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N this year of war much of the
money usually spent on Christ-
mas gifts should be directed into

other channels such as the Patriotic
Fund, Red Cross, or to help the suffer-
ers in Belgium, Poland and Serbia.

Christmas for the
Children Only

would be a solution of the problem to
the average Canadian family. What
will it be? Why not something of per-
manent value?

A Children’s Library

can be purchased by mail through us
at a ridiculously low price. By special
arrangement with the publisher=s, J.
M. Dent & Sons, we are prepared to
offer this wonderful set of books by
mail order only at about half their
real value.

Each volume bound in cloth, 8vo,

square crown, containing eight

full page colored illustrations, as

well as others in the text drawn
by well known artists.

Our Price per vol. 45c.

Make your own choice or order the
library complete. If you are not satis-
fied we will refund your money on the
return of the books. Remember

WE PAY THE POSTAGE.
University Bock Co.

591118 University Ave., Toronto

Gentlemen:
Enclosed find
in payment of books selected.

King Arthur and Fairy Stories from
His Round Table. Spain
Robin Hood. The Story of
Fables of La Fon- Bayard
taine. Robinson Crusoe.
A=sop’s Fables. Pinocchio.
E'?‘aglelsl sh Falry Arabian Nights.
Andersen’s Fairy Water Babies.
Tales. Feats on the Fjord.
Perrault’'s Falry The Mermald and
Tales. Other Tales (An-

Gulliver’s Travels. dersen).

THE COURIER.
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MADE IN CANADA

Once you have known

Cosgraves
Half-and-Half

no
other
Half-
and-
Half
will
do
for
you

For over half a century the"
Cosgrave Label has meant the
best in Hop and Malt Beverages.
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The only chill-
proof beer -
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Meet me at the For Value, Service,

Sample Rooms

Nee HOTEL TULLER
Detroit, Michigan
Centre of business on Grand Circus Park. Take Woodward car, get off at Adams Ave.

ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF
200 Rooms, Private Bath, $1.50 Single, $2.50 Up Double
200 ¢ SLiren L0000 e A RGO

‘m “ ““ . 2:50 4 4:w “ “
1007 % i 4 3.00005.00 % 2 450 Y
Total 600 Outside Rooms All Absolutely Quiet
Two Floors—Agents’ New Unique Cafes and

Cabaret Excellent

Home Comforts

Should your copy of the Canadian Courier not
reach you on Friday, advise the Circulation Manager

Elizabeth Dore and Others

(Concluded from page 6.)

farther back, and I can cook as fine
a dish of eggs as anyone—even in
Paris, M’amselle,” with a glance of
triumph at the actress.

“And who are you?”’
Elizabeth of the Greek.

“Patnik.”

“Soldier?”

“No.”

“What then?”

“l come to sell things to the sol-
diers,” he said. “I clean boots once
in Vancouver. I work in Hastings’
mill. Then I pack up for Europe
when the trade got bad in Vancouver.
I say to myself there will be cigar-
ettes and candies and post-cards
wanted by the soldiers. I bought a
big pack in London. I carry it on my
back. I get within a mile of the lines
of the soldiers—and I am arrested.
My pack is taken away from me. I
am put here. I am a ruined man. I
have nothing,” and he settled into mel-
ancholy.

‘“Whereabout did you shine shoes in
Vancouver?” I asked.
He brightened.
Street above Pender. I had a shop of
my own and t’ree boys. I take in so
much as thirty dollars on a Saturday

there.”

“But the good times in your trade
didn’t last.”

“No'll

We talked for half the night. Eliza-
beth Dore produced a package of cig-
arettes from her basket and a frayed
copy of a London illustrated paper
which was passed around the fireside.
Lebaude, a bachelor with hairy face
and arms, had told his story: how he
had been forced to run away from his
farm in the valley of the Meuse and
had come finally to this deserted farm.
With the permission of the local com-
mandant he had remained in the vicin-
ity and was now trying to redeem the
farm, living meanwhile with Jabot in
one of the straw. stacks. There was
nothing but the white turnip crop left
this year, he said, but there would be
other things by spring, for he had suc-
ceeded in finding a store of seed in a
hiding place in what had once been
the farmhouse, now a heap of ruins
save where the chimney still stood
staunchly against the sky. He was a
strange, brooding sort of man.

The old woman in her turn would
tell only that she had come from a
village nearby where she had lived,
married, borne children and seen them
married and dead all in the space of
sixty-five years.

“Were you there when it happened

demanded

“On Granville

before?”’ asked Elizabeth Dore with
wide eyes. “Did you see the Germans
in 187077

“I did,” answered the old woman
with a grim snarling manner of
speech. “And they came then as viec-
tors. Twice now I have seen them
and this time,” she began to chant the
words, “by all the signs of fire and
water and earth and sky—it is as dead
men!”

“Mother!” whispered Jabot sudden-
ly crossing himself, “I know now who
you are, Old Woman! I know! You
are the old crone of the next village.
You are Erlane!”

“And if so?” asked the old woman
fixing her young eyes on his and mak-
ing him quake with fear. ‘“And if you
think so?”

“I think——" he stammered.

“You think rightly. But what harm?
‘What is a witch but a wise woman?
Or are you afraid of a wise woman?”

“No. No,” he hastened to say. “The
dog fawned on you. He knows good
people and evil. He barks savagely

at the evil ones.”
* * *®

A ers has just been here with two

messages. One was for me and
the other, the more important one, fo:
Elizabeth Dore. His message for me
contains permission to visit certain
points and only certain points very
much in the rear of the front line of
the allied armies. The message for
Elizabeth Dore is that she is to ac-
company him and the old woman—on
this side of the war zone women are
treated with the utmost precision and
punctilious respect—to see that which

Saturday.
ICHAPLAIN from some headquart-

she came to see. The chaplain has
just told me the story while waiting
in the lee of one straw-stack for the
old woman to find a bit of a lace shawl
which she claims to have brought
with her the day we were arrested
here. She wants to cover her head.

“You see,” the chaplain explained,
“Elizabeth Dore is half English and
half French, born and brought up in
Paris. At ten she is an orphan. At
fifteen a milliner’s assistant—and a
very proper one. At eighteen she
tries for the stage and is taken on—
for soubrette parts or roles where she
has to say nothing. She studies furi-
ously. She is diligent and works very
intelligently to become an actress.
She has the French passion, Monsieur,
for gaining fame—even if it is only
for a moment. At all events no one
would have her for the parts she
wanted to play. She was not even a
good soubrette until Chambertin, the
owner of a poor music hall, fell in
love with her, married her and mort- -
gaged himself to the hilt to produce
a little sketch—for her. All promises
to go well. There is even a mention
of her name and the name of the com-
ing sketch in the Paris papers. She
is on the verge of her opportunity—
when the war comes. Chambertin is
hard hit. He is called for the re-
serve. His theatre is closed—it was
only a shabby little place at best—and
he goes to war. He was killed two
months ago at She has come to
see the grave. I take her this morn-
ing.”

“And she
piece?”

“NO."

“The army takes pains to be kind
sometimes?” I ventured.

“Sometimes.”

“But how does the army know all
these things. How has it time?”

“That is how the permit came to be
issued. Because the Bureau of Intelli-
gences had occasion to investigate the
repeated applications of this young
woman to get to the zone of the arm-
ies. It was arranged finally.”

The mud had dried on her skirt and
on the suede slippers. She had re-
stored the rouge and improved her
eye-brows with a pencil. She and the
witch and the chaplain went off to-
gether down the road to see one of
the many little new graveyards that
cover France on the north and the
east sides. Jabot is digging another
sleeping hole in the biggest straw
stack, in anticipation of more trade.
The Greek has trudged on toward the
port whence he shall sail for England.
Lebaude is breaking ground with a
rusty spade. The dog Pegoud is look-
ing for rabbits. ;

Two soldiers went limping by this
morning with shining faces. They say
there was a great victory yesterday-
We are free to walk on the roads now
at least for a little way.

never played in the

Described Them.—Life in the new
Army teaches a man to look after him-
self. This is especially true of the
larger camps, and the rule appears to
be that “they shall take who have the
power and they shall keep who can.”

A story illustrative of this is told
of one of the Yorkshire regiments
now in training. The cold weather
had led some of the men to forage for
extra blankets one night, and when
next morning they were warned that
the colonel was coming round for kit
;nspection they were too busy clean-
ing and preparing to put matters right
again. The result was that when the
men paraded some of them had three
or four blankets while others had Do
blankets at all.

The colonel noticed this in hig in-
spection but said no word until he had
been wholly round. Then, drawin®
himself up in front of the men, he
thundered:—

“Ahem, major, one half the regiment
are simple fools and the other half aré
bloomin’ thieves.”
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Already Armed.—A professor Ssug”
gests that women be trained to carry
weapons. - He must be blind. Have

they not all got hatping?



