Most people already use
—and always will use—
Windsor Salt. They know
—from years of experience
—that Windsor Salt won’t i
‘get damp or lumpy. There
1S never even a suspicion of
grittiness about it.

Itsclean taste—its crystal
 Purity and recognized econ-
Omy—make Windsor Salt
the prime favorite in every
home where it is used.

f""t Pay fancy prices for
mlzorted salt, when Windsor

costs so little, and is 'so
high in quaity, :
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The Court Opera Coup
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 16

announced Madame Cavalo’s final
appearance— on the eighteenth.”

It was when she saw Cavalo’s
name in print that the idea came to
her. It was the frailest of reeds, but
with careful propping it might be in-
duced to support them.

In the course of the morning Mon-
sieur Blanc was called upon to re-
ceive a rather agitated young lady
who had some difficulty in explaining
her requirements. It appeared, in the
forefront of everything, that she must
see Madame.

“But I am Madame’s secretary,” he
explained. “Perhaps I can do what
you wish ?”’

“No!” said Betty, on the verge of
desperate tears. “No, I must see
Madame herself.”

A vision of that morning’s post,
with begging letters running into a
financial total of five figures, harden-
ed the little man’s heart.

“It is impossible!” he said briefly.
Though condemned to remain for life
“the husband of Cavalo,” he took a
certain pride in his post of gatekeeper
to her presence.

Betty fell back on a line of attack
she had not wanted to use.

“But my father is Mr. Watson of
the Court Opera.”

Monsieur Blanc glanced again at
the card in his hand.

“Ah, Watson, of course. Then you
have come on business? So?”

Betty smiled encouragement. “Yes,
that’s it,” she gasped eagerly.

Blanc shrugged his shoulders and
brought his hands together with a
quick little clasp. “Then is it not I
that you should see? I”—he impress-
ed upon her again—"I am Madame’s
secretary.” And he smiled in a sat-
isfied way; he was too clever for
those young women !

Betty had become reckless. “But
what I have to tell Madame is of a
very delicate and private nature.”

Into little Blanc’s hot southern
brain there flashed a horrible sus-
picion. He rose wildly. But, before
he had time to speak, a door was
wrenched violently open and the
great Cavalo herself positively leaped
into the room. The extent and rami-
fications of a prima donna’s temper
always rise in exact proportion to her
fame. It is sufficient to state baldly
that Madame was furious.

“The Emperor!” she screamed.

Betty made hasty preparations for
a curtsey. The husband of Cavalo
bowed low. Madame simmered down
for an amazed second; then her in-
dignation boiled up again. .

“He’s gone!” she shrieked. “They
said he wanted to hear me sing, and
—and he’s gone.”

She beat a frantic tattoo with her
plump fists on the little writing-table.
While little Blanc was hurriedly
straightening his back, a sudden light
came to Betty. She knew her father’s
little ways, and she guessed the bait
Cavalo had had dangled before her.

“Oh, Madame, it was about that I
came to see you.”

From that moment she had the un-
divided attention of her audience. She
had decided to make a clean breast of
it. She told them everything. She
even told them that she had done it
all for love of filthy gold—at which
Madame looked very shocked indeed.
She begged Madame. She implored
Madame. She threw herself on
Madame’s mercy.

“But what is it that you would
have me to do?”’ Madame gasped,
striving in a bewildered way to stem
the tide of Betty’s eloquence.

To Betty, her requirements were
so obvious that she almost smiled.

“If Madame would sing on the
nineteenth as was at first arranged,
we should be saved.”

Now Madame—and it was a piece
of luck for Betty—Madame had a
sense of humour, and the idea of the
opera manager and his daughter plot-
ting against each other struck her as
decidedly piquant. She smiled; then
she frowned. For a “Queen of Song”
to find herself reduced to the position
of a mere pawn was an exceedingly
nasty shock. Human nature — and
Italian operatic prima donna nature
at that—has its limits of patience.

Cavalo turned to her husband.

“Has the contract for the final per-
formance been signed?”

Monsieur Blanc shook his head
quickly. “Noj; it has not yet arrived.
The contract for a performance on
the nineteenth has been signed; that
will not be destroyed until the new
one arrives.”

“Then don’t destroy it; and re-
turn the new one when it comes. I
believe,” Cavalo went on viciously,
“I believe they knew all the time that
the Emperor would not be there. Tell
them, tell them from me, that I sing
on Thursday or”’—and she waved her

arms superbly—“or London shall
never hear me again.”
When Madame’s ultimatum was

delivered, the language of Mr. Wat-
son was too awful. But the pill had
to be swallowed. Cavalo—which, of
course, includes Monsieur Blanc —
swore to tell no one, and as she pre-
ferred to ignore her imperial dis-
appointment, she did her best to keep
her word. But in the end Mr. Wat-
son got to hear of the whole affair.
It was some little time before his
sense of humour got into operation,
but the great Cavalo herself acted as
peacemaker, and he agreed to for-
give—though, as he said, he drew the
line at forgetting. All he said to the
culprits was reserved for Betty’s wed-
ding day, when he took Henry aside
and advised him for his own good.
“Never,” he cautioned him gravely,
“never talk ‘shop’ before Betty.”

The Lords a «Trust”
MR. G. K. CHESTERTON usually

unusual in his mental attitude
towards things in general, has his un-
conventional view of the House of
Lords, whom he accuses*of being a
trust and a syndicate to boom the yel-
low press. In support of this amus-
ingly apt accusation he says:

“The House of Lords has really
much the same function as the more
vulgar part of the press. It exists to
turn on the limelight. It decides what
violent changes shall be printed in
small letters, what much milder
changes shall be printed in gigantic
letters. A bill is introduced to cut
off every non-conformist minister’s
left leg; the Lords pass it, and so it
is an unimportant measure. A bill is
introduced to charge every million-
aire a halfpenny more on his mar-
riage license; the Lords reject it, and
it becomes at once a monstrously im-
portant measure, filling the land with
cries of spoliation and despair. This
is the real function of the modern
Lords. They have charge of the vul-
gar department. They manage the
headlines and the loud advertisements
in the great modern conspiracy of
wealth. And they must be destroyed
for this reason: that no nation can
have a manly control of its destiny
so long as a small ring of its rich
(often its basest rich) can decide
what things are important, what are
the topics of the day. An English-
man must be free, not only as to how
he votes, but as to what he votes
about. This can never be, as long as
the richest class can force a general
election by sudden and vulgar exag-
gerations. I used to think it dreadful
that Harmsworth was made an Eng-
lish Lord. But, on second thought,
it is quite appropriate.”
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The Piano
Which Everyone
Can Play

An ordinary piano is limited
in its usefulness. If no one
in the family plays, it stands
idle. This Piano isneveridle—
every one in the family plays it.
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New ScaleWilliams
Player Piano
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unlocks the hidden treasures of
the world’s music. Everyone can
plays it—and enjoy his or her
favorite music, be it what it may.

New Scale Williams Player
Piano is a double delight—it gives
you the superb New Scale
Williams Piano, and the ability to
play it.

Made with 88 and 65 notes—in
a variety of magnificent designs.
Our catalogues show the New
Scale Williams Player Pianos in
detail. Write for free copies and
particulars of our plan of easy
payments.

THE WILLIAMS PIANO CO. Limited,
OSHAWA, ONT.
BRANCH OFFICES:

Winnipeg, Man,, 323 Portage Ave,

Montreal, Que,, 733 St. Catherine St. W.
London, Ont., 261 Dundas St.

Emz 108 A

Our Subscribers

will confer a favor by reporting promptly
any failure in the delivery of their copies
of the Canadian Courier. City subscribers
should receive theirs by not later than
Friday Evening.

q Out of town readers may assist by
kindly giving the number on the label.
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