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Go to the dealer who 
shows this sir*

OME men never get more than one chance at these woodland 
1 beauties in a whole season’s shoot. How supremely im

portant, then, is the choice of your rifle and ammunition. Remember 
this—that Remington UMC tremendous popularity and prestige is not 
due to a few crack shots’ records, but to the high average, splendid 
year-in-year-out performance of Remington UMC in the hands of 
the rank and file of sportsmen the world over.

For a rifle—a Remington UMC Repeater, solid breech, hammerless, safe. For 
ammunition—Remington UMC metallics—made in every calibre, for every arm. 
Over loo years* experience guarantee you results. We live only by your success.

REMINGTON U.M.C. OF CANADA, LIMITED
WINDSOR, ONT. 708

An Appeal to the 
Mothers of Germany.

Hall Caine Pictures Useless Slaughter of 
English Children by German Raiders— 
Says Outraged Motherhood May Com
pel Reprisals.

O (By HAI.L CAINE.)
TO THE MOTHERS OF GERMANY: i lay asleep. There they were under 

Mothers of Germany, all the world 1 the blinking night-light, looking soft 
knows how dearly you love your chil- and white as milk, each in her little 
dren. Some of us (now your enemies) ; cot, which was banked up with dolls 
who, in the unbelievable days before and oranges and chocolate boxes in
the war (Ah, God, can it be?) used to 
sleep and eat and laugh in your Ger
man homes, as you slept and ate and 
laughed in our English homes, have 
memories of little domestic scenes in 
Germany which were sufficient to 
prove it. Two or three such memor
ies come back to me now, and not all 
the fiery passions that have burnt up 
the sweetness of the years between 
ran quite blacken the tender grace of 
them.

The first is of a Christmas Eve 
spent in the house of a beautiful 
young German woman with three or 
four sweet young children. Like Ib
sen’s little mother, she had spent the 
morning in mysterious journeys to 
the village shops, in smuggling 
strange looking parcels into the house 
and in certain solitary occupations in 
the drawing-room. But toward the 
early dusk of the winter day the" 
blinds were pulled down, the folding 
doors were thrown open, and then the 
little people, dressed up in white, 
tingling with excitement and holding 
each other’s hands, were allowed to 
go in as to some magic cave, with 
our black-coated contingent of older 
folk following in the rear.

There in the middle of the floor 
stood the Christmas tree, glittering 
with red and blue candles all alight, 
glistening with crackers, laden with 
toys, and crowned with the welcom
ing face of the Christmas Man. And 
there, too, was the young mother her
self, waiting and watching with 
eager eyes for the wonder and joy in 
the eyes of her children. After the 
first moments of breathless awe were 
over and “Stille Nacht, heilige Nacht," 
had been sung, she called on the gov
erness to play something on the piano. 
Tlipn there was a romp round the tree 
the young mother taking the hands of 
her youngest on either side, and all 
laughing and shrieking with delight.
I stood in the open doorway, I. re
member, and if there was anything 
morejnoving for me in the-fairy-like 
scene ,than the happiness of the chil
dren,-it was the searching sense of the 
mother-heart- throbbing through and 
through it.

The tiftcond of the memories that 
come Mek to me is of the same 
home of happiness a few hours later. 
After various carols, sung in silvery 
child voices at the back of the dining 
room door, the house was silent, and 
with noiseless footsteps we were ; x 
creeping upstairs behind the young || 
mother to the darkened chamber j 
where her golden-headed treasures .

such positions that they must be the 
first things seen by the Ititle sleeper 
when she opened her eyes in the 
morning. This was another and yet 
more touching scene out of fairy
land, and It had the same sense of 
the mother-heart throbbing through 
and through it.

The Contrast In England.
And now, with a hot and quivering 

heart, I think of other scenes in 
England which seem to say, rightly or 
wrongly, that the German mother who 
loves her own so tenderly can be 
more cruel to the children of the Eng
lish mother than the wolf to the 
whelps of the fox dam.

One is of a murky night In the first 
months of the war. On the top floor 
of a tenement house in North London 
three little children (just as white 
and soft and sweet as yours) lay 
asleep in each other’s arms. A Zep
pelin came riding through the black-

. I

The only Film fit for | 
a Kodak is

EASTMAN
FILM.

Dependable, Uniform, 
Fast.

Our supply in all sizes Is com
plete—get your film here for the 
holiday.

TOOTON’S,
The Kodak Store, 328 

Water Street.

ness of the skies, and dropped bombs 
on their humble home. All three 
were killed.

In the Spring of the present year a 
laboring man who lived in a cottage 
on the edge of a little holiday town 
on our southeast coast, was smoking 
his last pipe late at night before go
ing to bed, when a shell from a Ger
man destroyer on the dark sea outside 
struck the upper storey where his 
wife and children lay asleep. Amid 
the crash of falling timbers he reach
ed the foot of the broken stairway 
and called up to his wife. There was 
at first no answer, and then out of 
the darkness came a frightened cry 
from his little daughter, five years of 
age.

“Come down, dearie," he called.
“I can’t daddie, I’m hurt," cried the 

child.
The distracted man clambered up to 

the child, carried her to the outer 
door of his house, told her to find her 
way, if she could, to her grand
mother’s down the street, and then re
turned to look for her mother and 
baby brother in the bedroom above. 
When he found them they were dead.

A fortnight ago, toward noon of a 
heavenly Summer day, in an infant 
school in East London, a hundred 
children, ranging in ages from 3 yrs. 
to 6, were singing their last lesson 
before the time came to scamper 
home in childish glee to their midday 
meal, when out of the sunshine of 
the sky, two bombs fell from a Ger
man air machine and killed ten of 
them and Wounded fifty. The scene 
was a frightful shambles. Some of 
the children were destroyed beyond 
all recognition, their sweet limbs be
ing splashed like a bloody avalanche 
against the broken walls. And a mo
ment later, their mothers, coming 
breathless, bareheaded, and with wild 
eyes to the school door, saw the 
mangled bodies of their babies brought 
out in a stream of blood.

Is Murder Worth While I
Mothers of Germany, if I have not 

spared you the pain of these descrip
tions it is because I want-you to real
ize for yourselves what English mo
thers feel about the murder of their 
innocent children, who knew nothing 
of the war and who had done no harm 
to any one. Who manned the legion 
of devilish engines that dropped 
death on them from the sky? Your 
sons, and some of them are still so 
young that it must seem to you only 
as yesterday since.you nursed them 
on your knees. Who directed them? 
Your fathers and husbands, and some 
of these are the rulers of your nation, 
and therefore responsible’ for the 
cowardly outrages. But motherhood 
is the supreme power in a State, al
ways has been, always will be, always 
must be, and if you, mothers of Ger
many, had set your faces against the 
doing of such things they would never 
have been done.

Were they worth while? Has the 
military advantage gained to the arms 
of'Germany by all her air raids put 
together been worth the golden head 
of one darling child? It has not. You 
could walk for a week through thou
sands of miles of the streets of Lon
don without seeing a trace of Zeppelin 
damage. Only oie real result has 
come of these barbarities from the 
first to the last—a hundred and fifty 
little coffins have been carried to thj 
cemeteries of South Lohdon and

Poplar, and the hearts of English 
mothers are afire as with burning 
coal.

I will not attempt to answer the ar-i 
guments with which, when-your mo
ther-hearts have been troubled by re
ports of the hideous calamities that 
have fallen on our children as from 
the kingdom of death and Jiell, your 
military leaders have put you off—. 
that they were accidents, military 
necessities, that London is a fortress 
which it is imperative to subdue, that 
what Germany has done in London is 
less than what Frenchmen did at 
Freiburg, that war is war and the 
only mercy is to make it terrible, so 
that it may be the sooner ended and 
the peace of the world restored. 
You are mothers, and I will ask you 
some simple questions out of the soul 
of your motherhood—they will be 
easier answered.

Have you considered what a crime 
against childhood is involved in these 
unnecessary atrocities? We come in
to the world through pain; most of 
us leave it in pain. Birth is a great 
agony; death may be an agony also. 
But between these two there is nearly 
always one golden strip of life, full 
of joy and peace and sunshine—child- 
hoodhood. To blacken out that sweet 
period altogether, to snatch the little, 
happy soul from the light of the sun 
—what an iniquity!

Have you thought of the sin against 
motherhood? When a woman bears a 
child she is a creator. God grants her 
the right, highest and proudest of His 
creatures, to repeat the miracle of 
creation. In becoming a mother she 
enters into the greatest of all empires, 
the holy empire of motherhood, where
of the only King, the only Kaiser, is 
God, and therefore her fealty is first 
to Him. When, out of the valley of 
the shadow of childbirth, she comes 
back with the new life, the light of a 
great joy is upon her, and neither the 
fear of poverty nor yet the dread of 
shame can quench it. To put out that 
light by putting out the life of her 
child—what a crime against mother
hood!

The Duties of a Mother.
Have you thought, too, of the right 

which nature gives to a mother to 
protect her child? That is the greater 
right than has ever yet been written 
in any lawbook. Deep down in every 
mother’s heart it lies, and it is sacred 
and everlasting. The first of a moth- 
re’s duties is to protect the little 
body she brings into the world and 
the living soul it shelters. The moth 
cr who would let harm befall her 
child, even to save herself, would be 
more guilty than the most savage of 
the lower animals. The animal moth
er will fight the felon sire for her 
young, and because of her motherhood 
the male partner gives place to her. 
An eternal law seems to grant to the 
mother of all speices the right to kill, 
if need be, that her offspring may not 
be killed. By the measuring of that 
right we may judge of the wickedness 
of taking it away from her. To out
rage the sanctuary of the mother’s 
breast by robbing it of the child it 
suckled is the crime of crimes. It is 
a crime that shames both the world 
and God.

And have you thought, also, that if 
our Christian faith counts lor any
thing, these helpless little ones who 
have been so cruelly done to death 
are mightier far than the whole of the 
German Empire now? Of such is the 
Kingdom of Heaven. If it is to God 
only that they can look for justice, 
their victory is sure. He who is too 
weak to fight for himself has God to 
fight for him. Is it only an idle 
thought, a foolish superstition, that 
until the trump of doom they will be 

‘waiting at the bar of God, at the feet 
of the Mother of all Mothers—these 
slaughtered innocents, with eyes that 
are as the eyes of your own children?

Mothers May Demand Reprisals.
I will not speak of reprisals except 

to say that, logically or illogically, 
nearly all that is best in our country 
is against them. But it is a fearful 
thing to play with the human soul, 
and of all souls the mother-soul is at 
once the sweetest and the most ter
rible. Therefore, not as a threat, nor 
even as a warning, but only as a light 
to light up the heart of the British 
mother, I tell you, mothers of Ger
many, that if further air raids over 
England should kill still more English 
children, no church, or press, or par
liament, or government, or backward 
thought of Freiburg will be able to 
withstand the demand of British 
motherhood (bleding for the loss of 
its dead and trembling for the safety 
of its living) for Justice and retribu
tion, and that the only result will be 
that thousands of your German child
ren, just as sweet and Innocent as 
our own, and living now in the full
ness of their childish joy, will soon 
(God knows how soon) be carried to 
their graves.

Mothers of Germany, let us stop the 
madness and delirium of such an un
natural conflict, and so make reprisals 
on either side unnecessary. Is It not. 
horror enough that through starless, 
nights and hopeless dawns ell Europe 
is in sorrow for the daily sacrifice of 
the flower of Its young manhood? 
Must the world weep for the slaughter 
of its children also?
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$8.2 BOYS’ SUITS for $5.5?
in all sizes m

Jf

At the above great reduction we are offapaig a large 
quantity of Boys’ Smart American Suits.

These Suits were originally $6.50 to $8.50 values, 
and every Suit is offered at the uniform price of $5.50. 
This is an exceptional chance for péfents who have 
boys aged from 2i/2 to 10 years. Doesn’t your boy 
need a new suit? .

In snappy belted and semi-military styles, made 
with detachable White Pique Collars, these Suits can 
be bought in Navy Serge, Black and White Check, 
Grey—in several tones, Brown Cloth and Corduroy.

We shall feature an attractive special each week
end which will make it well worth your while to watch 
our advertisements.

Always watch our 
Western window, 
it corresponds 
with our advertise
ment each week.
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TrOUt and

Salmon 
Casts

COME ALONG BOYS, WE GOT THEM !
150 Dozen Best Quality English Trout and Salmon Casts.

MARTIN ROYAL STORES HARDWARE 00., Ltd.
(Successors to Martin Hardware Co. & Royal Stores Hardware)
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AFTER THE WAR.

r—ft— old
just

Won't the 
world seem 
splendid when 
this weary war is 
ended, when we 
hang our swords 
and shotguns up 
behind the kit
chen door? And 
I hope, when done 
with slaying, we’ll 
devote our time to 
haying, that the 
thunder of 
captains may 

no more. All 
disarming, and 

view again 
had enough

The Gas Range! as when fried in

the
be

the
the
ap-

of

heard on earth 
world should be 
kings should turn 
pears ; for we’ve 
slaughter and of blood that flows like 
water—what we’ve had should satisfy 
us for at least a million years. But 
the war must drag on further, with 
its dreary wholesale murther, with its 
endless useless horrors till the kaiser 
has been canned; till the kron prinz, 
smashed and gory, says he’s had en
ough of glory, and the sword of 
wrath has fallen from the royal mad
man’s hand. Then, when there’s no( 
longer tidings of the captain and his 
ridings, and the pawing, neighing war- 
horse has to haul the farmer’s plow, 
this old world will be alluring, with a 
peace that is enduring, this old world 
that is so weary and so horror ridden 
now.

Sadie Wiseman, 14 Dicks’ 
Square, wins 2nd prize of $15.00 
for Stafford’s Lucky Number 
Competition, No. 1557. (See ad
vertisement.)—aug4,tf *

String sets of buttons on fine wire 
when you put them away and you save 
a . lot of time when you start to hunt 
in the button box.

are just as nice 
deep fat.

A mushy mixture of ammonia and 
salt will take white marks off the in
side of dark coat collars, but it should 
be remembered that it is a dangerous 
mixture.

Little pigs-in-blankcts arc made of 
selected oysters, dried and rolled in 
thin blankets of bacon, pinned with 

fried a deli-

The Gas Range means comfort for 
the housewife; shorter kitchen hours 
for her, and a cleaner kitchen. It is 
a great mistake to think that cooking 
with gas is expensive.

Whenever a woman becomes used to 
gas for cooking, thoughts of a coal or 
wood stove fill her with gloom, A | wooden toothpicks and 
Gas range is so much easier to oper- i cate brown in deep fat. 
ate, so efficient for all kinds of cook
ing, and so much cleaner, that the 
idea of going back to the old style 
methods is decidedly unpleasant. Yet 
in winter many housewives think they 
must use a coal or wood stove, be
cause there is no other way of heat
ing the kitchen. THERE IS ANOTH
ER WAY AND IT IS FAR BETTER 
THAN THE OLD. THE CLOW GAS 
STEAM RADIATOR WAY. may23,tf

Household Notes.
In these days of paper economy it 

is a good idea to let the children save 
the wrapping paper and make pads of 
it.

A flannel dipped in a little ammonia 
and rubbed on a white spot on polish
ed furniture will remove the spot.

This is the time of year to clean up 
outside premises and sprinkle lime 
where it is most needed in damp 
places. ? : . .

Every now adti then shoes shoiïld 
be given a sun-and-hir bath. • A good 
idea is to hâve two pairs and weaj 
them on alternate tlaVs- 

“Griddle,” to use on the oil stove, 
can be “home-made” of wire screen
ing, and take _I<ss time to heat than 
the regulation solid iron gg^e|., 

When lard is so expensive,' orders 
can be fried in Just enough lard to 
safely keep them from sticking. They

Pimento cheese can be rolled into 
balls, just as you make butter balls, 
and if placed on the side of the salad 
they add color, and it is a convenient 
way of serving cheese.

Old, discolored cauliflowers need 
never be thrown away. Break them 
into small pieces and leave in salt and 
water for twelve hours. Then pop 
them into a pickle-jar.

A shoulder of veal will make a de
licious roast. It will then slice cold 
and the odds and ends that are left 
will make a very nice salad. If the 
quantity is not quite enough for a 
salad add celery and hard-boiled eggs.

Î

The four lucky numbers are:
No. 601 winning 1st prize of.Â~
No. 1557 winning 2nd prize of..I 
No. 1556 winning 3rd prize of. ,9MM)0 
No. 1886 winning 4th prize of.. $5<D8

The above numbers' were drawn by 
fo Curran and E. M. Greene, t. - 

We will be glad to have tfcji pelf*1 ' 
sons holding these lucky i&mBezs : 
borne to our Drug Stores at 
Hill or Duckworth Street and 
your prize. ' "
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TEMPER,


