louse

Players

Mouse

onder . Like An
1 ~ ('pen Book

We studly the eyes of
our pairons, their indi-
vidual wvision, and the
causes W its being de-
fective. Having exper-
ience of a practical
character for many
years, we are adepts in
our profession and can
quickly and accurately
prescribe the proper
glasses for old or young.
If you suspect your eyes
of going back on you,
come and have them ex-
amined without delay.

LS., HARVEY

MFG. OPTICIAN

8 Market Street, South
Phone 1476

Open Tuesday and Saturday
Evenings
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FIRE IN FILMS
By Courier Leased Wire.
-A fire broke out

Bordeaux, July 6
among some- moving picture
in the forward part of: =&

umship in dock. The flames bad-

damaged the upper structure of
ship and spread to the merchan-

e on the wharf. The conflagration
extinguished after considerable

] icial inquiry -has been

pened into the causes of the fire.
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The morning was beautifully c%esar,
The sun rising over the Eastward fir-
ing line lit up wood and field, ¥jver
and pond. Here in jthe farmyars| g
mist rose from the reeking midden
where the noisy herts were sewaping
with their claws in the dung. €.n the
top of the pump, a little bird with
salmon pink breast, white tipped
tail and erimsoned he ad, was preen-
ing its feathers in the' sunshine., n
the shade, where our harn billet and
the byre formed an zingle, -a stout
niaid was scrubbing woodé n miik
pails. The horse-lines tio rear of the
yard were foll of moveinent. Horses
j\;ll':!inbd at their tethetrs etager to
break away from the:captivity of the
rope while the grooms weire busy
brushing the animals’ legs atid flanks
and a slight dust i1tose inte the air
as the work was cartried on. 48
It was good to 'be therw, T lying
prone on the straw near tihe barn
door. 1 had learned to love the farin
house. Bazin and Dajudet nfust have

known it, Balzac and Marie Claire
must have peopled it. The g'ood Pere
vwith his long pipe, the diligeint house-
wife, the Millet Servant girl alre typés
which abound in French fiction. A1l
werer busy at work though the day
was Sunday. Even the Sabbath has
little rest for a France at war,

Over the red-brick houses of the
village the church stood high, ana
from my barn I could see the spire

sharply defined against the blue of
the sky. Up by the church shells
were bursting and their smoke rose
over the houses.

The door of the Cafe across the
road opened and the patronne, a2,
merry-faced woman, came across to
the farm house. She purchased somao
newly-laid eggs for breakfast and
entered into a conversation with a
few of our men who were now wash-
ing their faces at the pump. The
men knew a little \French and asked
the patronne abowit her son in the
trenches. She had heard from him

the day before, shé teld them. MHe
was quite well and' hoped to come
home on leave shottly, when he
would spend a fortnight with his own
people. She looked forward to his
coming, for he had bleen away from
her for ever so long, eight whole
months. What happiness would be
hers when she had him back again.
She waved her hand to the men as
she went off, walking I¥gthly across
the roadway and disappearing into
the cafe. She would go to church
bresently; it was Holy Week when
the Virgin listened to speecial inter-
cessors, and the patronne prayed
hourly for the safety of her soldier
boy.

At ten o’clock we went to Chapel,
marching down the crooked village
streets, our Irish pipers in front. We
entered the church and knelt down
in prayer. The soldiers occupied the
larger part of the building, only
three able-bodied male civilians werc

in attendance. The youth of the
country. were out in the trenches.
Even here in the quiet little Chapel,
Wwith its crucifixes, images and pic-
tures, there was the suggestion of
war in the collection boxes for
wounded soldiers, in the crepe worn
hv women, many of whom were ‘in
monrning, and above all, jn the gen-
leral air of resignation which showed
on the faces of the worshippers from
the village. The whole place breath-
ed of war, not as it is shown in the
snlendid rush of men maddened by
the enthusiasm of battle but in sii-
ent vearning, heartfelt sorrow  and
great bravery, the hravery of women
who rémain at home,

Opposite ns sat the lady of the
cafe, her head Jaw down oan  her
hreagt ang her rogary slinning slin-
ping head bv head through her fine-
ers.. Now and arain she would gtie
F”DHH\'_ raice hor oveeNtn the Virsin
on the right of the High Altar ang
move her ling in bpraver: then ghe
wonld Tower her head again and eon-
finite har rosary,

As far ag T conld talr. ¢ineoing in
chiryreh was n&nallv tha nv'v'v”r\r*p‘ nf
the chair alane. and nome nf tha pan-
areogtinn Jnined in the hvmne Nt
tn-day the Thareh had naw worghin-
ners. the enldiarg from TinolanAd +ha
men who sine jn tha troncheg. in +ha
Lillet, an the mareh —*the man who
#lorv in sane oM the Tast Ian f
Tone Gilling ionrnev in fany
ine ardar. A hvmn wan knawn ang
Tovad. the nlaring eall af tha Faith
was started by the rhainr :
™an the enldiarg ininad .f
ing, their hagpty

n
maren-

and ac ane
N the aine.
oMo vaipog f in

tha bnildine Tha m'v"linhcg'r\'(':]r:.‘-;
far g momant in SUrnrica, than ";ﬂfl
aftep annthar, +hax tna hogan fn"q?n«’
and in a mMoment maarly E
n tha nlana wWog aiding
One waq cilant 1

avervhadyw
the chnir,
ovaver tha w
of the rafas ity daon in fv\v'nvn:rt::
x’nf‘n‘f‘a‘\' elannag 2t the cingers. har
mind wag fall  ar "Mother n'-:;ffnr
Cnly q ™other thinkine af har lnvnd‘
£an fanld gq “hallv 1naa hargals fram
the warla And agq T looked
I Antanted tq

When the service wag ronelnded
the nriagt thankag the snldiers _gna
1hrnugh tham their nation, far a1
.haf was heine dona tq heln Tranee
in the war, Pravarg wara eafd for

siven mn thatr 1y

es far thaip
R sala. At ennn.

the ana of tha i

7 Sarvinan
(‘..nH Save +ha Kine” waa uUne
p];p.ef, r:hgw and congreeation an
J0Mine §in tha hvmn,

Wi : .
ith anp niners nlavine in front

and an f:r]mir?ng' erowd of havg fol- |

Tnv"'ng' wa toank anp wav bhaeck tq onr
On the mareh o

- 7“qu waq
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I'm hoping I may serve the state,
before the mighty scrap is done; I'm
trying to reduce my weight, so T'll be
fit to pack a gun. T've cut out fat-
producing eats, forsaken all the gour-
met’s ways; I'm living now on pickled
beets, and lose an ounce in seven
dayvs. T trot all day around the
town—by exercise some, weight we
Tose:; T hone to ecut mv waistline
down so T can see mv shanelv shnes,
Tt gives my soul a hitter wrench, that
T am not allowed to sail for Franeo,
to fight in ment and trench. heeause
! break the village scale: and I look

KEEP WO

However grim the prosvect is,
when battle steeds are neiching, let’s
buckle down and stick to biz, and do
all kinds of havine. Whenaver T o0
down the street a lnt of iave come
to me and naw the ground with
restless foot, and maka nredietions
Floomv, ‘Thev talk nf nanie anq of
want. of famine and starvatinon and
€2V onr hanner gnan will flannt
shave a rnined natian, T hate #n
hasy tham «ioh and maan, T hate
thair digmal o 1lv. T talkea enrh hy hig
eollarhbona and nngh him Anwn an
allev, T hate the man whan makag
narade of all his doleful dreaming,
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forward to the day (may heaven
speed he happy morn!) when, slim

and debonair and gay, I tread on

Kaiser William’s corn. . T cannot un-
derstand the chaps who skulk when
they are called to fight. who’d shun
the greatest of all secraps, thongh
knowing that the eanse is right. Oh,
it is good to 2o. T sav.<(e’en thongh
some dav one mav return, with less
and larvnx shnt awav) g nation’s
eratitude to earn.  And so, to shaka
mv weizht of lard. T Tive on heots
ond notted hav, and do gvmnasties in
the vard, and weigh myself nine timesg
a day.

RKING

T like to hreak his shonlderblade,
regardiess of hig sereaming. T do
™mv work from dayv to day, T huatle
like the Airkans T eive the hoeg
their lngeinms whey, and feed tho
hornless ehickeng. The mornina’s
milk T deftlv glrim, wnork the ehnrna
and wringers. I tearh wmv srowing
Aneks to swim. and give the haeg
new stingers. T am .an hnsv enttine
hair from sgolden rolls of butter. T
haven’t timae tn naw tha ajp ar momne
2round and mutter, We'll whip the
foe, withont a danht, ayr armg will
he tha vietor. and I detest the
oronechy scout—1I do, doggone his|
pictur’,

news came.” mv mate told me “Heyp
son has heen killed, she ig awfnllv
unset ahont i+ and nn wonder, Sha
was alwavs talking abaut her petit
Farcon and he was to be home on
leava verv gonn.”

Bt now, somewhera ‘ont  there’
where the gnng  were inpegeantiy
bopming, a hastily dng grave held tha
retit earcon. the snn nf the gentln
natronne, Next  Sundav  another

rimonrner wonld join with the manv

in the villgee chnreh and nray to the
Virgin Mother for the soul of her
beloved bov.

MODFERN VERSION.

This is the tranch tha. Trity built,

This is the Hun who lay in the
trench that Fritz bnilt,

This is the gun that killed the Hun
who lay in the trench that Fritz built.

This is the farmer’s onlyv son who
mans the gun tHat killed the Hun,
who lay in the trench that Fritz
built.

This is the farmer weary and worn,
who raised the son, who mans the
gun that killed the Hun, who lay in
the trench that Fritz built.

This is she, who in youth’s bright
morn, was wed to the man, now
weary and worn, 'tis she to whom
the son was born, who in the front

of the battle, all tattered and torn,

- —_—
Hun, Wwho lay in the trench that
Fritz built.

This is the slacker, all shaven and
shorn, who drives a car with a toot-
ing horn, and laughs at the farmer
weary and worn, and his wife at work

in the early morn, hoeing potatoes
and beets and corn, hecause the son
who to them was born is in front of
the battle. all tattered and torn, still
manning the gun that killed the
Hun who lay in the trench that Fritz
built.

| This is the maid whe treats with
scorn, the shifty slacker, all shaven
and shorn, and his shining car with
the tooting horn, but honors the
farmer, weary and worn, and his wifes
who helps him to hoe“the corn, and
milk the cows in the early morn, for
she, loves the son who to them was
born, who in front of battle all tat-
!tered and torn, still mans the gun
that killed the Hun, who lay in the
trench that Fritz built.

DEMANDS OF SOCIALISTS
By Courier Leased Wire.

Amsterdam, July 6—A despatch
from Berlin says the Socialists in
the German Reichstag will refuse
to support the votes of credit unless
certaif conditions are compiled with.
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FLAVOR counts with the

unspoiled, critical taste of
children—that’s the reasonwhy

they love Dominion Toasted
Corn Flakes, with
their appetizing
come - to - breakfast
flavor.

- Always Packed
WAXTITE

tasts Made by
KELLOGG TOASTED CORN
FLAKE COMPANY

Toronto and Battle Creek

MADE IN CANADA

Thess golden ﬂ.kc:
Cizety
fresh-from.

LU T LT T I

lnmsm:sfz;ahmm
oo TORONTO, CAMADA
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STOKERS

AND

ARTIFICERS
: b5 4
f 18 to 50, British subjects, an
w‘»iilehn e;op':rience as Stokers or Engmee
Room Artificers are wnnted\ for servic
during the war in the

CANADIAN NAVAL PATROLS

: $1.20 a day, Aruficers
i Pf'r‘f;}nsa‘.‘gi:rggso. free food, lodg;‘ gs
\ and kit and $20.00 to $25.00 monthly
\ scparation.  Apply to

COMMODORE £MILIUS JARVIS,
Nuval Recruiting Officer, Ontario !A.nl.
103 Bay Street, TORONTO, or
The Naval Recruiting Secretary,
305 Wellington St., Ottawa.

still mans the guh, that killed the
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K_egE House in Comfort.
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Wash -’Iron - Cook and Clean House

sl n."":i"m 'E_ “l:imw Lﬁ _.
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3 ELECTRICITY IS THE WONDER OF THE AGE. IT HAS MORE THAN ANY OTHER MEDIUM MADE HOUSEKEEP-

{ ING A PLEASURE. ITISDIR

T CHEAP TO USE. IT I

WHY NOT USE IT MORE?

S ALWAYS READY. IT' IS SAFE, CONVENIENT AND CLEAN.

h Y

Electric

Vacuum Cleaner

We are Agents for the Well Known
Cadillac ard Hotpoint Cleaners

They are not expensive to

buy and cost
nothing to operate,

We will sell you on such
ASK US.

easy terms.

practically

S ’ ..’
45’{5"/

Electric Toasters

No 'toast i8 'like that m
toaster.

It makes that lovely golden

toast and it makes it quick and cheap.

WOULD YOU LIKE TO TRY ONE OF

OUR TOASTERS?

ade on an Electric

The Hotpoint Grill Stove
Roasts, Toasts, Boils, Broils, -~ 4 i

Fries and Bakes

No special wiring necessary, connects to any
_ Electric Light Socket

This is the ‘most efficient, handy and safest Electric
Cooking Utensil there is on the market.
nect it to any light socket and turn the button, No
no smell, no trouble.

smoke, ]
plates in use. Prices—

out yourself.

$6.00, $7.00 and $8.50

Why not Let us Demonstrate, or, Better still, take one home and try it

Simply con-

Thousands of these

brown

HOR’

81 Colborne St.
Everything Plum

Se .

&

- “The Blue Front Store”

you how it operates.
easy terms and it will

bing and Electric .

THIS IS THE MACHINE THAT YOU
HAVE HEARD SO MUCH ABOUT.

The machine that takes the drudgery out of
wash day. .Why not drop in and let us show

) Electric
Washer

We will sell you one on
pay for itself in no-time.

175,000 women are using Thors every week.
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