
A SATISFACTORY 
YEAR

The Dominion of Canada, arriving 
at the termination of the year 1922, 

has every reason to look back over 
the past twelve months with a sense 
of intense satisfaction and to face the 
prospect of the next twelve months 
in a spirit of faith and optimism. The 
past year has seen the last struggle 
in the emerging from the period of 
post-war degression and the taking 
of the first lengthy stride in the new 
and more prosperous way. This is 
not a mere venturing of opinion, but 
an existing state of affairs which will 
only be appreciated when the cold, 
convincing figures of production are 
published and enjoyed in retrospect. 
In practically every phase of her na
tional activity Canada has, in 1922, 
seen the dawn of brighter conditions 
evidenced in enhanced output.

The cost of living has substantially 
declined. The index of wholesale 
prices is lower than it has been for 
years. The average cost of the week
ly family budget is only $10.28 as 
against 11.82 in 1921 and $15.95 in 
1920. It has still some way to go

May all of his paths lead to plenty and peace, 
May all from grief's bonds find a joyous release, 
And may all the discords of enmity cease.

In every sphere.
May goodwill o'er all the earth brood like a dove. 
May we speak words and do actions prompted by love, 
And may every blessing from Heaven above 

Come with our New Year.
%:J..L_K REFUGEES TRYING TO ESCAPE FROM TURKEY

Thousands of Greeks from Asia Minor are waiting at Gallipot for some 
means of transportation to Greece. The picture shows them waiting by the 

"shores tor Greek steamers. ______________________________•.

May each one act kindly, forgetful of self;
May hatred and malice be placed on the shelf;
And may he bring plenty of pleasure and pelf 

To all we hold dear.
May each of his days, as they come to an end, 
Be filled with the will, help to others to lend;
And may each new day prove to each a new friend— 

This gladsome New Year.

UnCAI-GKANDSON OF QUEEN VICTORIA
Master Alexander Ramsay, the only child of Princess "Pat," now Lady 

Patricia Ramsay, pays a visit to Queen Alexandra to present her with a 
bouquet of flowers on her birthday.

Martha’s Day of Days Dominion News in Brief
before reaching the $7.83 of 1914, but 
the tendency is rapidly in the right 
direction.

Unemployment has practically dis
appeared. In fact, as a consequence

A Lovely Prophecy, Made to Her in Childhood, Came True 
on New Year’s Day.

BY ELIZABETH ANDERSON

Vancouver, B.C.—Valued at $11,- this year will bring in a profit of $45,-
she feared Twice she started toward time, a doubt crept into her mind. , . _
the sheif where the paper lay, then Suddenly she knew that she cared salmon pack aggregates 1,290,326 $8,198,750; Saskatchewan $28,777,250,.
drew back. Finally she stilled her more for Stephen’s honor than for cases. It has been exceeded only on and Alberta $8,654,625. These figures of the draining of the East by the
conscience—maybe she could help anything in the world. If he fell a four occasions since statistics have, are based on the last Government esti-
Stephen—maybe it was her duty to victim to temptation, what could ever been compiled during the last twenty- mate of return.
know. happen that would have the power, six years and the most recent was in St. Catharines, Ont.—Work on the

She unfolded the paper. It was the even to dull her grief ? . 1919, when the total was 1,393,156 Welland Canal will be continued dur-
itkola only a tewtt written worse: from the shell ” The words glared I cases. . „ ling the winter, except in very severe

"—it’s only a little thing 1 ask. All her: "hardly a lie—big money." ; Calgary, Alta.—At a meeting of the
you have to do is to say ‘No‘ instead Money! Steve had always longed for United Grain Growers' delegates, —
of ‘Yes’—hardly a lie. It will mean money to clear them of their debt, resenting Western Canadian farmers, 
big money for you. If you won’t agree What had he said last night? "It’s it was unanimously decided to go in the work. A few men have been
to back us up, you’ll be fired. I’m not a man’s debt and should be paid by, ahead with a co-operative cattle laid off on sections Nos. 1 and 2, but
afraid of you; everyone knows your a man." His pride had spoken there: marketing scheme which embraces the
father’s record. Jobs are hard to find the idea of his mother being forced valuing of f T
this time of the year. Think it over." to work had always hurt him. Martha valuing of cattle offered for sale, pay-The woman stared at the words for was proud of Stephen’s pride but— ment in advance on a basis of 70 per 

might it not be his undoing? Would of the current value, sorting of 
it cause him to say No instead of Yes? cattle to make pu uniform loads. 
To take his first step on the downward pooling receipts of rattle at the end 

|path?—the path, every turn and trap of one week, distribution of proceeds 
of which, she had observed so well? and distribution of expenses 
Just so had his father chosen the easy 
way. Oh, she could understand, Steve!

500,000, the 1922 British Columbia 650,625, divided as follows: Manitoba

The air was heavy with the odor of the days of work—and you look be- 
stale suds and wet linen. Martha yond them." Y - 1
slammed her iron down on the stand "I suppose I do. To-morrow is a fine 
and straightened her tired back. She word, Steve. My mother taught me 
was a big, rugged woman with the that long ago and its helped me 
beauty of strength about her. The often." , . 1 ,
year that was drawing to a close had "Tell me about it. urged the boy. 
brought cares and sorrows but she had He seemed to want to get away from 
squared her shoulders to the burden, his own thoughts whatever they were, 
as she had squared them throughout "It was the day she died, said 
all the years past. In repose her face Martha, pleased by Steves attention, 
was cold, her mouth stern and hard "I was only nine and I was crying, 
but the coldness vanished in the radi- She called me to the bed and stroked 

rare, difficult my hair. ‘You’re young, Martha, she 
’said. ‘My going will be a great sor- 

row to you but—I’m going happy. 
You’ll struggle and suffer like the rest 
of us but you lb have your Day. Re
member this, Martha,’ she said, ‘re- 
member that to everyone there comes

West for harvest workers, an artifi
cial labor shortage was created tem
porarily, certain trades, notably build- 
ing, being acutely affected.

Perhaps nothing so illustrates Can
ada’s rapid recovery as the retrieval 
of the Canadian dollar, which, quoted 
at a discount of 19 per cent at the 
end of 1920, is at a slight premium 
at the end of 1922.

Fresh capital for development has 
come into Canada at a very pleasing 
rate during 1922 and industrial estab
lishment has progressed on a sub
stantial scale. The outstanding fea
ture has been the resumption of the 
flow of British capital and the first 
move in the further establishment of 
branch houses by British manufactur-

weather, according to an announce-
rep- ment by Chief Engineer Grant. There 

;are about two thousand men engaged

work on sections 3 and 4 will be main- 
|tained up to normal point.ance of her smile, a

smile that melted the armor of aloof - Port Colborne, Ont.—The Interna
tional- Nickel Company’s refinery hereness and showed that Martha had a 

beautiful heart. 2
She busied herself about the pre

paration of the evening meal and 
presently her son came in, quietly, as 
usual. He hung his hat on the nail

a long time. Then, gradually, a vague 
certainty of their meaning dawned is reported more active now than at

any time since the cessation of war
time demand for nickel. Operations 
are also fairly active at Creighton 

M i Mine and at the Copper Cliff Smelter.

- - c B l - is r r pimiua r hot = F She yearned over him. The dreary days dragged by, woe- during 1921, according to the annual Montreal Ona — AnniosinetalyMartha had never quite understood fully alike. Every evening Steve came report of the Director of Town Plan- 100,000 allot Cteod Through aly 
Stephen. Even as a baby he had been home—a tired, sullen Steve, who made ning. The subdivision of land ap-l 100 000 sailors passed through the 
difficult: he had never come to her to even an attempt at consecutive con- proved and which the owners propose1 port 1 Montreal during the past sea- 
be pelted, never held up a hurt finger versation impossible. The holiday to register represents an area of 7349 son of navigation. Eighteen national- 
to he kissed. Perhaps it had been her spirit seemed to have passed him by. Of this 6 747 incindad ities were represented, including
fault; she was shy of emotion and Martha would watch him with tragic err , „”''4 ,acres are included Malays, Danish, Italian, English,
self-expression was hard for her. She eyes, looking for some sign to give her | within the Hudson's Bay reserves Irish, Swedish, Norwegian, Chinese,
adored her child in secret and had hope. Had he decided? She longed which were divided into farm plots. In Serbian, Arab, French, Russian, Jugo-
often stood by his bed in the night, to put her arms about him, to pet and the development plans approved 24
gloating over the beauty of him. As comfort him. One smile, one tender parcels were set aside for public ro
be grew older, he became the centre of look from him would have opened the serves, representing a total area of
her existence; she lived in and for floodgates of her heart and have 41.2 acres, which by the process of 
him; he was her world. She had broken down her reserve for always, registration will become dedicated for
striven for hi, good opinion. How she But he made no sign and his mother - - esicated fori
had treasured his little acts of kind- sat, with muscles rigid, her eyes on 
ness! Steve had always been a her work wasting, 
thoughtful son How long, she wondered, would she

Because of their mutual troubles, a have to wait? Christmas came and 
comradeship had sprung up between went uneventfully, scarcely marking 
them. They were both shy and unde- a change in the daily routine. The 
monstrative; theira was a silent affec- days passed and, with their passing, 
tion. Yet Martha had been content; a dull fear grew in her heart. Perhaps 
she had her son and he was fond of there was nothing to wait for! Per- her haps Stephens manner could mean

Now, when she realized what a only on thing: that he had chosen- 
small part of Stephen’s life she was, the left-hand path, 
she blamed herself. She had been able New Year's day came to Martha 
to give him so few ideas and ideals— much the same as any other day. 
even her love was inarticulate. Stephen had gone as usual to the of- 

Perhaps Stephen thought she fice. He was always busier on the
wouldn’t understand. first of the month than at any other

She remembered one day, when he time and the first day of the first' 
was a little boy, she had come upon month of the year brought heavy du- 
him suddenly in the street below, ties. Vague rebellion tinged Martha’s 
Half-a-dozen boys were teasing him thought, as she contrasted his lot with 
and he stood with his back to the that of others to whom January First

upon her. Her boy! Her son! His
father!

Slowly she refolded the paper and 
tucked it away behind the clock; then

a Day of perfect happiness and it 
makes up for all the sorrows. Always 
keep hoping that to-morrow will be 
the Day —no matter what happens, 
don’t give up hope—’ She made me 
repeat it after her: ‘Whatever hap
pens, I shall have my Day.’ ”.

“And it never has come?" asked 
Stephen.

Martha smiled. “Not yet," she said, 
tone made the woman look up but she The boy left his chair and began 
made no comment. pacing the floor. Silence fell between

Stephen barely touched the warmed- them, both were busy with their 
over stew. He drank two cups of thoughts.
Strong black tea, then leaned back Martha looked back along the years, 
end stared morosely at the pattern of Her mother’s words had made a vivid 
the red cotton tablecloth. i impression on her and at first she had

back of the door then crossed the room 
to his mother and kissed her. Stephen 
was a silent boy and undemonstrative; 
his caresses were very precious. 
Martha smiled.

“Tired?” she asked.
The boy pulled out his chair and sat 

down at the table.
“Yes,” he said. Something in his

ers. There is in sight, as evidenced 
in the expressed desire of both coun
tries no less than economic necessity, 
a great trade development between 
the Motherland and Canada.

The Canadian crop has been a 
bumper one, uniformly heavy in all 
grains and roots and falling in volume 
little behind the sensational yield of 
1915. This being marketed, for the 
main part, overseas on account of the 
barriers raised by the United States 
tariff, is resulting in great railway 
activity and increased business at 
Canadian terminal ports.

There are to be substantial incre
ments over the figures of 1921 in prac
tically all Canadian minerals. Gold is 
expected to reach a new production 
record in Ontario and BritishColumbia. 
The mining year has been featured 
with many new discoveries, some of 
which are important, and development 
has been initiated in the neglected 
fields of Quebec.
Timber, Fishing, Construction and 

Trapping.
The timber season has been a busy 

one. In shipments of lumber Mont
real has doubled its last year’s figures 
and Quebec exceeded 1921 exports by 
fifty per cent. On the Pacific Coast 
there is a considerable increase, and 
likewise in the Maritime ports, in 
which provinces the cut this winter 
will be trebled. A record for Canada 
has been achieved in newsprint cut- 
put, and with a ten per cent, increase 
anticipated next year the Dominion 
production will be equal to that of the 
United States in 1921.

The fishing industry has had a ban
ner producing year, there being sub
stantial increases in the catch in every 
section—Prince Edward Island, Nova 
Scotia, New Brunswick, Quebec, Bri
tish Columbia and the inland waters 
of the Prairie Provinces.

The building trades have been more 
active than for some time and a great
er volume of construction has been 
achieved than in any year since 1914. 
Even the tourist traffic to Canada was 
this year greater than ever before, 
and this should be listed, as it is com
ing each year to assume a more im
portant place in Canada's sources of 
revenue.

The big game and fur industry has 
been eminently satisfactory, and the 
Dominion was host to a goodly volume 
of visitors during the hunting season 
in the fall. There has been a consid
erable increase in the establishment 
of fur farms, and the trapping season 
at present in progress is stated to be 
one of the best Canada has had for 
some time.

In view of the many rigors of the 
immediately preceding years and the 
many obstacles she has had to sur
mount in her national progress, Can
ada has every reason to feel satisfied 
with what she has accomplished in 
1922, and every justification to regard 
her future without apprehension. Can
ada still has her problems, some of 
sufficient seriousness, but the difficul
ties arising from her economic posi
tion after, the war have been largely 
overcome, and Canada has in a spirit 
of equality taken her place among the 
nations of the world, striding out with

went back to her work. 1 
understood why the boy was

Now she 
worried, she could understand----

*

Slavkin and Esthonian.
Summerside, P. E. I.—It is estimat

ed by the Federal Government that 
last year over 600 pairs of live foxes 

public use were exported from Prince Edward
Island, and that 6,000 pelts were sold, 

Winnipeg, Man.—It is estimated the average price of which was $275 
that Western Canada's wheat crop per skin.

Martha cleared away the supper thought constantly about her Day. 
and washed the dishes, glancing at She had imagined all the wonderful 
Stephen now and again as she worked, things that might happen: the fairy 
How broad his shoulders were as he prince, the coach and four, the rich 
eat there, hunched in his chair; she gentleman who would adopt her and 
noticed that his coat was growing take her to his palace. Every morn- 
shiny___ ing she had awakened wondering if it

For several days Martha had been would be to-day; every night her last 
worried about Stephen. Something thought had been: “Will it be to- 
had been troubling him, something she morrow?"
did not understand. She longed for As she grew older, the dreams had 
his confidence; a hundred times she become more practical. At one time, 
had been on the point of asking him she remembered, a silk dress had been

Martha stifled a sigh and looked years seemed so long, and this scheme 
away. She was not to know yet, it : would have made me rich.”

seemed. I “Oh, Steve, I tried so hard to help
IAnother meal was eaten in the you!" breathed his mother.
heavy silence of reserve. Once Stephen “Help? You saved me! In the end, 
raised his head as though about to it was the thought of the Day—the 

।speak and his mother caught her lip Day that’s bound to come to everyone, 
Ibetween her teeth but the moment that kept me straight. And then your 
passed and no word was spoken. |pluck—you’d waited all these years—

Steve pushed back his chair. “I’m 1 that kind of shamed me for wanting 
going to wash the dishes,” he said, to give in. And then----- "

"You’re tired." "Yes, then?” urged Martha, drink-
Martha gave way readily enough ing in the words.

and sat to watch him at the work. He “Then I thought of what you’d said 
was careful to do things as he knew about hoping: ‘Never give up hoping,’ 
she liked to have them done. He hung you said. That helped me to decide, 
the dishcloth in its proper place and And then I was afraid to tell you that 

holiday, or even, perhaps, the put the china on the shelf; then, with they'd fired me—because it’ll be long- 
- - • . kanl. 41.**.** :- 1: -------1.4 1- 1----- er than five years now, before I can

1to open his heart to her but each time her idea of happiness, then a garnet 
she hesitated, repulsed by his sullen ring. This phase passed and romantic 
eyes. | dreams began; her Day would surely

Now she tapped him gently on the come, she thought, when she found 
her man-----shoulder. “Come over by the stove.

eon, the room is getting cold but I 
don’t want to make any more fire. I'll

Hers was a sad little romance.
There was nothing of the fairy prince 

just mend your old gray trousers then* about Jim. He was drunk on their 
I'm going to bed.” . wedding day and reeled through their

Stephen moved his chair and sat married life, shattering her illusions 
with his chin in his hands, absently and dragging her to misery and mis- 
watching his mother thread her fortune. When at last he died, he left wall, eyes blazing and fists doubled meant a 1------- , _ = -,.

to defend himself. A new idea divert- opening of a new era of advancement hands thrust in his pockets, he began
ed his tormentors and as they ran and success. 7 to pace the floor. Martha pretended give you your Day.”
hooting away, Stevo hid his face in Footsteps on the stairs. Children’s to be busy with her sewing but no Her Day! Martha's eyes shone ra- 
his arm. Martha knelt by the child, footsteps that clattered past the door movement escaped her. diant with unaccustomed tears. The
her heart overflowing with tenderness, and echoed down the hall; heavy foot- For a time the boy stood at the win- years of struggle and sorrow were in-
"Tell mother!" she whispered but he steps that stumbled at the turn; halt- dow, looking at the scattered snow- deed forgotten; their shadow only
pulled away from her kisses and com-ing footsteps that paused and then flakes that found their way into the made the light of happiness more daz-

-........................ limped on again. The day was nearly narrow court, zling. With the dawning of the New
gone and merrymakers and toilers Suddenly he spoke.
alike were returning; Stephen would “Mother—!” he began, then stopped
soon be home. as if it were difficult to go on.

Supper was ready and Martha sat “Yes?” his mother’s quiet voice en- 
by the stove waiting for her son. couraged.
When he came in, her eyes sprang to "I I was just wondering—would 
meet him but still he made no sign.

needle. i a heavy debt as his only legacy.
Martha sewed for some minutes in Martha faced the world with a irm 

silence then made an effort at con- lip and steady eye. “To-morrow!” was 
versation. “Did you work very tard her slogan. She no longer dreamed of 
to-day?" she asked, 'what her Day would bring but the

"Yes. We’re always busy around Idea grew to be her philosophy. She 
the holidays.” had struggled and suffered as 1er

Martha sighed. She hated to think mother predicted but her faith was 
of this boy of hers tied to a clerk’s |unwavering—the Day when it came 
desk for life, adding up interminable would make up for it all
dollars—other people’s dollars. As she watched her son prowl rest-

“Another year almost gone by! It’s lessly up and down the room, Martha 
good to think that, at this rate, in five yearned toward him, 1 enged to share 
more years we’ll be clear of the debt with him her hope and faith.
and then we can start all over again.” “Come, Steve,” she begged, “sit

“Five years!” groaned Stephen and down for a while and rest."
clenched his hands. The boy turned, tossing back his

“As we are doing now it will take head with a characteristic gesture. “I 
five years. But you may get promoted can't. I’m going out to walk,” he

fort. “You wouldn’t understand,” he
Year had come her Day of Days. It 
was a bigger, brighter, more perfect 
Day than she had ever imagined.

She smiled down into her boy's 
troubled eyes. “We will go away and 

... . _ you shall have your chance," she saidyou like to go away start the year with the confidence of prophetic vi-
“It’s snowing,” he said as he kissed somewhere else ? sion. "I know, dear, because my Day

her and his cheek felt cool and wet Martha leaned forward; her nand is here—the most glorious Day that
went out across the table toward her any mother ever had. And you have

disappointments and sorrows she had 1 “Take off your shoes and put them son and the suffering of all the moth- given it to me, Son—it is your New
borne more than her share but with back of the stove,” Martha said as she ers in the world was in her eyes. Did Year's gift to me. * ♦ * My Day is
each blow she had held her head high- placed the food on the table. And Steve, her Steve, want to go away be- here!"
er—the Day would have to be very then, “You’re late,” she ventured and 
wonderful, a veritable Day of Days handed him his plate. “Were you kept 
but it would come—it must! In her at the office?" She searched his face 
soul of souls she believed her own with eyes filled with mother-love. 
philosophy—till now, for the first “No,” said Steve.I

said.
Could not she understand now? She 

had never asked or accepted sympathy 
and now she wondered if it was hers
to give. Had her courage, her hope, 
calloused her? Yet without that hope 
and courage, without her belief in the 
Day, how could she have lived? Long 
ago she must have fallen by the way- 
side, given up the useless fight. Of against her face.

“Take off your shoes and put them 
back of the stove,” Martha said as sheand perhaps I can find another family said, and so left her.

to wash for.” Martha rocked as she Martha slept little that night. She 
listened until Stephen came in and 
then lay thinking until dawn came

cause he’d made "big money”?sewed.
“It was a man’s debt and it ought 

to be paid by a man,” Stephen scowls 
ed. “I hate to have you work.”

“It’s mostly the women that pay— 
one way or another ” said Martha. "I 
suppose five years does seem a long 
time to you; it doesn’t to me."

“That’s where we’re different," said 
the boy. “I don’t see anything but

The Halifax, N.S., Philharmonic So
ciety are this year conducting musical

“Steve!” she pleaded.
The boy flung himself into a chair, 

|his elbows on the table.and she rose to another day.
Breakfast was begun in silence. A 

letter came for Stephen; an occur
rence so unusual that it disturbed the 
routine of the meal. The boy read it 
at the window, with his back to the 
room. For a long time he stood there 
and when he turned his face was 
white.

Martha waited in vain to be told 
what news the letter contained and 
tried to stifle the fear that crept into 
her heart. When Stephen passed hie 
cup for more coffee, the cup clattered 
against the saucer. Martha frowned; 
something was very wrong. If she 
might only understand!

The boy took his hat from the nail, 
then stooped and kissed her. His lips 
were hot and dry. Martha caught him 
by the wrist.

“Steve! Are you sick?” she de
manded.- .

He snatched his hand away. “I’m 
all right,” he muttered. On the thresh
old he hesitated. “Don’t worry about 
me,” he said with an effort, and closed 
the door. Then she knew, as mothers 
know, that there was cause for worry.

Martha went about her duties me
chanically and with a heavy heart. As 
she moved the table to make room for 
the ironing board, she found a sheet 
of paper under Stephen’s chair. Hasti
ly she averted her eyes and folded the 
paper; he had not wanted her to know. 
She would trust him.

For several hours she worked and 
the thought of the letter tortured her. cats ... 33

“I want to get away from it all, to contests between choirs of boy scouts, 
get out into the open where I’ll have girl guides, public school pupils and 
a chance. I meant to tell you several church choir members. The aim of the 
days ago but I didn’t want you to contests is to stimulate choral and worry. I—Ive lost my job. This was :IT 1:emy last day.” He choked and turn-,community singing in Halifax._ 
ing his face from her hid it against 
his arm.

Martha was stunned. Lost his job? 
“If you don’t agree you’ll be fired—” 

■She dared not think just yet what 
Stephen’s words might mean, Surely 

;there was only one meaning?
Slowly she rose and went around 

the table to him. Her shy hand stole 
'out and rested on Steve’s head; his 
hand reached out and tremblingly 
closed over hers.

1 “I’m sorry," he said brokenly, try- 
ing to control his sobs. “I’m sorry. 
Mother, for you---- " 

Then Martha knew. “I’m glad!" 
she whispered. “Oh, Steve, I’m glad! 
It means—” and then she stopped— 
Steve must not guess.

But Steve was quick at guessing. 
He raised his head and his eyes met 
hers squarely for the first time in 
many days.

“You’re glad?” he questioned. “Oh. 
then I guess you understand. How, I 
wonder? Well, I’ll tell you. There

%

MEG-X

sal
them. "

To graduate “cum laude" a girl well 
might be required to have among herwas dirty work going on down there Itare, 

and when I found them out, they tried el --===-----“= =--==-=, .
to force me to go in with them. I’d Appeals to King of some overburdened young mother,
never thought of it until.that night Chief While Elk, head of the Indian To act as a “mother’s helper” is one 
we talked and you told me of your

credits a record of service in the home

New Chief of U.F.O.
W. A. Amos, elected president of the 

» United Farmers of Ontario, to succeed
BL. W E. Burnaby.

tribes of British Columbia, who is on of the most useful and wholesome 
ances of B.C. tribes before the King. things that a high-school girl can do.Day. You'd waited so long and there, 

didn't seem much chance—those five

Pha

A NEW YEAR’S WISH

The Old Year is gone, with his pleasure and pain. # 
We hasten to welcome the New Year again;
We hail him our friend and we cannot refrain 

From giving a cheer.
For the gift of Old Time is a gift to us all.
May his woes never kill, may his joys never pall. 
And may we ne’er spoil him, whatever befall— 

Our gladsome New Year.


