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panied by Their Royal Highnesses the
Duchess and Princess Patricia gives us
that touch of honest pride and confi-
dence which does so much to make up
the esprit de corps of any regiment.
\Weshould like to thank you for allow-
ing your daughter’s nameto be associ-
ated with the Regiment. Our especial
thanks are due to the Princess herself,
not only for presenting us with our
camp colour, but for workingit herself
—adistinction, as far as I know, that is
held by no other battalion in the ser-
vice. We can only express our deter-
mination to bring back the colour with
somelittle credit attachedto it.”
The Princess Patricia’s colour, work-

ed by her own hands,is still flying in
France, but, alas! the regiment’s gal-
lant commanderandthe majorityof his
men have paid the supremesacrifice.
“Some little credit attached to it’?
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There has been no colour in the whole
glorious service of Empire that has
been fought for so nobly, that has
called for greater heroism and self-sac-
rifice than ‘that worked by the fair
daughter of the Dominion’s Governor-
General. The fame of the Princess
Patricias will never fade. They and
their Royal name and regimental col-
our, which has provedsuchan inspira-
tion in many a hard-fought fight, will
go downin history and be talked about
for all time throughout the far-flung
Dominions.
The beautiful photograph of the

Princess which appears in this issue
is the latest one taken of Her Royal
Highness, who most graciously gave
her permission for this reproduction—
an honour which, needless to say, is
deeply appreciated, alike by the “Cana-
dian Golfer” and golfers generally.

Spring Days
By ROBERT STANLEY WEIR, K.C., Montreal, author of ‘‘O Canada,’’

‘“Were You Not There,”’ etc.

NEof the spring mornings of golf
I best remember was a four-
some with three companionable

spirits at the Royal Montreal Club,
Dixie. There was myfriend, Dr. An-
drew Macphail, critic, writer of uncom-
monly meritorious books, and editor,
until he went to Flanders, of—mayI
say it?—our best magazine, “The Uni-
versity.” There was also the doctor’s
brother, now in Flanders too; and,
lastly, Sir Johnstone Forbes-Robertson,

the great actor, who has just completed
his farewell tour in America. We
played eighteen holes, and then, instead
of going into the club-house at once,
sat by some grassy bunkers andtalked
of William Shakespeare. I remember
asking this greatest Hamlet of our time
the proper reading of a line in one of
the great  soliloquies—whether it
should be “To die—to sleep no more,”
or, “To die—to sleep—no more,” with
a strange and solemn vagueness about
the adverbs. Sir Johnstone,-as I re-
member, was accustomedto deliver the
words after the first fashion, but con-

 

fessed that he liked the idea of a sol-
emn vagueness about the adverbs.
The next t:me I played golf with him

was on the morrowof a performance
ot “Hamlet.” \We motored out to Out-
remont, that very sporting nine-hole
course that claims meas one of its god-
fathers. Lady Forbes-Robertson was
of the party, looking’ even prettier than
on the stage. Both were very keen for
golf, and the divine Ophelia played at
the top of really excellent form. This
is not mere compliment, her swing be-
ing beautiful and true. Hamlet, I re-
cali, had an ancient putter of exquisite
balance, well worth its weight insilver,
at least. Myfriend PutnamandI pos-
sess the balls Hamlet and Ophelia
plaved with that day. It was not a
spring morningthis time, I must admit,
which is rather inconsistent with the
title I have hastily chosen. but won-
derful October weather. Still, the later
day was bornof the first.

Onthe last Saturday of April of this
season, so full of glorious warmth—as
the reader may remember-—l found
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myselfontheverandahatOutremont,
ratherindifferenttothechanceofa
game,idlyglancingoverthepapers,
whenIpausedtoreadasecond,and
thenathirdtimeSirJohnstone’sfare-
wellmessagefromNewYorktothe
peopleofCanada:“GodblessallCan-
adaforthenobledevotionshehas
showntheMotherCountry.AndGod
blessherwomen,inparticular,forall
thesacrificestheyhavemade.Our
Flagisatthemast-head,andwillstay
there!”;

JustthenColonel———motoredup
fromHeadquarters,keenforagame.

“T’'veacoupleofhoursIcancallmy
own.Chipmanpromisedtocome,but
istiedupwithhisshells.I’verunup
onthechance.Whatdoyousayto
nineholes—maybetwelve?”

Inafewminuteswewereoff.There
wereafewballsontherackaheadof
us,buttheownersinsisteduponkhaki
havingprecedence;notthatIwearthe
uniform,butitisknownthatmyson
Douglasandmytwosons-in-lawdo,
andtheColonelhadmerelydoffedhis
tunic;besides,everybodyknowshim.

Idon’trememberwhosematchit
was—weonlyplayedtwelveholes.It
wasprobablytheColonel’s,asheis
ratedastrokeortwobetter.WhatI
rememberissomeofthetalkbetween
strokes—talkoftheretreatfromMons,
ofpoorLeesandNorsworthy,gallant
Clark-Kennedy,thecomingDrive,the
DublinriotandGermanmachinations,
CanadaandherRecruits,andCanada
aftertheWar.
“Afinemessagethat—ofForbes-

Robertson's,”Iremarked.
“Whatdoeshesay?Ihavenotseen

Lteu
Iwasabletoreciteit.TheColonel

agreedthatitwasafinemessage.

“Butwhatworriesme,”heobserved,
“is,whatwillCanadadowhentheboys
comebackminuslegsorarms,andwith
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shatterednerves.Andwhataboutthe
kiddiesandtheirmotherswhensome-
bodytheyknowdoesn’tcomebackat
all!WillCanadaremember?”

“SurelyCanadawillremember,”I
said.“SurelyForbes-Robertson,or

somebodyelse,willbeabletosayagain
withsincerity—Imean,forgoodcause
‘GodblessCanada.’”’

“Amen!”saidtheColonelpiously.
Hehaskiddiesofhisown.
Wewerebothdrivingwell,andthe

flukinessofthetemporarygreensrather
favouredus.TheColonelwonthe
eighth,TheFort,inafinethree;which,
asIsaidtohim,wasonlytobeex-
pected.Hehadmadethesameremark
tomewhenIwonTheRecordertwo
holesbefore.Wehaddecidedtowind
uptheplayatthethirdgreenofthe
secondround,thisbeingneartheclub-
house.Afterwehaddrivenoff,and
werewalkingmeditativelyafterour
balls,theColonelsaid:

“Bytheway,whatwasthenameof
thatchapwhowhippedtheHunsor

Gothscenturiesago—someRoman
general—namebeginswithaB—Bel,
Belsomething?”

IbrushedupmyOldWorldhistory
verydustynow—asquicklyaspos-

sible.
“DoyoumeanBelisarius?
“Yes,thatistheman.”~A_pause.

Wewereonthegreennowandholed
out.

“Well,whatofhim?”Iaskedaswe
movedaway.
“Woundupinratherhardluck,after

all,didn’the?”
Ireflected.

“Tbelievehedid.Savedhiscountry,
buthadtogoroundbegginginhisold
age.Thatisthestory,isn’tit?But
voudon’tthinkthatCanadai

“There’smyrunabout,”saidthe
Colonel.
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