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: THE JUSTICE OF OUR CAUSE. :

i NSPITEoftheMthatGmtBriuinilﬁghtingawlrmthout
‘I a parallel for lofty principle and noble self-sacrifice, there are
those who ecannot reconcile the
‘slaughter of hundreds of thousands with anything but national
‘selfishness.

In the United States, for instance, the Hearst papers, among
‘others, have sneered at Britain’s humanitarian claims and have
‘eonstantly kept before readers they serve the suggestion that seli-
ishness lies at the root of the war and that Britain is quite as self-
'ish as Germany and quite as much to blame, after what they are
.pleased to call the ‘‘surface’” causes are swept away.

Every Canadian citizen should combat the use of such argu-
fments, especially when they are frequently retailed in this country
'by those who run to German philosophy and who take a eynical
view of virtue among any of the great powers. .

An American, wifo may be pardoned for the long-established
|prejudice that Britain is ruled by classes and is virtually as much
. monarchy as Germany, stated to The Advertiser that he could
| not get away from the belief that the war was a war of uelﬁlhne.ll,
i and that while he detested German practices, he eould not mve
| eredit for genuine motives to the Governments of any of th? war-
| ring nations. He contended that Britain would have been in the
| war no matter if Belgium had been overrun or not, and asked
, pointedly if Canadians supposed Britain would have kept ouiE of
' the war if the coast of Franee had been threatened with possession.
' Would Britain then have stood aside? Would she have allowed the
French coast to be fortified? ;

His argument lay in the contention that Germany was jealous
of Britain and Britain was jealous of Germany commercially. I.Ie
| pelieved that Britain wanted Germany removed for commercial
| reasons, and asked if Britain would have held back if her commer?e
 was threatened. We replied that until there was a direect menace 1n
the policy of Germany, Britain would have kept out of the war.

“‘Direct menace to Britain’s trade?’’ he asked. Our reply was
that trade meant national existence, and that, therefore, if Ger-
many sought to control Britain’s trade—a trade which held a’door

_open to German and all other manufacturers—it would be an at-
tempt to erush Britain. -

We asked the American what act of Germany’s would justify
HIS country in protecting its trade. 1f Germany were jealous. of
rivals in trade and if that lay at the bottom of Britain’s action,
where did the United States stand, as a great trading nation, in
Germany’s future plans, and how far would the United States have
permitted these plans to go forward? How long would Germany
tap at America’s tariff gate with a silk-gloved hand, and how )o.ng
would Germany permit the United States to extend her worlal-mde
manufacturing policy? If Germany struck at Britain in theory for
trade reasons, how far removed was the United States from a
further extension of the reach of the Germans? ; _

We maintained that Britain would not have been in this war
unless as a result of a direct threat on her possessions, either trade
or colonial, from Germany. We maintained that Britain was fight-
ing the battle of democracy and we believe that though this af-
firmation has become old through repetition, yet the very obvious

justice of the cause has caused to a certain degree a diminution of
its eirculation.

The coin of Britain’s cause is pure gold. Perhaps it is because
pure gold is rare that the eynies and the uninformed doubt us. We
do not speak politically when, with most sincere conviction, we say
that the present British Government has been at work in the manu-
facture of that pure gold of democracy for many years. ‘Whatever
of elass rule in Britain held forece has gone long ago. The common
people of Britain rule, and today all of Britain’s people are the
common people—it might even be more worthy to say that all are
of the truest higher class. Whatever in the ages gave caste to cer-
tain members of the race is now being shared by all. The deeds of
heroie self-abnegation, and traditional bravery are the common
possession. All men are the finest in Britain. The whole nation

| has come to the highest standards of demoeracy. From his majesty

- the King we have words that express the fellowship and brother-

' hood he feels for all. There are no humble soldiers in the British
ranks. All are great, all have given their all. The proudest deeds

' that won baronies and vast estates in bygone ages have been
eclipsed by the baron’s descendant and the butler's son. Britain
has made her aristoeracy all-embracing and she has made her
democracy all-embracing. Terms count no more. All are one.
The oneness of Great Britain is terrible, and it is based on human
affection and blood brotherhood that men like Lloyd George have
fostered in the nation.

Britain is at war today because Belgium was vilely outraged.
There is no other cause, for all other causes have been absorbed in
the one human call of suffering. Britain, of course, fights for ex-
istence, just as the knight of old, who went to the rescue of some

' tyrant's prey, fought for existence when the monster turned upon
him. Indeed, the monster is now more intent upon the rescuer than
its original victims. The fact stands bold and impregnable that it
was for Belgium and Belgium alone that Britain took up the sword
and risked everything. :

All other considerations or suggestions are an insult to that
mighty sacrifice to humanity which has thrown the world into the
everlasting debt of Britain. Britain has never been so glorious as
today. Out of her dreadful pangs has come a new child, a child
bred of human suffering for others, a child that pulses with honor
and whose blood is pure as the gold of Britain’s cause, a child that
feels its new life in every limb and that rises to chant, not hymns
of hate, but the wonder of its mother and the glory of her wonder-
fulness.

Out of the loins of Germany has come a perverted, misshapen
objeet. It has all the deformities of mind and body that ever have
made humanity horrible, and these deformities breed new distor-
tions and diseases. The infant spews hate and suckles a venom of
frightfulness.

Thank God that a wise doctrine of national ‘‘eugenies’” and a
léve for mankind have brought forth from this Mother Britain of
ours in travail, a conception so splendid of what the Man who Per-
[ ished would have us bear as the nation’s child. The most noble
offspring of the great British family has been the New Child that
w&.w-piﬁtoftodly. That child is the legitimate
affspring of justice and honor. And may the good Lord make of
18 & powerful giant for the redress of the heaping measure of our
enemy’s wrongdoing.

-

'many unfair statements made by
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is any one thing in which | A quarter of & mill may mean the aif-
ens of London would heart- ference between a magnificent success
 the city council at this time, |and & long drawn out perlod of medi-
wviding sufficient funds at| Ocrity. If the present aims of the gov-

is to make the university itself worthy
of that position. All other conditions
are already fulfilled. The location could
not be more favorable. The size and
traditions of the city ape such as to
provide the right atmosphere for study
and investigation. The nearness of
many of the largest and most flourish-
ing collegiate institutes and high schools
to be found anywhere in Canada makes
the Western more accessible than any
other university to a large constitu-
ency of students looking forward to &
university education. The only thing
that remains is to make thorough pro-
vision for the needs of these students.

This desirable end can be satisfactor-
ily accomplished at this juncture if the
increased grant already promised by
the Government be supplemented by the
corresponding addition of a few thou-
sand dollars from the city. It is under-
stood that there have already been
negotiations with available professors
who are eminent scholars in their re-
spective departments. Detalls have
aiso been submitted to the department
of education’ concerning proposed
additions to the faculty, as well as
laboratory and other equipment, and
these have been received with ap-
proval. By personal visits of the
president, ingerest has been enkindled
in the surrounding high schools, which
are the natural feeders of the univer-
sity, and it would be difficult to awaken
this ifterest again if it were allowed
to die out now. The newspapers, too,
of this whole region are ready to co-
operate in a vigorous forward campaign
when the above conditions are fulfilled.
In short, our university is within
definite reach of attaining a goal which
would make it a real honor to the city
and a source of pride to every citizen
of Western Ontario. It would surely
be short-sighted to allow this great
opportunity to pass for the sake of
the small additional expense it would
‘involve., If the electors were permit-
ted to speak they would without doubt
almost unanimously indorse this propo-
sition.

MENE, TEKEL, UPHARSIN.
'OME Germans flatter themselves
that they will win their war as
Frederick the Great won his. He bat-
tled against France, Austria and Rus-
sia, an eighteenth century “ring of
steel,” and held his own.

But, as Milton, would say, “Ay me,
the difference I discern; alag the heavy
change,” The Kaiser is no Frederick
the Gl‘ea.t,. and he had Britain for a
friend, instead of an enemy, Polygilot
Austrig is a poor substitute for Great
Britain as a support. Moreover, Rus-
sia was a fitfu] foe at that time, under
changing sovereigns and new to west-
ern politics. But Russia is evidently in
this fight to the finish. The handwrit-
ing is on the Kaiser’s ambitious palace=
wall: “Mene, tekel, upharsin.” These
words must sometimes cross his pious

mind, if he does not see them with
his eyes.

POLITICS IN THE WEST.

HE story that comes from Winni-
peg of the resignation of the
Roblin Government is a most humiliat-
ing confession of wrong-doing. That a
government but lately returned to power
with an ample majority—seven in a
parliament of forty-nine members—
should give up power, and surrender a
sufficient number of seats to turn the
Opposition into a majority is something
so unusual and so unnatural that it can
only be explained by the knowledge on
the part of the Premier and his col-
leagues that offences have been com-
mitted for which they were responsible,
and for which there can be no excuse
offered and no defence made.

The charges against the Roblin Gov-
ernment were clear and definite, and yet
one might have supposed either that
they were exaggerated or that they were
capable of some explanation which
would have been sufficient for the sup-
porters of the Government if not for
other people. A reputable member of
the Provincial Assembly charged that
one firm of contractors had made nearly
a million illegally out of the erection of
public buildings in Manitoba, and that
with the connivance of the Government.
It has long been declared that the polit-
ical machine of the Prairie Province, of
which the Hon. Robert Rogers, Do-
minion minister of public works, was
said to be the chief manipulator, was
rotten to the core; that every conceiv-
able kind of corruption and crime in
elections, and every possible kind of
graft in the management of public af-
fairs, was being practiced. It was, of
course, denied. All investigation was
blocked, and only when the persistence
of the Lieutenant-Governor rendered
further obstruétion impossible, did
the cabinet consent to the ap-
pointment of a royal commission.
Even after it _had been ap-
pointed, efforts were made through the
courts to prevent its further proceed-
ing. The investigation has commenced,
but so far it has done litile. No evi-
dence of importance has been submit-
ted. If, without waiting for any dis-
closures, the Government proposes to
resign, the only’ conclusion is that the
ministers already know what is forth-
coming, and are not prepared to deny
it. It looks as though Manitoba was to
have a spring housecleaning.

There are two Conservative govern-
ments in Western Canada—Manitooa
and British Columbia. Both of them
w.mm.mczolchmofm-
honesty and mismanagement. Letting
in' the light on Manitoba’s dark places
should encourage those who are trying
to bring about an honest administration
in British Columbia. If the stories thai
have been told of Sir Richard McBride's
alienation of public resources, and mis-
managemen: of public affairs, are true
in any degree, they should be capable

servative party in the Dominion that

chief Manitoba manipulator is in charge |
of the greatest - patronage dispensing |
department at Ottawa. Nor is it to

Columbia has been freely spoken of as
the logical successor to Sir Robert
Borden in the leadership of the party
in the Dominion, nor that both of them
should be considered prominent candi-
dates for tie commissionership/in Bri-
tain, or thought worthy to represent
Canada in the motheriand.

FROHMAN’S CAREER.
F THE prominent personalities who
went down with the Lusitania,
perhaps Charles Frohman stands out as
the one of greatest fame, the one who
achieved most. In the world of the
American stage and the drama general-
ly his was the most pronounced force.
Years ago he was nicknamed the
Napoleon of the American stage and in
his productions and experiments ' he-
displayed the boldness and originality of
the Little Corporal. For & quarter of a
century he has been a dominating figure
in all things theatrical. Because he has
not held any executive position with it
for years, it is not generally known that
it was Frohman’'s organizing ability
which launched the ‘‘Syndicate.” As
somebody has pointed out, despite the
many sins that have been charged to
it, the “Syndicate” lifted to a smooth-
running, businesslike basiz a business
that had become chaotic with irrespon-
sibility, and it was Charles Frohman's
brain and vigor that was mainly re-
sponsible for the change.

Of late years, Frohman’s entire time
has been devoted to the management of
stars and the production of the works of
the leading playwrights of America and
BEurope. Through his hands went the
majority of the most successful dramas,
comedies, farces, spectacles and musical
comedies of the last decade. Frohman
never produced cheaply, and as a result
many poetic productions were staged in
the United States and Canada with a
lavishness that will keep them a bright
and inspiring memory for thousands.

EDITORIAL NOTES.
Exit Roblin!

Roblin hag been wobblin’ for some
time.

Peace at any price comes high when
a nation’s self-esteem ig a part of the
payment.

It'is now up to Manitoba Liberalism
to show the country what the new Lib-
eralism can do for a province.

The “million dollar mystery’” of Man-
itoba has been explained. And T. C.
Norris, M. P, P., wins the capital
prize.

Quebec man wants to marry a girl
who is in jail, but can’'t get her out.
Evidently Quebec locksmiths have put
one over on Love,

A Berlin paper says the Kdiser has
received excellent advice from His
Sublime Majesty the Sultan. Also from
His Satanic Majesty Beelzebub,

Now that violent speech of Hon Rob-
ert Rogers has an explanation. A gen-
eral election might have meant the in-
deflnite postponement of the Manitoba
inquiry.

Sir Rodmond Roblin throws himself
upon the mercy of the historians. Well,
history often handles a whitewash
brush as well as a tar smear and he
may be safe.

Local druggists report a heavy de-
mand from the States for cocaine and
other “dope.” The Lusitania slaughter
must have brought on an attack of
‘“nerves.”

You can never tell. From his long
and venerable whiskers you would
think ‘Von Tirpitz- was anything but
the instigator of the Lusitania fiend-
ishness. And it was a son of his, who,
rescued from the sea by the British
and his wounds carefully nursed, led
a mutiny and tried to kill his guards.
A fine breed that.

Hearst, through his yellow sheets,
has been telling the people of the
United States that Great Britain is
just as ruthless ag the Germans, Since
the war began his journals have been
ardently pro-German, which has taken
the form of lying attacks in cartoon
and editorial on things British. Even
his brazenness dare not cheer the latest
and worst of the Huns’ atrocities, how-
ever, so he attempts to make it appear
that the British are no better than the
submarine fiends. It was a Hearst
paper of San Francisco which sent a
tugload of fresh eatables and luxuries
out to the German cruiser Leipsic,
which at that time was off the port.
This was a breach of neutrality, but
on top of that those aboard the tug
gave the Germans information as to
the whereabouts of the British Pacific
flest, and a few days later Craddock
and his brave men went to their death
fighting a greatly superior German
squadron.

33RD GOING THROUGH
ACTUAL WAR CONDITIONS

Trench Digging, Incessant Rifle Prac-
tice, Night Marching, Etc.

The 33rd Battalion I8 now going
through actual warfare conditions as
nearly any regiment not actually on the
firing line can. Trench digging, inces-
sant rifle practice, night marching,
country marches, signalling, machine
gun practice and afl the general
manoeuvres will be continually engaged
in from now on. Tuesday afternoon
the signallers and the machine gun gec-
tion took a jaunt into the country and
worked for several hours in the vicinity
of St, Johns. Yesterday a squad of
trench diggers spent a strenuous time
digging trenches on Carling’s Heights
while other companies were busy with
company manoeuvres. Still others were

German Nation Approves"CriMe

!

their credit thatthe Premier of ~British|

A NATIONAL ACTION.
[Otawa Free Press.]

The German press and German peo=
ple are not content ¢o allow the sub-
marine or the Government to have all
the “credit” for the awful deed. They
have made of it a nationa] action. They
are glorying” in their *“‘success.”” The
last remnant of the idea that we were
fighting the rulers of the German

German nation is unashamed to wallow

in the blood of murdered women and
babies.

GERMANY’'S LATEST CRIME.
[Montreal Herald.]

Germany and Austria, according to
the cables, are in an ecstacy of glee
over the ‘“great victory” achieved in
the sinking of the Lusitania. If a last
touch were needed to show how far
moral leprosy has eaten in the heart
of the Teutons surely it is supplied by
this disgusting orgy of unheoly joy.
There is, however, another aspect to
these rejoicings which should mot be

people themselveg is gone, The whole !

jost. sight of, The fact that such a
hideous crime is being acclaimed as a
great victory shows that the shadow
of defeat is already hanging over the
nation. They are hoping against hope
that something may change "the in-
evitable course of the war, and they
hail the slaughter of innocents on a
wholesale scale as though it were a
great /| military achievement pointing
to victory, i

The efforts of Germans to justify the
deed, on the ground 'that they had
given warning, are correctly stigmatiz-
ed by the New York Herald today as
being on a par with the Jack-the-Rip-
per crimes that are now being car-
ried on in New York. Warnings are
being sent to mothers that their chil-
dren will be murderedi—and the mur-
der follows. Germany's course is the
same in principle; she is seeking to
terrorize her opponents, and, indeed,
the wuole world, by *“frightfulness.”
‘Will she succeed? Never. The hearts of
her opponentsg are not filled with ter-

ror at such deeds. They are set on
fire.

Ten M inutes With
the Short-Story
Writers

Copyright, The Frank A. Munsey Ce.
THE HUNGER TEST

By Theodore Roberts, -

Author of “Under Bare Poles,” ‘“The
* Admiral,” etc.

When cold and hunger have possession
of both sides of te door; when one’s
toil brings no return save weariness;
when the shadowwolf haunts the hearth,
long-jawed and hollow-flanked—this is
the test of a man’s courage.

The horror of these conditions came
one winter to Nick Cormey, of Squid
Cove, on the Labrador—and he failed
in the test. His failure was not due to
a lack of natural courage, but to the
activity of his imagination. The eyes
and fangs of the wolf were as real to
his anxious vision as flesh and bone
that can be touched with the fingers.

The shore ice lay firm along the ach-
ing coast, a full two miles in width; so
there was no help to be looked for from
the sea.

“Maybe some deer be winterin’ back
in the woods,” said Nick.

He stowed on the kammutik his sleep-
ing-bag, his gun, and a little food for
himself and the three dogs, kissed the
woman and the child, and started inland;
but he felt no hope of success, even
at the commencement of his journey. It
was out of all reason to expect to find
any caribou in the nearer woods, for in
winter the herds of that country move
westward, beyond the distant hills, in
search of food and shelter. And Nick
Cormey knew that there was not food
enough, either for himself or for the
two at home, to bridge the time re-
quired for the longer journey.

Nick Cormey followed the hopeless
quest for two days, and despair was
always at his elbow, running on the
snow like a shadow. He saw no sign of
game. The dogs, maddened by hun-
ger, were either sulking or fighting
continually. On the morning of the
third day, while he was eating hisg scrap
of breakfast and wondering bitterly if
he should push farther inland or return
to Squid Cove empty-handed, he heard
the sound of voices. Then two men,
walking on rackets, and a loaded sledge
drawn by six dogs came into sight
around a spur of woods,

The men with the six-dog sledge
proved to be a stranger named Dr.
Scovil and a half-breed Micmac from
Wellington Harbor. The doctor told
Cormey that he had come to Labrador
as an officer of the British Northern
Mission Society, to bring help to the
fishermen of that coast, and that his
newly-established headquarters were at
Wellington Harbor., He was now on
his way to Wreck Island, with provi-
sions and medicines for the people
there; but he assured Cormey that his
assistant, Dr. Scott, who had remained
in Wellington Harbor, would look after
his case. He gave Cormey a note for
the other doctor, authorizing him to
treat the fisherman from Squid Cove
with liberality.

Even as Nick Cormey turned his dogs
back toward the coast a twinge of his
old enemy, rheumatism, gnawed in his
loins. Within an hour from that first
warning the pains were so severe that
he was forced to remove his rackets
from his feet and lie on the sledge. In
his crippled condition he had not full
command over the dogs; but after three
days and two nights of agony he crawl.
ed from the sledge and beat on the door
of the cabin with his mittened hands.
The woman helped him in, very tender-
ly, without a second glance at the
empty sledge.

“What be the trouble with Davy?”’ he
asked, looking toward the bed in the
corner,

“He be taken bad,” whispered the
woman brokenly—and then she hid her
face in her hands.

“An’ look ‘e here!” cried the man
with a sob in his voice.

He gave her the piece of paper that,
but for his helplessness, would bring
them food and healing. Then he cried
out against the blindness and bitterness
of life, and cursed his pain-racked limbs
for their uselessness.

The sight of her husband’s despair
lifted the woman’s spirit above its own
grief. She comforted him with tender.
ness of hand and voice, and at last he
was calm enough to explain to her the
meaning of the written message. When
she understood it she cried out her
gratitude to God and ecalled upon the
saints to reward the goodness of the
unknown doctor. Nick looked at her
with wonder and with a light of re-
viving hope in his eyes.

“I be goin’ to Wellington Harbor first
thing in the mornin’,” she said, *’Tis
a fair path, an’ only sixteen mile. That
good doctor will g8ive me medicine for
we an’ Davy, an’ bread an’ molasses
an’ tea. May the saints crown him!”

«But the dogs, Kate!” replied Nick,
stifiing a sroan for the agony in his
legs. “They be worse nor I ever see
them, girl. Them two huskies be like
devils, Sure, ‘twere all I could do to
master ’em. Cap’n, he be the only beast
i the team ye can trust.”

“]'ll go out now an’ feed ‘em a full
half o the caplin that be left—an’
t'other half afore we start in the
mornin’,” replied the woman fearlessly.

Nick could not sleep, so torn was he
with pain and black fear; and little
Davy, who was suffering from general
weakness brought on by cold and lack
of nourishment, whimpered through haif
the night. So the woman took no rest,
but tended and comforted them untii
dawn. Then she carried in a great gtore
of firewood and cooked a mess of the
last scraps of fish and hard bread in
Ty s the last of the #

She fed the o e frozen capi
to the three dogs. Nick tried to m:vl
from the cabin to harness the team for
her; but he got no farther than
threshold, and was then near to faint.
ing with the pain.

“Now, boy, ye must not fret,” saiq
the woman. “I'll "ten to the dogs, nevep
fear!”

«But for that fool Peter Sprow] a-

n{ Sprowl appeared beside her.

the | eyes were dull

mittens,  and held her rackets in one
hand and the great dog-whip in the
other,

‘“'Twould not be Christian to grudge
what we give to that poor unfortunate,”
she replied. “Keep yer heart up, Nick,
dear, an’ ’tend well to Davy. I'll mas-
ter them huskies, never fear; an’ even
if they do act bad, sure I'll be back
afore midday tomorrow. T'll be to
Wellington Harbor long afore sundown,
an’ the dogs’ll get a good feed there.”

“If ye'd lay me on the sledge, maybe
I'd get to the harbor,” said Cormey.

“'Twould be yer death, boy,” said the
woman. She harnessed the three dogs
at last, but was forced to lash the two
huskies severely before she could win
contro] over them.

n

Nick crouched beside the bed where-
on little Davy lay in troubled slumber.
His spirit raged stupidly within him,
like a caged animal. He tried to quiet
himself to sleep. He closed his eyes,
but no rest came to either mind or
body. What were the dogs doing now?
Were they running quietly or threat-
ening Kate with rebellion?

Why had God struck his great mus-
cles useless in the hour of bitterest
need? Why was Peter Sprowl, who had
neither wife nor child, spared to 8o
light-foot over the snow at every whim
of his foolish wits? M2e rforgot how
Peter had once been a mall-carrier—
and at times believed himself still to
be one—and had lost his sanity during
a great storm of wind and snow, in
which he had wandered, alone and with-
out food, for days, finally bringing in his
mail-bags safely. No, he could think
of Peter only as the worthless idiot who
had eaten the food that ghould have fed
Kate and the child.

For a few miles the dogs travelled
steadily. The sledge ran light over the
wind-packed snow, and the sky was
clear. Captain, who was in the lead,
wag a typical Newfoundland sledge-dog
—black, heavy of barrel and leg, broad
of forehead and blunt of muzzle. His
hair was short, but remarkably thick
and stiff, and he looked as if he could
stand a great deal of hunger or physical
punishment. His small, honest eyes
were brown, and contained now cross-
lights and uneasy glintings.

The other two dogs were Labrador
“huskies”—big, long-limbed, long-jawed
beasts, with long tawny coats and plum.
ed brushes, and the untamed blood and
spirit of the wolf in their hearts. They
had a sinister way of looking aslant at
things out of their yellow eyes.

A third of the journey was covered
pleasantly enough, the runners whisper-
ing softly along the snow, the sun over.
head iike a clear, colorless window in
the pale blue of the sky, the white levels
of the barreng glistening westward to
the tinted hills and eastward to the
curving cliff-edge and the empty sea
close at hand. The sunlight had a glow
in it—and only ten miles ahead waited
medicines for Nick and Davy and a
sledge-load of provisions. The woman
sat dreaming of her return, the whip
quiet in her hand.

Suddenly the sledge came to a
standstill. The woman looked up quick-
ly, in time to see the huskies turn and
face her. It was a daunting vision of
white fangs, eyes like fire, jaws like
blood, and bristling manes. Well she
knew the danger! They had no fear of
her, for it wag Nick who had always
worked them and disciplined them—and
now, hunger-mad, they did not care for
the great whip. In their wolfish minds
they remembered how, when they were
pups, ong of them had bitten Kate’'s
hand and she had cried out at the pain.
In that first second of the threatening
danger the fate of a young lad of Null's
Cove flashed into her brain. Sheer,
physical terror numbed her for a sec-
ond; then, like a prayer from the sur-
rounding silence, the thought of Nick
and Davy came to her,

With a sharp cry of command she
sprang from the sledge and raised the
whip. At that moment the huskies
broke into open revoit. One of them
leaped straight at her, in a tangle of
traces. Quick as thought she shifted
her hand on the whip and struck with
the short and heavy stock of it. The
blow fell on the shoulder of the mur-
derous rebel, and by a side-step she
escaped his snapping jaws’~

“Cap'n!” she cried. “At ’em, Cap'n!”

But she need not have called to him,
for the black dog understood and was
already in action, struggling with one
of the huskies in a tangle of leather
thongs. They were both on their feet,
the black dog with a sure hold on his
antagonist’s furry neck, the husky
twisting and biting. They made no
noise beyond a dull sound of slobbering
and heavy breathing,

The beast which the woman had
her again; but the trace held him to
the fighters, and he fell short. Turning,
he dashed upon Captain; and under the
double attack the black dog went down,
still with teeth in the first husky's
neck.

Then the woman forgot all fear of
the white fangs and flaming eyes, and,
running close, she struck again and
again with ail her might, placing every
blow on some portion of one or other
of the huskies. - If the fight had been
entirely in her own interest, it is
doubtful if the whip-stock would have
been plied with much vigor or effect;
but the realization that three lives re-
quired her success doubled her strength
and fired her to a high but sanguinary
fury. There were Nick and Davy in
the cabin at Squid Cove, needing food
and medicine and her return; and here,
in the middle of the tearing, twisting
fight, was the brave black dog! BSo, in
fighting for three, it was as if she
possessed the courage of three; but
her blows and her voice seemed only
to increase the fury of the dogs.
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Peter
Without
so much as a glance at her, he stood
and stared at the struggling dogs. His
and his lips weakly
Cormey clutched him

Suddenly, as if by magic,

parted. Kate
b arm
y"Pu::or!" she cried breathlessly. *Oh.
Peter, heip me!” : '
“Them dogs do be fightin’ barb’rous,”
he said without looking at her.

Then rage and the desperation of fear
swept over the woman like a storm.

e great gawk!” she screamed.
ould ye stand an’ watch ‘em fight
‘tear an’ never lift a hand? Will ve

killed an’ me tore toj

Bills down

a joint of beef to make

S.H.B.
R

‘Bovril keeps the Food
Makeall your soups and stews more
nourishing

with Bovrii. It takes
a bottle of Bovril. The body-

building power of Bovril is from ten to twenty times the
amount taken. Bovril means more strength—less cost.
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forced the whip into his hand. “Master)
the dogs!” she shrieked. “Beat off the}
huskies! Will ye not stir a hand for|
the woman who fed ye?” l

‘“They do be fightin’ cruel,”” he mur-|
mered, looking stupidly at the whip in
hig hand.

“0 God, give him a flicker 0° human
feelin’!”” cried the woman,

At that, as if Peter had heard her

voice for the first time, he suddeniy
turned and looked at her with a sert
of pitying wonder,
““Sure, Kate, I'll master the dogs for
ve,”” he said. Then he slipped his
rackets from his feet and sprang into
the fight. .

Peter Sprowl was a big man, and in
his day he had been a great hand with
dogs. Now, uttering terrific yells all
the while, he kicked and slashed and
pulled at the struggling beasts. For a
little while the idiot was a man again,
with the old mastery and the old knowl-
edge of things clear as day in his mind;
and soon the great jaws ceased their|
snapping and tearing and the wolf-fire
died down in the hearts of the huskies.
Peter, after clearing the tangles from
the traces, stood before the woman,
with a light of honest satisfaction in,
his face.

“Where be ye p’intin’ for?” he asked.!
“For Wellington Harbor. An’ ye'll|
come along, Peter, or maybe the.
huskies ‘il turn on me again,” she;
replied pitifully, |

“Sure. I be bound for the harbor|
meself, for the mail-bags. I'll team the;
dogs for ye, Kate,”” he replied. |

Already his eyes were dull as slateI
again and his shoulders stooped like
those of an old man.

The dogs were sore and bleeding, but
not seriously injured. Captain seemed
as fresh and willing as at the time of |
starting from Squid Cove, though one
of his eyes was closed and his flanks,
were wet with blood. The two con-|
quered huskies, with drooping brushes '
and lowered manes, showed nothing of
the spirit that had so recently driveni
them to revolt; and soon the sledge|
was moving steadily forward over the|
wind-packed snow. |

The western sky was red when the|
sledge came to a halt before the cabin
in which the new mission had estab-
lished its headquarters. The dogs im-
mediately lay down and began licking
their wounds. Peter 8prow] looked at
the woman with a kindly but vacant
smile.

‘““Twas a great trip we made, alto-
gether! Now gimme a hand with the
mail-bags,”” he said. His eyes were
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expressionless and wandering, and his
lips weakly parted.

“God bless you—an’ pity you-"
pered the woman softly,

whis-

The Giant wili awaken Saturday.
Watch Friday’s paper, 42u

DETROIT AND RETURN—$2.75.
On Saturday, May 15, the Canadian
Pacific Railway will run an excursion

to Detroit and return, good going 0!

the 11:23 a.m. train on the above date.
good * returning  up to and including
Monday, May 17, rate $2.75. Good
first-class accommodation is guaraii-
teed on the “Dominion” leaving here
at 11:23 a.m., and, as the only stop
made en route to Detroit is Chatham,
the time is fast, the train arriving in
Detroit at 1:30 p.m., giving you the
whole afternoon. - Get tickets and all
information at the city ticket office,
161 Dundas street, corner Riclm;gnd.
n

Watch for he
PARIS PATE

GREAT PRIZE
CONTEST

To Be Announced On

SATURDAY !

42u

.
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GALEN HALL

HOTEL AND SANATORIUM.

Atiantic City, N. J,
Aiways open. Always ready. Alway.:
busy. Cannot be excelled for comiorg or
table and service. A delightful viacs
for spring. Tonic and curative baths,
with trained attendants. ¥. L. YOUNG,

1

ATLANTIC

With an established reputation for

ous service. Bathrooms, with bnt
tachment, etc.
the board walk and ocean.

X,

THE ST. CHARLES

Most Select Location Fronting the Beach

patronage- Thoroughly modern and completely equipped.

Magnificent sun parlors and porches
Orchestra of
Golf privileges. Illustrated booklet.

Generai Manager.

CITY, N. J.

its exclusiveness anG high-class
Courte-
and cold, fresh and sea water at-
overlooking
soloists. Always open
NEWLIN HAINES CoO.
ywt—May 20

struck on the shoulder sprang toward |

L
GIRLY!

RAVE BEAUTIFUL LUSTROLS,
FLUFFY HAIR—5 CENT DANDERIE

No more dandruff or falling |
hair—A real surpise
awaits you.

To be possessed of a head of heavy,|

beautiful hair; soft, lustrous, fluffy,!
wavy and free from dandruff is mere-!
iy a matter of using a little Dander- |
ne, H

It is easy and inexpensive to havej
nice soft hair and lots of it. Just]
get a 25-cent bottle of Knowlton’s|
Danderine now—all drug stores rec-|
ommend it—apply a little as directed|
and within ten minutes there will be|
an appearance of abundance; fresh-
ness, fluffiness and an incomparable!
gloss and lustre and try as you will

| only sure hair grower;

you cannot find a trace of dandruff or
falling hair; but your real surprise

| will be after about two weeks' use,

when you will see new hair—fine and

| downy at first—yes—but really new

hair—sprouting out all over your
scalp—Danderine is, we believe, the
destroyer of
dandruff and cure for itchy scalp,
and it never fails to stop falling hair
at once.

It you want to prove how pretty
and ‘soft your hair really is, moisten
a cloth with a little Danderine and
carefully draw it through your hair—
taking one small strand at a time.
Your hair will be soft, glossy and
beautiful in just a few moments—a
delightful surprise awaits everyone
who tries this.

KEEP THE MEN

IN GOOD HUMOR

MATCH WHICH WILL
LIGHT, FIRST STROKE.

WHEN HUBBY “LIGHTS UP”’ FOR HIS
AFTER-DINNER SMOKE, BE SURE HE HAS A

GIVE HIM A STEADY
ASK YOUR GROCER

FOR EDDY'’S “‘GOLDEN TIP'’ MATCHES, CNE
OF THEIR MANY BRANDS.

-

a—

Rooms, $1.00 Per

JOHN

HOTEL MARLBOROUGH

BROADWAY, BETWEEN 36th AND Zith STREETS

In the Very Centre

Day Upwaras.
Rooms with Bath, $1.50 Per Day Upwards.
$1.00 Extra Bach Additional Person.

of New York.

T\is famous hotel is known the

worl@d over, has all modern ap-
pointments, and is complete and
up-to-date in all details.

The most convenieng location in
New York, being but a few min-
utes to theg leading theatres and
department stores, a few minutes
from the Pennsylvania and Grand
Central stations.

Whether your visiy is one of
business: or pleasure, yeu will
fing the Marlborough the ideal
place to stop at The Rathskeller
;g o‘x‘l.. of the show=-places of New

or




