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IPPLES VALUED AT
 OVER $2,000,000

Will be Wasted in Ontario if Not
‘Dustributed Free--Salvation Army
to the Rescue — How to Dry.
Apples

(Toronto Mail and Empire.)
“The newspaper. reports that -the
armers were actuglly giving away their
pples seemed so remarkable,” said a
Coronto business man to The Mail and
impire, “that I wanted to see if it was
"3 I could hardly believe it, and
ovdd not understand the reason, So I
Wt a couple of empt; gs in my motor
ar and went up nort¥ of Toronto till
came near Thornhill, . I saw a hig or-
hard loaded down with apples—as-
retty a sight as you could see in a day's
ourney. ﬁ went in, and said to the
armer that I wanted a couple of bags
*\i apples. :
“ ‘Sure, he said; ‘come along.’
“We went to the orchard, and he
elped m the apples, then helped
'\ to the motor. When 1

sked him what the price would be, he |

aid he wouldn’t take anything. I could -
ot get him to accept a cent. ‘No,’ he
ajd. ‘You can have them for nothing.
'm glad to give them to you, for if you
iidn’t take them away t{:ey would go
2 waste. |
“There were prabably twenty acres in
1s orchard, and the trees were all

iy bending under the wejght of the
noicest apples in the world, I have
ften paid $2 a bag for not such chaice
pples as I got for nothing, I was curi-
ws to know how it was that such a

hing could happen. I found that there 1

vere two reasons. One was that all
wer the apple-growing areas of this con-
inent there were huge crops, The other
vas tha e war had shut off the Eyro-
yean demand for the time' being. -The
‘armers make it a practice to sell their
wehards outright to the wholesale buy-
:rs, who come with their own pickers
el pick and pack the apples.

Jo 'Provisions Made,

“This year, as usual, the farmers made |

«@ provision for labor to pick the fruiti
wpending on the wholesale’ buyer to |
ome when the crop was ready. But!
he wholesale buyer did not come, as he !
ound the European demand practically
lead. So it comes that all over the
yrovince of Ontario tens of thousands
£ tons of the choicest apples are still
m the trees. It is estimated that the
>od value will run to between $2,000,-
00 and $3,000,000. When the first heavy
rast comes, as it will soon, this food
‘glue will disappear, as this whole
plendid crop, if not picked before then
»ill be ruined. i

“Such a wholesale destruction of the
yest kind of food would be nothing
hort of a disaster in thig year of high-
yriced food and scarcity of employment.
Various efforts are being made to con-
orve this vast quantity of food. The
sominion government has issued a bpok
:alled “Apple Delights,’ which gives 209
‘ecipes for cooking tnd preserving ap-
sles. This can be had by simply writ-
ng to the Department of Trade and'
Jommerce. Apple Section, Ottawa, ask-
ng for it, enclosing letter in an un-
itamped envelope, Efforts are also be-
ing made to store the apples in the cit-
ies for distribution to the poor.

“The best scheme hit upon is that
being taken hold of by the Salvation
Army. It is to have the owners of mo-
tors or other conveyances in the different
cities, towns, and villages throughout
Y pprovinge give the services of their

eyances to carry echildren (which
vation Army will provide) out

te the orchards. The children will pick
the apples and incidentally have a good
day’s outing. Then the children wiigehe
taken home and each of them will have
one or more bags of apples. An instrue-
tion card will be handed into the homes
telling how the apples can be cured
without cost, simply by the old-fashion-
ed way of drying, No sugar is needed,
and there is no other kind of expense.

How to Treat Apples.

“The apples are peeled,
quartered. Then a large

cored and
needle (a
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Who’ll Pay That
Mortgage ?

That mortgage—or other
indebtedness—may cause
you no worry. You know
you can repay it if all
goes well. But there's
the rub. What if things
go wreng? Supposing
you should die—could
your wife pay the mort-
gage without your in-
come?

An Imperial Endowment
Policy for the amount of
the indebtedness will in-
sure its repayment,
whether you live or die.
There is no other means
9! meeting the case that
is quite so certain—that

it
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THE IMPERIAL LIFE

Assurance Co. of Canada
Head Office, Toronto

A. P, Allingham, Provincial Manager St. Jobn

A ] 76 page vest packet
wm fne’l‘ you atc for it,
COPYRIGHT 1918
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of akitchen coal is in the

baking. Hence thecare
we take in gelecting our

AMERICAN GHESTNUT
GOAL

It has become a favorite
in hundreds of house-
holds where £00d cook-
ing is appreciated.

TRY IT NEXT TIME

CONSUMERS
'COAL CO,, Limited

- 331 CHARLOTTE STREET
TELEPHONE: MAIN 2670

TIMES, OCTOBER 14, 1914

CEAT APPLES!

PRICES GHEAP.

We have 2 fine stock of New Brun-
swick and Nova Scotia apples rang-
Eﬁ in price from $1.50 to $2.75 per

New Buckwheat

Pure Maple ‘Syrup .. 40c per botile

Fine Delaware Potatoes 20c per peck

Imperial Peanut Butter, in bulk, 20c
per 1b.

Chas. S. Philps
‘Phone Main 886
Lc"' Douglas Ave. and Main Stj
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darning nedle) threaded with ordinary
twine (uncolored) is mun through the
quartered apples and a string as long as
is convenient is thus made, These
strings are hung up in a dry place in-
doors or out, usually fram ope wall to
the other in the kitchen a few inches
from the ceiling so as to be out of the
way. There is sufficient sugar in the
apple itself to cdre it. In s gﬂ}" ‘or two
they begin to turn brown, and in a few
weeks’ time are dried. When dried they
are stored in & barrel or . paper bags,
and kept in a dry_ place. They must not
be stored in the cellar. If stared in a
dry place they will keep for years.

The Salvation Army is undertaking a
province-wide campaign in a great ef-
fort to save a vast quantity of food be-
fore it is destroyed by the approaching
frost.

Owners of moters who wish to help
should forward their names to the Sal-
vation Army heddquarters in the differ
ent cities, towns, and villages in the
province, and those who wish to con;
tribute bags should do likewise. It is
hoped and expected that thousands of
homes throughout the pravince will by:
this means become the centre of one of'
Canada’s old-fashioned and almost for-
gotten indpstries. |

“But this excellent plan need not be |
confined to the activities of the Salva- |
tion Army. Many other organizations
might vety well put it into effect. Food
will be sorely needed,in our cities and
towns this winter. Let_it be borne in
mind that to conserve food is to perform
a patriotic duty, as it means increasing
Britain’s sinews of war. Everyone
should help, and help at once, as a
heavy frast is likely to come at any
time now.”

French roads no longer enjoy the en-
viable reputation of being the bhest in
the waorld, In fact, hefore long KFranee
will be taking lessons tn madern road-
building from Britain.
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leaves nothing to chanee,

And the annual invest-
ment required is very
moderate—moderate at
least when you consider
the peace of mind it will
afford you.

Look at this problem
squarely—don’t dodge—
don’t wait. The advan-
tages of life insurance
are available only to
these in good health.
Send to-day for infor-
mation about a policy to
suit yeur particular need.
To-morrow may be too
late.
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Who Don'’t Fi
- And Babies

What War Means To Those
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ght--Women
on Firing Line!

Story on The Sidelights

War Corre§pondent, Following The Fighting on
His Bicycle, Writes Thrilling Human Interest

of Battle

(By H. J. Phillips)

Paris, Sept. 22— (By Mail)—It isn’t
the fighting man that my heart goes
out to in this war. I've seen so many
dead and wounded men and so much
misery’ ‘and pain that my senses ape
dulled to' gthers’ suffering. Anyway,
it's tit for tat en the firing line. The
soldier gives as much’ as ‘he gets.

But it’s the awful, awful destructign
of homes, the wasting of poor people’s
all, the constant, ever recyrring,. 'sight
of ruined cottages, of starving children,
of ragired, ‘hungry, westher-beaten wo-
men caught .through no fault of their
own im the frightful maelstrom that
brings the horror of this war home to’

me. : : i
I left Paris on a bicycle for the front.
The trail of' the retreating Teuton was
the path of a cyclone. Huge trees were
broken and:some uprooted. Every farm-
house. was roofless, some were: burning.
Roads and flelds  were dotted “with
clothing and arms and household goads
angd the pretty landscape was pitted and
slashed in long, brown lines by ‘the
trenches of fighting men. '

Dusk was gathering fast when about
four miles outside of La Ferte-sous-Jou-
arre the sound of cannon, which I had
heard intermittently all day, became
more clearly. audible. /,The Marne runs
through the little town which lies on
either ‘side of the stream in a valley.
As ‘1 reached the outskirts a weird
spectacle broke my gaze. It was a per-
fect picture of war, in all its horror, in
all its majesty, in all its picturesque-
ness. From the hills to the right the
British artillery was shelling the re-
treating Germans on the other side of
the river. The shells were bursting with
jets of flame that broke orange in the
gathering darkness, a couple of houses,
wreathed in flame, burned fiercely, the
light refleeted in the peaceful waters of
the Marne which ran past two bridges
blown up and ghattered.

When the sounds of firing had died
away I quijetly slipped down into the
town, Down by the river the Britiéh
engineers were putting the finishing
touches to a pontoon bridge—a bridge
they finished all complete in about two
hours. The troops were already prepar-
ing to cross. So swiftly does the British
army move that when I arose with
dawn the next morning I found that
troops had melted away in the nizht.

But I'm getting ahead of my story.
Before night fell 1 found a place to
sleep in a deserted manor house which
I saw from the street.

Windows and doors were open. but
the place was as silent as the grave. 1
walked into the®courtyard and saw no
one, Then I entered the house and un-
derstood. The beautiful old manor
which looked so warm gnd placid had
been deserted by its owngrs and had
been ruthlessly pillaged by the German
troops,

1 thought it was blood, but it was seup

The dining room table was’ heaped
with the wreckage of g drunken meal.
There were empty wine bottles every-
where, and across the table and in the
dishes there was flung a great crimson
splash that looked like blood, but prov-
ed to be the outpoured contents of a
tureen of beetroot soup. Every drawer
from sideboard and cupboard lay on the
floor, where its contemts had been turn-
ed out in a search for all that was valu-
able. I passed from reom to reem and
everywhere found the same litter,

It seemed that not a single wardrobe
or press in the house had not been rifled
The beds were ovgrturned, the telephone
instrument was smashed, and even a
pile of gramophone records had been
trodden under- the heel.

Enrly in the marning as I prepared
to resume my journey I found an old
peasant, the first of the returning vil-
lagers who had been driven from their
homes a week ago. With the pride of a|
professional guide, the pld man led me|
around to places where the fighting had |
been fiercest and so it happened that we |
were together when the rest of the vil-!
lagers atraggled back home in a timid |
group. They saw my guide and thus it:
was that this friendly but unimpressive |
peasant became the mouthpiece of fate, |
standing there by the roadside and tell- |
ing the people what they had to bear. ‘

The Women’s Questions

Michel had seen too many horrible
things for either sorrow or joy to move
him. He stood there merely impassive,
telling to each in an unmoved wnd cour-
teous voice the things which had hap-
pened to their homes. !

A woman, gray-haired, and certainly

}

'} of more than 70, was the first to see us.'

“Michel, Michel,”
rushed toward us.

“My house?’ the old woman asked.

“Burnt, mother,” said Michel,

“All burnt?”

“All‘"

Another woman,
hearty, eclutched
“Michel, Michel?”

“There were no Germans there. They |
passed down in the little hollow, on
Monday, but did not go in.” I

‘She fell back. Angther, like enough |
to be her gister, jostled to the front of |
the eager gvoup. ‘*“Have they been in
my farm, Michel?”

“Yes, Henriette. The house is all
right. A troop of Uhlans slept there
two nights.” ‘

“And the cattle?”

“They have killed many.
sheep.”

From behind the crowd a voice eried:
“Is my brother at home, Michel?”

“He is dead,” said Michel. *“The Uh-
lans took him for a guide and shot him.”

It is not necessary that I should con-
tinue to describe the intolerable scene.
You have the essence of it. i

Along a street strewn with splintered
glass I went, clambering over mounds
of fallen brick, or slipping on the greasi-
ness of the wet and littered cobbles, and
suddenly I found I was sniffing at the
air. As long as I live I shall never
think of Termonde without a whiff of
that.smell blowing across my memory.
It was asmedley of brick-dust and plas-
ter-dust and charred wood, but, above
all, it was a burnt-out smell, subtle,
but penetrating, tlte smell of something
utterly scorched and destroyed. It
pervaded all the air around Termonde
and filled it with the sense of death.

Roses Amid Desolation

I went all around and about the town,
and nearly everywhere the same ruins
lined the littered streets. Blackened and
bulging remnants of  house-fronts,
through which one often caught a
glimpse of vividly green rain-wet gar-

she called and

and
arm,

middle-aged
him by the

Also the

)
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dens (in one roses were a-bloom);
ahimneys that had crashed down solidly

| stary of horror or dan

i
'!

and lay their length in the street; great
mounds of rubble that répfesented the
whole frame-work and inner walls of a
house lying in ‘what had been the front
parlon '

Destruction showed freakish in its
choice of incidents. On the top floor.
window sitl of one hatise’ whose front
wall alohe remained -a- row of flower
pots ‘stood intact, though -there was no
guarding rail to the narrow ledge. In
ofte house where every othee’trace of
human occupation wés: byivied fn ' the
central heap a gilt-framed‘picture of the
late Kinq Leopeld in.hig  ‘youth still
adorned the blackened wall. Here and
there I §aw a bedstead that had ' be-
come ‘a° tingled web of metal. | And
through the arcade formed by the shat-
tered rooms of one heuse I saw, hanging
on the wall at the far end, a
plague of a mother suckling her child.
It was a cheap little fancy plaque, and
yet somehow it attained a wonderful
dignity there in the midst of so much
ruin. The eternal fact surviving tem-
porary destruction. X :

A Story for a Cigarette

Near the ferry I passed a huge, white
factory building surmounted by a Red
Cross flag, and as I approached a typical
Tommy Atking, whose arm had n
shattered by a billet, hailed me. I gave
him the cigarette he craved and, in re-
turn; he told me his story. He was an
artilleryman in a battery ‘that had been
punished by the Germans severely in
their retreat. He saidi  ,

“Never, never shall I forget that most
terrible scene when ‘we rushed our
horses and heavy guns across the: field,
covered all over with the bodies of dead
and dying German soldiers.

“We do not really see the damage
done by a shell which explodes amongst
the enemy; we do net see how the bod-
jeg are cut and torn to picces, But as
we swept across the field like a devas-
tating storm, not heeding anything, we
heard the creaking of bones under the
horses’ feet and the guns' wheels,

“The guns tottered as if they were
sunning through a new-ploughed field.
They heeled over whenthey passed over
two human bodies simultaneously, and
every now and agaip the horees stag-
gered and stumbled and slipped in their
mad run over those hundreds and hun-
dreds of corpses.

Cries of Terror ¢

¢] did not venture to look ghout; 1
kept my eyes steadily fixed on a distant
poﬁat or at my horse’s neck, But that
did not prevent me from hearing. And
I did hear the blood-stirring eries of
agony and. pain and despair, mingled
with moaning and weeping, which dom- |
inated the fearful neise of the galloping,
horses and guns. And the mest hor:
rible were the cries of terror of those
whe,. though . seriously, wounded, had
hitherto escaped from death, and saw,
approaching at a furious rate, the de-‘
vastating avalanche of guns and horses
which would, the ne¥t moment, crush|
those still breathing breasts and stamp
life out of the badies. :

“Where the blood-soaked soil had, not
vet been able to drink all the blood shed
over it, pools had formed, and the red,
liquid mud spattered horses and men
as they galloped through it.

“Once only I had more thin a mere
glimpse of this scene of ho. Tt was
when my horse slipped anc fcll on one
knee and I looked doewh, The moment
] raised my head again I saw, on my
left, a man—a wreck of a man—spring
to his feet and make a wild gesture with
his arms, as if to stop the deadly ava-
lanche. He was knocked down by the
horses of the gun next to mine, and I
actually heard the creaking of his bones.
And tfv\is maddening vision has ever
since haunted me.” i

“Fach one of the convalescents had a
r of hair-breadth
escapes, but such stories are top familiar
nowadays. Besides, my pass was good
for.gnly twenty-four hours and I had to
be bacf: in Paris by six. Regretfully I
started on the return journey.

A Puncture,
The road, blazing white, unroils be-
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In the tiny Waltham ‘‘Jewel S
els, the wrist watch achieves Perfection.

Previously, wrist watches have been ‘‘orna-
ments’’; their timekeepin

incidental and conseq

In this new and exclusive
Accuracy keeps pace with Bcauéy. he
wearer_possesses an adornment and a waich

Strikingly original
bracelet unfastens at

watch and bracelet may be worn separately
—the watch as chatelaine or sautoir, with a
fob or wrist strap, or in the pocket.

Your jeweler will have this unique watch in models
riced as low as $29—~fylly guaranteed and of true
Ask him,

Werite us for booklet and general information.

Waltham Watch Company
Canada Life Bldg., St. James Street, Montreal

‘Waltham’’ quality.

AR, ST. JOHN N. B. WEDNESDAY
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RED UNIGHTLY
PIBPLES O FACE

ltching and Burning. Scratching
Irritated. Disfigured for a Time.
Used Cuticura gSoap and Oint-
ment, - Pimples Disappeared.

1756 Winnipeg 8t., Regina, Sask.—"I
wag troubled with itching pimples on my
face for over three years. They were red |
antl unsightly. They caused itching and
burning and I used to scratch and irritate
them. The breaking out disfigured me for
a time.

1 tried many well-advertised treatments,
such as — Prescription,
etc., but witBout success. A short time ago
1 saw the adverti 1t of O a Soap
and Ointment in a local paper and after
1.had tried a: sample I dould see a ro-
markable improvement. - I washed my face
‘with-the Soap ang then appied the Oint-
hent two of thres times a day. After using
more Cuticira Soap and two boxes of Cuti-
cura Ointment.all the pimples completely
disappeared.”  (Signed) Nicholas Koch, |

_Jude 13, 1914, : i

Samples Free by Mall
A'generation of methers has found no soap
so-well suited for cleansing and purifying the
sldn and hair of infants and children as
CuticuraSoap. Its absolute purity and re-
freshing fragrance alone are enough to rec-
ommend it above or skin soaps, but
there are added to these qualities delicate
. yet effective emollient properties, derived
from Cuticura Ointment, which render it |
mogt valuable in overcoming a tendency to
distepssing eruptions and promoting a nor-
#smal condition offskin and hajr health. Cu-
‘ticura Soap and Olintment sold throughout
the world. For liberal free sample of each,
with 33-p. book, send post~card to *‘ Cutl~
oura, Dept. D, Boston, U. 8. A%
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fore me in hot curves and stretches, till
a puncture puts a momentary stop to
its unwinding. I go to a bicycle shop
for repairs, to the maydr for a “viea”
and to a cafe coolly ensconced under the
pillars of the “Place” for a long drink.

The old mechanic who mends my tire
is delighted.  The master and the son
of the house are both at the front, and
he is in sole charge. He is. efficient, but
slow. He has a way of crossing his
feet and burying his hand in his waist-
eoat; and when, from his attitude, you
expect a speech, he, saving your respect,
—he expectorates. {

Abruptly the scepe changed. The
smooth lete ribbon suddenly became
torn and rutted. I was passing through
a former fighting sone,
day I saw‘ rogsﬂess and demolished |
houses, but the picture was more har- |
rowing. The ‘peasants had returned to
their ruined homesteads, . !

Here and there an old man musing at |
his door or a group of frightened chil-
dren fleeing at my approach, with new
and then a knot of dumb peasants Igw
boriously burying dead horses.
wards evening as I rode up the long
slope leading to a village a roughly ¢on-
strueted cross caught my eye. It sur-
mounted a simple grave dug on' the hill-
side under the shadow of a haystack
and quite close to the road. It was the
first British graveswe had met,

There was an indescribable solemnity
about the last resting-place of this Brit-
ish soldier whose name and regimental
number a friendly hand had ‘ rudely
serawled on a little cross of wood, It
lay quite remote in the absolute silence
of a perfect summer evening, the simple
cross standing out against the purple
sunset, All around it lay evidences of |
the hattlefleld. Half-finished ha,vricks,[
abandoned hayearts, and pitchforks left
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"the approach of the battle,
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on the trampled ground showed where
the haymakers had been surprised by |
horses, English soldiers’

ead caps,

| huge rents torn in the earth’ by shells, |
{empty shell and cartridge caset——suchl

| marks of war were to be seen on every

. The Jap’s-have made a capture.
‘Their souls are filled with rapture,
'The Jap has captured Yap,

|He’s put it on the map.

iThe German and the Jap.

. He doesn’t like the Jap.

,The Japs have set‘t
i The town they’re “occupying,

'Or drinks the beer on tap,

|

!
i
i

hand, and in the air there 'was a subtle
suggestion .of the charnel-house.

THE CAPTURE OF YAP

I
. (Montreal Mail.) - !

The Japanese have captured Yap—!
News Item.

‘“MADE IN CANADA'"

Neckwear ‘and shirts that are
a credit to the manufasturer,
the store and the wearer. A
countless. array of patterns
and colors,

Our cabinet system affords in.

Tap, tap, tap
What's the news from Yap?

There was a mighty scrap.

But now the Jap is beating,
The German is retreating.
A prayer he is repeating,

Tap, tap, tap.

What's this? More news from Yap?
The Germans all are dying, shirts in a few minutes. Your
them flying, .
The quaint old town of Yap.
It's a snap, it's a snap,

For the Jap in a scrap,

While the German takes a nap.

saved, hence, _nlling expenses
| arelower here. '

"X GOOD PLACE TO BUY
@OOD CLOTHES

Gilmour’l

¢

The Jap, he gains a lap.
All the Yapanese,

Now are Japanese,

For the Japs have taken Yap.

1

Y “remnt

- NOTICE

The British Remount Ofh
is established at the Armour,
Office Hours: 10 to 12 noon
: 2t S5p.m
Telephone, Main 555.
A. W. GREPE, Captain,
Commanding Remount Dept

We Never Advise Glasses
Except When
Necessary.

K. W. Epstein @ Co.
OPTICIANS
Open Evenings 193 Union Street

So on yester-|
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“But there ain’'t no core!”

HILDREN just can’t eat too many apples.
The tang and crisp flavor of our ruddy-
cheeked Canadian apple tempts youngsters to
what-might seem like excess. . But ripe apples
are good for them in almost any quantity.

Give them |baked |apples for breakfast, apple tarts
at luncheon, apple sauce at supper and

Put a Big Red Apple in Their
Lunchbasket—Always

Remember, too, that adults are just children
“grown up’ and that Canadian apples are the most
economical and healthful fruit there is,

There are two hundred and nine delicious ways to
prepare this favorite fruit. ;

Get This Book Today

A complete list of recipes with directions how te
keep apples all winter, what kinds to buy, etc., etc,,
sent free on request. You don't even need to put a
stamp on your letter—just address:

DOMINION GOVERNMENT

Department of Trade and Commerce
(Apple Division)
OTTAWA

“1 belioves the Camadian apple to be the finest n the world.”
Siz Go. E. Fostar

“Canadian applas are all righi—firm, juicy,weil-colored, good heepers.”
: Larrass Bursanx

spection of scores of ties and -

time is saved. Our time is

.




