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ED ITO RIAL
The major play with the preparation, contemplation
and retrospection that went with it . . . Rev. Lett’s visit
to the college . . . the various sittings for the multitu
dinous pictures . . . the biological situation . . . the Ac
tivities Dinner . . . Dr. Nicholson’s visit to the college
and his lecture on English Church music . . . the Mitre
banquet . . . the childlike cries emanating from the Shed
. . . mix all these and more together with a few games of
golf and tennis or perhaps an odd swim—season the mix
ture with examinations and you have the hash that com
prised this last term at Bishop’s.
But now that the examinations are finished (and have
had their finishing effects in some cases), the graduates are
seen to be walking around the college campus breathing
that aroma of lilacs which is so prevalent at Bishop’s, and
making such heartbreaking assertions as, "My the last three
years have gone so quickly!” "I wish I were only begin
ning my course!” (But only a few weeks ago these same
people were wishing exactly the opposite things.) Convo
cation day will arrive with all its pomp and circumstance
and will be for most people a very joyous occasion; for
others—a sup. in September. But let us wish to all good
luck—and to those who are graduating, a most successful
future.
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A

As far as the Mitre is concerned, we all feel that the
year has been most satisfactory, and arc pleased that the
students as a whole have given us such firm support. It
might be well to mention the changes which will be in ef
fect next Fall. The editorship will be in the capable hands
of L. S. Magor; W. J. Robinson will be president, J. K.
Starnes assistant editor, F. M. Bunbury secretary-treasurer,
P. Rabatich advertising manager, P. Greenwood circulation
manager, G. H. Temple editor of Exchanges, G. S. Murray
editor of Sport from the Sidelines, S. S. Worthcn editor of
Graduates, D. F. McOuat editor of Notes and Comments,
W. I. Neilson will be the Art editor; other appointments
will be made in September. We are losing many good mem
bers and particularly is this true of our departments’ edi
tors, the art editor, Miss Brilhart, whose sketches have
brightened our pages, and P. G. Edgell who is retiring
(regretfully) to pledge his trough to dramatics. After

four years successful work S. J. Davies leaves the chair.
Mr. Davies was the first editor of the column Notes and
Comments.
As the letter at the end of this editorial points out, ef
forts have been made to continue the Alumni Association
of this college. This is a point which we feel all graduating
students should bear in mind. We would appreciate it very
much if many would continue their subscriptions to the
Mitre—it will keep them in touch with college activities
and revive college memories.
As for the students who are returning in September—
may you have a swell holiday!
*
*
*
The Editor, "The Mitre”,
Bishop’s University, Lennoxville, Que.
Dear Sir:
As you probably know an organization meeting and
dinner of the Alumni Association was held at the Windsor
Hotel last Saturday, May 7.
The meeting decided to continue the old Alumni Asso
ciation. A constitution was adopted and a Board of Nine
Directors was elected. The Directors will, at a later date,
elect the President, two Vice-Presidents and SecretaryTreasurer from among their own number. A nominating
committee was also chosen.
The Directors arc as follows: W. B. Scott, K.C., Rev.
S. W. Williams, C. Marshall, T. V. Henry, William Mit
chell, D. C. Abbott, Cecil Teakle, Lionel Tompkins, E. E.
Denison.
The nominating committee is composed of the follow
ing: H. E. O’Donnell, A. Rosenstein, David K. Buik, An
drew Dawes, A. R. Almond, G. F. Savage.
The meeting and dinner were both successful. Fiftytwo were present at the meeting and fifty at the dinner.
One hundred and seventy-five others returned cards endors
ing the movement so that there is a nucleus of over two
hundred and twenty-five alumni out of about eight hun
dred from whom we have heard.
Yours faithfully,
George W. Hall.
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Liberal Education
In The M o d e rn State

A few generations ago acquiring a liberal education
meant toiling patiently and persistently along a few wellmarked and well-trodden roads to knowledge. The roads
were not overcrowded, for only a small proportion of the
community travelled thereon, and a libera! education was
usually confined to the comparative few who had the leis
ure to do the thinking of the world. In many of those who
"followed the gleam”, however, the fruits of their search
were revealed in a fine tradition of scholarship, enriched
personalities, and stores of wisdom. Or, to use another pic
ture, the stream of intellectual energy flowed along between
well-worn banks in a fairly narrow channel but it was often
found to be quite deep.
A liberal education in the modern state is an altogether
different thing. Our educational horizon has expanded so
constantly and rapidly in the last half century that it is
doubtful if we realize what a tremendous range of mental
activity the term "a liberal education” now includes within
its circumference. Instead of spreading our intellectual
treasures along a narrow pathway, well protected by for
midable fences from the incursions of the common people,
we have spread them out over the whole land for all to see.
In the modern state it has become an axiom that a liberal
education should be brought within the reach of all who
are competent to profit by it, whatever their station in life.
There is something profoundly inspiring in this rapid
and constant enlargement of the educational horizon. It
means that mentally we are living in a new world. The
rapid process of discovery in science and its corresponding
quickening of thought, forced by the necessity of adapting
our minds to new positions, has simply revolutionized the
mental background of life. Modern education is in a sense
iconoclastic and revolutionary as well as creative. It re
quires great mental alertness to keep up with its rapid stride.
Not only docs modem education demand facilities for pro
viding youth with a varied intellectual equipment but it is
rapidly increasing its demands for facilities providing voca
tional guidance and training. When any new subject of
interest is discovered among the manifold activities of mod
ern life, sooner or later there is the demand that it be added
as a subject of study to the curt Lula of school and college.
It is evident that the modem state nas advanced tar beyond
the teaching of Plato "that the labouring classes must be
kept in ignorance, for knowledge is unnecessary for them
for the work they have to do.” The modern state regards
education as one of the great instruments of social and
economic betterment and the conviction that educational
facilities must be opened to all has become a passion. In

no age has knowledge been put to such extensive use in
securing the mastery of man over nature and developing
the great industrial work of the world. This application of
knowledge to physical phenomena and to industrial devel
opment has added so many technical courses of study to the
curricula of secondary schools and universities that they
often seem like vocational training schools rather than cen
tres of culture in the older sense of the word.
The enlargement of the educational sphere is still fur
ther represented by a variety of institutions which have
sprung up outside the schools and colleges, such as libraries,
museums, art galleries, vocational institutes and service
clubs, all claiming education as their primary purpose.
One of the problems of present-day education is to
harmonize its "useful” and "cultural” elements by discov
ering that there is "use” in the cultural elements, and by
fostering imagination, refinement of taste and deepening
of intellectual insight in the useful elements.
In many quarters education is regarded as the prime
agency in providing a new orientation of mind to the ever
increasing problems of citizenship, politics and interna
tional relationships.
It is evident, therefore, that when one asks the ques
tion, "What does the term a liberal education involve
according to modern standards” it is a fairly comprehen
sive question. A famous educationalist recently expressed
his idea of it in the following confession of belief, "I believe
that a liberal education should be given under conditions
favourable to health and that includes not only the school
but the home; that the body should be trained by vigourous and systematic exercise, attention being paid to health
and food; that the eye should be trained to sec and the ear
to hear with quick and sure discrimination: that the senses
of the body should be awakened, and that the pupils should
be taught not only to appreciate beauty, but to express it
by music and movement, through line and colour, and
through beautiful modulation of the voice; that their hands
should be trained to skilful use in handicraft, that their
will should be kindled by the ideal and be hardened by dis
cipline which enjoins self-control. They should learn to
express themselves accurately and simply in their mother
tongue. Wherever possible another language besides their
mother tongue should be learned, to enable the student to
see things in a new intellectual and moral perspective, apart
altogether from the immense wealth to which it gives the
key in another literature.
"Through history and literature they should learn some
thing of the past, but not so taught as to make them
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blindly conservative. They should learn what the human
race, and not least of all, what their fellow-countrymen
have achieved, and how the great poets and sages have
interpreted the experiences of life. Some study of nature
should set them in the way of realizing both the amount
and the quality of evidence which a valid induction requires.
This liberal education should open the windows of the mind
so that the student may see a wide perspective of history
and of human thought. A liberal education should also, by
the enforcement of accuracy and steady hard work, teach
that by toil and patience students have to make their way
along the road to truth, and that this has to be done again
and again with each new generation. Above all, education
ought to give students a sure hold upon the principles of
right and wrong and teach them to apply those principles
in their conduct and through the activities of corporate life.”
This is a fairly extensive programme and if the impli
cation of all its prosecution involves in the various stages
of elementary, secondary and higher education is carefully
worked out the result will be rather staggering. It will be
seen that it entails tremendous equipment in instructors
and buildings; with a need for constant expansion and
enlargement, and the provision of huge sums of money for
its maintenance.
As one looks over the educational field today one feels
that we have been so fascinated by this tremendous enlarge
ment of our mental horizon, and by the intellectual wealth
uncovered to our startled gaze, that we have not as yet
really faced the problems involved in it.
Problems there are in abundance. Problems, for instance,
of the unification and systemization of these new treasures
of knowledge, of their assimilation by the mind, of their
ultimate values in terms of moral and spiritual develop
ment, and problems of the great cost involved in all this
mental labour.
In democratic states the latter problem of the cost of
education is emerging as a very real problem for statesmen.
It is sharply visualized in the question, "Who in the world
is going to pay for all this?” It is generally admitted that
the success of democratic forms of government is intimately
bound up with the possibility of educating the citizens of
the democratic state. This general feeling was expressed by
a statesman who played an influential part in giving the
franchise to a largely-extended electorate when he said,
"The problem now is to educate our masters”. Some thought
ful minds are already saying, "If you can educate your de
mocracy, all right; but the education of the democracy will
cost so much that the resources of the world, in addition
to other needs, will not meet the cost.”
Signs that the urgency of the problem is appreciated
are found in the work of important commissions both in
England and the United States. These commissions had
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started the "costing” of education in an attempt to find
out what the provision of a liberal education in annual
maintenance and capital outlay upon primary and second
ary schools and universities really means, and whether the
most is being got out of the equipment. In England the
Geddes committee was responsible for this work and in the
United States Dr. Pritchett of the Carnegie Foundation
issued an important report of their work upon the subject.
Dr. Pritchett indicates the immensity of the problem when
he says that the expenditure for public, elementary, and sec
ondary schools has risen from 140 millions in 1890 to 1,000
millions in recent years, and that there has been a more
heavy increase in the universities than in the primary and
secondary schools. In Canada we do not as yet seem to
have "taken stock” in the same sense. It is very evident,
however, from the constant demands made upon the public
purse in the provinces and in the municipalities that the
same problem is with us.
This short article is not intended to set forth any solu
tion to any of the problems mentioned generally, or to the
one particularly enlarged upon. It is only intended to stim
ulate thought upon the subject. It may be, as a well-known
professor recently remarked in another connection, "the
solution may be in seeing why there can be no solution.”
The problem, however, is of interest to us at Bishop’s
University just now because it is clearly visualized in the
expansion and needs of the university. At a recent meeting
of university administration it was stated that in many
colleges the fees of students provided less than 40 per cent
of the annual cost of college and university work, and the
need of increased endowment to cover the difference bet
ween student income and cost of maintenance was strongly
emphasized. This cost of maintenance is of course alto
gether apart from the initial capital outlay involved in
buildings and equipment.
This statement gives some indication of the debt the
student who has passed through the educational institutions
of this country owes at the end of his university career. It
is a debt which, perhaps owing to thoughtlessness and lack
of knowledge of the cost of education, is not always recog
nized. In whatever way the problem of educational costs
may be solved it would seem that one important method of
help lies in the closer co-operation of graduates with the
governing bodies of our educational institutions in their
financial problems. Those who have themselves received the
advantages of a liberal education in school and university
should be seriously concerned in assuring those advantages
to others. We do not yet seem to have developed amongst
university graduates in this country the consciousness of
obligation to their alma mater which is so evident in the
universities of the United States by the munificent gifts
for the endowment of educational work. We have not, it is
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true, the same wealth but there is great strength in small
amounts if the number of givers is large, and any alumnus,
whether rich or poor, should have a deep interest in a
problem which, it is evident, is of great importance to the
well being and progress of all our educational institutions,
whether under the control of the state or of separate cor-
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porations. Since we have all been beneficiaries we ought to
make it our concern that according to our ability we be
come in turn benefactors, and assume our proper share in
assuring to our successors in school and college an educa
tional training in all that is proper to our common humanity.

strip of No Man s Land and the men of his company, in
spired by his example, followed him straight to the German
wire. Even though they found the wire uncut, no thought
ol abandoning the attack was entertained. Instead, the men
strove desperately to force a way through; but no way
through was found, and the Germans, with machine guns
and rifles shot them steadily down. A few wounded, dragged
themselves back to the Battalion lines; the majority, in
cluding the officer who led the attack so gallantly, died in
the positions where they fell.”

The R o s s -M c M u rtry Cup
The Ross-McMurtry Cup was presented to Bishop’s
University by Mr. F. N. Southam of Montreal, and the
inscriptions on it read:
"This Cup f o r Inter-Platoon C om petition in the
Bishop’s C ollege C on tin gen t o f th e C.O.T.C.
is g iv e n in a ffectio n a te rem em brance o f t w o
y o u n g soldiers, b o y h o o d friends and com panions-in-arms during the Great War
M A JO R JO H N ALEXANDER ROSS

of Lethbridge, Alta,
killed at the Somme in 1916
aged 24 years
M AJO R ERIC OGILVIE MCMURTRY

of Montreal, Quebec
killed at Vimy Ridge in 1916
aged 23 years ”
"Olie” Ross was born in Kenora, Ontario, on the 20th
of October, 1893, the son of Mr. and Mrs. Walter Ross.
Later the family moved to the vicinity of Lethbridge, Al
berta. Educated at Trinity College School, Port Hope, and
R. M. C., he was in the same class at R. M. C. as Eric McMurtry but had to leave in December 1913 owing to his
father’s illness.
"Olie” was quiet, well-built, with a strong face and an
attractive smile. He was a very good horseman—and indeed
the sort of man one instinctively felt would be worth hav
ing as a companion in a tight corner.
Eric McMurtry was born in Montreal on the 28th of
June, 1894, the son of Mr. and Mrs. S. A. McMurtry, being
educated privately, at the Montreal High School, and at
R. M. C., graduating from the latter in 1914.
Both were handsome, athletic and full of the "joie de
vivre”, great friends and very lovable personalities; when
the War broke out in 1914, they were among the first to
offer their services. Receiving commissions in the 24th Bat
talion, Victoria Rifles of Canada, their ability and leader
ship were quickly realized and they were given command
of companies and promoted Majors—McMurtry of C Com
pany and Ross of D. The battalion occupied, as barracks,

the old Montreal High School on Peel Street where the
Mount Royal Hotel now stands.
Intensive training was carried out all through the win
ter of 1914-15. The example and keenness of these two
young officers played a large part in the resultant efficiency
of the battalion and in the high standard of conduct of
those composing it.
On 11th May, 1915, the battalion sailed for England
on the Cameronia and finally landed in France, on 15 th
September, as part of the 5th Infantry Brigade of the 2nd
Canadian Division.
On the 14th April, 1916, the battalion took over the
area of the St. Eloi craters. It consisted of a small salient
north of Yypres which had been the scene of a series of
attacks and counter-attacks with the result that the ground
was in an appalling state and the enemy’s position very
uncertain.
Storms and fog prevented aerial observation and so,
during the night of 15th April, Major Ross crawled out
and made a reconnaissance of the craters held by the enemy.
Flis report was most valuable and was corroborated by
aerial reconnaissance the next day. He was mentioned in
despatches and awarded the Distinguished Service Order,
(in the words of the London Gazette) "For conspicuous
gallantry. He volunteered for and carried out, with an
other officer, a very dangerous reconnaissance in face of
heavy fire and secured information of the utmost value
regarding the enemy.’’
On the 26th April, 1916, the battalion was in Brigade
Reserve and occupying shelters in Scottish Wood behind St.
Eloi. During the morning a shell struck one of the shelters,
killing one officer, Lieut. Ian McNaughton, and wounding
Major McMurtry. He was in due course evacuated to
England.
In September, 1916, Eric McMurtry married the daugh
ter of Mr. and Mrs. F. N. Southam of Montreal. While on
leave in England early in 1917, I lunched with him in Lon
don when he told me of his keenness to transfer to the Royal
Flying Corps (as the R. A. F. was then called), hoped that

Major Eric O gilvie M cMurtry
we in his old battalion would not mind and said he would
come to see the battalion as soon as he got back to France.
He was appointed a Flying officer in the R. F. C. on the 7th
April, 1917, and on the 18th April went to France.
On 28th April, we saw a British aeroplane, on patrol
duty above Vimy Ridge, suddenly crash just behind the
24th Battalion front line. On investigation we found the
pilot and observer had been killed. The observer was Lieu
tenant Mason and the pilot was Eric McMurtry. He had
returned to his old battalion almost exactly a year after he
had left it, wounded.
His Commanding Officer in the Royal Flying Corps
wrote of him: Although he had been with us such a short
while, he had already proved his value, and I was hoping
great things of him. Flis ability and personality at once
endeared him to us all and gave him a very high place
among us.”
A very gallant soldier and gentleman lies buried in
Bruay Cemetery.
On the 15th September, 1916, the Canadian attack on
Courcelette took place. At 5.00 p.m. on 17th September,
the 24th Battalion attacked the maze of enemy trenches
east of Courcelette. To quote the History of the 24th Bat
talion by R. C. Fethcrstonhaugh: "Ignoring the enemy fire,
though reminded at once of its danger by a bullet which
tore his throat, Major J. A. Ross, D.S.O., led D Company
against the enemy position on the right. With courage that
no odds could daunt, he fought his way across the narrow

His body was never found. One of his men, when a
prisoner in Germany, wrote to ask for news of Major Ross
and stated that before he, the former, was taken prisoner
he was wounded at the edge of the German trench and at
that time his Major was still going.
He was mentioned in Sir Douglas Haig’s Despatches
dated 13th November 1916 for gallant and distinguished
services in the field.”
With those of us who served with them and lived with
them are many memories—their being caked in mud and
smiling, steadfast and dependable in times of stress, lying
on the grass outside the huts at Reninghelst listening to a
gramophone, riding together over the fields in the "back
areas”, Olie on a grey and Eric on a bay, their example
when faced with life’s temptations, and always radiating
infectious cheerfulness and optimism.
We who were their friends are the richer for all they
gave us.

Major Joh n Alexander Ross
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Leaving his half-filled sack on the ground Steve Brodie
climbed slowly up the great heap of coal, which lay in the
railway dump. The rattle of the sliding coal did not deter
him in the least, and he soon crawled over the railway tracks
that ran along the top of the mound. Wishing to gain a
better view he swung himself up on an empty coal car
parked on the tracks. He perched on the wheel of the hand
brake, and from that position took stock of his surround
ings. It was already dark, but a full moon and the glare of
the city lights enabled him to get a shadowy view which
could be clarified by his memory. Over to the right was
the blackness of the river with the countless lights twin
kling along the harbour. That black mass was the derricks,
which unloaded the coal boats. On the extreme left he
could see the red glow from the fires made by the unem
ployed, who lived in tin shanties on the garbage dump. The
numerous smoke-stacks silhouetted in the background
showed him the situation of the railway shops, the stockyards, and the dirty factories which lined Mill Street. The
mountain loomed behind the high buildings of the city, and
the whole scene was crowned by the lighted cross in the
cemetery at its summit. The lights of the high office build
ings, and the dull roar of the traffic uptown were to Steve
the symbols of another life, of which he knew nothing. For
his life was lashed to that area of small, flat-roofed houses,
which lay in the foreground—a few blocks of cheap houses,
which were surrounded by factories, dumps, railway tracks,
and dirty harbour water. This isolated section of the large
city was known to the world as Griffintown, a name which
implied filth, squalor, and endless poverty.
Steve shuddered at the thought of Griffintown, its dirty
streets lined with stuffy fire-traps, which were the dwelling
places of several thousand drab people, who led a useless
existence. These pathetic creatures breathed an atmosphere
fouled by the black smoke from the iron mills, and by the
sickening odours from the garbage dump and the stockyards. Every bit of food that they ate — and often they
didn’t eat much—tasted of sulphur from soft coal, or burn
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ing hides, or decaying rubbish. Little wonder that disease
swept through these filthy tenements, killing the under
nourished beings like flies. In the summer they died of
typhoid from drinking contaminated water; in the winter
they were stricken with pneumonia and influenza, because
the soft coal, which they stole from the railway dump was
inadequate to provide heat for the draughty, damp houses.
These people never saw leafy trees, nor green grass. Behind
the rusty tin sheds, which stood in the backyards there was
nothing but muddy lanes, or sand lots, cluttered up with
garbage tins and newspapers. The only view ever seen from
the greasy windows was that of dirty, grey laundry flapping
in the next yard.
Steve Brodie had been brought up under these condi
tions. As a child he had run half-naked in the dirty streets;
he had breathed the nauseating sewer gas; he had eaten the
tainted food, and had drunk the chlorinated water. As a
boy he had gone to the shabby little school, where a dis
tracted, underpaid woman had tried to enlighten a class of
ill-fed, poorly clothed street-urchins, who would rather
throw horseshoes in the alley, or swipe apples from the fruit
man, than learn to read and write. The parents had neither
the means nor the energy to encourage these bedraggled
children to apply themselves. Consequently the conditions
among such families were never improved because the peo
ple never learned any better. As a youth Steve had deliv
ered groceries from the Greek’s corner-store, for which he
had received the weekly wage of five dollars, which was
absorbed in the family treasury. In his spare time Steve
played baseball with his pals in the sandlot, or helped his
old man carry coal from the dump at night. Often he had
warned his father of the approach of the railway dick.
Now he was filling a sack for his own family needs. He
had obtained a job in the rolling mills, and eventually he
had married one of the plain, but more dependable girls in
the neighbourhood. There had been no romance or glamour
in his marriage. He had done it simply because he believed
that raising children was his purpose for living. He had
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never loved any woman very much, although he had satis
fied his desires with the shameless sluts that infested the
place. He also had no scruples about getting good and
drunk, when he felt like it, and he had been carried home
from many a tavern brawl. Once or twice he had narrowly
escaped being pinched in raids on the various joints, but
the Griffintown boys were too well organized to be caught
by any dumb cops from the police station on the other side
of the canal. The police didn’t dare patrol the area. Once
they had tried, but the constable was found floating in the
canal with broken glass from a beer bottle imbedded in
his head.
Tonight Steve had come home from the mill, worn out
as usual. He was greeted at the door of his flat by the
squawking of his three younger kids—why did that wife of
his have so damn’d many anyway? The wife had com
plained irritably that there was no coal for the fire—they
burned coal all the year round because of the accessibility
of the dump.
"Well, why the hell don’t you go and get some?” he
snapped back brusquely. He was tired and sweaty, and
didn’t feel like arguing.
"I can’t,” replied the woman, "because I have to make
your supper. You’d bawl me out if I didn’t.”
"Well send Sammy,” Steve exclaimed referring to his
eldest son, "he’s got nothing else to do.”
"He hasn’t been here since lunch time,” explained Mrs.
Brodie. "The little buggar is never around when he’s needed.”
"I’m gonna teach him a lesson one of these fine days,”
threatened Steve, banging his fist on the table.
"Yeah? Well, what about getting some coal, before
the fire goes out,” said his wife sarcastically. "All you ever
do is threaten—I can see where Sammy gets his laziness
from.”
"Me, lazy!” rasped Steve, "I slave all day in that bloody
hot mill, and when I come home, my supper isn’t even
ready. Why? Because there isn’t any coal.”
"No, and there still isn’t,” stormed Mrs. Brodie, "so
get a move on.”
Muttering furiously to himself Steve went out to the
shed to get a sack. Climbing over the back fence, he made
his way across the vacant lot to the railway tracks, cursing
all the way—"that damn’d woman always make me sore—
where the hell is that lazy kid? I’ll sure beat his backside
tonight for making me lug a sack of coal home before
supper.”
In a few minutes he had crossed the railway tracks, and
had begun to fill his sack with his bare hands. It was slow
work, and he had time to cool off after his fit of temper.
When the sack was half-full, he decided to go up on the
coal heap to take a look around.
There he was, sitting on the coal car regarding with
distaste the huddled group of houses, which he somehow
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felt was the cause of all his misery. For the time being he
had forgotten his supper, his nagging wife, his delinquent
son—he was absorbed in a crude process of thought, trying
to figure out why he was in such a wretched position, why
he was spending his life in such a dreary manner.
"Hey, cowboy! Come down off there,” snapped a man’s
voice from below him.
His peaceful reflections shattered, Steve stared down,
and was astonished to see a railway cop, who was pointing
a black revolver at him. Terror gripped his heart; he was
on the spot; he had always been afraid of the can; now he
was caught red-handed. So terrified was he, that for a few
moments he was unable to move.
"Come on, come on,” snarled the railway official,
"you’re one coal-snitcher that’s not going to get away.”
Still Steve continued to stare down with his mouth wide
open. Suddenly a chunk of coal came flying through the
blackness, and cracked the cop on the wrist.
"What the — ?” cried he, dropping his gun.
Steve didn’t hesitate a moment longer. He leaped down
on top of the officer, and sent him sprawling.
"Yon son of a —,” the cop’s voice was stifled as he
rolled in the coal.
Steve jumped to his feet, slid down the side of the coal
heap, and galloped over the tracks, expecting to be shot in
the back by the detective, who was groping around for his
fallen gun.
"This way, Pop!” cried a sharp voice from the sand-lot,
and Steve realized that Sammy had been responsible for his
rescue.
"Just a chip off the old block,” thought Steve as he
stumbled across the field after the small boy, who was stag
gering under the weight of the sack of coal.
"Maw sent me to help you,” explained Sammy as the
two climbed over the backyard fence.
"It’s a good thing you came along when you did,”
grunted Steve, in relief. "But you’d better not tell your
mother what happened, because she’ll blame me.”
And so, as though nothing had happened, father and
son entered the dingy kitchen and poured the contents of
the sack into the coal scuttle. The only evidence of the
adventure was the colour of Steve’s face, which was some
what paler than usual. The wife didn’t notice or care about
her husband’s appearance, so no questions were asked. Steve
sat down to a poorly cooked meal with mingled feelings of
relief for his escape, and of fear of future consequences of
his mishap. Thus it had been all his life. In repeated suc
cession he had experienced fear, relief, despair, rage and dis
content. Anxiety, insecurity, and suffering were the chief
characteristics of his existence. It had always been the same
—although he did not realize it—and it would continue to
be so. Such was the life of any inhabitant of Griffintown.
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W e stw a rd H o !

A Short Short Story
The little girl watched the front bedroom window of
her neighbour’s house, hoping to catch a glimpse of Miss
Libby.
"Oh please, God, let her just come to the window,” she
prayed, "and I’ll change my dress the minute I get home.”
It was useless; Miss Libby always slept Sunday morn
ings, and the little girl could not linger, for now her moth
er demanded:
"Are you or are you not going to Sunday School this
morning?” and coming out on the veranda, added, "What
on earth are you hanging around here yet for? Now then,
Clara, run along.”
Clara ran along, but she felt that after all life’s sorrows
are more than its joys, and she hated Sunday even if it was
the Sabbath day to keep it holy, because this thing hap
pened not once, or twice, but every Sunday. On week days
Miss Libby leaned out of the window every morning at
eight o’clock to see what sort of day it was; Clara said her
prayers and saw Miss Libby every morning, and noth
ing could go very far wrong on a day which began so
auspiciously.
She loved Miss Libby passionately, had loved her for
weeks, would love her forever. The goddess was ignorant
of the devotion she inspired; she would remain so until
Clara did something so noble that all the world would ad
mire her and bless her with tears running down their cheeks,
and she would say simply, "Do not thank me, good people.
It is all due to Miss Libby.” Or perhaps Miss Libby would
not know until Clara lay dying, and summoned her to the
bedside, and told her of the great love which had lighted
her life; Miss Libby would implore her to live, but she
would smile sadly, and then her head would fall back, and
Miss Libby would go forth ennobled.
This train of thought filled her with such delicious
melancholy that she quite forgot her disappointment. But
her woes had only begun; when her turn came to say a
text, she declaimed with gloomy emphasis that "the lips of
a strange woman drop as an honeycomb, and her mouth is
smoother than oil: but her end is bitter as wormwood, sharp
as a two-edged sword. Her feet go down to death; her
steps take hold on hell,” only to be sharply rebuked.
"That’s very poetic,” Clara said rebelliously.
"W ell, it isn’t proper!” was the crushing reply, "and
you’ll just not get your star today. You must learn a text
with a moral you can apply to your daily life, like: "Wine
is a mocker, strong drink is raging, and whosoever is de
ceived thereby is not wise.”
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"We only have wine at Christmas,” Clara said, and then
judged it wise to subside. But she nursed her grievance.
Nor was that all. When she returned home she had to
change her new organdy frock to the despised, limp secondbest. She felt she was hardly used; God had taken no heed
of her generous offer, he had not vouchsafed her the tiniest
glimpse of Miss Libby. But Clara’s mother had said, con
scious of humour in the adult’s silly way, "Never mind
about God, just do as I say.” There was nothing funny
about that: it was blasphemous.
And as if it were not humiliating enough to have to
go about in what was little better than an old rag, and on
Sunday even if it was afternoon, who should witness her
degradation but the goddess herself. Miss Libby was sitting
on the veranda steps; her hair was curled in innumerable
fascinating little ringlets and tied with a coquettish bit of
ribbon; she wore shiny shoes with high heels, and a pink
dress which was unquestionably new. No one would ever
tell her that she could not wear her best dress all day Sun
day. Clara passed with downcast eyes. Why, she questioned
herself frantically, w h y could not her mother at least have
starched her dress? Once past, she looked back; Miss Libby
was looking the other way, perhaps she had not noticed the
little ragamuffin in the limp green dress at all. Thankful
ness flowed into Clara’s heart, and the weight in her stom
ach lifted, so that when her smaller sister begged her to
play hide-and-go-seek with her, she consented indulgently.
When it was her turn to hide she ran behind the neigh
bour’s house and crawled under the back veranda. While
she was there Miss Libby came around the corner of the
house pursued by a youth, the bank clerk, whom Clara
knew to be a very silly young man.
Miss Libby held out some small object to him, and he
snatched at it.
"Don’t you wish you may get it?” she said teasingly.
He looked at her with feigned exasperation, and she
giggled"Now, Betty Lou, be good,” he said fatuously.
She dangled the keyring in his face and retreated pre
cipitously, watched him approach with timorous expect
ancy, and looked about for possible avenues of escape. She
was far from cornered, but appeared to have no sense of
strategy.
Clara did not watch the drama to its inevitable con
clusion, but crawled out at the other end of the veranda
and sauntered home.
"Miss Libby indeed!” she said scornfully.

The importunity of an editor and a rash promise of sev
eral months’ standing are responsible for this belated account
of an extended motor tour last summer, covering 10.45 5
miles, passing through 21 of the United States of America
and 4 Provinces of Canada, and including some of the most
magnificent scenery of the Western world.
After two intermediate halts for the night at Gananoque and Niagara Falls—themselves a sufficiently promis
ing beginning of any exploration of the earth's wonders—
we found ourselves on the evening of
the third day in Delaware, Ohio; and
then, on the fourth day, we really bent
to our task with a run of 436 miles
from Ohio, through Indiana and Illinois,
to the State of Missouri at St. Louis,,
across the Mississippi. The Father of
Waters, slow and turbid here, would no
doubt be unattractive enough by day,
but in the dusk, as we crossed the bridge
from East St. Louis, with the scores of
lights from either bank playing on its
surface, it formed a sight to arrest the
eye, and fitted to justify the associations
which even the bare names of certain
rivers and mountains call up in the mind.
It was in St. Louis that I properly
realised for the first time the magnitude
of the journey we had set ourselves.
Maps are deceptive; and it was not till
I read the direction-board outside the
tourist camp (already 1311 miles from
home) that I began to appreciate the
true scale by which they should be in
terpreted. The Grand Canyon 1629
miles on, San Francisco 2361, Los An
geles 23 84, and even Denver 92 5, distinctly impressed
those who seemed already to have been following the white
ribbon of roads for weeks, at a speed often of well over
sixty miles an hour, and who the previous day had accom
plished (not altogether without pride, or weariness) the
greatest single effort of their motoring careers. But later
we were to encounter bigness in other and more important
matters than mere distance.
The road from St. Louis to Denver led up the Missouri
Valley, across the great plain of the Middle West, and
through the Kansas oil towns, whose drabness was mitigated
by the cheapness of their products. In time, I worked out
the rough generalisation that the finer the scenery the
higher the price of gas. (One cannot have everything in an

unsatisfactory world, and in the Lake Louise district of the
Canadian Rockies, to which we later came, the parallelism
between cost and country, between peaks and prices, was
maintained with altogether too scrupulous an accuracy.)
From a mere tourist’s point of view, the Middle West,
if prosperous, is unexciting—endless acres endlessly repeated,
innumerable towns, blazing heat. Out of a haze recollec
tion of shimmering distances, where the skyline advanced
as rapidly as we, there only distinctly emerges the charming
little town of Topeka, some 70 miles
west of Kansas City, where we spent the
night on a pleasant balcony in compara
tive coolness; that, and a roadside stub
ble field on fire whose flames came much
too close for comfort or safety, and we
had to dash blindly through clouds of
smoke, and a man dragged out groaning
from under a car which had knocked
him down — fortuitous incidents which
have nothing to do with the interest of
the country as such. For the most part,
the main concern was the accumulation
of miles on the speedometer, and the
nightly computation of averages to which
it led. We began to long for our first
view of the rampart of the hills. At
Goodland we changed at last to Moun
tain Time, and a little farther or. passed
over from Kansas State to Colorado, and
acquired the first of that collection of
"stickers” which in its later stages be
came a travelling picture gallery of
western fauna. From a blur on the dis
tant horizon the mountain bastion de
fined itself and rose ever higher, and at
noon on Sunday, the seventh day out, we entered Denver,
the Gate of the Colorado Rockies. We felt it fitting., on
the completion of our preliminary journey of some 2,300
miles, to signalise our arrival at the mountains by lunching
on mountain trout in the engagingly named "Charcoal
Brazier” in Broadway. (And that, with the sheer swindle
of a so-called "porterhouse steak” in, unfortunately, Wind
sor, Ontario, weeks later, is all I remember about food on
this journey.)
Then we began to climb, and before nightfall negoti
ated four passes — Look Out Mountain Pass (7,450 f t.),
Berthoud Pass (11,306 ft.), Muddy Pass (8,772 f t.), and
Rabbit Ear Pass (9,595 f t.)—a slow business, because we
had to stop at so many points to try to take in the gorgeous
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views, and because, too, the road became progressively worse
the further we penetrated into the mountains. Moreover,
the rain came down in sheets, and towards evening swirling
mists rose from the valleys and reduced visibility at times
to only a few yards. The country was grand, but desolate
in the extreme; the ascents and descents often awesome;
and the lights of the little town of Steamboat Springs, when
we came to it shortly after nightfall, seemed to beckon us
on encouragingly with the news that humanity was not yet
quite lost in this wilderness of peaks and precipices.
From Colorado, with the main chain of the Rockies now
behind us, we crossed over into Utah, and made as good a
journey as the vile roads would allow to Salt Lake City.
When for a space we could take our eyes off the potholes
which threatened to break the springs of the car, and the
mud which attempted to slither it into the ditch, or alter
natively to prevent it from moving at all, we were cheered
on by most impressive scenery, more particularly Straw
berry Lake and its surroundings, and the quaint red rock
formations of Utah, with black mountains in the distance.
And Salt Lake City, when we did arrive, was a delight—a
beautifully laid out city, with wide tree-lined streets and
the sound of abundance of water, set in the semicircle of
the Wasatch Hills, with to the southwest the Great Salt
Lake, and the glistening flats which lead on to San Fran
cisco. We drove out to Sunset Beach on Salt Lake, and
looked back on the town. No wonder Brigham Young de
clared, "Here is the place,” and the pilgrims immediately
set about building a continuing city.
It is difficult to write appropriately, impossible to write
adequately, of the Canyon country, stretching south from
Salt Lake City, in which we spent the next few days.
Marysville Canyon, Red Canyon, Bryce Canyon, Zion Can
yon, and last and greatest the Grand Canyon itself, need
to be seen to be believed, and even when seen are barely
believed. There are moments and aspects when the fantastic
combinations of shape and colouring suggest, not hard rock,
but the projections of a gaudy and disordered imagination.
The Grand Canyon, indeed, is nothing less than an opium
smoker’s nightmare in stone, with the silvery snake of the
Colorado River wriggling along at the bottom of the miledeep chasm. From Fredonia on the Arizona border we
climbed on to the Grand Canyon Plateau, and then, passing
through the magnificent Kaibab Forest of pines and silver
birches, arrived on the North Rim at Bright Angel Point.
Here the splendour of the scenery takes on an almost men
acing qaulity, and the "chasmy hells” disclosed to view may
well afflict a sensitive imagination. Here, at least, the faith
ful compaion of my journey, who had looked down unap
palled, often from the outer side of the road, into the worst
precipices the Colorado Rockies had to offer, got out and
walked—an undertaking which on a blazing afternoon is
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more significant perhaps than many adjectives. There is a
point, says Hardy, in the person of Swithin St. Cleeve,
where immensity trembles over into horror. If anyone is
tempted to regard this as mere rhetorical exaggeration, let
him drive a car along the North Rim of the Grand Can
yon, on a narrow road, and preferably on the outer side of
it. But all this land is a land of sublimity, and I find a
travel note to the effect that as, in the evening, we returned
and descended from the plateau, the plains of northern Ari
zona and southern Utah, outspread before us in the sunset,
and ringed round with pink and grey mountains, provided
a prospect which almost rivalled that of the Grand Canyon
itself.
After one of the mightiest works of nature, one of the
supreme achievements of man. Leaving the Canyon coun
try, we had a solid day’s driving of 431 miles towards Los
Angeles, in the course of which we tuned aside from Las
Vegas to see the Boulder Dam. It is an enormous construc
tion, impressing itself on one by sheer weight, like the Great
Pyramid. Nevertheless, this day is perhaps chiefly memor
able for its heat. At Mesquite we crossed over into Nevada,
and began a trek of about 200 miles over a barren, treeless,
waterless desert, such I had never realised existed in the
American Continent. It reminded me strongly of the Sa
hara, and the heat was definitely African. It mounted, as
the morning wore on, to 105°I' in the shade — or would
have done so if there had been any shade available. A road
side acquaintance told us, with no little pride, that Las
Vegas is the wickedest town in the States, and we were
quite ready to believe him, if the deeds of the nether region
arc in any direct proportion to its temperature. Las Vegas,
however, when we got to it seemed respectable enough,
quite undistinguished except for its desert situation, and
very drowsy. It provided us with nothing more lurid than
ginger ale and sandwiches, and we pushed on to the hills
which separate Nevada from California.
Next day, the country was completely different from
any we had covered hitherio — from the plains, and the
mountains, and the canyons, and the desert — less savage,
less grand perhaps, more mellow, more beautiful, and in
stead of barren rock or grey scrub we were entering a
region of the brightest and most varied vegetation. From
the upland town of Barstow, on one of the subsidiary ranges
of the Sierra Nevada, we coasted down towards the distant
gleam of the Pacific, descried at first by imagination rather
than by sight; and passing through San Bernardino, Pasa
dena, and Hollywood, came to Los Angeles, and finally
reached the water’s edge at Long Beach. The thin green
line which marked our route on the map now stretched
right across the continent, and we had done exactly 3,900
miles in 12 days.

Then began a more leisurely progression of some 1700
miles along the Pacific Coast from Los Angeles to Victoria.
Up to San Francisco, the road for many miles ran at the
sea’s edge, well-made and in parts only recently opened,
but with innumerable windings and sharp gradients, where
it climbed along the side of the cliffs and hung over the
water. Over and over again we were constrained to halt
near sandy beaches and enjoy the glorious sunshine, here
always tempered by the sea air. Moreover, by this time, the
third and four-footed member of our party had joined us,
at Santa Barbara.
Like many another big American city, San Francisco is
more impressive at a little distance than when one actually
walks its streets. There the fine buildings are balanced by
what seems a good deal of unnecessary squalor at their feet,
and for the best perspective one needs to cross to Oakland
over the marvellous Bay Bridge, and look back from the
other side on the immense town clustered over its hills, on
the arms of the sea which embrace it, and the mighty bridges
which link it to the rest of the world. By the Golden Gate
Bridge (which, being all suspension, is in a way, if much
shorter, quite as imposing as the more tremendous Bay
Bridge) we entered upon the Redwood Highway, and there
after drove for scores of miles through the enormous trees,
often in a bewildering alternation of sunlight and shadow.
We spent a night in the forest, and then, after a detour to
take in the Oregon Caves, followed the course of the Ump
qua River to the sea again at a delightful stretch of coast
near Yachats. We crossed by ferry from Astoria into the
State of Washington, and after an unfortunate halt at an
other Long Bay, which must surely be one of the dirtiest
towns on the continent, had a lovely day’s run through the
Olympic Peninsula to Poi t Angeles.
Here, as so often, one was impressed by the vast emptinesses
of the Western States— mountains and forests and
lakes and deserts—scores of square miles without a house or
sign of human occupation; desolate, primitive, unreclaimed,
and a good deal of it, of course, unreclaimable. From Port
Angeles we had a very choppy crossing over the 18 miles
of the Juan de Fuca Strait to Victoria, to be greeted by

Page 15
presumably Scottish lassies playing quite unmistakably
Scottish bagpipes. We spent several days in Victoria, en
joying its climate (much too consistently good to be truly
English, but still with a certain reminiscent geniality about
it) and its brilliant flora; making the acquaintance of Ursus Kermodei, the town’s pet bear, and the tropical birds in
the Aviary; admiring the splendid, though still unfinished,
cathedral; and looking up friends’ friends. From Victoria
we went on to Nanaimo, over the Saanich Inlet, and thence
across to Vancouver, where we had another halt of some
days for exploration, including a cruise amongst the Gulf
Islands, and a memorable return to the mainland at night
fall with all the lights of the city, plain and coloured, shin
ing in long, trembling rays over the quiet water.
On from Vancouver our route led us through Seattle,
Spokane, Coeur d’Alene, and Cranbrook, to the heart of
the Canadian Rockies at Lake Louise, taking in, in the
neighbourhood of Eilensburg, some of the most delightful
country we had yet traversed, a quite lovely stretch of
moors and fells—Shap Fell enlarged to the usual Gargan
tuan scale of this continent; and then leading across the
Columbia River into a region of hills whose eroded forma
tion was strongly reminiscent of the canyon country.
Of the Canadian Rockies it is, again, impossible to speak
in any way which shall not belittle them in the recollec
tion. A plain account of a single day’s exploration may be
the least unworthy tribute to the unattainable. Crossing
the Great Divide and passing Wapta Lake, we went down
into Kicking Horse Canyon, and continued past Field to
Emerald Lake, a gorgeous sheet of colour in the sunlight.
Returning from Emerald Lake, we visited the Natural
Bridge over the Kicking Horse River, which is here quite
excited and apparently in a very great hurry. Then going
back to the foot of the Pass, we diverged to the left up the
Yoho Valley, climbed the zig-zag where the road rises 200
feet in a third of a mile, and went to the foot of the amaz
ing Takakkaw Falls, which are well over 1000 feet high.
In the afternoon, we went 27 miles along the Jasper High
way to Bow Summit, and then walked a mile steeply uphill
to Bow Summit Look Out (about 7000 ft. up), where we
were presented with a truly astounding view of peaks and
glaciers and lakes and pine forests—one from which, in all
strictness of language, it was really difficult to tear oneself
away, and so blot out voluntarily (though not, indeed, from
the inner vision) such magnificence. Finally, in the eve
ning, we went along a road which, because it was rough,
and narrow, and curving, and sharply graded, and bordered
by a precipice — and possessed in fact, every evil quality
conceivable in a road—effectively engaged all my attention,
till, in the end, it justified itself by bringing us out to Lake
Moraine, guarded by its ten sentinel crags, and looking in
the waning light very quiet and lonely and remote — and
very lovely. Our last sight of the Canadian Rockies was
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from a spot a little short of Calgary—a sort of long range,
encyclopaedic good-bye to what must surely be one of the
supreme spectacles of the world.
From these snow-topped mountains it is impossible not
to descend to lower altitudes in more senses than one. Yet
much in the highest degree memorable remained — to wit,
the Logan Pass in Glacier National Park, and our encounter
with a bear; the current of Rock Creek, Montana, which
nearly swept our dog Rex away; all the marvels of Yellow
stone Park (sec cut, Old Faithful Geyser), not omitting the
marvel of where all the tourists come from; and lastly, the
most spectacular highway in the world, the 65 miles from
Cooke City, the northeastern gate of Yellowstone Park, to
Red Lodge. We climbed to the top of the appropriately
named Hellroaring Plateau by means of convolutions which
produced no less than five roads, one above another, on the
mountain side. I have by this time no adjectives left for
the expanding panorama which accompanied our ascent;
but if, most reluctantly, I had to choose three moments out
of the whole journey and forget all the rest, they would
be, I think, (1) the Grand Canyon from Bright Angel

Point, (2) the Glaciers from Bow Summit Look Out, and
(3) the raging mountains of Wyoming from Hellroaring
Plateau—and the last not least (see cu t).
It began to be a relief to have one’s capacity for wonder
stretched no further, but to jog along quietly, through
Montana, the Bad Lands of North Dakota, and the verdant,
restful lake country of Minnesota and Wisconsin, to Chi
cago. Here we stayed for a week, mostly immobile on the
edge of Lake Michigan, to recuperate from marvels, and to
get back from nature to man. There are abundant oppor
tunities for the latter process in Chicago. Then across the
State of Michigan to Detroit, and so back to Canada at
Windsor. Then through the flourishing towns of Western
Ontario, until at Hamilton we came full circle, and had
completed a round of just over 9,000 miles. All that re
mained, even though it included a week at Niagara Falls
and many runs to Buffalo along the fine boulevard on the
Canadian side of the Niagara River, was only in the nature
of a relatively quiet epilogue to an astonishing chronicle
play, so pallid here in the telling — so vivid, so grand, so
unforgettable in the experience.

D E S O L A T IO N
The land goes back and it was hard to clear;
Already in the meadow, deep and slow,
The stubborn weeds are creeping; year by year
The spruces thrust, the brier and the witch grass grow.
Only a little time and all will be
Forsaken, save by those who claim their own,
Blackbird and crane and wind-bedevilled tree,
And golden flies above the old well-stone.
Oh, come from here, for seagulls standing
Stiff-necked and still on their old hip of ledge
Have given us little welcome for our landing—
And he forgets if he be ghost or guest
Who stays too long above this echoing edge
Of rock, among the scanty marsh grass thinning,
To watch the web of water spinning, spinning,
Past these old headlands, lonely and possessed.
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Berkeley Square
The production of the major play involves each year
the expenditure of a great deal of time, energy, hard work
and enthusiasm, and it is indeed gratifying when the result
turns out to be definitely commensurate with the energy
expended.
The evenings of May 2, 3 and 4 were occasions to
which the University Dramatic Society may look back with
justifiable satisfaction. Anyone who has seen the film ver
sion of "Berkeley Square”, and has read the script, cannot
but realize that here is a play which demands real acting
ability, is full of subtle nuances, and calls for the expres
sion of genuine emotion and the creation of an "atmos
phere”. The unspoken question in the minds of many of
the audience was undoubtedly "could they put it over?”—
and it is no small tribute to the teamwork of all concerned
in the production that it was "put over” so well by an
amateur cast.
Berkeley Square is a play which calls for sustained ef
fort on the part of the principal characters, and the casting
committee did not make any mistakes in their choice. One
felt in advance that the success of the production would
hinge largely—though by no means entirely—on the inter
pretation given to the character of Peter Standish, the neu
rotic and imaginative young Anglo-American of the 20th
century who finds he has the power to transport himself
into the environment of his ancestor of a century and a
half ago, and who, while disillusioned as to so many things,
yet finds his love for Helen Pettigrew can far outweigh the
mingled suspicion and fear with which an 18th century
London household regards him. Lincoln Magor showed de
cided talent in his interpretation of Peter, whose difficulties
and embarrassments were made convincing—in particular
he played the exacting final scene, when he has returned to
the 20th century and has nothing but memories of Helen
to sustain him, extremely well.
One of the most interesting features of the play is the
reaction of the various members of the 18th century world
towards him—ranging from the understanding and sym
pathy of Helen to the ill-concealed contempt of Tom, the
growing terror of Kate and Throstle, and the feeling of
uncomfortable mystification produced in the Duchess. This
18th century group performed their parts in a satisfactory
and adequate manner. Vivian Parr showed genuine emo
tional power as Helen Pettigrew, and her various scenes
with Peter, so vital for the real understanding of the play,
were acted with due restraint and the real feeling which
the occasion demanded. As her sister, Kate Pettigrew, Helen
Legge was quite successful in portraying the growing fear

and realization of something uncanny, combined with the
desire to save Helen from what, to her mind, would be
irremediable disaster. Beverly Ames (although she appeared
as young as her daughters) was a picturesque and convinc
ing Lady Anne Pettigrew, torn between her social duties
and her financial worries. As Tom Pettigrew, Henry Hol
den gave a good interpretation of the Georgian "man about
town , full of scorn for his Yankee cousin and for what
he considers the useless scruples of his sisters. Guy Marston,
if inclined to over-act at times, made Mr. Throstle appear
the dilettante and "man of sensibility” he was meant to be.
The other characters of the period (Katherine Davey as the
dignified and statuesque Duchess of Devonshire, Patricia
Hall as Miss Barrymore, Ruth Echenberg as the maid, Ian
Maclean as Major Clinton, Hugh Mortimer as a cabinet
minister of astonishingly youthful aspect, and, last but not
least, William Delaney as the egregious Duke of Cumber
land, complete with Hanoverian accent) all added to the
spectacular effect of a gathering in an 18 th century Lon
don mansion. Equally well cast were the remaining modern
characters, Janet Speid as Peter’s fiancee, Peggy Richardson
as a housekeeper "anxious about many things”, and Peter
Greenwood as the dignified diplomatic representative of the
United States.
In a "period piece”, the d e co r counts for a great deal,
and was successful in giving a much more convincing ef
fect of a past century than is sometimes the case. Evidence
of careful preparation on the part of the stage manager,
his advisers and assistants, was not lacking; the soundeffects, the lighting, the properties, the costumes, and the
portraits especially painted for the occasion, helped the ef
forts of the cast to reconstruct the strange episode of a
vanished era.
With an amateur production, the ear is not always as
well satisfied as is the eye, but in this case there was little
to be desired — the favourable comments, as to audibility
and clearness of enunciation, which were heard among the
audience when the performance was over, are a tribute to
the care taken over this important aspect by Mr. Robert
George, who spared no time and effort in the matter.
The officers of the University Dramatic Society, and
the director of the play, Miss Macnab, deserve the most sin
cere congratulations on the entertainment provided. There
is real acting ability among the present group of Bishop’s
students, and if the production and performance of next
year’s major play is as good as that of Berkeley Square it
will indeed be worth seeing, and seeing more than once.
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In Kirkland Lake there were bed bugs, but I suffered
them mildly. Should I have been disgusted? They live on
blood, but so do mosquitoes; and that they lie in wait is
not against them, for black flies do that too. They bit you,
and you smote them, and there was an end on it. But we
had with us a gentleman from Aberdeen who spoke his
Scottish in a precise slow drawl, and this is what he had
to say about it:
"I don’t mind them biting on me. I don’t even mind
when they chew a piece out of me, and roost on my knee
cap to digest of it. But it is a sad affair when they reach
and walk off waving a piece of you. It is a pitiful thing
when a man is pecked to death by a bed bug.”
I met some more of them over at the Sault, but they
were the mild kind that merely swarm over you. The Kirk
land bug is of the crafty type that lurks. They lie in wait
’till you’ve looked under the pillow, and then drop on you
from the ceiling.
I captured some of the bugs and sent them home. It
was very easy. You dip a match stick into the rhum bot
tle, and apply the end of the match to the bug. By capill
ary attraction a drop is formed, and drawn over the insect.
This encloses it in a globe of fluid, and the alcohol kills it.
Then it dries off, and there you are. You put them in cap
sules, and you can mail them to your friends. But this was
in the attic corridor of the Northland Roomer. It was in
the same place that I won the open series for spitting at
roaches. The idea was to make a direct hit while the roach
was crossing from one chalk mark to the other one, nine
inches away. But it was easy. You landed one in front,
when he stopped quite still, and you smacked him centre.
The rest of them tried sniping on the run, and never got
their sights dead on. This sample of resource proves the
advantage of a Bishop’s education.
I drifted into Timmins at one o’clock at night, when it
was raining, and turning to snow. The rooming homes were
closed, and the houses and pavement were shivering in their
skins. I went to one place, and I knocked, and no one came;
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so I went inside and knocked at the back room, and still no
one came; so I went upstairs and found an empty room,
and I camped down in that. There were no blankets on
the bed, but only a mattress, so I took four curtains from
a rod in the hall, and I slept very warmly. The proprietor
was surprised, and rather pleased: "Look. Something has
happened!” so I stayed there four days. In Sudbury I stayed
in a dorm with a drill crew, and in the Sault in my own
room again. At Sturgeon Falls I remained in the police
station, but this was my own request. The cheapest room
in town was $1.50. After that I was moving too fast to
stay at all, and I made it to Ottawa in one jump.
I accept my roommates and our life in common as a
completely natural thing, and so do they. It never occurs
to us that it could be otherwise. This makes our guarded
indifference to the masses of people a very empty way of
life. We are aware of no one but ourselves: we don’t know
anybody else, and we don’t want to know them. It is in
estimably dreary. So collectively you are indifferent to them
as to cattle. You are no more concerned than for a kennel
of dogs, and you walk in and around them and ignore them,
and lock your room in their presence as a matter of course.
They all lead similar lives, and are tired of it. Separately,
though, they’ll talk of their homes as if you’d always
known them, and if you have the sense to listen, they never
realize that you have not grown up across the street. Thus
you learn about places and things. I found about Finland
from a person in Kirkland. I slept with him, and he had
huge woolly underwear. It was like staying with a sheep.
At Liskeard it was a French gentleman come down to buy
wood carvings for his church at Ville Marie. But they were
very much alike, and I learned from them all how ordinary
I was myself. The only difference between them is whether
or not they think. Most are not concerned with inference
from the data of experienced things, but they want the
same things, and they are hurt by the same things. They
are all interested in their own concerns, and if you are
interested too, you are a part of their existence, and you
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matter too; if you are not concerned, you don’t count.
They believe that whatever can exist is only what they
know about. If they don’t know about it, then they can’t
believe it exists, and it does not matter to them. So that
unlike people everywhere are similar in this—that the only
things that matter are the things that matter to them. I
find I’ve given up disliking people: they are all too much
like me. So I listen instead, and hear myself.
It is a lonely business driving, and you can’t travel fast,
so I toot along at 20 m.p.h. The other cars come up to me,
and shy at me, and jump over the ditch, for I close all the
windows up, and sing at the absolute top of my voice, and
the row is glorious—like firing off a cannon down a well
shaft. But in Amos I stole a mouth organ, so I drove onehanded then, and played it with the other. The drivers see
me and think I’m thumbing my nose, but the small boys
know I’m eating a sandwich. Which would it look like?
I pick up hitch hikers always, and they get in and shake
the snow off, and find there is no heater in the car, but that
does not matter. I have a small gasoline stove, and I keep
it propped, roaring away, on the floor of the car, and it is
like a small furnace. I cook in the fields by the wayside too,
but when it rains I dine "cn char”. I fetch my pot of water
and I close the windows up and get the stove going on the
floor beside me. Then I have bacon and soup and fried fruit
cake and toast and jam and coffee. A glorious steaminess
fills the car, and walkers-by pause to stare, but the windows
are fogged over, and they can’t see in: they can only smell
the bacon through the door cracks. They come up and sniff,
go past five steps, come back two, sniff again, and walk
with puzzled footsteps down the road.
The people are too intent, and too afraid, and friendly
with the comradeship and kindliness of drowning men on
a raft. They have no time to be silly, and you can’t afford
to be clever: they make it appear stupid, which perhaps it is.
Man on street: "Every darn Chinaman ought to be
hanged.”
Look there now: there’s a Chinaman unhung.
"My word! Is he Un Hung. How did you know his
name?”
—Un Hung, the chinaman. They think me an idiot.
So I drove away in a hurry to New Liskeard.
When I arrived in Liskeard I had no money, and I could
not cash a cheque, for no one knew me. I sold Fuller brushes
for two days, and I made $13.00. Then I was able to come
home. I drove back north instead, and I sold an order for
$40.00 profit. I borrowed 2 5 in cash against the profit, and
drove away to Sudbury and the West.
At Sudbury they are burning sulphur, and it is a spread
ing death. As you approach you see the hills come out of
the land, and the rocks stand on them to peep at you. The
vegetation melts away, and you drive in the skyline of Hell,
and it jumps on you like a shout. There is not a bug nor
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a snake nor a weasel, nor a blade of grass nor a tree nor a
leaf. I would cry with relief to see a chipmunk run across
the road, and if I met a snake, I’d embrace it (so far as
circumstances permitted).
The landscape is scarred with cast and broken slag. The
country is harsh savage iron, and dreary as the empty ash
pits of Hell; the bleakness apalls you. The wind curls in
from the Arctic with the whimper and the bitterness of a
cheated old maid, and the meanness and hurtfulness. It
sifts the little dry snow powdering in the splits of the rocks,
and it is cold: but the hills don’t care. They are humped
and indifferent, and they lie like split and frozen steel, and
they don’t even cower; it is terrifying.
At Sudbury the mines were busy, and everyone was
making money as fast as the government could take it away
from them. Unfortunately, the government forgot to put
it back into the roads, so we splashed all the way to the
Sault. This was late in October, but there was little snow
on the roads. The famous Ontario mildness gave us sleet
instead, and kept us whimpering with cold. But we achieved
a compensation, for we discovered Otto’s Cafe in the Sault.
This famous restaurant is at 332 Albert St. West—make a
note—and all meals are 30£—make another note. When
you look at the price and the menu and the picture of Si
belius, and you see the food rolling in, you feel like Balboa
discovering the Pacific.
The people in Otto’s Cafe are lean workers from Algoma Steel, and men from the Abitibi Paper, who are thick
as ponies, but larger, yet a 30tf meal is sufficient. You can
order whatever you like, and it does not make any differ
ence, for they bring you all there is to eat anyway.
—Soup, as much as you like, a whole dish of butter,
and four kinds of bread.
—Roast veal, five sausages, and meat ball; four whole
potatoes and a bowl of gravy, a dish of carrots, a dish of
beets, of tomatoes, all hot.
—Pie, certainly; and what kind of pudding would you
like with it; or jelly roll and cake, instead of pudding, and
shall we heat the pie, sir?
Tea or coffee as you wish, and as much as you wish.
It is epic.
The dining at Otto’s Cafe compensated even for the
dismal weather at the Sault, where it rains black mud all
the year, and the steamers whoop and bellow all night.
Anyone’s memory of the Sault is the retching and howling
of the dredges while they scream their bowels out with the
screech of tearing steel. Really, of course, they are only
digging a channel to the lakes. But there were very cheer
ful people in the town, and we had a happy time before we
left. So we drove through the snow, Chum and I, back to
Sudbury. (Chum was a gentleman who had wished to go
to the Sault, but could not finance it. Neither had I been
able to, so we had joined forces.) He got a job with a
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driller, so I borrowed two dollars and headed for home. But
I paid it back later.
I drove from Sudbury to Ottawa in one flight because
I did not have the money to stay me on the road. I stopped
twice in 400 miles, because I had to eat. I finished the por
ridge and I had tea, and that was all; there was nothing
left to eat in the car. I wore a tire on the road, and I
stopped at Mattawa and I haggled for another, and talked
my way into getting it on credit. This was an omen, so I
left for Ottawa, and arrived in the capital city with ten
cents. All was well.
But the people of the North are a frightened people;
they live under the strain of uncertainty; and there is al

ways the shadow of the landscape in their mind, and it
terrifies them. This bears effect in their friendliness, and
their common humanity, for there is no division into classes,
no bitterness of superiority. There is a "mateyness” about
it all that is very warming. You may not be as competent
as the next man, but you are just as much considered, for
ability is not the criterion of respect between persons, but
goodness of nature instead. They are like persons in a shellhole who knew that they are going to die, for they have
the same acceptedness towards whatever happens, and the
kindly values are rated higher than skills. They are like
persons who would say: "We are all in it together; let’s
make the best of it”—and they certainly do.

i
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M in k Farming
Ten years ago I should not have been able to use this
title with reference to a business. During the past few years
however, this branch of the fur industry has made such
progress that it has outstripped all the competitors in its
field. In spite of the fact that most people have seen mink
pelts prepared in some way to make wraps, cloaks, scarves,
or coats, surprisingly few have ever seen the live animal.
It is for this reason that I shall describe it before going on
with the organization of the ranch as a whole.
Mink are dark brown in colour and vary in length from
twelve to eighteen inches. They are of the same family as
the weasel, or English ferret, differing only in the fact that
a mink loves the water. In the natural state they are always
found near lakes and streams, and can swim quickly enough
to catch a fish.
The number of mink on a ranch is far from fixed, but
the important farms have between one and four thousand.
The one I am going to write about started with fifteen pairs
and is now the largest of its kind in North America, having
an annual output of four thousand pelts. This particular
farm was a true pioneer and the first to try mink raising as
a commercial enterprise. It has grown up with the indus
try, learning everything by experience.
Mature mink are called male and female, and the young
ones kits. Each mink has a separate pen, constructed of
number two gauge wire, and the minimum amount of wood
possible. The reason for this small quantity is that a male
has been known to chew through two inches of pine in one
night. After the breeding time in March the females are

placed in large pens with five compartments joined by con
necting doors. The kits, from the time they are born in
April until they are weaned in August, are given this large
area to play in. When it becomes necessary to separate them
from the female they are driven into one of the compart
ments and the door is shut, thus the one pen changes to
five smaller ones.
A great number of experiments have shown that one
person can look after two hundred and fifty females. Thus
in the case of the ranch mentioned above, which in order
to produce the necessary pelts must keep twelve hundred,
five men are employed constantly. They are made respon
sible for the care of their section throughout the year. In
the spring when the kits are born each of the five care
takers is given a helper or what we call a feeder. Two men
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then have the original females besides anywhere from five
to nine hundred kits.
The preparation of the food is extremely important since
the price that you obtain in the fall depends to a large ex
tent on the diet. Five experienced men do nothing but cut
up fish, meat, and vegetables, and having mixed them in the
right proportion add cod-liver oil and vitamin E tablets.
This mixture is about as thick as porridge. Every can of
tomatoes and any substances which could have been con
taminated are tested before the food is given to the feeders.
A special man arranges the feed schedule which is changed
nearly every month to meet different conditions. The "die
tician” can alter the colour of the fur in less than a year
by varying the amount of certain constituents of the food.
Twenty mink are kept apart from the main herd for the
purpose of experiments of this kind. Men preparing the
food have also three helpers who wash up the pails and
dishes, and are available for repair work.
A general foreman is in charge of the various depart
ments. He has to see that the condition of the stock is kept
up and that the food schedule is adhered to. All the stores
are under his supervision and since it would be fatal for
the mink to go without nourishment for even a day, he has
to have a sufficient reserve of all supplies. This is quite a
problem as over forty-five tons are consumed in one month.
The manager, who does the actual buying gets the or
ders for supplies from the foreman. Fish is brought straight
from Nova Scotia by train, a carload at a time, and kept
in the cold-storage plant. Cattle and horse are imported
alive from the West, and pastured at the ranch until needed.
Cases of tomatoes are also obtained by the car-load directly
from the canneries, while the other vegetables are grown
on the farm itself. Seeing that twenty-five gallons of milk
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are required every day a ready supply is essential. This need
is met by having a herd of fifteen cows as an independent
unit of the ranch. Another of the manager’s worries is the
hospital in which there are always thirty or forty mink
suffering from some minor ailment. He does all the doctor
ing and many supposedly hopeless cases have been saved by
an operation. It was due to the inauguration of this idea
of a hospital three years ago, that the losses were cut from
fifteen to three percent.
Kits born in the spring are ready to be pelted, or skinned,
by November, and this brings on the most important period
of the year. Mink are only good for breeding purposes for
three years; therefore some of the best kits are kept to re
new the strain. With the exception of these however they
are all pelted. For two weeks a mink pelt is what is known
as prime, that is to say the fur is dark and silky. In order
to obtain the best price the animal must be killed and pelted
during this period. To accomplish the task requires at least
twenty-five extra men, known to fur-farmers as the pelting
crew. The crew is divided into three sections; one selects
the mink and catches them, another kills them in a carbon
monoxide tank, and the third group does the actual pelting.
The last mentioned is the most difficult work and necessi
tates considerable skill; a man has to be an apprentice for
two years before he is allowed to try it himself. A single
slip of the knife may mean fifty dollars thrown away.
The pelts are packed in bundles of five hundred each
and either shipped to the auction sales or, in this case, to a
store in New York dealing exclusively in the one farm’s
furs. There a customer may see the whole collection of
pelts with the price marked on them. She is then able to
choose the exact anes she wants, and have a garment made
out of them right there to suit her taste.

Lennoxvi lie

*

Perhaps the name "Lennoxville’’ has such a familiar ring
in our ears that we seldom stop to consider its origin. How
ever, upon speculation, one finds that its history is tather
of interest.
The first actual mention of the name noted in a con
temporary document is in the deed giving the land for the
first St. George’s Church, January 8, 1822, which refers to
the "highway leading from Lennoxville to Compton”. Next
it is referred to in 1825, when School Commissioners were
appointed for Lennoxville; after that date the name ap
pears frequently. Before 1822 there are many references to
Ascot (or "Ascott”), and to people living at Ascot, but
there are no indications as to whether they lived at Lennox
ville or Sherbrooke. Joseph Bouchette’s very detailed map
of the province in 1815 on the scale of five miles to two

inches, shows "H yat’s Mills” on the site of Sherbrooke, but
though the land at Lennoxville is shown as settled, no name
is given; his "Topographical Description of Lower Canada”
of the same date does not mention the settlement in its
account of Ascot township.
The name, then, was probably given between 1815 and
1822, and since the Duke of Richmond (whose surname
was Lennox) was Governor-General in 1818 and 1819, it
is quite likely that the settlement was called after him, as
were the villages of Richmond in Ontario and Quebec. The
Governor seems never to have visited the Eastern Townships,
though he did visit the new settlement at Richmond, Upper
Canada, where he died in 1819—his death resulting from
the bite of a fox.

Page 22

T HE

MTTRE

J UNE.

193 8

PRENEZ-GARDE A L A PEINTURE

G R E E T IN G S I
To the Graduates, Under-Graduates and Students
of Bishop’s University we extend our
best wishes for their health
and prosperity.

BECK PRESS R E G 'D
Lennoxville, Que.

Quand il s’agit de critiquer quelque travail litteraire
dont l’auteur nous est inconnu, c’est peut-etre la plus qu’ailleurs que l’occasion se presente de toucher le fond de la
critique generale, c’est a dire la necessite si forciblement
presentee d’exprimer ses propres pensees sans la temptation
qui existe toujours de se gouverner par l’opinion des autres
qui, on se dit, doivent mieux savoir ce qu’ils disent que nous
—jeunes et sans experience dans Part du critique.
Ainsi dans cette petite piece une occasion admirable se
presente de montrer son savoir-faire, car le jeu est tres
moderne et nous devient familier par un contacte avec de
pareilles circonstances dans notre vie quotidienne. 11 est
vrai qu’on ne fait pas de rencontres si frequentes avec des
peintres et des directeurs de musees mais apres tout ceci
n’est qu’un moyen detail et l’interet de la piece se trouve
reellement dans Pentendement psychologique qui existe entre
Pauteur et le milieu qu’il traite.
Aussi n’a-t-on point ici une dissertation sur les qualites
redemptifs de la societe la plus commune de nos jours—les
nouveaux-riches. C’est au contraire une discution sur forme
de representation des defauts de caractere si communs a
cette classe de la societe moderne. L’auteur nous presente
sous une deguise personelle l’avarice, l’hypocrisie, et le defaut commun de vivre au-dessus de ses moyens.
Le docteur n’est que simple medecin de compagne mais
il joue a la bourse, et il perd de l’argent—un trait qui nous
est devenu si familier. Done la famille se trouve obligee de
faire des economies afir de pouvoir aller aux bains de mer!
Mais pourquoi aller a la plage si l’argent nous manque? Ah!
Nous avons la raison; c’est principalement pour y etablir
un contacte avec la societe du groupe dans lequel les Gadarins ne font qu’entrer. Enfin la vraie raison; afin de trouver
des epoux a leur filles. C’est la marque d’une certaine qualite que de frequenter une plage reconnue; done les jeunes
gallants se diraient: “Eh bien, nous n’avons rien a soupgon-
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ner; puisqu’elles viennent ici, elles sont des notres.” Et
quelle belle occasion de faire son choix! Des centaines de
jeunes hommes!
Et l’avarice dans la discution sur les gages d’Ursule!
E1le doit partir mais quand il s’agit d’engager une autre
fille, il ne faut pas lui payer si cher. Mais si on n’a pas les
moyens d’avoir une servante, pourquoi sen inquieter? Il
en faut une, si seulement par parure.
Ne voit-on pas le signe caracteristique de ces gens quand
une des filles avoue que son perc ne voulait debourser Pargent necessaire a faire peinturer une barriere et son bureau
de consultation, mais qui discutait la meme journee avec sa
mere les possibility d’aller passer trois semaines au bord de
la mer.
La petite scene d’amour entre Leon et Amelie survient
un peu vite et s’avance d’une rapidite extraordinaire. Une
demande en marriage apres une connaissance de quinze mi
nutes! Assurement l ’auteur s’est un peu presse, mais le
motif de la scene consiste pour moi en ce qu’elle fait apparaitre le vrai caractere de Zulma. Elle se montre ici jalouse, bebe, manquant de l’intelligence generalement attri
bute a une jeune femme de son age. En tout, elle est de
testable. Et plus tard, pour faire monter le totale de ses
defauts, elle se fait hypocrite.
En contraste nous avons Amelie; jeune, belle, avec beaucoup plus d’esprit que sa soeur, moins gatee de ses parents,
ne voulant aucunement decevoir Ursule, et, en tout, aimable. A la fin elle se voit heureuse tandis que sa soeur n’a
fait aucun progres. N’avons-nous pas son caractere dans
sa declaration a Leon qu elle ne doit pas etre plus elevee ni
plus belle que sa soeur dans leur portrait?
Enfin on peut ranger sur un cote le docteur et Mme.
Gadarin, Zulma, Cotillard, et Cachex qui pratiquent une
grande deception et qui sont opposes par Amelie, Leon,
Ursule, et Grepeaux.
L’introduction des caracteres mineurs, ou nous comprenons Grepeaux, Cotillard, et Cachex, nous fournit une
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illustration typique des affaires croches pratiquees par ces
"connaisseurs d’art” de nos jours. Amelie et Ursule excite
ment en nous la compassion envers le simple monde en contraste avec notre degout des escrocs. Amelie et Leon fournissent l’interet romanesque de la piece et la premiere nous
porte a sympathiser avec le bien surprime. Tout en considerant le contenu de cette piece on serait peut-etre porte a
suggerer comme titre alternatif: "Une Deception Manquee.”
L’auteur, bien qu’il se montre ici bon psychologiste et
familier avec son milieu, n’est pas en possession d’une psychologie aussi comprehensive et aussi profonde que celle de
Balzac. II n’a non plus le pouvoir de faire autant avec rien
si reconnu dans Musset et Balzac. Cependant on peut dire
que sa piece peut etre appreciee plus facilement en ce qu’elle
traite des circonstances modernes.
G. M. D.
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Inspired by the example of our worthy editor in search
ing through old books, we came across a rather old volume
in the Lloyd library published in 1866 entitled "A Memoir
of George Jehoshaphat Mountain, D .D . , n.c.L.,” Bishop of
Quebec, compiled (at the desire of the synod of that dio
cese) by his son Armine W. Mountain, m .a. Thinking that
something in it might be found that would be interesting
to the present and former students of the University, we
scanned its pages and found some very illuminating notes.
One of the most remarkable features of the book is the
amazing energy of the Bishop and his versatility. A glance
through the table of contents is sufficient proof of his un
tiring labours and the last forty pages of the book are tak
en up with some of the very fine prayers and selections of
verse of his own composition.
Of French extraction the Mountain family emigrated
to England on the revocation of the Edict of Nantes and
settled in Norfolk. George was born on July 27, 1789, in
Norwich where his father was incumbent of the parish of
St. Andrew’s. In 1793 Dr. Mountain was consecrated as
first Bishop of Quebec and left almost immediately for
Canada. When he was just sixteen, George Mountain left
Canada to pursue his studies under the care of Rev. T.
Monro at Little Easton in Essex with whom he remained
until going to Trinity College, Cambridge. On the 18th
of September 1803 he had been confirmed by his father at
Quebec. His love for Canada being already quite deep, he
regretted leaving; this found expression in some lines he
wrote, in which he says that in England
" ’Mid the grandeur of men,
And the wonders of nature and art,
For the wildness of nature again,
A sigh shall be felt in the heart.”
He took his degree at Trinity in 1810 and returned to Can
ada in 1811 where he continued his studies for ordination.
His father had the blessing of admitting his son to Dea
con’s orders on August 2, 1812. In 1813 he accompanied
his father on his triennial visitation of the diocese. (We
must remember that the diocese of Quebec in those days
covered the whole of the provinces of Quebec and Ontario,
and as far west as the Red River.) In August of 1814 he
was married, by his father, in the Cathedral of Quebec to
Mary Hume, a daughter of Deputy Commissary-General
Thomson. "They lived together in the tenderest and truest
affection for forty-seven years.”
For a while he worked at Fredericton and thence moved
to Quebec and for several years travelled around the diocese
with his father. The book at this point is a revelation of
conditions in Quebec and Ontario in this period which

should prove of the greatest interest not only to Church
men, but to any interested in the history of these provinces.
In 1821 he was appointed as one of the two archdeacons
of the province of Lower Canada. An interesting note
comes here. "Archdeacon Mountain’s first journey in this
capacity in the autumn of 1822 when he visited the East
ern Townships. He had intended to spend the first Sunday
of his absence at Eaton, but was obliged to remain at Sher
brooke for lack of the means of conveyance. He "could
hear of nothing like a horse in the village” in which a
church was in course of erection. The Sunday was spent at
Lennoxville, better known by the name of Upper Forks
(Sherbrooke going by the name of Lower Forks) which was
reached by a horse path through the woods from Belvedere.”
Mr. Le I-evrc at this time had charge of Lennoxville and
Sherbrooke and found "it necessary to have double services
at each place on alternate Sundays, because the roads are
so bad through which part of the congregation have to
come, that they expect two services after such an exertion.”
In 1821, on the arrival of the charter of McGill Uni
versity the Archdeacon was nominated as honorary Profes
sor of Divinity and Principal of the College and held these
offices until 183 5. "He never however acted in his capacity
as professor for up to that date the Medical Faculty only
had been organized and there were no resident students. As
a Governor of the College he had, however, for many years
a great deal of labour and correspondence.”
On the 18th of June, 182 5, the old Bishop died while
the Archdeacon was in England. There is not sufficient
space here to quote the letter found on page 90 which the
Archdeacon wrote to his own children, but it is certainly
worth reading: at the same time the simple but very beau
tiful poem on the following pages, which he composed on
the voyage back to Canada, is commended to the reader.
Chapters 6 to 11 are taken up with a full account of
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the travels of the Archdeacon in various parts of the huge
diocese now under Bishop Stewart. Intermingled with the
tales of various visitations we find parts of the Archedeacon’s letters and some more of his poems.
"About 18 5 5 Archdeacon Mountain was appointed to
assist the Bishop of Quebec under the title of Bishop of
Montreal. He had no separate jurisdiction, nor was any see
erected at Montreal and he acted under a commission from
Bishop Stewart. The understanding between the Bishop of
Quebec and himself was that he should relieve him entirely
of the charge of Lower Canada and render such assistance
in that of the Upper Province as might become necessary.
It was also understood that on the occurrence of a vacancy
he was to assume the charge of the whole diocese..”
In July of 1837 Bishop Stewart died and George Jehoshaphat Mountain became the second Bishop Mountain of
Quebec.
The first mention in the book of anything like an edu
cational establishment at Lennoxville comes irom the Bish
op’s journal of his visitations. He writes, "The Rev. L.
Doolittle has opened a school at Lennoxville, and such has
been the accession of respectable families of late to his
neighbourhood, that I think I have nowhere seen in Amer
ica such a collection of right English-looking youths of a
gentlemanly stamp.”
So long before as in 1839 the Bishop had said to the
S. P. G. that it had long been his ardent wish and prayer
to establish a College. In the December of that year the
Society voted £200 per annum towards the maintenance of
divinity students.
"In the following autumn he decided on placing all the
recipients of this bounty at Three Rivers, under the charge
of the Rev. S. S. Wood, M.A., of Corpus College, Cam
bridge, rector of that place, whose theological and classical
attainments eminently qualified him for the task. . . . The
rectory-house at Three Rivers, which was originallay a
monastery, seemed to offer some peculiar facilities for this
purpose, both from the general character of the building,
and particularly from its connection with the parish church,
which had been the chapel of the monastery. But before
these arrangements were finally completed, the Rev. L.
Doolittle came forward, on behalf of himself and several
residents of Sherbrooke and Lennoxville, with the offer of
large contributions in money and land if the site of the
college were fixed in the neighbourhood of those places.
The situation of Three Rivers had been considered suffi
ciently suitable for a theological institution, but it was
proposed now to give the college a more general character,
with the special object of affording the advantages of a
superior education to the English families who were daily
flocking into the Eastern townships, and of retaining with
in the province, and so moulding in English tastes and prin
ciples, the young men of American origin who were in the
habit of seeking those advantages in the United States.

THE

MITRE

There was no difficulty in his mind with regard to Mc
Gill College, already established at Montreal, partly because
he foresaw that the day could not be far distant when the
wants of the population would equal the resources of both
institutions, and partly because McGill College had been
deprived of the religious character which was a necessary
feature of an establishment designed as a place of theologi
cal learning. The consent of Mr. Wood having been ob
tained to his removal to Lennoxville as Principal of the
institution, measures were at once put in train for the
erection of the necessary buildings on the site which had
been secured; and while the theological students, awaiting
their completion, remained at Three Rivers, a preparatory
school was opened at Lennoxville, under the charge of Mr.
Edward Chapman, b.a., of Caius College, Cambridge. In
February, 1842, the Bishop furnished the society with a
detailed account of the proposed college at Lennoxville, of
which he said he considered a chapel as a most essential part,
in connection with the formation of the habits of the stu
dents, and he shortly afterwards published similar state
ments in Canada. . . .
Soon after his return from the Red River, the Bishop
had the satisfaction of laying the cornerstone of Bishop’s
College at Lennoxville. This ceremony took place on the
18th September, 1844. Mr. Wood had, before this time
seen reason, to the Bishop’s great disappointment, to relin
quish the idea of taking the charge of the institution, and
another clergyman in the diocese, a graduate of Oxford,
having declined the offer of it, the Bishop entered into
communication with his friends in England in the hope of
procuring the services of a competent person from home.
The funds at his command were, however, at this time so
small that he could offer no higher salary than £100 a year,
and the matter was, therefore, one of great difficulty. A
connection of the Bishop’s, being a Michel fellow of Queen’s
College, Oxford, was found willing to accept the post on
these terms; but before the arrangement with him was
finally completed, the liberality of the Bishop’s aged friend,
who, upon his attention being particularly drawn to the
wants of the diocese of Quebec, sent him £6,000 stg. to be
applied at his discretion to their relief (a sum which he
thought should be appropriated unbroken to some one per
manent object), enabled him to raise his offer for the ser
vices of a principal and professor of divinity to £300 cur
rency. He applied this donation to the endowment of the
college, reserving, however, £400 towards the chapel, which
he considered 'an essential feature of the institution.’ . . .
Towards the autumn of 1845 Bishop’s College was
opened, through the building itself was not completed. The
new principal, with the students who had been removed
from Three Rivers, occupied part of a building at Lennox
ville, another part of which served as a store, though not
without being called upon to submit to some inconvenience
and privation, which they were taught to regard as part of
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their training for missionary work.”
Writing to the S. P. G. the Bishop later wrote, “ I have
so often mentioned the grounds of thankfulness to God,
the Giver of all good, which exist in relation to this insti
tution, that, although my soul overflows more and more
with a sense of these blessings, I must put some restraint
upon the repeated expression of it.”
At every possible opportunity the Bishop visited the
College and always maintained the deepest interest in it.
On page 337 we get this note which makes one realise how
anxious he was to render all the help he could to the college.

A Corporate Executor
Is Always Available
An individual Executor may move away or be so
fiduciary duties. There is always the possibility,

"Little enough,” cries Juliet, " a rose by any other name
would smell as sweet” — but I am inclined to disagree with
her. Names are inevitable in all phases of life and have
considerable importance in regard to the impressions they
create.
In the business world names matter a lot. Every organ
ization must have a name, and practical psychology enters
into the choice. The firm will wish to impress the public
with its solidity and trustworthiness. Thus an assurance
company will adopt the rising sun as a symbol of its power
and extent; banks will call themselves Royal to attract the
upper classes; transportation services will suggest world
coverage; similarly the grocery stores will dub themselves
Atlantic and Pacific, or Dominion. All manufacturers are
bent on impressing the buyer with the quality of their goods
and providing a catchy name. Take Chilfirufe Underwear,
Dawes’ Black Horse Ale, K ellog’s Cornflakes, Sweet Caps,
and Mi 31. These are examples of names both catchy and
relevant.
Names are most interesting when connected with per
sons, and in literature. The choice of names for children
has worried parents from the beginning of time, and their
decisions are often appallingly unwise. Personal names such
as P ercy and M ontague may brand an unfortunate infant
as a sissy and affect the whole course of his life, whereas a
parental decree of Emma often predestines an old maid.
Family traditions of course determine many names, but
apart from that one can set down as general principles the
regard of euphony, rhythm, and variety.
Such mistakes as John Johnson do not often occur. The
error is too obvious. To take my own name, Peter Edg el l.
All the vowel sounds are variations of "e”, and the name is
hard to pronounce without running the "er” into "red”.
The result is dull and rather slurred, producing an impres
sion I hope not warranted. To prevent this liason the last
syllable of a Christian name should be a pronounced vowel

too, that illness or death may occur, which, of
course, would incapacitate him and necessitate

T o m o r r o w , with text-books laid aside,
he will be grappling with business—finding his
place in business or professional life.
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We like numbering these young Canadians
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and forward-looking—because they arc on their
way to great things, in which we believe we
can aid and share.
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On his seventh triennial circuit to Gasp£ he "journeyed
down the Kempt road, which was still a matter of difficulty
and fatigue, and was obliged to return through New Bruns
wick to insure that he be in time for the Convocation of
Bishop’s College in September.”
And so one could go on culling from the ages of this
interesting book. To many, even if they have read this far,
the subject is perhaps not particularly interesting, but to
those who want to know more about the conditions in this
district and in this diocese 150 years ago—read the book!

W hat*s In a Name ?

occupied with his own affairs, as to neglect his

MAN OF AFFAIRS...

1938

+

or consonant, when the initial letter of the surname is a
vowel.
My name also violates the general principle of rhythm.
You will notice that Christian and surnames have the same
number of syllables. With exceptions such regularity is
unwise. How much better D ogger Mills than Charles Mills,
Walter Wood than Walt Wood. Similarly Walt Neilson
can be preferred to Walter Neilson, and Hank Holden to
Henry Holden. No Mortimer would dream of naming his
son Montague. A short name like H ugh is ideal. Turn to
famous men for well-balanced names: Alexander Bell,
Ramsay McDonald, Anthony Eden, Theodore Roosevelt.
Another consideration is the unusualness or variety of
the names. Where the surname is an uncommon one, such
as Edgell or Schoch, a simple Christian name is suitable, and
vice versa. What could be better balanced in all ways than
the name Cbistopher Brown.
The question of names is an important one to the nov
elist. Few realize what time authors spend in naming char
acters. In a story the names must assist in the characteri
zation. The reader should get some idea of the person from
the very sound of his name. There is no need to stop to
classify the following as hero or villain — Simon Legree,
Scrooge, P eggoty, Disco Troop, Alexander Selkirk, Anthony
Adverse. A contemporary writer attributes much of her
success to the care she takes in choosing her names. They
must be sufficiently unusual to arouse interest, yet not so
uncommon that the reader cannot imagine himself into the
part. To take a recent successful novel as example: A. J.
Cronin’s "Citadel” has Andrew Manson as the self-sacri
ficing young Scotch doctor, Christine Barlow makes a
splendid little wife, Philip D enny an eccentric genius, Joe
Morgan, honest coal miner. All are plausible names.
The naming of books is an art in itself. The title should
be "in some degree . . . descriptive of the work, giving the
reader his first hint of the fundamental idea. . . . It should
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be brief for convenience’s sake . . . and neatly and effec
tively phrased. It is an advertisement to the work as well
as a name . . . exposition, history, and argument have par
ticular need to be named accurately, whereas fiction . . .
must depend on appeal of title.” Thus French summarizes
the qualities of a title.
If a title can be noted and a general impression of the
book formed, which remains unchanged after the book has
been read, then that title is a good one. Titles of expository
works are usually quite definite—there can be no question
of what O rganic C hemistry, or C en tu ry Readings in the
English Essay deals with. The D ecline and Fall o f the
Roman Empire is an explicit title. It is in fiction that the
author can exert himself to devise a title that will fill all
bills mentioned. Sometimes he succeeds and often he doesn’t.
To return to Dr. Cronin’s novel. This is a really splen
did book, yet there is nothing to indicate the fact in the
title. The Citadel certainly does not suggest Andrew Manson and his fight to uphold the Creed of Hippocrates in the
face of modern medical practices. The publishers evidently
realized the difficulty and emblazoned the dust cover " . . .
CRONIN’S novel about DOCTORS that made a SEN
SATION overnight.” This is one title that failed. As a
contrast let us take Kipling’s story of The Man "Who Would
b e King, suggesting strife and upheaval, and an ambitious
pretender snatching unsuccessfully at a throne—which is
roughly what does happen. This title serves its purpose.
T he W hite C om pany of Conan Doyle suggests in this
day swarms of sterilized nurses and scrubbed internes, while
in fact it is dealing with a company of Scottish mercenary
troops in France. 1066 and All That presages, and deals out,
humour in an historical vein. Here there is no ambiguity.
Edgar Wallace’s titles are usually too brief. The Frog
hardly suggests the grim thriller it is. Indeed only Wal
lace’s reputation promises a thriller at all. Edgar Allan Poe
on the other hand successfully suggests the dark depths of
despair that bring the murderer to insanity in his one word
title The Tarn.
The Story o f San Michele is a misleading title for a fas
cinating biography. Axel Munthe reviews his experiences
in the field of medicine and describes his retreat at San
Michele. To be sure, San Michele is inextricably interwoven
with the author’s life and inspires him throughout, but the
title does not lead one to expect a surgeon’s memoirs. The
autobiography of Baden-Powell of Gilwell on the other
hand, is immediately recognizable as such. Lessons fro m
the Varsity o f Life consist of the experiences of a very full
life of soldiering and scouting.
So we see the great importance of names at all times—
whether commercial, personal, or literary. What’s in a
name? . . . a devil of a lot!
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Since the last issue of the Mitre the exchanges have
dropped from the high literary standards set by former is
sues. We are all familiar with the situation; the term is
drawing to a close; students have written all they ever
wanted to publish; spring usually inspires very few to write
poetry or even prose; examinations are drawing near. But
whatever happens the last issue must be published, so the
editor tears his hair and digs up what he can find, no matter
if it is little better than trash. We must think of this when
looking over the exchanges; they must not be judged from
the last issue of the year, when there is little left but the
dregs.
The exchanges seem to be a pretty poor lot from the
above paragraph, but I cannot go on without first congra
tulating the pupils of Upper Canada College for their excep
tionally good magazine, "The College Times”, which they
publish three times annually. It has been two or three years
since we have heard from this school; now that we are ex
changing again, we must congratulate them for their suc
cess in compiling this magazine which, I think, one could
call the finest school magazine in the country. But the
Upper Canada boys are not satisfied with this, and they
don’t stop here. They publish the "College Times” in the
Christmas, Easter, and summer terms, so in the intervening
months they publish the "In Between Times”, which like
its parent magazine must be the pride of the school. This
magazine is especially commendable for its photographic
section, which one would hardly expect was arranged by
amateur, school-boy photographers.
The Quebec Diocesan Gazette says about the Mitre:
"The members of the Editorial Board are to be congratu
lated on this publication. It belongs to the best type of
college magazine, clean, attractively got up and containing
much of interest not only to the student body but also to
the general reader.”
The Red and White from St. Dunstan’s always has a
good variety of articles, but we can’t quite see why the
magazine has a special Soph-Frosh corner where 1st and
2nd Years’ articles are published. Why not print their
articles with the rest? This system gives one the idea that
the magazine is run entirely by the mighty Senior while
freshman articles are tolerated only when published in the
more insignificant place.
Most of the departments in the Acadia Athenaeum seem
to have suffered considerably last month from lack of
material. We were amused by H. Denton’s cartoon of a
student approaching the final exams.
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Looking about to find what others think of examina
tions we found the King’s College Record quotes the Sheaf
from the University of Saskatchewan: "Examinations are
an involved problem. Certainly it is not right to place the
student under complete subjection to the whim of one man
per class. Neither are our examinations a test of apprecia
tion, and is not that the important thing? It is interesting
to note that many other universities have discarded term
examinations in favour of more effective methods.” This
sort of thing is always appearing in college magazines, and
it all seems so futile because the examinations come just the
same year after year.
Technique had a good article on the "Chemical Indus
tries of Canada.’’ We feel that this magazine can hardly be
called strictly a school or college production because about
seventy-five percent of the articles are written by the
teachers and instructors of the Montreal Technical School
or by other authorities on large industries of today.
The McMaster Quarterly is always one of our best ex
changes. It has an attractive cover and good articles. The
last issue did not have such a variety of articles as in form
er issues, but as I said before, it is the effect of approaching
examinations. The Quarterly is always very serious and
staid; there is little attempt at writing lighter humorous
articles.
Before closing this department for the year, it might
be interesting to briefly survey the activity of the ex
change department. Including the June issue, by the end
of the year over 200 Mitres will have been sent out to
other universities, schools and colleges. In return for these
it is estimated that we have received at least 550 copies of
the various newspapers from our larger universities. In the
way of magazines we have received, as closely as can be
estimated, about 100 copies from schools and universities
in Canada, about 45 from England, and about 15 from else
where in the world. In this way Bishop’s has been con
nected with over 5 5 other institutions. This appears to have

been a very successful year, and we wish to take this oppor
tunity to thank once more all those institutions which have
sent their publications to us.
Since the last issue we have received and enjoyed the
following:
The Huguenot, Univ. College, U. of S. A., South Africa.
The Graccum, Aukland College, New Zealand.
The College Times, Upper Canada College, Toronto.
In Between Times, Upper Canada College, Toronto.
The Fcttisian, Fettis College, Edinburgh, Scotland.
The West Saxon, University College, Southampton, Eng.
The National Student, University College, Dublin.
The Northerner, King’s College, U. of Durham, Eng.
Acadia Athenaeum, Wolfvillc, N. S.
The O. A. C. Review, Guelph, Ont.
Technique, Montreal Technical School, Montreal.
Trinity University Review, Toronto.
The Record, T. C. S., Port Hope, Ont.
The King’s College Record, Halifax.
The Gryphon, U. of Leeds, Eng.
The Red and White, St. Dunstan’s Univ., Charlottetown
The Cap and Gown, Wycliffc College, Toronto.
College Echoes, St. Andrew’s, Scotland.
The Stonyhurst College Magazine, Blackburn, Eng.
The McGill Daily, Montreal.
The Gateway, Edmonton.
The Manitoban, Winnipeg.
The Ubyssey, Vancouver.
The Argosy, Mt. Allison, N.B.
The Queen’s Journal, Kingston.
L’Hebdo Laval, Quebec.
The Brunswickan, Fredericton.
Xavarian Weekly, Antigonish.
Algoma Missionary News.
Codrington College, St. John, Barbadoes.
Quebec Diocesan Gazette.
The College Cord. Waterloo, Ont.

*★ *
We are in d eb ted to Mr. A. J. H. Richardson,

. , f o r th e fo llo w in g :
Downing Street, 3 February, 185 3.

b .a

My Lord:
Referring to your Lordship’s despatches addressed to my Predecessor on the
17th and 27th of November, Nos. 108 and 115, I now transmit to you the Queen’s
Letters Patent under the Great Seal of the United Kingdom, by which the privileges
of a University are conferred upon Bishop’s College at Lennoxville; and your Lordship will have the goodness to cause these Letters Patent to be delivered to the Lord
Bishop of Quebec.
I have the honour to be, My Lord,
Your Lordship’s obedient humble Servant
N e w ca stle .

The Earl of Elgin and Kincardine, K. T.
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The Ingredients of G o o d Talk
So much has been written in the popular books and
newspapers of the day concerning good talk and the qual
ities of a good conversationalist that one would suppose us
all to be, by this time, expert in this respect. Yet how few
of us have ever begun to master the art. I say art, for I
believe that, though natural talents are distinctly helpful
and for near-perfection essential, they are of little use in
themselves without the development gained through prac
tice and effort and thought.
One of the commonest misapprehensions is that the first
essential of good talk is a good education. A basic knowl
edge of facts there must be, of course, but that does not
mean a pedantic vocabulary nor an acquired technical
phraseology. These are interesting within the boundaries of
their own particular sphere, but are not essential to general
good talk. Nor is any sort of affected party-manner, aided
and elaborated by stock phrases and fashionable expressions,
much of an asset, for such an obviously acquired method
of conversation defeats its own end.
As for wit: it, like a sense of humour, has its task of
relieving tension and carrying talk successfully over diffi
cult situations. The common practice, however, of using
wit at the expense of others soon ceases to be amusing and
may quickly become actually offensive. If, then, we in
hibit wit and dismiss pedantry, what arc the ingredients of
good talk?
I think perhaps the most important of all is sympathy.
With it, paths of intimate contact may be found and fol
lowed up to points of genuine common interest; without it,
all talk is hollow and meaningless as regards its social value.
For good conversation does not admit of one voice in ap
parent stage-like prominence. All participants must feel a
mutual bond of personal sympathy and understanding, even
while unconscious of it as the real axis of talk.
Which brings us naturally to selflessness — and the
much-sought-after poise which is derived from that rare
quality. So many of us complain of self-consciousness, and
nurse it as the cause of poor conversational ability. Yet,
despite its pleasanter-sour.ding title, what is self-conscious
ness but pure selfishness, flaunted as excuse for anything
from timidity to snobbishness? If one is sincerely inter
ested in others, if he can forget himself long enough to
find something absorbing in his companions, he will soon
lose himself in the flow of talk; while his natural person
ality, usually much more charming than an affected one,
motivates his speech and action. Even if his companions
seem dull, reserved, and uninteresting, the very act of try
ing to find some redeeming quality in them will serve to
take him out of his own thoughts and provide him with

tall, and enjoy the compliments of an attentive audience
the same poise and freedom which he feels among his inti
mates. Poise, of course, may come from other sources: it
may proceed from sophistication — the term which seems
currently to signify a state of supreme general boredom—
or placid self-satisfaction. But poise of this kind does not
provide conditions favourable to really good conversation;
it usually results, rather, in an empty, fruitless field of talk.
While a constant harping on self is decidedly unpleas
ant, personal anecdotes hold a prominent place in the make
up of good conversation. These must, however, have some
objective, whether it be amusement or illustration, and
should never degenerate to tasteless discussions of individual
personalities. Stories of personal experiences seem to add a
familiar touch to even the stiffest discourse, and, if really
amusing, may often serve to fill in an embarrassing gap.
For, no matter what other rules are overlooked, the tie of
personal interest and sympathy is almost always essential to
a completely satisfactory discussion.
Then, too, although we have named sincerity as a nec
essary circumstance, we may say paradoxically that one of
the handiest of conversational devices is the ability to bluff.
Everyone must be acquainted with countless excellent talk
ers whose intellectual ability is not out of the ordinary and
whose experience is decidedly limited. We wonder at their
ease in conversation and at the wide variety of topics ap
parently within their scope, without realizing that by a few
well-placed remarks they have saved themselves seemingly
inevitable embarrassment. The clever conversationalist does
not admit defeat by confessing ignorance of suggested
topics. By some quiet question or reference he sacrifices the
floor to a better-qualified individual and then keeps his
mind alert to grasp ways to light on the subject; or, if this
is impossible, by careful manipulation he leads the talk into
safer channels. Such manoeuvring involves a certain amount
of subtlety and infinite tact; but the tactless speaker sel
dom fails to find himself in difficulty and should early
guard against his fault, even if by the old "count-to-ten”
method.
Perhaps the weightiest point of all is the one least re
garded by the majority. It is that often g o o d talk means
no talk. This does not suggest long, gaping pauses at awk
ward moments, but tactful silence in the right places. Here
again selfishness is often the cause of clumsiness. So few
people are good listeners. There is no more obnoxious com
panion than the one who seems constantly ready and anx
ious to pounce upon the first conversational break to fill it
with his own words; while, on the other hand, most of us
find some pleasure in being able to contribute equally to the
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talk, and enjoy the compliments of an attentive audience
when it comes our turn. In spite of ourselves we feel more
kindly disposed toward those who evince an interest in us,
and the general atmosphere is rendered far more pleasant
by a mutual exchange of spontaneous deference. So we see
that in most cases the problem of conversation is almost as
good as solved when we learn how to listen.
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All these ingredients, interwoven inseparably with at
tendant attitudes and circumstances, require, however, much
practice before they can be fully useful. To sympathy and
alertness, generosity, tact, and humour, there must then be
added patience in practice and a real desire to please. Com
bined in entirety, these cannot fail to produce good con
versationalists—and good talk.

N otes and Comments

And so still another year draws to a close, as evidenced
by the fact that already the notice has been posted advising
those who hope to attain degrees they should visit the
Bursar to see that their names are correctly registered. As
we contemplate the year in retrospect, we see that it was
not the dullest that we have known, rather, the amazement
seems to lie in the fact that we were able to do so much
in so little time.
*

*
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where the students could hold their dance. And a good
time was had by all!
The Maths and Science Club redeemed itself for a long
period of inactivity with an excursion to Thetford Mines,
which was enjoyed more than many would care to admit.
Amusing was Professor Kuehner’s remark that he realized
where he could find any of the lads who had wandered
from the group.
The Literary and Debating Society sprang into activity
at the end of the term, and the Divines once more won the
Skinner trophy. The Arts Club proved itself to be the most
popular of the now existing clubs, and Bill Power pushed
the ex-mayor of Sherbrooke in the stomach to make an
appointment on time.
We must not forget the night that the Froth Blowers
made Northwest Passage punch, or for that matter the trip
to Mount Washington, when the car was not allowed past
the border, but they had forgotten their lunch in Sher
brooke anyway. And then Mills and his trip to Bermuda
when he forgot his steamboat ticket, and Brcdin’s shrewd
betting on the Cornwall Flyers.
a-

*

The first term, Michaelmas on your report card, proved
itself to be one that will linger in the minds of the fresh
men, for it was then that initiation was stricken from the
lists of the Senior’s minor sports. Two members of second
year adjourned to their respective homes to contemplate the
change, for a period of not more than a month and not less
than two weeks. And while on the subject of freshmen let
us not forget the Magor reforms, or the insisting that the
day-student freshmen do their share of "helping seniors’’.
The first social event of the term was the ascent of
Mount Orford, which indicated that the year was to be an
unusual one as far as social life was concerned. Memories
of the trip still persist, the principal ones being split skirts
and broken heels.
As time wore on the freshmen problem was forgotten,
including Withal’s lengthy communication on the subject.
Then followed the annual events. The Prin welcomed the
new students and condemned dictatorship, the freshettes
were appraised at the Introduction dance, and the presi
dents of the different clubs announced their ambitiously
expanded programmes for the year.
The radio police in Sherbrooke proved a novelty to
many of the students especially in their valiant attempts
to clean up one of the local dance halls.
It was in this period that the faculty were invited to
talk over the local radio station for fifteen-minute pro
grammes. The New Arts’ affair blew up and the boys in
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the building missed a couple of dances, but then five boys
bore the brunt of the wrath with a five-day gating until
June.
Late features of the term were the Gibeau pills and the
Knox suicide; aside from the actual victims it was amusing
to watch others who claimed that they had not been vic
tims of the hoax.

The Lent term proved that the students could get on
with the faculty so the lads turned their attention to much
less important things, namely the student Council. Who
can forget the Senior Man’s sweeping reforms—so the stu
dents spent less of their own money this year. The first of
a series of informal get-togethers was held in a dimlylighted Convocation Hall, and proved to be such an out
standing success that a vote was taken for its repetition in
the near future and the whole thing forgotten.
It was also in this term that a drinking song was intro
duced, which served the village in that they now can be
sure who the noisy hoodlums are that walk through the
village in the late night or early morning. All this term
the Sherbrooke radio police were on the job. They kept a
careful watch on the lads at the Formal and chased two
divines out of East Sherbrooke.
The Formal proved to the management of the New
Sherbrooke Hotel that there are other places in Sherbrooke

«■

*

The T rinity term was a short one and many of the stu
dents turned their thoughts to more serious things. At
the major play a few of the amusing things noted were
Geoff Murray’s horse . . . the music played entre acte at
the dress rehearsal "Minuet in Jazz” . . . and the actors
truckin’ to it in 18th century costume. . . . the arguments
over the shade of make-up . . . six costumed actors (?)
sitting in a car outside of Loach’s sipping milk shakes . . .
valiant attempts being made to study in the Girls’ Common
Room while the play was going on . . . Pharo’s new en
trance on to right back stage, complete with lighting . . .
The white blazers on the ushers, which seemed to be a re
lief after the tux and gown of so many years . . . difficulty
of several of the female members of the cast to get the
play out of their system in time to listen to lectures on the
next morning . . . and at the rehearsal, one of the assistant
directors demonstrating with Line. Magor how the hero
should embrace the heroine.
The radio police ride on and complete the anti-climax
of their year’s work, in so far as the University is concerned
by arresting a freshman for going twenty-six miles an hour.
We are reliably informed that there has been a co-ed
admitted to the ranks of the Froth Blowers, for identifica
tion inquire from Mr. Menard.
It was resolved that freshmen members of the Parchesi
Club would not be known as Junior "G” men.
It is also rumoured that Knox has been demoted to a
"G” class runner.
We must commend Dr. Langford for his valiant at
tempt to hold a Biology lab while the Bassett wedding was
jn progress; photographic evidence shows that the female

element was missing almost in toto.
Contrary to widespread rumours and photographic evi
dence Communism has not as yet gained a firm hold on the
attention of the students.
Let not the Bishop’s students feel that their claim to
radio fame is limited to the local station, for on the morn
ing of May 5, at 3 a.m. two members of the university
gained momentary fame over station WNEW when "Your
very good friend the milkman, Stan Shaw” dedicated a
number "Joseph, Joseph” to their English professor, with
the sincere hope that it would prejudice him in their favour.
He was not quite certain what they meant when they
stated that they were studying for their June exams, but
along with the state distributors for "Twenty Grand” cig
arettes he wished them the best of luck, but anti-climaxed
with a dedication to Elita in Flatbush, New Jersey.
And there are a few changes taking place in the staff of
the University. The New Arts building is loosing one of
its deans to Prospect street, number 31, ’tis rumoured, and
we are getting a French professor to replace him . . . and
then again a new permanent resident of the Shed has been
noticed, Ronald Elton Scott by name.
O. T. C.
Although the annual inspection took place before the
Easter vacation, the corps has not been inactive. The most
popular parade of the year took place on May 7 when the
members were paid for their service to their country. On
May 12 the corps was lined up complete in uniform, (but
tons not shined) and the Corps picture was taken. Wonder
if we will each be given a copy free?
On May 1 the Corps paraded with the Sherbrooke regi
ment to St. Peter’s church. This parade proved itself to be
a novelty to all those concerned; Principal A. H. McGreer
was the guest speaker at the service.
THE ACTIVITIES DINNER
Was held in the University dining room. It was the
occasion for the presentation of the various awards for the
year in basketball, golf, badminton, and the awards in
hockey, the major and minor Bs. Mr. A. C. Skinner of
Sherbrooke was on hand to present the Skinner trophy for
inter-faculty debating, the trophy being once again won by
the Divinity team . . . Noted, the last public appearance
of the Glee Club for the year, with all of the members
apparently highly enjoying their task . . . Ron Fyfe re
fusing to say a few words after being presented with the
cups for badminton singles and golf on the grounds that
his turn would come next year . . . The song sheets
given out and not used . . . the first official use of the
"Alma Mater” . . . Dr. Raymond’s crack, mentioned after:
"It should be the aim of every Divinity student to preach
a sermon in our chapel that would prove to be so interest
ing that it would even keep the Arts students awake.”
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Sport from the Sidelines
The fact that there is no major sport in the summer
term at Bishop’s is due to the inevitable sporting cycle in
fashion here; whenever there is no pressure of work, which
of course is practically the entire year, there is a major
sport to occupy the athletically minded, while when the
occasion comes to think of examinations the minor activi
ties come into their own, and take up almost as much time.
So with the major sports and ping-pong officially concluded
for the academic year, there remain only a few disjointed
items of sporting interest to be covered in this issue.
ODDS AND ENDS
The writer feels that it is probably just as well that
there is very little to write about since it has been calcu
lated that the attainment of a B. A. involves writing well
over 50,000 words in less than a fortnight, which certainly
leaves very little time to bend the elbow in any other way.
. . . It has been appropriately suggested by some especially
thirsty local golfers, that beer be sold at the club house.
If there is no objection to this on moral grounds, and if the
present interest in golf is maintained by the same students,
along with the rest of the college’s well known capacity
for liquid nourishment, this would indeed be a profitable
venture . . . Bishop’s famous faculty foursome has been
taking its usual active interest in the Royal and ancient
pastime since late in April so their store of jokes should be
replenished by now. The writer has been near enough to
notice that they have not reached their well-known mid
season form, but not sufficiently close to hear if their consequenf*verbal abuse would be in any way a revelation; the
average Bishop s golfer has passed the status of a student in
this respect, and we doubt whether he could have learned
anything . . . Although golf is supposed to be the most
expensive of the widely played sports, yet at Bishop’s it is
considered a comparatively cheap form of amusement;
green fees which are $1 per year, are paid by the Students’
Association, the price of balls ranges from one cent, for
ones which have provided our local dogs with numerous
after dinner snacks, to ten cents for balls that a pro would
be glad to use; caddies (self-termed) sell their services for
15 cents a round, and a beginner, with even a slight degree
of pawnshop technique, can pick up a decent set of clubs
and a moth eaten bag for $5; and if he applies to Room 19
in the New Arts he can get an excellent assortment at that
price . . . Sponsored by a famous sportsman, whose talk
on his prowess with a rifle has yet to be matched by re
sults, a great interest has arisen in shooting at the numer
ous bottles on Convocation Lawn, and the vile-looking birds
which hover about the rear of the college; so if any stray
bullets happen to come whipping over the tennis courts,
players should not be concerned as to their popularity, but
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should realize that they are merely witnesses who can readily
vouch for the growth of this fine sport at Bishop’s . . .
Golfers who have not already heard, will be interested to
know that Ronny Fyfe has accepted the position of pro
fessional at Tadoussac for the summer. So local divot mak
ers will know where to go for instruction, although Ronny
has made no promises as to reducing rates for any Bishop’s
students who may happen to stray down there on their
travels; judging from the cartoons in Esquire he ought to
be in for a very pleasant summer . . . A number of those
students who look to excess heat as an excellent excuse for
doing no work, have been venturing forth to a swimming
hole that really lives up to this name, and apparently the
mixture of mud and water has a most invigorating effect;
a select few have even been swimming in the Massawippi
along with the rest of the college sewage . . . Further
laurels were added to the New Arts building’s impressive
athletic reputation when early this term Ronny Fyfe pitched
his team to an easy 10-7 victory over the Old Arts’ ablest
representatives in a softball contest permeated with verbal
abuse that would have shocked a hardened golfer; possibly
we had better not deal with the New Arts’ reputation in
other respects . . . Perhaps the college’s more epicurean
sportsmen will recall their promotion of a now famous road
race from the main entrance of Lennoxvillc’s best aotel to
the town post office, for a munificent 5 5-cent purse which
was wheedled out of them when they were in no condition
to refuse. Well, although their representative may have
been soundly trounced the subsequent challenge of a lead
ing Bishop’s athlete to run five miles against the victor at
a later date, for the sum of $5, was turned down, despite
a contemptuous notice that was prominently displayed at
the scene of the recent exhibition; so Bishop’s may take'
the credit for still another moral victory to compensate for
this tragic defeat, even though the person involved is not
expected to collect as a result of the default, since appar
ently his opponent has apparently gone into temporary exile
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. . . Whoever is in charge of the tennis courts must be
complimented in having them ready for play only a fort
night after those of the village and the school; it is indeed
a pleasant surprise to see them in some sort of condition
before Convocation. As it would be an exaggeration to say
that very little work is done on them until the first week
in May, they consequently remain for a large part of the
term a clay quagmire utilized solely as a noisy rendez-vous
by the faculty’s dogs when they are in a bad humour. By
way of excuse it is said that the 3 5 window panes which
were demolished, apparently by the forces of nature, in
about ten days during the earlier part of the term, kept
the sub staff so busy that they had no time left for the
courts. It has been suggested that a good court might be
installed on Convocation Lawn where it would be immune
from the annual floods (of the river); the only apparent
objection to this proposal is that one of the New Arts'
student’s favourite pastimes consists in heaving great quan
tities of water on anyone who lingers too long in the vicin
ity of the building. . . . A motley Freshman softball team
walked up to B. C. S. early this term, and before they
trudged back they had given the school a 6-2 beating in a
game that was heard all over Lennoxville . . . Combined
with an even break in hockey and an easy victory in rugby
by our Junior teams, as well as the smashing verbal triumph
in ping-pong, this helps to regain much of the prestige that
was lost last year when encounters between the school and
the college inevitably resulted in embarrassing defeats for
the latter . . . Some students question the desirability of
having B. C. S. play their cricket on our rugby field since
their shrill voices are already heard sufficiently in our chapel
and on the golf course; at least they have kept out of the
dining room and we can’t blame them for that . . . The
raucous shriek "Do yuh wanna buy a golf ball?” which
for the sake of others we hope is peculiar to Bishop’s,
marked the official opening of another golf season in the
middle of April, before the course had recovered from its
winter hangover; but after a time it was possible to play
two strokes without losing a ball, and conditions improved
so rapidly that the annual championship which was held
over from last autumn was finally concluded as the Mitre
goes to press. It may be recalled that the tournament al
most reached the semi-finals, which is something of an
achievement at Bishop’s, before the links were finally taken
over by the college’s worst skiers. And so it remained for
the writer, whose name by the way is Mills, to nose out
Geoff Scott for the right to play Ronny Fyfe, who had
reached the finals by eliminating Ian McLean and Bill
Lunderville, in the decisive match for the Meredith Cup.
And it also remained for Fyfe to dispose of the writer by
a 2 and 1 margin in a see-saw battle, with the short end
ultimately going to the defending champion who will now
have only his ping-pong laurels on which to rest. It was

after the end of the first nine when the match was all
square that Fyfe forged into the lead and was never again
headed. Perhaps the most decisive shot of the game was
the winner’s 30-foot putt for a par five on the sixth hole
of the second round, 610 yards in length, after the writer
had been fifteen feet from the pin in three and seemed sure
of the hole. So when the loser three putted from this dis
tance the new champion, to hold his lead, had but to halve
the next two holes in par to close the match on the 17th
green with a well-earned victory. The writer has little
hope, however, that Fyfe will act upon a suggestion made
at the thirstiest part of the game, that the winner have the
cup filled and refilled with a suitable beverage; needless to
say at Bishop’s this would cost a small fortune . . . Unfor
tunately the writer did not consider the possibility of a
cricket game taking place between B. C. S. and the college
and partially upsetting his findings. Such an event, of
course, took place and the school won by a 67-15 score;
but those athletes who dragged themselves out to the rugby
field, and we cannot call them cricketers since at least three
of them had never played the game before, still think with
some justification that if they practised more frequently
than once a year, the school would be in for a sound trim
ming. Possibly we had better leave it at that . . . It was
hardly a treat to sore eyes to view the vile assortment of
colour schemes and the dubious quality of the apparel ex
hibited by some of the Bishop’s players, who were decked
out as though in preparation for a long hike into some
northern wilderness with little hope of returning . . . Also
noticed was the apparent inability of a few to decide
whether to use a stroke suitable for a 2 50-yard drive or a
prodigious home run until it was too late to employ either
. . . At the request of a member of the team who wished
to see his name in print before the year is over we are fist
ing the Bishop’s team: Davies, Greenwood, Carter, Knox,
Mills, Walters, Power, Carmichael, Magor, Edgell and Fyfe.
One reason for our poor showing is the fact that we did
not have a college scorer . . . Cricket is a sport that sounds
very interesting to students at Bishop’s when they are merely
speaking of it; a great many can talk an excellent game
and excel at tales of their prowess when they were in their
so-called prime at school. These same individuals in action,
however, appear more bored than would be possible at the
most tiresome of social functions, and leave the field in
such an exasperated frame of mind as to suggest that they
were recovering from a particularly violent hangover. Per
haps these tendencies may be peculiar to Bishop’s, but at
any rate it is noticed that their verbal enthusiasm for the
game is partially revived when a number of them assemble
in clean bull session; and it is on such occasions as well as
over the tea cups that cricket reaches the height of its
popularity; all its more tiresome features are immersed in
the few really pleasurable moments that the game affords,
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and in a sort of inevitable cycle, forgotten until memories
are refreshed more experiences of the actualities. Since this
is the attitude that a number of our cricketers adopt to
wards the game it is little wonder that it cannot compete
as a steady diet with sports which offer more direct satis
faction to the athlete; as it does not provide the gratifica
tion that comes with explosive vocal efforts, as it is some
what lacking in the action we are accustomed to in sports,
as it penalizes too heavily one mistake at bat, as it lacks a
sense of humour, and because its tempo is not in keeping
with the times, as well as for numerous other reasons, cric
ket is only popular for variety’s sake with the majority of
the students here. Thus although cricket seems to be ad
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mirably suited to the restrained English temperament, yet
it appears to be dying out in Canada because it is too placid
a game for a people whose sporting natures are essentially
American, and who therefore prefer those faster moving
and more spectacular sports which are most often seen on
this continent . . . Perhaps it would be best to close a very
spotty account of the summer term’s sporting activities
with the familiar but sincere hope that the college will
continue their present climb up the athletic slope, and that
success will absolve our athletes from the necessity of be
coming upset at no more pointed comments than those
which appeared in the earlier issues of the Mitre this year.

A lu m n i Notes
The following is a letter from the R ev’d A llen Brock, m . a . , ’96, to the Editor of the London Times. The
letter is dated 10th March, 19J8.

in g t o n

JUNE,

1938

Mrs. William Mitchell (M argaret Bradley, b .a . ’34) and
W. B. Bradley, ’3 3, sister and brother of the bride. Fol
lowing the ceremony a largely attended reception was held
at the Magog House, Sherbrooke. The bride and groom are
spending a honeymoon in Bermuda. The Mitre extends its
best wishes for a long and happy life to Mr. and Mrs. Bas
sett. Among several Bishop’s graduates present at the wed
ding were noticed Dr. H. P. W right, b . a. ’09, of Montreal;
Mr. H. Bruce M unro , b .a . ’34, of Ottawa; W. H. Brad
ley , b . a. ’34, b .c .l . of Sherbrooke, and C harles F. C ar son, b .a . ’36, of Bishop’s College School.
Dr. M yer M. M edine, b . a. ’31, has been nominated for
a short service commission (lieutenancy) in the Royal
Army Medical Corps, from first May, 1938. He will attend
the Royal Army Medical College in London for two months,
and spend a third month at the Royal Army Medical Corps
School of Instruction, Aldershot, following which he will
receive an appointment in England, or more probably on
the continent.
Mr. Gordon O. R othney , b .a . ’32, recently sailed for
England where he will resume his reading for the Ph. D. at
the University of London.
The Rev’d A. V. Ottiwell , b . a . ’34, formerly head
master of St. George’s School, Belize, British Honduras, is
temporarily in charge of St. Matthew’s Church, Quebec.
It is understood that Mr. Ottiwell has been appointed cur
ate at St. Peter’s Church, Sherbrooke, and will assume his
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duties in June.
Donald B. M ackay, b .a . ’3 5, has completed his work
at the Theological Seminary, Princeton University, Prince
ton, N. J., and expects to graduate on 17th May. He will
be ordained to the ministry of the Presbyterian Church in
Canada, and will take up work in Ontario.
The Rev’d A lbert Baldwin was ordained to the Diaconate at St. Luke’s Cathedrale, Sault Ste-Marie, Ont., on
13th March. After spending the summer in the Diocese of
Algoma, Mr. Baldwin will return to Bishop’s to complete
his final year. To both these men the Mitre extends hearty
congratulations.
W. E. W alker, b . a. ’37, will be in charge of the Mis
sion of Lake Megantic and Ditchfield from 1st June.
— ------- —+

*
C om plim ents o f

J. A. G E RVAIS
B arber

L ennoxville

Q ue .

"T he R ev. Dr . A llen Brockington:

More than 40 years ago the University of Bishop’s
College and Bishop’s College School celebrated the
jubilee of their foundation at Lennoxville, one of
the eastern townships of Quebec Province, of which
Sherbrooke is the chief. The occasion attracted
many visitors, including Lord and Lady Aberdeen.
As secretary for the proceedings I was brought into
contact with these guests of the university and
school. A boy in my form named Joly de Lotbiniere
introduced me to his parents, and M. Joly told me
that his grandfather was the last seigneur of Lotbi
niere to exercise the right of the high, the middle,
and the low justice. A Norman link indeed!
I could give many examples of the prolific fami
lies of Canadians—we were rude enough or ignorant
enough to call them "habitants” in those days. These
French-Canadians had the reputation of being the
most religious people in the world, guiding their
lives by fast and festival, observing the seasons of
the Church with the same attention as they observed
the seasons of the year. And their loyalty to the
British Crown could be taken for granted. At least,
the French Premier of Quebec said so at the jubilee
to which I have referred.”
On May 6 the University had a visit from the Rev’d A.
R. L ett, L.S.T. ’20, headmaster of St. George’s Indian Resi

t — --------------------------------------------------------------------- +
DRINK THE BEST

A Bank is Interested
dential School, Lytton, B. C. Mr. Lett gave a very inter
esting lecture on his work there and used coloured moving
pictures by way of illustration. He also gave some idea of
the beauty of the mountainous region in which his school
is situated. Mr. Lett spent several days at Bishop’s renew
ing old acquaintances and told many tales of the good old
days when he was Senior Student ’way back eighteen years
ago, and from all accounts students are very much the same
today as they were then.
Mr. and Mrs. William Clark of North Hatley, Que.,
announce the engagement of their only daughter Mildred
Sara, b .a . ’29, to D ennis B urley A mes , b . a. ’27, p h .d.
(Y ale), only son of Mrs. Florence B. Ames of Troy, N.Y.
Dr. Ames is now Assistant Professor of Mathematics at
Rensselaer Polytechnic Institute, Troy, N. Y. The mar
riage will take place in June.
The wedding took place on 26th April at St. Mark’s
Chapel, of J ohn W hite H ughes Bassett, b .a . ’36, to
Eleanor M oira Bradley, b .a . ’34. The ceremony was
performed by the Rev’d Dr. A. H. McGreer, Principal of
the University, and among the wedding attendants were

Yes, but in what? . . . Making money? That
is only the obverse—the obvious obverse—of the
medal. On the reverse, equally important, is its
interest in the prosperity of Canada, of the world
at large, in scientific research, in education.
The Bank watches with interest your education
as a citizen and hopes to be your ally in putting
this education to a test.
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STUDENTS

Hymn and Prayer Books
ALL PRICES
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NEW SUMMER FROCKS
in CRYSTAL SHEEN
A Beautiful Material that is Crease Resistant
and Water Repellent
PRETTY DESIGNS and ATTRACTIVE STYLES
in all sizes, to suit all types

Reliable DRUG STORE Service

NEW SUMMER LINGERIE
and Foundation Garments

Two and Three-piece Knits for Summer Wear
Everything that’s New — Exclusive y e t Inexpensive

THIS IS NECESSARY:
for YOUR HEALTH

Elizabeth B r a d le y

71

for YOUR POCKET

W

e l l in g t o n

N.

SHERBROOKE, QUE.

for YOUR SATISFACTION

WIGGETT’S SHOE STORE
Special Badminton and Basketball Shoes
Professional Hockey Skates and Boots
Ski Boots

ANSELL’S DRUG STORE
SHERBROOKE, QUE.

DRESS SHOES FOR ALL OCCASIONS

McKINDSEY’S DRUG STORE

Fittings verified b y X-ray

LENNOXVILLE, QUE.

Established 1886

Sherbrooke, Q ue.
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Chocolate was a favoured beverage
I

ON G before Cortez set out on his
_j first voyage o f discovery,chocolate
or chocolatl— as it was called — was the
national drink o f the Aztecs, their
Emperor, M ontezuma is said to have
taken no other beverage. So highly
did the Aztecs esteem chocolate that
they valued the cocoa bean above gold.
Introduced by Hernando Cortez to
Spain in 1526, b y the end o f the 17th
century chocolate was the aristocratic
beverage o f Europe. I t was then that
chocolate houses were first established.

T he best cocoa beans are grown in
the equatorial zones in the West
Indies, W est Africa, Ceylon and other
countries. M any are the processes o f
refinement that have been discovered
since chocolate was first introduced.
Because Neilson’s em ploy the most
modern machinery and use only the
finest cocoa beans, Neilson’s chocolate
is so smooth, so rich, so delightful in
flavour and matchless perfection that
it is indeed the best chocolate made.

G et a b a r o f Neilson*s J e rs e y Milk C hocolate, b ite into it a n d
l e t it m elt in yo u r m outh — tru ly it i s — "the f o o d o f th e G ods.n
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TH E BEST MILK CHOCOLATE MADE
HS37A

