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Boys, Become

Salesmen !

WHEN the war is
over there will be
a lot of new salesmen
wanted to sell goods. If
you are ambitious to
“get along,” why not be-
gin in any easy task like
selling a high-class
weekly paper. This will
teach you to become a
bigger salesman later
on.

You Can Sell Canadian
Courier for several
reasons. Listen.

(1) The people will
want it when they see it.

(2) There are not
near enough agents at
work selling. Has your
town got a boy sales-
man?

(8) Canadian Courier
is becoming more inter-
esting and valuable
every week. A fine pro-

gramme of special arti-
cles, pictures and stories
is going to give it a big
boost everywhere. i

(4) Subscribers write
us telling how théy ap-
preciate it. “I would as
soon miss a meal as my
Courier,® said one man
down in Quebec Prov-
ince.

Boys, Become Agents.

(5) Reason No. 5 is
good. We have helps
for the “new boy.” It is
called “Selling Points,”
which shows him how,
also full instructions
how to do business.

cannot fail to be re-
warded. The new and
popular price of

5 Cents Per Copy

is making new readers
for us every day.

Come on, boys. Try it
in your spare time.
Write to me for descrip-
tive terms and sample
copies.

SALES MANAGER

C inadian Courier
181 Simecoe St., Toronto

(6) The boy ‘agent

foe T HE - COTRIER.

ly whirling -hiy mount, Avery raced
away after the ball,.and with another
clean stroke scored a goal. Bvery one
about cried out in approbation.

“He’s- very quick and clever, isp’t
he?’ Harriet said to Eaton.

Eaton modded: “Yes; he’s by all
odds the most skillful man on the
field, I should say.”

The generosity of the praise impel,

1 led the girl, somehow, to qualify it.

“But only two others  really have

1 played much—that man and that.™

“Yes, 1 picked them as the experi-
enced oneg,” Baton said quietly.

“The others—two of them, at least
—are out for the first time, 1 think.”

They watched the rapid course of the
ball up and down the field, the scurry
and scamper of the ponies after it,
then the clash of a melee again.

WO ponies went down, and their
riders were flung. When they
arose, one of the least expefi-

enced boys limped apologetically from

the field. Avery rode to the barrier.
“1 say, any of you fellows, don’t you

want to try it? We’re just getting

warmed up.”

Harriet glanced at the -group Avery
thad--addressed ; 'ghe ‘knew .nearly all
wof them-—she ‘knew: t00 ‘that mone of
them were likely to accept the invita-
tion, and that Avery must be as well
aware of that as she was. Avery, in-
deed, scarcely glanced at them, but
looked over to Baton and gave the
challenge direct.

“Care to take a chance?”

Harriet Santoine watched her com-
panion; a sudden flush had come to
his face which vanished, as she turned,
and left him almost pale; but his eyes
glowed. Avery’s mamnner in challeng-
ing him, as though he must refuse
from fear of such a fall as he just had
witnessed, was not enough to explain
Baton’s start.

“How can 1?” he returned.

“If you want to play, you can,”
Avery dared him. “PFurden”—that
was the boy who had just been shurt,—
“will lend you gome things; his’ll just
about fit you; and you can have hig
mounts.” : ;

“Harriet reontinued 6 ~-wateh- Baton;
the challenge had been put 80 as to
give no ground for refusal but timidity.

“You don’t care to?” Avery taunted
thima deftly.

“Why don’t you try it?” Harriet
found herself saying to him.

He hesitated. She realized it was
not timidity he was feeling; it was
something deeper and stronger than
that. It was fear; but so plainly it
was not fear of bodily hurt that she
moved instinctively toward him in
sympathy. He looked swiftly at Avery,
then at her, then away. He seemed to
fear alike accepting or refusing to
play; suddenly he made his decision.

“’1l play.”

He started instantly away to the
dresging-rooms; a few minutes later,
when he rode onto the field, Harriet
was conscious that, in some way, Eaton
was playing a part as he listened to
Avery’s directions. Then the ball

ghe fell -her -pulses quicken ag ‘Avery
and Eaton raced side by side for the
ball. Haton might not have played
polo before, but he was at home on
horseback; he beat Avery to the ball
‘but, clumsy with his mallet, he missed
and overrode; Avery stroked the ball
smartly, and cleverly followed through.
But the next instant, as Eaton passed
her, shifting his mallet in his hand,
Harriet watched him more wonder-
ingly. 3

“He could have hit the ball if he’d
wanted to,” she declared almost aud-
ibly to herself; and the impression
that Baton was pretending to a clumsi-
negs which was not real grew on her.
Donald Avery appointed himself to op-
pose Eaton wherever possible, besting
him in every contest for the ball; but
she saw that Donald now, though he
took it wpon himgelf to show all the

*other players where they made their

mistakes, did not offer any more in-
struction to Eaton. One of the play-
ers drove the ball close to the barrier
directly before Harrlet; Haton and
Avery raced for it, neck by neck. As
before, Eaton by better riding gained

| a little; as they came wup, she saw

Donald’s attention was not upon the
ball or the play: instead, he was
watching Eaton closely. And she
realized suddenly that Donald had ap-
preciated as fully as ~herself that
Baton’s clumsiness was a pretence. It
was no longer merely polo the two
were playing; Donald, suspecting or
perhaps even certain that Eaton knew
the game, was trying to make him show
it, and BEaton was watchfully avoiding

this. Just in front of her, Donald lean-

ing forward, swept the ball from in
front of Baton’s pony’s feet.

For a few moments the play was all
al the furither edge of the field; them
once more the ball crossed with a long
curving shot and came hopping and
rolling along the ground close to
where she stood. Again Donald and
Raton raced for it.

“Stedman!” Avery called to a team-
mate to prepare to receive the ball
after he had struck it; and he lifted
hig mallet to drive the ball away from
in front of Eaton. But as Avery’s club
was coming down, Baton, like a flash
and apparently without lifting his mal-
let at all, caught the ball a sharp,
smacking stroke. It leaped like a bul-

det, straight and true,-toward the goal,

and -before -Avery could -turn, Baton
wasg after it and upon.4t, but he did
not thave to strike again; it bounded
on and on between the goal-posts,
while together with the applause for
the stranger arose a laugh at the ex-
pvense of Avery. But as Donald halted
tefore her, Harriet saw that he was
not angry or discomfited, but was smil-
ing triumphantly to himself; and as
she called in praise to Eaton when he

came close again, she discovered in’

him only dismay at what he had done.

The practice ended, and the players
rode away. She waited in the club-
house 1ill Avery and Baton came up
from the dressing-rooms. Donald’s
triumphant satisfaction seemed to
have increased; Baton was silent and
precccupied. Avery, hailed by a group
of men, started away; as he did so,
he saluted Eaton almost derigively.
Haton’s return of the salute was openly
thostile. , -She looked uip at him, keenly,
trying: - unavailingly - to - determine
whether more had taken place between

: the-two-men than she herdelf had wit-

‘|»was thrown in for a serimmage, and

nessed.

*“You had played polo before—and
played it well,” she charged. “Why
did you want to pretend you hadn’t?”

HE made no reply, Asg she began

to talk of other things, she dis-

covered that his manner toward

her had taken oneeven greater formal-

ity and constraint than it had since

his talk with her father the day be-
fore. :

The afternoon was not warm enough
to sit outside; in the club-house were
gathered groups of men and girls who
had come in from the golf-course or
from watching the polo practice. She
found herself now facing one of these
groups composed of some of her own
friends, who were taking tea and
wafers in the recess before some
windows. They motioned to her to
Jjoin .them; and. ghe .could not -well re-

¢ fuse, especially as this had been a part

of her father’s instructions. The men
rose, 28 she moved toward them,
Eaton with her; she introduced Eaton;
a chair was pushed forward for her,

and two of the girls made a place for

Baton on the
them.

As they geated themselves and were
served, Eaton’s participation in the
polo practice was the subject of con-
versation. She found, as she tried to
talk with her nearer meighbours, that
she wasg listening instead to this more
general conversation which Eaton had
joined. She saw that these people had
accepted him as one of their own gort
to the point of jesting with him about
hig “lucky” polo stroke for a beginner;
his manner toward them was very dif-
ferent from what it had been just now
to herself; he seemed at ease and un-
embarragssed with them. One or two of
the girls apeared to have been eager—
even amxious—to meet him; and she
found herself oddly resenting the atti-
tude of these girls. Her feeling was
indefinite, vague; it made her flush

window-geat between

and grow uncomfortable to recognize
dimly that there was in it‘spme sense

COURIER

| DECENNIAL

- CAMPAIGN

N December, 1916, ihe Cana-~
l dian Courier will be exactly

ten years old. 1t purposes
to celebrate this  important
event in the mapner most fit-
ting to a public journal—by mak-
ing still wider the bounds of its
circulation and influence. This
it will partly do by an appeal to
present readers. :

THE CHRONICLES OF CAN-
ADA, as presented in the Courier
files, are varied and interesting
reading. The resume of Cana-
dian history, as presented week
after week—of news, opinions
and comment—cannot be dupli-
.cated anywhere. Its value 18
recognized repeatedly by public-
ists, educators, and librarians.
Full sets' of the 19 published
volumes command good prices.
If you have a complete file—-
hang on to it.

WAR RECORDS.—We have
the fact that numbers of people
want back copies of the Courier
for the sake of a pictorial and
editorial review of the great war.

WORLD OUTLOOK.—Recent-
ly the Courier has broadened its
scope from a review largely of
Canadian evenig only to a sur-
vey of world happenings and
opinions. Thig feature is illus-
trated in all current issues. The
increased value of this service is
apparent. The Courier thus be-
comes a more essential literary
record in-convenient fcrm-of the
times we dive dn. o !

SUBSCRIBERS.—The Courier
is of the opinion that the sup-
porters of a journal with such
superior aims must belong to t.he
most alert and progressive
cdlasses of Canadians. It is per-
haps not a surface idea, but' i.t
must be apparent that the cx'tx—
zenship of any country is in-
fluenced by its journalism. The
Courier feels it has a mission to
gerve in Canadian affairs. It in-
vites the continuance of the old
subscriber and the co-operation
of the new.

CO-OPERATION.—That's just
the word. How can a Courier
reader co-operate?
along his copy 10 a friend, by a
recommendation to one digposed
to recognize and preserve what
ig vital to our times. You can do
more: you-can send us names of

COUPON.

Courier Decennial Campaign.
Canadian Courier:

1 am so interested in the
Courier as a chronicle of
Canadian and world - events
that 1 wish those named be-
low to see sample issues with-

out expense or lability.
Kindly send them.
Yours truly, '
(SIg) v oodivibuonsiloyvas
Names:

By passing




