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WHY NOT A STRI—IZ’E AGAINST INCREASES?

|banks, and London’s

And still the financial experts prophesy an |
early turn to lower prices, with railway wnges!
and rates about to climb in the United States%
and our precious Board of Commerce raising’;
the price of sugar several cents again. The liv-;
ing cost in Canada, reported at Ottawa, is the

* highest ever for the past month. How long Is|

" this thing going to be blamed on the war? The
increase in the last six months beats all records.
And remember, living costs were going up
rapidly before the war ever was.

Strikes and higher wages may perhaps not |
be g0 much the cause of rising prices as vice
versa, but one thing is clear, that they do not

~ help to bring prices down, but contribute some-
thing 'to higher costs. Mr. Tom Moore and
_other labor leaders have lately been emphasizing |
; this obvious point and insisting that strikes
should henceforth ‘aim not so much at higher
wages as at lower prices. It is curious that the
workman in any other trade should sit by com-
placently and acquiesce while railway wotkers
jack up their pay and therewith the railway
rates as well. Is it not his cue to counterstrike
against a move that threatens to fleece the
whole citizen body in the iInterest of one trade
and one body of owners who may make higher
wages a pretext for yet higher profits; or at
jeast strike against an attempt of the railway
owners to take the increase of wages out in
higher rates on traffic? If workmen endure this
or approve it, they practically make themselves
a party to a general strike, not in the interest|
of the mass, but against the public weal, all to |
fatten the pocketbooks of railway w?rkers and‘f
owners at the expense of the laboring com-‘
munity: !
!

|

HIS UMPS.

There is one hard-working laborer in our!
midst who is even more neglected than the:
school teacher, more long enduring than minis-:
ters, more abused than the politician. He is one}

s whom no one ever praises. His hours of labor'i
are so short that he cannot possibly strike for!

less, but his work is like the sojourn of the
three Hebrew children in the burniag, fiery fur:
pace. No one was ever more ‘“roasted.” 4

He is the baseball umpire, the man in the
{ron mask. He is not old, he is not young. He
hbardly has a face, except to be punched now
and then, op gashed by an empty beer-bottle; |
half the time he is covered with his cage; yOul
note only his voice. He seems like a shadow
in the game, an abstraction, a personification
of ’-\Judgmem. You never hear of an umpire!
retiring or dying. He hardly exists palpably |
enough to be said ever to vanish. No doubtf
he eats, drinks (in moderation) and sleeps, but |
to the public he only appears, in a shadowy%
fashion and speaks the words of late. To the,
mind of any, bleacherite he simply can’t see
at all. He only speaks.

Never he receives a presentation, an ovation
or a writeeup. There is no interest taken in
his private life. Probably he draws a salary,
but whoever heard of an umpires’ strike? The |
glorious fellowship of the arbiters, if such there
be, either never wants more or gets it by just a
nod. Perhaps, like the fates, they are serene
above blame or want, and never miss the'pralée
that not bestowed.

is

LONDON’S BANKS.
Evidence of Sound Prosperity and Progress.

There is no more certain evidence of the
sound prosperity and progress of London than

in 4ts banks. Where banks are prosperous the

community 1s sure to be.

the bottom, they are the foundation of true
business prosperity, and in this view of it, it
is well that every few years they should put
their heads together and size up the whole
situation. course this should be wisely
done.

London a few years ago had a few banks.
i'he Bank of Montreal, the Merchants Bank, the

ank of British North America, the Federal
nk, the Molsons Bank and the Bank of Com-
e. Subsequently came the Bank of To-
the Imperial Bank, the Dominion Bank,
me Bank, the Royal Bank and the
d Bank and these added many
S,

iginally the banks clustered around the
fice and customs house. They were all
buildings, especially the Merchants Bank.
They are beginning to add to London's best
architecture. The Bank of Commerce and the
Royal Bank are first class. The market branch
of the Bank of Montreal  is very neat. The
Bank of Toronto is a creditable building and
the néw office of the Bank of Montreal on the
cornér of Dundas and Wellington streets prom-
ises to Bé a gem. When bankers build good
buildings like these, buildings substantial and
pleasant to look at, they show their faith in
the city in which they erect them, and add to
the satisfaction of life. Good buildings are
themselves an education and a means of con-

stant pleasure. .

The conclusion to be drawn from it all is
that London’s business foundation is being se-
curely leid and constantly enlarged and

. ptrengthened. There could be no better assur-
j.a!e. of London’s future than t.h(\‘ growth of its

The banks are at

of

L

of Western Ontario.

& HYDRO RADIALS.
[Letter of A. T. Drummond, LL.D.]

The Financial Post publishes a letter sent
to the attorney-general a few days ago dealing
with hydro-electric development. It is from A. T.
Drummond, LL.D., who has taken an active
interest in the question.

He points out that development for light,
beat and power for farm and manufacturing
purposes is very desirable. He thinks these
interests vastly more important for our ‘pros-
perity than hydro radials, and that the ex-
pansion of these in Ontario will absorb all the

power in this province for some years to come.-

He says the Ontario Government can readily
estimate how these roads would, if built, entail
a cost of between $150,000,000 and $250,000,000.
Mr. Drummond shows that electric railways in
the Unitéd States did not pay even before the
end of the war. “The commission would find it
impossible at any price to float with New York
bankers bonds for these projected roads unless
with the direct guarantee of the Ontario Gov-
ernment to provide the interest and principal.”

After this he points out the danger and injury
of defalcation to the municipality and country
should it occur. The following is a significant
sentence: “Every Canadian banker knows that
the Ontario Government’s guarantee alone will
float their bonds, and that in the event of

| deficits that the Government will have to meet

them, as the municipalities, in most—perhaps
alt—cases- repudiate responsibility, and allege
that they were led into the loss through the
representations of the Government's hydro-
electric commission, which alone owns, built,

operates, and entirely controls these railways.® |/

The letter is such a good contribution to
this most important question that we publish
it in two parts. It supports the position taken
by the Ontario Government. The first thing
always to do is ascertain the facts. Neither the
Government nor the people yet know the facts:

The first portion of Mr. Drummond’s letter
is as follows:

“Many arguments against the acquisition
of the lines have been placed before the
cabinet. In a letter addressed to the attor-
ney-general a few days ago, A. T. Drum-
mond, LL.D., who has taken an active inter-
est in this question, summarized them as
follows:

“‘(1) Development of hydro-electric
power for light, heat and farm and manu-
facturers’ purposes is to be encouraged,
provided that the capital per horsepower
developed is kept within definite iimits. No
comparative investigation into both the
capital and operating cost of the commis-
sion with those of the large private com-
panies has ever been made by the Legisla-
ture, and its need is suggestive.

“¢(2) The industrial expansion in Ontario
has been, during and since the war, and still
continues, so large that al¥ the hydro-electric
power to be developed during the next few
years will be needed for our manufacturing
plants, which, with the increasing require-
pents of the export trade, added to those of
the home trade, are growing largely Loth in
gize and number. Their needs are vastly
more important for our prosperity than
electric railway lines which are not a neces-
sity, and will only give accommodation to
local travel and local freight, and in nearly
every case would be direectly competitive
with the existing steam lines.

“+(3) Except in the rare districts densely
populated and where pleasure travel can
be secured from the large cities, interurban
electric railways, although built at a mod-
erate cost per mile, have in the past failed
to pay (see Canadian railway statistics
annually published at Ottawa), and thus the
enormous estimated cost of these projected
hydro-electric railways—from three to five
times what the steam lines in Ontario
originally cost—will have the additional
heavy load to bear annually of several mil-
lions of dollars of interest and sinking fund,
and of the always needed renewals year by
year.

“‘(4) Many hundreds of miles of rail-
way lines have been surveyed by the hydro-
electric commission in all parts of Eastern
and Southwestern Ontario—the early esti-
mate was for 1,600 mile® of intended road
—the latest railways brought before the
people for a vote being set dowm as cost-
ing about $134,000, $192,000 and $195,000
per mile, respectively. The Ontario Gov-
ernment can readily estimate how these
roads would, if built, entail a cost of be-
tween $150.000,000 and $250,000,000, -and
can, by laying them out on the map of
Ontario, see that in most cases they will be
directly competitive with the steam roads—
in one case parallelings three other rafl-
ways, and in another case two, and that
sometimes they will be built into districts
where the population is thin, and the pros-
pects of traffic, to a railway expert, poor.

EDITORIAL NOTES. q

There seems no final way of stopping the

border rum traffic except by the prohibition of

manufacture and importation in Ontarfo. The

referendum will direct our various Governments,

by decisive voice of the people, to carry out
this measure.

SEEMS SO.
[Galt Reporter.]
1f only our production of foodstuffs could show
from year to year the increases the automopile
industry exhibits! Is it better to ride than to eat?

JUST WAITING THE CHANCE.
[Hamiltop Spectator.] .
There need be no fruit go to waste on the tregs
if the growers will jssue the right kind of an
invitation to city folks. .

GRATITUDE DUE.
[Kitchener Telegraph.]
Those born beautiful can thank their Creator;
then there are those, says a cruel exchange, who
can thank the reporter at their marriage.

A NOVEL METHOD.
[Hamilton Times.]
Germany signs agreements 4nd then insists that
she cannot carry them out.

CANADA’'S NEW PARTY.
[Springfield Republican.]

The national party in Canada is the old Conser-
vative party with a graft of Liberal-Unionists. Just
now it does not appear to be in a strong position in
the country, though it had a safe majority in par-
liament. With the formation throughout Western
Canada and Ontario of new class parties—chiefly
labor and the farmers—a new political habit of
thought is gaining the ascendancy. A new party
which aims vaguely at national welfare, but which
has not shown itself able to combat the high cost
of living and other causes of discontent, is at a
disadvantage in comparison with energetic new
organizations helding out the immediate promise
of immediate economic or other advantages to a
group. \

NO ROOM FOR BIGQTRY.
[Bay City Times-Tribune.]

The man who, believing in one faith. refuses to
grant the same right to 4 neighbor is 86 narrow-
minded that he not only injures himself,- but he
does theé state harm. No staté can bé built up on
religious or othér prejudices. X

M‘mm'tno growthq

THE MIDDLE
TEMPLE MURDER

A Detective Story by J. 8. Fletcber.

Copyright 1920, Fred A. Knopf.
Copyright, 1920, by the Public Ledger Company.

\

Spargo made no answer. They entered the office,
u; be shown into a room where were already as-
sembled Mr. Myerst, a gentleman who turnéd out
to be the chairman of the company, and the officials
of whom Rathbury had spoken. " And in another
moment Spargo heard the chairman explaining that

the company possessed duplicate keys to all safes,
and that the proper authorization having been re-
ceived from the proper authorities,’those present
would now proceed to the safe recently tenanted
by the late John Marbury, and take from it the
property which he himself-had deposited there, a
small leather box, which they would arterward
bring to that room and cause to be opened in each
other's presence.

It seemed to Spargo that there was an unend-
ing unlocking of bolts and bars before he and his
fellow-processionists came to the safe sQ recently
rented by the late John Marbury, now undoubtedly
deceased. And at first sight of it he saw that it
was so small an affair that it seemed ludicrous to
imagine that it could contain anything of any im-
portance. In fact, it looked to be no more than a
plain wooden locker, one among many in a small
strong room; it reminded Spargo irresistibly of the
locker in which, in his school days, he had kept
his personal belongings and the jam tarts, sausago
rolls and hardbake smuggled in from the tuck shop.
Marbury’s name had been newly painted upon it;
the paint was scarcely dry. But when the wocoden
door—the front door, as it were, of this temple of
mystery—had been solemnly opened by the chair-
man, a formidable door of steel was revealed, and
expectation still leaped in the bosoms of the
beholders.

“The duplicate key, Mr. Myerst, if you please,”
commanded the chairman. , The duplicate key.”

Myerst, who was fully as solemn as hjs principal,
produced a curious-looking key; the chairman lifted
his hand as if he were about to christen a battle-
ship; the steel door swung slowly back. And there,
in a two-foot square cavity, lay the leather box.

1t struck Spargo as they filed back to the seefe-
tary's room that the procession became more
funereal-like than ever. First walked the chairman,
abreast with the high official who had brought the
necessary authorization from the all-powerful quar-
ter; then came Myerst, carrying the box; followed
two other gentlemen, both legal lights, charged with
watching official and police interests; Rathbury and
Spargo brought up the rear. He whispered some-
thing of his notions to the detective; Rathbury
nodded a comprehensive understanding.

“Let's hope we're going to gee something,’”” he
said.

In the secretary's room a man waited who touch-
ed his forelock respectfully as the heads of the
procession entered,

Myerst set the box on the table; the mlan made
a musical jingle of keys; the other members of
the procession gathered around.

““As we naturally possess no key to this box,”
announced the chairman in grave tones, “it be-
comes our duty to employ professional assistance
in opening it. Jobson" .

He waved a hand, and the man of the keys step-
ped forward with alacrity. He examined the lock
of the box with a knowing eye; it was easy to see
that he was anxious to fall upon it. While he con-
sidered matters, Spargo looked at the box. It was
pretty much what it had been described to him as
being; a small, square box of old cowhide, very
strongly made, much worn and tarnishéd, fitted
with a handle projecting from the lid, and having
the appearance of having been hidden away some-
where for many a long day.

There was a click, a
back.

“That's it, if you please, sir,”” he said.

The chairman motioned to the high official.

“If you would be good enough to open the box,
sir,” he said. ‘‘Our duty is now concluded.”

As the high official laid his hand on ‘the lid the
other men gathered around with craning necks and
expsctant eyes. The lid was lifted; somebody
sighed deeply. And Spargo pushed his own head
and eyes nearer.

The box was empty!

Empty, as anything that can be empty is empty,
thought Spaggo; there was literally nothing in it.
'lfhey were all staring into the interior of a plain,
time-worn little receptacle, lined with old-fashioned
chintz stuff, such as our Mid-Victorian forefathers
were familiar with, and containing—nothing!

‘‘God bless my soul!” exclaimed the chairman.
;This is—dear me!—why, there is nothing in the

ox!’ |

“*That,” remarked the high official, drily, *“ap-
pears to be obvious.” {

The chairman looked at the secretary.

“I understood the box was valuable, Mr. Myerst,"
he said, with the half-injured air of a man who"r
considers himself to have been robbed of an ex-!
ceptionally fine treat,

‘“Valuable!”

Myerst coughed.

. “I can only repeat what I have .already said,
Sir Benjamin,”” he answered. "The-:-er——late Mr. |
Marbury spoke of the deposit as being of greatf
va.lge to him; he never permitted it out of his hand !
until he placed it in the safe. He appeared to |
regard it as of the greatest value.”

."B.ur. we understood from the evidence of Mr.
Criedir, given to the Watchman newspaper, that it
was full of papers and—and other articles,” said
the chairman. ‘‘Criedir, saw papers in it about an
hour before it was brought here.”

Myerst spread out his hands.

‘“I can only repeat what I have said, Sir Benja-
mh:n.” he answered. “I know nothing more.”

‘But why s}wuld a man deposit an empty Box?"

gan the chairman. *I 3

The high official interposed. |
e ."That the box is empty is certain,’” he observed.

Did you ever handle it yourself Mr, Myerst?"

Myerst smiled in a superior fashion.

"I have already observed, sir, that from the time
the deceased entered this room until the moment
he placed the box in the safe which he rented, the|
:A.ox'”:\'as Qe\'er out of his hands,” he replied.

en there was silence. L ig C
turned to the ghairman. Co i S i

“Very well,”” he said. “We've m i 4
Rathbury, take the box away wit;d;otxhea:;q%ioa
it up at the Yard.

Spargo went out with Rathbury an .
antd‘ lsawht}xl;'f':]lem. if mystifying, mater('iialmf?)rb::é
article whic ad already c ily
syt by y become the daily feature'

spring; Jobson stepped

CHAPTER Xi,
Mr. Ayimore |s Questioned.
It seemed to Spargo as he sat listening to the |
proceedings at the adjourned inquest next day thai
the whole story of what was now world-famous a;’
the Middle Temple murder case was being reiter- |
ated before him for the thousandth time. 'There'
was not a detail of the story with which he had not;
become familiar to fullness. The first proceedin-vs;‘
before the coroner had been of a merely Iorm?al?
nature; these were thorough and exhausiive- the
representative of the crown and twelve good'men‘
and;true of the city of London were there to hear?‘
and to find out and to arrive at a conclusion as‘
tq how the man known as John Marbury came by i
his death. And although he knew all about it |
Spargo_ found himself tabulating the evidence in a‘
profess:onal manner, and noting how each succes-
sive witness contributed, as it weré a chapter to
the story. The story itself ran quita' easily, natur-
ally, consecutively—you could make it in‘s'enz*ons i
And'Spargo, sitting merely to listen, made tk;e;n' :
First—The Temple porter and Constable Drisc.ou
prog'ed t};e g;ding of the body.
econd—The police surgeon testifi !
cause of death; the man had been stru?:?{ c;\c?wltlofr::‘lef
behind by a blow, a terrible blow, from some hea\w':
ins};}l}:.m;m'h‘and had died immediately. )3
ird—The police and the mortuary !
provefd that w};‘en the body was exami:'\re)d ii)ﬁt‘l:\i?nl:;
was found on the body but the now !
e gty famous scrap of;
Fourth—Rathbury proved that by m !
dead man's new, fashionable cloth cap.eat?:u;}itt::’l
Fiskie’s well-known shop in the West End he had
traced Marbury to the Anglo-Orient Hotel in th
Waterloo district. .
Fifth—Mr. and Mrs. Walters gav, s
the arrival of Marbury at the An‘glofO:i‘elr‘ljt.n;:Ot;f
and of his doings while he was in and abeut there.
Sixth—The purser of the S. S. Wambarine proveé
that Marbury sailed from. Melbourne to Southamp-
ton on that ship, excitéd no remark, behaved him-
self like any other well-regulated passenger ;nd
left the Wambarino at Southampton eatly l;: thé
morning of what was to be the last day of his life
in just thé ordinary manneér.
Tr Be Continyed,

|
|
i
|
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| Poetry and Jest|

L __RAINS TODAY IN FLANDERS.

[Eleanor Cochran Reed in New York
Times.]
'Tis sweet to lie and listen to the rain
Swish through the trees.
A thousand thousand leaves
Wake like a harp beneath the swift,
sure touch,
The silver fingers of the falling
How like a song it sounds,
Some high sweet litany,
With notes unnumbered as the endless
leaves! .
A thousand tones stirred from a thous-
and strings,
All blended in the singing of the rain.
Ah, after the wild thunder and the

)
rain,

storm,

The burst of lightning and the forked
flame,

The roaring torrent and the craghing

sky,
'Tis sweet to lie and listen to the rain!

How strangely near seems boyhood's

far-off day,

that I lie here dead, a nation's

man

Full grown!

How strangely real comes back the boy
I was,

How closely
dreams!

Can you not see him leave the rain-
drenched world !

To vanish up the musty attic stairs?

There, sprawled for hours upon the
dusty flaor.

He filled his soul with old, forgotten
tales,

Of lore of bloody combat, stirring deeds

Of knights who fought the monsters
of the world.

At last the endless music of the rain

Falling upon the roof—a magic song—

Swept all his senses like a pleasant
drug.

Till, with his head soft-pillowed on his

Now

press his old forgotten

arm,

He slept—forgetting all the tales of
blood,

Even so [ rest it now upon my arm,

Giving myself to pleasant dreams—with

al
The bloody strife forgot.
So sweet it is
To lie and listen to the falling rain!

A SURE SIGN.
[Kingston Whig.]
When chickens come home to roost,
mother knows the movie shows are
out.

THE SPARK FROM HEAVEN.
[Charles Twining.]
Give me that thought; So may I live my
while,
The cheap viscissitudes of life disdain.
And little reck me what is great and
small!
The thought that
power contain

does such healing

As T may need, whatever hap befall;
The thought that can beguile
My spirit, bear it on from day to day
Unfettered as the breeze that stirs at
morn,
As eagle out above the vast upborne—
Sure-vovaged as the.planet on its
way.

HIS CUE.
[Buffalo Express]
“TWhen are vou going to invest in a
new suit of clothes?’
“Not till the dogs start barking at
me."’

THE ONE TO TELL.

[Yonker's Statesman.]

‘“‘“You've got indigestion; that's what's
the matter with you,” said the dector.

*Oh, that's what it is, then?’ in-
quired the patient.

‘““That’'s it. You've been eating a lot
of meat, I suppose?”’

*“l have; yves.”

“Well, now you're paying for it.”

“Would vou mind telling my butcher
that, doctor?"’

QUITE LIKELY.

[Woodstock Sentinel-Review.]

The new Canadian organization which
calls itself the ‘Self-Determination for
Ireland League of Canada,” has too long
a name. People cannot be expected to
remember all that; but perhaps no harm
will come from forgetting it.

CHIVALRY IN ARKANSAS.

[Chicago News.]

People who go to the movies—

A NEW GAME HAS

BEEN INVENTED ON OUR BLOCK CALLED

“POLICEMAN AND AUTOMOBILE THIEF” .

GooD Jum’!

By FONTAINE FOX

(Copyright.)

and that includes nearly everybody— , you took a package’of goods of 'little

should be interested in the following
advertisement in the Wayne (Ark.)
Progress:

“If the lady who stuck her gum on
my seat at the movies last night will
call she may have the gum. If the
gum won't come off, she can have the
pants, too.”

FOUR-LEAF CLOVER.
[Ella Higginson.] #
I know a place where the sun is like

old,
And the cherry blossoms burst with
snow;
And underneath is the loveliest nook,
Where the four-leaf clovers grow.
One leaf is for hope and one is
faith,
And one is for love, you know.
And God put another in for luck:
If you search, you will find where they
grow.

for

But you must have hope and you must
have faith,

You must love and be strong—and ¢o,

If you work, if you wait, you will find
the place

Where the four-leaf clovers grow.

HIS MISTAKE.
Magistrate (to prisoner)—You
that when you broke into the

say
shop

value and left the till,
of money, untouched. How was that?
K Prisoner—Don’'t you reproach me for
that mistake. My wife has

{ abused me enough for being such a
; fool.

i

which was full

| DAWN IN A GARDEN.

| [Herbert Harper in Reedy's Mirror.]

{ The border of my garden shows

| Glorious with lilies tall and white.

And that «da beauty of a rose,
Red—with a hint of night.

And as I wasch their buds unclose
Touched by the magic of the light,

1Lo? suddenly my garden grows

i To far horizons out of sight;

{ Tumults invade its still repose

I He ide by side, sworn

of old as foes.

and Ei

banners

French fleur-de-lys
Those ancient
gleam:

The Maid of France before them goes,
Mailed knights and bowmen pass be-

tween.

This morning from my garden close
Dead armies marching have 1 seen.
LRy

SPEED.
was boasting to an
the fastness of Amer-

An American
Irishman about
}ican train:

L “Why, PFat

»” said the American., “‘we

already

run our trains so fast in America that
the telegraph poles look like a con-
tinuous fence.”

“Do they now?” eaid Pat. “Well, sir,
I was wan day on a train in Ireland,

land as we passed first a field of tur-

|

|
|
i
1
|

I nips,

then wan of carrots, thea wan
of cabbage, and then a large pond of
watar, we were goin’ that fast I
thought it was broth!”

THE- THINGS WORTH WHILE.
Some'times I get t' thinkin’

An’ it kind o' seems to me
Th’ things worth while in this ol’

Jest simmers down t' three

world

| A lovin’ heart’s th’ first thing

cbmrades |

rose,

and |

An’' th' sweetest part o' life
Is when vou come at end o' day
To kiddies, home, an’ wife,

Th’ appetite fer hard work
An’ fer trudgin’ to'rds th’ zoal—
That's second in my little plan
Fer happiness o’ soul.

An’ last a emilin’ count’'nance
Jest to chase away the blues

An’ paint on other peoples’ souls
Them shinin’ rainbow hues.

If vou'd make life worth livin'
Try these big things worth while;
Thev're three (I'll sum 'em up ag'in)
Jest love an’ work an' smile.

they

<

The Dominion Tire dealer also carries
Dominion Inner Tubes and Tire Accessories.

Dominion Tires are good tires.

DOMINION TIRES

will fill your every
expectation in a tire.

Whether you measure their worth by the mileage

give—or the gasoline consumption—the ease
of riding—or handsome appearance —Dominion
Tires will give you all the honest dollar and cents
value you can expect—and more.

L € : Ask the man
who uses Do_mmlon Tires.




