain is as large
as that of many big theatres and, in addition to this, the stage in
front of the curtain makes it possible to play in anything from
the smallest box set up to a space thirty feet or more in depth
and, at the front, fifty feet in width. This can be lighted by
nearly every method of stage lighting, in fact only a few even of
the largest theatres have such complete lighting arrangements.
The audiences, though small in proportion to the size of the stage
according to the usual standards, can still be large enough to
allow of an expense for dresses and mounting which would
have been quite beyond the means of the Club.
This then is the latest phase of work which members of
the Club have been carrying on during the past ten years.
Starting with shows which were merely intended to cheer up the
evenings after club dinners, they soon found themselves able to
produce plays which could not otherwise be seen in Toronto
and have stirred up so much interest in plays of this kind that
more room is needed both for the plays and for the audiences.
It is however to be hoped that the performances of plays at the
Club will not cease with the opening of the Hart House theatre.
Experimental productions of plays have been made but there
still remain productions of experimental plays, fragments of
plays or sketches. A club containing so many writers must
surely have members who can write, or at least experiment in
writing, plays and every play writer, especially a new one, needs
a place where his work can be tried out. Canadian plays have
to be written and there would seem to be no place more likely
than the Arts and Letters club in which to look for their authors.
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Men and Mary
(Court Street)
BY J. E. H. MACDONALD

Poor Mary rides in state,
I hear her laugh and talk;
Before the station gate
Her car draws to the walk.
I pause to see her light
And solemn men step out,
Who grip her by the arms,
Implacable and stout.
Her stringy hair is grey,
Her shaken head is bare;
The streets are sleety-wet
And chill the midnight air.
The sullen doors are swung
And Mary forced within,
Where burly men in blue
Sit to record her sin.
When Mary's withered cheek
Was round in morning light
Men came to her as friends
And stole her young delight.
She mounts the bitter steps,
And my heart follows too,
Praying that God may sit
Among those men in blue.
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GRUB STREET IN COURT LANE
BY E. J. HATHAWAY

D

R. Johnson defined Grub Street as originally the name of
a street near Moorfields in London, much inhabited by
writers of small histories, dictionaries and temporary poems;
and those who make a more or less precarious living by their
pens have since that time been known as "Grub Street."
"Grub Street" as seen in the Court Lane circle is fairly
representative of Toronto's literary men, and their published
work, during the past half dozen years, covers a wide variety
of interests. Some of the best is, as it were, a by-product to daily
or weekly journalism—work written almost from day to day
as a usual space contribution and with perhaps no thought to
future publication or usefulness.
For some years the late S. T. Wood contributed an editorial in
the Globe every Saturday morning on some phase of nature or
animal life. These delightful articles revealed unusual sympathy
and understanding of the mystery and charm of the out-of-doors
as found in the marsh, the forests and the valleys. In 1915 he
made a selection of his articles for book publication under the
title "Rambles of a Canadian Naturalist," with charming colored illustrations by Robert Holmes, O.S.A.
Another feature of the Saturday Globe has been a regular
article by Peter McArthur, each dealing with some interesting
phase of rural life. A collection of these, grouped in order
by months was made by the author and published in 1915 under
the name, "In Pastures Green," followed four years later by a
second volume, "The Red Cow," illustrated with a large number
of drawings by Fergus Kyle.
During several years Augustus Bridle contributed to the
Canadian Courier a number of impressionistic studies of men prominent in Canadian public or business life. The author's idea was
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to record the personal work and worth of men who had performed
real service for the Dominion. The articles were so unique in
character and so unusual in their style and angle of viewpoint, that
Mr. Bridle was persuaded to collect them for book publication.
"Sons of Canada" contains thirty-four sketches, many of them
never before published, and for the book F. S. Challener, R.C.A.,
made sixteen portrait illustrations.
The Court Lane circle has made some important contributions
to Canadian history and biography. Owing to the war, the
fiftieth anniversary of Confederation was allowed to pass in
1917, without special recognition. M. O. Hammond, of the
Globe staff, felt that it would be unfortunate if the occasion
should pass without some effort to recall the events leading up
to Confederation and the men who took part in them. In "Confederation and its Leaders," he reviews the entire period, and,
taking up the more conspicuous of the public men engaged in the
conflict, he attempts as far as possible and with sympathetic
skill, to analyze their work, their motives, their records and their
achievements.
William L. Grant, Principal of Upper Canada College, makes
an important contribution to Glasgow, Brook & Company's
splendid series, "The Chronicles of Canada," entitled "The Tribune of Nova Scotia." This slender volume is a generous tribute
to the memory of Joseph Howe, the greatest of Nova Scotians
and one of Canada's foremost orators of all time. The frontispiece in colors is by C. W. Jefferys, R.C.A.
On the death of Sir Wilfrid Laurier a few months ago,
Peter McArthur issued a small volume dealing with the career
of the great statesman. It is an anecdotal and human interest
appreciation rather than a biography.
George H. Locke, Chief Public Librarian, from an early
date recognized the place and importance of story telling as a
means of securing the interest of the children in history and literature. He established "story hours" in nearly every branch in
Toronto as part of the library service and recently, in a little
volume "When Canada was New France," he has himself recalled
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in simple, understandable language, a number of the more notable
incidents in Canadian history under the French regime.
A useful contribution to the study of Elizabethan history
and literature is the "Life of Sir Philip Sidney," soldier and
poet and friend of Edmund Spenser, who dedicated to him his
Shepherd's Calendar, by Malcolm W. Wallace, Professor of
English in the University of Toronto. This is recognized as
the best life of Sidney yet written.
The splendid volume "Lands Forlorn" by George M. Douglas
is a record of an expedition made by the author and several
friends some years ago to the Coppermine River country in the
Arctic Circle, in order to investigate the copper-bearing rocks
discovered by Hearne in 1770, and to secure such scientific information as they were able to find. The book has many interesting
photographs and a characteristic portrait by E. Wyly Grier,
R.C.A.
Journalists are not the only writers whose published work is,
as it were, a by-product to their usual occupation. James Mavor,
Professor of Economics at Toronto University, and a recognized
authority on Russian affairs, published several years ago an
"Economic History of Russia" in two volumes—a notable contribution to a subject of wide interest. Later he issued a volume
on "Government Telephones," based on the experience of Manitoba in public ownership and operation of this form of public
utility.
G. I. H. Lloyd, formerly Associate Professor in the same
department, published several years ago, a study of "The Sheffield Cutlery Trade." Professor R. M. Maclver, his successor
and acting head of the Social Science department, has two volumes dealing with questions of more than ordinary interest,
"Community," issued in 1917, and "Labor in the Changing
World," published recently. C. B. Sissons, Professor of Classics, makes a useful contribution to the study of a pressing problem in Canadian public life in his "Bi-Lingual Schools in Canada"; Peter Sandiford of the Faculty of Education is associated
with others in the publication of "Comparative Education";
and Roy Mitchell, Director of Hart House Theatre and formerly
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technical director of Greenwich Village Theatre, New York,
has written a valuable treatise on "Shakespeare for Community
Players," with illustrations by J. E. H. MacDonald, R.C.A.
It was inevitable that Toronto's "Grub Street" should have
its war books, as well as its warriors. Early in the conflict
the soul of Benjamin Apthorp Gould—an American, resident
for some years in Canada—was stirred to its depths by the apparent apathy of his own people. Not only was he an active
participant in recruiting work but he published two volumes,
"The War Thoughts of an Optimist" and "The Greater Tragedy,"
in an effort to stimulate public interest.
Later, as the war progressed and men returned from overseas, the records of the war's events and tragedies began to
appear. Among the first—in 1917—was Colonel G. G. Nasmith's
"On the Fringe of the Great Fight," a splendid account of
courage and achievement gained under serious handicaps. He
recalls the wonderful triumphs over disease of the allied forces
on the Western front and he tells the story of the first German gas
attack. Recently the Colonel has published another book covering
a wide range of war interests, "Canada's Sons and Great Britain
in the World War."
George E. Pearson, a member of the "Princess Pats," has
since his return from overseas done much writing and lecturing
on various aspects of the war. Many of his articles appeared in
The Saturday Evening Post, and in "The Escape of a Princess
Pat" he tells a vivid story of the capture and fifteen months
imprisonment of Corporal Edwards and his final escape from
Germany into Holland.
Dr. J. O. Miller's "The New Era in Canada," a volume of
essays by men who are leaders of thought and opinion, is not a
war book, but it is doubtful if it would ever have been written
but for the problems now confronting the country as, following
the successful outcome of the War, Canada emerges into the
full stature of national life.
Douglas Hallam had perhaps as sensational a war career as
any Canadian. "The Spider Web," the "Romance of a Flyingboat War-flight," as its sub-title explains, is a real off-spring
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of the war. It deals with the North Sea anti-submarine work
in which the author was long engaged, and is based on a series
of articles which he wrote for the London Times for propaganda
purposes. This is the first adequate story of the North Sea
air force operations.
The contributions to belles-lettres are scarcely as ample or as
rich as one would like. Alan Sullivan is both novelist and
poet, but he has not as yet collected his verse for book publication.
So far he has one volume of short stories—"The Passing of
Oul-i-but and Other Stories," a series of splendid stories placed
in the far west and north—and two novels to his credit.
"Blantyre—Alien" and "The Inner Door" are not only Canadian,
but they are actually placed in Toronto. The former is a clever
analytical study of temperament, and some of the characters
are almost real enough to be identified. "The Inner Door,"
deals with the problems of capital and labor, with a setting in a
great rubber factory—obviously one which the author knew intimately from the inside. Mr. Sullivan is an accomplished craftsman with an easy and finished literary style.
Arthur Baxter has returned from military service overseas with several scalps in his belt. When he went over in
1916 he was a musician, with a hobby for story writing. He
returns an author with a publisher's contract in his pocket and a
second book accepted, though still on the stocks. "The Blower of
Bubbles," is a volume of short stories, all of which have appeared
in Chambers Journal. These clever, sprightly tales are not exactly war stories, but they have a war setting and reflect the
war spirit of England and France during the dark days.
In poetry the production has been greater and on the whole
more important. Duncan Campbell Scott, already among the first
of Canadian poets, has added cubits to his literary stature
with his "Lundy's Lane and other Poems," published in 1917.
The most conspicuous feature in a volume of good things is his
tender and beautiful tribute—issued originally in booklet form
two years before—"Lines in Memory of Edmund Morris,"
in commemoration of his long friendship with the Toronto artist.
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Mr. Scott also issued a booklet of verse in 1917 "To the
Canadian Mothers and Three Other Poems."
"Sea Dogs and Men at Arms," J. E. Middleton's volume
of war poems and ballads, is not only a landsman's tribute to
the splendid achievements of the British Navy, but it is also an
attempt in verse to interpret the spirit of Canada in the war.
Many of the poems appeared in the "On the Side" column in
the News.
Dr. J. D. Logan's booklet of war verse, "Insulters of Death,
and Other Poems of the Great War," contains some striking
work inspired by his own enlistment and the influence of the
war upon his own mind. He has also issued a collection of
essays on literary criticism, under the title "^Esthetic Criticism
in Canada," and two booklets "The Religious Function of
Comedy: A Monograph on the Problem of Evil," and
"Democracy, Education and the New Dispensation."
Father Dollard's "Irish Lyrics and Ballads" is thoroughly
Irish in thought and color and includes a drama, "Cloutouf,"
dealing with the Danish overthrow in Ireland. Wilson Macdonald and J. Lewis Milligan are not yet widely
known in Toronto, but their work is of high standard and much
promise. "A Song of the Prairie Land and other Poems," issued
by Mr. Macdonald in 1918, aroused much favorable comment and
revealed the author as a poet of unusual gifts. Mr. Milligan
gained the Hemon's prize for lyrical poetry at Liverpool University in 1910, and before leaving England he published a small
collection of his work under the title "Songs in Time's Despite."
He is a frequent contributor of verse to the Graphic, the Daily
Chronicle and the Literary Digest.
An occasional visitor to Toronto is Miles Menander Dawson,
of New York, a man with wide literary tastes and talents. He
published in 1901 a small volume of his own poems; in 1915 he
issued "The Ethics of Confucius," consisting of the sayings
of the Master and his disciples upon the conduct of the Superior
Man, with a running commentary by himself as editor; and in
1916 he published a translation of Ibsen's dramatic poem "Brand"
in English verse but rhymed in the original metre.
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The record of our own Grub Street would hardly be complete
without reference to some of its magazine successes. Entrance
to the great monthlies and weeklies at long distance range
is not the easiest thing in the world and it must be counted an
achievement of some note to Alan Sullivan that his stories and
verse should appear from time to time in Harper's, Century,
Scribners, Atlantic and Munseys; that the Saturday Evening Post
and McClures should give welcome to the war articles of George
E. Pearson; that Arthur Baxter's stories should have found ready
acceptance by Chamber's Journal; that Duncan Campbell Scott
should be a contributor of long standing to Scribners, and that
Blackwood's Magazine should have grasped eagerly at parts of
Douglas Hallam's North Sea sketches.
Some months ago Augustus Bridle wrote an article for
Munseys on Canadian knighthoods, and H. F. Gadsby, by request,
one on the significance of the Canadian general elections of 1917
for Century. Later, Mr. Gadsby was compelled, owing to the
pressure of his regular political writing, to decline an invitation
from the same magazine to write for it a biography of Sir Wilfrid
Laurier. Pelham Edgar had an article in a recent issue of the
Bookman on the work of Canadian poets and Eric Brown and
Newton MacTavish are both occasional contributors to the
International Studio on phases of Canadian art.
A literary enterprise of unusual value to Canadian literature
was the launching early in 1919, of the Canadian Bookman,
a quarterly, published in Montreal and devoted to literature,
the library and the printed book. B. K. Sandwell is editor and
Dr. George H. Locke, Principal W. L. Grant and Professor S. H.
Hooke of Toronto, are members of the Editorial Committee.
On the whole this record of literary production covering
little more than the period of the war, is creditable in every way.
In the more serious and substantial departments it is abundant,
but in works of imagination—in poetry and in fiction—there is
yet much to be desired.
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THE ART GALLERY OF TORONTO
BY E. R. GREIG

T

ORONTO at last has an Art Museum. The Art Gallery of
Toronto was incorporated in 1900, but owing to various circumstances it was not until April, 1918, that the opening of
the first section took place.
Through the untiring efforts of Sir Edmund Walker, the
Architects, Messrs. Darling and Pearson, have prepared plans
for a large and important building, of which the section now
finished is but a central and rear part and about a 1/15 of the
whole. In equipment and lighting it is complete and most satisfactory, and already a larger addition is needed.
Being unable to show the permanent collection and transient
exhibitions at the same time, the permanent collection is only
shown during the summer months, while the winter months are
devoted to a series of monthly exhibits, including the annual
exhibitions of the various Art Societies.
The portion built has been provided through the generosity
of a comparatively few public-spirited citizens, and while the
City contributes a small amount to the annual upkeep, the amount
must be supplemented by Membership.
The use and need of a Gallery have been adequately demonstrated by the steady increase in the attendance. Since the opening, fourteen different exhibitions have been held, and the
attendance so far this year has equalled the total attendance
for the past six years. Many important pictures are included
in the permanent collection, which has been largely contributed
by the Canadian National Exhibition Association.
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ARCHITECTURE IN TORONTO:
A RESUME
BY A. FRANK WICKSON

H

AS Toronto regained its architectural morality ? The question implies something once possessed and subsequently
lost and in this case the implication is well founded.
There is ample proof that this
city was, at a now distant date,
quite aesthetically moral and
equal evidence that for a protracted period it suffered from
an epidemic of artistic idiocy and
immorality quite as malevolent
as a physical plague, for the results, except in the case of actual
death from disease, were much
more permanent.
Many of the buildings which
would have proved the first part
of this assertion have been destroyed, but there still remain a
few which have always been
admired as examples of good design. Conspicuous among these
are the following, viz:—
Public Buildings:—St. Lawrence Hall, King St.; Old Post'
Office, Toronto Street; Osgoode
Hall, Queen St.; Merchants'
Bank, Wellington Street; Old
County Court House, Adelaide
Tower of North Toronto Station
St., the Court Room of which is
Designed by Jules F. Wegman
our present Club Room.
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Churches:—St. James' Cathedral; St. Michael's Cathedral,
The original St. Paul's on Bloor St.; St. Stephen's, corner of
College and Bellevue; Cemetery Chapel.
Houses:—King and Bay Sts. (now Sterling Bank) ; Duke
St., Cor. of George (without the mansard) ; Church and Gould
(some of its charm has been lost by reason of alterations) ;
a row on Victoria at the corner of Gould.
These and many others were varied in designs, some being
Renaissance in style and some Tudor, but all well proportioned
and of good composition.
After the decease of the architects who controlled the design
of the important buildings of the period above referred to
came the revolution. A new generation which knew not Joseph
arose and they—they struck up the band and the orgy began. The
spirit of the Romanesque, so wonderful while used by the great
wizard, Richardson, once escaped from his control became an
unstemmed plague spreading its bacilli all over this continent,
and Toronto fell a victim. Everyone was imbued with the idea
that a new style had practically been founded for this part of the
world, and so flourished Romanesque, new Greek, old Aztec,
and any other old or new thing which the imagination could
possibly conceive of, all sheltering under the wing of the Mnew
style". Each building was designed in the prevailing fashion
and, degenerating from its prototype, became itself, in turn another prototype. The attack was on the godly and the ungodly
alike, for sacred and secular suffered in unison.
Poor old Salamanca Cathedral, if set down amongst some
of Toronto's Romanesque, would have experienced the same
sense of humiliation as a highly respected plutocrat amidst a
bunch of seedy and debauched relatives. All sense of scale was
lost and buildings looked as if they had been built of dry sponge
and then soaked with water. Ordinary features became burlesque,
enormous arches crushing down poor little dwarfed columns,
centre piers supporting arches, circular towers resting on top of
square and square over round. "Basketwork" brickwork broke
out like measles, and in the poorer districts "brick fronted"
houses covered the landscape like the locust.
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Some years ago, however, a piece of architectural surgery
commonly known as the Chicago Fair, relieved the pressure on
the brain, the frenzy and the fever gradually subsided, and the
moral idiocy began to disappear.
Has it entirely disappeared in Toronto? Well, it is tending that
way, and it is with pleasure that one can instance numerous proofs
of this. Among the admirable and scholarly public and commercial buildings there are the new Registry Office, the many
banks in the heart of the business section and the C.P.R. station
at North Toronto. Of factory buildings reference may be made
to the MacLean Publishing Cos bulding on Centre Ave., having
one face towards University Ave., which is now, unfortunately,
partly obscured by another building, to the Christie Brown factory, King and George Sts.; to the Methodist Publishing Co's
building on Queen St. West; to the Copp, Clark Co's building,
Wellington and Portland, and the Wilson Lytle factory on Duke
St. Only too many factory buildings are utterly devoid of design
and in that respect we fall much behind some other cities.
In the scholastic field mention may be made of Hart House,
Burwash Hall, the Technical School on Lippincott St., the University Schools, Bloor Street, Knox College, and the new Trinity
College which is not yet erected but drawings of which have
been published.
St. Paul's on Bloor St., Knox on Spadina Ave. and
Timothy Eaton Memorial are examples of the latest churches,
though there are many here and there in the city, possibly less
ornate but having good proportions, lines and details. St. John's
near College and Lansdowne is of simple but effective design
in brick and well illustrates its type.
In house architecture Toronto has no need to be ashamed of
its doings, because for years past there has constantly been a
sprinkling of good domestic work done. Such buildings as
Sir Joseph Flavelle's in Queen's Park, E. R. Wood's in Queen's
Park, Sir Wm. Gage's residence, Davenport Rd., Dr. Ross' house,
109 Warren Rd., Sir John C. Eaton's on Davenport Road,
Ralph Connable's on Lyndhurst Ave., and Mr. Blackwell's house
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on Dunvegan Road, are worthy of being mentioned though perhaps it is rather invidious to mention any when so many might
be spoken of. A somewhat smaller house of an attractive
character is Col. MacLean's, Wells Hill, a simple, well proportioned plaster house, and one of a type of which there are
several good examples.
In the more thickly populated portions of the city there are
many streets being built up with detached houses similar to each
other in character, of questionable design and differing sufficiently
to result in being neither a satisfactory separate unit nor a part of
a whole. If silhouetted the skyline of one of these streets would
make a good suggestion for a piece of jazz music of the jazziest
kind. At present one of the fashionable features in these houses
is to have enormous battered piers supporting a simple roof, piers
that look as if they would carry an end of the Quebec bridge.
How one longs to see a street built up with the small house
attached, forming simple but well composed groups. The housing and town planning projects are our hope for the future of
the small house, and when some of these projects now started
become realities it may be that a new era will have set in, not only
for the smallest type of house but even for those average cost
buildings above referred to, with the angular Atlases holding
up imaginary worlds.
In the case of the larger houses we may expect to see many
of the Georgian type or the simple plaster house with numerous
French windows, giving a general feeling of comfortable homeliness, a type that, it is to be hoped, the public will appreciate
and enjoy.

74

THE WAR MEMORIALS: A CHALLENGE
BY A. Y. JACKSON

LL art events in Canada, and even in England, have been
overshadowed during the past year by the work of the
Canadian War Memorials.
Exhibited for the first time at Burlington House these paintings called for comparison with The Royal Academy, which during the war years had become more feeble and commonplace than
ever. The comparison was all in favour of the direct and spontaneous work of the artist painting war.
For a young nation to make history and record it simultaneously rather astounded Mr. Bull, and made envious other nations
renowned for speed and initiative.
While one might criticize the general scheme, the prominence
given to subjects of little importance, the lack of continuity as
an historical event, and the divergent tendencies among the
artists, it is well to remember that the scheme was evolved at a
strenuous period of the war after Vimy and before Passchendaele.
The government were not keenly interested nor the army authorities enthusiastic. Funds had to be found largely through the
other activities of the Canadian War Records Office. A definite
plan of decoration was not possible in the uncertainty of a half
finished war and rumors that were current of the Canadian army
moving to Italy, Russia or Saloniki. It was decided to send as
many artists to France as the military authorities would allow
and thus gather together a lot of vivid impressions of war
also to commission a series of large paintings of war activities;
and defray as much of the cost as possible by exhibitions.
An alternative scheme was that of permanently attaching
artists to each division, to make accurate studies, to note effects
and to keep sketch diaries of every part of the front and to thus
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provide material for the designing of a memorial in historical
sequence at the end of the war.
Such a scheme could only have been carried out by the government and the probability was that the end of the war would
have seen the last of it.
The war activities presented the most accessible material, and
now comprise what perhaps few people realized was a series:
Ginner's Munition Works, Laura Knight's Boxing Match, Anna
Airy's Soup Kitchen, and others, preponderant in the show at
present, will be relatively of less importance when other large
canvasses by Nash, Cameron, Johns, Bomberg and others are
added to the collection. Of many earlier phases of the war there
is but scant record. Festubert, the winter at Messines and Kemmel with the constant struggle against Huns and water, stooping
low for one and stepping high for the other, and the only refuge
sand bags; the weird and heroic struggle for the craters at St.
Eloi, Hill 60 and Sanctuary Wood: what war record could be
adequate ?
The most significant departure from the official attitude
toward art was the giving of several commissions to artists with
no sympathy with academic ideals.
Academic Art in Britain had fallen to such a low ebb that
even the public had grown weary and the vital and more intense
work of the men who expressed ideas found general approval.
With a battle front over four hundred miles long, the literal
painter had to choose between a wearisome panorama with
minute figures and endless little puffs of smoke, or a mere detail
of a battle. The machine gun was found an effective weapon in
breaking up compositions. The four square and the cavalry mass,
so effective in older battle paintings, was gone forever and the
open concentration of a modern battle made necessary another
interpretation.
We find a disinclination among artists to paint battle pictures.
There is but one real fight in the collection, Capt. Weiter's "Courcelette," exciting through its teeming activity rather than through
any effective use of line and mass. Richard Jack shows the futil-
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ity of fine craftsmanship used without passion or dramatic conception. More exciting aesthetically is Wyndham Lewis' Canadian Gun Pit, painted in the same facetious mood in which he
wrote "Tarr." Possibly he felt he was pandering to the public in
putting so much of realism into this work. Nash's "Void" is
great painting; line mass and color combined with fierce intensity
to express an emotion. The literary prop is superfluous; there is
here an intelligible use of means by which many artists are striving to lift art above mere representation.
Perhaps it was not strange that this type of painting should
have been more comprehensible to London than it was to New
York. In England the burden of war had pressed so grievously
that to interpret it with mere craftsmanship seemed sacrilege.
In New York the understanding of war is but superficial, and the
Canadian exhibition was a failure. In Toronto, though no centre of modern art, the exhibition was an undreamed-of success.
War was Toronto's chief business for four long years. Curiously
enough, while the Canadian connoisseurs and collectors follow
cautiously far in the wake of all vital art movements, the public
of Toronto have shown no such signs of narrow prejudice. Even
such advanced abstractions as Lieut. Turnbull's "Red Air
Fighter" were received without protest. He, being an airman
felt the inadequacy of conventional means to express speed, the
roar of engines, the rattle of machine guns, the moment of tense
excitement and danger; and instead of hampering himself with
tradition, found a way for himself.
Up the line one was conscious of so much more than visual
impressions. Hell Blast Corner could look serene and colorful on
a spring day, and one could find color harmonies on the Green
Crassier, but these were only minor truths, which confused one
trying to render an equivalent of something crowding on all the
senses.
The showing made by the Canadian artists was most satisiying. Though in a decided minority their work suffered no loss
by comparison with the work of most of the outstanding artiste
of Great Britain. Paul Konody was astonished to find Canadian
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painters so closely in touch with all that is vital in modern art.
When the suggestion of employing Canadian artists was made
he feared the War Records would have imposed on them some
timid followers of the Barbizon school or a weak exponent or
two of South Kensington ideals. One expects colonials to be
humble and dependent in the arts; and apart from the artists
themselves we are decidedly so. This exhibition is a justification
of those who have had faith in the future of Canadian art.
That this collection will influence contemporary art in Canaaa
seems obvious enough. In the ordinary course of events many
of these types of modern work would not have been acquired by
private or public collections for twenty years to come.
The student of to-day cannot escape their decisive challenge.
As a war memorial the collection stands unique—a modest
record without heroics or self-glorification without deriding or
belittling the foe, a fitting tribute to the fortitude and sacrifices of
a citizen army.

Roulette
By DUNCAN CAMPBELL SCOTT

What shall be zvon by Beauty at a gamble
Fame, Fortune, Love in deathless hours—
A flowering rod, or but a wreath of bramble,
A touch of light on undiscovered towers?
Does Beauty hazard deeper than she ought?
The wheel stops after a dizzy ramble—
What Beauty wins is Life—and then 'tis naught
'Tis but a gamble—a gamble!
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Roy a! Canadian Academy Exhibition.
CANADIAN CAVALRY BIVOUAC, FRANCE, 1918.

Painting by J. W. Beatty, R.C.A.

CANADA'S WAR RECORDS ON CANVAS

C

ANADA'S War Records would have been immensely worth
while, even if most of those responsible for its creation
were not members of the Club. The pictorial story of
Canada's part in the war is contained, as far as possible, in these
pictures, which include shipbuilding, troop-transports, munitionmaking, camp activities, farming, lumbering, aviation and some
phases of women's work. The pictures were all made in Canada
by Canadians. The show is not complete, but will be completed
if sufficient funds can be raised for the purpose. The large
crowd who attended the opening were startled, not only by the
subject interest of the pictures, but by the artistic handling.
The Canadian War Records are not only history, but art. They
are, so far as they go, a worthy record, not only of Canada's
war work, but of Canada's advancement in art during the war.
One of these days the show will be shipped to Ottawa for interment. This is a pity, because good pictures should not be
buried alive. And the War Records are very much alive. They
are the work of a small group of exceedingly alive artists,
captained by a man who of all Canadians has proved that art,
good art and constantly more of it is the privilege of any people.
What Lord Beaverbrook did in England, Sir Edmund Walker
has done in Canada—for War Records. Sir Edmund had his
own scheme for the records pretty well complete when Beaverbrook arrived with a proposal to make the C.W.R. part of his own
greater scheme, which included the work of several Canadians
sent to the war zone. With the work of the artists who in
Canada recorded the war work of Canadians as evidenced by
this really inspiring display of pictures, Sir Edmund had everything to do, except the actual painting, and the raising of the
money, which was done by Beaverbrook. This country has had
occasion many a time to be grateful to Sir Edmund Walker
for his inspiring leadership in the matter of art. The Canadian
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War Records is the latest, one of the best, and we hope nowhere
near his last effort of this kind. Particular mention of artist
names is omitted here, because all but three or four of the War
Memorial artists belong to the Arts and Letters Club.

The Masque of Time
BY J. LEWIS MIUJGAN

There is a knowledge hidden to the wise,
Which never can be grasped by mental kings;
There is a vision of these common things,
Which only is beheld through poets' eyes:
This solid earth, these cloud and star-strewn skies,
This life zvith all its joys and travailings,
This clay to which the spirit fondly clings—
'Tis all a little masque in Paradise.
The phantom forms of beauty come and go,
In bud and flower and fruit and mystic seed;
Frail infants into maids and young men grow,
And Love enfolds them to transmit the breed:
O what a wonder-haunted world is this!
A little masque amid the vales of bliss.
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Canadian War Memorials.
" O L Y M P I C " WITH RETURNED SOLDIERS.

Painting by Arthur Usmer, A.R.C.A.

RECOGNITION FOR CANADIAN
ARTISTS
BY

"T.", IN THE: LONDON NATION

M

ORE than ten million people, mainly men, have died violent deaths in Europe. Why? It is no use going to
Burlington House to find out. The pictures merely present
you with the question. You may see, in a measure, how the
soldiers died, and what killed them; but as to what condemned
them to death, the Sphinx is headless There is one picture,
by Capt. F. H. Varley, of a tip-cart. It is canted on the side
of a shell-crater which is nearly full of drainage. Beyond it,
in that winter light which in Flanders seemed to have a quality
of indescribable austerity, to be quite alien and other-world,
and disciplined with exactitude across a stretch of ochreous
muck, is a parade of neat little white crosses. One of a labor
battalion leans on his spade, and contemplates the cart. More
work! It is loaded with a tangle of legs and arms. The title
of the picture is: "For What . . . ?"
Who can say? Who dares to put that question, not to the
world, but to himself? The question was put to his mother by
a school-boy while this writer stood by. She looked at the picture
critically, and then evaded the boy's question. "There it is," she
said, pointing to the legend in the catalogue.
"We do not need to ring the changes on the platitudes
. . ." Don't we? If we were really anxious to know
what made us think and act as we did during the past four years
we might examine the writer's assertion with a little hope. But
it may be that, like the mother to her boy, we would rather
not examine, and would rather not know "for what?" because
we are still merely determined to accuse, as being the easiest way
of solving the riddle.
At Burlington House, apparently the only consciousness that
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there is a riddle for the Sphinx to answer, when it finds its head,
is with the artists, when they happen to be soldier artists. It
is implied in all their work, which, through its sincerity and a
compelling subject, is far above the level of the usual pictures
shown in the Royal Academy rooms. The question of the
soldier artists is rarely as direct as Capt. Varley's. But in
some way it always faces the visitor, as in a picture by Lieut. A.
Y. Jackson, of a little wood in the salient; the usual stumps of
trees with their splinters, the same cold and forbidding light
shining on the everlasting mud. "Copse: Evening," the artist
calls it, in mockery. Do the mothers and wives think it hard to
know that their men are dead? Let them look at this picture,
and at "Void," by Lieut. Paul Nash, for example; and the
"Battle for Courcelette," by Capt. Louis Weirter, R.B.A., and
at "Night in Belgium, 1914," by P. W. Adam, and at "Early
Morning near Albert," by Leonard Richmond, R.B.A., and know
that it is lucky for them, but unfortunate for the living world,
that they do not know how and with what thoughts their men
lived for some time before they escaped from a "Copse:
Evening." It was not death they dreaded. Sometimes that was
welcomed. It was the mutilation of the mind.
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SCULPTURE AND THE WAR

S

OMETHING is wrong with the epigram, "Ars celare est
artem"—or else the writer tricked the word "art" to mean
"it is the function of art to conceal artifice." Real art cannot be concealed. The artist may hide it, but not in his work.
If at any time during the war an artist began a work intended
to represent any man or event even remotely connected with
world events, he was sure to find that the war itself powerfully disturbed his ideas, disrupted his earlier conceptions and
projected something into it that he had never dreamed when
he began the opus.
Allward's two greatest works, the King Edward Memorial
for Ottawa, about completed, and Bank of Commerce War
Memorial elevation—yet to be—will show the profound influence
of war thinking. In the former, one end of the group shows a
rather idealized Edward—the man himself was not a happy subject for the sculptor—with one hand on the pedestal on which
stands a great central figure representing the heroic and thoughtful
figure of the serious Peace that ultimately dominates the world;
a figure totally devoid of flamboyancy. At the opposite end of
the elevation stand two imposing and significant figures, one
representing Truth, the truth that comes by the slow evolution
of effort in the race and the gradual conquest of Error. This figure
with the book of truth is overshadowed by a colossal figure of
Justice, which is the dominant and expresses more than all
the others the composite emotion of the artist, who, in a time
of paralysing depression over the weariness of war, almost
compelled himself to delineate Justice, the arbiter of all, as a
power tempering judgment with mercy. It was not the artist's
involuntary emotion which found expression here. The work
was sketched and modelled some time after the first exaltation
of the voluntary enlistment period and when compulsory service,
dragnetting the manhood of the nations to Moloch, would natur83
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ally cause an artist's conception of Justice to be grim with the
spirit of righteous revenge. In this conquest of the benign
element in a world chockful of malignity we may trace the art
which reveals the struggle in the mind of the sculptor. The
figure of Justice in this memorial is—to this extent subjective.
It is in sculpture what the sublime Adagio movement in Beethoven's Ninth Symphony is to the Spirit of Joy in the scherzo and
the finale.
Allward's work already sketched and partly modelled for
the new Bank of Commerce Building to be erected on King
Street, will bear the impress of the war in a still more constructive way. The intention of this is to memorialize the services
and sacrifices of bank staff members who fell in the war. The
work, profoundly architectural in character, will extend 100 feet
in length the entire width of the building and a space back
from King Street. It involves two distinct groups, on an
elevated plane, sixteen feet to the top of the figure. Each group
of figures is boldly projected upon a huge pylon six feet square
and sixty feet in height, a group at each end of the facade, and
between the groups an inset row of great pillars leading up
to the main entrance. The work is thus intimately identified
with the structure of the facade; a case where a profoundly
architectural sculptor collaborates with the architect. To the left,
up an easy slope, comes the benign but stressful figure of a woman
toiling up out of a ruck of war debris and broken cannon and
sowing as she walks the seeds of re-creation that by their growth
cover up the scars of war, suggesting in part the war services
rendered by women. The opposite section of the plane is
occupied by two figures; one of them representing a young
man, heroic but not of the Siegfried species, who embodies the
emergence of new world-ideals while he contemplatively plants
his strong foot upon the neck of a recumbent and still struggling brute beast of wilful war waged by a misguided nation.
In this dual motif the sculptor pursues a line of war-thinking
somewhat similar to that in the Edward memorial. But the
motif here is rather more imaginatively and constructively
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worked out because instead of judgment for the Will to War
it substitutes the ameliorating forces of re-creation, which by
the power of benevolent ideas in evolution will tend to make the
savagery of war impossible.
These two great works alone, born of the impact of war
and its philosophy upon the mind of the artist, will carry
Allward's consistent evolution of his own intellectual ideals
in art to a higher development than he has ever before recorded
in less imaginative and therefore more conventional efforts.

A PAINTER ON SISTER ARTS
Mr. Robert Holmes, P.O.S.A., understands the philosophy
of service without standing round and waiting. When the Secretary informed the Club that Mr. Holmes would give two
illustrated talks on the History of Architecture and of Sculpture
during the month of October the speaker had not even been
asked his consent. He made no excuses, but arrived within a
week with a fascinating lecture on the evolution of architecture
from the early Egyptian, down through the Grecian, Byzantine,
Romanesque and Gothic to that of our own day. His talk, one
week later, on the development of sculpture followed similar
lines, and was a very studious as well as spontaneous exposition
of how a modern sculptor works out his forms and his interpretations, carrying on the traditions of great masters who worked
before instinct and Homeric perception began to be cramped
by logic, crass utility and somebody's bank book. Talks like
these were the pabulum of the Club in an earlier day, and it is
a sign of the times that interest in such discussions has not
decreased but only become systematized for those who get most
benefit out of them.
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THE FACT THAT THESE BOOKS ARE
WRITTEN and ILLUSTRATED by MEMBERS
of the ARTS and LETTERS CLUB IS PROOF
CONCLUSIVE of THEIR VALUE and CHARM
WHEN CANADA WAS
NEW FRANCE

$1.25

By George H. Locke, Chief Librarian of the
Toronto Public Library.
The romantic history of Canada told in story form, of
which Mr. Locke is the first and leading exponent through
his Children's Story Hours. No one has done more to
present to the children the beauties of good books. This
is, we hope, the first of a series of equally constructive and
standard books.
Seven illustrations, sis of which have never before
appeared in book form.

LABOUR IN THE
CHANGING WORLD
By R. M. Maclver,
Toronto.

$2.00

of the University of

$2.00

By the late S. T . Wood. Colour illustrations
by Robert Holmes. Decorative headings by
students of the Ontario College of Art. A
literary and artistic gem.

THE RED COW
By Peter McArthur.
The latest book by this'' Punch" humourist.
in a very happy style by Lt. Fergus Kyle.

IN PASTURES GREEN

This is a sensible book, an intelligent book, and a courageous one. Mr. Maclver believes that it is the part of
wisdom to take cognizance of all difficulties and dangers
rather than to speak smooth and comforting generalities.
And at a time when good sense and courage are needed as
never before, in the face of the spirit of revolt among so
great a proportion of the world's peoples, this book stands
out as a piece of sane comment and constructive suggestion
which will prove valuable and stimulating alike to labourer
and employer.

THE SONS OF
CANADA

The Rambles of a
Canadian Naturalist

$1.50
Illustrated

$1.50

By Peter McArthur, author of "The Red
Cow."
A cheerful and clever book of Essays on Farm Life.
Published three years ago—still selling—a sure test of value.

SIR WILFRID
LAURIER

$1.00

By Peter McArthur.
The handiest and most intimate "Life" of Canada's
Greatest Statesman.

COMPARATIVE
EDUCATION

$2.50

Edited by Peter Sandiford.
A very comprehensive and scholarly work.

$2.00
Illustrated by F. W.

BI-LINGUAL SCHOOLS
IN CANADA
$1.35

A series of character sketches by the inimitable past
President and Secretary of the Club.

By Professor Sissons.
The title is doubtless sufficiently indicative ot the character of this book.

By Augustus Bridle.
Challener.

We also have some exceptionally exclusive books of a literary and artistic character
—by writers and artists who are not members of the Club—but who would qualify
if resident in this country. See our Selected List of 1919 Books before deciding
upon your purchases of books for any purpose. Post free to any address. Your
N a m e and Address Are ? Ibanez—Hudson—De Morgan—Yeats—Masefield—Conrad—Barbusse—William Henry Moore—Newbolt—Max Beerbohm
—Detmold—are some of the names you will be confronted with in this new list.

J. M. DENT & SONS, Ltd. imVSTS
PUBLISHERS - 25-27 Melinda Street - TORONTO

If you are interested in Canadian Literature,
you should have these books
The Heart of Cherry McBain—By Douglas Durkin
Cloth, $1.50 n e t
The Cow Puncher—By Robert J. C. Stead
Cloth, $1.50 n e t
Broad Horizons—By W. Everard Edmonds
Cloth, $1.50 n e t
The Homesteaders—By Robert J. C. Stead
Cloth,
.75c.
The Road That Led Home—By Will N. Ingersoll
Cloth, $1.50 net
The Canadian Lake Region—By Dr. Wilfred Campbell. Profusely Illustrated, Cloth, $1.50
Kitchener and Other Poems—By Robert J. C. Stead
Cloth, $1.50 n e t
Leather, boxed, $2.00
Flint and Feather—By E. Pauline Johnson
Cloth, $ 1 . 7 5
Velvet Calf, boxed, $3.50 n e t
Leaders of t h e Canadian Church—By Wm. Bertal Heeney. Illustrated. Cloth, $2.00
The Birds of Peasemarsh—By E. L. Marsh
Profusly Illustrated. Cloth, $1.50 n e t
Bob and Bill See Canada—By Alfred E. Uren
15 Illustrations. Cloth, $ 1 . 2 5
The Golden Dog (Le Chien D or)—By William Kirby, F.R.C.S., Frontispiece, Cloth, $ 1 . 5 0 n e t
Sam Slick t h e Clockmaker—By Thos. Chandler Haliburton
An important feature f\ f\ fl fl^N^-^^^fiSn ^ guarantee that each
about all the books listed IKV/II I*-J cpy C^JvS^y I IN? I book is of sufficient merit
on this page, is that | | \ / | | i i i rin»ni*M nnr.nnrrinu to manufacture a large
each one of them is a U V U All CANADIAN PRODUCTION edition i n Canada.

The Musson Book Co., Limited, Publishers, Toronto

Try Them on Your High-brow Friend
LUCAS MALETS NEWEST
H a r d ^ n u n u s u a " nove '» unusually fine, unusual in
literary finish, as the author's name is evidence,
Briefly it is the moral and emotionall history of Damaris Verity, an
unusual girl from the age of eighteen on.
Price $1.75
MRS. W. K. CLIFFORD'S
M i s s KlllSal Spirit Communication in romance form with most
2— striking character analysis and a Hawthorne-esq
atmosphere. They say it is "dignifiedly artistic."
Price $1.60
YOUR BOOKSELLER HAS THEM

THE RYERSON PRESS
PUBLISHERS

TORONTO
90

~

REAL CONVERSATIONS, I.
HE. What's that jolly looking place that I see you coming out of so often ?
SHE. Why? Don't you know ? That's TYRRELL'S!
HE. And what's the attraction of TYRRELL'S ?
SHE. It's simply full of charm! It's my ideal store. A pleasant spacious place
where you can look comfortably at all the latest books without getting a
crick in your neck. No dragons to watch you and worry you, and all the
people in the store are as nice and as helpful as can be. Why I've got all
the jolly things in my own den from there. You know that delightful
color print of the Hobbema that you like so much, in the dull gold frame,
I got that, and heaps of other treasures at TYRRELL'S.
HE. By Jove! Take me there right now!

WM. TYRRELL & CO., LTD.

780 YONGE ST.

TRUE BOOKLOVERS will appreciate
These Works of Unquestioned Literary Merit.
"LINDA CONDON" is the story of a lovely and appealing child who became a woman
devoted only to beauty. This was her religion, while beauty was the profession of Dodge
Pleydon.
a sculptor, How their deepest emotions were turned into bronze, how love was
By
made deathless, is told in a novel of modern times that holds the spirit of a longing for
JOS. HERGESHEIMER human perfection.
Author
'THE THREE BLACK PENNYS." This superb story of the three dark men of the
THREE BLACK PENNY'S Penny family and of the women they loved is the literary sensation of the season in London.
John Galsworthy. Edmund Goose, Clement Shorter, The Times, New Statesman
JAVA HEAD, ETC., ETC. and almost
every critical journal of note write in enthusiastic praise of a really great
Price $1.75 net
novel. F i f t h E d i t i o n . $1.50 n e t .

LINDA CONDON

SISTERS
By

KATHLEEN NORRIS
Illustrated

Price $1.60 net
THE

CALL
OF THE
SOIL
v
****-• k-»v*j-i
By A D R I E N B E R T R A N D
_ . .t , -

Price $1.60 net

A big book by one of the biggest selling authors in America. Kathleen Norris on a
book means a real story—and readers know it.
Of vital interest to all readers is the theme of the story—two sisters who love each other,
.o ve the same man—and by the turn of fate, he is married to the sister whom he does
not love. Which shall make the sacrifice ?
A resourceful handling of a unique situation, which faces the most powerfully and
sympathetically drawn set of characters Mrs. Norris has ever done.
"THE CALL OF THE SOIL" by the late Lieut. Adrien Bertrand of the Chasseurs
lPme»« This novel was awarded the prix Goucourt for 1916, and ranks with the best
product of French intellectuality since August 1 91 4, and is a masterpiece for all time.
« is an illuminating and immortal record of the divine and unseverable link that binds
the soul of the French peasant to the soil of France.
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GIFTS THAT LIVE—By Canadian Authors
LIVES AY
DAFOE

.

"Canada's Hundred Days" by J. Fred Livesay, Canada's
noted war correspondent, the story of the last great push...$5(00

.

. "Over Canadian Battlefields" by J. W. Dafoe, a series of first ^
hand impressions by the brilliant editor of the Winnipeg Free
Press
$1.00

RAWLINSON

"Through St. Dunstan's to Light" by Pte. Jas. H. Rawlinson,
the experiences of a Canadian soldier blinded in the Great
War
$1.00

GRENFELL
KING

.

. "A Labrador Doctor" by Dr. W. T. Grenfell, charming
autobiographic material from the pen of a master
$4.00
.

NASMITH
KNIBBS

"Industry and Humanity" by Hon. W. L. Mackenzie King,
a sociological work of great worth and timeliness
$2.50
. "Canada's Sons and Great Britain in the World War" by
Col. Geo. G. Nasmith, C.M.G., an outstanding work
$3.50

.

"The Ridin' Kid from Powder River" by H. H. Knibbs,
a verile cowboy yarn by a promising Canadian novelist...$1.75

THOMAS ALLEN, Publisher, 215 Victoria St., TORONTO
THE BIG WESTERN STORY

BULLDOG CARNEY
By W. A-FRASER

Author "Thoroughbreds," Etc.

"BULLDOG CARNEY" is the superman of the foothills.
A wonderful story of romance and adventure in the great Canadian West.
A man's book—a woman's book. BULLDOG CARNEY will live as one of the finest
pieces of character drawing that has been done in Canada or any other country.
With the genius of a master Fraser has given us some marvellous convincing realism. You
shiver when you read of the blizzard; mentally you pay tribute to God when you get Fraser's
splashes of mountain gorgeousness; you fall in love with BULLDOG CARNEY, desperado,
when you discover in him the keen sense of honor that causes him to stake his life for the
good name of a woman. The book is not melodrama;, the story is NOT made up of gun
play and murder and foul language; it is action, action, action all the time, and a cool, brave
man the centre. There is no smallness in Carney ; he is not a thief; he is a Robin Hood.
And the women in the story are human in their weaknesses and in their strength.
Get a copy to-day at your booksellers and slip away for a while into a
land of daring and romance with BULLDOG CARNEY.
- CLOTH $1.75

McCLELLAN D & S T E W A R T ,
PUBLISHERS

LIMITED
TORONTO
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