“1 urge upon all Catholics
the use of the

MANUAL OF
PRAYERS”

writes His Eminence
CARDINAL GIBBONS

The Manual of
Prayers is more
than the Official
Prayer Book of the
Catholic Church of
America. It is a
conciseCatholic cy-
clopedia. Compris-
es every practice,
rite,ritual, precept,
faith, hymn and
psalm, together
with the Stations of
the Cross, Introits,
Collects, Epistles
and Gospels, and
Post Communions,
etc. The Mass is
printed, in plain
5 type.

/' Very convenient in size, bound
in Turkey Morocco, limp back,
gold title, blind bands on back,
round corners, red under gold
edges. Sold by all booksellers
or sent for 5 days’ examination.

(See Coupon).

URPHY CO., Dept. K, BALTIMORE, Md.:
Please send me the *“MANUAL OF PRAYERS.” $2.00
enclosed. You to refund money if I do not like book and
return it within 5 days at your expense.

The greatest of
modern devices to
hold you erect and
keep you there. Nulife positively
straightens round shoulders instant-
ly, and immediately relieves Ca-
tarrh, Bronchitis, Asthma, Indiges-
tion and lung trouble. It expands
your chest two to six inches.
Write for free booklet or send
$3.00 with your height, weight, and
chest measurement
(not bust) and
Nulife will be sent
toyou prepaid—
Fully guaranteed.

™ Draper Company

26 King St., AYLMER, Ont.

] For BgardersBand
Da oy'Ss, oys
st- Alban s pre;})’ared%’orhonzr
matriculation in
the Universities
a e ra and the Royal
Military College.
Special attention given to
schOOI boys entering commercial
life. RE-OPENS SEPT.

10th. For Prospectus apply to
M. E. MATTHEWS, Prin., TORONTO

The Hamilton Steel

and IrOIl Company
Limited
PIG IRON
Foundry, Basic, Malleable.

FORGINGS

of Every Description.

High Grade Bar Iron.
Open Hearth Bar Steel.

HAMILTON - ONTARIO

SUMMER SCHOOL

June, July and August leads into our Fall Term with-
out any break. Enter any time, New Catalogue free.
CENTRAL BUSINESS COLLEGE, Toronto.
W. H. SHAW, Principal.

CANADIAN COURIER

The Graft and the Craft

Continued from page 15)

pardoned for wondering what was the
matter with Mr. Luther.

So Cannell and Dakin had gone
home. They had written their stories
of the bank failure for their respective
papers, had turned in their copy, and
were now bound for their homes,
satisfied, and perhaps a little puffed,
with the consciousness of good work
done on a big story. Of course, they

had a right to feel good; it was a big

story, and they were good men. They
had made good copy out of this story
—what a story it was to make good
copy out of! Everything that a big
story should have it had in abun-
dance: mystery, names, figures, all
prominent ¢nough to create consterna-
tion, and all involved and interwoven
in exactly the manner to delight a
good reporter. It was great— even
the story that Dakin and Cannell had
to write was great, and the real story!
Luther stiffened up a little. He had a
scoop on the real story!

He looked at his watch. What had
happened to him? What was he doing
in Noonan’s at this time of the even-
ing with a scoop like this in his
pocket? He must have gone to sleep
like a greenhorn who had not news
instinct enough to see what the story
meant! He was running for the door
before the watch was back in his
pocket.

There was a cab at the curb. Luther
was in it when the driver saw him.

“To the Chastiser office in one
grand hurry!”

He didn’t pay the cabman. He left
him bewildered and angry at the office
door and ran in through the business
office upstairs to his little room. He
fell into the weak-backed chair as
easily as an old cavalryman goes into
the saddle. He pulled forth the
creaky machine with a slam.

“Samuel Eckerson, president of the
Third Trust Company, is the man re-
sponsible for the wrecking of the
National Savings Bank which yester-
day failed for $500,000. Edward W.
Golsen, chief stockholder of both of
the involved institutions and brother-
in-law of Eckerson, admitted this in
an interview to a reporter for the
Chastiser late last evening.”

He looked over the paragraph care-
fully before going further. He de-
cided that it was well and good. It
told just what he wanted to tell and
nothing more. It was as it should be.

Then the typewriter -hummed and
rattled and squeaked, and sheet after
sheet of copy paper ran in and out,
and the story of “Financial Treachery
in High Circles” became a reality.
The frenzy of the craft was upon
Luther. There was nothing in the
world but the story; nothing worthy
of thought in the whole universe save
its proper development and telling.
He gloated as he wrote. What a
story it was! And how he could
handle it!

Men came into his room and went
out again. Luther never saw them.

“Run it to the limit!” shrieked a
maddened managing editor. “I know
—I know!” grunted Luther; and he
never ceased writing until the final
period was in its place. -

Minutes after he was done, after
they had taken the last sheet of copy
from his desk, after the linotype men
upstairs were casting his words in
molten metal, he sat alone and search-
ed his pockets for matches and re-
membered something. It was some-
thing that he had heard long, long
ago, so long ago it seemed that he
remembered it but indistinctly. It did
not arouse any feeling in him now;
it did nothing more serious than to
stir his curiosity. He wondered why
it ever had affected him.

““There’s that much
upper left-hand drawer .

. in the
. . the half-

open one . . . Come in on the ground
floor with us . . . I'll give it to you
now . . . send it up to you, or any

way you like.”

Luther laughed audibly. He had
done his work, and he knew that it
was good, and how near, thought he,
he had been to— He shrugged his
shoulders.

“Hey, fellow!” cackled Curly, the
office-boy, coming in to beg cigarettes,
“another scoop, eh? How’d yeh have
the heart to do it? Getting to be one
of these hero-guys dat you write
about, yerself, ain’t yeh?”

“Get out of here,” said the Genius
severely.

A Saturday in August
By W. A. STAEBLER
A LANK brown youth in a tattered
and ink-stained office coat glared
savagely at the back of the last
tardy customer leaving the bank, but
with the last bang of the heavy door,
his mood changed wonderfully.” As he
cleaned up his work his tired eyes
found time to gaze away into the dis-
tance, where waving tree tops showed
beyond the hot stretches of brick and
mortar, and patches of blue sky mock-
ed him at his toil. But somehow the
dreary routine of debits and credits,
the nightmare of figures, the tiresome
drone of the teller calling “deposit !”
the endless succession of staring faces
at his little wicket, passed into noth-
ingness before the sweet inrush of
thought born of a clear little creek,
away off in the woodland, along which
his mind travelled in fancy.

From over the hills and far away
there rollicked a glad little breeze, a
soft little tell-tale, a midsummer
breeze. It stole through the cool dim
paths of the woodland, picking up
gossip at squirrel hole and nest, then
over a clearing and into a meadow
it danced, and took note of the figures
and under one arm was smuggled a
rifle, its tiny black eye peering over
the fields.

A clear little creek, erratic and wil-
ful, sulked through a dark swamp and
splashed into a garden for wild folk
that lay just beyond. Blue flags raised
their delicate tops from a carpet of
sword grass that bunched into cause-
ways the spongy black mould, and
Jack-in-the-pulpits looked down from
a terrace with envious eyes at the
colour below. Just beyond lay the
woodland, a rustling green symphony
sun-splashed and quiet, save for the
soft, steady hum of numberless insects,
or the pulsating throb of a grouse at
his wooing.

As monarch of this and all just
beyond it, far out where the grain
fields rippled and waved, a grey-
whiskered, burly old woodchuck reign-
ed well and wisely. For he alone of
the beasts of the forest, though boast-
ing no strength nor fleetness nor cun-
ning, still cropped the sweet clover at
sunrise and sunset, while the bones of
the proud ones lay scattered in dust.

The afternoon passed, and over the
garden the shadows had lengthened
until the flowered carpet grew deeper
in hue. From out a cool burrow two
beady brown eyes scanned the cover
with care and patience. But nothing
disturbed the green tossing prospect,
sweet peace was the pass-word that
breathed from the shadows, and the
flags nodded the answer to flip-
flapping leaves.

Then broke on the air the sharp spit
of a rifle, and a cloud of pale smoke
drifted up from the bushes, Soft of
tread, keen of eye, well versed in
woodcraft was the lad that stepped
from the shade of the bushes. Ask
the rollicking, tattle-tale midsummer
breeze what it whispered as it passed
by a burrow that lay in the garden,
and ask why it laughs as it skips into
the evening and tells the glad story to
gle wild things beyond.—Rod ‘and

un.
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Bishop Bethune College

OSHAWA ONT.
Vistior, the Lord Archbishop of Toronto
Preparation for the Young Children also
University Received
For Terms and Particulars apply to the SISTER in
CHARGE, or to
The Sisters of St. John the Divine
(ANGLICAN)
Major Street. Toronto

Royal Victoria
Co]]eg’e = MONTREAL

A residential hall for the women students
of McGill University. Situated on Sherbrooke
Street, in close proximity to the University
Buildings and Laboratories. Students of the
College are admitted to the courses in Arts of
McGill University on identical terms with
men, but mainly in separate classes, In addi-
tion to the lectures given by the Professors !
and Lecturers of the University, students are
assisted by resident tutors. Gymnasium,
skating rink, tennis courts, etc. Scholarships
and Exhibitions awarded annually. J

Instructions in all branches of music in the
McGill Conservatorium of Music.

For turther particulars, address

The Warden, Royal Victoria College,
Montreal.

'  UPPER
CANADA

FOUNDED'
1829

COLLEGE

TORONTO
THE. ETON OF CANADA

The thorough training in school and
residence—the healthful manly sports—
and the College History with its inspir-
ing traditions of 79 years—combine to
inculcate high ideals and broad views
in the minds of the boys.

Courses: qualify for University,
Royal Military Co"‘ife and Business.
Fifty acres of ground with extensive
glaying fields in healthiest district.

enior and Preparatory Schools in
separate buildings. Every modern
equipment,

Autumn Term Begins Thursday,
September 10th.

ENTRANCE SCHOLARSHIPS tfor
residentand day pupils. Specialscholar-
ships for sons of “old boys.”

EXAMINATIONS for entrance scho-
larships, Saturday, September 12th
HENRY W. AUDEN, M.A.,
(Cambridge), Principal

Trinity College School

PORT HOPE, ONT.
RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Magnificient and Healthy Situation
Modern Fireproof Buildings
Extensive Playing Fields
SKating Rink
Gymnasium

Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal
Military College and Business Pursuits,
Special attention given to the younger Boys,

Next Term begins Tuesday, September 1o

For Calendar and all otzer information
apply to the Headmaster

Rev. Oswald Righy, M.A,, LL.D.
St. John’s College, Cambridge

STRONG ARMS
For 10c in stamps or coin
Iwill send as long as they last, one
of my charts showing exercises
that will quickly huild up shoulders,
arms, rms and hands without any
apparatus. They are beautifully
illustrated with twenty half-tone
cuts. Regular price, 25 cents,
Prof. Anthony Barker
540 Barker Bldg., 110 West 424 St., N.Y. City




