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EXHIBITION CHIEF
CABBAGETOWN BOY

Robert Fleming Once Hit Park
Principal With a
Snowball |

WITH CINDER IN IT

Shot Ducks on Parliament Street
T ==Stories of the Old Days
Down East.

ns
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By OWEN GARRY.

‘= N the old days in Cabbagetown the
surface of the streets was mostly
cinders.

Between forty and fifty winters ago
there was a great battle between the
boys of the old Palace and the old
Park schools. The former were the
aggressors and were gradually driv-
ing the Parkites to seek shelter when
Principal Anderson appeared and pbe-
gan urging his scholars on. The
Park boys hung on grimly and, in-
wvigorated by their teacher’s voice, be-
gan to force the Palace lads to re-
treat.

Suddenly, & well-directed Palace
snowball caught Principal Anderson
Just beside the eye. As a cinder had
unfortunately got embeddeéd in it the
blow practically placed him hors de
combat. With the “general” out of
commission the Park forces were
routed.

The Palace strategist who turned
defeat into victory with a single shot
was young “Bob” Fleming, now Mr.
Robert Fleming, who has just been
,chosen president of the Canadian Na-
tional Exhibition in succession to the
late Mr. C. A. B. Brown. :

The sequel was somewhat sad for
“Bob,” for a white birch rod in the
hands of his own principal, Gill, con-
vinced him that teachers were exempt
from sharpshooters. Yet the licking
was not as severe as it might have
been, for it was the cinder rather
{than the snowball that Mr. Gill ob-
jected to. And there was a twinkle
in his eye as he agr.zed with “Bob”
that it was good policy in order to
win battles to put the opposing gen-
eral out of commission.

1 “Bob” Fleming is really like his

-cousin, R. J. Fleming, James Ryrie,

Judge Coatsworth, and a host of other

‘wejl-known Cabbagetown products,

an old boy of Park school, for he
went there before joining Palace
school. But he has always persist-
ently refused to join the Park Old
Boys' Association. The reason has
never been made public before. Here
it iss

‘When he went there first a nice
little boy in petticoats all dressed up,
a fight was in progress and he hap-
pened to stroll into the path of a
snowball with the inevitable cinder
in it. It caught him right beside the
eye, by a coincidence on the similar
spot where he afterwards caguht the
Park principal. The scar remaining
to the present day has always stood
as a barrier against a union with the
Park Old Boys.

Those old days in Cabbagetown
were full of fun. The people were
also friends, mostly: Old Country folk
who lived in the closest amity, un-
mindful of differences in race and re-
ligion. “Bob” Fleming was born on
Spruce street. He remembers his
father and John O'Neill’'s father
walking to the asylum on Queen

.street west, getting there every day

at 7 o’clock, and ‘working through to
6 o’clock in the evening, then walking
home. Yet after dinner in the even-
ings. they were able to make their
gardens the pride of Cabbagetown,
which was noted for its gardens.
“Bob” himself walked from his
home every day for five years to the
corner .of King and Jarvis streets,
where he was indentured to the
printing trade for $1.50 a week. His

motto has been that of the Exhibition
this year, “Work and Prosper.”

; A Boy’s Paradise
CABBAGETOWN was a paradise

of boys’ sport a half century
ago. Right at the very door of
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‘Men and Women in the Public Eiye

Robert Fleming

“Bob’s” home on Spruce street was
a creek where minnows swarmed. It
was there he learned the pisslon that
has sent him up annually in later
years to Port Severn on the Georgian
Bay to fish. Parliament street was
a country road with creeks on the
sides which froze in the winter and
afforded ample skating rinks. At the
corner of Queen and Parliament
streets was a meadow where in the
fall small boys learned to pitch hay.

Round Wilton and Parliament
streets was the most wonderful
beech and pine bush, swarming with
wild pigeons. These might be found
in the woods all the way from Wel-
lesley street to the cemetery. Duck
abounded on the Don flats, then a
turbulent river after stretching from
hill to hill in what is now Riverdale.
No wonder young “Bob” became a
crack shot and that Mr. Robert
Fleming has been for years president
of the Stanley Gun Club.

Then there was the rowing on the
S-shaped course running from Win-
chester to the Gerrard street bridge,
and in those days almost coming up
close to the elephant house. Skiffs
were unknown to those lads on the
Don flats, but they pulled lustily at
heavy scows. .

Mr. Fleming worked for years for
the King’s printer in the Normal
School. He was in the printing
business for himself from 1879 to
1894, He has been for years editor
of the Canadian Oddfellow. Since
1892 he has been editor of the Can-
adian Order of Oddfellows.

Mr. Fleming, as member of the
City Council from-Ward One, fought
for and fathered the high water
pressure system. He represented the
Council on the Exhibition Board in
1905 with such success that the late
Dr. Orr_urged him to continue his
services. He has been elected to the
board ever since. He was second
vice-president for two years. He was
elected first vice-president this year.
Now he is president.

Mr. Fleming has been chairman of
the Exhibition’s finance committee
for years. He is not the only finan-
cial expert in his family. Sir Thomas
White is his first cousin.

For years, too, he has been in

charge of the grandstand. packing
thousands there with a skill and a
lack of discomfort that has made his
other first cousin, R. J. Fleming, the
sardine-packing Street Railway king,
green with envy. “R. J.” often wishes
that the street cars had lawns like
the grandstand of the Exhibition.

Then “Bob” Fleming is also a cou-
sin of Capt. “Joe” Thompson, M.P.P,,
whose geniality is on a par with his
own.

CLUB MEMBERS.
OTS of men are club members be-
cause they dislike the idea of
spending theéir evenings at home,

IT’I:S— McKinney, Alberta Legislator,
Is a Keen Fighter for Temperance

Recently Introduced Resolution in Legislature o Kill *Prescrip-
= " tion Evil’—Now Of to Attend International
W.C.T.U. Meeting in England.

By GERTRUDE M. ACHESON.

N a farm at Athens, Ontario,

" were spent the childhood days

of Miss Louise Crummy,
daughter of Mr. Richard Crummy,
'to whom, as Mrs. Louise C. McKin-
’ney. M.L.A., of Alberta, belongs the
honor of being the first woman mem-=
ber of Parliament within the British
Empire.

Her colleague, Miss Roberta Mac-
‘Adams, M.L.A., Soldiers’ representa-
tive, is also an Ontario girl, a na-
'tive of Guelph. Miss MacAdams
,was not elected until a few weeks
‘after Mrs. McKinney, owing to her
'pallot being taken overseas.

Mrs. McKinney has been in the
public eye of late in connection with
‘her temperance resolution, which
was aimed directly against the “pre-
.scription evil.” Although the reso-
flutlon failed to pass, being a straight
Government - vote, Mrs. McKinney
expressed herself as satisfied with
the result.

«apg it was a resolution contrary
ito the Government policy it really
amounted to a want of confidence
vote, SO we did not expect It to
"pass," she said. “A state of lawless-
ness such as this cannot be tolerat-
ed.”

Mrs. McKinney sailed for England
early in April to attend the Inter-
mational Convention of the W. C.

‘preparing for

T. U., an organization with which
she has been connected since her
girlhood days. When teaching school
in North Dakota—in which State
she lived for eleven years, and where
her marriage took place—she was in
W. C. T. U. work as a lecturer and
evangelist, and for years she has
been president of the W. C. T. U. for
Alberta, and a vice-president for
the Dominion.

Brought up on a farm, and living
on a farm since coming to Alberta
in 1903—for the past seven years at
Claresholm—Mrs. McKinney is fami-
liar with farm problems, and as a
candidate of the Farmers’ Non-
Partisan League, was elected to her
present constituency.

Her husband is an Ottawa man,
and his brother and sisters still re-
side there, and her one son, 22 years
of age, i1s now taking a post-gradu-
ate course in chemistry at McGill,
‘scientific  research
work.

Mrs. McKinney is a member of the
Methodist Church, and very active
in the women’s Sunday school and
mission activities of that organiza-

tion. She also is vice-regent of the
Chapter of the Daughters of the
Empire at Claresholm, and through

her position in the W. C. T. U. is a
member of the Provincial executive
of the National Council of Women.

“DICK’ GREER KNOWS
LAW AND LIFE T00

York County Crown Attorney

Is Both a Sportsman and
a Scholar.

‘PLUGGER’AT COLLEGE

He Raised the Spor'tsmen's Bat-
talion in Twenty-one Days’

Recruiting.
ORONTO and Y ' ~ounty are
T losing one of their ablest and
most forceful r-lic men in
the retirement from the mpon<t of
County Crown Attorney of Dick
Greer. :

He ends his official career at 42
years of age and commences private
practice; the reverse of most men’s
lives.

Richard H. Greer has never been

governed by the general run of af-
fairs, however. He is a man of logi-
cal mind and hard head and a ~*-"~g
and determined will, As Crown Pro-
secr‘-- in the County Court, he has
been noted as a very Jjust and able
lawyer. But to the public not ac-
qu-'~+ed with him, it has appeared
something of an anomaly that a man
so prominently identifi-7 with sports-
men and athletics could be at the
same time the scholarly and
thoroughly-read man of law that Mr.
Greer un?~nwtaMy ig,
] The solution of this mystery is
found as far back as his Varsity days.
He was known at the University of
Toronto as one of the greatest ball-
players that col'ge had ever turnad
out. He ~~s otherwise prominently
identified with athletics.

Yet at the same time he wws a stu-
dent of that thorougn type described
as a “plugger.” A class-mate of his
tells that in one of the senior years,
a certain monstrous fat book on law
was prescribed for r~~ding. Now,
even those not engaged in sport had
no time to read this vast tome other
than in glancing through it, reading
only the subheads and certain mark-
ed passages indicated by merciful
professors., But Dick Greer, the
athlete, found not onlv t-a time but
the inclination ‘o read the whole gi-
gantic dry volume.,

He opined that if a book was worth
writing and worth reference, it was
worth reading.

Ever since his college days he has
maintained a lively integest in all
sport, which, combined with his in-
stinct for thorough study and inves-
tigation, have made him an outstand-
ing figure as Crown Attorney—ac-

quainted with life as well as the
law,

. His Good War Record

HEN the war broke out, he “ras
W one of the chief organizers of
the Sportsmen’s Patriotic Associa-
tion. Among other funas, he helped
raise money for a machine . gun to
present to some Toronto unit. He
set out for $1,000 and got $10,000- So
he and other officials of the Sports-
men’s Association called on General
Logie for advice as to how best to
spend it General Logie asked them
why not raise a battalion of sports-
men. So Mr. Greer set out early in
1916 to study the military science,
getting his commuissions as lieutenant,
captain, major and lieut.-col. in rapid
succession and then raising the 180th
Sportsmen’s Battalion in twenty-one
days’ recruiting.

Lieut.-Col Greer, of course, was
promised that his battalion would go
overseas and to France as a unit.
When on arrival in England, he saw
that the hope of this was dead, he
tried by every possible device to get
at least a company of Sportsmen
under him to join some older unit in
France. He was given a “Cook’s
Tour” to France in 1917, and on his
return to England, he tendered an of-
fer to revert to lower rank to go to
France. In reply, the Big Wigs gave
him a job holding down a desk in one
of the admisistrative camps in Eng-
land-

Col. Greer, with typical promptness
called on the Big Wigs and demand-
ed to be sent to France or sent home.
Action was what he wanted, not an
alibi. So he was sent home. He came
home with the best grace possible,
but a hard-headed and strong-willed
man is not capable of very much grace
when powers with which he is help-
less to grapple deliberately pass up
his services.

On one occasion before the war a
well known athlete and a good friend
of Col. Greer’'s ~ot into mischief and
came before Greer’s court. Mr. Greer
prosecuted him, of course, as if he
were a stranger. And the full penal-
ty was enacted.

Overseas, the sportsmen under Col.
Greer received the same treatment.
One of his oificers was inclined to be
delinquent and to -ignore the regula-
tions as to hours and passes. Col
Greer sent for him and confined him
to camp for one week, although in
private life they were fast friends.

In court one time, Mr. Dewart, the
present Liberal, leader, was going
rather hard after one of the Crown
witnesses. Mr. Greer objected several
times- Then said:

“Mr Dewart, I propose to assume

the same method with your client
when he is put in the stand.”
And Mr. Dewart, seeing that

Greer’s “dander was up,” decided not
to put his client in the witness-box at
all,

THE POLICY.
F you would have a good servant
praise him in public and reprove
him in private.

A PRELIMINARY STEP.
YOUNG man always takes a girl’s
hand before asking for it.

R. H. Greer

. Geo. 0. Creelman

Grant Morden F amous at Forty, |
" Canadian Has Done Big Things

il e hiie

Is an English M.P., and Has
Just Organized a Huge
Steel Corporation.

TRIP INTO GERMANY

Made During War to Discover
Secret Aeroplane and Zep-
pelin * Dope.”

T.-COL. W. GRANT . MORDEN
L is a financier, a Canadian
and Unionist M.P. for the
English constituency of Brentford
and Chiswick, who has a habit of
jumping emphatically into the public
eye at intervals. His latest effort is
to ‘organize a huge company known
as the British Empire Steel Corpora-
tion, backed by enormous capital and
slated to be the biggest industrial
concern in the British Empire.

Born exactly forty years ago in
Prince Edward Coupty of United
Empire Loyalist stock and educated
at the Toronto Collegiate Institute,
young Morden jumped into business
life with an objective and a consum-
ing ambition. Both have been more
than realized. Before he was twenty
years of age he was in business for
himself, already started on his career
of creating and merging. It was up-
hill work with him for years, a hard
struggle with disappointment and
sometimes failure, but in 1912 he
really arrived. That year he accom-
plished his first big merger, the Can-
ada Steamships Line, embracing half
a dozen shiprping companies. He had
gone over to England,” got such men
as Lord Furness of the Furness Com-
pany and Sir Trevor Dawson, manag-
ing director of Vickers’ Co., in-
terested in the scheme, and returned
backed to the extent of $15,000,000.
The war undoubtedly was a factor in
making the merger the financial suc-
‘cess it has since turned out to be, for
its flotation was un‘srtunate enough
to coincide with the beginning of the
depression period.

Grant Morden is accused by his
friends of having lots of grit. Dur-
ing the war he proved it in an un-
usual way. He Lad been acting in
the early months as staff officer in
England to the Canadian Minister of
Militia, but he gave up this and ad-
ventured to Switzerland, where he
got into touch with the brothers
Dreyfus, seeking “dope” for British
aeroplanes. e went further; he
went right into Germany and secured
knowledge of the materials used by
the Germans in the building of their
Zeppeling and secrets of enormous
importance to the British air services.
The story of his trip into Germany
has never been made public,
is betraying no secret to say that he
took his life in his hands. However,
as a result, he became chairman of
the British Cellulose and Chemical
Manufacturing Co., Ltd., whose fac-
tories covered hundreds of acres at
Spondon in Derbyshire and at Willes-
den. It is said that $30,000,000 were
spent on plant and buildings. Shares
jumped enormously in value, six-
penny shares becoming worth
£14 10s., but Morden and his asso-
ciates  rendered great services
through supplying such guantlues of
non-inflammable “dope” for painting
aeroplanes.

Grant Morden owes his success to
three things. determination to suc-
ceed, grit physical and mental, and

but it|

3%

Grant Morden, M.P.

ambition. Factors in his achieve-
ment are personai magnetism, and

some of the qualities of natural-born
leadership, He has a driving force
combined of belief in himself and
cautious optimism. It was these
qualities which made it possible for
him to get big English finance inter-
ested in his Canadian schemes. He
is above all an accountant to the
nth degree, a wizard with figures,
lightning-like in his grasp of detail.

Grant Morden has only two hob-
bies—finance and hunting. He has
loved horses ever since he was a boy,
and for years belonged to the To-
ronto Hunt Club. He exercised his
love to the full at his country house,

Heatherdon Hall, at Iver Heath 'n
Buckinghamshire, keeping several
hunters. breeding fox hounds and

Scotch deer hounds. He only recent-
ly resigned from being Master of the
Avondale Hunt, and has announced
the sale of most of his horses at Tat-
tersall’s, evidently intending to de-
vote his time to the present big
merger.

Col. Morden has let his fancy run
free in the replanning of Heatherden
Hall. The grounds have been laid
out beautifully with sunken gardens
and other artistic effects. .Dear
gambol on the lawns. A fine ball-
room has been built with a stage at
the end for. amateur theatricals.
There is a swimming pool, a skittle
(bowls) alley, and a gymnasium. The
conservatories are large. In one hot-
house flourishes a grapevine said to
be 100 years old. on which it is de-
clared two tons of hothouse grafxes
grow per annum. ]

Col. Morden entertains very lavish-
ly, assisted by his wife, formerly Miss
Doris Henshaw of Vancouver. He
has two little daughters, the .eldest
of them nine. ‘

A LIPTON STORY

AMONG the many amusing stories
: told by Sir Thomas Lipton is
one concerning a Scotsman who went
to a horse race for the first time in
lhis life. The old fellow was rather
|feeble-minded, and his companions
who took him to the race meeting
presently persuaded him to stake a
sixpence in the third race on a forty-
to-one shot. By some miracle this
outsider won. When the bookmaker
gave the old man his winnings he
could hardly believe his eyes. “Do
you mean to tell me” he said, “that
1 get all this for my saxpence?” “You
do,” answered the bookmaker. “Ma
conscience!” muttered the Scotsman.
“Tell me, mon, how long has this
thing been going on?”

FOOLS STEP IN.
T is much easier to break into
some affairs than it is to back
out again.

Three Brothers to One

THE high price of haircuts or shaves do not bother these people,
religion is causing much comment, for they never shave or cut

They cook their own food, consistin
photograph shows four brothers,

of David, Benton Harbor, Michigan, a

others, Eph. Hannaford, is the third brother, as in the photograph.

right, Izra, George, Eph. and Horace,
religion.

Believe in Odd Religion
whose odd
their hair.

g entirely of vegetables. The above

three of whom are members of the House

nd the one whose faith differs from the
Left to

the four brothers of the most unusual

GEORGE CREELMAN
A MASTER MIXER

Ontario Lawn Bowlers are All
Cut Up Because He’s Go-
ing Away to London.

A REGULAR LIVE WIRE

An Outstanding Leader in the
Development of Agriculture
as a Modern Science.

TORONTO’S SAMSON
IS AN INVENTOR

Giant With Spectacular Hair
and Whiskers Arrives With

New Harvesting Device.

HE'S AL. LOFSTRAND

By FRED GRIFFIN.

E’'S either out-of-place or out-
of-date on Toronto streets—
a caveman in clothes,or a

AWN-BOWLERS fin Ontario;Viking grown soft and minus his tin
I are terribly cut-up over the helmet and the rest of his fighting
appointment of George ' C.|gear, or a prophet just back from a

Creelman to the post of Agent-
General of Ontario in Britain.

Just as the bowling season heaves
in sight, the Farmers’ Government
strikes a deadly blow at one of the
greatest ancient sports in the world
by removing one of its most distin-
guished and most popular devotees.

Yes, sir; lawn-bowlers look on this
appointment as a case of deliberate
exile to strike at the cities and towns.
With George Creeélman gone, lawn-
bowling will begin to lose its charm;
and thousands of city and town dwel-
lers, with bowling gone, will find
urban life stale and oppressive. And
they will return to farming. Thus
the Farmer Government’s despicable
plot will have succeeded.

Except for the lawn-bowlers, how=-

lever, everyone else regards Mr. Creel-

man’s appointment to represent On-
tario in Britain as a brilliant and em-
inently suitable action. Even the
Farmerphobes among the manufac-
turers have to admit that it exhibits
an intelligence almost human.
Perhaps nobody in the British Em-
pire except the King is called George
by as many people as is Mr. Creelman.
As director of the Ontario Agricul-
tural College, at Guelph, he has met
tens of thousands of citizens. Every
club or association in the Dominion
that decides to have an excursion in-
cludes in its itinerary the O. A. C.
Thousands of manufacturers, engin-
eers, professional men of all kinds, to
prove their public spirit, have made
a pilgrimage to the O. A. C. And of
course the farmers from every corner
of the Province, regard the O: A. C. as
their Alma Mater, real or adoptive.
And all this numerous and diversified

public has been met and personally
conducted by Mr. Creelman.

Always Genial George

ND they have never forgotten

him. Genial is the word most
used to describe his personality. But
it is far more than that. He has an
enthusiastic and original fund of life
in him that permits him to take a
personal interest in everyone he
meets. He has imagination to help
him discover the hobby or interest of
each visitor and to play up that in-
terest. From the Prince of Wales to
the humblest private individual who
has called at the O. A. C., all have
thereafter instinctively referred to
Mr. ‘Creelman as George,

This man, then, with a wide ac-
quaintance not only with Canadians,
but with hundreds of Britishers, of-
fipia] and otherwise, who have visited
him at Guelph, is the new representa-
tive of the Province in Britain. Need-
le§s to say, Ontario will not want for
friendly recognition in old Blighty-.

From the foregoing paragraphs, one
would gather that Mr. Creelman has
devoted his life to lawn-bowling and
to entertaining the publie. Those
who know him and his tireless devo-
tion to his friends and the public
often wonder, in fact, where he finds
time to perform those duties which he
mgst have performed during the past
thirty years to accomplish the things
he has. He is one of the foremost
agriculturalists in America. He is a

graduatg, for instance, of Cornell
Ur_xivgrsxty, Wisconsin  University,
Michigan, and Mississippi Agricul-

tural Colleges. He has been one of
the two or three leaders in the matter
of building up the Ontario Agricul-
tural College and of organizing agri-
culture and the farmers in the Prov-
ince. He is a remarkable public
speaker, full of humor, originality,
and force. Beneath his genial and
congenial spirit, he has toiled and
schemed and manoeuvred to advance
the cause of agriculture and to ele-
vate farming from the depths of a
'abor to the dignity of a science and
an industry. Who Kknows to what
extent the coming into power of a
F‘armer party is due to the disarm-
ing and enthusiastic proselytizing
amid al classes of the community of
Mr. Creelman?

Immigration and the boosting of
our industries will be Mr. Creelman’s
duties when he arrives in those of-
fices at 163, the Strand, London—of-
fices well-remembered by hordes of
Canadians overseas who found a wel-
come there from Major Joe Clark, the
Assistant Agent-General.

Some Creelman Anecdotes
IF Mr. Creelman can’'t paint an at-
tractive picture of Ontario to de-
sirable colonists, if he can't describe
our products to British purchasers,
nobody can.
Of Mr. Creelman’s prodigal wit and

humor it is vain to attempt to select

examples. His college days were full
of rare pranks, but nis spirit is dem-

onstrated best in, say, the practical

joke on a very earnest fellow-student
who devoted himself too singly to the
study of insects. His rooms were full
of cocoons, in various stages of hatch-
ing. Creelman decided to help the
sober youth. So he collected various
ridiculous objects such as cigar-butts
and so on; and wrapping them care-
fully in cotton wool to 160k like
cocoons, presented them to the stu-
dent and thereafter -took a most
hearty interest in them, helping his
fellow-student watch for them to
“hatch.” s

The Press Association excursion ten
years ago had Mr. Creelman along, as
the O. A. C. was included in their
trip. Newspapermen will not soon

forget Creelman’s “scene” with some
steamer
excursion crossed
Georgian Bay. Creelman, in a high
fury, which startled nis friends, ob-

on board the

as the

strangers
“Waubic”

jected violently to a party of strang-

sojourn in the wilderness on a half-
hearted search for a barber shop-

But hundreds of people have
turned to look after the great bulk
of him, caught by the humor that
smiles from his eyes, wondering at
the mass of hair that falls uncut
round his shoulders and at the brick
brown beard of him that seems to
spring from his great chest and only
half hide the base of his throat, seen
through his opened shirt. They may
even have smiled at his lumberjack
clothes.

His name is Albin Lofstrand. He
was born of Norse ancestry thirty
years ago on a little farm in Minne-
sota. He went to school altogether
for 150 days. Once he astonished the .
teacher by eight days at a stretch.
His whole life was bounded by the
ditches of the little farm. But when
he came of age he asked his father
for the price of his hire, received “no”
for an answer and so set out on his
adventuring.

His first three months of freedom
found him cleaning out boilers in an
engine roundhouse in Southern Min-
nesota. This introduction to me-
chanics started some wheel in his
brain and it has been whirring ever
since. He trekked to Vancouver. He
has worked all over the West, He
has been an engineer’s helper, he has
followed the plough and all the time
he has been dreaming dreams, al-
ways he has been seeking the key
to the puzzle.

He picked up a smattering of
knowledge anyhow. He haunted
libraries. He spent stuffy nights in
little rooms, spelling out with pain-
ful slowness the secrets of dry books.

In nis search he bumped up first
against perpetual motion, but the se-
cret of it evaded his clutch. He next
thought of inventing a machine that
would fly to another planet, but the
question of stability and ‘*‘other
things” was teo great to overcome.

His Automatic Grain Stooker

[{] HEY tell you this and that
T can’t be done,” he says, "but

for the sake of the riddle in it you
try.”

3E‘or the sake of the riddle! There
is something pathetic in this strong
man's search for the secret of the
riddle.

But at last he thinks he has found
it and he carries it in his old bat-
tered grip.

It is nothing more or less than the
model of an automatic grain stooker,
an agricultural implement which is
designed to pick the sheaves of wheat
up. turn them over tenderly like a
mother with a baby. and set them
carefully on their bases.

Surely a man never pinned his
Jfaith to or saw his dreams come
true in a stranger model. The
lower framework is made of rough-
ly cut zinc. The stays and girders
are scraps of wood, two light rulers
|doing duty for beams—spools and
wire and wax are accessories. The
pulley ropes are coarse .cord. The
wheels are the lids of tobacco tims.
Two tiny U. S. flags, relics pethaps
of some forgotten tag day. stitched
together do duty as belting. Springs
here and there play their parts.

And it works! Clumsily perhaps,
and creakily, but it works. It picks
up the tiny, dummy sheaves, jiggles
with them and stands them up on
their ends.

Albin has more than the model.
He has blue prints of his invention
and a carefully typed engineering
description of it as well He |is
down in Toronto since last Novems=
ber with a view to selling it to a big
firm. He received a small offer.
“Some day they will wish they had
given a million dollars for it” he
declares. In the meantime he (s

helping to build a new theatre in the
city, not superintending as an in-
ventor might be expected, but work-
the

ing humbly somewhere among
foundations,

Alvin Lofstrand

ers disturbing him In order to pass
him on the deck.

“What do you mean disturbing
me?’ he shouted. “When you get a
seat, why don't you keep it?”

And so on.. The strangers were
very embarrassed and not a little put
out. Then, at the height of the
“gcene,” that smile, like high noon,
spread slowly over Mr. Creelman's
face. And thus, by means of a prac-
tical joke, all on deck were made ac-
quainted and a genial spirit seized
the whoie party. Mr. Creelman,
master mixer, never permits stiff
formality to mar the fun of a sunny
day.




