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PRACTICE WHAT YOU PREACH.
OST OF THE MEN who secure Government
M positions quickly come to regard themselves
: as the favorite children of the fond political
parent that appointed them. While in many
public offices there is need for application, con-
stant efficiency and ability of a high order, there
are many other positions which call for only an
indifferent, mechanical service. Men often become
arrogant after they are appointed civil servants
or occupy other positions which are paid from
the public purse. They also become extravagant
and reckless in the handling of Government funds,
and it is doubtful if there ever was a time in the
history of Canada when so much money was be-
ing thrown away in the name of paying for war
effort as during the regimes of the wildest of the
old time patronage hunters,

Patronage has many disguises. It can load
up offices with employees so that the public may
never suspect that ““pall’” or ““soeial drag’’ may
be a factor in securing lucrative employment for
many people who have never worked before and
will never work again at such tasks. The average
businessman is disgusted and filled with amaze-
ment when he sees the thousands of positions that
have been created in various branches of service
at Ottawa and other places. The salaries are
above the figure usually paid for such a kind of
routine effort, and the multitude of employees
suggests that no friend of the present Govern-
ment has asked for position and gone away empty
handed,

The awarding of contracts seems to bear the
same stamp of wild spending and recklessness.
The manner of putting through big works at this
time is calculated to bring all the plums into one
basket with all other interests ignored. One will
not look far away from Ottawa to find the select
patronage that is securing practically all of the
war contracts being given out at the present time.
Millions are being spent from coast to coast, and
there is no scanning of the accounts in parliament
in order to ascertain how much of ‘“‘velvet’’ is
given the contractors. It is common talk that 25
per cent is the least the friends of the present
administration receive.

An example of the wasteful practice in at
least one department is shown by means of the
press sheets received from the publishers of ‘‘Re-
construction,’’ the official organ of the Depart-
ment of Soldiers’ Civil Re-establishment. These
sheets come in printed on a good class of news-

decided that no more dail& newspapers could be |

published during the war. This was only & few
days after the Rowell Tidings had been launthed.
PROMISE OF PERMANENCE,
ILL THE London Board of Trade be a|
W permanent organization? Shall we have
to again reorganize and rebuild it three
years from now?

The answers to those questions will be made
by London as a community, There is no individual
who can answer them today. The nearest ap-
proach to correct answers is to be found in an ex-
amination of the organization plan and application
of the test of continued interest by the individual
in a community movement. :

In scores of cities the business and profes-
sional men have banded themselves together in a
more or less intelligent effort to ascertain what
things will advantage their communities, aud,
having fixed upon the things worth while, to seek
and strive for them unitedly. That they are ac-
complishing what they set out to do, there can be
no question.

But are they permanent? will be asked. Do
communities continue to support them? Many of
these organizations have been in existence for
periods ranging from three to fifteen years, and
these without exception are bigger and stronger
than when they were started. Crities of such
organizations who are fond of asserting that
‘‘nothing ever comes of them,’’ should pause long
enough to reflect that serious-minded and intel-
ligent men do not support worthless local organ-
izations year after year,

Civie-commerecial organizations that have
lived through the trial of years in scores of places
and under the questioning eyes of hundreds of
thousands of clear-seeing men prove that the
board of trade idea can and will stand on its own
feet and continue to grow in size and influence.

If it is true that a voluntary association of
men will not live after its members have lost in-
terest, then again the question of the permanence
of the London Board of Trade is answered, for it
is being expanded along the most modern lines,
lines which have held the interest of memberships
elsewhere far beyond the experimental stage,

AFTER THE GERMAN VOTE, .
LOSE on the heels of the Government’s grant-
ing a license for a German language news-
paper at Kitchener comes the news that
Hon. J. A. Calder, minister of immigration in the
cabinet at Ottawa, is making an effort to restore
the franchise to aliens who were disenfranchised
at the last election,

Mr. Calder has been permitting large num-
bers of people of German descent to come into
Canada from the United States as a part of his
immigration policy. This no doubt has the sane-
tion of the premier and other members of the
cabinet. The announcement that Mr. Calder pro-
poses to enfranchise his new-found citizens has
caused the greatest excitement among the Great
War Veterans of the west, and a meeting will be
held at which Mr. Calder is to be present to dis-
cuss the issue. The press discusses the proposal
with much bitterness, and the whole thing is
looked upon as an Ottawa intrigue to secure re-
newed favor with the foreign element to which
the strongest sort of attachment existed in the
time of Hon. Robert Rogers,

The manner in which the Government 1is
““playing up to’’ these elements in the country is
strongly suggestive of the desire of the present
members to perpetuate the ‘‘Unionist’’ party.
They see the squalls ahead, and are deferring
another session of parliament in order to avoid
the full force of the storm as long as possible.
EDITORIAL NOTES.

EVERYBODY ST00D

TREMBLING IN IMAGINARY DANGER,

H. F. Gadsby Describes U-Boat Attack on Liner in First of
a Series on Recent Overseas Experiences.

UP TO REAL ONE

(Written for The Advertiser by
H. F. Gadsby.)

Somewhere-in-Mid-Ocean—*1 sup-
pPose.”” sald the Professor, edging up to
me, ‘““it is permissible for one gentle-
man to tell another that he is afraid of
torpedoes.” We shook hands upon it.

And yet the Professor, who is a son
of the Old Land-—though Canadianized
these many years—was making his
customary summer trip ‘“‘over home,"”
spite of all the German U-boats between
hell and Montreal. To have done less
would be to admit that Britannia did
not rule the waves, which, as our old
friend Euclid says, is absurd.

The Professor was simply not letting
the war interfere with his habits and
ways of life—that was the English of it.
He did his bit when he snapped his
fingers at the German submarine men-
ace, incidentally staking his life for
sixteen long days against the perils of
the deep. He was full of proud statis-
tics of the glories of the British Mer-
chant Marine . which had ferried so
many millions ‘of soldiers safely and so
many million 'tons of munitions, not
quite so safely, across the seven seas.
The Navy, yes! But what would the
Navy be without the Merchant Marine
to feed the great maw of the war with
the necessaries of .life and death?
a,wngatths x:odre, it ist?-g in the day’s work

ere {8 no ex

io'xi‘ }t‘iolng it. gl o

e Professor recalled that the Mer-
cha.nt‘Marine had, in the course of duty,
salted the sea floor with sixteen thou-
sand of tts bravest, and he wondered
why there were not more medals for
distinguished service flylng about.

'I\he“FLrst Officer did not wonder at
all The Admiralty,” he sald, “won’t
give us ggld medals, which are reserved
for the.Navy, and we think ourselves
too go0d for silver onmes. = “A British
destroyer,” he added with grim North
Country humor, ‘ramined the Irish
mail‘packet in the Channel the other
day, and her commander was decorated
for it. But we haven't done anything
wrong yet—so we haven't got any
medals,”

“The Commander of this ship,” the
Professor remarked, ‘“had four days
ashore, and now he has to take her back
through a devil-haunted ocean. He
looks as if he had come through the
torture chamber of the Spanish Inquisi-
tion. How he stands it beats me."”

We shook hands on these sentiments
and exchanged addresses in case his
ilfeboat should be luckier than mine,
or the other
nobody should travel for pleasure these
days. He was traveling as an English-
man to flout the Hun, and I was travel-
ing as a newspaper man to get a little
copy, and so we had a right to be
there. But we were not so sure about
some of the others.

One thing we were sure of—that
everybody on that ship was as afraid
of torpedoes as we were, not only the
officers who had had active interviews
with torpedoes in many waters, bul ..»
gallant gentlemen in khaki who had
stood up to shells and bombs at the
fighting front. They were of the same
mind as the Irishman who preferred
trainwreck to shipwreck. “Trainwreck?”’
said Pat. ‘“Why, there ye are; but
shipwreck, where are yez?”

True! where are you? There Is a
weary waste of blue chill in the Atlan-
tic, and many.a man has survived tor-
pedoes to curl up and die of cold water.

Did I say everybody was afraid? Well,
nearly everybody. Everybody, that is
to say, except the cabin boy, rosy of
cheek, blue of eye, and about as tall
as a minute. ‘“‘Have you ever been tor-
pedoed?”’ I asked. ‘No,” he chirped,
“but I dearly hope I shall be.” Can you
beat it? On what lterature has that
young mind been feeding to wax so
dauntless?

“‘Of course,” sald the Professor one
sunny afternoon when we were inclined
to look on the bright side of things,
‘‘this German submarine campaign is
impersonal. It’s not you and me they're
after. It's tonnage.”

“At the same time,” I replied, “the
last thing I want to see is a low, rakish
periscope in the offing. The more offish
it is, the better I like it. You offer me
cold comfort, Professor, when you say
that the one hundred and seventy
pounds dead weight which I contribute
to the general disaster will be regarded
merely excess tonnage.”

“Last night,”” said the Professor, “a
sheep-voiced tenor got up in the lounge

way about. We agreed that !

to the. Hun, ‘Follow me if you want to
find ’em.’” And when they go back
after shepherding you out they say to
Fritz, ‘Here they are—sic 'em! "

One flne evening in mid-ocean—just
at the spot where Admiralty wireless
had warned us that we should find him
—the Q boat on our port bow opened
out on a distant shadow. The range
was ten thousand yards, and the peri-
Scope was not visible save to the sharp
eyes aboard the mystery ship, which
cut loose at it with half a dozen six-
inch guns. Some thirty shots were fired
in the space of five minutes. Those
were smart gunners aboard that Ameri-
can ship, as our First Officer was con-
strained to admit. Morecover, she was
a ship of great importance, as was plain
when four American destroyers took her
in charge off the.Irish coast and sped
off with her on some other mysterious
errand.

Fritz, as I said before, met us in
mid-ocean, and when the Professor
came tumbling up from his interrupted
dinner, all he said was, “When my
grandchildren ask what I did in the
Great War I shall reply, ‘I ran the
ga}lmtlet in the middle and at both
ends.’ "’

‘What surprised us all was the calm-
ness of the great moment. Trembling
at imaginary danger, everybody stood
up bravely to the real one. The sea-
sick people forgot that they were sick
and the well people hailed the excite-
ment as a welcome relief to the mon-
otony of a long voyage. It might have
been gunnery practice—trying out the
ballistic qualities of our ammunition—
80 coolly did everybody take it. The
V. A. D.s—bless their hearts!—were
not alarmed one little bit. They clap-
ped their hands and said, “How jolly!"

When I came uph from my cabin,
where I had been reading ‘“Wild Beasts
and Their Ways,” I found the Q boat
pounding away at a wilder, more devile
ish beast than any mentioned in Fred-
erick Courtenay Selous’s pages. The
lurking monster had submerged: I could
not have seen it in the half light, any-
way. However, there can be no doubt
that the Q boat got Fritz, because he
did not bother us afterwards. What's
more, there can be no doubt that he was
thare to get us, because he dispatched
a piece of evidence in the shape of a
torpedo which our stern gun nailed at
two thousand yards from the ship. The
torpedo broke water just long enough
for the Mate's keen eyes to spot it. A
fine shot that, when you consider what
zigzagging a twelve-knot convoy must
do to dodge a forty-knot torpedo! Our
zigzags made the Grand Chain look like
a straight line.

When I approached the Mate with
words of praise shortly afterwards he
said: “It would have missed us, any-
way."”

““Still,” I said, “there was something
in our fears after all.”

“Well,” smiled the Mate, “sometimes
something happens.”

The Advertiser’s
Daily Short Story

(Copyright, 1918, by the McClure
Newspaper Syndicate.)

THE FOOLISH LETTER.
[By S. B. Hackley.]

~

S
“Stacy, I've got a new job.”

J

ting-room and bedroom in the Tralles’
rented quarters.

Mrs.
hands
was perfunctory. “What is it, Kent?"
aloud:

“Six hundred

ricking! Five hundred pickers wanted!

open country at good pay.
Bloom Bros.”
“I applied this morning, Stacy. Bloom,

bun, “says a fellow may go out tomor-

His thin, dark face lit with his en-
gaging smile, Kent Traile pushed open
the door of the shabby combination sit-

- Traile sealed the letter in her
before she spoke, and her voice
He waved a yellow handbill and read
acres of hops ready for
Fine camp grounds, good water, free
wood, a month’s pleasant work in the
Apply to
the elder Bloom,” he chuckled at the

quw and live in cne of the tents if he
wishes, though the actual work doesn’t

begin until Monday. John Wharton says

she would go back to the nursing, for
Which her heart craved, and be earn-
ing while she was in her earning years,
and let poor Kent ?o his foolish un-
practical way alone

Early one morning at the end of the
second week, Arnold Meade anncunced
that he was ing to take Anastasia
and Mrs. Meade to -see some hopyards
20 miles from their home. Anastasia
Sealed the letter she knew would be
a knife thrust in Kent's heart, and
slipped it in the pocket of her skirt
for mailing in the next town.

They passed through one town, an-
other, a third, but Anastasia still
clutched her letter.

‘I'll mail it tomorrow,"” she thought
unhappily, “thereé's plenty of time to
break his heart!"

‘““Here we are, at the Blooms!” Meade
called out as he drove into .the wooded
campyard. Anastasia caught her
breath. Kent was here and she must
not see him—she must not!

Suddenly, and without warning, a
standing dead tree crashed across one
of the tents. Anastasia felt her heart
stand still, then skip a beat. Meade
julrpped down,

Wa.it, girls,” he sald; “I'll go see if
anybody’s hurt.” After a considerable
tlrpe he came back.

‘The top of the tree caught one of
the pickers—he’s badly hurt, I guess,”
he told them, ‘“‘unconscious—looks as
if he might be done for. They've got
a woodsaw, sawing the tree so's to get
it off him; the doctor'll be here direct-
ly—let me take you girls out of here!”

But despite Meade's protests, Anas-
tasia pushed her way through the
crowd that had gathered to the injured
man. She knelt down by him = and
turned his face, ghastly white, the lips
reg with some blood drops, toward her.

O Kent, don't leave me! I can’'t do
without you—don’t leave me, dear!”
Meade heard her say in a sort of quiet
agony, and saw her slide her trained
nurse’s finger to his wrist.

At the city hospital it was days be-
fore he could speak to her—days before
sh‘e‘ left him, even to sleep.

Why didn’t you let me die, Stacy?”
he cried out bitterly the day the doctor
S‘old him he would never walk again.

I had my life insured for you the day
I went to the hopyards. You would
have had the money now, if you'd let
me die! I know I've fretted you beyond
endurance, going from one job to an-
other and making good at none, but I've
got a permanent job now—sitting in a
wheel chair! Stacy, Stacy! Why didn’t
you let me die?"”

She held him close. ‘“‘Hush,'” she
W'his'rpered. “it's a lovely job, this one.
You'll always be close by where I can
bet you, and scold you, when I'm off
duty nursing!™

The next day the Meades came in to
see him. When they were leaving Meade
handed Anastasia a sealed envelope.

“I found it when I shook out one of
lt'he auto rugs this morning,” he said;

you must have dropped it in the car
the day of the accident.”

Anastasia crimsoned, then paled as
she looked at it, then thrust it in her
apron pocket. When the callers were
gone she flew out to the hospital
kitchen.

“You haven't read your letter, sweel-
heart,” Kent reminded her when she
came back. “It might be important.’

“Oh, it wasn’'t anything,” she smiled;
‘“Just a foolish letter I forgot to mail.”

RBITS OF

Mean Brute!
“Men talk just as much as women,”
argued Mrs. Gabb.
“Maybe,” replied Mr. Gabb. ‘‘But men
Bay more.”

Advice.

We hand this out and ask no prlce,
And know that you'll forsake it;
For you must charge for your advice

If you want folks to take it..

The Wise Fool.
“Time waits for no man,” observed
the Sage.
“It does if he hocks his watch and
hangs on to the ticket,” commented
the Fool.

The High Cost.
Once Boneless Ham we often had,
To cuss it we were prone;
But nowadays we're mighty glad
To get a Hamless Bone.

Then It Happened.
“Why do they vaccinate people, any-
way?'asked the Cheerful Idlot. '
“To keep them from taking things,”
replied the Grouch.
““Then why don’t they vaccinate kiep-
tomaniacs?” asked the Cheerful Idiot.

Police!
“My bed is very cold,” sald Rangs,
“It feels like ice, by jing!
I think that this is very strange,
For it is fllled with spring.”

Leak-Money.
[Houston Post.]

Up in Richmond, Mo., Laura Money
has married Alfred Leaf. What will
Luke McLuke's Club advise in this
case? That she sew up his pockets, al-
lowance him or invest her money in
Government bonds?

Brothers Is Brothers.
Best Brothers have a grocery in Jef-

fersonville; Small Brothers have a bar-

have a clothing store at Paducah,
Twin Brothers have a department store
at Paris.

Our Dally Special.
A Man’'s Best Frierd Is His Job,

Correct.

ber shop in Louisville, Bright Brothers !
and |

BYPLAY

BY LUKE McLUKE
(Copyright, 1918.)

minds him of a custard pie because he
{s yellow all the way through and hasn’t
crust enough to go over the top.

Goshl
Maybe he owns the graveyard there.
Anyway, M. Y. Toombs lives at Troy.

Luke McLuke Says.

It doesn’t hurt to tell the truth once in
a while. There are just as many male
gcssips as there are female gossips.

And you may have noticed that you
never hear a married man bragging
about Masculine Supremacy when his
wife is around.

This is a funny world. If you haven't
a dime, nobody wants to lend you =
cent. But if you have more coin than
you know what to do with, everybody
wants to lend you money.

When a bride suddenly realizes that
her husband is just a common, ordinary
man like her brother, the honeymoon is
over.

And, no matter how changeable a wo-
man may be, she never seems to have
sufficient change.

A few men operate in the stock mar-
ket. But most of them are operated on
in the stock market. .

Don’t imagine that a man 18 a mii-
lionaire just because his wife dresses
that way. It is more than likely  that
the seat of his pants and his elbows are
shiny. :

We all devote too much flapdoodie to
the dead and not enough common ordi-
nary kindness to the living.

Some married couples are always
quarreayng over the question of which is
the least quarrelsome.

UMAT'SM
DIS
2C!ABETES

R23 THE P;'@‘:Q

A feller tells us that the kaiser re-

print paper and are advance proofs of what is to
appear in the October number of the magazine.
'The intention is to give the newspapers advance
information on the subject, and this desire would
be appreciated were any of the topics discussed of
such immediate interest as to involve a necessity

Turkey, Austria and Germany. Three out and
the side is retired.

It is difficult for the coal bogey to frighten
anyone during this weather.

and bleated a-thing called ‘Baby Mine.’
I think the captain ought to put a
stop to it. One may mention babies
when women and children are present—
that's all right—but not mines. They
have no place in polite company. They
are a painful remine-der,” added the
Professor, who will have his joke.
“We are beset by painful reminders,”

the money end ought to be good. Said
he’d hopped some and never failed to
make as much as $4 a day. Said it
wasn’'t hard work, and lots of women
and girls made more than he did.” He
glanced at her indifferent profile a bit
uncertainly. *“How would you like to
try the picking, Stacy? You were say-
ing the other day you wished we could

for printing them as forerunners of the magazine,
which the newspapers also receive. In the first
place there is a waste of paper at a time when the
Government by arbitrary edict is compelling the
newspapers to cut down the amount of news space
to be given the publie, the professed idea being
to conserve the supply of pulp. And secondly
there is no item of such sizzling, hot appeal as to
make its publication in advance of prime import-
ance,
Lf every newspaper in Canada receives a copy
of the completed ‘‘Reconstruction’ when it is
sent from the press, it will not require advance

A fine Thanksgiving Turkey appears to be
ready for the Allied mess table.

‘Will the new moon see the world restored to
peace by complete Allied victory?

We are not quite certain this is Indian sum-
mer, but it-is something just as good.

The fight against Spanish influenza must be
carried on as though Spain were a German ally
rather than a neutral. ;

Londoners visiting in Toronto do not fail to

,fashion.

I chipped in. ‘““The lifeboats swung
outboard, the lifebelts worn everywhere
except in bed, the two howitzers at our
bow, the four point seven at our stern—
all these are reminders that we live on
the crumbling verge of a great tragedy.
How I hate my lifebelt! I drag it about
with me like a bad conscience.”

“Don’t slang the lifebelt,” said the
Professor. “It is made of the best ma-
terial available—Kapok—ten times as
buoyant as cork. It is cut in the latest
The high ruff neck gives it a
fifteenth century effect, and the hump on
the back makes me feel like Richard
III. on Bosworth Field. Moreover, it is
as good as an overcoat on a cold night,
and from what I notice on this ship it
does not interpose any obstacle between
the V. A. D.’s and their flirtations with
the young lieutenants.”

aftord to go out camping.”

if you don't mind doing that kind of

am going to Eleanor Meade’s Monday.

little of my savings left in the bank,

some things.
to_let the tomorrow take care of itself."”

darkly, and she went out.

From the moment of her first ac-
quaintance with Anastasia Purcell,
Eleanor Meade had admired and loved
her. Both were trained nurses, but

““We surely need money,” her tone wag
as soft and as cold as a snowflake, “and

work, and it seems any sort of work
appeals to you, you'd as well take it. I

I haven't felt I could afford proper
clothes before—I can’t now—there's very

but I'm going downtown now to buy
I've got where I'm going

Kent, surprised into silence, colored

Eleanor had hated the work and had

Hydro Qualiity
lamps are manu-
faotured In =&
thoroughiy mod-
ern factory by a
ocorps of axperts
working under
highly skilled sup-
ervision - In
addition befere
bo.ln‘ offered for

notice that street lighting is curtailed to-® far “True,” I murmtred, “the lifebelt is

eagerly seized her opportunity to marry
greater extent in this city, : the one best bet. Lifeboats may cap-

a rich man. Then two years later, in the
face of Eleanor’s strong disapproval and
insistence that she was “‘throwing her-

s In
the Hydro labor-
atories.

These facts

proof sheets. Every newspaperman is aware that

this case is cited merely as an example of the sine. or-be smashed to pletes, but your

lifebelt is always with you—or ought to

tremendous waste which goes on at Ottawa in the
supplying of documents to the outside publie
which are of so little value that the large propor-
tion, at least 99 per cent, is immediately consigned
to the waste baskets of editors and others, often
without a glance. It is all very well to coraplain,
but constructive eriticism is necessary to bring
about reform. This has already been suggested
through the practice in one or more departments
of sending out posteards stating that a certain
book has been printed, and asking the editor if
he requires it. In nine cases out of ten, the news-
paperman, having no desire to sort over more
tons of printed junk each week than is necessary,
would reply in the negative. Think of the trains
from Ottawa that might be laid off, and the
salaries that might ultimately be saved !

Waste at such a time when practiced by
Government departments is ruinous to the thrift
campaign which the Government is carrying on
in anticipation of the Vietory Loan. If the people
see on all sides a prodigal use of money and ma-
terial on the part of the preachers of thrift, they
will not be inclined to take the appeals seriously.
And there is a strong impression in the publie
mind that in many, if not all branches of Govern-
ment service there is extravagance in the employ-
ment of such large numbers of persons and the
unnecessary use of vast quantities of supplies.
Such instances as the recent - decision of Mr.
Rowell to publish an official Government paper,
which gives a further chance for numerous
bureaus to unload their official documents, make
it clear that there is little real desire to conserve
at Ottawa. Mr, Rowell certainly is a believer in
publicity, and the director of public information,
who is a relative of one of the ministers, was no
doubt glad of the opportunity to direct public in-
formation in & more spectacular manner, his efforts
heretofors having been confineq largely to an
occasional item sent to the newspapers and to
loeking after the arrangements for the conveying
overseas of a specially-chosen list of Conservative
editors to serve as the press agents of the par-
ticular propaganda which the Government wished
Ip have dished up.\ The Government recently

The attitude of Turkey and Austria to Ger-
many is ‘““You dragged us into this, but we are
going to get out of it ourselves.’’

The Americans have done wonders in getting
1,900,000 men to France. Must have used the
Mayflower to get the Sammies over in such num-
bers,

Two fine sons of Fire Chief John Aitken have
given their lives to defeat the Germans and pre-
serve the liberty of the world. They will forever
take a place among the native sons of Liondon who
have triumphed over death through the sacrifice.

Changing from daylight saving means hydro
power spending. The extra hour of darkness will
mean an enormous addition to the power load, and
manufacturers may have to curtail. Would it not
be much wiser to continue the daylight saving
gystem while the power shortage is acute?

INSECT POWDER.
[Philadlphia Public Ledger.]

In our grandfathers’ day the so-called Persian insect
powder (commonly sold nowadays under the name of
“pyrethrum’’) cost $16 a pound. Pretty dear for a bug-
killer. ¢

The stuff was a mystery. Beyond the fact that it was
of a vegetable nature, nobody knew what it wag.

As a matter of fact, it came from Transcaucasia, where
its production was a very important industry. For centuries
it had been widely used in Asiatic countries, and the source
of the material was a secret carefully kept.

Eventually the secret was revealed by an Armenian
merchant, who, traveling through Transcaucasia, discovered
that the insect powder was simply the ground-up flower-
heads of a plant nearly related to our own field daisy.

Later on, attempts were made to introduce the plant
into the United States, but the seeds refused to sprout. This
(as finally ascertained), was due to the circumstance that
the persons from whom they were bought had baked them.

At the present time we grow all our own Insect powder
in California.

THE RETURNED SOLDIER.
[Toronto Star.]

No man who is really a returned soldier
needs to be in want. There may be too much red tape
sometimes and things may go wrong, but even 'so, the man
who limps home from the war need but get in touch with
the organizations that exist and he will be put in the way
of having his needs looked into. The best friends of the
soldiers are those who have set themselves the task of see-
ing that theyveterans of this war shall.not have to go from
door to door i. quest of a lving.

from the front

be. When I go to bed at night I do
three things. I sleep in my under-
ciothes, and I put my trust in God and
my lifebelt under the pillow.”

“Humph!" said the Professor, who is
a confirmed cynic, ‘“Are you sure that
is the exact order?”

‘““This darkened ship,” I complatned,
“making night darker with its closed
ports and doused lights. It gets on my
nerves. I have a gone feeling at the pit
of the stomach. *It must be a torpid
liver.”

“No,” sald the Professor, ‘I have the
same thing. The mesenterles shrivel—
the duodenum whammles. It's not torpid
liver. It's torpedo liver. A good old
Anglo-Saxon name for it is fear. It's
a popular disease on this boat. We're
carrying enough fear this voyage to
sink the ship. Last night a man told
me that he was in love with two women
at home, .and preserving a good aver-
age. 'I don't think a sin like that ought
to be allowed aboard. It overloads us.”

“Do you find,”” I asked, ‘‘that a door
slamming wakes you up in the middle
of the night, that a bigger wave than
usual slapping at the keel causes your
heart to beat faster, that heavy foot-
steps on the boat deck start you
fumbling for the light 5 4y

‘‘No need to go further,” chimed in the
.Professor. ‘“The symptoms are the
same with all of us. A periscope in
every ridgy wave against the skyline,
a torpedo wake in every crest of foam.
It certainly does get one's goat. Once
upon a time the sailor helieved in the
Flying Dutchman. What he dreads now
is the Sneaking German, beside which
the sea serpent and the octopus are
mild as gold fish.”

“The other night,” .I volunteered, *I
went up on deck. I saw what I took
to be the white comb of a torpedo. It
did not fade away as waves usually do.
However, nothing came of it, and I
decided flnally that it was the Hon.
Newton Wesley Rowell swimming home
in the midst of his favorite element.”

“Forget politics,”” was the Professor’'s
gruff comment. ‘“‘There’s a war on.”

Sometimes we sought doubtful com-
fort from the First Mate. ‘This ship,”
he said, ‘has nine lives. We're up to
the ninth right now. We've been tor-
edoed  eight times—six of ’em in the

editerranean. The Atlantic is pie
compared to the Mediterranean—but it’'s
no sweet job at that. This old hulk has
been through a lot. Once we brought
the wounded home from Gallipoli, They
died all over the ship—went west a hun-
dred a day. The place is full of ghosts.
I hear them sometimes at night. The
wind in the rigging, you know.”

*‘Of course,” I said, “our troubles wi]]
be all over when the destroyers meet

”»

“Over!” he snorted. ‘‘Just beginning,
you mean! Destroyers! Humph!” The
First Officer spat violently. ‘““They get
you both ways. When they come out
;olhephardyoninthwpmﬂcuuaax

self away,”
nursing which she loved,
Traile, whom she loved even better.

Anastasia had quit the
for KXent

An_attack of pneumonia had almost
ended his life, but her fingers held him
back, and when he could sit up he
had talked to her very confidentially.
He had tried many things in his life,
he told her, first school teaching—
two years of it—then he had given up
that and studied law a while; then he
had inherited a little money and tried
farming, but he’d lost money at that,
and, trying storekeeping, lost the rest

|ooount for the
many superior
points = sueh as
long life - brii-
ant, white light,
- economy of
ourrent, for
which Hydro
Quality iamps
are Justly noted.

of it.

‘‘I've nothing to offer you,” he had
whispered, his dark eyes brilllant with
feeling, “and so I don’t dare ask you

I love vou, and shall be loving you
all my life—I want you to know that,
Anastasia, dear!”

her strong fingers Anastasia had felt
her better judgment swept away,

‘““Oh, Kent,” she had said, “I want
you to ask me to take
forF woque!" th F

or flve months after their marriage
Kent had held his place as bookkeep%r
for a soap manufacturing firm, and
Anastasia had made
long, long way in their modest house-
keeping. Then he thought he saw a
better opening and left the bookkeeping
and it was weeks before he got the
next job, clerking in a hardware store.
After that he had retained his Jobs
for a shorter and shorter time, and in
the last year he had done anything he
could get.
given up a carpenter's Job,
something better would turn up. But
nothing had turned up until he had
seen the hop growers’ advertisement.
It would be more pleasant for Anas-
tasia to be with Eleanor, he thought,
and when the hop-picking was over he
could meet her at the station near the
Meades’'s and ' they could come home
together. Then he’d try to get a job
and keep it permanently; he was afraid
Anastasia was getting out of patience
wiith hig\. I-Le wgsistlll sitting, plan<
ning, when Anastasia came b
her bundles. WEE

A week in the Meades’
hame had not passed before
had made up her mind to
she had contemplated for
leave Kent.

She was weary of flnancial uncer-
tainty, she had to draw on her savings
in the interims between Kent's Jobs,
until there was but a pittance left;
he had never wanted her to work, but

Good For Children

If your children are delicate or fral,
if they catch cold easily or are back-
ward {in studies, give them Scott's
Emulsion. It is free from alcohol or
harmful drugs.

you for better or
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something
months—to

to marry me. But I want you to know

And with his wasted hands holding
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(supposed to burn 1,000 hours each), at
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TWO WAYS TO OBTAIN 3,000 HOURS LIGHT,

2 ““HYDRO QUALITY”’ 40-Watt Tungsten
Lamps (guaranteed to burn 1,500 hours
eachy, at-40p . xi o0l 8000

A SAVING OF 25¢c IN FIRST COST ALONE.

40-Watt Tungsten Lamps

HYDRO QUALITY GUARANTEE,

Hydro Quality Lamps, both Tungsten and Nitro,
1,600 hours, except the 60-Watt Nitro, life of which
Lamps burning less than guaranteed number of
Full allowance will be allowed for loose base lamps, or lamps
REDUCES RENEWAL COSTS AND LABOR EXPENSE

is guaranteed to be

are guaranteed to have a life, after installation, of
1,000 hours.

hours will be replaced on basis of hours they burn.
turning white when installed.
INSTALLING NEW LAMPS,

THE CITY HYDRO

Corner Dundas and Wellington Streets. Phone 6480,




