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This Advertisement

y the first packet of

man from the city while she fills his
shoes.

In short—every woman and every
tecn.age girl can do SOMETHING
during July and August towardd as-—
suring the country of the full benefit
{ of those crops which Nature so bounti-
i fully yields, war or no war. It is one
of the biggest things ever asked of a

'Cream Wante

SWEET OR CHURNING CREA
We supply cans, pay express charg
and remit daily.
Our price now Is forty-six cents

Mutual Dailry and Creamery Oe.
"‘2 King St. West Toronte

WAR’S INSISTENT CALL TO
THE WOMEN OF CANADA

Canada Appceals to Her Daughters to Rally to Her Aid in This the
Greatest Crisis in History—Enlist For Food Saving

ﬁ

but we rely absolutely on the inimitable flavour
and quality to make you a permanent customer.

We will even offer to give this first trial free if

you will drop us a postal to Toronto.
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. Runaway : J ul'ietté

By Arthur Henry Gooden

CRAPTER X.—(Cont'd.)

Near the nost-ofiice they were halj-
ei by a man n a dusty buckhourd
¢rawn hy a pair of thin mules. Burt
dowa and drew in pis team,
the evicently a rancaer,
ground and strole up.

sl <and wove a
; his face was red, his

siowed

> froat
cs angry.

“Am-1 goin' to have that water?”
be demanded abruptly.

“Hello, Dean!"” was Burt's suave
response. “Meet Miss  Dare--Jim
s niece, you know. - Used to

bor of yours when she was a
ex

leaned forward, hand

is Mr. Dean! Ilow do you

and

Burt

his hat
faced

remoyved
Then he

rancher
hiinds.,
{ my question straight ?
I goin’ to have that water, or
o g0 G R
“You'd better see me some
tme, Dean; right now P'm kind
rushed-—'
Dean prasped the dashbourd, thrust-
his goatee.
“You've 1 that all summer, but,
v Jupiter, wantg to know now! Am
or ain't I goin' to get that water?”
try I by the scene, a little
Fieun of sunburned men, ranchers for
the most part, had turned and were

of

I
\

the banker nervously,
kknow, Dean, I can jus
all the water there is, wha
ditch ranai loyw—""
moment the rancher’s eyes
then his hand dropped and he
away, jected an li
\ they passed

post

t
thoihe
oy

tized,

de listless.
the
flice,
conscious of an
With a little
fizure of Clay
he doorway, a
ssing his face
led smiling-
then gravely

the 0

{ Ll

v the
rue frem

s were still hurning
onder, and disturb-
nithy was reached

o leave the bhug;

Burt - casi
friends,
rds to the
¢ days

id
be right
Give my
out

zood
1'¢
be one o
g So long!
witked into  the
That expre on Clay’s
led. It made her feel as if
en with Andy Burt was con-
f disloyal The brief visit
her exalted,

3 and now it
d-water had been dashed
sotil.  Even old Dean's face
with  her —the hopeless,
ten leok, and the faces of that lit-
reroup of men.
sl

and

her

upset

on

if col

povsTsted
bis
$n

voice
I'he

horn's
nodded.
enly. “Huh!
abont Maggie
treated rough, I know, but

horzes —it takes con-

poundin’ to shape

s the Great Smith

The trouble

fraid of the

: knowin® whi come for us;
we don’t know that love's back of
stroke of His hammer  well,
my word for it, Maggie's

clean and fine

, she bein' some

, bt good clean metal

k

e

ip into his earnest
eves misty.

I know,” she said simply.
I a good deal better, thank you.”

Slowiy she rode home through the
shimmering heat, through the clouds
f thick yellow dust that trailed in
the sultry Dean’s face would not
ave her mind's ey and the face of
Thorpe. and these other faces. It was
wretchedly unjust, of course, that Burt
would nol sell them water,

Suddenly Julietta lifted her eyes to
the purple hills. IFor a moment she
Jooked startled, almost frightened;
then a glow of color leaped into her
cheeks, and from her lips broke a sin-

le quick laugh as she clapped in her
ﬁ«els and sent the bay mare bounding
ehead in indignant surprise.

“Why, of course!” she said gayly.
“Of course! And this time it's a real
fdea!”
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CHAPTER XI.

She found Mrs. Wurrell sitting on

the veranda:. The older woman open-
ed on her pettishly.

“Well, you did get back

at last!

0Old Fitzhorn's gettin’ slower with his

work, eh?”

“1 stopped to
Julietta frankly.

“Keep her name o'n this place!’
eaid the old woman furiously.
don't want sight nor sound of her.
You'd better be gettin’ that rod back
to Jim.”

Maggie,” said

see

take it to him,” re-
ordered her
but Julietta
the words and
She passed

on around the house to the barn, and
there encountered the man Jake, who
had been on the place since her first
memory of it.

“Here's your machine part, Jake,”
she ss holding out the rod. 1lle
made no motion to take it, but re-
garded her with a queer intentness.

“No use givin’ it to me,” he mutter-
ed sourly, *“I've quit.”

*Quit!"” she repeated in surprise.
. “Why, 1 thought Uncle Jim was short-
handed!”

“He's fired me,” glowered Jake.
“Iired me, Jake Robbins, as knows
more about ranchin’ than he'll know in
a hundred years! Made out he fired
me for loafin’ on the thresher, but he
can't fool me, Jim Wurrell can’t. I
know too much (o suit him, that's
what.”

“About what demanded Julietta
in surprise. He gazed at her with
smoldering eyes, and she studied him
curiously—-the stoop of his lank fig-
ure, his prominent-boned face, his in-
scrutable gray eves, his red-creased
neck, his huge, toil-hardened hands.

an

“About you,” he returned slowly.
Now there came a strange glitter into
his eyes, a gleam that spoke of some-
thing smoldering beneath the surface,
of some deep-brooding wrong; it
frightened the girl.

“I knew your father, Larry Dare,”
he went on with a sudden rush of
words. “Heart as big as all out-
doors, he had. He was too trustin’,
though. else you'd know the truth
about thiz here ranch.”

Julietta's cheeks flooded with color.

“What about me, this ranch?
Tell me, Juke!”

“Why, this here ranch was Larry
Dare's, and by rights it belongs to you,
not to Jim Wurrell!”

“Mine?” Julietta shook her head.
*No, Uncle Jim has always owned it
as leng as I can remember, Jake. You
must be mistaken.”

“I can remember longer'n you,” said
Jake grimly. “Larry Dare was thrown
from a horse and killed when you was
a baby. Your ma bein' dead too, the
Wurrells moved on the ranch; but it
ain't theirs, and the. courthouse re-
cords can prove it."”

“How do you know?" demanded
Julietta coldly. He rcad the
picion and unbelief in her eyves, and
flared up in hot anger.

“I been waitin® for this day to come,
I have! It ain’t so long that I found
out, neither. Soon as I'laid eyes on
vou las’ night I knew my day'd come
to speak for Larry's girl. But Jim
suspicioned, and soon's you drove off
this mornin’ he tells me to git. I did
git, but I come back a-purpose to tell
you some things. You see, Miss
Dare, 1 used to know your dad, back
when I had my own ranch.”

“Oh!" Juletta. remembered sudden-
ly..  There had been a Robbing ranch
in the old days.  “Thank you for say-
ine what you did about my father.
But what became of vour ranch?”

“Andy Burt got it,”” and the gray
eves filled with a glowering light of
hatred. “He's another one what's
got things hid.  "T'weren't long before
yvour daddy died that Andy borrowed
five thousand dollars from him —give
his note for it. I reckon you ain't
heard 'bout that neither. Look here,
girl! Jim Wurrell's got that note,
see”? “ell, so long's Andy keeps
quiet 'bout this ranch bein’ yours,
Jim'll never press him for that money;
and so long’s Jim keeps quiet ’bout the
five thousand Andy keeps his mouth
shut and provides water. See? I
reckon you stirred up some panic when
you dropped in here on 'em so sudden.
That's why Jim Wurrell tells me to
‘git.  And now I'm goin', since I've
crabhed that little game o' hide-the-
thimble; but.” and his huge fist came
up toward the sky, "I ain't throuzh
vet, so help me!”

The final words came out with a
deadly vehenmence that shook tarough
his whole body. Then he stooned,
slung a roll of blankets over his
shoulder, and strode away without
further regard to the girl.

Julietta stood rooted to the «pot,
her confused mind gradually clearing.
Explainéd were the reluctance and
embarrassment of Clay Thorpe; ex-
plained was the strange demeanor of
the Wurrells; explained were Burt,
and the scorn on the face of Clay in
the post-office doorway. Clay knew
that her uncle was a henchman of
[Andy Burt's. The knowledge that
the ranch was hers and that Burt
owed flve thousand dollars and ac-
{cumulated interest did not elate Juli-
etta, but it did untangle the knotted
i skein of mysery.

(To be continued.)
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The able-bodied man who is out
work this yvear is indeed a slacker.

of July.

Every farming community this year

ers to change \\o:'k and facilitate farm

‘(»p«-rulions.

! Potato starch and alcohol are heing

jused in England to make a substitute
for rubber. A company in Virginia
as been organized to make synthetic
(artificial er cut of caleium ca
Lide. .

i

Dahlias can be planted until the first t tion stagger under k f
ransportatio h ¢ de cgs ol
; transport 2 g che can report them and have them

I with a direct challenge that is as ir-| them by the Government.
—s | resistible as the soldier's bugle call.

and Food Production.

With the insistent note of a clarion
call to service, the message has gone
forth: “Ty the farms!”

For months past it has wm'm’c‘ly
across the country, and the echo has{
been caught up and thrown hack
from time to time. But now it comes

It sounds from end to end of the
country. Men and women are;

’hv:n'koning. They are thinking nhoutj

| cock with such an issue.

. poor; the busy and the idle.

other Something in his aspect saddened her.'

"tow and reap.

«f should be formed into groups of farm- |

it; talking about it. But there is no
time to play battledore and shuttle- |
There must
be action—immediate, clear-cut, '
whole-hearted action. |

The challenge is to men and women |
alike. Equality of service is demand-'
ed of them. Employer and employee !
are asked to help; the rich and the
There
is no intention that any industry be
put out of joint or business disorgan-
ized.  There is every iitention that
all the resources of the country be,
judiciously used in making the most
of Canada’s harvest this year. The
need is imperative. Nothing can off-
set thig fact.

What the women of Europe have
done to save the crops is an old tale;!
vet ever new in the wonder of it.|
What the women of Canada have done
in this line is negligible yet, although
there has been some brave pioneering
in Eastern Ontario, and for years past
in the West, when no other lubor was
obtainable, the farmer in desperation
enlisted his wife's help in the outdoors. |

Not even the deeds of the thous-'
ands of men who are daily sacrificing

suffering and the humiliation of the ’
women of invaded countries. The

have had few material privatons,
even in three and a half years of war.

They have worked splendidly, and
time and again they have reiterated
their desire to do everything asked of
Indeed,
they have pleaded for a wider field of
activity.

They have had the answer now. The
way has been clearly indicated.

The greatest need of the hour is for
labor on the faims. Mr. Henry B.
Thomson, chairman of the Food Board,
has put it up to the men and women
of Canada in no equivocal terms.

The women can answer this call to
arms in one of two ways. Lither
they can go out on the lamd them-
selves, or they can release a man for
the period of the harvest.

The farmers have done their share.
They are working like slaves, and
their wives are doing no less. They
responded splendidly to the appeal for
increased production earlier in the
vear, with the result that it is estimat-

| woman.

| Allies.

resistible argument why every woman
" should turn her hand to food conserva-
tion, to food proc

down and
allow other authorities to organize you might take them for innocent

It is for the sake of our
But most of all--for our men

‘over there.” They provide the ir-

luction, or to both.

e

Food Control Corner

Bolsheviki doetrines have brought

Russia down from one of the greatest  SU¢
food producing countries on the glol
‘to a condition of starvation.
with liberty,
understand, filled with idealistic no-|
tions about the equality of men, and Straw, and three blankets.
lacking individual initiative, produc-
tion in Rusgsia has practically ceased, !
according to the evidences reaching .
the
and
that even were the peasants
land producing their usual amount of  to turn you from a flabby,
foodstuffs, the people in the manu-|pamby, puny molly-coddle

facturing population

el
Drunk

which they did - not

Transportation
is so disorganized
of the,

outside world.
distribution

would still be
without the necessary food supplies to;
sustain them in safety and comfort.|
Unless the people~of Russia steady,
organize  themselves or’

UNEASY LIES THE HEAD——

The Army Bed is Really a Serjous !
Subject at First Acquaintance.,

A mere civilian does not know what
a/bed is. To him it is something {soft
and yielding, something the body
snuggle in and the soul can drea

What a delusion! I speak from
perience when I say that a bed is no
h thing. There is only one kind
of bed nowadays—one kind, at leas!}
worth reckoning. It consists o
three boards, a couple of low tressels,
a maitress more or less stuffed with

“No ’ot-water bottles this trip,”
says the red-cheeked sergeant.

You grin, to show your apprecia-
tion of the point. If the sergeant
says so, it is so. And then you ex-
amine the structure which is going

namby-
(the ser-
geant’s phraseology, this) into a real
live man.

The boards, you discover, are really
boards. There is nothing yielding’ or
elastic about them. To look at t

ed that there are now 2,600,000 acres them, there is the possibility of one of ' boards in need of a scrubbing.

more than last year under the princi-
pal grain crops in Western Canada.
It stands to reason that if labor
was scarce before the war, the greatly
increased acreage, coupled with the
exodus of young men from the farms
to join the colors, makes the situation
infinitely more serious. It has been
estimated that over 100,000 men are
needed to gather in this year's harvest.
The teen-age boys have been called
upon, and have responded gallantly.
Some thirty thousand Soldiers of the

|
|

|

|
|

Off .

lo the
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Men Must Fight—and
themselves on the battlefields of Eur-!
ope have eclipsed the heroism, the en-
durance, the patience of the women of
France, Belgium and Great Britain.
They have known the extremity of
siffering. They have tasted the dregs
of war. They have lacked the sxlimu]us|
of the excitement of war. Yet they |
have nobly “carried on.” Even as |
their men have fought, they have
worked.

What they did in the fields of Eur-|
ope temporarily staved off the wolf |
of starvation from -the doors of the |
people. What they did in the muni- |
tion shops kept the guns supplied with !
shells.  What they did in office, in
factory, in work-shop, in every phaw)
of industrial life, kept the wheels of |
commerce turning and steadied the
fluctuating pulse of an over \\'mlu:htz
nation. |

It was in those early days when the
men were suddenly called to arms and |
the crops would have rotted had they |
not harvested them that the women |
first showed their mettle and rose tu\\
the occasion voluntarily. As Lloyd |
George said of them: !

“They know their country is in the,
grip of grim tragedy. In Flanders, !
girls harnessed themselves to hcavy
barges and plod along the towpath, |
thanking God they've released—not a'
man, but a horse to help in the war.”

In Russia and Italy the women plow,
Even on the beautiful
Riviera the shadow of war has fallen,
and the young girls in the work of

wine or waler weighing eighty pounds.

In Scotland, girls single turnips,,
plant potatoes, drive horses and carts |
in the fields, and help in every kind of
farm work. In Britain to-day, there
are 5,000,000 women taking the places
of men in various forms of work.
There are 300,000 engaged in agricul.
tural work alone. |

The women of Canada can «
things.  They, have been

lo 'ho.‘v[
spared the!

Women Must Reap.
Soil will help the farmers through the
arduous period ahead of them. 1

How about the women?

Canada needs her daughters to rally
now. She needs the help and the in-
spiration of every one of them. There
is none so weak that she cannot do
something, and surely none so craven
that she WOULD rot do something

No true Canadian woman would let
the grain spoil on the stalk were she
actually to see it wasting before her
eyes
cious than goid o rubies

But when it begzing to rot would be
too late.

The time to act is now!

It does not matter a scrap what a
woman is or ever will be; what her
social status, her occunation or her
share of this worll's goods.
is a new democracy abroad--a won-
derful levelling of grades. Useful-
ness and service are the things that
count. |

Every woman must search her soul |
and ask herself how she can best help |
in taking care of the harvest of 1918./
She does not need to be a trained,
farmerette, though if she is, it's, all
the better.

If she is a city girl who was brought |
up on the farm, she should be useful
right out on the land.

If she is a good housekeeper, she
to help the farmer's

can \'(!]‘Il\"('(‘l'
wife for a time.

If she knows of any male. loafers, |

)

sent to ‘“pastures new” to pitch hay.

If she can take a man's place tem- |
porarily in the city, then by all means|
let her do it and add one man to re-]
lieve the labor situation. |

If she can give up her holidays this,
year to work on the farm, she will he
doing a plucky aml patriotic th

1f she is a girl of I
her-to go out on the

isure, it is to

end a

! nation and a

| reverted

the graiu that is now more pre. $10 to $55.50 per acre for raw land.

the most stupendous disasters to a

occurred in history. Without authori

out motive or initiative. ~We read of !
peasants in their anger against thei
property holding class of the late
aristocrat regime, destroying not only
the personal effects of the nobility
and the owning class, but the very
crops which they had themselves
under the former social organization
produced for the nation at large. 1In
their re-action against property own-
ing, they have destroyved the goose
that laid the golden eggs. We read
of peasants in certain villages having
gone to such extremes as to seize the
cattle of the local land owner, now
deposed, flay them alive and turn
them loose. Witkout the old motive
of compulsion to cultivate the land for!
the land--owner, now that the land has

to the peasants and they!
themselves are the owners, they have
neglected to work and to produce the!
necessaries of life.  To such a pass
is the nation drifting that recent dis-
patches have reported that the so

called Government of present-day
Russia are sending plenopotentiaries
to China, the formerly despised and
so-called decadent neighbor to the
east, to make arrangements for pro-

! vicions to tide them over next winter.

It is difficult to imagine China, one
of the most densely populated areas in
the world, living largely on rice and |
very meagre fare, having sufficient
surplus to feed 150,000,000 people in
starving Russia. |

Bolshevism is sometimes quoted in
this country as an ideal, worthy of
imitation. The pass to which Russia
has drifted is a warning that Bolshev-
ism and insanity are not very far
apart. The nation that will weather
the storm of this war the best, is the
nation that organizes most efficiently
and disciplines itself most strictly.
Production must be carried on to a
limit of our power. Destructive
eriticism and petty fault finding are
weaknesses and dangers. Unity of
purpose and constituted leadership is
essential. It is a case of a strong
pull, a long pull and a pull altogether.
Men must be found for the army, for
munition making and for food produc-
tion. Non-essential industries must
provide men for essential industries.
Women in this country must take the
places of men to the limit of their
power when called upon. Farmers
must recognize the necessities of war
and the public in general must unite
to save the harvest of 1918.

VN
Garden crops will not give good re-

|
|
sults unless the soil is kept well vul-{

tivated.
At a sale of school lands in North

Battleford district prices ran from

|

No need of your screen doors or
windows rusting if you will paint them

| a8 goon as purchased, with good paint |
"and oil. [

{

Wilmar local of the Saskatchewan!
Grain Growers' Association has re- |
commended that all poolrooms

and |
bowling alleys be closed during the

Yo
There' war.

,suddenly striking the

when you have spent one night

great people that every ithem you have a fairly vivid

of how the ancient martyrs felt

| for whom they have fear and respect, a course on the rack.
the Russian peasant seems to be with-|

And the mattress!* It is a
and a delusion! It has lumps
There are some big lumps and
lumps, and there are also
where the top and bottom
through lack of straw.

Still, with luck, you occasio)
fall asleep on the lumps, and d
that your ear is on Mount Eve,
vour shoulder in the Thames Val
and your legs on an escalator.

But you need not worry. The di
won't last for ever. There are
ous ways of waking up. One is
ground
your hands, for the tressels raise
only a few inches above it. An
iz the collapse of the tressels t
selves.

Well. rever mind!
blankets.

The civilian idea of a blankef
something white and fluffy and
and warm. The Army blanket
not designed to fulfil these req
ments,

You have t

L R o

A little disinfectant sprinkied
the straw titter in the coop will
down vermin.

- t
cans- 7.5

(omfort |
1ye |

" BREADMIXER

MAKES'BREAD N 3 MINUTES
tes all guess
Makes light,
wholesome  bread,
rolls, etc. without
Saves flowr
and helps conserve
D) the Nanon's food
} supply
Coavenient, quick
and dlean — hands
do not touch dough.

D - Work

through your dealer

four loafl size $2°7
cight loaf size $7

ane
$3.28

Louis XV Model!, $550.00
THE WILLIAMS PIANO CO.,

A ‘g}gﬁfm

E example of the late

Queen Victorla in se-
lecting the Williams New
Scale Plano has been fol-
lowed by many of the,
world's most renowned
musiclans. This fact has
caused it to be known as
the Choice of the Great
artists,

LIMITED, OSHAWA ONT.

Canada’s Oldest and Largest Piano Makers
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