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MARRIED WOMEN WORKERS
THE HAPPIEST

even if they could not get along
mth;)ut continuing their employ-
ment,

NEW YORK, Dec. led
women who have outside jobs and
still do all their household duties
make the happler wives, if they are
to be judged by statistics gathered
at Columbia University and made
public today. Of 632 women, rep-
resenting 36 cities, whose ion
was asked, most said that outside
work gave them an outlet for en-
ergy and and self-expression and
prought pl Y edvbaidh ok
Half the women also beleived that
their jobs made them more stimu-
lating companions for their hus-
bands. .
Working wives, the survey dis-
closed, also have an effect on hus-
bands, some of whom were spurred
to greater ambition, partly through
the example set by the wives and
partly through the natural desire of
husbands to take entirely upon
themselves the task of supporting
thelr families,

The majority of the married
women with jobs agreed that they
would advise other women to marry

ABSOLVED FROM BLAME

(C.P. By Guardian’s Special Wire)
SYDNEY, N. 8, Dec. 4—Layton
Blue of. Glace Bay, driver of a
truck which struck and killed Ar-
thur Lamey, 37 year old New Wat-
erford miner, was absolved from all
blame in connection with the fa-
tality by a coroner's jury which
returned a verdict of accidental
death at an inquest today.
Referring to the driver, the jury
stated that “everything possible was
done under the circumstances.”

IDLENESS

He is not only idle who does
nothing, but he is idle who might
be better employed i

.—Socrates.
FAULT-MENDERS
be s “fault-mender” than

Better
a “fault-finder”

InSaint John By

Following 18 the text of the elo-
quent,_address delivered in St.
John, N.B., at the St. Andrew’s Day
celebration in that city by the Rev.
J. 8t Clair Jeans, rside,
whose departure shortly from this
Province is & matter of general
regret: ‘

I appreciate the privilege of be-
ing your guest, and I feel it an
honour that you should have in-
vited me to respond to the anclent
and glorious » When your
President ‘invited me to speak to
you I felt sure that there ouzht to
be men in this City capable of

' clothing the immortal theme with

an eloquence more fitting than
mine, But g second thought told me
it would be a pleasing ad

Fine Address
On Scotland

Eloquent Response To Time Honored
Toast At St. Andrew’s DayBanquet

Rev. J. St. C. Jeans

brother Scots, you have invited
me here to speak on Scotland. For
thirteen years I have not seen her
shores for thirteen years. I have
had 1little opportunity to express
what I feel to a sympathetic aud-
fence. But tonight I am going to
let myself go. And if any mean
gainsay me, Mr. President, let him
be condemned to eat a second por-
tlon of hazgis after he has set his
affairs in order.

I speak, tonight, to men who are

strain and the caber is tossed

the dancers dance. At a mm‘t:g
like that A, A. Cameron of Fort
Willlam in 1901 put the 16 . shot
a distance of 56 feet and no Olym-
’;;}; ch&nl;gion has. equalled that.

ey ralse a mighty bz
g e a ighty brood of men

Many Memories

‘Then come with me to the west
through the land of mighty bens
and weeping glens—through the
htnd of the deer forests and the
aband homesteads—to where
the great mountains run down sheer
|into the sea and tiny villages nestle
precariously at their feet—the land
(of the MacRaes and the MacKin-
nons and the Macleods and the
{MadPhails and the MacDonalds and
the MacLeans—where the Coolins
aE&b the sky—where the Atlantic
t on Ard rchan—and
see the enchanted fairy tangle of
| the Isles, Canna and Figg and Rum,
|uull and Coll and Tiree, when the
forefathers of many a man here
|wreotled for their scanty llving,
and built up that sturdy Highland
nature that stands you in such
good stead today. I remember one
moonlight night on Tobermony Bay
and there came to me over the

not all of Scottish birth, but who|Water a girl's volce singing “Fear a
have within them the old, good,|bhata.” I remember slipping past
blood, and carry the proud and'Morven where “gently, gently runs
anclent names. You may not have|the tide that bears one far from
seen the land, but the land is in'Fiunary.” I remember the mists

for a married man to be the speak-
er of the evening for once, so I
came. And again it occurred to me

 that since in all likelihood I am go-

ing to be a citizen of Saint John
In the near future, I had better
take the oppo:tunity mow, before
you got to know me so well that
you wouldn't ask me at all.

Now I am sure there are good
members of this Soclety who are
wondering why a man with a name
like mine should be standing at
this table. A man with e name like
mine and an accent like mine ought
to carry his birth certificate about
with him. Some of you are, per-
haps, thinking that before you
know it, the President will be in-
viting someone with a name like
“Ivanovitch” to speak to the great
Toast next year. But, really, my
name is as Scotch as Elgin and

history can make it. In the little
kirk-yard of S8t. Andrews, near
Elgin, there’s many a stone bearing
the name of my Huzenot forebears.
And I was born in Glasgow with
the fog in my throat and the thun-
der of the Clyde hammers in my
ears. And in Glasgow smoke was I
brought up, and in Glasgow mud
did I kick out my boots, and in
Glasgow rain did I go to Gilmore
Hill where the gray University
looks out on the roaring town. And
the rain, and the mud, and the
smoke, and the fog of that dear,
dirty, kindly place are part of me
now—and shall be part of me until
I die.

Now that I have set your minds
at rest, let me proceed. This is the

three hundred years of Mo:ayshire '

seen the land, but ancestral voices
whisper to you tonight of far-off
things; whisper to you of wind-
swept places where the cairns of
your dead are standing; whisper of
some little lone isle washed by He-
|bﬂdetm seas; whisper of Highland
and Lowland and Townland, and
you will understand, you will under-
stand, as I {peak tonight of the
,things I see through the mists of
Ithe years,

I I see again the Laigh O'Moray
ilyilng beneath the summer suns,
\where the Spey an the Findhorn
and the Nairn go singing to the
sea. And there is no land loveller
in all the world than that North
Countree, and no folks kindlier
than the folke who speak of “loon-
ies” and “quinies” and “speldings”
and “crowdy” in their soft, easy
drawling tongue. I am a boy again
,on the High Street of Nairn, that
old town that siw Bonnie Prince
Charlie march out to Culloden
Moor. And the Links O’Nairn lean

to the sea, and the river O'Nairn P

laughs beneath the bridge; and the
wee lanes turn, and the cobble-
stone closes beckon, and the fisher
wifie with her creel on her back
says “Any speldings today?” I re-
member the dark and windless
woods where Cawdor lies, low roof-
ed and sombre, where they show
you the room where MacBeth
murdered King Duncan. Or I go to
Culloden Moor and the rain is fall-
ing, dripping drea:y and slow on
heather and whin anu broom, and
jon the calrn that tells of the last
stand of the Scottish clans. And in

Scotsman’s night of nights,—and I that haunted desolation a ghostly
speak more especlally of the 8cot piprcch walls on the wind, and you
abroad. It is not the time for iron-|imagine you hear that great c.y of
ical comment and superficial clever- cameron .of ‘Locheil rallying - the
ness, but the time for warmth end ranks; Cameron of Locheil leading

Santa Claus
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department of this large
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lines we offer, you will

ably and satisfactorily.

Here you find Santa Claus’ headquarters,
No denying the fact. No shutting your eyes to
the evidence piled up on every shelf in every,

Here is the place where your
Xmas wants can be supplied
This year the importation for Christmas

Trade exceed in quantity, in variety, in quality
and in novelty all former efforts in this line,

establishment.

little ones

The articles suitable for this purpose em-
brace a list ,whose variety is surprising—and
even more surprising are the moderate prices
charged. Never was better value offered from
the article costing only a few cents to those of

For Grown-up People

The worrying question of selecting a sult.
able gift, will, we promise you, be easy of solu-
tion in our store this season. In all the various

find: wide variety and

sterling value enabling youn to purchase profit-

geniality, and brotherhood and ex-
pansion of the heart. It is our night
and the rumor of it geces round the
world, Only a few short hours ago
the skirl of the pipes playing in
the haggls awakened the echoes in
the foothills of the Himalayas.
Only a few hours ago it tingled to
the skies beneath the Southern
Cross. It has sent the tom-toms
rumbling in the Af:ican jungles.
Even now there's Scottish song
ringing from the windows of a
Buenos Ayres club through the hot,
sultry night. And up in the Arctic
some lone prospector is harangu-
ing his unfortunate dog team with
the speech of the evening. ““Never
an isle so little, never a sea so lone.”
Yes, the Scot is everywhere, and
he carries his love of country and
pride of race with him, and the
warm expansion of St. Andrew’s
night. Did you read that most i1-
luminating thing that General
Smuts told at one of the Scottish
Unjversities not long ago? On his
father's farm in South Africa there
was an old battle-scarred Hottentot.
And young Smuts, who was about
fourteen, used to listen with en-
thralled interest to this retainer’s
stories of the tribal wars in which
he had been engaged. The South
African war had just started and
young Smuts asked the Hottentot,

English would win. “And are the
English the greatest people in the

plied the Hottentot.

farthest north land in the world,
and the English are greatly afraid
of them. They are oalled the
‘Scots.'” 8o, you see, the truth has
penetrated into darkest Africa. If
anyone says the African is back-
ward, you should repudiate the
suggestion indignantly. He may

an occasional foe—but he is a man
of discernment’ and discrimination.

Two Maln Elements

greater Tace still. They live in the!

'the centre; Cameron of Lochell and
his men in' that mad, wild, glorious
charge on certain death. The High-
land regiments have shed their
blood on many a foreign field since
then, and the wind of their name
has swept the ultimate seas, but
that last great stand of the Scot-
tish clans, when the finest fizhting
men in Europe flung their desper-
ate valour in vain against artillery
fire, is a story that will not die out
amongst men, Long ago it happen-
ed, but even today there is no
name greater in the Highlands
than “Cameron of Locheil” and no
more honoured than that house
amongst Scottish families. And what
songs are there that sing their way
so well into the crannies of High-
land hearts but the sonzs of Bon-
nie Prince Charllle and the gay
and gallant 1 that followzd him,
“No more we'll'see such deeds again,
Deserted is each Hizhland glin,

And lonely cairns are ower the men
Who fought and died for Charlie,”

Inverness

Then come with mo to Inverness f{ar too many for utterance tonight.'type The chief surgecn of a great
when the dusk is falling upon the Memories of Dumfries where Rab- hospital—there is your type. Think

Castle Hill, upon the storied streets,
,Inverness, heart of Highland rom-
iance, and watch the lizhts

ltwinkle from the Islands in the

who, in his opinion, would win. The river, and listen as I listened once and
native replied that he thought the tnhere to the pipes crying in the On

{gloaming, crying out the ancient
|Celtic sorrow as the pipes alone

shaken.
Ithe great Bens of Ross shire, shad-
cowy and dim, the dull gleam of a
jloch in the distance as it- carght
the afterglow, and at my feet the
river whispering by—and that old
lament, lifting, falling, indescrib-
ably desolate, the voice of the old
North, the voice of Culloden and

have his mannerisms—he may eat|Glencoe and older battles still, the I knew

cry for the perished dreams, the
| swift foot gone from the corrie, for

' |the days and the lads that are no

more, no more at all.
But the scene shifts and I am at
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What are the elements that com- |the Northern Meeting of Inverness,
bine to make this day so widely the principal athletic gathering in
and enthusiastically celebrated in the Highlands, where the beauty
all parts of the world outside Scot- and the chivalry and the brawn and
land where men of Scottish birth the skill of the North meet to-
and Scottlsh blood meet? I think |gether. And there—the swirl of the
there are two main elements: First, | kilt, the crowd, the colour, ' the
homesickness—the heart hunger of | movement! ‘And the Chiefs of the
the exile, and second, race vitality | great Houses in  Highland ' dress,

expressing itself in an extraordin- | MacKintosh of Moy  Grant of
ary race-consciousness. Seafield, Lovat of the Frasers, Cam-
Let:me speak then, first of all, on 'eron of Locheil, Brodie of Brodie,
the feeling of the exile, And now, Rose of Kilravock, and the athletes

¢ ECZEMA

to remove ecxema by ex- |
tmtlthlluthul (13 nrl:.lyghi
to tho root of the troublo—

i
f}ol better tool
mended for 57 years.

| FOR THE STOMACH, BLOOD AND SKIN

you. Her song and her story awake above Moidart where they came for
e strang wdns ! “mg,g, in | Bonnie Prince Cm.r_‘ie when the
your hearts. You may not have great adventure enJed. I remem-~

ber Iona in the rain—where Col-

umba planted the Cross—where s0

many of the royal dead of Scot-

land are sleeping—I remember—

but I must stop. I remember them

in mist and in rain, in sunlight

and in shadow—the sea washed

tangle of the Hebrides.

“From the lone shieling on the
misty island, '

Mountains divide us and s wasté
of seas.

But still the blood is strong, the
heart is Highland,

And we in dreams behold the He-
brides.”

On to Glasgow

And now there is the Glasgow
steamer lying at the pler in Oban.
Take her and come round the Mull
of Kintyre and up the Firth of
Clyde. And you who are Clyde bo.n
'and gone in other days to Dunoon
'and Rothesay and Millport and
Larks, will you ever forget the tune
he bands play as the boat leaves
Rothesay pler?

It's a bonnie bay in the morning,
And bonnier at the noon,
And bonniest when the sun drops,
And red comes out the moon,
When the mist creeps up the Cum-

braes

Arran’s are gray,

And the great black hills like sleep-

Kings
Sit grand round Rothesay Bay.

And so to Glasgow, past Dun-
barton, past Qlydebank, past Govan
and Partick, past, John Brown’s
where they launched the 534 the
other day—Glasgow dirty, grey,
muddy with a pall of everlasting
smoke—Glasgow, built up by Low-
land grit and Highland zeal—Glas-
gow, that has no  beauty that a
stranger should desire her—but,
Glasgow, mother of shins and
mother of men, putting a svell on
her sons that the years cannot re-
move. I am a Glasgow man and
as all Edinburgh men know, @
Glasgow man is reluctant to speak
about Glasgow. But let me simply
quote from “The British City" a
book by Fredewic Howe, an Amerl
can observer of some 20 years ago.
He says in effect “I went to Glas-
gow, & city of a million people,
which has carried public owner-
ship, in every oconcelvable pub'ic
utility, further than anv city in
the world, and makes it pay. I
found a government of taxpayers,
for the taxpayers, by the taxpayers.
I found a city where pudblic cor-
tuption is unknown, where the
fizst passion of each councillor is
the welfare of the municipality,
and the dearest desire of every citi-
zen—let Glasgow flourish.”

The Burriers Down
Memories come crowding back

ble Burns lies sleeping, memories of
the “Dowie Dens o'Yarrow” and

begin to the Border country, memories of coverer of chloroform—Ross, con-

Edinburgh that queen of beauty
of story, but I cannot tarry.
St. Andrew’s night the ba.riers
are down; on St. Andrew’s night
we can let the heart speak and an

world?” asked the boy. “No,” re-lcan utter it. I was only a lad but exile is permitted to tell his dreams. gteamship, Nasymth and the steam
“There 15 8.1 remember how I was moved and Is there any heart hunger like the hammer, Alex Gordon Bell and the|
There in the background hunger of the Scot for home? To- telephone,

night I'll go roaming the old
again, Tonight I'll see the great
Western Road in Glasgow and the
pools of light' on the ralny st.eet
gleaming with an old romance. To-
night I'll hear the great ps
| booming up the Clyde from the for-
eign places. Tonigh! I'll meet a boy
running home from school
. . . or Il take the north road
again and meet the wind from the
Moray Firth blowing across the
links o° Naim. And I'll go up to a
little cobbled walk and stop at a
| little door and hear an old voice
saying “Come in bye, laddie, and
have a cup o tea and a scone” ., . .
Scotland, Scotland, in wind aend
rain, calling, calling, calling . . .

Modern Scotland

In an old geography book, I once
read that the Socots were a people
of great patience and endurance
and you have assuredly proved
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Arrol, bridge builders to the world, oty
John Baird of Dinbarton who is
even how perfecting television,
Scotland has flowercd, and that Dunlop and ‘the pneumatic tyre,
flowering is a thinz o. the very Wilson, inventor of the propeller
recent past. And the bloom s still shaft. |
there. To vary the metaphor, the N |
life force of the race seems to have Yes, that is Scotland’s glory— a|
surged up in a great tide during glory especially of the last 100 years,
the last hundred years—and that & glory of giving, giving, glving
tide has not yet started to ebb. Something to the world. And they
I"This Scottish exuberance, this ‘in- call the Scots mean! What oth°r
'genium perfervidum Scotorum” has Tace in these modern days by

made itself felt everywhere where 3iven so much in proportlon to i.;
civilization runs and even where numbers? And you are part of that
~{vilization does not run. It has ex- great tide of Scottish vitality that
p-essed itself in an extraordinary touches every shore in the world
manifold activity, in an unresting today. You are conscious of it and
energy, in an insatlable desire to Proud of it. That p:ide of blood is
know, to explore, in a determina- & good thing if you use it well. It
itlon to lead. It has found !n this IS to feel that you belong to a race
age of applied science the natural that refuses to be defezted by life;
outlet for its partiular genius. The it s to feel you are of a breed that
first engineer of an ocean going Should not stoop to dish~mor: it is
steamer controlling the mightiest to feel that you are of a house that
engines that run—there 1is your 18 prepared to lift more than its fair
type. The head actuary of a huge Purd«n. And so in old St. John, this

insurance com| —the: is ur city by the river-sate and the sea-
et e Bl gate, with the mists around her

head and the ships of the world
around her feet, you can go to your
wo k, remembering, that, if you
are proud of your Scottish blood,
you must show by your cortribution
to the strength of this place. by the
quality of your life, by the high
heart that you take to the m~nif-1d
difficulties of this time, that you
are worthy of your inheritance.

Like certain other small na: in
their day—Ilike Greece, like r...-
"ence, like Venice, likc Holland—

Honour roll for November:
Grade X (Sr.) 1 Patricia Ram,

IPEY
say. . v

Grade X (Jr) 1 John Owen anw
|Harry Taylor, 2 Elva Stewart, 9 '*

-

Wendell Crozier. ;
Grade IX—1 Elizabeth Ramsay. ..
2 Elleen Hamilton. N .
Grade VIII—1 Charles Stewart
Grade VII—1 Leita Ramsay, &
Jenie Champion, 3 Keith Ramsay..
Grade VI (Sr) 1 Lloyd Ramsay.,,
Grade VI (Jr.) 1 Dorothy Wood«
side, 2 Barle Ramsay, 3 Emily Rams "~
say. Vi d
Grade V—1 Marion Stewart, 27
Glendon Crozier, 3 George Bryens,, .
ton. ‘
Grade IV (Sr.) 1 Heath Bryenton
2 Doris Stewart.
Grade IV (Jr.) 1 Clifford Ramsa;
Grade III (Jr.) 1 Alton Ramsay.:, ..
Grade III (Jr.) 1 Muriel Stewart, ,
2 John Champion, 3 Alfie Ramsay, *
Grade I (Sr) 1 Ralph Bryenton.
Grade I (Jr.) 1 Clifford Craig::
Candy prizes for arithmetic, Geox
Bryenton, Marion Stewart, and
Doris Stewart. o
Most, stars for arithmetic, Glen-
don Crozier and Marion Stewart. ¥
Petfect attendance, Elva Stewartc:
Wendell Crozler, Leita Ramsay,. ..
Keith Ramsay, Dorothy WCodslde".'.:';_
Earle Ramsay, Enzly Ramsay, Mar«
ion Stewart, Doris Stewart, Heath s
¥

N
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of the Scottish names the last cen-
tury has thrown up—Simpson, dis-

queror of malaria, Maxwell, discov-
erer of the properties of electrical
waves, Kelvin and the transatlan-
tic cable, Murdo~h and illuminat-
ing gas, Symington, inventor of the Bryentony Clifford Ramsay, Mure.+
fel Stewart and Clifford Craig. .

Jean J. Sharpe—Teacher.

Ramsay and helium
gas, Thomas Telford and Willlam Minard’s the great Rnbbing Liniment

Use Minard’s for Burns
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