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If Wheat, Why Not Flour?

Vancouver wants greater terminal
facilities to handle Western wheat.
Failure to get these leads the Van-
couver Sun to make the statement
that “the Mackenzie King govern-
ment has sold out body and soul to
French Quebec.” It bases the
charge on the expenditures that are
being made on harbor and grain-
handling facilities at Montreal,
claiming that it is wrong to force a
haul of “2,700 miles to the Atlantic
seaboard regardless of the fact that
the natural outlet for all grain grown
"west of Moosejaw 18 the Pacific
coast.”

It 1s hard to see where the charge
can be made and substantiated that
Quebec dominates the situation.
Montreal has a wonderful port and
excellent facilitles, and the great

portion of Canada’s water trade is
handled there in the open season. It
is essential that all proper facilities
be provided there.

At the same time the Western
#hipping must not be overlooked.
There must be a well-defined line
where it would be more advantageous
to ship to Vancouver and get the
lower water rate from there, via the
Panama canal, to the British or
other world markets.

While all this talk of shipping
wheat is going on, is there not a
chance that we are overlooking: the
bigger chance, viz., milling more of
it in Canada and exporting the
finished product?

Every barrel of flour that is
ground means that there is produced
about 70 pounds of bran and shorts.
It is highly essential that there
should be a large supply of this ma-
terial in a district that seeks to
develop in d@airying, cattle-raising or
mixed farming. These byproducts,
when fed in the district, eventually
return to the land, tending to in-
cfease 1its productivity. If the
milis of Ontario, for instance, were
aNg’ to secure enough domestic and
foreign business to run continuously,
tifey would be able to sell bran and
shorts at a lower price, and there
Jwould never be any shortage of these
staple animal foods. This would.
tend to lower the cost of producing
beef, milk and dairy products gen-
erally. There is in Canada right
now milling capacity that could pro-
vide for a population of 40,000,000
people, but the fact that export trade
has not been sufiiciently developed
keeps these mills running at only
part of their capacity, with conse-
quent higher costs for flour, bran,
shorts, etc.

Milling experts inform us that
almost 96 per cent of the wheat used
in mills in Ontario is from Western
Canada. Local wheat is used only
for certain grades of pastry and
biscuit flour. There are certain sec-
tions of the West, principally the
older sections, that cannot grow the
quality of wheat that is secured from
some of the newer sections farther
north. The virgin soil of the north-
ern part of Saskatchewan is right
now giving the big mills of the east
their finest product, high in gluten.
It 1s possible, year after year, to

{ notice the quality coming down.

In spite of the high tariff, there
is & market in New York and the
New England states for Canadian
flour, bran and shorts. The con-
sumer in United States Is, of course,
paying for the tariff.

It would appear to be good busi-
ness, from several angles, to put
forth every effort to market as much
Canadian-made flour as possible.
The more we can become meakers of
the finished product, as well as
growers of raw material, the greater
will be our national wealth.
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Nothing Worth Saving.

Going over to ses what's wrong
with Germany has come to be some-
what of a perpetual L gnment with
the journalists of Britain and the
United States. Fi%E

‘When nothing ollo_}l in sight for

a special writer or an economist, a
slip 1s handed him with the wording,
“Series of articles on what's wrong
with Germany.”
' Philip Gibbg says that the reason
Germany cannot recover is because
her thrift is gone, and the reason
for the departure of the thrift is the
fact that (erman ‘money is not
worth saving.

Gibbs’ reason is the best one to
date.

A German has what is marked up
to be $1,000 in his pocket, but he
finds when he comes to spend it that
he has not much more than the price
of a meal and car fare to get home.

The stuff called currency repre-
sents nothing to him. Its value
may be little today, and yet he
knows that when he looks at the
rates tomorrow his little may be
halved again.

Germany is not making progress
toward a financial recovery. Step
by step she goes to a state where
they will write “Bankrupt” over her
portals :

London’s Civic Matters.
“Let us have more people in order
to- more thoroughly distribute our

debt.” That statement is a popular
one, and the chances are that it has
been used a good many times with
much thought being given to its full
worth.

The i{dea probably got its inception
at the same time that gquantity pro-
duction was being taught—it was
possible to produce 156 cars with the
same overhead charges as applied to
10, so it ‘we added a thousand people
to the city there should be mno
advance in the price we pay to run
the city.

The troubls with some of these
theories is that they will not stay
where we put them. In the case of
London we find that while we have
been adding the necessary thousand
or so in the way of population, our
expenses have broken away from
the kennel where we were sure we
had them tied up, and have taken
their stand a little deeper down In
the civie pocket.

Take the figures of the city ot
London for a term of years, showing
the per capita debt as compared with
the population, and notice that the
incoming of people did not tend to
decrease the amount of debt.

Per Capita
¢ Debt.
$63.40
73.717

Pop.
49,607
56,368

1910 soeee e oo
1915 naccavnnsen
1920 ...su---n.x 09,100
1921 . 59,281 99.86

Look at 1t from another way,
though. If we still had the 1910
population and our present indebted-
ness we wouid have a per capita
debt of over $118, so it can be seen
that the coming of new population
has been a buffer between us and a
high increase. The extent to which
the incoming of new population has
been the cause for increasing the
debt would be a dificult matter to
state deflnitely.

In this same connection the city
council of 1923 are credited with a
desire not to increase the debt of the
city—to put it inga plainer way, not
to make the taxbill any heavier.
There has been an increase, slight
perhaps, in assessment this year.
There are a number of new homes
on the books of the assessor, which
should show quite an increase in the
amount of taxable property. The
city should be fairly well supplied
for revenue, and in view of this a
definite move should be taken to
keep the taxes from going up. The
word “taxes” is used here, because
it 18 more final than the words “mill
rate.”” There has been in London,
and in every community, a certain
confusion over the balance between
assessment and tax rates, whereas
the only thing the property owner
can look upon is the amount in
dollars and cents he is asked to part
with. Ratepayers in London believe
they are paying enough now {n their
annual tax bills.

¢ . ® »

The finance committee at its last
meeting for 1922 turned down a
number of wage increases to clvic
employees, or rather passed the
whole thing along to the 1923 coun-
cil, which was quite the right thing
to do. Rushing increases of any kind
through, or obligating the 1923 coun-
cil financially, would be poor death-
bed tactics for the 1922 body, and
they wisely refrained from such a
move. The 1923 council wiil have a
real problem on {ts hands in dealing
with that salary 1list. Of course,
there will be the contention that
granting any increases sets a prece-
dent and opens the door for others
to come along and tap the treasury.
The whole matter must be looked
upon in the same light as an ordi-
nary business problem. A com-
mercial house has its employees; it
has to buy its labor from a com-
petitive market; it has to recognize
worth and good service. It can
hardly lay down a flat rule that
there shail be no increases during
1923, for if it did 1t would probably
have to part with some valuable
men. In a general way, we imagine
the 1923 council will be opposed to
salary increases, and in such a
stand they will have the approval of
the people. But this general prin-
ciple has no right to have right-of-
way over good business sense in
recognizing and rewarding efficient
service. We must not penalize cap-
able people just because they happen
to be working for the city.

® o o

Mayor-Elect Wenige is inclined to
go ahead with the building of the
city hall on the Federal Square,
holding that the vote of the people
not to build on the Spencer Block
site means that they want the build-
ing to proceed on the original site
across the street. The mayor holds
that the people have voted enough
times on the plan,'and it is time to
proceed. The Advertiser was in-
clined to favor building on the Spen-
cer site, for the reason that extend-
ing that block on from the utilities

.building would have made a fine

structure, and it could have been
built in such a way that the city
could have disposed of it in future
and made money out of the transac-
tion. However, the people gave
their verdict on that proposal in no
uncertain way, and nothing more
need be said.

The building of a city hall is some-
thing that will be a direct charge
upon all the property of the city. It
is unlike an issue of debentures for
the purpose of putting in local im-
provements, which are discharged by
the people specially benefited. De-
bentures were issued in 1913 in two
different lots to care for this work,
$200,000 in all being sold, and $125,-
000 authorized, but not sold. Added
to this is the price that could be se-
cured for the presen{ building, esti-
mated to be worth around $100,000.

74.634

ally a spectacular affair.

In all, there 1s $400,000 in sight. - It
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““What's he'{try’n' to lo,

“‘Naw! Showin’ us the size of the flapper s stork brought to his house.”

t;llyouaﬂlhrhry?"

is also proposed that the building
might be put up as finances permit,
with a view later on of having the
central fire hall stationed there, as
well as the police station, the sale of
the present building on Carling
street being counted on to bring
some more grist to the mill to finance
the undertaking.

What sort of a building can be
had for that amount? Depends on
the tastes of the people. By way of

comparison it is shown that the'l

new collegiate building was put up
for a little over $300,000 and that is
quite a large structure, and nothing
much was spared in its construction.
Since then there has been g detrease
in building costs. Few advocates
are found in the council or out of it
for a building that would be essenti-
Utility s
likely to be the chief considerationm,
and there is no reason why the in-
clusion and the stressing of that
feature should endanger us to the
point of having an eye-sore on the
premises.

Note and Comment.

Right now, life is just one pur-
chase after another.

We've got out of the habit of silk
shirts, but we still clamor for porter-
house steaks.

The British pound is doing very
well in the world’s mponey markets,
but is still about one ounce shy.

Turkey seems to have gathered
up the idea that she licked the world
instead of a crippled Greek army.

There 1s sald to be a shortage of
mistletoe this year, but surely every
red-blooded man can still do his
part?

Why is it that youngsters who
still believe in Santa Claus want to
gnoop around on the top shelves of
the closets just now?

A Pittsburg man got married, and
two days later eloped with his wife’s
sister. Some {families have a tre-
mendous appeal in ‘em.

In a Los Angeles suit a girl was
given $1 for breach of promise.
Guess that’'s what they mean by
getting back to normal.

«Jack Dempsey says he will fight
any man in the world on short
notice. Lots of folks over here used
to talk like that before we had pro-
hibition.

Help! Here’s a chap. writing a
column of sex stuff in an American
paper under the heading “At a
Woman’s Window.” Over here we'd
call the police.

An eastern clergyman says the
average mentality of his congrega-
tion is about 12 years, all of which
should make certain a bumper house
at the annual ‘Christmas tree,

Premier King is going to. move
into his new home in Ottawa. It's
a fine place, too, all re-decorated and
re-furnished. But really it’s not
the proper setting for a bachelor.

The occupation of the German
Ruhr district by the French would
spill the beans in Hurope, but ap-
parently there is quite a good-sized
group in France ready to give the
final heave.

Caviar is again on sale {n Russia.
It’s an expensive dish, a pound
best being sold at 75 :

is to be had for a couple of million
rubles.

I we get this referendum and re-
+call operating 100 per cent we sup-
pose in time there will be a vote of
ba'asball players to see if the ump
had any right to call the runner out
at first.

William McDonald

N the summer of 1921, the weekly

section of the Canadian Press
Assoclation packed up their luggage,
gather up their wives, and boarded
& speclal train for Vancouver. Rather
an ambitious undertaking, you say.

Yes, it was, but it was a great trip,
and a great education.

On the way out, stops were made
at several places, and all sérts of
band music was tooted at the press
men, while civic welcomes were read
to this accompaniment. When they
came to Calgary there was some-
thing in the nature of a hold-up, and
a call to produce in person Willlam
McDonald of Chesley. Readers of
his paper, the Chesley Enterprise, old
C_helle{ residents, had arranged a
picnic In his honor, and special train
or no special train, the people’s Wil-
liam, bhad to surrender for the day
and meet with the folks from home.
It was the most outstanding com-
g‘lment paid to any publisher on the

D.

Mr. McDonald has been much in
public life. Back in 1901 he was
elected a member of Bruce County
Council, holding that position until
1906, and in 19% was warden of the
county. In 1911, entering the field
on three-weeks’ notice, he won Cen-
ter Bruce for the Liberals of Ontario
by a majority of 104. Then by 1914

Wauilialll mcCaOuaid, editor oL the
Chesley Enterprise, and his little
granddaughter, Evelyn Irene Neelon,
of St. Catharines,

McDonald found himself shoved
about by the gerrymander until he
was over into “Tory North Bruce.”
‘We use his own phrase, for he has a
habit of designating geographical
limits by the much more lucid terms
of politizal stripe. But the shunting
of 1914 was a wholesale thing for
McDonald. He waded into a normal
Tory majority of some 500, and
when the votes were all counted it
was found that the M. P. P. sign
was still tacked on the man from
Chesley, with the score 7 up in his
favor. But, in 1914, things were dif-
ferent. The U. F. O. was running,
and it came to pass that William
from Chesley got in between the up-
per and the nether millstone. He
wasn’'t disfigured or anything, baut
he was out.

Since then he has been attending
to business in Chesley. In the En-
terprise he scolds and praises, rea-
sons and cajoles. When people arve
not good neighbors out on lot 10,
concession 4, Willlam tells them in
plain English; when councils do
not run smoothly, the editor takes
the erring ones by the ears and sits
them down hard. How he does it,
and retains his subscriptions list we
don't know.

When William McDonald was
asked for his photo, he preferred a
cut made 17 years ago. He looked
too young and too handsome, while
we wio.nt;d Tometl}irlnxg ht;nt looked
more in keeping with t sage and
ﬁd ?t Chelltey. who sings tdtu;mgh

columns of Red Angus an lack
Duncan. -

| Your Health

By ROYAL 8. COPELAND, M.D.

Commissioner o!c !{iea.lth. New York
'

U.S. Senator-Elect from New York
State.

HmSTORY is filled with the records

of great plagues and epidemics.

Not all of them have been in anclent

times. In the summer of 1916 there

occurred in the city of New York

and in many
other parts of the,
} country a terrible
- epidemic. It s
doubtful if so
. many human be-
ings in this coun-
try ever became
more  hysterical
and unhappy than
during these
weeks. About 3,-
1 000 children were
suddenly stricken with a mysterious
malady called “poliomyelit!s” or “in-
fantile paralysis.”

What made it eo terrifylng was
the suddenness of the attack, and

the unhappy ending—death.in many
instances, paralysis in almost every
surviving patient.

The first symptoms are headache,
discomfort and feellng of illness.
There may be real pain and stiffness
of some of the muscles. There may
be twitching in certain muscles. Pos-
sibly there are convulsions.

The usual experience is for g
child, previously perfectly well, to
find himself in the morning paralyz-
ed to some extent and possibly wiih
a fever.

The acute symptoms disappear in
a few days in a favorable case. In
the fatal case, there are Increasing
headache, stiffness in the neck, drow-
siness, and, after a time, unconscious-
ness.

_There may be more or less paraly-
sis following the disappearance of
fever and the acute symptoms. The
affected part wither more or less. If
it }lts the leg, walking become diffi-
cult.

This d@isease is considered to be
communicable, therefore it must be
reported to the health authorities.
For the sake of the public safety
this is perfectly right. As a mat-
ter of fact, however, it is doubtful
g it is seriously contagious or infec-

ous.

The Massachusetts State Board of
Health made a study of 67 cases oc-
curring in that state. It so happened
that these were not isolated at all.
Two hundred and fifty-two other
children were {n intimate contact
with the sixty-seven cases.

“By intimate contact s meant
playing with the chil@, sitting beside
him and taking naps on the same
lounge or bed. The report defines
its meaning. There were nine in-
stances in which other children of
the family drank from the same cup;
there were twelve instances !in which
children of the family and neighbors’
children kissed the sick child during
the acute illness. There were no sec-
ondary cases.”

The fact that the exact cause has
not been determined makes it im-
portant to encourage the work of
men who are studying such condi-
tions. Sometimes we thoughtlessly
sneer at scientists who spend their
lives in laboratories. We must not
be blind to what they are doing for
humanity.

When some scientist discovers the
exact cause of infantile paralysis it
will lift a burden from the shoulders
of every parent and of every con-
scientious physician. Nothing is more
disturbing or heart-breaking than to
attempt to deal with the unknown.
In going through a gloomy forest, to
be followed by a silent, creeping,
black thing that steals along, ever
evading our touch or understanding—
such an experience is terrifying
When we deal with an enemy we can
see and feel and understand we know
what to do, and are unafraid. :

These men in the la.\boratory are
working to find out the secrets of
Nature, and we shoul@ lend them aid
and encouragement. Public funds
should be provide®, because in this
way we will widen knowledge and
understanding, then will come a
means of cure.

Infantile paralysis is one of the
diseases requiring much study. Untii
we know all about it we must do the
best we can to guard against it
Everything that builds up the child

. A WEAK HEART.

By Martha McCulloch-Williams.

A man of moods was Michael Bond.
When he was anything, glad, or sad,
>r mad, he was glad, sad or mad all
over. Hence all the joy of the morn-
ing was In his singing, as his horse
paced soberly along the woods road
to the little log church. Never had
there been quite such a Sunday—the
deep woods were still dewy and all
the spread of them scented with the
rare sweetness of wild grape blossom.
Birds sang, not too loudly, rather in
soft,. broken snatches; lush young
leafage made shadow marvels on the
road earth and thé sun rays were
true gold. Michael felt them shining
in his heart the same as on his bare
head—for was he not one and twenty,
free at last from a curmudgeonly

guardian, free to speak out as be-
came & man and claim his sweet-
heart? 5

A wonder-woman. Helen of Troy
they had raved over at school had
nothing on her, he was sure. Josefa
Kenyon was older than himself, but
what did five years matter? Reticent
also—nobody knew more of her than
the happenings of two years since she
came to teach In the village academy.
To be sure, she had brought refer-
ences of the highest and had rein-
forced them by a walk and way
wholly impeccable. The most explicit
of the references, with a bishop’s

name at the foot, said she had lost
a husband under most distressing
circumstances six months after mar-
riage. Rut she had not worn mourn-
ing. But what with all the current
flitter of talk about self-expression
and married individuality, it passed
for simple oddity; five years earlier it
would have been rated mysteriously
criminal.

She had fine, high manners, the
maost critical could net gainsay that,
any more than her low, clear vgice,
her soft, deft hands—not over white,
but alluring to view and touch. She
dressed with the exact degree of quiet
trimness her position demanded, went
regularly to church, made neither

one single friendly intimate—Sara
Downe, the least promising of her
pupils. She had gone home with Sara
for the big meeting—the Downe house
neighbored the 1little log church.
Squire Downe was indeed its prop
and stay, as became a ruling elder
of the Primitive Baptists, who were
still primitive enough to hold fast to
the yearly footwashing as the crowa
of June meetin’.

Services began early—8 o'clock at
the latest. Hence Michael’s journey
while the sun was still young; like-
wise his choice of the wood road. The
big road was certain to be thronged—
cars, carriages, even farm wagons,
overflowing with ‘happy, laughing
humanity and good cheer. Dinner on
the ground was as much a feature of
the day as the footwashing. Sara
Downe had made sure of Michael as
her father’s guest, bidding him over
and over as she drove homeward in
the ramshackle carriage with Mrs.
Kenyon beside her.

He recalled the fact only incident-
ally to his memory of Josefa. How
he loved the name—they would’ be
Joe and Mike, one to another, in the
big Bond house shut up since his
father died ten years back. She knew
what was in his heart—she must also
know what was in his mind. It must
be she who had sent him twenty-one
roses yesterday—he had clutched them
so0 hard, great baby that he was, his
palm had been deeply pricked with a
savage thorn. There had been no
card, but he fancied he caught a hint
of the faint perfume all her belong-
ings exhaled in the blue ribbon bind-
ing them. Faint as It was it thrilled
him all through. He had the ribbon,
tenderly folded, in the pocket nearest
his heart.

Which makes it plain that, in the
language of adolescence, he had it
bad, very, very bad. Of course he
was chaffed, but what did that mat-
ter?” Thrice intoxicated with love
and freedom, he was ready to laugh
down all the world’'s laughing. Fling-
ing his reins to a black boy in wait
for such harvests he all but ran about
the shaded grounds in search of the
Downe carriage, only to find it empty.
The driver, sprawled on the ground
hard by, stirred sleepily to say:
“White ladies done gone ter listen at
de preachin’.” The house was packed,
but somehow Michael crushed him-
self inside, and for five minutes feast-
ed his aching eyes on the face he
worshipped. He saw it in profile,
hence did not mark the change in- it
at first. It was not paler than usual,
but so tense it seemed gray. As his
sun-clouded sight cleared he saw that
she sat as might a wild beast
crouched for a deadly spring. Her
eyes burned upon the narrow pulpit
and the man within it. He was
ascetic-looking, tall, wasted, with
cavernous hollows beneath eyes that
gazed downward, and deep graven
lines encircled a cruelly beautiful
mouth.

In a thriling voice, low but reso-
nant, trained in every art speech has
ever evolved, he was beseeching, en-
treating all within sound of it to
forsake the world and its allurements,
give up earth for heaven. His listen-
ers, for the most part solid, stolid
farmer folk, swayed and stirred like
tall grain in a ruffling breeze. Amaze-
ment had begun the stir—June meet-
ing was no time nor place for revival
appeals. But as the voice played upon
them as a master harper upon his
instrument, they lost themselves in
the flood-tide appeal. “Foot washing
for humility, heart washing for
cleansing of sin, soul washing for life
everlasting.” he ended suddenly,
leaping down and almost running
along the narrow aisle. Mrs. Kenyon,
sitting beside it, arose wraith-like
in his th, clutched him, and said,
her words dropping like molten lead:
“Tell us what washing can make a
child-stealer clean?”

“The poor creature is quite mad—
she must be,” he said, trying to free
himself. “I do not know her—has
she any friends?”

“A hundred—I'm only the nearest,”
Michael cried. He had rushed to Jo-
sefa as he'saw her rise. “They’ll fol-
low her—you come with me outside.
We'll get at the truth—no matter
who it hurts.”

“Let me speak it—here in the house
of God, in the face of His true fol-
lowers.” Mrs. Kenyon said steadily.
“I married this man seven years back
—a foolish young girl, bewitched by
his eloquence. It was money—money
he wanted—money I was due to in-
herit from my uncle. He died sudden-
ly—‘—in an accident—then it camé*out
that he had been privately married
to a pretty, poor girl, whom he had
been ashamed to acknowledge.

“But she had given him a child
As a late atonement he had willed his
fortune to the baby—with reversion to
me if the little one died. It disap-
peared, nobody knew how. Its mother
grieved herself insane for it—then
my husband,” her voice breaking over
the word, “moved to get for me what
ne called “my rights.” I defiled him
—I knew he had made away with
the child, though I could not prove it.
But I would not touch the money, not
even when he threatened to kill me.
him I would accuse him

that makes him well and | But I told

unless he went out of my
‘ > and gave over

debts nor confidences and had but|,

{

He nug:d into it—I lost all trace of
him. Was it wrong in me to pray
that he had died? Now I find him
—here!” the bitterness of death in
the word; preaching faith and re-
pentance t0 you clean-souled people.
Say—what does he deserve?”

An inarticulate roar as of-a

into words the man fell ina

heap at his wife's feet. Two

and he was dead. She looked at

with” burning eyes,

“Thank God for his weak heart.”
“Mine is strong enough to shelter

you always,” Michael whispered as he

led her away.

(Copyright, 1923, by McClure News«

paper Syndicate.)

stormy
sea answered her. Before it broke

Christmas kept green.
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For Sale At The Hydro Shop

The Gift of Gifts

can rest assured, if your
have made a wise selection. good
wishes will continually be brought to mind, and thus, the spirit of

The Hotpoint Iron is famous for its hot point, and its handle, which
fits the hand, and is always cool. The thumb rest is an exclusive Hotpoint

For sale by all Dealers of Electrical Appliances,
“Made in Canada” by
Canadian General Electric Co., Limited

ft_is a Hotpoint Iron, that you
years to come, your

Sales Branches in all large cities, sA

‘“‘THE PEOPLE’S STORE.”

PHONE $g8.

help you make your eelection,

JOS. FLYNN.

Remember Him With CIGARS

YOU"LL find buying him Cigars will make your shopping wor-

ries a bit easier, and it will be more appreciated. We've got
the brand of Cigars he smokes or the Pipe he'll like.
a special Christmag package of smokes for the lucky one.

Magazine Subscriptions as Christmas gifts!
acceptable, nothing more frequently remindful of the giver than a
year’s subscription to a popular Magazine. Come in and let us

Christmas Greeting Cards Free to every purchaser,

J.R.FLYNN & CO.

405 RICHMOND S8T., AT DUNDAS ST.

PHONE 770W.

Let us make

Nothing more
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CANADIAN Pacific trains
are always comfortable. We
made our reservations early

and had a fine

trip.”

For tickets, rates and information, call or phone
CITY TICKET OFFICE

161 DUNDAS STREET - LONDON
PHONE 125,
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