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The New Patriotism

There is more than one way of serving your country. We
cannot all go forth to fight on the blood-stained fields of
France and Belgium, but it is within everyone’s power to
help erush the monster that threatens Europe.

Modern warfare is a battle of resources, financial resources
most of all.

Every dollar you spend for goods ‘“Made in Canada” is increas-
ing the wealth, the resources, of the Empire, it is giving employ-
ment to Canadian workmen, it is contributing to Canada’s welfare,
and it is supplying the sinews of war to Britain, it is helping to
fight the enemy.

The new patriotism seizes every opportunity to help—the en-

lightened patriot insists that everything he buys be “Made in
‘Canada.”

PATRIOTISM PRODUCES PROSPERITY

Choicest Bulbs
that ever came
from Europe

All European markets being destroy-
ed, our experts in the bulb fields of
Holland were able to obtain their
choice of the finest varieties grown.
Shipments have now reached us and
are ready for immediate delivery.
Write at once for the Canadian
Edition of our handsome catalog of

EevitonyBulls

CARTER’S TESTED SEEDS, Inc.
133B King Street, East Toronto.

Made-in-Canada

When one who knows good Porter is
served with

COSGRAVES
XXX Porter

there is no discounting the mutual satisfaction
existing between patron and dealer. It is the
Porter of character and quality. The finest
Porter ever brewed.

The ONLY Chill  (Order a case to be sent home to the 1amily.

v oof Beer.
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COURIER.

Spirit of the Doctor

(Concluded from page 10.)

would you? You must have one in
your mind.”

There was one lying unfinished on
his table. It had run half its cynical
course* when ithe ill-advised house-
party had abruptly interrupted its
growth. Chet’s work, of late, had be-
come bitterer, harder, more brilliant.
He gloried in the brilliance to such
an extent that he quite forgot to de-
plore the bitterness. His young in-
tellect was experiencing its growing
pains; therefore, its cynicism seemed
praiseworthy to Chet.

“I have a story, but you wouldn’t
like it,” he said.

“Perhaps we can improve it,” urged
Jamie.

With another gay laugh, Chet began

his tale. He followed closely the un-

finished manuscript, which was lying
on his table at home, his retentive
memory making it no effort for him to
“talk it out” verbatim.

Jamie lay back in his chair, with
his eyes closed, and a rapt expression
on his little white face. Sometimes,
he smiled when he particularly liked
some speech. Then, he frowned, and
shook his head ever so slightly in gilent
disapprobation of an irony that hurt.

As Chet neared his climax, the boy
grew suddenly nervous. He opened
his eyes and glanced bashfully at his
visitor, then at a small stand beside
his own chair. Finally, he interrupted:

“Chet, I'm an awful nuisance; but
it’s time for my tonic, and my water-
pitcher is empty. Would you——"

“You dear little boy,” cried Chet,
springing up. “Why didn’t you choke
me off sooner?”

He ran to the kitchen and pumped
and pumped until the water flowed
clear and cold. He caught sight of his
face in the little mirror over the sink
and smiled back in answer to the
friendliness of the reflection.

“Some of the Doctor’s spirit, I won-
der?” he mused, as he poured out
Jamie’s tonic and settled him a bit
more comfortably amongst his pillows.

“Shall we go on with the story?” he
asked.

“0, yes, please,” said the boy.

It was not easy for Chet to tell the
ending that he had in mind. He
stumbled, and went back, came to his
former point again, advanced, changed
a speech in the making, omitted a line
of brilliant casuistry, and reached the
turning-point.

The boy raised his head from the
pillow as far as his pitiful measure of
strength would allow. His eyes were
bright with excitement.

“Don’t let him do it, Chet! Don’t
let him do it!” he pleaded, in a per-
fect agony of suspense. “Just think
how many people, like me, perhaps,
you’d make unhappy.”

Chet drew in hig breath sharply. The
tragedy in the boy’s face was a live,
vital thing.

“Dear chap,” he said, “does it mean
as much as that to you?”

The boy nodded eagerly.

“we’ll have to do it all over again
from the beginning, you and I. Will
you help?” asked the author.

“Oh!” gasped Jamie.

Mrs. Morrison came in at that mo-
ment. Her eyes lighted with pleasure
as she saw the happiness in her boy’s
face.

“Jamie is helping me with a story,”
said Chet, simply. “We will finish it
another time, soon.”

Chet stood on the wide door-step a
moment in the gathering darkness. A
tender little crescent moon hung in
the dark velvet of the sky. A sleigh-
bell tinkled merrily far down the road.
He watched the smoke from the vil-
lage chimneys rising straight into the
still, frozen air, while in his heart was
a happiness that was akin to tears.

With head held high, he started on
his homeward walk. “I will work to-

night at something new; the old one :

belongs to Jamie,” he said, happily.
Suddenly, he stopped. “There is
something more important than work,”
he breathed; “and I dare it now.”
He faced about. With a smile on his
lips, a song in his heart, he took the
road to Anne’s house.

CORSET
COMFORT

Becomes second
nature to the
wearer of

a-la Chdce
Corsets

Ask to see the new models at
your favorite store. Write us
and we will send you a daintily
illustrated booklet of new
designs.

CROMPTON CORSET
CO. Limited

78 York Street, TORONTO

(Regd) means
shower protection for Men, Women an:
“Cravenette” (Regd] is a process—not a fabr oI
means cloth proofed by the Cravenette Co. and “\‘m-
absolutely showerproof. Look for the *'Cravens fog
[Rogd] Trademark as above on eyery yard of cloth
inside eyery Suit or Coat you buy.

LUXFER PRISMS

t
deflect a clear white out-of-dOOf'alligeg.
into obscure interiors of stores, Ot only
dwellings, etc., making them no itary
abundantly light, but dry and in the
They effect a material saving I8 ige
cost of artificial light. Let us
your lighting problems.

The Luxfer Prism Company, l-a““i”‘I
100 King St. W., Toronto, Ont:




