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If it does I don’t know what it consists them at then own game— " he threw I do, about this’" y
of. The man with nothing but his hands out his hands in an eloquent gesture. But that was as difficult of answer as 
has few rights and no privileges. What “Hell, you think I’m so thick-headed Andy’s other question,—and Rod was 
does the casual worker, the completely I can’t see both sides of the fence?' too deeply involved in a personal pro 
propertyless mdh receive from his coun- Andy grunted. " I wasn't speaking of 1
try that he should gladly cross the sea my own class. It’s speaking for itself 
to die for it on foreign soil? Can you every day—to the recruiting sergeant, 
tell me? I don't think you can. In I'm speaking to yoti as a thinking, feel- 
that sense one doesn’t mean one’s ing individual who sees himself being 
country geographically. These moun- sucked into a whirlpool. I’m trying to 
tains we call ours will stand unchanged, point out to you in the most rational 
the forests will grow, the rivers run to manner possible what the real situation 
the sea, the salmon po pp to the spawn- is. You can’t deny it. It exists. Why, 
ing grounds, the birds will mate and if the bulk, even a working majority ot 
sing, whether we win or the Germans, the damn fools that call themselves 
or if both sides fight to the last man and men, had a few glimmerings of social and 
the two races expire. So that really economic wisdom there wouldn't be 
one s country means Bill Jones and any Geiman or French or Russian or 
Sam Smith and Jack’ Robinson— human British armies in the field. Only a few 
society—the national unit. If Sam handfuls of atavistic adventurers I’m 
Smith, by skilful exercise of the acquisi- not by nature a humble, peaceful toiler, 
uve instinct, acquires ownership of the I'd just as soon as rite fight for any- 
hills and the. forest, and .permits me and thing that’s worth fighting for-and all 
Bill Jones and Jack Robinson to work the hard fighting isn’t done with guns, 
for hnr whenever he can profitably use either. Ail my life I’ve seen the show 
our labor, and has no responsibility for run by arrogant, power-proud people 
our welfare at such tildes as he can’t who aren't nearly so clever as they
employ and pay us wages why should seem to be. They make a mess of things
*e shoot and kill, and be ourselves too often to be really clever. And the 
shot and killed in defense of his hills rest of us growl and knuckle down to 

“TwW* a . . .. , . °ur i**®- We’re slaves, not so much
rl That, Andy went on in his low, de- to our masters, as to our own inertia 
Uberate voice, a one way of looking our own lack of intelligence, slaves to 
at it, one way of putting it. 1 m what the common, well-nourished illusion that 
they call a common worker. So far as I to get something for nothing is the 
know, my people have never been any- solution for all our difficulties We 
thing else but workers, tied to a job be- merit contempt. No one among the 
cause they knew nothing else. I’ve well-fed and the cultured who have never
never had anything but a Job myself, soiled their hands with common work
I ve dug up quite a lot of assorted facts has more impatience with the bovine 
and a variety of knowledge out of books mass than some of us who are of the 
between hours on the job. I’ve done mass We lose faith in ourselves and 
quite a lot of thinking about what I’ve our own kind—but our masters never 
seen, and heard and read Every dollar lose faith in un-in our docility to fetch 
IWt ever had, the food I ve eaten, the and carry. They know how to use us 
clothes on my back—since I was nine without our knowing how it’s done. 
ySre I«\*.ear2ed cm aUbysweat They tell us now that the Germans 
and aching flesh By way of illustration threaten our fives, our freedom, our 
nij?te the to*—"I* "° Personal country and its cherished institutions,
reflection, you understand—that the Nor- That’s true enough. But we risk our 
quay estate employed last year on its lives daily in industry with very much 
timber operations upward of three hun- less freedom of choke in the matter 
dred men. The net profits for the year than even primitive man had in pur- 
run over two hundred thousand dollars, suing his food, clothing and shelter 
That s what your country means to What cherished institutions of ours are 
you. But that means nothing to n*. threatened that we should go five thous- 
1 ba™ ™ly myself, my energy, the land miles to fight in a quarrel between 
strength of my arms and a certain skill i Russians, Germans and French? 
to seU. And you don t employ me be- “And still,’ Andy drummed on the 
œuse I m hungry or need clothes, or polished bar with his finger tips, "in 
bec5S?e 1 m ambitious to better my spite of my reasoned conviction I find 
condition. Oh, no. You don't recog- myself as much of a heid animal as the 
ifi» me as having the slightest claim rest. Logic tells me this row is the same 
on you for subsistence. You will only old thing on a larger scale—an affair 
hire me at a wage where my labor can in which the have-nots wifi do the fight- 
bs transformed into rash at a profit ing as they do the work. But logic 
to yourself. In slack times I can starve, doesn’t help me where I live, inside of 
tw06®/. '2ake ®Ty dl®üren“ to J?»- me. when I see fellows I know, fellows 
Tre attitude ^aod practice is typical I like, getting ready to go. The old 
of the industrial system of every civilized tribal instincts that are stronger and 
nation. I present you with the rase of deeper than civilization and industry 
the intelligent worker, when he analyzes keep stirring up in me, nagging at me 
his situation in and relation to society. The flag—it’s only a symbol. Patriot- 
I ask you if we, who are the have-nots, ism, patriotic duty has only a hollow 
should be proud and glad—as they tell sound when I hear the phrase used, 
us we should be—to die for the per- And stilk—something gets me—I don’t Petition of this state of affaire?'" know quitewhat it is—but it’s there 

Rod had an uncomfortable impression “ It’s a queer pass for me to come to, ’ 
of the perfectly ordered and smoothly he finished whimsically. "Wouldn’t it 
moving world he knew being critically be?. Me to go and fight for things and 
examined and condemned by a dis- people that I don’t believe in? Why 
passionate, impartial, and very aqite should a man find his rational conctu- 
mtelligence. As Andy Hall put it, there skms upset by an emotion he can’t de- 
seemed no bond of common interest, of fine? I stood at the Gulf the other dav 
sentiment, even of common justice to y'
bind them together. Andy did not 
ask on behalf of his class, nor of him
self as an individual. "What is there in 
it for us?" He only asked in moody 
accents, " Why should we. who have 
only the shadow, sacrifice ourselves for 
those who have the substance?”

Only a sophist' could make other than 
one reply. And Rod was no sophist.
He was only an earnest and troubled 
youngster reacting to the day and hour, 
according to the best traditions of the 
best of his class. He felt that there was 
more to be said on the subject than a 
laconic answer to Andy's " why?’ There 
must be, or his world was a sham, thriv
ing on social usury, and patriotism was 
- farce. It did not sgym to Rod this 
could be possible. But he could not 
voice the thing that was in him. It was 
an emotional certainty, not a reasoned 
conviction. And he knew that as an 
iir pulsion to ac«. the first was by far 
the greatest driving force in all men.

I don’t know. A mai/,—each I
must answer that for himself,’ he sput
tered. “IT’s like this. We’re all in the

THE INVERTED PYRAMID
ZBY (To be continued.) »

SBertrand W. Sinclair
Author of “North of Fifty-three”

The Financial Post is a journal that 
should be read and studied by ever* 
citizen interested In the material J. 
fare of Canada. Its contenu are alwav, 
interesting and valuable. Older u 
through H. P. Davidson, “The Ma
rine Man”, at The Acadian
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respond so readily, as some to the propa
ganda already loosed so effectively. He 
wondered a tittle at the execration and 
exhortation and invective that "poured 
from the press, the pulpit, the fulmina
tions from every public speaker, the 
vixenish resolutions of the women's 
societies. It was as if they were urging 
each other on to a task for which few 
had much stomach It perplexed Rod. 
If one’s country was at war, otic must 
fight That was plain to him as two 
plus two. Why should all these non- 
combatants lash themselves into such 
a fury over a European frontier, over 
the ancient feud between the Tueton 
and Gaul? It amounted ta this in his 
mind: we must fight because our states
men have committed us to the task: 
but we will not whip the German by 
foaming at the mouth. That’s childish.

He met Andy Hall the second day. 
Before the Province office on Hastin 
Street there was always a crowd rea 
ing the bulletins posted ,rom time to 
time, studying the war map on which 
the positions of the opposing armies 
were kept up to date by little flag
headed pins. The curbstone Boards of 
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(Continued from last issue.) Vi
With that as a mark to shoot at when 

summer came again, they left the Hid
ing Place one cool September momii 
By the coasting schedule Rod knew 
steamer should touch at the logging 
ramp across the Inlet that afternoon. 
They were leaving reluctantly, 
supplies had stretched ter the 
limit. But the limit had been reached. 
Time had accelerated his pace. It seem
ed but yesterday that they had come, 
in burning July. Now the mornings 
were touched with autumn chifl. The

»
office DEJa

Their
elastic 'T.i

/* j Dr . I*.. t

Cil
and | 
count 
asalvine maples showed glints of russet, 

streaks of burnished copper. The alders 
iag yellow. Frost touched the 
night. New snow had fallen 
|gh peaks. Rain threatened, 
toe to go. v

--Jkv. ou. t 
the < 
whlti 
W<xx

•Vwere

Farmon
It was,

They rowed across the inlet and tied 
up to the logger's landing. Two men 
worked on the floating logs; mating up 
a tow. Far in the woods, in a deep 
valley, they, could hear -the toot of don
key engines. A train rumbled out on a 

five rare of logs with a 
A clutter of raw, un

painted buildings stood about the shore 
end of the trestle.

"IH go see if the storekeeper knows 
what time the steamer’s due,” Rod 
said. "May be able to get a newspaper. 
Funny. So long as we were in there, 
I never thought about papers. Old 
habite revive.
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More and more the experienced 
farmer realizes the importance of 
accurate book-keeping.

The farmer who opens a Chequing 
Account with the Bank of Montreal 
is enabled to keep an exact record 
of receipts and expenditure and to 
have the helpful Advice of an 
enced banker whenever he

Strategy functioned here 
held heated discussion, cr stood 

silently digesting news. There was a 
sprinkling of the indifferent, the merely

men

A man a; Rod’s elbow broke out:
“I ’ll go. Damn right I ’ll go— in the 

ranks of a regiment made up of bankers, 
bond ow.ieis, and politicians. But I 
don’t see *hem breakin’ their necks to 
sign up. Why should I? I never had 
nothin’ but a job, and poor ones 
that I ain’t go in’ to fight jus* for 
job.”

“Maybe you 11 fight for that?” a 
voice taunted,—and with the words 
came "he sound of a blow, and then a 
scuffle and oaths. Rod turned to look. 
The bystanders were parting two strug
gling men. Andy Hall’s freckled face 
glowed genially beside him.

“Even in these times the dissenter is 
with us,” Andy indicated the brawlers. 
“How are you?’

“So, so,” Rod shook hands with the 
high-rigger. “Still working for us? 
How did the strike pan out?

“Oh, they got what they asked. I 
got fired as soon as old Handy thought 
things had settled down. About two 
weeks later. I guess he was afraid 1 
might rib them up to ask for something 
else,” Andy smiled'amiably.

“Oh, that was rotten,” Rod sym
pathized.

He walked the trestle ashore, disap
peared among the buildings.

Presently he came into view again, 
walking slowly, an opened news sheet in 
his hands, reading as he stepped from 
timber to timber. Midway, still two 
hundred yards from the float, he sat 
down on an abutting platform, and re
mained there, the paper beiore his face, 
until the minutes lengthened to half an 
hour and Mary grew impatient.

She left the float She neared her 
husband without him giving a sign, so 
deep was his absorption. He only look
ed up when she spoke, 
strange bewilderment on his face, a 
look of mingled anger and incredulity 

“Why , Rod,” she exclaimed, “What
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■ it?”
He thrust another paper at her.
“Read " he said. “The world’s gone 

crazy. There’s a war. There’s b-en 
war in Europe since early August. And 
we’re in it up to our necks. Read."
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CHAPTER XVII

They sat side by side in the autumn 
sunshine, reading of places drenched 
with blood,—Lie», Louvain, Charleroi, 
Motts, Cambrai, Namur. The battle of 
the Marne was over. The 
battle of the Aisne was at its height. 
Rod had commandeered every paper in 
the camp. Page by page, column by 
column, they conned that incredible 
account, pieting it out by inference, 
filling the terrible gaps by vivid con
jecture. There remained fie primal fact 
that all Europe was in arms, that men 
perished by thousands daily, that their 
own countryman w.re crossing the seas

BANK OF MONTREAL“Fortunes of war,” Hall observed 
lightly. “Don’t do to critize your mas
ter’s methods; not if you make your 
criticism so effective that it costs them 
money. Then they say you’re an agi
tator and they can you off the job. 
The working man is mostly a sheep. 
The bosses know that. When a fellow 
like me—who isn’t a sheep, but who 
understands and pities the sheep—sets 
out to show ’em how to get better pas
ture, he either gets taken into the fold 
and becomes a minor boss or he gets 
outlawed. Perfectly simple. You must 
not disorganize a profitable industry by 
demanding better pay. Industry doesn't 
like that/’

“What do you think of this fracas 
across the pond?” Rod changed the 
subject to one that was for him per- 
sonally, qt that moment, much more 
important.

“Come and have a drink, and IH 
tell you.” Andy suggested.

They walked west to the Strand bar. 
Rod looked at his companion as they 
stood ordering their liquor. The Strand 
was a far cry from the usual haunt of 
the logger. He flourished in what Andy 
called the “slave market” down on 
Cordova Street, a region of Semitic 
clothing stores, cheap hotels, employ
ment agencies where the woodsmen 
flocked in hundreds, gathered in groups 
along the sidewalk, rioted in the bars, 
or sought a job with empty pockets.

And Andy Hall was a logger from 
his head to his heels. That was his 
trade, the only means of livelihood he 
ever practiced. But he did not look the 
typical logger now. Apparently he did 
not follow the average logger’s cycle 
of a red-hot time in town as a reaction" 
from intensive labor in the woods.

“This fracas interests me more than 
you’d think, maybe,” Andy proceeded 
over his glass. “ In the first place it was 
inevitable as the result of the constant 
extension of spheres of influei^e—which 
is merely a euphemism for control of 
certain markets. The world’s getting 
too small for the competitive system. 
Commercial interests are bound to clash. 
Armies are the policemen of trade.”

Rod smiled. It was not a new nor in 
any way revolutionary statement. He 
had heard the same interpretation of 
world affairs, more subtly expressed, in 
university classrooms.

“What’s the navy?”
“The water patrol,” Andy bantered 

“‘Oh, the Imer she’s a lady 
An’ she never looks npr ’eeds 

The man o’ war’s >r ’usband—*
“Out of the mouth of the greatest 

drum-beater in English letters I
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s gone,’ Rod broke a 
silence. “Says so here. He left 
Vakartier the other day. ”

He looked out over the inlet’s benign
face.it Hed do that.” he said absently. 
“They’d give him a command at once. 
He s trained—went to Kingston. ”

He sat with hands clasped over his 
knees, silent, absent-eyed. And Mary 
looked at him with a catch in her throat, 
filled with intuitive foreboding. Words 
of which each had a better command 
than falls to most, failéd them. They 
sat there wandering in the maze of 
their own thoughts until the shrill whistle 
of the approaching steamer woke an 
echo in the hills.

A day and a night on this slow-footed 
vessel brought them to Vancouver. 
They passed through the Narrows at 
dusk, cleared Brockton Point and stood 
up to the dusky wharves ranged below 
a vast haze of reflected light. Roof 
signs twinkled in all the colored ex
travagance electrical sign experts could 
devise. Looming high on a square office 
building stood Grave's heraldry 

THE NORQUAY TRUST 
Rod’s upper lip drew in a curi. He 

could not exactly say why. It was in 
voluntary, instinctive. That sign of
fended him. The taxi that wheeled 
them to the Vancouver Hotel passed 
the place, and Rod’s lip curled again 

^ chaste illumination upon 
nchly polished mahogany revealedthrough 
immense windows of plate glass. Again 
io their room that curious distaste for 
bis brother’s works came over him at 
an advertisement of the Norquay Trust 
Company in one of the evening papers 
he bought. It ran thusly:

Your country calls you. Before you 
go overseas put your affairs in the cap
able hands of
THE NORQUAY TRUST COMPANY 

Then he turned to the war news. 
Wherever he went in the city for the 

next two days the war topic hovered on 
men s tips. The streets wore the pan
oply of war in the recruiting aspect. 
Troops drilled in parks, on playgrounds. 
Bands marched abroad to stir men’s 
blood. There was an edge of expectancy 

' air’ Ier ^ Wpeg, the Dresden,
the Nuremberg, and two unknown bat 
tleshipe vere loose in the Pacific. No 
one knew what truth lay in the rumor 
tiat any hour might see their shells 
dropping m the downtown section. 
There was nothing to stop them. They 
out-steamed and outgunned any Brit- 
jsh Squadron in those waters.

Amid this ferment Rod walked the 
4 streets, bodily restless uneasy in his 

mmd. For he had somehow none of the 
ülusioçs about war that carried many 
* young man-lighdy along the 6ns of 
Jmk resistance in those hectic days. 
Tbwe was no glamor for him in a purely 
military adventure.

He loved his native country. He was 
Proudof it. It had bestowed upon him 
a splendid heritage. He did not question a matter of duty. With hh uL™,.
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Beats Electric or Gas Canadi
sicIncreasing 'Dividends

During the present year, Crown Life Policyholder* 
are receiving larger Dividends than ever before. This 
means that their insurance is costing them less, h 
will pay you to investigate the many attractive 
features of Crown Life policies. Phone No. 237

«M.C.BLCAKNEY.
General Agent

A new oil lamp that gives an amaz
ingly brilliant, soft, white light, even 
better than gas or electricity, has been 
tested by the U. S. Government and 
35 leading universities and found to be 
superior to 10 ordinary oil lamps. It 
bums without odor, smoke or noise— 
no pumping up, is simple, clean, safe. 
Bums 94% air and 6% common kero
sene (coal oil).

The inventor, J. M. Johnson, 246 
Craig St. W., Montreal, is offering to 
send a lamp on 10 days’ FREE trial, 
or even to give one FlfeE to the first 
user in each locality who will help him 
introduce it. Write him today for full 
particulars. Also ask him to explain 
how you can get the agency, and with
out experience or money make $250 to 
$500 per month.

ott;
will be 
Exhibiti 
building 
of the f 
bley, w; 
hart, o 
charge . 
Dehart, 
way he 
e vide net 
•©madia 
in the ! 
million 
many, i 
British 
fruits h 
pression

5
f. a

«.«.HOOPER.

CatulMntiBeOfet: USubww Block. M«kic

LIFE
.

man—

Your Public 
Information Bureau!

■ -  . —. T , '.i .

WALTO

A fat 
There 

work, « 
not alap 
comedy- 
comedy 
Auctions 

Waite 
is, “laq
ywV

(

answer
Distributing signs around town and 

hiring a brass band to drum
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brothCT's gone. Or have you got better

“ Sente? Is there any sense in a war?" 
Rod countered. "But we’re in it II 
fallows like me won't go, who wifi?"

You ve said something," Andy re
plied quietly. “Leaving aside Abe sor
did causes of war, war itself is the most 
senseless pastime any nation can en
gage in. There’s a confusion of senti
ments, a queer mixture of anger and 
defiance, vindictive cravings for retalia
tion, and hatreds that civilized men 
should have outgrown. An ingrowing 
fever to see your own side win. Once 

gun pops. It ddesh’tleem to 
matter why—any more than it matters 
to two men scrapping what the scrap 
•tarted over. What each wants » tS 
whip the other. But this particular war 
—commerce i. at the bottom of it. You 
knowit. You re too wise not to know, 
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