
C A IAN COURIERI.

The New Patriotism,
There is more than one way of servîng your country. We

eannot ail go forth to fight on the blood-stained fields of
France and Belgium, but it is within everyone 's power to
help crush the monster that threatens Europe.

Modern warfare is a battie of resources, financiai resources
Most of ail.

Every dollar you spend for goods "Made ln Canada" la lncreas-
lng the wealth, the resources, of the Empire,, It is glvlng employ-
ment to Canadian workmen, it Is contributlng to Canada's welfare,

and It la supplying the sinews of war to Britain, it is helping to

fIglit the enemy.

The new patrlotlsm. seizes every opportunity to help-the en-
lightened patriot insists that everything he buys be "Made lu

Canada."

PATRIOTISM PRODUCES PROSPERITY
ýA

ChoiestBuiba
that ever camer;
from Europe

'~rz ~ ~ Ai European markets being destroy-
- ,< cour experts mi the bulb fields of

Holland were able to obtain their
choice of the Liest varieties grown.
Shipments have now reached us ýand
are ready for iinmediate dehivery.
Write at once for the Canadian
Edition of our handsome catalog Of

CARTER'S TESTED SEEDS, bIc.
133B KCm 6 Sbtzst Ese Toromto

Made-in- Canada
When one who, knows good Porter is

served with

XXX ýPortàue
there is nu discuunting the mutual satisfaction
existing between patron and dealer. ht is the
Porter of character and quality. The finest
Porter ever brewed.

Order a case to be sent home to the iamiIy.

Spirit of the Doctor
(Concluded from page 10.)

wouid you? You Must 'have one ln
your mind."

There was one lylng unfinlshed on
bis table. It had run hall its cynîcal
course, when ïthe ill-advised bouse-
Party had abruptly interrupted Its
growth. Chet's work, of late, had be-,
corne bitterer, harder, more brilliant.
M1e gloried ln the briliance to such
an extent that he qulte forgot to de-
plore the bitterness. Mis young ln-
tellect was experienclng Its grewing
pains; therefore, Its cyniclsm. seemed
praiseworthy to Chet.

III have a story, but you wouldn't
like it," he said.

I'Perbaps we can Improve lt," urged
JaMile.

Wlth another gay laugh, Chet began
his tale. H1e followed closely the un-
finished manuscrlpt, which was lylng*
on his table at home, bis retentive
memory making it no effort for him to
"ltalk it out" verbatlm.

Jamie lay back in bis chair, with
bis eyes closed, and a rapt expression
on bis little white face. Sometîmes,
be smiled when he particularly liked
some speech. Then, be frowned, and
sheok bis head ever so sllghtly ln sulent
disaprrobatlon of an lrony that hurt.

As Chet neared bis climax, the boy
grew suddenly nervous. 11e opened
bis eyes and glanced bashfully at bis
visitor, then at a small stand besîdýe
bis own chair. Flnally, lie interrupted:,

«Chet, I'm an awful nuisance; -but
lt's, lime for my tonie, and my water-
pitcher la enipty. Wmxld you--"

-You dear llttle boy," crled Chet,
springing up. "Why dldn't yeu choke
me off sonner?"

H1e ran to the kitchen and pumnped
and pumped until the water fiowed
clear and cold. H1e caught siglit of bis
face In the little mIrror over the sink
and smlled back In ans!wer to the
frlendllness of the reflectIon.

"ýSome of the Doctor's spirit, I won-
der?" lie mused, as he poured out
Jamie's, tontc and settled hlm a bit
more comfortably ainongst bis pillows.

"lShail we go on wlth'the story?" he
asked.

110, yes, pleasie," sald the boy.
It was, not easy for Chet to tell the

endlng that lie haît lu xnnd. 11e
stumbled, and went back, came to his
former point again, advanced, changed
a speech in the maklng, omltted. a lhue
of brîhliant caeulstry, and reached the
turnIng-point.

The boy ralsed bis head frein tbe
plllow as far as bis pîtiful measure of
strength would allow. H i-l eyes were
briglit wlth exciteme&nt.

IlDou't let hlm 'de it, Chet! Don't
jet hlm do lt!" lie pleaded, lu a per-
fect ageny of suspense. "Just thlnk
hoW manY people, lke me, perhaps,
yeu'd make unliappy."

-Chet drew ln bis breatb sharply. The
tragedy lu the boy's face 'was a live,
vital thlng.

,,Dear dhap," lie sald, "dues It mean
as mucli as that to you?"

The boy nodded eagerly.
",We'll have te do It aIl over agaîn

(rom the begInning, yen and 1. WIl
you help?" asked the author.

"dOh!"$ gasped Jaiie.
Mre. Morrison came ln at that mo-

Ment. Her eyes lighted wlth pleasure
es ahe saw the happiness lu ber boy's
face.

"Jaýn:de lp lielplng me wlth a story,"
said Chet, &lMPl.Y. "We wll finishit
another time, scen."p

Chet stoed un the wide door-step a
moment iu the gatherlng darkness. A
tender little Crescent Meon hung ln
the dsrk velvet et the sky. A ïleigli-
bell tinkled rnerrily far down the read.
He watched the smoke from the Vil-
lage chîmusys rislug straiglst into the
Stijl, frezen air, while inlu bheart was
a tappiness that was akln te tears.

Witli hed beld higli, lie started ou
bis hemeward walk. 'II will work te-
nlght, at something new; the old one
belongs te Jamie," he sald, happlly.

Suddenly, he stopped. "There la
somethlng more Important than work,"
lie breathed; "and I dare It now."

1e faeed about. Wlth a emle on his
lips, a song lu bis beart, lie took the
read to Anne's bouse.
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