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Public Versus Private Ownership.

Those who are antagonistic to public
ownership gain Jittle comfort out of
the records of private operation of
large public utilities such as railroads
if the record of these on this contj-
nent is to be looked into. The horror
which some people express when a
municipality thinks of entering iato
some undertaking for the general
benefit cannot be the result of mature
judgment -but rather a perversion of

" the mind in connection with affairs in |
general,

Thus we learn from a recent state-
ment by Vice-President Atterbury of
ihe Pennsylvania Railroad, ia talking
to the railway labor board, that if the
railroads were not promptly relicved
of their onerous wage burden numer-
ous receiverships would result. He
gave a list of thirty-six railroads that
fadled to earn their operating expenses
in January, and a list of iwenty-eight
others that failed to earn taxes and
charges. Tt seems probable that most
of” the railroads in the United States,
unless . conditions madterially improve,'
will not earn one per cent. on their
<apital. The question of capital, of
course, is the_a.l] important factor in
the finaacial success or otherwise of
the United States railroads as those
of any other country, The high fin-
ancing which was carried on in con-
nection with railway promotion in the
United States for years and years
made capitals out of proportion to
the amounts put into the property,
and it is these huge sums which are
regarded as capitals on which it is
impossible to show an earning power.

One great difference between pri-
vate and public financing is that the
rwney rdaised for public ownermship
prupositions goes into the undertak-
iug, and there is therefore only a legi-
timate capital on which to make the

With a private enterprise,
b.iween underwritinags, sacrifices of
buuds and other padded charges which
arz put into capitalization, it is of
course impossible to expect that earn-

carnings.

.

i.gs under normal conditions can com-
mence to be adegquate for the satis-
fuction of iavestors. When privb.te!
niv wpolists start out to deride public
vwnership they will have to show a
Letter record of past financing than|
is now possible before they will get
the public to believe that in under-
‘taking to -run their utilities they are
”j\'enturiug into something which is
gouing to work to their detriment,

Provincial Endorsation.

There appears to be no special
reason for the provincial government
sticking out its chest because of the
assistance it is thought to have ren-
dered to the Hydro electric move-
ment in the past by lending its en-
dorsation to the bonds that have been
issued for part of that big undertak-
ing, In all, the province has obligat-
ecd itself thus far to a round $25,000,-
000 on a total expenditure. of some
$65,000,000. The supposed great ad-
vantage by the endorsement of the
province to the bonds issued for the
kHydro undertaking was not evident
in wrecent sales of bonds. For in-
stance, less than a month ago the
province made a sale of these securi-
t'es at a price that showed a return
of 6.28 on the issue, while this week
the city of Toronto, without any en-
dorser, secured its money with a re-
turn to the investor of only 6.11.

The whole fact of the matter seems
tu be that those who are willing to
purchase Hydro bonds base their val-
uation first of all on the enterprise
itself, then on the municipal guar-
antees and lastly on the endorsation
o! the province, whl_ch, however, is
looked upon as more a matter of
ferm than anything else,

In dealing with the  great Hydro
electric project Premier Drury should
sec that the provincial interest in the
undertaking is more of a fatherly
cversight, rather than a dinding of
famlily: heritage to a <contract

is Hable to cause it any finan-

the
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Sewage Disposal.

Tae people in the east end of the
are exercising considerable pa-
t'cence in awalting a solution of
«owage disposal. The
posal plant is thoroly inadequate for
the needs of the city and will become |
more w0 as the city develops. Dis- |
posal of the city's sewage will have to j
be ‘dealt with in a big way. It 1si
going to be a costly proposition, but ,
the question will have to be 1‘:1ce:df
and it i1s one of tae works which could |
well be undertakén +when competi- |
tion for labor is at its minimum.
Comimiissioner Harris has perhaps.:
outlined a satisfactory solution, but
f 80 it has not vet been made public.

city
the
dis-

cast end

wwnshiy are working on a euheme"
el thelr own which will involve a !

| a method
| claims muoch thonor therefor, whereas the
{.Cluzen

{ rivea

FARMER:

What is this rural credit scheme?
MEMBER OF ONTARIO GOVERNMENT: Darned if | know.

THE TORONTO WORLD

large expenditure. It will be unfor-
tunate if there is a duplication of
costs in taking care of the sewage
of the city and its suburban areas.
The World thinks it would be well
for the township and the city to get
together on the matter and see that
there is' no unnecessary waste of
money in tais connection.

Ontario’s Fuel Supply.

One result of this mild winter has
been the staving off for a time of the
important question of Ontario’s fuel
supply. Had this winter been a bad
one, it is likely that we should have
gone short on our coal supply, with
resulting hardship in our homes and
contraction of our industries. As it
was, the price of coal was abnor-
mally. high, so that its purchase in
even small quantities was a matter
of serious difficultyto thousands. But
the question is no less important to-
day than it was a year ago, when
Ontario factories were pu'rtially
closed down and all coal was hard
to obtain and the winter more than
usually severe. More hard winters
are coming. The supply of United
States coal will not increase as will
the Jemand resulting from the growth
of American industries. Session
after session of the Ontario legisla-
ture passes and no constructive. ef-
fort to deal with this problem is
made. The "appointment of a fuel
controller is but a poor effort to make
the worst of an exceedingly bad sit-
uation, which is more likely to sréw
than better. We commis-
gion after commission appointed © to
deal with one or other phase oI our

worse sce

public affairs. Seveéral of those com-
missions, which have —been costing |
the province much money during thetj
past few months, are dealing with |
questions not half so important to
the public welfare as this of Ontario’s
fuel supply. Ontario is reported to
have no real coal. It has lignite, a
form of coal. Manitoba is said to be
successfully briquetting lignite. On-
tario has peat. The report of the
department of mines for 1920 states
that after an expenditure of over
$100,000, the -total quantity of peat
fuel produced during 1919 was 500
tons, valued at $1,750. The. World
is of the opinion that it is time the
whole matter of Ontario's fuel sup-
ply were exhaustively enquired into.
Somewhere there is an answer to the
problem and the Ontario government
is faced with the duty of finding it
without one day's unnecessary ‘delay.

Remarked in Passing.
Paderewski says he likes Jazz. Now |
we know what lea wim into Buropean

politics.
.

.. 9

President Wilson is to devote the bal-
ance o1 his life to wonld peace. Back
to the typewrliter, in other words.

9.0

Theéy say the city hall doesn®t seem
ke itself these days with Tommy away.
You see they've had so long in which
to get used to him.

s s @

By the time West Toronto’s game cocks
are all sold the industry should once
more be on a sound basis,

« & 0

Montreal and Ottawa papers are be-
moaning Toronto’'s fall from virtue as
silown | by the recent cock-fight. Un-
kind, unkind.—They forget that Toronto
has gained fame by stopping the affair.

. e
An Ainerican architect has discovered

business for Mr. Drury’s expensive gov-
ernment ' to carefully foster the . goose
that lays this golden égg.

*

Canada still waits, and is long likely
to wait, any sign of Liberal members of
parilament resigning their seats in pro-
test against continuing the present ses-

sion., : g
s *

In selling unused school eites and us-
ing the money for useful purposes, the
board of education is setting an excellent
example to the city, which has on its
thands many valuable pieces of property.

OTHER PEOPLE’S
OPINIONS

The World will gladly print under
this head letters written by our
readers, dealing with current topics.
As space Is limited they must not
be longer than 200 words and writ-
ten on one side of the paper only.

THE CAUSE OF UNEMPLOYMENT.

Editor World : Most people look upon
these trade depressions as natural phe-
aomena, and there the matter ends.

Economists advance their various rea-
sons. Some, like Professor: Jevons, at-
tribute it to sun spots, and nearly every-
body looks upor. monetary science as an
enigma and a mystery, But, said old John
Locke, the philosopher, ‘‘’Tis but strip-
ping it of the cant which all men that
talk of it involve in it.”

There is a general ignorance regarding
the science of money, and the cause of
unemployment and trade stagnation to-
qay is the suicidal deflation policy, the
result being millicns unemployed in the
States, thousands in Canada, and over a
iaillion in Great Dbritain.

Some months ago the great cosmopoli-
tan, international money: lenders (some
of German origin}), and.money monopo-
I'sts, ‘‘got busy,- and gave orders that
the paver -currencies must gradually beg

“cut out,” and come back to the good old
times, the gold stondard, s

It is pathetic to read the statements
appearing in The Literary Digest of Feb.
19 of the so-called great leaders of busi-
ness, ecomomists and financjal editors.

Are any of *these universify professors
in the direct pay of the great. bankers?

I have also noted some foolish state-
ments made by Canadian fiwaneial men
during ‘this last year or two. °

Senator Chauncey Depew ofice said :
“There are fifty men in New York who
could stop the wheels of industry in the
States, because they control the money.

During the Napoieonic wars the great
Pitt created paper -currencies, which
saved England and Europe, but Losd
Liverpool and Sir Robert Peel destroyed
it; the result was the terrible depression
of 1819-1849. :

Did not the New York bankers cause
the financial panic of 1893 by the repeal
of the silver purchasing bili?

What about the ‘‘greenbacks’ after
the American civil war? ¥

In 1907, another panic was created by
the New York bankers, which was felt
the world over. €

One has only tc¢ study the invidious
growth of capital since the middle agos
to see what a power it has over govern-
ments,

‘What is needed’today is cheap monay.
“"Momey is the tool ,of mdustry,” say tie
economists. But, is it?

Toroi:to.

BROTHER OF EX-KAISERIN
IS DEAD IN SILESIA

Berlin, Feb. 23—Duke Ernst Gun-
ther of Schleswig-Holstein, brother
of former Empress Augusta Victoria,
is dead at his home "at *Primkenau,
Silesiu, it is announced here.

Duké Ernst Gunther was born
August 11, 1863, and was a son of
Duke Frederick of Schleswig-Hol-
stein. He was married at Coburg on
August 2, 1898, to Princess Dorotaea,
princess of Saxe-Coburg and Gotha.
During the war he acted for a time
as -assistant governor-general of Bel-
ium,

F. Lawrence,

Every ManIntends to Make a Will

But when one feels fit and eager for the day’s work, can make
the ninth hole in four, and help carry a canoe around a three-mile
portage—it’s hard to contemplate the idea of a WILL with any

seriousness.

That is why so many men die without making any will.
That is why so many a comfortable little fortune is wasted in

legal tangles.

That is why so -much property gets into hands for which it was

never intended.
Every man has rather decided

wealth that he has created and saved. And he can enforce his wishes
by a carefully drawn will and a wise choice of an executor,
choose no executor who will administer his estate more prudently and

faithfully than—
The Canada Perman

Put your intention into effect-today, and name as your executor

THE CANADA PERMANENT TRUST COMPANY

18 TORONTO ST., TORONTO
PAID-UP CAPITAL - - - - .
Manager, Ontarlo Branch, A. E. HESSIN

views about the disposition of the
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who successfully squares the
whiskey detective frequently, amasses a
fortune,
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Since fifteen per cent. of an Ontario’s
revenue for this fiscal year will be de-
from Hydro, would seem good
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Copyrighi, 1919,
By George Sully & Ce,

Continued From Yesterday’s World.

CHAPTER X.
John Longfoot's Quest.

OHN LONGFOOT'S absence, whicsh

had so puzzled Qypey, was the re-
sult of his determination to follow, a
certain line of investigation which might
shed some light on the mystery sur-
rounding  the recorded deeds which
stood between the timber girl and her
rightful inheritance.

He was a week in going from camp to
camp along the upper Brindle and thru
the great spruce swamps at the head of
that stream. The camp at thi8 season
{were for the most part abandoned, for
1he crews had gone out with the log
drives and would not come in dgain until
fail.

At one place Longfoot made portage
to the bottom of Winnesago Lake, for it
was not a long or hard carr%veven for
a man alone. The waters of Winnesago
did not seep into Brindle River, but
found their outlet thru the Mushquash;
and at the head of the Mushquash waa
one of the A. C. T. C.'s biggest mills,

The product of this mill was. shipped
over a private road to a branch of the

grown up about the mill—a typical slab
town, built for the most part on sawdust
beds, streets of the same material, hard.
packed, and skdewalks, whére there were
any, of planks. Beside Slabtown, Tall
Timber Junction was a metropolis.

John Longfoot had questions to ask,
and he asked them of many men—most
of them old residents who had known
Tall Timber since the early days when
t territory was really the frontier.

At Slabtown he found Maryvin Jasper
John Longfoot had seen some old fel-
lows now acting as caretakers, of the

imber camps around the headwaters of

e Brindle, but nobody just like Jasper,
. Seventy-odd, taller than Longfoot him-
self, straight as a ramrod still, hair, and
a lot of it, only sprinkled with gray,
besides a tangled beard which, with the
hair, made the old man look like a veri-
table wild man of the forest. He had
never in his life worn a hat.

‘“Si Patterson? Course I remember
him,” he said in reply to one of Long-
fellow’'s first questions. ‘He was a white
man. But what did you want to know
about Si? He's (}e;u‘l.;

‘“He was my friend,”
simply. ‘“Si left some timber claims to
his adopted daughter, Gypsy. You know
about her?” asked Longfoot.

“I've 'saw her, Likely young-un. St
sot his time-o’-day by her. Well, what
of her?”’

‘“There jis some doubt—or appears tg
be—about the titles of B8i's ,pmtpent'y."

“Uh-~huh! Heard about that, too?
Jasper agreed.

“The A.C,T.C. ciaims they bought most
of h% a'tug;page,"

‘“DIdn’t they?"”

“If so, what did Si do with the
money?’ Longfoot snapped back at him,

‘““Cripus! That’'s so. Si didn't sport
around none in a plug hat an' tail coat.
Nor he wasn't no miser.”

“You have hit it,”” John Longfoot said
with gravity. ‘“‘Stafford and his partners
did buy some of Si Patterson’s timber-
lands. But only a small part. But they
have recorded deeds covering a.bg\rt
everything S1 ever claimed he owned.

“No!”

‘“Yes. The record of deeds was made
after the Tall Timber Junction fire, of
course. Si was” supyvsed to have his
own deeds of claims; but we can’t
find ’'em, The A.C.T.C. deeds are down
in black and white.”

“Uh-huh!” :

‘“But there 1is nothing positive about
many of the deeds now on record in
those books, Anybody could have a deed
recorded after the fire, pay the fee, and
daim it was an original deed. The clerk
could remembzr only a small part
the destroyed records, anyway, And he's
dead now,”

‘Yes. What you leadin’ up to?”

“I am trying to find,” explained Long-
foot carefully, ‘‘men? who remember the
names of those purporting to sell t:hese.
claims as mow recorded to the A.CT.C.’
He drew the list of names from his
pocket) :
‘Ha! You think you see a nigger in
‘e woodpile?”

“I think if we can prove it to be a
fact that even ome these recorded
deeds was falsely made, we can throw
doubt upon all before the courts. We've
got to get something on the corpora-
tion. Do you see?’

‘1 get you,” agreed Jasper.

‘“Now, did you know any of these men?
If any, which? And if you do know
any, do you know where they are to be
found now?”’

Jasper motioned the paper away. He
made no bluff about ‘“not having his
specs.” His eyes, old as he was, were
as keen as a hawk's. 3

“l never learned to read nor write,”
he said. ‘Read 'em out to me, young
feller,”

John Longfoot did so.
names Marvin Jasper recalled, Some
were strangens to him. The last on the
list was Benjamin Cruickshank,

‘I knew the rat, That's what he al-
ways was—a timber rat,” he sald. ‘1
worked Crukshank on more'n one
crew.”

“What's become of' him?"”

“Dead, it's likely; or®in jail. 'And by
cripug! I don’'t believe Ben Cruikshank
ever owned two shirts at one time, let
alone a timber tract.”

‘““He was supposed to have owned Si's
home piece—all red maple and oak."”

“Who’d ha' thought it? Cruikshank al.
ways appeared to drink up every dollar
he got just as soon as he got it.”

“Then is it a -surprise to you that
Cruikshank should®have' owned timber-
lands?’’

“Or anything else. I should say! Sur-
prised ain’t no name for it. Hi! Here
comes the noon train up. We've got to
load all them flats, stranger. If you've
got anything more to talk about, shamp’'s
the word.”

He arose, snapped the knife shut, slip-
ped it into his pocket, and with a mighty
yawn, stretched himself. He was a giant
of a man, and looked to be as tough to
handle, as any Longfoot had seen in
Slabtown. He strode away to meet the
incoming string of empty cars, and the
visitor went with him,

The first car was a box car with a
slatted door. A brakeman unlocked the
door, rolled it back, and a number of
nondescript individuals began to jump
out.

‘“Hard to get hands up here,” said
Marvin Jasper. ‘“Jest. the scourin’s of
the cities and jerkwater towns. Not a
whole man jin that bunch. Hi! Who's
this 7"

The brakeman. after the others were
out of the car, reached in and seized a
leg. A stream of sputtering objections
and blasphemy came from the man who
was being hauled out.

“Cripus!” exclaimed Marvin Jasper,
glancing aside at the interested Longfoot.
“What's that about talkin’ of angels and
Well, this here
Crukshank—but he ain't no

Some of the

is Ben
angel.”

“I don’t know who you may be, you
big elephant,” said the squint-eyed man.
whose squint was more than ever pro-
nounced. now that he was in liquor.
“But Ben Crukshank’s my name, an’ I
ain't none ashamed of it.”

“You would be if you was sober.” oh-
served Jasper. ‘“Well, stranger, there’s
the very man you was askin’  about.
You're welcome to him.”

The ziant went on about his business.
John Lonzfoot offered the prostrate
drunkard his hand as an aid in climbing
to his feet. Crukshank was about to
take it. Then ‘something in Longfoot's
countenance annoyed him,

"“Git out o’ here!” he growled.

s o

1eTe “I don’t
haif.h ~d helnin® pra N
fLIhL managed to scramble to his feet
without assistance. He drew the never-
¥ailing flask from his hip Ppocket. Who-
s

n Wi

"“John!”

of | correct.

ever had shipped him to Slabtown had
not shipped him dry. X

Crukshank took a long drink of the
potent liquor, stoppered the fiask again
and returned it to his pocket. Then he
staggered away into the sawmill town.

‘“True word!”" gasped Aunt Tabby Mur-
dock, and turned the tarnished object
over and over in her work-worn hands.
There was a flash of color from it—a ray
that blazed directly into her old eyes.

* s =

‘“True word!” she repea *“Adin’t that
purty? An’' how come it there? Gypsy!
Gypsy, gal! How do you suppose this
lhere do-funny come here on the ground
by the ramblin’ rosebush?”

“What is it, Aunt Tabby?” asked the
girl, who was on her weeding
young salad in the garden Plot.

‘‘See here! How that | glass
shines!”

Aunt Tabby dangled the heart-shaped |.
locket from its chain and the stone flash-
ed again. QGypsy sat back on her heels
—--~ pushed up the flapping brim of her
‘hat with the back of her wrist. She
stared at the flash of color in Aunt Tab-
by’s hand, ;

“Why, where did you get that?"

“Jest found it said the old woman.
“It lay right here, trampled into the
earth. Was it one o' your play-toys, s
Gypsy? 1 don’t remember of ever seeing
it before.”

She came heavily across the garden to
the girl's side. Gypsy took the heart-
shaped locket in her hand. It was tarn-
ished, and so was the chain. But some-
thing about the delicacy of the workman-
ship of chain and locket—above all the
colorful sparkle of the stone set in it—
gave the girl pause.

“I do not believe that is a plaything,
auntie,” she said. “And I am sure I
never saw it before."

“Ain’t a mite 0’ sense in saying it is a
real valuable,” declared Aunt Tabby,
shaking her head.

“And yet, I would not say it was value-

less.”

“True word! You never can tell. Muost
things is worth somethin’. But what was
anybody doing around here at Paradise
with a thing like that--an’ droppin’ #L?
It's real purty,”

To herself Gypsy breathed the name:
But she did not utter it aloud.
fhe clutched the locket more tightly,
however, at the thought. Was this the
locket Steve M'Graw had spoken of?
Yet, how could it have come here, un-
der Aunt Tabby's rosebush?

The ©old woman saw the girl’s hand
involuntarily tighten on the plece of

Jewelry.

‘“Keep it, honey, if you want,” she
said. “But I wouldn't reckon too much
on its being real "gold and di'monds.
Ain’t such things growin’ on Paradise
Kroll,” and off she went chuckling to
herself.

Gypsy treasured the locket and chdin
in the bosom of her blouse. It lay there
agairst her heart—so heavily! And the
girl's heart, too, was heavy. ¢

When she went into the house she
took out the locket and chain and polish~
ed it with a chamois. How b t it
was! The stone needed no polishing.
She belived it was a real dlamond and
trat the jewel was valuable.

If this was the locket—John's gift
lhought 'for her—how came it here, tramp.
led into the ground? And why had not
John spoken about it when she had
met him on the river the other day? This
puzzle troubled her exceedingly.

But Gypsy’s memory, as she searched
it, answered these questions. John Long-
foot had seen Stafford at Paradise and
had seen the mam and her in an atti-
tude that suggested an affectionate un-
derstanding,

Gypsy was too fair-minded to be
angry with John or to blame him for
Jumping at a ‘conclusion that was not
She had brought about the
misapprehension herself. &he had not
mentioned Stafford’s name to John all
the time he was laid up; and it must
have seemed to him that she had delib-
erately hidden from him her friendship
with the president of the American Con-
solidated Timber Corporation.

John’s most natural thought would be
that Gypsy had hesitated to speak of
Stafford because of the tender interest
she felt in the city man. Inept as John
was as a lover, the girl knew well enough
that ‘he thought much of her. And here
was this locket to prove it.

She squeezed the pretty jewel tightly
in her haind for a moment and smiled
wx.’thhdev;'y eyes.

ohn loved her! Of course he did.
iAor‘:gdeDsy thought it very sweet to be

Here were two men who had shown
her—proved beyond peradventure—that
th admired her. She, Gypsy Patter-
son, the unknown waif whom Uncle Si
h found yonder on Eagle Ridge, a
veritable outcast of the universe!

One of these lovers was already great
in the world—wealthy, wise, -and culti-
vated: all, Gypsy thought that a man
could be in the. social scale. The other
she had known since childhood, his stable
qualities as assured as heaven itself;
she trusted John Longfoot as her right
hand trusted her left.

But which did she love, if either?

To be loved by Staffond stirred her
vanity. as was inevitabie. And, further,
Stafford aroused her sincere admiration.
12;1}: ttl}ereyw;:s ;l.h settled affection in her
ieart for Jchn '3 if sl
euid S at she could not, if she

But were either of these emotions the
quality of love that a maid should give
the man she was to marry?

o

CHAPTER XI.

Slabtown—and Crukshank. %

E probability that Ben Cruk-
shank, if he could be made to talk,
tould shed some light on the swindle
worked by Henry Stafford and h's part-
ners so-long ago, seemed so strong to
;c:ngfoot ftfhat he  determined to inake
otber effort to cultivate th i &
m’(lc:s acquaintance. S
oward evening he strolled over to the
shack which Crukshank had appropriated
as his own and, despite his earlier re-
buft,_looked in at the open door. It was
Browing dark and there was no window
in the hut. There were two bottles on
a table by the bunk. 1In the neck of
one was thrust a guttering candle. The
o);her] 'wus;g stl}I‘I! {‘:alf full of the pale yel-

w _liq which went b
g y the name of

“Hullo!” croaked Crukshank, who was
lying in the bunk. “Here's that derned
fmlfq—_breed again. What you want, In-
jun?

“You used to own timberlands down
Tall Timber Junction way, didn’t you?:'
esked Longfoot, probing to see how drunk
the old tellow really was. iy

“You're a llar! Don't own & foot o
l'a.nd, Not as much as would bury me.
I'm a poor old feller, without a friend in
the world.”

“But yo:x must hgve had friends when
you owned so much propert: Ay i »
cngty timberman. i b o

rukshank met craft with craft, i
#quint-eye and his leer made him l?olli
like some wicked old bird as he rose
ha'l'f;way up to stare-at John Longfoo:.

'1\ow you are tryin’ to learn something,
ain’t you, Injun?” he scoffed,

“‘Of course, I em.”

s dow’.” declared Crukshank.
shut the door in your own faea!
And, falling back again; in a moment he |

i

soggled the candle out of it.
rolled off the table into the sawdust; bat
Crukshank did not see. :

empty bottle to his lips. He 2
the bunk pillow' and tipped the botile
farther and fartler,

sank inio stupor,
screw of smoke arose from the harg-
packed

candle-w
own g o

now undivided attention to the solution
of a graver problem than that of the tim-
beriand - swindle. - Graver and fhore in
need of immediate solutioff, because it
concerned the safety of human life es
weli as pmpqrty. Git

Winnesago and the spruce swamps hung
black clouds, which were emptying into
the high lakes and torrents—those same
torrents that flooded the swamps during .
the ‘winter and early spring. The phe-
nomenal rainfall of these later weeks waxs
creating a situation, Longfoot knew, that
would be disastrous for hundreds c¢f
square miles ot the lowlands of the south,
if the swamp outlets, now plugged withy
slush,
allowed to run off gradually,

that must burst before long. If one burst
all would go out.
held milions of tons of weater, that would
pour over the lowlands with the urge of @
the mountain torrents behind it.
such as Tall
seldom known must be the result, ‘ani '
Johu Longfoot’s immediate job was to
gatner an equally strong gang:of river-
men at Slabtown and go up the lake t3
clear tiic dammed outlets of the swamps
and perform a like task at the mouths of
the brooks emptying into the upper n-
dle.

the several booms on Brindle River,
the booms went out, that meant nothing
to the jobbers and contractors like Joha
Longfout. Their work was finished with
the lelling, skidding, hauling and dump-
ing of the logs into the river, and raft-
ing them to the mill booms.. These logs
were now all paid for, Nor did Longfout
have a single log stacked on the banks
of the Bringle awaiting another drive.
He was giving his time and effort in this
matter purely for the weal of the com-
munity. Past experience assured
foot that if the flood came a deal of pro-
perty would be drowned out, if not au-.
man lives lost, in the valley of the Brin-
dle.

the rivermen and other workers at the
Slabtown mill. He had already spoken
Wiws several of them besides Marvin
Jasper.
had to do would be to get a crowd to-
gether and tell them of the conditions
on the upper Brindle.

town at an extraordinary time. This was
pay day, and more than Ben Crukshank
had got hold of supplies of the bootleg-
gers’ forty-rod. There was a big “hoe-
down’’ billed for the night, too. Dance
hall women from several other camp.
had come up on the train, ‘the sherif:
ignored the entramce into the supposedly
dry district of a quantity of the acrid
liquor, and a “high old time' was already
under way when Longfoot arrived.

hut where he had left Crukshank in =z
drunken stupor, he saw many signs oi
the beginning of the debauch.
into the Keylog saloon, behind which was
the dance hall, in which .ne principai
festivity was to be held.

John,” shouced one fellow, when the tim-
berman approached ‘the crowd :
‘“We're going to make a night of it, too,
you old Injun! Come on!”

the morning we’ll go with you, John,”
said one of tne soberer fellows.
ise you a good crew in the morning.’

engaged especially to accompany the us-
ual piano player had not arpmived, John
Longfoot became more popular than ever.
For it was known that he could fiddle,
and there was an instrument in

of Slabtown with a crew before morning.
His credit was just as good with the
merchants here as at the Junction. And
to be ‘‘a good fellow” with the crowad
would aid in getting together the ga
he desired for river work,
Longfoot was a friendly soul. He joined |’ :

in the festivities which, however, were HERE

destined to be interrupted at their height. i R ATES FOR N B
front door of the windowless L p—
was flung open, A breathless me.

in, bringmgpewn.h him a o e
‘wvefore wuich the old lamps paled.

ioared.
is afire!
rignt where we are if the fire Crusdy,
Luc raitroad tracks!"

their voices, now
The red glare blinded them ag
-~unged vut of the place into the
dust street.
Crukshank’'s
fallen!

stutf,
already. undermined
The rising wind was
toward Llue  more populous part of the

another sawmill town,

Keylog, the f
in their scant attire to the hotels for
their
et ‘brigades and
the ‘town,
The fire spread underground, thru trails
of dry and Powdery sawdust,
forth in the most unexpected places.

.Suddenly Longfoot
Crukshanlk, whom he had last seen drunk
in his shack east of the rajlroad and negr
the ‘lake shore. Some of the shacks ?!1 {
that direction were still >
gfou')d see them between the rolling clou

Longfoot dropped wha+
doing
fire.
town between the burned secti E ¢
ake shore that still stood. g .
ed to be abandoned,

but

|anyioody Mere

ing its effect upon.his optic nerves. He |
was soon actually blind and pawed about .
for the "whiskey bottle like a new-born
kitten, -

He ot hola of the other bottle ;!ad
The candle

He managed to get the neck of the
lay back o

“Damnation!” he mumbled, at lagi.

“Mush ‘ve drunk th’' lash drop—the’ lash
drop—"

The pottle rolled from his grasp. He

A narrow, biue, corc-

dust of the floor where the
was still sputtering in its,

Meanwtile Longfoot wes devoting nis

) !

Over the high range of hills beyond tas '

were not cleared and the water
There were natural dams in the- hiilg

The forest and swamps

A flood
Timber and vicinity had

Millions of feet of timber were bem-\lc‘l’

Long-

He knew how to rouse- the interest of

Ordinarily, all he would have

But Longfoot had returned to Slab-

As he came across the tracks from the

He turned

“Don’t talk to us about river work,
at the bar.

Jdozen 22 x 22 i
8. of a quali
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| STREET CAR I

Wednesday. Feb.
Bathurst - cars, bd
delayed: six . minuted
‘g at GT.R.; erd
‘ trains. :

King -cars, both
layed six minutes, a
“at/ G.T.R. crossing,

. Yonge,. . Avenue.

. Dupont cars, both

~ layed ten minutes, 3
opposite « 697 Yonge
fire:

King pcars westbd
layed flve minutes

- pm. at GT.R, cro
train., : :
° _Awvepue Road  ang
cars; eastbound, de
minutes, at 7.03 p.m.
and Avenue Road, hid

on track,

Bathurst cars, bd
delayed. six minutes,
p.m., at Frént and
train. g

Bathurst cars bp
delayed nine minutes
p.m., at Front and
. train:

A Speclﬂ Train Service

Hamilton and Return
Trunk Railway Syste
sity - Kitchepner - Hock
: . Fehruary 24
Special train service .
ranged, Toronto to Ham
turn, February 24, for
Kitchener hockey game,
) Toronto 6.15 pm.;
eaving Hamilton 11.00' p
@ -game,

“If our heads don't ache too bad in
“Prom-
Wihen it became known that the fiddler

camp,
‘T'he visitor had not expected to get out

Besides, Jc:x‘n

In the midst of one of the dances th(
dance hals
glare of lign.,
"Git out, you bullies!” gne newcomer
“I'he whole east end of .the tow.

We are due to burn to a cindes

T'he roar of the flames almost drow
the door was o
they
saw -
That sawdust into which
tipped-over  candle had

Plain of the inflammad
o whicn Slabvown was built, wa}:

by tunnels of fir.
driving the flames

The great

Disaster threateneu Slabtown——
thaf had once over-
Junction—and many

The dance hall' crowd boiled out of the

women running, screa

bossessions. The men formed buck-
80t out all the hose in
But the place was déomed.

breaking

thought Ben

standing. &

amoke.

he was then
and started on a run to skirt the
There was a narrow swrip of the

But it seein~

Shacks were blazing here angd there;
the flames ribboned out toward the

road, wavering bannerlike in the wind.

€ 8ceéne was made as light as day and

5 in the timher-_

v expected to find

€Ll

e
Continued Tomorrow Morning.

began to snore as tho sound aslee
When the disappointed Longfoot  had
closev‘i Lhe door as requested and depart-
ed, Crukshank rose upon his elbow and
se!'zed the whiskey bottle, chuckling,
He'd 've wanted = drink if T hadn't
got rid of him as T @id,” and he took a
lotie  draught before gotting brek tae
SOtLe g ly'ng doavd Nk gt
the nour. a€  cojcoction of zusef oul
Wwooa alivhol and burnt sugar was hae-
He ropeated this several times ‘Within

The Velvet Touch
For th o Skin

lc::‘,- 1)mbufsst 'IW’::L‘.;‘. "3 '
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Notices -of Births, Marri
Deaths, not qver 50 wo
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In Memoriam Notices
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Cards of Thanks (Bereave

DEATHS

| BARCKEY—0n Tuesday,

Toronto, Kate Fowlie Bs
Bind “year, beloved wi
Barckey,

Beérvice on Thursday,
A, W, Miles’ funeral chaps
Fireet. . Interment, in. Pro
tery, -

ST:;:'QN-M Grace Hospita
» Annie | Benson, wido
John Bensos, aged 73 yes

Puneral from her late
Parr street, Friday, at 3
Lawn Cemetery.

LAWRENGE—On ¥eb, 23rd
Jate residence,’ 1216 Bloor
Yonto, Bdward Lawrence,
band of Eliza Pushy,

Puneral from above add
-Batuiday, - to Prospect Ce

MelEOD—0On Wedinesday
£3, Robert- Grant Mcieod,

d of Liffan Ruse,

Puneral Friday, 3 p.oL;. £
flence, 433 West Marion s
Went Mount Pleasant M

IN MEMORI
Hitke 5, loving memory

Stearns Hicks, wite of Rid
- Hlckh, who departed this

+ Ty 24th, 1919,

I have fought o ad
I -havek)nished mg)?ogou
Elop o Kept the faith,
For there is laid
?r e a crown of right

P B W. WATTHE
. SEDAL DIREC
%868, EE.‘Q!N? AV

Sphone Coliege




