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Invest Your Money in Canada

The Dominion Goverment urges that Canadian Secur-
itics should be held by Canadian investors. Taxation
is likely to be imposed at the next Session of Parliament
on non-Canadian Securities. You can be patriotic and,
at the same time, obtain a certain 5 per cent. for your
money by investing your surplus funds in

Standard Reliance Mortgage Corporation
Debentures
This Canadian Security does not fluctuate in value. It
is payable at certain fixed periods. Meantime, it bears
interest at 5 per cent., payable half yearly at your local
bank, in cash, on the day it is due.
Canadian Government statistics show that never & doilar
has been lost in Mortgage Corporation Debentures.
These Debentures are issued in denominations of $100
and upwards, for = fixed period er to suit your
convenience. ' +
Write for our booklet entitled “Profits from Suvm‘ia.
It explains what these Debentures are and why they
are so good & security. Address Dept. 35,

STANDARD RELIANCE

MORTGAGE CORPORATION
Head Office. 82:88 Hing St £.Toronto

Branches: Ayr, Brockville, Chat-
ham, Elmira, New Hamburg
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No more trudging off to the
public garage in dripping
wet or snow. Just step out
of your door and—there you
have it. Your own, fireproof,
artistic and durable garage.

make it easy for a woman to get the car
in and out herself, with comfort, Plenty
of room to get around. Well lighted,
easily ventilated ani donot harbor nox-
ious odors. Sizes and styles to suit any
car and harmonize with your home and
surroundings, Portable all-steel frame
and coverings. Cannot burn.

Wrrite to-day for the Perfect Garage
Booklet C.P. -

THE PEDLAR PEOPLE, Limited
( Established 1861)
Executive Office and Factories :
Oshawa, Ont.
Branches: Montreal - Ottawa - 'Poronto
Londun - Winnipeg

I One Good Taste Deserves

r'— Another of
WHITE
LABEL
ALE PRODUCED specially for

those who want some-
thing better than “just
ale.” It has a piquancy that is irresistible!

SOLD BY ALL GOOD DEALERS AND HOTELS

Brewed and Bottled by

DOMINION BREWERY CO., Limited
TORONTO

If you are this week a chance Reader of the Courier and find
it “good stuff’ you may count upon it that it is so regularly. It
improves on acquaintance. Your subscription solicited.

Circulation Manager
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his = buginess affairs, must she not
therefore have shared the cruel code
which had terrorized Eaton for the last
four years and kept him an exile in
Asia and which, at any hour yet,
threatened to take his life? A grim
get came to Eaton’s lips; his mind
went again to his own affairs.

CHAPTER XIiI.
The Man From the Train.

lN the supposition that he was to
have less liberty, Eaton proved cor-
rect. Harriet Santoine, to whose
impulses had been due his first privi-
leges, showed towards him a more con-

- sirained attitude the following morn-

ing. She did not suggest hostility, as
Avery constantly did; nor, indeed, was
there any evidence of refrogression in

. her attitude towards him; she seemed

merely to be maintaining the same po-
sition; and since this seemed difficuit
if they were often together, she avoid-
ed him. Paton found hig life in the
house after that first day more strict-
1y ordered into a roniine which he was
oblized to keep. He understood that
Santoine, steadily improving but not
yet able to leave his bed, had taken up
his work again, pronped up bv pillaws:
one of the nurses had been dismissed:
the other was only upon day dutv. But
Eaton did not gsee Santoine at all: and
thoueh he learned that Miss Davis or
sanother stenographer. whose name
was West, came daily to the honse,
he never was in a nosition again to
enconunter anv outsider either coming
or going. Besides the servants of the
house, he met Rlatchford. with wham
Faton usnally breakfasted: he also
hinched with Blatehford, and Harriet
sometimes—somefimes  with Avery:
he dined with Blatehford and Avery or
with all three.

At other times. except that he was
confined to the house or to a small
snace of the gronnds about it and wags
kent uwnder constant surveillance. he
was left lareely to his own devices:
and these at least sufficed to let him
examine morning and nieht, the vase
in which he was to find the signal that
was o be lefi for him: these mermit-
ted examination of window locks in
other rooms. if not in Santeine’s stndy:
these permitted the examination®of
many other items also, and let him
follow at 1least the ountline of the
method of Santoine’s work.

There was no longer room for Eaton
Lo doubt that Harriet had the confi-
dence of her father to almost a com-
plete extent. Now that Santoine was
ill. she worked with ~ him daily for
hours; and Faton learned that she did
_ same when he was well.
Avery worked with the blind man tno;
he, t00, was certainly in a eonfiden-
tial eanacity. Was it not probable
then that Avery, and not Harriet. was
entrusted with the secrets of danger-
ous and neglv matters; or was it pos-
sible that this eirl, worshipping her
father as she did, could know and bhe
sure that, becanse her father annroved
these matters, they were right?

A hundred times a dayv, as Eaton
8aW oOr spoke with the girl or thonght
of her presence near by, this ob-
sessed him. A score of times during
their easual talk upon meeting at
meals or elsewhere, he found himself
turned towards some guestion which
would aid him in determining what
must be the faet: bnt each time he
checked himself, 1intil one morning—
it was the fifth after his arrival at
Santoine’s honse—Harriet was taking
him for his walk in the garden before
the house.

I Wwas a bright, sunshiny morning

and warm—a true spring day. As they
paced back and forth in the sunshine
—=she bare-haired and he holding. his
cap in his hand—he looked back at the
room in the wing where Santoine still
lay; then Faton looked to the dangh-
ter, clear-eyed, clear-skinned, smiling
and joyous with the day. She had fust
told him, at his inquiry, that her father
was very muech stronger that morn-
ing, and her manner more than evi-
denced her pride in him.

“I have been intending to ask you,
Miss Santoine,” Baton said to her sud-
denly then, “if your belief in the superi-
ority
were  discussing it. ten days ago—
hasn't suffered a shock since then?”

. course.”

But’

of dbusiness over war—as8 we

“You mean because of—Father?”

“Yes; you can hardly go back far
enough in the history of war to find a
time when the soldier’s creed was not
against killing—or trying to kill—a
sleeping enemy.”

She looked at him quickly and keens
ly. “I can’t think of Father as being
any one’s enemy, though I know, of
eourse, no man can do big things with-
out making some people hate him.
Even if what he does is wholly g00d:,
bad people hate him for it.” She was
silent for a few steps. “I like 350‘"'
saying what you did, Mr. Eaton.’

‘Wh'y?" -

“It implies your own creed would b6
against such a thing. But aren’t Wé
rather mixing things up? - There 18
nothing to show yet that the attack 0%
Father sprang out of business rela-
tions: and even if it did, it would have
to be regarded as an—an atrocity out-
gide the rules of business, just as i
war, atrocities occur which are out
side the rules of war. Wait! I kno¥
what you are going lo say; you 3"‘:
going to say the atrocities are a par
of war even if they are outside its I€&
cognized rules.”

“Yes: T was going to say that.”

“And that atrocities due to business
are a part of business, even if they are
outside the rules.”

“Yes: as business is at present €oi
ducted.”

“But the rules are a part of (he
game, Mr. Eaton.”

“Do you belong among the apolo:
ists for war, Miss Santoine?”

‘fI?!’ ;

“Yes: what you say is exactly Wh_af" :
the apologists for war say, isn't it?
They say that war, in spite of its open
savagery and inevitable atrocities, 1
not a différent sort of combat from
the combat between men in time ©
peace. That is, the acts of war differ
only in appearance or in degree fronmt
the acts of peace. Is that what YOU =
believe, Miss Santoine?”

“That men in times of peace DEL"
form acts upon each other which aif-
fer only in degree from the acts 9%
war?”
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“Do you believe that, Mr, Eaton?"

E hesitated. “Do you want me '@
answer that question from 'm§
own experience or from what

wonld like to believe life to be?”

“Trom your own experience, ©

“Then I must answer that I believ®
the apologists to be right as to that
fact.”

He saw her clear eyes darken. “But
you don’t believe that argument itsfj‘"' :
do you, Mr. Eaton?” she appealed. 1t
is only the old, old argument, ‘What
ever is, is right’ You don’t excusé
those acts—those atrocities in tim®
of peace? Or was I mistaken in think
ing such things were against youl
creed? Life is part right, part wroné:
isn’t it?” ;

“l am not in a good position 10
judge, I'm afraid: for what I have seél
of it has been all wrong—both busi-
ness and life.” g

He had tried to speak lightly; but &
sndden bitterness. a sharp hardness D
his tone. seemed to assail her; ;
struck throush her and bronght her
shoulders together in a shudder; bufs
instead of alienating her, she turned
with a deeper impulse of feeling 197
ward him. y

“You—you do not want to tell more
—-to tell how it has been wrong: Yo%
don’t want to tell that—" She hesit*
ated, and then in an intimate wa¥
which surprised and frightened hims
she added, “to me?” ;

After she had said it, she hergelf was
surprised, and frightened; she look
away from him with face flushed, a™
he did not dare answer, and she did
not speak again.

They had come to the end of the
gardens where he was accustomed 1O
turn and retrace his steps toward. tbe
house; but now she went on, and be
went on with her. They were upol
the wide pike which ran nort.hWﬂJ'd
following, but back from, the shore of
the lake. He saw that now, as a motol
passed them on the road, she recall
that she was taking him past
previously appointed bounds; but 9
the intimacy of the moment, she cow®.




