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CANADIAN PACIFIC

THE FINEST
HUNTING GROUNDS
IN AMERICA

Are Conveniently Reached

AIR IS CHEAP—
USE PLENTY OF IT
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Canadian Pacific Railway fie o Mo 2i'Ts ahuper thin new

Give your tires all the air
they need.

The only way to KNOW
whether or not your tires have

MOOSE, BEAR, CARIBOU, RED DEER
and SMALL GAME are Quite Plentiful enolll;g: air is to measure it

Particulars from Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents or [ gy Schrader Unlversal

W. B. Howard, District Passenger A zent, Toroato Tire Pressure Gauge !
If you have been riding on

haphazzard pressure, you have

been spending a great deal

more money for tires than you

need have spent.

== T Price $1.50

I | (e For Sale by Tire Manufacturers,
| = Jobbers, Dealers, Garages, or

A. SCHRADER’S SON, Inc.
20-22 HAYTER ST,
TORONTO, ONT.

Schrader products were awarded
a Grand Prize and two Gold
Medals at the Panama-Pacific
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“SAVE YOUR BACK
WITH A CADILLAC”

The above phrase is becoming a household word.

The Cadillac saves its cost the first year by saving your
back, your health and your time, and will lengthen the
life of your carpets and rugs.
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Exposition ‘“There is a Rea-
son.’

“CADILLAC” E ectric Vacuum Cleaner

§ A Ioveb;1 an:ias gift for your wife, dmlotherdor sister. hCan Manufactured by
= be purchased on easy terms and delivered to your home ) 20-22 Hayter Street
= for F'REE  trial with absolutely no obligation on your
= part to purchase if not satisfactory. We take all the A‘-SChrader S Son’ Inc' TORONTO, ; ONT.
= chances. Could anything be more fair than that? NEW YORK: LONDON: CHICAGO:
= { % 785-795 Atlantic Avenue Dorset Place 1200 Michigan Avemue ==
= Write us to-day for FREE trial offer and Special Cata- Highest Award Panama-Pacific Exposition B
s logue and terms. S
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NORTHERN QUEBEC
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‘for the litthe one's

Is the Best
for Children

Because it is heal-
thy, soft, comfortabls,
durable, absorbs mois=
ture and perspiration
quickly thus prevent-
ing colds. It is the
only natural covering

body. For the chil-
dren there is Under-
wear, stockings, caps,
coats, sweaters, night
dresses, night shirts,
pPyjamas, slippers,
dressing gowns, etc.

For sale at Jaeger
Stores and Agencies
throughout the Do-
minion.

A fully illustrated
catalogue free on ap-
plication.

' DR.JAEGER %72 CO. LIMITED

Toronto Montreal Winnipeg

British *“founded 1883 "

ANY of our Radial Lines will
take yourself, wife and kiddies-
out into charming stretches of
woodland, hills and valleys .of
York County. Now is an ideal
time for a day’s outing. The
car service is.frequent, the cost
of travelling is small. For full
particulars apply to the Traffic
Manager,

Toronto & York
Radial Railway

Head Ofﬁc§ :
88 King St. East, Toronto

‘Telephonel 5
Adelaide 3810, 3811, 3812

Accommodation for 750 guests, $1.50 up.

KING EDWARD HOTEL
~Flreproof—
Toronto, Canada.

. American and European Plan.

THE TUXEDO
A Comfortable and Exclusive
Modern Home. Table and Ser-

~vice in Keeping. SBeven-course

- Evening Dinner.
Ooming to Toronto Should
Write For Reservations

The Tuxedo, 504 Sherbourne St.

NORTHE
ONTAR

A vast new land of promise
and freedom now open for settle-
ment at 50c. an acre in some dis-
tricts—in others Free.

Thousands of farmers are re-
sponding to the call. Here, right
at the door of Southern Onmtario,
R home awaits you.

For information as te terms,
regulations and railway rates to
sottlers, write to
H. A. MACDONELL, :

Director of Colonization,
Parliament Buildings,
TORONTO, CANADA.
HON. G. HOWARD FERGUSON,
Minister of Lands, Forests and
£ © Mines. s
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Because We Make Space Valu-
able, We Give the Reader

SERVICE
One depends on the other. Service to
you is conditional on the value of space.

Low service means low space value. High
space value means

: A MAXIMUM VALUE FOR SPACE
®

E come back again to the question of space value. The space

in this paper never was so valuable as it is now. There are

two proofs of this, outside of the Editorial Department alto-

gether. The paper manufacturer is one of them. He must charge us

more for the white space for certain reasons affecting his business.
We pay it. And the increase is not small. In fact it’s very large.

On the other hand we charge the advertiser more for the space he

occupies in the advertising columns.

small. In fact it’s very large. Why? Not because we are trying to

break even on the increased cost of space to us, based upon the value

of white paper, but

Here again the imerease is not

BECAUSE

The increased circulation of the Canadian Courier gives the adver-
tiser a heavy increase in reading space based upon the number of
copies actually ecireulated, containing his advertisement. This in-
crease to the advertiser is only possible on two conditions:

That we make the Canadian Courier interesting enough to hold and
go on increasing its eirculation; oy :

That we make the price to the reader as low as possible.

These two factors of/higli interest and low price to the reader we
have worked out in just one way. And it brings us back to the old

problem of

HOW TO MAKE SPACE VALUABLE. -

Space in the Canadian Courier is valuable to the editor in direct
proportion to the number of people he is serving. Every thousand of
new subseribers means an added charge on the editorial and econtribut-
ing staff to make every page carry a higher percentage of human in-
terest. We are doing it. We are making Canadian Courier space
valuable to the reader. In working that out we let value to other
people take eare of itself. 7 :

 WE GIVE YOU THE SERVICE,

An
International
Daily Newspaper

“It would be a fine thing if this
excellent daily newspaper could go
in10 every home in the country, for
it 11 not only a daily newspaper
but in fact a daily magazine of
tremendous value, The most strik-
ing feature of the Monitor at this
time is its wonderful foreign neaws,
giving exclusive information and
articles in regard to the situation
in Europe.”

(The Dayton, Ohie, Journal)

Published daily in Boston, U.S.A.,
The Christian Science Monitor
circulates the world over.

The Monitor conducts its own

i news gathering bureaus in all

parts of the world, and because

its news of the world war and

of all great diplomatic affairs

of the nations is said by other

newspapers to be the most

f:or‘l‘xplete’i'n the world, its news

1s news whenever received
by the subscriber,

It omits entirely from its columns the

sensationalism which makes up so

large a part of the news of the day
usually seen by the public.

Advertising columns are also com-
pletely censored.

A single article is devoted each day
to a discussion of Christian Science
for those who are interested.

The paper is'in reality ““An Inter-
national Daily Newspaper’— the
first one ever published.

The Christian Science Monitor is on
general sale throughout the world
at news stands, hotels and Christian
Science reading-rooms at 3¢ a
copy. A monthly trial subscription
by mail anywhere in the world for
75¢, a sample copy on request.

THE CHRISTIAN SCIENCE
PUBLISHING SOCIETY
BOSTON U. 8. A.

Known by discrimin-
ating Canadians for
over half a century.

PALE ALE . r
HALFand HALF |
XXX PORTER |
i ol
EXPORTERS
LIMITED
489 St, Paul St. West, MONTREAL
To meet Ontario Temperance Aect,

order from dealers, grocers, or
direct from Brewery.,

THE COSGRA{]%I;.’.REWERY CoO.
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Toronto: Tel. Adelaide 486-487
ol
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Hubert S. Martindale

Voice Development and Interpretation,

The Nordheimer Building, Toronto.

FRANK S. WELSMAN
Pianist,

Studio for Lessons at Toronto
Conservatory of Music.

Residence: 12 Walmer Road.

“A little advertising in a few maga-
zines has built up many a national in-
dustry.” Write to our advertisers
when you need their products and help
build Canadian national industries.
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“Every man and woman

COURIER

in Canada can help
win this war by prac-
tising self-denial” - - - -

—From an Address by Sir Thomas W hite, Minister of Finance

FOUR HUNDRED THOUSAND of the finest and bravest of Canada’s young men have
swept aside their home ties and friendships, their private interests, their own
pleasures, their own inelinations, and volunteered to serve for Canada and the

Empire.

” ORE THAN thirty thousand of them have
made the supreme sacrificee Many more
thousands have been maimed, crippled, blinded, in-

capacitated in a hundred ways.

Tens of thousands of fathers and mothers in Can-

ada bear, with a proud spirit of sacrifice, aching
hearts for cross-marked graves in France. Only
those who are living through it can know the full
measure of these sacrifices.

Thm_u,,&h these sacrifices Canada is risi_ing to the

stature of ennobled nationhood—a nation that is find-
ing its conseience, its spirit of courage and humility,
its national ‘soul. s :

And before the war is won evegy man and woman
in Canada must and will learn the lessons of sacri-

fice.
i L *® L 3

T'HE WAR can be won only by the unselfish,

_ personal self-denial and patriotic devotion of
every man and woman and boy and girl in Canada.

And what self-denial can you make to equal the
sacrifice of one mother whose only son lies beneath
a wooden cross ‘‘somewhere in France’’?

And if you worked sixteen hours a day, slept on
a pallet of_s‘tra'w, lived on a crust, would that mea-
sure up to the sacrifice made by one soldier who
comes back to Canada blind?

Would it even approximate the hardships which
are the everyday commonplaces of the lives of our
men in the trenches?

OW HOW can you and each of us by self-

denial help to win the war? Every man and
woman who is true in: spirit to this Canada of ours,
wants to be of service, wants to help win the war.

Then how can each of us help?

Y TAKING thought of what we spend, what
we eat and wear, where we go, what we do
to save our money, ’

—by giving serious, dutiful consideration to the
needs of our country and our country’s gallant de-
fenders in the trenches, ‘

~ — by avoiding every unnecessary expenditure so
that we can buy Canada’s Victory Bonds,

—by remembering that every time we reduce our
own individual ability to buy a bond by spending
money needlessly, or by self-indulgence, extrava-
gance or thoughtlessness, we by that much reduce
the efficiency of Canada in helping to win the war,

—when we save our money and lend it to Canada
we help just that much. And Canada needs every
onnee of help from every man and women.

Buying Canada’s Vietory Bonds is a service to
our country, but if we buy these bonds as a result
of our own self-denial we render to ourselves a still
ornntar gervice, because we shall have learned to
discipline ourselves and,

“He that ruleth his spirit is better than
he that taketh a city”

Issued by Canada’s Victory Loan Committee
in co-operation with the Minister of Finance
ot of the Dominion of Canada. |
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LIIE STORY OF A-WOUND

HEN he was a little chap, not much

more than the height of a two-foot

rule, 1 have watched him jump off

the end of a wharf into deep water
and squatter to shore, somehow, anvhow,—for
he could not swim a stroke,—and repeat the
performance as long as the bathing party lasted.
That he could or would stay out of the war
was, in the nature of things, impossible. He
“joined up” at the beginning of the game and
now he is invalided home.

'What he has seen and suffered in the inter-
val would fill several volumes. He ought to
write a book; but he is more intent on re-
covering his old form in’ golf; he is succeeding
well, though he has to go a{ound the course
with a cane. Certainly he has earned the right
to rest and a little play. He does not mind
talking over his experiences with an old friend,
and this ig the tale he told me on the clud
verandah, after a round, as he drank his tea
and smoked half a dozen cigarettes.

“Jt was at Courcelette on the fifteenth of last
September, that I ‘got mine.’ I Rad been scout-
ing at the front all day and picking out a road
for the battalion by such marks as a dead nig-
ger in one place and a wounded Hun at an-
other. On my way back, I met the regiment
coming wup in artillery order about six o’clock
in the afternoon. They had got their orders most
unexpectedly only a short time before; and they had
no notion what line they should take up, or how they
were to reach it. Courcelette, you know, was Can-
ada’s battle. Canadian battalions had reached their
objectives early in the day and had done so well that
Headquarters thought it was a good time to go on
and gain more ground. The Germans gsaw what we
intended to do, and laid down three lines of barrage
through which we had to advance. The colonel said:
“You tell them where to go.’ So I would tell one

‘bunch of five or gix men, ‘You go here,’ and another

‘You riin along there,’ and they would double out into
the shell fire and simply disappear, by groups at a
time. But others took their places and somehow or
other the battalion gpt into-line and went forward.
We went over the first trench, taking it in our stride,
and leaving the moppers-up to secure the position:
Then the second line. I was hurrying up a communi-
cation trench when I glanced over my shoulder and
saw the nose of a machine-gun that we had missed,
in a recess. It was too late. The same instant I
was hit in the thigh and knocked to the ground.
1 felt as if a big Irishman had struck me with a
sledgehammer. 1 did not think anything could hit
80 hard. The men behind me bayonetted the ma-
chine-gun crew and swept on.

“There was a shell-hole only a few inches away
and T managed, by great exertions, to crawl into’it.
It was only a shallow hole made by a whizzbang,
and only a very short distance away, but I thought
1 should never get there. When I did, I found I had
left my right leg behind me. It was lying outside
the shell-hole at & very queer angle, perfectly use-
less, for the machine-gun bullets had chewed up
the bone, though luckily they had missed the femoral
artery. I reached over and lifted my leg with both
hande into the hole.”

He stopped, felt in hig waistcoat pocket, and
banded me & little piece of crumpled metal. It

'RIM as it may be, it’s one of those thousands
of incredible stories lived by Canadians at
the Front.

my puttees and bandaged my broken leg to
my rifle with them. Then he whistled to an-
other Red Cross man; they got me on the
stretcher and carried me off.

By ARCHIBALD MacMECHAN

looked as if it were made of copper, steel and alu-
minum. ‘“They dug that out of my leg this morning,”
he said. “It was in about an inch and a half. It's
the nose of a machine-gun bullet. It was smashed
by those following. They’re always getting bits like
that out of me.

“A Highlander saw me lying there bleeding and’

gave me first aid. He cut away my clothing, un-
buttoned my tunic, broke open my bottle of iodine,
poured the whole of it into my wound and tied it up
rowghly with my field dressing. 'The next minute
I heard ‘pin-g-g-g’ and he dropped dead. The Ger-
man snipers had found us, and the bullets came
thick. T managed to pull his body over and wrap
it round my head for protection. In that position,
I heard six or seven bullets hit the corpse: but
none touched me. He had saved my life.

“There 1 lay for more than an hour, from about
seven in the evening till & quarter past eight. It
seemed a long time. I saw some Highlanders run-
ning back through the shellfire, and I was afraid
that the attack had failed and that we had been
driven back by the German counter-aftack. I
thought what T would do if the Huns came up to me.
I had my rifle loaded and my revolver, that meant
eleven shots in all, and I debated with myself what
1 would do,—fight, or surrender, or play possum.
Then I realized that the Highlanders were wounded,
—walking cases, on their way to the dressing sta-
tion, and that there was no immediate danger to
myself from the Huns !breaking through.

¢¢"T"HEN a Red Cross man saw me. This was

O——n, who had been a First Yeat Medical at
McGill before the war. He was a slight little
fellow, delicate-looking, with big blue eyes like a
girl. I don’t believe he had muscle enough to drive
a bayonet through a tunic, let alone a Hun. He
never carried any weapon into action, not even a
bomb in his pocket, nothing but his field-dressings.

He had his stretcher under his arm. He unwound

\

HE Huns had put up their usual lines

of barrage, on their own front line
trenches, which we had taken, four lines in all
of shell and shrapnel, ‘whizzsbangs,’ and
‘crumps.” We had to pass through them all. I
put my steel helmet over my face and trusted
to my blanket for the rest of me. At the fleld
dressing-station, a party of four stretcher-
bearers met me. The second-in-command had
heard that I was wounded and had sent them
for me, specially. There O——n left me. He got
the DJ.C.M. and the Military Medal for his
work that day. He was killed at Vimy.

“When I got back to the field hospital, I was
an inch and a half deep in mud. You see when
& shell bursts beside the bearers, they drop
you and throw themselves on) the ground.
Three out of the four that were carrying me
were killed. Once they dumped me into a shell-
hole and once into a deep trench; they could
not help it. But I got through without another
wound, and at long last I saw Blighty.”

There he stopped and flicked the ash from
his cigarette,

I looked at the handsome, soft-voiced, well-man-
nered lad, and thought of all he had learned in the
last two years, an experience denied me. He is the
best. known man in the whole C.E/F. Daredevil
courage, nerves of tempered steel, red Indian cun-
ning, grafted on a highly educated intelligence, made
him the most renowned scout officer on the western
front. “He lived in No Man’s Land”; “He spent his
time killing Germans”—these were common sayings
of him. On wnree separate occasions he made his
way right into the German trenches, mingled with
the Huns to secure the information he wanted and
got safely awar Once he peered through a loop-
hole in the German parapet and found it empty. He
thought the trench was unoccupied, and continued
his investigatione in the dark, crawling like a ser-
pent. Later he returned to the loop-hole, for the

“scientific purpose of verifying his first impressions,

and found himself looking into the muzzle of a
Mauser. The startled German fired point-blank and
the bullet plowed through the “Boy’s” thick hair,
A second shot at thirty4five yards also missed.

His hairbreadth escapes were endless. At another
time, he and his sergeant had ended their patrol
and were coming baek to their own lines. Asg they
came close, “Boy’s” quick ear caught the faint sound
of the safety-pin being drawn from a Mill’s ‘bomb, the
deadly British hand-grenade that bursts in five sec-
onds after the spring is released. He realized that
his own men had mistaken him and his sergeant for
Germans, and that before he could count five, the
bomb would explode. He flung himself to the ground
and dragged his sergeant with him. The bomb was
flung with & true aim. It gtruck him on the shoulder
and exploded, blinding and stunning him, but doing
ne further harm; dut the flying fragment bounding
over, struck the other man and killed him. He only
lived until he was got into the trench.

And these are only iwo incidents in his career,

. (Concluded on page 24.)
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N a public square at Brant-
ford, Ont., now stands the
world’s only memorial to the
Invention of the Telephone,
invented by Alexander
Graham Bell; the menworial
designed and executed by
Walter Allward, sculptor. The
work is totally unlike ‘any
other memorial in Canada.
The two figures at the ends
represent Humanity talking
and listening. The panel be-
tween suggests the messages
borne across the world by
human speech; of Joy, Sor-
row and Knowledge, the panel
by a subtle modulation indi-
cating the curvature of the
earth. Thus the art of the
sculptor spiritualizes the most
democratic and most com-
monly used of all modern in-
ventions.

”

Shall we have Movies by Wireless?

Canadian Inventor and Canadian Artist Collaborate to
Point the Way to Future Conquests of Science

RT sometimes ignores facts for the sake of
interpreting nature. On an average iten
million people a day lose their tempers
and make unnatural noises in a hysteria of

haste over the telephone. Sometimes a man grabs
the instrument in anger and jams the receiver back
on the hook in speechless rage. The telephone is
used for the transmission of plain facts, good news,
scandalous suggestion and bad temper. Nobody re-
veres the telephone—unless it is a child marvelling
at his mother who talks to somebody unseen, and
he soon gets over it., The telephone bell is usually
a gross impertinence, interrupting a dinner, a con-
versation, or a secret interview. It may be the
medium of a shrewd manoeuvre in business when a
letter is too slow and a telegram too obvious. It may
be the cause of arresting a thug, arranging a wed-

ding, or announcing laconically “it’s a boy!” It may
smooth out the kinks in the affairs of Mrs. A, and
Mrs. B., or make them worse enemies. It conveys
congratulations, condolences, or plain insults. It is
used one moment to transmit the elegant felicita-
tions of the lady of the house; the next to send over
a long lallygag of common gossip, or to enable the
housemaid to tell the butcher’s ‘boy why he is a
miserable slob, because he didn’t come around last
evening. : :

In all these things the telephone is about as human
as a pocket handkerchief, and in the common us:
of it, mosxt people forget that it is one of the greatest
mysteries in the world. Because it is so misunder-
stood by millions of people it remains for the artist
to spiritualize the telephone back to the sense of
mystery in which it was first conceived in the mind

N this house in Tutela Heights the details of the Tele phone were worked out, and from here the first line in

Canada was put into commission.

Sentiment caused the inventor also to return to the silent woodland spot

near the house where the idea of the telephone is said> to have flashed upon him; photographed there 43
years later with his wife on the occasion of the inaugural

By
Al G- U8 ToH-S
- »

BELL’S PREDICTION

(On the occasion of the unveiling of the Bell Me-
morial, in Brantford, Ont., Oct. 23, 1917.)

Brantford, Oct. 23.—Telephonic connection which will
annihilate space so far as sight is concermed, awas fore-
cast by Professor Alexander Graham Bell here to-day.

‘“The telephone has proven its value in times of peace
and war alike,” said Dr. Bell, “and while we have not yet
achieved sight by means of the telephone, such ,an ac-
complishment is by no means beyond the bounds of pos-
sibility.”

BRI kB

®
of the inventor. Which Walter Allward, Sculptor,
did ~when he designed and executed the Bell
Memorial, unveiled in Brantford a few days ago to
celebrate the genius of Alexander Graham Bell,
Canadian inventor. And the Bell Memorial was
made in a studio where no telephone was ever heard.

The Memorial was finished by the sculptor two
years ago, and ever since that time the plaster casts
from which the bronze figures and the huge centrai
entablature was cast had been down at the bronze
founders in Troy, N.Y. The delay was caused partly
by the impossibility of getting the fine French sand
from Calais, used for casting art bronzes. Eight
years ago the sketch models were accepted and the
award made. Time is nothing to a sculptor who
often has to interpret the ages. This monument to,
a world-revolutionizing invention in the exact year
of 1874 was carried out in very much the same soli-
tude and silence in which the invention of the tele-
phone was conceived 45 years ago. :

Dr, Bell made it quite clear in his speech at the)
ceremony that the telephone really originated in
Brantford on July 24, 1874. In the autumn of 1874
it was described by drawings to people in Boston.
In 1875 the first telephone was made in Boston.
“Conceived in Brantford and born in Boston” was
Bell's way of putting it.

“I came to Brantford in 1870, to die,” he said. “I
was given six months to live; but T am glad to be
alive to-day to witness the unveiling of this beautiful
Memorial.”

Brantford was the first place where the telephone
was. connected up for long-distance transmission.
That was on August 10, 1876. The transmitter was
in Brantford, the receiver in Paris, Ont., and the.
battery was in Toronto. The inventor’s reminiscence
referred also to the first line used betweem Brant-
ford and Tutela Heights.

5




—

e

CANADIAN COURIER

A pouring rain which no human invention could prevent kept the crowd interested at the Brantford station
while waiting for the Inventor of the Telephone to arrive in a special train from Washington.

“We cleaned Brantford out of stove-pipe wire,” he
said, as he described how the telegraph line on
Mount Pleasant Road was connected up with the
Bell homestead. - Several people talked and sang over
the line that day. It was the first public demon-
stration of the possibility of speech by wire.

At that time very few people expected that they
would live till the day when it would be possible
to talk 3,000 miles over a wire, as was done in New
York and in Montreal on two occasions during the
wast four years. We don’t know yet that it will be
impossible a hundred years hence to talk <clear
round the world; or whether by that time any such
gervice will be necessary. Messages from Mars may
be in vogue before the world-circuit telephone is
o use.

Givilizati011 is.roughly divided into the stome-age,
the bronze age, the wooden age, the steam age, the
iron age, the electric age. These are very crude
divisions. In modern times the ages all run together.

Since the ingention of the telephone, 43 years ago,
civilization has been advanced by more révolution-

- izing inventions than took place during the hundred

years previous to 1874. We are not told whether
the Bell telephone was among the exhibits at the
Centennial in Philadelphia in 1876. But we are quite
yure that the Centennial came too soon to celebrate:

The typewriter and the Web press; the automobile
and the trolley; radium and'the X-ray: wireless and
colour-photography; the moving picture and the
phonograph; Pasteurization and anti-toxin; hydro-
electric and the gas engine; gasoline motors and
paper from wood pulp; commercialized nickel and
transformers; asbestos curtains and thermos hot-
tles; player-pianos and  telharmoniums; fast ocean
liners and dreadnoughts; steam shovels and factory
magnets; hydraulic elevators and steam-riveters;
electric smelters and oil-driven ships; safety-pins and
dome fasteners; self-binders and hay-loaders: hay-
forks and corn-harvesters; sleeping-cars and track-
laying machines; rubBer tires and cement highways;
automatic organs and concert grand pianos; baby
incubators and milking machines; electric washers
and barrel churns; linotype machines and rotogravure
printing; siege guns and ‘‘tanks’’; airships and sub-
marines; Zeppelins and air raids; camouflage and
trench gas; spiritism and twili’ght sleep; Salvation
Army and skyscrapers; multimillionaires and blonde
Eskimos; cubist pictures and Schoenberg music; Polar
discovery and seedless oranges; baseball and vaude-
ville; short” sermons and the Fox" Trot.

* We stop' here, quite conscious that the list is far
from complete; but also that it shows at least how
far-reaching are the scientific ramifications of a
restless age, bent upon exploiting nature, ar:i and
science for the evolution of humanity. A cursory
examination of the list would show that Canada
has been identified, directly or otherwise, with a
number of these, including asbestos, ﬁickel, hydro-
electric, wood pulp, self-binders—and the telephone.

The telephone is enough to give this country a
place among the inventive peoples. Graham Bell's
prediction that some day we shall be able not only
to hear, but to see by wire, is not so startling in
1917 as a prophecy in 1874 that we should have
moving pictures, phonographs and the 300-mile

. telephones.

The tendency of modern times is for groups of
inventions to work out together. The group of
Whiclk the telegraph was the progenitor Compriges
the cable, the telephone and wireless. In some

people’s minds, also, if is connected with telepathy,
which, if it could be perfected into an invention.
would make all the others unnecessary. The world

is making a supreme effort, to unify itself by the
transmission of thought. If ether-waves connecting
up with thought-vibrations~——whatever either of them
is—can ever be accomplished there will no longer
be any need of telephomnes or Pinkerton detectives.

Another group is colour photography, movinz pic-
tures and the phonograph. If the next 50 years is
to keep pace scientifically with the 50 years ending
in 1917, some co-ordinating genius will make a
merger of these iwo groups of inventions as Herbert
Spencer co-ordinated philosophy. In 1967 it nay be
no marvel for a modern Rip Van Winkle to wake up
and find himself in a theatre seeing on the screen
an airship race at 300 miles an hour, 4,000 miles
from the scene of the race, at the very time of the
event, accompanied by the very sound of the air-
engines and the tumult of the crowd below. Such
an invention, using both wireless and wire, would
be no greater evolution on Dr. Bell’s “seeing by
wire”” than seeing by wire would be an advance over
the telephone.

But of course the scientist tells us dogmatically
that sound uses air for transmission and electricity
uses ether—or something like it. Therefore

Oh, well, civilization has discarded a lot of there-
fores.

The Art of the Sculbtor

(Extracts from an article in_‘Sons of Canada.”)

N

WHETHER in the simple “shaft, the fussy, frock-,

coated Victorian politician, or the superh, sweep-

ing linea;rgents of the great South African Me-
morial, Allward is inexorably himself; the patient, in-
tellectually imaginative workman, evolving his subject
with almost unscrupulous regard for historie accuracy.
He catches the spirit of the age—not of his own, but of
whatéver age he sets out tq depict. He would do a
statue of a king caveman’ ‘brandishing a. stone axe with
as much puntilious care for the atmosphere of that
period as he is now doing the mammoth Bell Memorial
intended to commemorate the evolution of the telephonic
age.

Day by day, week by week, month by month, working
with wax in that top-lighted lofty studio of his, Allward
asks himself what is the mission of a sculptor in a com-
mercial age, and himself furnishes the answer. From
sketch to sketch model, from that to half size with
something of detail; on again to life size and the use
of living models, and then to the huge skeleton of wood
and chicken-netting for monument size, he creates his
critical, inspiring verity which after several more moons
will be a plaster cast ready for the bronze founders.

Patience. There are. many things to consider as the

.assistant works away with the pointing machine invent-
_ed by Allward for indicating on the skeleton the details

of the life-size figure. This life-size is the sculptor’'s
approximate last work. The rest is replication on a
larger scale, investing that cadaver of crude wood and
chicken-netting with wax lineaments. And to a sculp-
tor with a great eraft and easy conscience that would
be all. This man with the comprehensive name—All-
ward—realizes a tout ensemble of a various kind. There
is the committee of award—oh, the committee!
composed of politicians, town councillors, and howling
patriots. There is the general conception supposed to
please that committee and must, therefore, be a com-
promise. There is .the price which takes no account
of love's labour lost in endless details produced and
afterwards suppressed for the sake of suggestive sim-
plicity. There is the difficulty of models in a young
commercial country. There is the architectural design
—and Allward spent part of his apprenticeship to an
architect. There is the site and the eénvironment, in-
volving the art of the landscape artist, There is the
general setting of walks, flower plots, lawns, and drive-
ways—~usually botched by the civie gardener. There is

the unveiling and the speechmaking nightmare and’ the
crowd. V

usually

The Bell. Memorial iy to have a decent chance,

OME day there will be a stafue of Graham Bell at
the opposite end of the park; the inventor looking
at his own memorial. The statue may have the

same ‘“‘look” in the face as this photograph of Dr., Bell
and his wife's mother.

»

however. Brantford had gumption enough §o employ
a landscape artist to provide the frame for the All-
ward picture. Mr. Dunington-Grubb’s arboreal and
design for the litile Champ de Telephone will be
evolved by an undoubted artist in that medium ag g °
suitable frame for the Allward picture. Some larger
cities who make cemeteries of their monuments
might' take a lesson from Brantford. The day may
come when people will go out of their way to have
a look at the place that commemorates: the birth of
the telephone. And if there should be nothing else
in Brantford worth’going out of one’s way to see,
the Bell Memorial, when set off by the art of the
landscape artist, should be worth the trouble,

Waliter Allward, Sculptor.



. must have ;been disappointed. Neither did Sir
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'a mere business machine with zeligion and pub-

CONTRACT AND CONSCIENCE

E-D. 1 10 R

OTHING in the once famous Letters of a

Pork Packer to His Son contains more

business and less humour to the square

inch than the recent examination of Sir
Joseph Flavelle, Bart., to discover—

Now what did the Commission expect to dis-
cover? Did they think Sir Joseph would melo-
dramatically confess that he had been a very
wicked or- very indiscreet man? Then they

Joseph take a bucket of whitewash into the
Court, He had nothing to conceal; no apology
Bacon was high.  Sir Joseph had
.pothing to do with it. There are laws of na-
fur.e, such as tides and chemical affinity which
no man can control. Bacon, on a rising market,
comes under those laws. Sir Joseph embodies
those laws. He would prefer the public to know
it. Anything to conceal? Surely not. But .
everything to explain,

Some time ago in Ottawa Sir Joseph put an
arm over a man’s shoulder and said unto him:

“Well, old man, what are you doing to help
win the war?” : :

“Me!” shouted the man. “T'm paying fifty
cents a pound for your darned old bacon.”

Was it answered?

That same man is paying 60 cents now; and
before next hog-killing he may pay more. Which
is one sure way of getting bacon for export;
so long as the exportees have the price. Once
you get the hog on to that eminence, the arith-
metic is bound to climb into millions.

But the popular interest in Sir Joseph Fla-
velle is not measured by what millions he makes
in a few years of war. We have a good crop of
millionaires. Most of them don’t interest us be-
cause of their millions. A few of them interest
people because they do big things anyhow just
for the love of doing them, and the millions are
the result. Sir Joseph Flavelle doesn't belong.
here. He has done big things, a lot of various
kinds of things in business, philanthrophy, re-
ligion, education, and so on. But he has always
been on the weigh scales. There never was any
glamour of romance or adventure about this well-
thermognetered man of business, religious mor-
ality and public service. ~ Sir Joseph Flavelle
was never meant to be a martyr to his own tem-
At the same time he has just come
through the most trying ordeal of his life. If
he feels about it no other way than he wanted
the public to think he felt during the examina-
tion, he should be well ashamed of himself and
decide to give the people of this country no more

- concern over what he calls hig conscience. .

But he did not succeed in proving that he Is

lic service attachments. To one who watched
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trouble with my contracts.

“Now if 1 get too many qualms on this platform | may have
But if | look closely after the
contracts | daresay | can adjust the qualms so as not to be
weighed in the balance and found wanting.” :

ERE are some passages of Scripture v?vhich bear upon Sir
Joseph’s life amd character, all of ‘which he has very likely

helped to @pound in Sunday School:

© 1t is easier for a camel to go through the eye of a needle than
for a rich man to enter the kingdom of heaven.”

“Seest thou a man diligent in business?
kings.”’

“Go sell-all that thou hast and give to the poor’” (said by Jesus
to Cornelius, who wanted to know what he should do to inherit
the kingdom of. heaven).

“The poor yve have always with ye.”

“Mene, Mene, Tekel Upharsin,” interpret

- shazzar to mean, - ; )

“Thou art weighed in the balance and found wanting."

There was also the story of Dives and ILazarus.
the place to which Sir Joseph Flavelle consigned the profits made
by failure to live up to contragt. |

He shall stand befors -

ed by Daniel to Bel-

Dives was in munitions

intend to ask dbout it, but the word had been worry=
ing Sir Joseph. ‘He had been waiting to hear it for
many hours, but it wouldn’t come, so he stucx it in
himself. There was no logical reason for using it in
the way he did. He forced the question because he
couldn’t comfortably hold back his set reply any
longer. That ‘“none whatever” signalled the cessa-
tion of his nervousness. He no longer put out s timid
hand to touch the testament. His relaxation was
noticeable.

Now it was precisely on that point that public
_interest in him converged and Sir Joseph knew
it better than his counsel. What the public
wanted to know about him was:

‘What did he mean by that “To hell with the
profits!” speech before the manufacturers, when
he was all the while following it up with more
profits to himself than any munition manufac-
turer was likely to make?

He answered that by explaining what he really
meant by the remark. He probably felt about it
something like President Wilson felt about that
phrase, “Too proud to fight.” The trouble is that
Sir Joseph has a habit of saying awkward things
which require explanation. He understands busi-
ness. We don’t-deny that. But he does not un-
derstand people. *

Once at an art exhibition Sir Joseph, then Mr.
Flavelle, came up to a Canadian artist, Smith,
who abominated the work of a certain other
Canadian artist named Jones, and who was-look-
ing at what he considered one of Jones’ worst
pictures. : :

Sir Joseph felt Smith on the shoulder-blade
and said unto him,

“I say, Smith—that’s a pretty fine thing of
yours.” ; ¢

And he never could explain that remark born
out of season.

Apparently the fact that he is a rich man does
not distress Sir Joseph. What distresses him
unspeakably is the fact-a lot of men get into of
not living up to their contracts. Wherefore in
explaining his to-hell-with-theprofits remark he
said: /

I pointed out to them that at the moment we were
pehind, greatly behind, in the delivery of the muni~
tions which we had promised, that I was concerned
to learn from the meeting that we had together that
some were hesitating to expend the necessary money
to carry out manufacture, and that in consequence
there was a possibility of the delivery of munitions
not fulfilling; and I said: “If it Is profits In relation
to what | have seen and what | have told you, then
your profits ought to go to the hell "to which they
belong.” And, sir, 1 would say just the same to-day
if It became a question as®to whether a manufac-
turer would carry out his obligation to compiete his
In accordance with ‘hls contract, or

whether he would hesitate to make the necessary

expenditure because he hesitated about the profits
' that he had. . ;

him elosely during the examination he showed
that if ever he was sweating inwardly it was up to
a certain point in his evidence when he interpolated
that remark about qualms of conscience, < Here
is what the eye-witness observed in the conduct of
Sir Joseph on that occasion: i

Sir Joseph came to the seat of judgment surprised that

he should be called, but quite convinced that he could be

* candid about every little thing he had ever done. He
" gaid so in the last words of his to go down on the record.

They were: ‘I have sought, so far as I am concerned, to
answer the questions which have been put to me. I do
not know why they should be put, but I have not anything
to comeeal in the world.”” He said this out loud when
the chairman gave the signal that the inquiry was over,
but he had been saying it to himself for a long time

* pefore he came into the oouncil room to face the com-

mission. To him, everything in the whole business was
“natural” and “‘proper’”—he got one or other of these two
words into pretty nearly every reply he gave.
s nothing to conceal’” was another favourite remark of
his—and he said it like a young fellow about half way
‘through a course in elocution.

“Tundamental principle” was another favourite. He'

ddn’t know anything about detafls. He wasn’t even sure
about what per cent. the dividend was he received a little
vhile ago on a little matter of a million dollars’ worth
of stock he owns in the Simpson store. “It was either
4 or 6 per cent.,” he said, when asked about it. He is
President of the Harris Abattoir Company, and wasn't
sure about the percentages of dividends there, “but I

T

“There

_can find out for you—it is a matter of record’” He was

in L.ondon for four months last year. The packing com-
pany.of which he is president were the largest purveyors
of the largest loads of Canadian bacon ever shipped into
Tngland. He did not once make enquiries as to quan-
tities. He had delegated authority and responsibility to
sameone else.
fectly “natural” and “proper"—.so' why worry?

Mr. Bain, who had been trying for about two hours to -

dig something more definite than a discourse on funda-

mental principle out of Sir Joseph, told the generalizing

generalissimo that the Davies Company had made over
three millions of dollars in profits—mainly out of war
orders—within the last twenty-four months.

“And I was wondering,” began Mr. Bain—

“If 1 had any qualms of conscience?”’ broke in the
bacon baron, as though eager to get the answer off
his chest. ; ¢

“Put it that way it you like,” said Mr. Bain.,

“None whatever,” said Sir Joseph. X

Mr. Bain was evidently flabbergasted, but Sir Joseph
was only eager to get back to his old, famillar friend,
“fundamental.” TFor about two minutes the mask was
off. Tor several hours S8ir Joseph Flavelle had sat,
fidgeting with nervous hands and fencing with his foil
of fundamentals. Nobody had mentioned “conscience.”
His own counsel had kept to a typ ewritten list of ques-
tions to which Sir Joseph had replled from a type-
written lst of answers. Mr. Bain—the interrogator for
the crown.and public—had stuck to an analysis ' of
accounting methods and business prinéiples. Conscience
was kept from the discussion. Mr. Bain didn't really

The “fundamental principle’” was per-

Sir Joseph worships a contract. He has never
broken a contract, at least by his own consent or

knowledge. What he has said, he has said; and he

will live up to it. And those who would judge him
must keep unequivocally in mind that in the final
estimate of human character there is that unim-
peachable law of business which in the Pilgrim’s
Progress of life as much justifies and explains a
man of business as ultimate wisdom used to Justify
Solomon. . 3

“There is nothing on earth,” he said to a news-
paper confidante of his once, “to prevent me from
making money on a rising market and losing it on a
falling market.” : 2

HERE you have it in a nutshell. Markets for bacon
rise and fall as inexorably as the tides which
are controlled by one of the heavenly bodies. Sir
Joseph rises and falls with them. If he could be
guaranteed a fixed reasonable price for his bacon
he might be willing to take it, guaranteed against
all Josses on a downward market and prevented from
undue profits on a rising market. Bue we ask the
question in all seriousness—When in recent years
has there- been any falling market that seriously
interfered with the profit on bacon?
(Continued on page 22.)
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DON'T be BUNCOED on PETROGRAD

FEBELING of consternation has been
A created in some uﬁreﬂecting observers

by the successes of the German navy

in the Baltic. Indeed we are threat-
ened with a revival of the German myth, never
quite’ dead, which always foresees the delivery
of some irresistible blow that has been plotted
with superhuman skill and directed with mir-
aculous energy. Every German move, however
slight, fonegbadows a “drive,” and any city that
appears to be on the line of march as indicated
by the convenient desk rule is considered to be
already taken, no matter what its distance, nor
how insuperable the obstacles that intervene.
Thus we afe already being invited, with the
aid of maps four inches square, to consider the
relative positions of Riga and Petrograd, and

means of a heavy black line. Germany, it may

UPPOSE Hindenburg. had an army at
Montreal any time in December—what
chance would he have trailing that army up to
Toronto before spring, if we decided to tear
up the railways and had an army to bother
him en route? Petrograd is just about as far
from Riga as Toronto is from Montreal; and
in place of railways the route is marked by
swamps and snowbanks, Anyway Petrograd
isn’t worth taking. But like most other Ger-
man ‘‘victories’’ it has a political value,

of the German fleet in action, and with the dis-
cipline that action always inspires. Whether
enough has been done to this end, we can not
yet tell, but we need not doubt that these were
the “motives underlying the attack upon Oisel
Island and the threat upon the Russian navy in
the Gulf of Finland. It is pbssible that the Ger-
man ships will now enter the gulf, after taking
whatever precautions against the mimes that
may be necessary. It is possible that they may
make an effort against Cronstadt, and against
the Russian warships. On the other hand, they
may be unwilling to risk so much to gain so
little, or to win a worthless naval victory in the
east, while their armies in the west are bending
and breaking beneath the blows that are so un-
ceasingly falling upon them. But whatever they
may de, we need not regard such. victories as
this as having any bearing whatever upon the

be inferred, has once more delivered one of
those master strokes that are alike incalculable
and devastating. And who knows what she
may do next?

Strategy has been defined as the art of determin-
ing what your ememy intends to do and preventing
him from doing it. But if we begin to inquire as to
the nature of Germany’s military aims in the Baltic,
we find ourselves in some perplexity, because no
probable military aims are anywhere in sight. The
theory of a contemplated ‘“drive” upon Petrograd is
gimply fantastic. Winter is close at hand. It is
about 350 miles from Riga to Petrograd, and the
road is-a maze of rivers, lakes, and swamps. A
large army starting under favourable conditions

early in the spring might possibly succeed, but even -

then it would be doubtful. And it is certain that
Germany has no army available for such a purpose.
If she had any men to spare, she would apply them
to remedy her pitiable plight in the west. She would
not be compelled to refuse aid to Austria in her des-

perate distress. Moreover, we -may doubt if Petro-’

grad is worth the trouble of its capture. There is

‘little there that is valuable, with Russia in her pres-
. ent state of paralysis. The capital has already been

moved to Moscow, not because Petrograd ig in dan-
ger, but because the situation gives to Kerensky the

~ necessary plea for a political measure that has long

been necessary. To take Petrograd might, perhaps,
be described as a meral victory. It might fill the
streets of Berlin with fluttering flags. But moral
victories have lost a good deal of their early values,
and even flags leave much to be desired as substi-
tutes for real successes. %

 The Germans can not take Petrograd by land, but
they may conceivably do so by water, although here,
too, the chances are vastly against them and the

prize not worth having, from a military point of

view." 'In that event, the German navy must pass

‘up the Gulf of Finland, which is thickly sown with

mines, and it must reduce the fortifications at Cron-

~stadt. 'To remove the mines would be a toilsome

operation for a large fleet of mine sweepers, and it
iz hard to see how this could be done before win-
ter. We do not know to what extent Cronstadt would
be ‘able to resist the German mnavy, since we do not
know to what extemt the Russian pacifists have de-

' stroyed its efficacy. Kerensky seems to think that

they have done a good deal in this direction, and

we may readily suppose that they have done what -

they can. None the less, if we make all allowance
for the pro-German treachery of the Russian court,
and for the pacifist treachery that followed the court,
the task of taking Petrograd would still be a most

formidable ome. -Without definite knowledge of the

situation, it would be unwise to describe it as im-

possible, but we are still faced with the fact that it
- would have no military value, and that it might
‘easily produce a unifying of Russian sentiment that

would far counterbalance even ‘those moral values
that have become a sort of fetish with the German

‘“mind.

But t.he actual oause for this outblaze of naval ac-

~ tivities is not far to seek. We have omnly to co-or-
“dinate the events of the last month or two, and we
~ shall understand why a naval victory had become a
. matter of paramount necessity to the German gov-

By ST DBDBNEY

ernment, and quite irrespective of material gains.
We know now that the mutiny on the German war-
ships was a real mutiny, and one of the gravest
kind. The story was not fabricated by the authori-
ties as a bludgeon for socialist heads, although that
theory was gravely advanced from quarters that
should have been better informed. The government
spokesmen in the Reichstag did not even try to ex-
aggerate it. Om the contrary, they minimized it.
Making all due allowances for the narratives that
have reached us by the way of neutral countries, it
seems certain that the crews of at least six ships
were involved, and that they made an effort either
to hand over their ships to the enemy, or to intern
them in neutral ports. But a still more sinister situ-

ation was revealed at the trial of the incriminated

sailors. It was found impossible to segregate the
guilty omes, since nearly all were guilty. There was
reason to believe that the whole navy was saturated

 with disaffection, and that any attempt at punish-

ment might easily produce a crisis impossible to
handle without disaster. Only about half a dozen
men were executed, but many others were impris-
oned, and the crews were so mixed as to break up
the personal combinations that had been formed.
The causes that led to such a state of affairs are,
of course, conjectural, but those that have been fur-
nished from Amsterdam and elsewhere have the
merit of reasonableness. Bad food comes first. A
dread of the submarine service is said to have played
its part, and at least one story says that the danger
of the submarine service is much greater than is
usually supposed., Finally there is the moral cor-
rosion produced by years of inactivity, and to this
may be added a statement of a traveller from a Ger-
man port, quoted by the New York Times, and to
the effect that “the battle of Jutland had a consider-
able adverse effect on the sailors of the grand fleet.
Thgy know now that the British fleet is far superior,
and that going out to fight it means something like
going into a “trap.” The trouble began insidiously
some eight months ago in Wilhelmshaven, and it
culminated in recent events. But we may observe
,that during the last few days there have been other
stories of mutinous spirit at Ostend, and of out-
breaks between the German and Austrian sailors on
the warships at Pola. Now all these stories may be
. exaggerated. ‘Certainly they have not dwindled in
tramsit, but at least they are circumstantial, and to
a certain extemt they are pmved by the proceedings
in the Relchstag

HIUREFORE there is abundant need for a Ger-
man naval victory whenever and wherever a vie-
tory may be won. It would provide employment for
the crews, and therefore it would be a remedy for

the evils of inactivity. But it would do much more

than this, We are told that rumours of naval dis-
affection have been spreading throughout the coun-
try for months past, and that it was considered ad-
visable to make a public statement in order to sil-
ence these whispers. The facts were suppressed or
minimized so far as possible, but it was believed

that the best possible dementi would be the spectacle.

CORYN

general fortunes of the war, except in so far
as they may serve to indicate the desperate
straits to which the German arms have now been
reduced.

~

HE mutiny in the German army may serve to
put us on our guard against a too ready accept-
ance of opinions based upon a supposed knowledge
of the German people, and an experience of their
attitude under the strain of the war. The knowl-
edge and the experience may be real enough, but the
fact none the less remains that this is a war with-
out precedents, a war in which the past throws little
or no light upon the present and its probabilities.
Since the intervemtion of America we have had two
or three important books written by Americans who
were in Germany until the outbreak of hostilities,
and who have testified to the state of German pub-
lic opinion, and to the causes that are likely to lead
directly or indirectly to peace. One of these books
was by Mr. Gerard, whose intellectual competence
is as much beyond question as his sincerity. But
all of these writers have denied the possibility of
military disaffection. All of them have believed that
the discipline of the army and navy was impreg-
nable, and would remain so until the end. They
have believed also that there could be no revolu-
tion in Germany, at least until the end of the war
had brought with it its maddening disappointments
and revelations. Mr. Gerard says, “The German na-
tion is not one which makes revolutions. . . . The
officers of the army are all of one class, and of the
class devoted to the ideals of autocracy. A revolu-
tion of the army is impossible; and at home there
are only the boys and old men, easily kept in sub-
Jection by the police.” Now it is true that here we
have a mutiny and not a revolution, and of the navy
and not of the army. But the distinction is not a
very substantial one. Moreover, we may note with
some interest that the mutinous spirit in the navy
had already reached serious dimensions before Mr.
Gerard had begun to write his book, if we may ac-
cept the circumstantial and copyrighted cable sent
by Mr. George Renwick from Holland to the New
York Times, under date of October 12, But Mr.
Gerard does not seem to have heard of the ominous
occurrences at Wilhelmshaven that are recounted
by Mr. Renwick, or of the fact that the captain and
officers of the Weatfalen had been locked in their
cabins by their crews. Three bundred men were
involved, says Mr. Renwick, and thirty of them were
sentenced to death, but only three were actually ex-
ecuted, as the anthorities did not dare to add fuel
to the slumbering flames. This is in no way an an-
imadversion upon Mr. Gerard, whose book is, and
must remain, an indispensable guide to the events in
Germany during the last three years, as well as a
record of devotion and courage that are beyond
praise. But it does show the impossibility of sue-
cessful prediction where there are no guiding pre-
cedents, and where history hag nothing to offer us
by way of direction. No human opinion as to the
future, and especially as to the incalculable opera-
tions of the collective or mnational mind, can have
much value at such a time as this, where nations
have been hurled into the midst of new and incone
ceivable forces.
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LL said and cdone, it’s not the man who fixes

prices or puts a ¢rimp in the middieman that

really puts the food into the food-problem.
it all comes back to the producer. In England
one man’s job—under Baron Rhondda—is to keep
on increasing production. The land is there—
plough it up; there are old men, boys and giris— ; o
conscript them on ths land:; conscientious objec- ?
tors—put them on pitch-forks. Down with the
idlers! England used to be agriculturally asleep.
Not so now—with Sir Arthur Lee as the Director-
General of Food Production. Wili Mr. Crerar, the
new Minister of Agriculture, in conjunction with
the Food Controller’'s Department, get as soon as
possible a Sir Arthur Lee in Canada?

ENATOR HUMBERT seems to be the ‘“‘goat’
S of the latest newspaper conspiracy .in Paris;

the man, who just before the outbreak of
war, declared in the Senate that the French
army had no boots—though for a barefooted
army they seem .to have gone some pretty
‘rcugh roads. . Humbert was the nominal pur-
chaser of the Paris Journal which cost $2,000,000
to buy. Humbert was in a hole. If the money
couldn’t be got, his $200,000 would go into the
hole aiso. The money was got. Bolo Pasha
got it from the Deutsche Bank in New York and

i S

EEP your eye on Cadorna, was the advice of Sidney Coryn
K a few weeks ago. We are. A few days ago Cadorna said

that the war road to Vienna and Berlin might liz over
the Alps. That was the way It looked from the top of Monte
Santo and the plateau of Bainsizza, won by the great Italian from Switzerland, probably from Prince Hohen-
mountain-top miracle drive in August. Berlin then takes a fohe, chief of the German spy system. Switzer-
hand. Cadorna must be stopped. The lItalian second army gave land is a hive of German intrigues, trying to
way. Berlin claims 100,000 prisoners, Next? corrupt France and Italy.

CADORNA & Co.

President Wilson and his new motor car; England’s Food
Producing Director: French Senator in Trouble, and
Redmond’s D. S. O.

HE Sinn Fein Convention may reso=
lute for an Irish republic and armed
resistance all it likes. Capt. W.
Redmond, son of the famous John R.,
Nationalist leader, has been up against
something more violent than Sinn Fein.

EEMS to be an idea in the U. 5.
army that pugilism is a good thing

for the trenches. Here is Benny
Leonard, light-weight champion of the
world, posing for the camera after be-

OST unique photograph of President Wilson.. He is looking at a new war
truck. Nothing remarkable about that, except that this car is one of two sent

While commanding a company in a
Flanders shell-crater he was biown out
by a shell, rallied his men and by a
defensive flank saved his part of the
line. He gets the D.S.0. medal.

to Washington, the first two of the new army of 35,000 war trucks being built

by 12 motor-truck plants and 62 aiuitomobile-part factories. But the President sees
into the soul of that car. He understands that Germany beats the world for sub-
marines, Britain for big guns, France for 75's, and ltaly for giant aircraft; but it’s
certainly Uncle Sam’s particular business to beat the world in motor-machinery, he-
cause the United States Is the greatest motor-car manufacturing country in the worlg.

r

ing appointed as boxing director in one
of the camps. Before he gets into the
khaki ring, however, he will take on
Jack Britton for the world’'s champion-
ship. By the way, is the American

" Army to be another Boxer uprising?
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ALUNSEINE - AND SHADOW

»

ONESTLY, would these giris look so cute in panta-

lettes? Or has the charm in their smiles anything

to do with the nonchalant way they dangle their
footwear? They are not Canadians. They are American
show girls, knitting war socks for the boys at camp
while they wait to go on between the acts of “O Boy’,
Poor O Boy’.”” Can’t even go to camp to the tune of
“The Girl | Left Behind Me.”

1

R A,

o

HRISTMAS Eve? Dickens? No, just a
pack of little uns,- out of the lap of old
London; whole family or twoi parents
not located as yet; being led by the genlal
Bobbie who last week was in plain clothes
and now wears an anti-shrapnel helmet,—
away to some safer place during an air raid
from the Land of the Toyshop. -

»

SR =5 S

NY doubts that Alsace Lorraine wants
to go back to France can bhe at once
dispelled by talking to either of the two
girls above. They escaped from Colmar a
few days hefore the war, into Switzerliand:
now in the Unitéd States with their father
who is President of the World League for
the restitution of Alsace. Neme Blumenthal.
German name. But no more so than
Johann Jacob Waltz, the Alsatian of Ger-
man descent, who in his book, “History cof
Alsace for Little Children,”” says: *All the
evil that has ever befallen Alsace came from
across the Rhine.” !
NE of Napoleon’s most humanly wise
sayings was, ‘““What France needs is
mothers.’”” 'The imitator of Napoleon
on the Rhine has revised that proverb to,
“What France needs is War Widows."
Here are a group of them being cared for
by the Red Cross at one of the barracks.
Pity 'tis that no such pictures can be taken
in Germany-—not yet. ;
p »
ND on tother side another little orphan-
age, fouhded in 1915; by the Queen of
Belgium, who pays the $4,000 a month
to keep it up, King Albert visits it once in
a while to see the war orphans learn to knit
_and sew and garden and mend boots.’ Just
one ‘way~-of a king and queen doing what
they can to patch up a country that's broken
by the war as no other country ever was.
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DISAPPEARANCE

of

- JONATHAN TINKERBY

HEN Jonathan
Tinkerby had
perfected his

invention for making
a supercharged car-
bonated water from
the ordinary fluid
that flows from a
house faucet he was
so pleased that he
opened a little offiqe
on a downtown
street. There, 1In
addition to receiving
subseriptions for the
stock of the com-
pany formed to mar-
ket the gas-making
machine, he gave
away as much of the
carbonated beverags
as people would take.
‘He did this to show
his ngchine was all
that was claimed for
it. He said he. did
not- want people to
buy stock in tho
Carbo Water Com-
pany with the idea
that they were gei-
= ting a pig in a pokse.
“Everything is open and above board,” said Mr.
Tinkerby.
To prove this he would take a glass, fill it with
the clear, sparkling, bubbling water, hand it to the

- prospective investor, and draw anpthe«r beeker of

the liquid for himself. Together the inventor of
the gas machine and the man seeking a chance 1o
place his surplus funds would quaff the sizzling
mixture,

“Can you beat it?” Jonathan Tinkerby would ask.
“Have another glass. Have a dozen. No mystery
about this. Drink all you want. It’s all the same
All charged to the limit with pure carbonic, acid
gas, and nothing else. Why, man, I can turn, with
my machine, ordinary water into this sparkling
beverage so cheaply that you could afford to take
a bath in it. Fact!” .

To prove his assertion, Mr. Tinkerby would squirt
a stream of the water from- a siphon out of the
window, to demonstrate the inexpensiveness of
the liquid.

: THE merit of Mr. Tinkerby’s vinvention was in the

machine by which the water was charged with
gas. He had perfected it after a great deal of work
and experimenting. All one had to do was to attach
a pipe to the kitchen faucet. Through this the water
could be run into a mixer, where it was mingled
with the gas. )

This came in small tubes under pressure. Then
the fluid was passed into a reservoir, to be drawn
when needed. It was so simple that it was.a wonder
no one had thought of it before. A big saving could
the effected on the making of carbonated beverages.
and even the rivals of Mr. Tinkerby had to admit
that he had a good thing.

It seemed likely to make his fortune, too, for

investors were pleaséd with the simplicity of the

affair, and began to subscribe for the stock in large :

blocks.

Day after day the inventor sat in his little office.
While his clerks attended to the distribution of eir-
culars and the making out of stock certificates, Mr.
Tinkerby would tell about the wonders of his
machine, and how it charged the water with carbonic
acid gas. =

‘“This water contains nearly twice as much gas
to the cubic inch as any othér,” Mr. Tinkerby would

way. That was one of his strong arguments.

By HOWARD R. GARIS
He would fill a long narrow glass with the sparkling

fluid, and show prospective investors how fast the

bubbles rose. It was almost like champagne.

Then the inventor would empty a large beeker of
the water, inviting his friends to do likewise. In
short, it seemed that Mr. Tinkerby did nothing but
drink’ the supercharged carbonated water.

One day Mr. Tinkerby had an ‘appointment with
Jonas Roger, who wanted to invest $50,000 in tn2
new company. Mr. Roger called on Mr. Tinkerby
in the afternoon with the $50,000 in cash, for he
was rather eccentric and did not like banks .and
checks. :

He drank some of the water, watched the machine
make it and seemed pleased. Mr. Tinkerby was
pleased also. He drank several glasses of the car-
bonated beverage. Then he took Mr. Roger’s $50,000,
which was in new crisp bills, and prepared to change
it into stock certificates.

With the money, Mr., Tinkerby walked into a rear
room, where his safe was and where the stock
certificates were kept. This room, where Mr. Tin-
kerby’s secretary, pretty Miss Ruth Law', sat, opened
into a paved courtyard, or airshaft, about which
were high walls of glazed brick.

Miss Law remembered afterward that she had
noticed her employer step to the rear door for a
second, holding the bundle of bills in his hand.

Then she saw him no more, for she gave her atten-

tion to the typewriting machine, over which she
was busy.

Meanwhile Mr. Roger sat in the front office, wait-
ing for the return of Mr. Tinkerby with the stock
certificates. 'The investor slowly sipped a glass of
the carbonated water and thought what a good thing
it was. Then he grew a little imipatient. .

Mr. Tinkerby seemed gone a long time. Mr. Roger
was in a hurry, for he wanted to catch -a train. He
wiggled on his chair, and then got up and looked into
the rear office. All he saw was the pretty secretary
clicking away at her machine.

‘“Where is Mr. Tinkerby?”’ asked Mr. Roger.

“Why, didn’t he come back to you?” asked Miss
Law, in some surprise.

“No. I've been sitting jn there waiting for him.”

“I saw him step to the door a minute and look
into the rear court,” said the stenographer. ‘‘Then
I didn’t notice him again.”

With a muttered exclamation Mr. Roger went into
the court. It was all walled up with glazed bricks
and paved with tiles. The investor peered all about.
There was no sign of Mr. Tinkerby. Indeed, a
mouse could not have hidden in the place.

There was not the slightest crack in the bricks
nor in the side of the building, which formed one
wall of the court and in which structure Mr. Tin-
kerby had his office. The floor of the court was
solid, save for a small hole, through which the
water ran off when it rained. Unless he had turned

himself into a liquid or smoke, Mr. Tinkerby could

not have gone down this,

There was no means of scaling the glazed walls,
which were twenty feet high. There was no window
in the side of the building nearer than fifty feet to
the paved floor of the court.

In fact, the place was like a walled dungeon, save
that it was open at the top. Three of the sides were

formed of the shining tiled bricks, and the fourth

by the back of the building.

‘““This is very strange,” said the pretty steno-
grapher, as she gazed out into the court.

“I 'should think it was!” exclaimed Mr. Roger, as
he recalled his $50,000, which he had last seen in
Mr. Tinkerby’s hand. *“I should think it was, young
lady. What are we to do?”

“I'm sure I can’t say,” respondéd Miss Law. “He
had a lot of letters to dictate to me this afterngon,
and what am I to do about them?” ‘

Mr. Roger muttered something in a low tone,

“It’s very strange,” said Miss Law again.

Indeed, it was rather a curious happening. One
minute Mr. Tinkerby had stood in the rear door
of his office looking out into the court. The next
second, when Miss Law had taken her eyes from
him an instant, he had disappeared. It was very
mysterious. It was startling., To Mr. Roger it was
distressing. Where was he to look for his $50,000?

“We had better notify the police,” suggested the
investor to the pretty stenographer.

“Oh!” she exclaimed, a little frightened.

‘“Why not?” demanded Mr. Roger. “Isn’t that
what’s done when people disappear mysteriously?”

“Yes, but this is so sudden,” objected the girl.

“That’s just the reason why the police ought to
be told of it at once,” snapped Mr. Roger. “Most
disappearances are sudden. There are not many
gradual ones. People don’t go around notifying
their friends they’re going to disappear, and have

a date set, with a band of music to mark the event. -

Most disappearances are sudden. I'm going to notify
an officer. Nothing like getting to work at once
on a sudden mystery.”

E went out, wearing a worried and puzzled look.
He had heard of bunco schemes and green
goods swindles before. This must be one of them.
That was it! He was up against a swindling zamae.
It was all a putsup job for Mr. Tinkerby to get the
money, and, under the pretence of going to a safe
to get the stock certificate, run out of the rear door
with the cash.

The police could not get to work too quickly to
suit Mr. Roger. He hurried down the street and
approached an officer, who was leisurely patrolling
his kbeat

“Come at once, officer," said Mr, Roger.
i3 a strange case for you to solve.”

The officer demurred at first, but Mr. Roger was
insistent. When the two got back to the court they
found Miss Law carefully scanning the shining brick
walls as if to find a trace of her employer.

‘““What’s it all about?’ demanded the policeman:
“Somebody disappeared, eh? Headquarters ought to
be told about it. Them things ain’t in my lins.
You show me somebody what needs arrestin’ an’
I'll do it. But I don’t see nobody what needs to be
took in now. This ain’t my kind of work.”

Nevertheless he consented, at Mr. Roger’s solicita-
tion, to look the court over.

“You say he just stepped to the back door?” asked
the bluecoat of Miss Law.

“That’s all. The next instant I looked up and
missed him, but I supposed he had gone back into
the front office.”

“And I'll take my oath he never did,” interposed
Mr. Roger.

“Queer,” muttered the officer.
this court, is there?”

“Only by the top,” answered the stenographer

“There

“No way out ‘ot

“And it would take a bird to get out that way, ":

commented the officer.

“Or somebody with a balloon,” sunggested Mr. -

Roger, sus.piciou.sly.' “Or, maybe there’s a trap door

in the pavement.

HE officer sounded with his club. Not the least

' hollow echo rewarded his efforts. Mr. Roger
gazed at the expanse of brick wall forming the rear
of the building. There was the one window fifty
feet up.

“Maybe some one lowered a rope from there and

pulled him up,” said the investor, cffering this as a

last desperate means of solving the mystery,

The policeman nodded. He went inside the struc-
ture and found the office into which the window
opened. It was the private room of the president
of the Bankers’ Trust Company. The president was
in and had beén all day. He said, very emphatically,
that no one had used a rope to haul any one up
from the court to his window. Nor had any one
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from the windows above done it or be would have
noticed it.

“l' don’t see what else I can do,” said the police
man. “Better go to headquarters and-‘have ’em send
out a general alarm.”

Mr. Roger did so. A description of Mr. Tinkerby
was sent broadcast, and every policeman in the
big city kept a lookout for the head of the Carbo
Water Company.

’]“HE newspapers got hold of the story, and the
mysterious features of the disappearance were
made the most of. There were pictures of Mr.
Tinkerby, more or less like him,.and several views
and diagrams of the little court.

Several papers got expert masons and architects
to investigate the features of the court with a view
to ascertaining whether there might not be some
underground passage that Mr. Tinkerby might have
used.

Other journals had microscopic examinations of
the walls made to see if, perhaps, the inventor had
loft any leather scrapipgs from his shoes in
scrambling up to escape.

The balloon and airship theories were investigated
and came to nothing. The rope idea would
not hold: Not the slightest clue - was
obtained.

Mr. Tinkerby’s family were in despair.
They offered a large reward for his dis-
covery. To this the directors of the Carbo
Water Company added a substantial #um.
Enterprising newspapers did likewise. Soon
the whole city was talking of the missing
man.

The enémies of Mr. Tinkerby and his
company were not backward in offering a
solution of his disappearance. -They said
he had evidently carefully selected a time
to vanish. It was strange, they said, that
he never thought of dropping out of sight
until Mr. Roger had given him the $50,000.

As for a means of getting out of the
_walled-up court, it was hinted that a friend
‘at the window above with a long rope was
the easiest solution of the mystery. These
persons and papers did not believe tne
denial of the president of the - Bankers’
Trust Company. :

To these insinuvations the friends of the
missing inventor returned no answer save
a dignified silence. They admitted the
affair looked very strange, but then, they
pointed out, this was a day of queer happenings.

Meanwhile matters were at a standstill in the

Canbo Water Company. No one but Mr. Tinkerby :

could properly demonstrate the machine. No one
but he could show how good the water was. No
one but he could drink so much of the beverage to
show what a fine thirst quencher it was. 3

The days wemnt by. Mr. Roger fretted and fumei
about his $50,000. He started suit against the Carnbo
Water Company to recover the sum, and the action
dragged through the courts. Miss Law came to the
office every day, but there was little for her to do.
Three weeks had passed since Mr. Tinkerby had
disappeared.

R. ROGER called often at the office to ask Miss
Law if there was any nmews. He only did it
28 a sort of forlorn hope. When told that nothing
had happened to throw any light on the affair, he
would sigh, in memory of his $50,000, and gaze
sflently into the paved court, which had last held
the bodily presence of Jonathan Tinkerby.
- Late one afterncon, while sitting thus, looking into
the deserted court, and listening to the clicking of
Miss Law’s typewriter, Mr. Roger 'was conscious of
a sort of shadow In the air above him.

He thought Mttle of it at first, 8o engrossed was
he with the regretful memory of his lost $50,000.
Thm he was snddenly startled as the feet and legs
of a man dangled before his eyes, seeming to drop
down from the sky.

Slowly the limbs lengthened out, and, as Mr.
Roger raised his eyes, somewhat fearful of what he
might behold, he saw, floating downward from the

&iry nothingness that formed the mt of the eourt,

the My of Jonathan Tinkerby.

His stenographer, pretty
Miss Ruth Law, noticed
her employer step to
the rear door.
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‘“Merciful heavens!” cried Mr. Roger.
! Miss Law came running to the rear
gazed into the .court, just as Mr. Tinkerby's

door, and
knees

came on a level with the top of the lintel. She
screamed and promptly fainted away.
Slowly Mr. Tinkerby floated down until his feet

were about a yard from the pavement of the court.
There he seemed to stick.

“Would you mind giving me vour hand,” said the
floating man to Mr. Roger.

As if in a dream, Mr. Roger extended his fingers
and grasped the palm of the inventor.

“Pull me down,” said Mr. Tinkerby, smiling in a
reassuring ~manner. “lI find I can float earthward

no farther. Thank you: you are very kind.”
Mr. Tinkerby’'s feet touched the pavement. He
seemed to be like one of the toy gas balloons that

have lost half their buoyancy, and he evinced a
desire to bound about with the lightness of a cork.

“If you don’t mind, just keep hold of me for a
few minutes,” said Mr. Tinkerby to Mr. Roger.
*This will soon pass over.”

Mr. Roger, with wonder staring from his eyes,
placed a detaining hand on Mr. Tinkerby’s shoulders.
Then the investor noted that the inventor held in his

hand the $50,000, which it was supposed were gone
forever. ; -
“What—where—when?” exclaimed Mr. Roger, as

soon as he could find his tongue. Then he reached
out and made a grab for the money.

“Don’t you want the stock?” asked Mr. Tinkerby.

“I—I,” began Mr. Roger, and then he removed his
hand from Mr. Tinkerby’s shoulder.

“Don’t! Don’t do that!” eried the inventor.
liable to float away again! Hold me down"'

Mr. Roger grabbed him in time to pre'vent his
feet from leaving the ground. He held the inventor
firmly a few mimites.

“That will do; thank you,” said Mr. Tinkerby. “It
has passed over; I am safe now.”

“Where in the world have you bean”' Mr. Roger
found- voice to ask.

“It’s rather a long story,” was the answer. “As
I haven’t had anythingto eat In some time, I'd rather
sit down and get a bite before I relate the yarn.
That is, if it’s all the same to you, Mr. Roger.”

“Oh, certainly,” said the Investor, his courage re-
turning now that he had his money back.

“Well,” said the inventor, “you remember I took
your $50,000 and was about to put it in the safe
and bring you the stock certificates. Something
prompted me to step out into. the courtyard for a
breath of atr. No sooner had I done so than I felt
myself being lfted up as though I was attached to
2 balloon or airship.

“At first.I thought some one in the office window
above was playing a trick. I imagined they had let
down a rope and werre pulling me up.

“Up and up I kept going,” continued Mr. Tinkerby.

‘“I'm

“By glancing aloft I could see I was not being hauled -

by anything wvisible,
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“l kept on rising. 1 was like. a little airship. I
guess 1 must have gone up a mile. I could see the
earth dropping away below me and notice the build-
ings getting smaller and smaller. 1 was afraid I'd
keep right on until I Mt the clouds, but I stopped
a little below them.

“And there I was floating in the air, without any
power to come down. As soon as I found myself
not going up any further I began to be afraid the
reverse motion would set in, and I was alarmed lest
I fall. I knew that would be worse than going up,
much worse; especially the stopping part. But I
needn’t have worried about that, for I didn’t go down
an inch. There 1 was, suspended without strings,
wires or any visible means of support.”

“Say!” burst out Mr. Roger. “For the love of
common sense tell us what made you sail away
like that."”

Mr. Tinkerby looked around to see if any one was
listening. The inventor leaned over and whispered
in Mr. Roger’s ear:

"“Carbonic acid gas!”

“Carbonic acid gas?”

“Don’t tell any one,” cautioned Mr. Tinkerby, “for
You ®ee it might hurt the company if it was generally
known.  But the truth of it is that I drank so
much of my patent carbonated water, and
it contains so much gas in' so small a
quantity of the liquid, that I became a
human balloon.”

“And you’ve been up in the air all this
while we've been searching for you?”

“That’s where I was.”

“Why didn’t you come down before?”

“Couldn",” said Mr. Tinkerby, shortly.
‘“Tried the best I knew how. Wiggled my
feet, whirled around and even made an
effort to turn somersault. There I was,
stuck. Every time the wind blew I'd float
a little to ome side. It made me mad, I
tell you; not to be able to do as I wanted to.

O make a long story short, I’'ve been

up in the air ever since. I didmn’t

seem to be hungry at all, I suppose be-
cause of the rarefied air and the gas inside
of me. I wasn’t cold, for the weather was
warm. I was very comfortable, except for
wondering if I'd ever get down. I went
to sleep nights standing up, and say, the
upper atmosphere, for a bed, beats feathers
all to pieces. I don’t know when I've spent
a better or a more healthful three weeks.”
“How did you manage to get back to earth?”

~ asked Mr. Roger.

“The gas must have gradually become dissipated
from my system,” replied the inventor. “The firs®
I knew 1 felt myself beginning to. descend some
time last night. 1 came down as easily as I went
up, only more slowly. I'm glad to get back to
earth.”

“And we are glad to see you,” spoke Mr. Roger,
as he thought of his $50,000.

“You understand now why I wanted you to hold
me when 1 arrived,” went on Mr. Tinkerby. “How-
ever, 1 am sure that the accident that occurred to
me was due to drinking too much carbonated water.
Hereafter 1 will Hmit my consumption to ten glasses
a day.”

“I think it would be wise,” remarked Mr. Roger.

ON THE BRITISH FRONT.
N the British army, the engineer regiments are not
limited to sappers’ work, For instance, the Royal
Engineers’ Signal Service has charge of the telephone
lines that cover northern France. Here is an inci-
dent dllustrating the wonderful completeness of the
system.

A company commander was lying out in No Man’a
Land on a scouting expedition. He had his fieid-tele-
phome with him, and when: he picked it up to talk to
his headquarters something went wreng, so that his
line was connected with the chief central’s office.
Immediately he heard a veoice say, “What number
were you calling?™

He was so startled that he gave his own telephone
number in London. Two minutes later he heard his
wife’s voice amid the* roar of the German guns.—
N. Y. Sun.
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Munition~Makers Keep Out

£ understand that Mr. Lloyd Harris, of
\ R /‘ Brantford, is to come out strong as a win-
the-war Liberal organizer in the coming
election. As a private citizen, anxious
for public service, Mr. Harris is well entitled to take
as much interest in practical politiecs ds his un-
doubted ability, energy amd conscience, qualify him
to do. But there is a reason why any men in the
~same industrial category as Mr. Harris should posi-
tively and emphatically decline to touch the present
political campaign with even a ten-foot pole. Mamy
of the leading manufacturers in Canada are mumnition-
.makers. On the surface, without regard for the wel-
fare of the country or of the world at large it might
look as though to prolong the war would be to the
advantage of all people engaged in making things
which can be sold for the prosecution of the -war.
Gossip 1s often the inventor of calumny. There are
those who allege that the munition-makers and even
the munition workers of England prefer to see &
iong war, because the longer it may be the more
they stand to make. That is—gossip.
gort of gossip can be bandied about in Canada. There
were street-corner critics in New York who accused
J. P. Morgan of working to get the United States
into war because war would be a good thing for
Morgan interestls. That, again, was gossip. And we
have the same malignant insinuations in Camnada.
Now, nobody who has the welfare of this country
al heart wants to see the war made shorter by one
 day than is necessary to finish the job according to
the needs of the world. Those who advise all muni-
tion-makers to abstain from active politics during
the election are not asking to shorten the war. They
are asking that mo one may have a chance to cast
a stone at any public-spirited citizen who has a habit

of taking a hand in political campaigns, who wants .

tc see the nght people in power for the winning of
the war, and who, at the same time, is ' a maker
of munitions.

" In the interest of all Canada, and especially of
“those most concerned in this, it might be well to tack
up over the door of Political Headquarters on either
or any snde in this campaign— .

‘Munition-Makers, Keep Out.

t 3

Compulsory Christianity
ISHOP SOMBEBODY has- the boo§ on the wrong
foot when he says that Canadian missionary
agencies should get together to give the Orien-
tals in Canada compulsory Christianity. His major
prevmnss may be all right, when he says that so much

of our native-born and Anglo-Saxon labour will be

deipleted by the war that a larger percentage than
ever of the labour, in some parts of Canada at least,
will be from the Orient. Even in this he may have
few sympathizers in, say, British Columbia, which
i3 determined to stay “white.” But granting the
truth of this even to a degree, why -should we start
a trade in patented Christianity to' these people
who are supposed to be pagans in our fisheries, our
mines and our mills? These people, whatever their

religions may be, have come to live in a Christian,

land. We are supfposed to exemplity the teachings
and, as far as possible, the charactér of Christ in
our ecivilization. At once the follower of Buddha, of
Confucius, of Shinto recognizes this. He under-
stands. We are different., We are not heathens. We
are gentle, Christ-living people who practise what
the Master preached. Are not our towns full of
churches, hospitals, insane asylums, and Christian
schools? Do we not believe in brotherly love? Do
‘we not in honour prefer one another as the apostle
“used to say? Are we not bent upon the extermi'na
. tion of selfishness and greed and wanton haste and
" uncharity andr evil speaking? Do we not place char-
acter higher than business and the good of the
State before that of the individual?
_ Then it follows that to the extent that we do such
’mlngs the Oriental recognizes our worth. If he

The same

does not recognize these traits in us, must we con-
clude that he is blind or lacks appreciation and pro-
ceed to put him in a religious strait jacket?

We fear, however, he will not thrive on compulsory
Christianity. Suppose we leave him alone.

”

Dreaming About Russia

LIMPID enthusiast nmamed Lancelot Lawton
A has written an article on Russia in the Fort-
nightly. The Fortnightly is one of the ablest
magazines in the world and is in no way indebted
to Mr. Lawton except for a beautifully worded, finely
canceived illusion regarding Russia’s place in the
world, Mr. Lawton’s main idea is that Russia is the
only great nation left which has retained as a car-
dinal principle the sentiment of brotherly love and
practises it in her commmunities. :
the simmple, other-mam life, the Russian soldiers yearn
to betake themselves to the fields that they may
live out their dream undisturbed by monarchs and
knouts and police. They hanker for the wilds of
Siberia. Blessed thought! Who wouldn’t—nowa-
days? The way the world’s being managed a lot
of us would like to populate the sub-Arctic among
the near-Eskimos. ‘But we can’t. The muzhiks think
that once they get back to Siberia it doesn’t matter
about Wilhelm: he can never reach them. So a
long farewell to the Allies while they hit the trail
to the Yenesel. By the time their grandchildren
are married the great war will be over. Thanks,
awfully, Mr. Lawton. You have propounded a manly
sentiment that will go far to winning the war.

”

The Sugar Bowl

UGAR is competing with bacon and coal for
the cause of alarms. There is talk of a sugar
famine; said talk being promptly denied by

one of the biggest refining companies in Canada,
which announces a cut in the price of ten cents per
cwt. Now, we have never known a real famine of
anything yet, and we probably neyer shall We
have been brought up on plenty «of sugar, even
though some of us remember the day when granu-
lated was a novelty, when yellow sugar was used
for company tea and dark brown sugar for everything
else. As a matter of record, sugar was dearer then
than it is now, or likely to be soon. Sugar refining
had not reached a high stage of development as it
has in Canada now with six large refineries in opera-
tion. The demand for sugar created the supply.
Sugar refining became one of the world’s great in-

dustries. Canada has refineries at St. John, Halifax,
Montreal, Kitchener, Chatham, Wallaceburg and
Vancouver. :

The eastern refineries are all cane sugar works,
importing cane from the West Indies. .Those west
of Montreal were built originally for beet sugar,
but have been compelled to use cane on account of
the ‘scarcity of beets in some sections.
sugar high? Its obvious secarcity. And that is
caused by the scarcity of raw maaterial Before the
war the bulk of Britain’s sugar, for instance, came
from Germany and France. It was beet sugar, the

sugar that, by a system of subsidies in Europe, drove.

out camne and almost obliterated England’s cane re-
fineries. Sugar beets are not being grown much in
Furope just now. It was put up to the cane industry
ta carry the load. But cane production had fallen
off enormously ‘because -of the’ development of beet
sugar. In response to an inquiry at the Food Con-
troller’s department, we get the information,

The situation as to sugar is one that can not be
remedied by any action of the Food Controller for Can-
ada. Cuba has sugar under her own control. The crop
4n Cuba Is enormous; the crop in Java is excellent; the
crop in the British West Indies ds good. The Govern=-
ment of Britain expected to use the Java supply as a
centroling lever on the market, but the first big ship-
ment of 100 000 tons was promptly sunk by a German
submarine. Since then no further shipments have been
attempted. Britain “arranged then to get the entire

On this basis of

" have no control.

What makes,

British West Indies crop. Canada, who formerly de-
pended on the West Indies crop, was thus cut from its
source of supply and had to go to Cuba for sugar. The
British Government also gets sugar from Cuba, as does,
of course, the United States. That gives Cuba practi-
cally the monopoly of the market, and they have raised
prices without any mercy.

All beet sugar is absorbed and there is no relief in
sight. The American Food Administration has mno con-
trol over Cuba.

Under the conditions the marvel is, not that sugar
is o high, but that it did nmot long ago go higher.
The appointment of an Intermational Sugar Commis-
sion with a Canadian representative to purchase for
the Allies, including Canada, all the raw sugar avail-
able will do something to steady the price. And we
have it on the testimony of Mr. O’Connor’s report

“that none of the price of sugar is due to profits by

the refiners. In fact, some of the refiners sometimes
operate at a loss.

o
Up to the Overhead

UTTING a maximum profit of 25 cents a barrel

on flour or to quote the words of the Canadian

Food Bulletin, “a maximum average of 25

cents on the milling of sufficient flour to make &

barrel of flour of 196 pounds,” looks as though it

should effectively answer the farmers’ demand for

the fixing of a price on flour to correspond to a fixed

price on wheat. Observe, however, that this regula-

tion does not fix the price of flour. It fixes merely

the profit on a barrel of flour, and upon the making

of that flour, not upon the buying and selling or
the hoarding of flour.

Nobody could possibly argue that such a profit is
excessive. Everybody, not only the farmer, who
grows the wheat, but the consumer, who buys the
flour, will hope that between the cost of the wheat
and the ultimate cost of the flour at the other end this
25 cents is not a mere item in‘a list of charges, over-
head or underground, over which the Controller can
Fixing the profit accomplishes
nothing so long as there is no regulation of the
overhead charges which make up the alleged cost
of manufacture. If there is any other possible way
out of a just adjustment of the flour problem, we
should like to be made aware of it. Amd, 1n fact, we
assume that such a way out will never be looked for.
The millers of Cana;da have a great responsibility.
The milling interests of this country are represented
by some of our best-known and most highly respected
citizens, none of whom would like to be umnder the
ghadow of a suspicion of taking any advantage of
the public. , :

»

Studying the Town |

~1VIC government is on the up grade. We have
C no model cities in Canada and may never

have them. Perhaps we should all be uacom-
fortable in a model city. But we all take a healthy
and increasing interest in improving civic conditions.

It is surely recognized now that the first elementary

school of citizenship and of public service is the

‘muniecipality. The town and the street are right at

our doors. - The capital is hundreds of miles away.
The town taxes us directly. Thé State indirectly.

The government of the town is directly of our own :

choosing. That of the Sta.t'e is a good deal of a

consolidated gamtble——or has been, though it may

be different hereafter, who knows?

For obvious reasons, in a time wheén so many new
towns have been created in this country and so
many old ones changed by conditions elsewhere,
people have been led to take a keener interest in
‘civic affairs. Organizations have sprung up for this
purpose.
accounting. The need for town planning and im-
provement was never so plain. The cost of building
and improving a town was never so well understood
People never took so much interest in all these

© things as they are now doing.

Therefore, the time is ripe. We have got away
from the bogus ideas of big business in town-making
based. upon the bogey of mere population and sub-
divisions. We are beginsning to make the towns we
have fit for the peo-ple we have to live in them. For

the sake of all which it is important to take a glance

at the campaign of civic interest inaugurated omn

another page of this issue.
\

y

X

There is a recognized science of municipal,
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HOW to LIVE on THREE MEALS

say to the contrary! They insist

that they can’t live without afternoon tea, that

they must have a bite of supper before retiring,
or it is absolutely essential for them to have a cup
of tea before they get up in the morning. They argue
that to deny ourselves the extra meals would no*
materially affect the food supply, for our appetites
would increase with improved digestion and the
amount consumed af three meals might be greater
than before. 1 doubt if our appetites would ever
‘resume the alarming propontions they had in our
teens. I shudder to think of the increase in the
grocer’s and butcher’s bills if the members, of our
household all began to eat with the same avidity
displayed by Geoffrey on his last visit.

Geoffrey came to dinner on a feast day and his
uncle gave him doubly large helpings of roast duck
apple sauce, potatoes and caulifiower. These soon
vanished and he passed his plate for more. He
gave the pumpkin pie a double encore and tmen as
he noticed that the rest of us were ready to leave
the table, he pushed back his plate with a sigh
and said: »

“Well, I'm just as hungry as when I sat down!”

We filed him up, as well as we could, with
Innumerable slices of bread and tomato sauce. His
aunt regarded him with amazement, saying:

“Wherever do you put it, Geoff ?” and his smallest
cousin suggested,

“Perhaps his legs is hollow.”

We told Geoffrey about the Arab who subsists on
a glass of milk and a date a day; we mentioned the
fact that it is possible to sustain life on a herring
a day, but Geoffrey’s conduct reminded us forcibly
‘of the carpenter in “Alice in ‘Wonderland,” who
- said nothing but, s

“Cut us another slice!
I wish you weren't so very deaf,
I've had to ask you twice!”

Geoffrey’s table accomplish-
ment recalls lesser feats that

IT can ‘be done, whatever people may B v

\

I performed as a growing girl 5 2
when, after school, I used to = i
_make raids on the cake box and &
once devoured at a sitting an ,7
entire cake that was destined 17

to feed quite a number of very
large ladies for afternoon tea.
When my mother remonstrated
1 was overcome with amaze.
ment and cried: :

“Oh, mother, how could you
be so stingy, why, there really
wasn’t enough for one!”

has not acquifed the tea
- habit, Who rises Wwith the lark
.and goes to bed with the same,
who eats not the bread of
idleness. .
' The bread of idleness is cut
at five o’clock. Busy people
haven’t time to eat it then,
hungry people say it’s not worth
while—just ‘a little nibble! It
is estimated that if all the cake
and thin bread and butter con-
sumed at afternoon tea were laid
in a line it would reach from here
to China. We are not prepared
to state how many days, weeks
or months of teas would be
necessary to form this long
breaddine, we do not think it
would be at all advisable to do
s0 for the sake of making an
accurate deduction, but is view
of the effect on the appetite,
we think that Mr. Hanna would
do well to encourage afternoon
teas, were it not for the fact :
‘that the foodstuffs eaten et : N

E-S.1T E 3 -1 '8 - M

5 o’clock are the very ones in which economy is
necessary. The Red Cross certainly encourages the
habit with its tea-rooms and bazaars.

Oh, Patriotism, how many cups have we not drunk
in thy name!

Remember—afternoon-tea-ers, that your bread
should be brown with the butter spread very, very
thin, and the cake .should be made of potato flousr
or corn meal and without icing! Also remember
that you are pledged to economize in food, to
actually eat-less than formerly of the principal
articles of food that are used in the mancfacture of
the usual accompaniments of afternoon tea: flour,
butter, cream and sugar.

Late suppers, too, are composed chiefly of food-
stuffs in which economy is desirable. Young peopls
like sandwiches, sweets and ice-cream, while older
ones prefer crackers and cheese, so it will simplify
our patriotic efforts to .conserve the food of the
nation if, in spite of the danger of an increasing
appetite, we limit ourselves to three meals a day.

OME years ago there was a fad for fasting. Books
were written about it, the magazines and papers
were filled with it. Everyone who tried it declared
that they never felt better in their lives. It was
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K E R R pronoEnced a sure cure for indigestion.

Why is not this estimable custom re-
vived at the present moment, when it could benefit
the nation as well as the individual? The apostles
of this movement usually went without food for forty
days, drinking a good deal of water and taking to

_their beds when they became too weak to stand, then

they gradually commenced to take nourishment undtil
they were able to resume with new vigour their three
meals a day.

At the same time less courageous people were
warm. advocates of the “no breakfast” movement,
and in this I joined, for a:short period, with great
benefit to my health, Possibly my motive for doing
50 was to disprove a statement we had been taught
at school when studying Hygiene, which irritated
me even more than the coloured picture of a
drunkard’s stomach that we were forced to gaze
upon, The offending maxim was:

“Breakfast is the most important meal of the day
and should be a substantial one, as there has been
a long fast.” :

-So I went fasting to school just to disprove it’

Even now I seldom do more than drink a cup of
coffee and eat a slice or two of toast. The break-
fast menus emanating from the office of the Food
Controller represent extravdgance to me, and we are
surprised to see them advocating pa‘ckage cereals,

such as puffed rice and corn flakes, instead of

adhering to the cheaper and more nutritious meal
in bulk: oatmeal, cornmeal, hominy, We are sur-

prised, too, to see them suggesting wheat as a

breakfast cereal, and also boiled wheat for dinner

- 88 a substitute for meat. This in view of the

fact t it is one of the chief articles in which

economy is urged, seems ridiculous.

Another absurdity which appeared in a morning
baper recently was a menu including soup made
of green pea-pods. It was doubtless owing to
careless editing that this was published in October.

ON’E man’s feast is another man’s famine, so
these menus which are supplied to the
various woman’s departments in magazines and
newspapers throughout Canada, are of doubtfal
value, and it must be owing to them that the
women in one of the poorest districts in Toronto
say that they cannot afford to comply with Mr.
Hanna's suggestions. Everyone can afford to sub-
stitute brown bread for white, and to do without
beef and bacon, so it must be the suggestions as
to what to eat rather than its injunctions as ‘o
what not to eat that have given this impression.

THE lway of the Food Controller is hard and

the gentler his methods, the more severe ig

the criticism. When an economy becomes law,
people soon cease -their objections; when a re-
striction is advised, but not enforced, we never
tire of finding fault with it. Many rich people re-
fuse to buy brown bread that is half bran, be- *
cause it costs just as much as the fine white loaf,
and they won’t see the baker’s enriching them-
selves at their expense even if it also benefits.
the nation. They feel that all patriotic sacrifices
should enrich their pockets and that the whola
duty of the Food Controller is to keep down
prices. They tell you that in England the price
‘of a loaf is less than it is here, while wheat is
dearer. True, but the people are taxed in order
that the bread may be sold at less than cost price.
Food coutrol can eliminate profiteering, it
will in time limit the profits of the middleman,
but it cannot reduce the. legitimate price of a

. I commodity without taxing the community to make

up the deficit,

WE are delighted to see that the Food Con-

_ trollers are turning their attention to the
milk supply, for this is the most important factor
in the preservation of infant life. We hear tales
of poor families splitting pints of milk between
.them, of the children who get the top of the
bottle crowing over the children who get the
bottom half! / ;

\
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OUR months after he
F let himself out of
Morekirk because
his school-teaching
was a melancholy failure.
Mr. Antony Bardo took un,t'o
himself a large top room in
a three-storey house where
he ploughed Greek and
Latin. Through some wise flaw in his certificate he
was not counted to have brains enough to enter
University. He said he would cram it up withou:
lectures, minus crib, sans coach; “all for the glorious
privilege of being independemt.”

So he conjugated himself. Wrongly. Mr. Bardo
was. about as much self-centred as a lot of pretzntious
men are selfmade. . Pretty nearly everything that
happened in that big college town flung him off
centre. Chief among them was the everlasting
music. The big town with church spires and col-
lege towers poking up all over it got hgld of him
much” as the sirens down at Scylla used to grab

Ulysses. This was no Morekirk needing an uplift. .

The world to Bardo with his two rows of Greek and
Latin authors, grammars, proses, syntaxes and
ancient histories, was full of rhythm, tumult and in-
tensity. No pup ever went at a root with more soul
hunger than he for Demosthenes and Cicero.

He had a large south window close to a creaking
big maple and overlooking several church towers,
one of which was a high steeple with chimes and a
luminous clock. Sabbath mornings at the open win-
dow he connoted the clack of hoofs and the clatter
of feet.on the plank sidewalk as a sure sign of the
parade of the silk hat to the places where they had
organs. Most of the music in the college town was
organ. There was also oratorio, a very bad orchestra,
and the banjo and guitar club at the Y. M. C. A.

The house was full of lodgers. One of theni, fair
beneath, he knew by her plaintive and whinging
mandolin every evening. First time he seduced him-
gelf into a ticket for the Lyceum course at the
Y. M. C. A. he recognized the lady among the guitars
in the string club, and debated with himself whether
he should slip a note under her door telling her how
he enjoyed her solo up through the ceiling. Which
ke did not. He chose a more subtle way. One even-
ing, knowing by her light that she was in, he groped
his way into the gloomy super basement known as
the parlour, switched on the light and sat down in
front of an old flat piano which the landlady had
been stung upon in an auction sale down town. This
gecond cousin to the spinet had a tone very much
like a stone dropped on an inverted tin pan and it
had the Hesitation Waltz in its action. Mr. Bardo
proposed to make it sound like Beethoven composing

_the Ninth Symphony. He opened up on The Lost
Chord and was in a fair way to finding the poor

thing when s'omethiqg,happene-d in the left hand .

area. The D flat second below the middle went down
never to rise again. He rose. He had broken the

bhammer. He crept upstairs, past the mandoliniste’s °

room, where he heard much tittering, back to his
Latin and Greek. The landlady never got the piano
mended. Bardo found out later that an indignation
.meeting of the other lodgers had resulted in a resolu-
tion to leave the house if ever he played again.

Fourteen hours a day plugging at classics left him

- two hours a day and all of Sundays to sandwich in
his walks and the music. He made a particular set
vpon ome of the big churches downtown; a large
tabernacle of the elect and the unelect, with a rather
famous pulpit and a celebrated choir backed up by
a despondent old organ which nothing but the genius
of the player kept from demoralizing most of the
gervices. To Mr. Bardo, in the gallery, looking down
on a pea of worghippers, uplifted by hymms and
enthems, this was the place where music was born.
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Solos in his bedroom does not increase popularity, and
| that there were even better ways than thal to make .a fool of
himself under the influence of music

‘] ]. MR. Anthony Bardo discovers that practising Messiah
|

By MAFOR B EFELAT

He knew not Bach from Beethoven: but he heard
almost everything from those two down to Gounod
and Frederic Archer in the music ©f that church
Thrice a Sunday, once being Sabbath School
Whereby he soon connected up in his scheme of
heroine-music worship the young ladi®™ who played
the Sunday School piano, a certain forward pew, a
gpanking span of bays and a large., ugly house, not
far from where he paid rent. Sometimes at the clack
of hoofs past the window he looked out to see
whether or not it was the lady in the carriage. Ani
sometimes it was, which meant thereater three pages
of Thucydides like fury, or sitling by ite radiator

wrapped in a quilt wondering why the landlady did/

not fire up below.

Oh, this eternal mixture of music and women.

An afternoon before Christmas, Bardo had an un-
expected caller. It was Mr. Skritch, from Morekirk.

“Well, brother, glad to see you!” said he.

“Pleage sit down?” said Bardo, hauling round his
chair with the quilt over it; hoping his future. bene-
factor would not think his room was too large.

“Isn’t this room—cold?” said the merchant.

Bardo admitted that the radiator was not likely
to burst. He expected a lecture on the management
of lafidladies and he got it; with mathematical proof
that his was making a gross revenue of $200 a
monith, paying herself only $50 a month rent and
burning perhaps thirteen
tons of coal at $7.00 a ton.

“So  you are plugging
hard?” Skritch glanced en-
viously at the row of clas-
sics. “Why don’t you in-
sist on being allowed to
attend lectures?” -

“I"d rather—do it alone,”
said Bardo, doggedly.

“Admirable. But you are
bein® bamboozled. How-
ever—that's not what I
called to say.
Oh, the town is still talking
about the festival. I'm
going to England in a month. I want you to do me
a favour——" :

Skritch glanced again at the books.s

“] wish T had been made to plug at such things
when I was your age, Bardo,” twisting himself
rheumatically with an intense look. “But I was
stunted. Culture left me behin———"

‘‘Oh, Mr. Skritch——"

“It’s true, my boy. Now, I want to cateh up all
I can. In my new house I’m going to have a library.
1 want you to write me down a list of the books
which, in your estimation—from your extensive
reading—would make me a good Ilibrary. " Don't
argue it. Just do it. Mail it to me. - And by the
way,” as he rose, “when you need any money ¥

He was down the stair before that. thought
was done.

ARDO went back to books with his hair over his
eyes. This idea 'of the ready-to-wear library
made him shudder. But Skritch was no man to be
put off. No library—no brotherly cash, perhaps.
A few nights later, Bardo went-to the music hall
to hear the Messiah; a huge chorus, with a straggled-
cut orchestra, an imported quartette and an organ.

This hall impressed him enormously. He had never .

seen a place with tw;o galleries. The top one felt
like a gate to/glory. When it came to the bass solo,
Why Do the Nations? sung by a red-faced, tall man,
with a trombone tucked away somewhere in his
larynx, and four encores, Mr. Bardo went up to the
last but two of the seven heavens.

Morekirk ?’

v

e Amateur Music Master

Very next day he bought a score of the Messiah.
Sunday, up in his clammy room, in the wrap of a
quilt by the lukewarm radiator, he thumbed up Why
Do the Nations? He waited until the mandolim
below had whimpered its last note, then he went
at the solo. First he beat out the bars and mentally
hummed the Handelian furiosds. The sun shot out
and flooded the gaunt room with gola. The wind
caught the big, bare maple and shook it into a roar
Boots below scrunched on the hard snow. In &
moment of reckless courage, Mr., Bardo let fly at
the zolo, beating the time with his boot and his
right thumb. Oh, those bel canto runs! He backed
up seven times on one—and never got it; and sud-
denly there was a terrible simultaneous pounding on
the wall below and the wall at the rear; a moment
later up came the landlady, who, since morning, had
not seen the furnace.

‘“Mr. Bardo,” said she, accenting the “Mist,” “I
know vou love music. But is there no way of your
practising in 2 .

“Oh,” he said, vaguely fumbling the radiator.
“You're speaking on behalf of my fellow-lodgers.
You mean—could I practise in the clothes closet?
Yes. I might do that. And I will, dear madam, if
vou will prom——""

“T—t—tt!" she tittered on the landing.
Yes, I will.” -

Whereat she descended immediately to the cellar
and shook the grate: but to the musical ear of Mr.
Bardo there was mo sound of coal clattering inte
the furnace.

)

OME sort of juvenile orchestra gave a concert in

the big hall which Mr. Bardo attended and where
he saw and heard, arrayed in cream satin with a
gorgeous cluster of Richmond roses, at the piano,
doing a Chopin nocturne all by herself-syou guess
at once it was the young lady, from the carriage.
And the name on the programme was Lenore Den-
ning.

Whenever Mr. Bardo saw Richmond roses for yvears
afterwards he could smell that Chopin nocturne.

Which he would mather worry to a frazzle—a
crotchety page of Homer or a page of the Messiah,
Mr. Bardo was unable to decide. Homer was a ne-
cessity. The Meéssiah was a luxury. Of course he
knew that Handel was an old bigot. Nevertheless
any man who could writé Why Do the Nations? and
the Hallelujah Chorus and wear one of those George
111. wigs must have been a genius also.

There was nobody to talk to in that lodging house.
He didn’t even . know the lodgérs at sight except the
mandolin lady who seemed to despise him because
he stayed in his room all day. Bardo suspected that
she gossiped abouwt him with the landlady. The very
idea of this sometimes made him determine to leave
the house. Still he had the room cheap, and if he
got a dearer one he might have to borrow from
Skritch sooner than he wanted to.

made a big difference those days. He expected the

other thirteen people in that house to make a fuss °

over the mysterious lodger in the front part of the

attic who stayed in his room all day, had such a pile -
of scholastic books and such a penchant foy music.
But he could have been a cool corpse in his bed for

all most of them cared. He began to hate them all,
observing that everybody else in the place seemed to
know everybody else on the
same flat. Precisely where
Mrs. Pinchey and her daugh-
ter slept he could not im-
* agine, , unless .they had a
shakedown in the cellar.
From the topography of the
house as he walked around
the outside, counting the
windows, he could figure aut
only nine rooms besides the
state-room where the piano
was. Some of them must

floor there was a back room
cut off from his by two
(Concluded on page 1%.)
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If you never had the nerve to head a depulation to the Council or the Board of

Control, or even

to write to the local paper, you may feel like sending your criticisms to the
Canadian Courier where you can get a bigger audience

NY man whose citizenship amounts to anything has discovered that
something is wrong with the town where he pays rent or taxes. Be-
cause he believes in his town, he has a keen eye for the things that
keep it from being a 100 per cent. place in which to practise citizen-

ship. Visitors praise the town. He likes to hear them. If they stay long
enough they may hear the other side; the things that ought to be improved
out of existence before the town lines up to its opportunities and to enable it
“to give a square deal without fear or favour to every taxpayer or rent-payer
in it.

To enumerate these civic defects would take a small book. As a rule there’s
something wrong at the City Hall. .Sometimes it's the Orangemen, sometimes
the Church; here it’s the Grits, yonder it’s the Tories; one town has a chroni-
cally decrepit council, another has an incurably inefficient Board of Control;
if the trustees aren’t wrong about the schools there’s sure to be something
wrong with the sidewalks; the sub-division expert has left a bad trail behind
him; the railway people sidetracked somebody when they built the new sta-
tion; somebody is bungling the street car system. and telling the public to
go hang; civic ownership is making a mess of a trelley system or the electric
lights; private ownership is making a worse muddle of the coal business and
“the milk supply; the market is badly managed; streetcieaning is a farce; the
sewers are bungled; waterworks are inefficient and cost the consumer too
much; the hospital is mismanaged and plays favourites; certain people and
properties are criminally exempt from taxation; single tax is a failure because
a man may be doing a bonanza business in a 2 by 4 office on the town’s best
corner and single tax never get him; the telephone should be public property
or it shouldn’t; dump heaps are a nuisance; the council is squandering money
on needless improvements which do not improve, and piling up the taxes; cor-
porations are kowtowed to by the council and individuals may kick and be
Jiggered; the parks are maladmlnisteFed; vacant corner lots are eye-sores
piling up the unearned increment; the Board of Trade is too lazy to be of
public service; the publicity expert told so many fictions about the town
years ago that nobody believes the wolf story now; citizenship which a few
years ago was painted in paradise colours by the boomster has become a bur-
den which many a man would shuffle off if he hadn’t invested in the town;

rents are too high and land values too low; people don’t take enough interest
in_civic affairs; municipal elections are a joke.

The list of things under the caption of What’s the Matter With My Town?
varying in various localities clear across Canada, might be extended into a
fair-sized pamphlet. We leave the rest of them to the experiences of other
people. What we want to get at in the Canadian Courier is a consideration of
municipal wrongs that may be set right by a higher sense of citizenship, and
that may be cited in these columns as of public interest to other municipalities
whose citizens may have similar or different grievances anywhere in the coun-
try. ;

All over Canada the towns and cities of Canada already have a majority
of our population. The affairs of these municipalities are the public business
of more people than those who live on the land. By comparing experiences in
different parts of the country, the people who live in these towns may get
some idea of how to deal with public affairs in the interests of making town
life better worth while. The proper consideration of these matters is of greater
importance now than some of the civic advertising fictions used to be.

The Canadian Courier invites all its readers who do not live on farms to
take a hand in this discussion. There are but three conditions to this:

The name of the town must in every case be mentioned;

The name of the critic may be withheld from publication by the use of a
pen-name or any other symbol you !ike;

Merely personal or petty criticism must not be submitted, because these are
of no interest to people a hundred or a thousand miles away.

Letters are not limited as to length and their publication in full or in the form
of a summary will depend upon how interestingly they are written, and in
how far the criticisms can be made interesting to other people. When you are
writing your letter, imagine that you are in some town a long way off com-
paring notes with a friend of yours, telling him what’s the matter with your -
town, that he may never have seen and never expects to see, but may be glad

_ to hear you talk about.

Address all communications under'ti\Is head to
EDITOR, CANADIAN COURIER,
Courier Press, Limited, Toronto, Ont.
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bulkhead compartments known as clothes closets
and a curious drop in the landing outside. That
room was occupied by a man and a woman. He
knew they were man and wife because they seemed

" to spend a good deal of their time quarrelling, Mr.

Bardo never knew when he would be called upon by
the lady in the case to deliver her from her hus-
band who, from the odour in the hallway, he some-
times imagined ' was a
drunken person. Why such
" people should object to be
enlightened and entertained
by him he could not im-
agine, -But they despised
him; he knew it—prefer
ring their own mutually
miserable company.

All of which eaused Mr.
Bardo to hate the lodging
house. He got a letter from
Skritch, reminding him
about the readymade 1i-
brary. 2

“Pll have to do it yet”
he muttered.

Mrs. Pinchey broke the
lonesome monotony by ask-

1

(Continued from page 16.)

ing him to pay 25 cents a week more on account of
the gas he used in the midnight oil time.
“Besides which I am wearing out your carpet and

furniture all day,” he added. “Even the radiator is .

wearing out from my leaning on it.”

Colder the house, the more frigid the company.
At the meal office down street Bardo never lin-
gered. He believed that theatres were inventions
of the devil, and all the entertainment he had was
concerts and church services. -

One evening he went to church on the ground floor
and when he found himself, he was in a pew that
gave him vibrations. Without craning his mneck
overmuch he observed that it was—her pew. To
make sure he drew out a hymn-book from the rack
—her very name! But of course there was no dan-
ger that she would come in and sit beside him. No,

he wasn’'t ready for heaven yet. Anyway he had

not seen her for several weeks; imagined she was
away visiting. He had gone past the. house; no
sign of her. The carriage he had seen several times;
she was never inside. At Sunday-School some one
else played the piano. Bardo felt sure she was not

married, because the whole church would have been -

talking about it, if not the entirg town.
And the more Mrs. Pinchey’s aggregation froze
him out the greater was Bardo’s desire to hear—

he never mentioned her name to anybody—play the
S. S. piano again. She could make a hymn sound
like an orchestra; what the critics seemed to call
dynamics and expression, with a fine use of the
pedals. The way she played “Standing on the
Promises” was a real exhibition of tone colour.
People were still talking about how she played at
the young ' orchestra affair. Even Mrs. Pinchey
knew her, though Mr. Bardo
never hinted that he had
any more to do with her
than going to the same
church—which of course he
hadn’t. :

Where was she? When
would she come back?
Silly ass! Sunday morn-
ing at church, the music
was less inspiring now that
he knew she was chroni-
cally absent. On the way
out loitering to get a rustle .
of her folks he overheard
something that caused his
heart to do a tempo rubato.
Some kind friend inquiring

(Continued on page 25.)
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UTH of Lens there is a slag heap .over-

grown with weeds, called the : Green

Crassier, It is clearly visible across the .

Souchez River beyond a broken bridge.
and I have often seen it from the lower slope:
of Vimy, It was the scene of great fighting
lately, says Philip Gibbs, as recorded in Current
History—he wrote it two months ago—for in
the morning the Canadians, who are showing an
indomitable spirit after ten days of most furious
attacks and counter-attacks, launched an assault
upon it and seized the position.

Later in the day the enemy came back in
strength, and after violent efforts succeeded in
thrusting the Canadians off the crest of this

. old mound of cinders, though they still cling to
the western side. '

The Canadians have fought here with astound-
ing resolution. Six German divisions have
attacked ‘them in turn and have been shaitered
against them. The Canadians themselves have
been hard pressed at times, but have endured
the struggle with amazing strength of spirit.

But it is no wonder that some of the men
whom I met yesterday coming out of that eity
of blood and death looked like men who had
suffered to the Ilast limit of mental and bodily
resistance. Their faces were haggard and
drawn. Their eyes were heavy. - Their skin was
as gray as burnt ash. Some of them walked like
drunken men, drunk with sheer fatigue, and as
soon as they had reached their journey’s end
some of them sat under the walls of a niining
village, with their chalky helmets tilted back,
drugged by the need of sleep, but too tired
even for that.

A senior officer’s story was as wonderful as
anything I have heard in this war:

On the morning of our attack the enemy was
expecting it, and within a minute and a half of
our barrage put down his own barrage with
terrific iniensity. So there were the Canadians
between two walls of high explosives, and it was
within that inferno that they fought in the great
death struggle. For the Canadians had already
advanced toward the enemy’s line, and in greater
numbers—three times as great—he had advanced .
to ours, and the two forces met on the barren
stretech of earth crossed by twisted tredches
which for a time had beem No Man’s Land.

While the battalion on the left was heavily en-
gaged, fighting with rifles and bombs until their
ammunition gave out, and then with ‘bayonets and
butt ends; the battalion on the right was working

'southward and eastward to the northern outskirts
of Lens. They came up at once against the fortress
heouses, from which machine-gun and rifle fire
poured out.

The Canadians, in small parties, tried to surround
these places, but many were swept down.
of them rushed close to the walls of one house which
was a bastion of the northern ‘defence of Lens, and
were so close that the machine guns through slits in
the walls could not fire at them. They even estab-
lished a post behind it and beyond it, quj’te isolated
from the rest of their mem, but clinging to their
posi all day. ;

The enemy dropped bombs upon ‘them through the
loopholes and sandbagged windows, fired rifle
grenades at them, and tried to get'machine guns at
them, but there were always a few men left to

. hold the post, until at last, wher the line withdrew
elsewhere, they were recalled. - :

Before that night came there were great German
counterattacks. Masses of men carrying nothing
but stick bombs, which they had slung around them,
advanced down communication trenches and fluing
these things at the Canadians of“the left battalion,
who were fighting out in the open, and in another
“communication trench with the right battalicn.

The enemy walked over the piled corpses of his
own dead before he could drive back the Canadians,
but by repeated storming parties he did at Jast

L
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force them to give way and retreat down the trenca
to gain the support of their comrades of the other
battalion who had not been so hard pressed. These
came to the rescue, and for a long time heid the
German grenadiers at bay.

At last, weakened by their losses and with failing
stores of ammunition, these two battalions were
given the order to retire to a trench further back,
and the survivors of the most desperate action in
Canadian history withdrew, still fighting, and estab-
lished blocks in the communication trenches down

which the enemy was bombing, so that they could

Jiot pass those points to the line upon which here
on the north of Lens the Canadians had fallen back.

Southward there had been no withdrawal, and other
battalions had forced their way forward a good dis-
tance, shutting up that emtrance to the city and
getting down into the deep tunnels over which there
howled the unceasing fire. of the German' heavies.
Our own guns were hard at work, and I have already
told how the Prussians were destroyed in the square
of Lens by 12-inch shells and shrapnel.

» '

HE peopie ol the peninsular at the top left
T “corner of the war map are doing a lot of
‘squirming nowadays to retain their shopping
privileges and wriggle’ away from any actual declara-
tion which might strip them of their neutrality. ‘Both

~ in the United States and England the Scandinavion
Ambaseadors and special commissioners are pléading

for the right 1o peddle with Germ~anyf“ju;st enough
to maintain their neutrality,” a€ Dr. Nansen puts it

in an interview given to the New York Times.
Dr. Nansen was hurried over to the States as
High Commissioner for Norway soon after tha
American embargo cut up such didos with the
dickerings between Christiana and Berlin. The
embargo is keeping the necessities of life away
from Norway, he declares, and then he intimates
that they’d rather starve than fight. This is
what he says about it:

“I may say that I do not think it would be of
the slightest advantage to the Allies to lead or

et

into the war. A way of maintaining the neu-
trality. of all these countries ought to be found,
and, 1 believe, can be found. : .
“Now, as to Norway, 1 have no expectation
that she will enter the war on either side. She
will not fight unless she is attacked or invaded,
and then only in defence. I am not so sure, how-
ever. that Norway will not starve as the price
she will have to pay for maintaining her neu-
trality. But we have starved before under condi-
tions remarkably similar to those existing te-day,

NS “It was in 1807 that the British captured the

combined Norwegian and Danish fleet by sur-
prise at Copenhagen. Norway was then united
with Denmark under the same King. We were
not at war with England at the time, but Eng-
land feared that France would get our fleet,
which next to that of the British was then the
“largest fleet afloat, so England took it herself,
Up to that time the sympathies of Norway and
Denmark had been with England; we were about
to join her in the Napoleonic wars, but the actiop
at Copenhagen resulted in our eventually joining
France. ¥

“1 refier to that bit of history of a centurv ago
merely to recall the time when and the circum-
stances under which Norway has known starva-
tion because of a war in which she was a neutral
when her difficulties began. We stood it for
years then and made our bread of ground bark.
We can do it again if necessary.”

"

OME day somebody may figure out just why

S so many city folk in Canada hibernate from

October on to May 24th or thereabout. Furs,

furnaces, pictureshows, and a play or two make up

the big end of the season’s recreations. Other

pebple gpend a lot of time and a great deal of money

reaching out for what we have just at the ead of

the car line. So, while you may be thinking abou?

it, read this little piece taken from “Good House-
keeping”':

“The country is always near the town. From your
house to the play:—and to the doctor’s office—is
usually no shorter distance than to the great drama—
and ‘the healing spirit—of the ‘unending hills, the
herizon-sweeping level fields, the storms and stars,
the streams, big and little, that through sun and
shadow, heat and cold, forever yearn for the sea.
Daily the world crowds the streets of the town, while

the paths of the country know only an occasional -

passerby. Where we go is largely a matter of habit;
we seek what our custom binds us to. And thereby
we circumscribe our lives, keeping our feet in the
treadmill of the \what-ha.s-been and refusing them
the pleasure of the what-might-be. Meanwhile we
tax our pocketbooks for artificial thrills and for the
support of ten thousand dispensers of the healing
that comes in bottles, forgetting the plays -and
mighty pancramas that nature stages new eaci day
and night and that most human ills enter by way
of the soul, which is ever prone to be a traitor to

the body.

‘“The rich people of this country profit immensely .

from its variable climate and scenery. For iong it

~ has been ‘the thing’ to be away from the city a large

part of the vear. Spring and summer and fall they
have gswum and played and tramped, and now im
(Continued on page 20.)
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compel any of the Scandinavian countiries to go.
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NE of the most notable pieces of architecture in Canada, the Head Office
of the Bank of Montreal, fronting on the Place d’Armes Square, opposite
the Church of Notre Dame, is regarded”as one of the sights of Montreal.

E centenary of the Bank of Montreal falls
in 1917, its birthday being November 3.

ada,” the Bank of Montreal "has seen
practically all the history of present day Canada
in the making. It had its share in the upbuilding
of these British dominions in the troubled times
when Upper and Lower Canada were separate
provinces. It played its part in the great enter
*prises that preceded and followed Confederation.

Its history, in brief, is the history of the Dominion,
and it is probable that no other single ‘factor
wielded a g’rea‘ter influence upon the upbuilding of Canada financially and
commercially, It has seen the population of Canada grow from 400,000 to
7,500,000. .

Domestic trade was carried on_mostly by barter and exchange, Shop-
keepers who bought from the merchants were compelled ito give Jong credit
to the settlers, and the latter almost invariablysmade payment in farm praducts.
Roads were bad and few, distances between settlements were great, and the
voyage from England often took‘three months to accomplish. The country
was too poor to afford the luxury of a gold or
silver circulating medium, and the various kinds
of money in circulation, including English,
French, American and even Spanish and Portu-
guese coins, made the exchange problem com-
plicated and unsatisfactory. :

In that year nine Montreal merchants got' to-
gether, and launched what was then known as the
“Montreal Bank.” The Articles of Association
were signed June 23, 1817.

Robert Griffin was the first
cashier the Bank of Mont-
real had, a hundred years
ago.

THE ofirst meeting of stockholders was’ held
August 7, 1817, when directors were elected
as follows: John Gray, who became president;
Thomas A. Turner, who became vice-president:
John Forsyth, George Garden, George Moffat,
Horatio Gates, Frederick W. Ermatinger, John
McTavish, Austin Cuvillier, James Leslie, Hiram
Nichols, George Platt, and Zabdill Thayer. ,

Sir  Frederick Williams-
Taylor, General Manager
since 1913; an astute public
analyst. A

The ROMANCE of FINANCE

Looking back One Hundred Years to November 3rd, 1817,
when the Bank of Montreal was born

Twice as old as the “Dominion of Can- ,

-from a brief description of the transportation

COURIER _ 10

AND as you step into the great piliared vestibule looking towards the main
banking room, you realize that you are in the financial centre of Canada’s
greatest commenrcial, railway and seaport city.

At that period St. Paul Street was the business
and residential centre of Montreal, The new
bank secured the use of a residence on St. Payl
Street occupied by Robert Armour, paying a
rental of £150 a vear. Robert  Griffin was
appointed cashier of the bank at a salary of £300
per annum, and given a staff of six, including
a porter. There being as yvet no police force in
Montreal, the Governor of the city was asked to

SRR

B s

John Gray, Esq., had the

station a sentinel’ at the bank, ffom the local] homour to Tie. Haak o
R % ; Montreal’s first president in
British garrison. 1817,
The first agencies were opened in Quebec,

Kingston and York, and although the Upper Canada agencies were later closed
for a time, due to adverse legislation by the Legislature of that colony, they.
were promptly reopened when the ban was removed. Some idea of the courage
required to open and maintain distant agencies at that time may be gathered
difficulties of the day. Stage
coaches over all but impassabie roads formed the chief method of travel,
although in Summer steamboats operated on the St. Lawrence, making the
to Quebec in ten days. One of the bank’s early
pbresidents, the Hon. John Molson, had a steam-
boat on the St. Lawrence, as early as 1809 aight
years after the  first practicable steamboat was
built on the Clyde. The despatch of money was
arduous and risky, and despite great precaution
the wrought-iron chests in which money in transit
was stored were broken into and looted,

round trip from Montreal

IYHE first charter of the bank was granted by

the Legislature of Lower Canada, May 292,
1822. 1t thus appears that ‘for nearly five years
the institution had been conducted without duly
constituted authority. The fact had been recog-
nized, however, by the Governor of the colony,
who left the bank undisturbed, believing that re-
striction would result in more harm than good.

Sir  Vincent  Maredith, Under this charter the name “Bank of Montreal”
Bart., General Manager, dopted. The chart {1
1911.13, Vice-Pres,, 1912.13, ~ Was adopted. @ charter was to run unti! June

now President. 1, 1831 > (Concluded on page 23.)
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increasing numbers they are going north as the cold
comes down, finding and getting tingling vitality in
the crackling forests and on the deep ice of frozen
lakes. Too much of this pleasure and profit has
been left to them. All told, they own but a smal!
fraction of our country. Whither we will we can
go—if we will. No one can keep from us the green
or purple and gold of the hills, the breath of the
forests, the murmur of quiet streams, the glory of
sunrise, the calm of night and the stars.

®

NE of the most persistent ideas back of the
bone-stuff in the high-brow seems to be that
it is a sin against good taste to tack a happy

ending on to a play in time to dodge the final curtain.
So, when George Jean Nathan set out to tell the
readers of McClure’s Magazine what was what in
the way of public likes and dislikes he asked a
popular play-wright about it. The answer, as Mr
Nathan quotes it, reads:

“Of course the public likes happy endings in the
theatre just as anybody likes happy endings to any-
thing anywhere. It is silly to blame the happy ending
taste on a theatrical audiemce alone. It is as if
one were to say, ‘When a man gets into a theatre
he wants everything to be exactly the opposite of
what he wants it to be outside the theatre”’ " The
fact that a man, or woman, pays a couple of dollars
to go to a theatre certainly doesn’t mean that he or
she is paying a couple of dollars to change his or her
nature. ' A man goes to a baseball game to see the
home team win. He goes to a billiard parlour to
watch a game of billiards between his friend Bill
Poots and another fellow he doesn’t like, and of
course wants the game to turn out favourably for
friend Bill. He goes to the office in the morning and,
when five o’clock comes, he wants his day to have
turned out a prosperous and a happy day. A man
wants to see those persons he likes or admires win
out. He wants to be happy himself. Wherever he
i3, whatever he does, whomever he watches! Why
should human nature change—or be expected to
change—the minute it deposits its person in an
orchestra seat? This is why the public wants happy
his home ball team, so will the public overlock an
umpire’s somewhat ‘off’ decision so'long as it favours
his home ball team, so will th epublic overlook an
analogous fault in dramatic logic so long as it favours
its hero and herpiné in a play. Show me a man or
woman who down in his heart prefers an unhappy
ending to a play to a happy one and I will, other
things being equal, show you a fibber of the purest
ray serene.

»

ﬁ FTER all, the chorus man is not so much of

a lily-like willy-nilly as he has seemed to be,

and from now on he is going to be a dis-
appearmg factor as far as musical comedy is con-
cerned. Instead of making a more or less animated
background for the Kates and Janes and Marys in
the first row, he is going to the front to give Fritz
a little entertainment. Telling about this the Dra-

~matic Mirror says:

“The members of this class of stage activity have
come in for severe ridicule in the past; professional
and lay critics have frequently wondered as io the
state of their usefulness to society, but when the
national emergency arose chorus men were found
as patriotic as their brothers in other fields of work.

They have enlisted in large numbers, and those who ~
are engaged in Broadway productions at present’

are biding their time until called for the army.
“The agencies which supply chorus men declare
that they have never found chorus material so un-
available, and compare the condition to that which
has existed in London for the past thre»e years. In

the British capital women and men not eliglble for .

military service have been sub‘sututed for chorus
men in the n_msical productions, and it is expected
that a similar condition will prevail here.

“The programmes of the Hippodrome and  the

. Empire Theatre announce that all men in the pro-
dumons of ‘Cheer Up’ and ‘Rambler Rose’ have ful-
,nlled their military obligations and in the latter

nas«e the names of all those liable to the draft are
gufblis_hed. One firm of managers, Dillmg‘ham .and

Tz
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Ziegfeld, have announced that the chorus of their

new production at the Cexitury, will contain only

women, and it is considered likely that other pro-
ducers will follow their step. .

3

yHEN the Editor of the American. Magagine

decided to tell his readers about New York

he asked George M. Cohan to write the

piece. Mr. Cohan said a lot of nice things about

the little burg and the way he works out a few

similies into a few smiles may be well worth reading.

“New York is the Biggest Show on Earth, The
comedy is continuous, with five million accomplished
performers in the cast. It draws from all over the
world. Front row seats cost like the mischief; but
the audiences go away enthusiastic about the cos-
tumes, the lighting effects, the mob scenes, the big
Broadway runway down the main aisle, and the
scenery, which is so lifelike one might almost
imagine it was real.

“New York is the original Big Store.. Uniformed
floorwalkers are everywhere to point out the de-
partments. Two counters to the left you will find
the experience section, known as Wall Street; close
by is the bandwage and liniment department. To
the right, a few steps up, is the refrigerated wares
department, known as Fifth Avenue. Over there are
the animated toys=—Broadway. Step right this way
and look over our antiques and literary curios—
Gramercy Park; paper, ink, and dynamite 'way down
near the door—Park Row. We have restaurants on

the premises; knick-knacks and notions all over the

Harlem end.

annex.
“New York is a condition.

able, though an occasional multimillionaire recovers

Bargains?” In the Brooklyn basement

through Dr. John Bull’s London lotion and is never
_bothered again.

But to the most of us it becomes
chronic and even grows worse, settling first in ithe
head, then in the heart, then in the feet, and finally
in the liver. It is extremely contagious. The Man-
hattan air is full of New Yorkitis germs which bite
the eye, the ear and the brain. The symptoms are
itching fingers, blood rushing to the head, extra-
ordinary thirst, craving for strange foods, enlarged
gall, and where the patient is very young or not
properly prepared for the treatment considerable
bleeding.
» £

EXT timeé that little six-months-old son of yours
N starts in to lift the roof off with his lusty

lungs, don’t do any of the old-fashioned
things which a million flustered mothers
and moidered fathers have done before you—just

SAMMY:

: “Wal boye, l.guess there’s room in here for me
somewheres.”
——Norma.n Lindsay, in Sydmey Bulletin

It is generally incur-

give him a dose of New Thought. It has rubber
dummies and celluloid rattles beaten from the very
beginning.
“The Nautilus,” which publishes the very last word
on New Thought. The way to turn the {rick is to
“go into the silence.” 'This doesn’t mean shutting
yourself up in an apartment with upholstered wall-
paper and padded partitions between double baize-
covered doors.  As ’Lizbeth puts it, you “Speak the
word for a special hour of your silence, and go into
the silence no matter whether the rest of the world
does or not. You will find that interruptions are
fewer, which means that your universe responds to.
the rhythm which you have set up. You will find
your world being silent, too, when you speak the
word of silence. ;

“And it will be a fine thing for that six-months-old
baby to go into the silence with you, even if at first
he yells lustily every moment of the time! Ha
needs that disciplthe and that rhythm. See that he

is clean and dry and comfortable, and then let him -

yell if he wants to.  Just you smile and let the
waves of sound break against your own calm aura.
It won’t be long before the youngster catches your
calmness.” :
»
VERYBODY’S MAGAZINE for November comes
E .out in a mew wuniform, a size larger than of
old, and several sizes more interesting in
character. Everybody’s never was a dull paper. It’s
getting up among the brilliants now. The cover is
a marine blue with an American warship steering
away from a full moon and its searchlights playing
on a plane in the upper right hand corner. You can’t
mistake it for any other. It's plain Everybody’s, and
ite contents are as smart as its show-window. Opens
up with a frontispiece illustration of ‘the leading
feature, which is a new American serial, the White
Arc, by Henry Kitchell Webster, illustrated very
originally by P. E, Cowen, and followed immediately
by a large portrait of the author and a short screed
about who he is, what he writes And how he does it.
Opposite him is a colour picture of American soldiers
at the front, from a painting by L. A. Shafer, which
backs up on another colour thing most strikingly
done by Everett Shinn. This illustrates a story “of
the far edge of the war,” by Samuel Hopkins Adams.
Next come four pictures of H. P. Davison, who is
named “first aid to the Red Cross,” accompanied by
an article telling his story. Three very attractive
stories follow: Tam o’ the Scoots, an air-man yarn;
Ivan in Wonderland, and Congo, which concerns a
gorilla of startling demeanour. Maude Radford
Warren has one of her bright articles, entitled Food
For Drink; and Frederick Palmer tells about *“Lucky
Biggs.” Two more colour pages follow, with-three
stories, making up a most attractive issue.
/ » /
OW we know why Percy Graingeér, ‘the 1,000-a-
N night Australian pianist and composer, enlisted
as a saxophonist at $35 a month in a U.S.A.
Coast Artillery Band. Grainger himself tells Robert
Van Buren in November Everybody’s that it was

because some time ago he became an American

citizen; so that ought to satisfy any one who eriti-

. cizes Percy for not enlisting as a real soldier, either

in his own Australian army, or in Canada, or as a

Tommy. Van Buren visited Grainger at Fort Ham-

ilton’ down at the band quarters, and saw what he

describes as a low wooden shack which sagged un- .
der the weight of a great, shiny, grand piano in one |

corner. A long, oilcloth-covered -table stretched
down the length of the room. On it were arranged
twenty-eight massive plates, face down, and inverted

on these, as many huge cups, guarded on either

side by tinny knives and forks. Tableware indeed—

for the artistic temperaments of a jazz band. But

for that Appollo-like, golden-haired youth whom I
had heard a last winter’s evening in Carnegie Hall
sending out of his piano the bars of the Saint-Saens
“Concerto in G Minor,” as I had never heard them
before—?

But there was no mistake. In the centre of the
shack were two dazzling and dangerous-looking
contraptions of steel and wood. Ah, the famous
“infernal machines!” The steel marimba, the mar-
imba-xylophbne, if not the nabimba itself! Grainger’s
here—all here, sure enough, I thought, And on a
poster on the wooden wall I read:

(Concluded on page 27.) o

b | s *
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At least, Elizabeth Towne says so, im -
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.Umsts we get a clear idve:a.\ of how Cadorna

hoisted his legions up the mountains and

hurled them at the Austrians, we shall not be
able o understand what it means for Cadorna to
withdraw his armies from that front, as he has been
doing of late. No war story was ever so picturesque
and spectacular. The story of (Cadorna’s uitimate
drive—he was a long while starting—up into Gorizia,
Monte Santo and San Gabrielle and across the Isonzo
on to the “Windy Bath of the Holy Ghost” is sheer
grand opera of war in which nature conspired with
marvellous engineering and the astounding wizardry

of modern war to get effects never dreamed of in

any other war or on any other front. No wonder the
Italians liked it. Such war suited their temperament
better than—well,: Lens, where the Canadians are,
er Verdun.

The Isonzo front is broken now fbeyond all mlracle

" of mending' Cadorna is back again behind his own
bcundaries—but the record of that great offensive .

which pushed the pick of Austria’s army from the
reaks of the Julian Alps and swept them, a startled
mob of routed regiments, from their “permanent”

: positipns‘ in the rocky Bainsizza Plateau, must always

remain as one of war's greatest epics.
The thing began on August’ 18th; of thls year, ‘and
reached its climax when the men under General Cap-

- pello rushed the summit of Monte San Gabrielle 7just

28 days later. Between times the wizardry of Cadorna
accomplished ‘the impossible. And engineering, plus
unbounded audacity, was the magic which made the
miracles. Courage, top—tempered to the magnificent
quality which won Mount Nero for the Alpini, in
1915, when a ‘whole column of bare-foot men scale:d
a precipice one dark night thh a few hand grenades
and a revolver apiece and routed the startled Aus-
trians from the summit at dawn.

The battle of the Isonzo stretched across a front

- of forty miles from Tolmino to Trieste, a greater

distance, says the New York Times special corres-
pondent, than any other contintous offensive during

| _the war. And remember, it is an Alpine country of

sheerfaced precipices, snow-clad peaks—with slime-
walled canyons where the Isonzo gouges its wajy
from the glaciers to the Adriatic, The Isonzo had
never been bridged where the Italian troops crossed
the gorges in a night. It was impossible.  But
Cadornas engineers did it.

‘Tor weeks prior to August 18, the Italians at sun-
down every might had by a great engineering feat
diverted the water of the Isonzo above Anhovo, and

had built in the shallow stream thus left ten-foot -

bridges, which were concealed from view when the

- water resumed its natural course each morning. On'

the eve of the crossing they supplemented these with
four pontoon \bridges laid while their searchlights
blindsed the eyes of the Austrians on the opposite

cl}ﬂ!a ~ These bridges extended from Anhovo up to

| Rl i 0 ) i A »

Loga, a distance of four miles. That night the stream
remained diverted and the army of Cappello crossed,

while the Duke of Aosta performed a diversion ou

the Carso.

Thus a foothold on the northern part of the Bain-
sizza was gained, while simultaneously the right wing
of Cappello’s army descended upon the plateau from

fonte Cucco and the Vodice and began to envelop
Monte Santo and deploy into the Val Chiagovano.
The Austrian army on the Bainsizza, threatened from
three sides, made a rapid retreat to the ridge, 1,000
feet high, which bounds the easterh edge of the
plateau from its sheer drop into the Chiapovano.

On August 24 the tricolour of Italy was flung to
the breeze from the summit of Monte Santo. From
this commanding height of 2,240 feet it was seem
from Loga to the Hermada. On September 14, after
several repulses, the Italians established themselves
upon Monte San Gabrielle, which rises 1,700 feet
above the Isonzo and dominates the San Daniele.

WHEN the victorious Italians clambered to the

summit of Monte Santo, some crumbled marbla
and broken granite columns was all that remained
of the shrine at which Francis Joseph was wont
to pray for victory with arms outstretched and facing
towards Ttaly. When the Italians took the mountain

' their regimental bands played in the ruins of that

"shrine, and-the conductor was Toscanini.

From the ruins of this same shrine a New York
Times correspondent looked down upon the taking
of San Gabrielle, Telling of the sight, he says:

When first I looked down on the battle for San
Gabrielle I seemed to hang indirectly over the crater

of a volcano. A matter of 40,000 Italian shells on

a daily average are bursting over San Gabrielle’s
crest. In addition are the Austrian shells, for the
Unes on San Gabrielle are now so close that the top-
most positions have been taken and retaken half a
dozen times. ¢ ¥

It all made me wonder whether we were stili hang-
ing on to our world. There was never fevered night-
mare more appalling. No Hippodrome producer in
his wildest imaginings ever pictured such a scene.
Even Dante's Inferno was outclassed. It was
veritably a hell on earth of which no pen can give

' the details. -

Oocasi_onally through the smoke waves we cofild
see the bald, tortured surface of the crest. A shell
would strike and we could see the sparks as ‘4

. granite ledge was shivered and splintered in every

direction. Caverns yawmed up at us where the
melinite bombs rebounded- and spent their rage.
Black lines zigm.gged over the surface—crazy and
grotesque. 'I‘hey were the trenches,

ISom:eftimes we could see figures leaping upon the
stone parapets. They were like damned souls.
Another whell would blot out me sight, and when it

=

+ADORNA played to the gallery, no doubt; but he
*~ had only the gallery to play to. With the great:
est engineers in the world, he had also one of the
most spirited armies. He was slow to get started,
but spectacular when he did. Diverting ‘a river
every night to fling bridges across and letting the

" water back over the bridges in the morning to de-

ceive the Austrians; scaling crags with revolvers
and grenades; blinding the enemy with searchlights
and ‘pontooning the lIsonzo below; hauling heavy.
guns up“by ropes; escalading mountains; piping
water to the peaks—thus they got Gorizia and the
Windy Bath of the Holy Ghost (Bainsizza plateau).
On the tip-top of Maonte Santo old Franz Joseph in a
shrine of the Virgin stretched his arm towards Italy.
A few months ago Italian bands with Toscanini
conducting played victory in the ruins of that shrine.
It was Cadorna’s incarnation of grand opera in the
clouds.

cleared the figures would all be huddled and still—
ouly black patches against the dirty gray of the rock.

“But why spend so much time over this moun-
tain,” 1 asked the officer, “especially as you may
say you have it?” He smiled. “You would be sur-
prised to knmow how few men we have lost down
there,” he said, “and we are not occupied alone with
San Gabnrielle. Meanwhile it has used up about fifteen
Austrian divisions. Most of those divisions
are dead.”

In the dying daylight I again fixed my glasses on
the rocky slopes below. The artillery fire had lulled
a little, so that we could see more clearly. All about
the surface of the bald crest was dotted with black,
grotesque shadows—shadows that did not move.
There were the pieces of the fifteen Austrian divi-
sions that were dead.

Day fled quickly behind the higher mountairs, and
the evening fireworks began, Flares began to go up
on all the surrounding hills, and were answered from
mountain peaks miles away—rockets- breaking ia
showers of stars that seemed to glimmer as far from
the earth as the millions of real stars in the clear
heavens.

We sat and wat,ch-ed,\sﬂent betore the magnificent
spectacle. The artillery was turned again upon San
Gabrielle. Shells crashed and exploded, striking
lines of fire from the bare cliffs. The shrapnel hissed
and screamed and screamed and broke in clouds
of sparks,

For miles on every side the whole world seemed
gone crazy. A thousand Japanese lanterns sremed
to wave in a giddy whirl on the mountain peaks, then
to break each into a dozen pieces and go out.

Sometimes sheds or motor caissons, struck by
shells on far distant roads, would soar up in flames
that lasted several minutes, In the valleys a million
fireflies seemed to bob up and down in rhythmic air
dance. Through every cleft and gorge the sound
of camnon echoed and re-echoed as if a thousand
valkyries were galloping madly from peak to peak,
while through all the infernal din. there came the
ceaseless barking of machine guns and yells of men.

On San Gabrielle itself we could see more plainly
than by day. The explosions would sometimes light
up spaces of rock for a distance of many yards. Wo
could often catch glimpses of trenches and the
shimmer of helmets and bayonets. Sometimes ‘for
brief moments between shifts in the smoke wa could
see troops climbing up the slopes between the zigzag
black trench line clawing at the rocky ground. Once
we saw men in the very act of falling backward in
the bright light of an exploding shell.

Suddenly, quite suddenly, something happened. I
scrambled to my feet and rubbed an unsteady hand
over my eyes. My officer also got up quickly.

I had a strange feeling that a great power had
suddenly come to watch and bid mankind to cease
his struggles and be still.

For from behind a distant snow peak there had
floated the splendid .and majestic moon. All the
flares and rockets seemed to fade away. The flagshes
of shrapnel and melinite died out before that effulgent
glow of beautiful mellow light that softly draped and
eﬂfolded the entire gigantic scene.

It was the same cold, wonderful moon, but on that
night it seemed like the eye of from which there
flowed too much light for armies to go on with thewr
killing unashamed.

o
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\HRISTMAS letters
and acknowledge-
ments should be written

- French
Organdie

the stationery which has
that much desired touch
of refinement.

Ask your stationer for it.

French Organdie
paper and envelopes are
packed in handsome
papeterie form (as well
as in other styles) and
would make an accept-
able Christmas gift.

22-10-17 /

Sanrk ~Ellis
Barber~Ellis
Zoronto, Canada,

BWranffb}vd , Vancouves
inniped, Ca ;
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W HAL 1OOD CONEROL 15 FOR

Second of a Series of Arlicles on the Lir;lits and Possibilities of Price and Food Control

HE case for Food Control in Canada and the States is
totally different from that which exists for our allies
in Burope. This ds very often forgotten, and the result
is much mistaken comment, and much misleading com-
parison between the activities and functions of, say,

the British and the Canadian Food Controllers. If It were not
for the needs of our allies In Europe there would be no Food
Controller In Canada at all. If Canada were isolated there
would be no scarcity, but a superabundance of food supplies in
this country. Tt is a supreme daty towards her alfies who
are bearing the stupendous burdens of this comflict that Canada
is called to increase her food production to the utmost and to
avoid waste if it would avotd defeat. For our European allies
the business of the Food Controller is tq enable these countries
fe llve on what they can raise for themselves or import from
America. It is a problem of conservation and distribution, for
urgent necessities have already ensured the maximum of pro-
duction. ¥or Canada, on the other hand, the business of the
Food Controller is to enable Canada to export the. greatest
possible amount of food. It is a problem of conservation and
production. In England and France they are seeking to make
the food supply suffice, in Canada we are seeking to make the
surplus over what suffices as great as possible. The import-
ance of this service cannot be exaggerated. The seriousness
of the shortage which faces Europe is impressed upon all who
know the situation. *“Thy need lIs greater than mine”’—this
should be our response to every demand upon us, to every call
to work and save, to every appeal to abstaln or to sacrifice in
order that our comrades across the seas may not suffer this
lagt privation.

In England, seeking to eke out her limited supplies, price
control (and in the last resort a system of rationing) is of
primary importance, for the problem is the best distribution
of the available supplies; in Canada, seeking to raise her
surplus to the.limit, price control is of importance mainly in
80 far as it can be used to stimulate production. It is clear
that the first business of the Canadian Food Controller is not
to lower prices, but to increase the surplus. High ﬂricgs are
themselves a stimuius to production, whereas low prices ar3
a stimulus to consumption. If prices are to be fixed at all they
must be fixed at a level high enough to make it economically
worth while for the producer to make every effort towards
further pro&:qtlon.

Why, then, it is often asked by those who realize these facts,
have a Food Controller at all? Can anything he is able to do

equal the persuasive eloguence to the fargner of wheat soaring

under competition beyond three dollars (before control began)?
If high demand means high price, and high price means high
production and low consumption have we not here the matural
and proper spur to production? Why interfere with it at all?
‘Why disturb the beneficent working of the ordinary “laws of
supply and demand"”? :

There are good reasons for a Food Controller. In the first
place the situation Is one of extreme uncertainty. This limits
the stimulating effect of high prices, for the farmer and stock-
raiser must look three or six or nine months ahead, and he is,
unless guided by some authority, in, the dark as to the future
market for his increased production. The Food Controller

. should be in a better position to realize the future demand. He

knows, also, what products are most urgently required, and
so can help, in conjunction with the Agricultural and other
Departments, to direct production, instead of leaving it to the
unguided initiative of indiviidual producers.

In the second place, he is needed to check our wastefu?
methods. Some of these are due to individual carelessness,
and the first necessity is that some one in authority should
impress upon ug the meaning of such waste. Others are due
to our standard of living, as it affects the manufacture and
preparation of the foods we buy. There is, for example, great
waste in the ma¥ing of patent flours, in the ‘‘pearling” of
barley, and so on. A recent writer has given evidence to
show that in the United States there is lost in the by-products
of seven {mpottant foods enough food-value to supply the food
needs of the country for a whole year. This waste is surely
amenable to Food Control. Other forms of waste depend on

.our whole economic system, our methods of marketing and dis-

tribution. These are naturally the most difficult and dangerous
te control, but this is a time for doing whatever can be done.

In the third place, he is needed to check ‘‘profiteering.’”” By
‘“‘profiteering” I mean the amassing of profits beyond what is
sufficient to give the manufacturer or producer the encotlrage-
ment required to carry on his business in the most efficient way.

Lastly, he is needed to help in the reorganization of trade
and industry. To Increase production, to direct production, and
to eliminate waste—these require concerted effort in every
case. It is necessary to bring producers together, in order that
they may act together. This task of co-ordination, of estab-
lishing co-operation in place of isolation or competition, be-
tween producers, between middlemen, between retailers, be-’
tween consumers, is one of the strange new tasks the war
has forced on government.

R. M. MACIVER.
University of Toronto,

-

CONTR'ACT ANIDE CONSUIENCE .

(Continued from page 8.) ;

“Seest thou a man diligent in busi-
ness?” said Solomon. “He shall stand

ies of success determines a man’s con-

great Teacher also had his opinions
about great riches.

i *efficiency of mankind.

I

before kings” Looking a few thou-
sand years down the ages he might
have added, “Rise 8ir Joseph.”
Success in business based upon de-
Hvery according to contract is un-
assaflable. Why? Because that spec-

science. And when you get confracts
balancing conscience you have a very
high evolution of ethics.

Now, then, grant these premises and
you see at once that there can be no
possible evil in being a rich man.

But once upon a time a certain

“It is easier”, said He, “for a camel
to pass through the eye of a needle
than for a rich man to enter the king-
dom of Heaven.”

Did Sir Joseph TFlavelle examine
this statement in all its bearings when

| he said “Let the profits go to the hell
| to which they belong”? Did he mean
{ that no man should ever die rich for

fear of going to hell?’ We do not
know. We can only infer that Sir
Joseph contemplates a heaven for no
man who does not fulfil contract, and
that if he does fulfil contract and
thereby inspires other men to ethical
values and incidentally gets rich him-
self, he is in no danger of hell.
Therefore we must acquit Sir
Joseph of inconsistency and grant
him a consciente in go_od working or-
der. Each depends upon the other.
Profits are merely the result. We
long ago outgrew the idea that much
money damns a man’s soul: On the

contract-delivery system it makes no -

difference how much money a man
makes. His money in that case is a
measure of his conscientious effi-
ciency. The injunction of the great
Teacher of old to Cornelius, who
wanted to inherit the kingdom of
heaven, ‘‘Sell all that thou hast and
give to the poor” must be estimated
along with that other saying of the
great Teacher, “the poor ye have al
ways with you.”

Sir Joseph Flavelle would like to

| see poverty abolished by the increased

And he is
game enough to take his own chance
of avoiding the poor-house in a society
based on universal efficiency. He will
even back his conscience based upon
contract against the recognized
crookedness of the people; because he
knows that to kegp a system together
you must have ultimate ethics some-
where.

Having settled all that, there is no
necessity for “qualms.” In the church
gallery may be a poor wretch heading
for the same heaven as Sir Joseph
Flavelle, but doomed to poverty be-
cause he has bad health, poor brains
or rotten luck. That man must be
looked after if he gets ill; otherwise
it is no business of a contractual con-
science to interfere. Oblivious to
that man’s predicament it is quite
morally legitimate for Sir Joseph to
go on increasing dividends, buying
munitions without salary, getting a
superior title, lecturing public ser-
vants = on a'i,n.eflficiency, organizing
philanthropies, reorganizing colleges,
attending to the church and entertain-
ing important men. It is all a case of
pulling stops in an ongan, according
to the piece you prefer to play.

OW there are a few questions we
should like to ask Sir Joseph, that
the Commission did not. We should
prefer to come across him some Sun-
day sitting in his opera chair at Sher-

bourne St. Methodist Chuch just after -

the congregation have gone out and
the organist is playing a nice con-
scientious andante. Under those cir-
cumstances he might become quite
confidential in answer to these ques-
tions:

Did you ever offend anybody in' Ot-
tawa by handing out advice on how to
_govern the country? .

« Did you ever advise the dismissal ‘ot

a certain Cabinet Minister?

Did that Minister resign?

Had he a conscience?

In the orgamization of a TUnion
Government were you ever seriously
‘considered for a portfollo when the
sald other minster was to be left out?

It 8o, would he be likely to bear you

. (Concluded on page 23.)
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SLACKER MONEY

HAT the new Canadian War
vb Loan means as profit, as duty
and opportunity to the average
citizen is well expressed by Paul Tom-
linson in McClure’s when he says that

5 comparable with the slacker in war

and the slaker in business is. money
that is not working as hard as it
should. It ig slacker money.
Perhaps you have more money in
your checking account than you need,
and it is ‘drawing only two per cent
interest. If so, a part of it is slacker
money. Perhaps you have an account
in the savings bank vielding three, or
possibly four per cent. In all probabil-

ity your principal is safe and your in- :

terest is fas-sured; furthermore, if you
eannot purchase a greater return with
a high degree of'safety, then the sav-
ings bank is the best place for your
money. On the other hand, it may oe
that a high-class bond offers equal
safety, together with a greater vield;
and if so the money might profitably
be withdrawn from the savings bank
and invested in.the bond.

A problem in simple arithmetic will
demonstrate the advantage of this

course. At the present time mary
gilt-edged bonds may be purchased at
prices to yield five per cent or even
more. A thousand dollars in the sav-
ings bank at four per cent earns forty
dollars a year; ‘that sams thousand
dollars ‘invested in 2 bond yielding
five per.cent earns fifty dollars a year,
an -increase of ten dollars or twenty-five
per cent. If you can increase your in-
come by one-quarter and at the same
time keep your principal safe, it is
clearly the wise thing to do. *

Did you ever stop to think how it
is that a bank is enabled to' pay inter-
est on its deposits, pay expenses and
salaries, and in addition earn large
dividends for its stock-holders? It is
because its funds are kept working all
the while; banks are required by law
to maintain a fixed cash reserve, but
beyond that they have no idle dollars,
no slacker money. All banks have
certain funds which they ' keep
“liguid,” that is, ready and available
for any emergency, but the money is
always working. Night and day it is
earning interest for its owners.,

- THE ROMANCE OF FINANCE

(Concluded from page 19.)

The value of the Bank of Montreal's
enterprise should not be measured by its
success as a joint stock undertaking, but
by the security it has given to those who
has trusted it, the facilities it has fur-
nished for the exchange and the increase
of commodities, and the assistance it
has given to the development of the coun-
try.

In the year 1821 the Lachine Canal, an
Important link in Canada’s great inland
waterways chain, was begun. It was
completed in 1825 at a cost of £110,000,
and to this work the Bank of Montreal
gave important financial assistance. But

even before this time the Bank had made -

its influence deeply felt in the finanecial
affairs of the country.

At the end of the first year’s business
the direetors proposed to the Governor of
Canada, the Duke of Richmond, who con-
trolled the British monies, ‘“‘that the
bank be given the right of supplying the
Government in this country with such
monies as may be wanted by the differ-
ent departments in Upper and Lower
Canada.” 'These negotiations terminated
favourably and inaugurated the connec-
tion between the Bank and the Govern-
ment, first, of the two provinces and
later of the Dominion, which, continuing
to this day ‘“has bro‘ught‘ honqur and
profit to the Bank and has been of the
greatest value and service to thée Cana-
dian nation.”

It must not be supposed that all this
time the bark was doing business in its
St. Paul street home. A few weeks
after starting business the directors pur-
chased for £2,000 the site of the present
general post office on St. James street,

. and there a building was completed in

1819. It was the head office for thirty
years, and cost £8,750.

, About the time of the union of Upper
and Lower Canada in 1841 there came g
betterment in business conditions in the
country. Under union the bank obtained
a new charter to run 21 years, and was

authorized to increase fits capital to
£750,000. The double liability clause
was also imposed on sharehold~

ers. Immigration increased, and in
the flow of prosperity extensive public
works were undertaken, including the
completion of the Welland Canal and im-
provement of navigation on the St. Law-
rence. Now free to do business in Upper
Canada, the bank established a large
number of agencies there, and its busi-

ness grew so rapidly that the capacity of
the head office was taxed. The adjoin-
ing site, that now occupied by the bank,
was purchased from La Fabrique de
Montreal - for £10,000, and a handsome
building erected. The old site was sold
to La Banque du Peuple. Removal to
the new premises was effected in 1848.

“The history of those times is one of
periods of prosperity rapidly followed by
periods of reaction. Another commer-
cial erisls in 1857 caused Canadian banks
to cease to discount. The late fifties
saw a hard struggle for Canadian busi-
ness, and through this era the Bank of
Montreal maintained its position  but
saw its profits diminished. But the years
immediately preceding and following
Confederation told another story. 'The
bank paid dividends of 10 per cent., and
the rest was increased by large amounts
to $1,500,000. Its fiftieth Year found the
Bank enjoying not only a substantial
measure of success but also a remark-
able prestige. It had nearly a fourth of
the total paid-up banking capital in On-
tario and Quebee, and more than a fourth
of the banking assets. Tt was the gov-
ernment’s depository and fiseal- agent
and enjoyed peculiar advantages as the
sole issuer of i)rovincial notes. Its eapi-
tal was $6,000,000: rest, $1,500,000; as-
sets more than $20,000,000.

In 1870 an important milestone in the
history of the Bank was reached with the
opening of an office in London. Through
the course of years the bank has attained
a unique position among the colonial
banks in London. It has been instru-
mental in negotiating public loans on be-
half of Canadian government, municipal
and corporation borrowers, totalling hun-
dreds of millions of pounds. In Decem-
ber, 1892, the Bank was appointed figeal
agents for the Government of the Do-
minion of Canada. The present office is
at 47 Threadneedle street, E.C., and the
bank has a . sub-branch in Waterloo
Place, Pall Mall, where the requirements
of Canadian visitors in London are given
special attention.

The wave of prosperity that marked
the opening of the new century was the
greatest in Canada's history. The Bank
of Montreal came to the fore in 1908
when it took over the Ontario Bank,
after the latter had fafled. The next
year came the 1907 panic of sad memory. -
The  tide in the Dominion's prosperity
reached its highest point in 1912, and
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then began reaction. The bottom fell out
of the land boom in the West. A time
of financial readjustment set in.

Although it is impossible .in & brief
sketch to deal at length with the men
who have made the Bank of Montreal,
it must be said that no man was better
qualified to guide the institution through
the trying times following 1912 than the
President, Sir Vincent Meredith. His
policy was ever a wise and cautious,
while constructively progrussive, one.

The latest chapter in the history of
the Bank is that since the declaration of
war. In many ways the Bank of Mont-
real has made its usefulness to Canada
apparent in that era of changed financial
conditions. With England at war, the
source of capital became the United
States, and here again the staff of the
Bank produced a man whose training in
London and New York had fitted him
for the moment. What Sir Frederick
Williams Taylor, general manager.of the
Bank of Montreal, has been able to do
for this country in New York borrowing
since the outbreak of war is a story that
may be told some time.

CONTRACT AND
CONSCIENCE

(Concluded from page 22.)

any malice? And would that have
anything to do with your final state-
ment to the Commission, that you did
not know why you should. have been
asked such questions at all?

Wias there anybody who thought he
Wwas particularly referred to in the
matter of munitions on contract and
who would therefore be vindictive to
you as a result, even to the wanting
of your scalp?

Did you make the matter of your
baronetcy a very serious matter of
secret cogitation before deciding to
accept it? Or did you think that men
of less brains and personal merit than
yourself have more honour from the
K'ing?

Did you ever at any time since this
bacon inquiry seriously consider hand-
ing the title back?

To all these questions, Sir Joseph,
you need answer nothing more than
Yes or No. We will attend to the
rest. And you may do so either as
President of the Wm. Davies Co., or

- as Chairman of the Imperial Muni-

tions Board, or as plain Sir Joseph
Flavelle.

Mrs. Green (whose husband has
given her a black eye) to District
Visitor: “Well, miss, matters might

be a sight worse; I might be like you,

and ’ave no ’usband at all.”
- 5
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Bonds for $100

Many people of small means are
possibly not aware of the oppor-
tunity for safe investment offered
by our $100 Bonds. The small in-
vestor has looked upon owning
Bonds' -as beyond him-——
thinking of bonds as being only
in denominations of $1,000, or some
other equally impossible sum.
But $100 will ' buy one of our Bonds,
giving the holder of it precisely the
same security as those of the larg-
est denominations. They are a se-
curity in which Executors and
. Trustees are by law authorized to
invest.

TRUST FUNDS

Shall we send you copy of our An-
nual Report and full particulars?

CANADA PERMANENT
MORTGAGE CORPORATION

Pald-Up Capital and Reserve
Fund exceed
ELEVEN MILLION DOLLARS
Toronto Street - Toronto
Established 1855.

Cawthra Mulock & Co.

Members of
Toronto Stock Exchange

Brokers

and

Bankers

12 KING STREET EAST
TORONTO, CANADA

CABLE ADDRESS—CAWLOCK, TORONTO

Established 1864.

The Merchants Bank

OF CANADA.
HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL,

Peid-up Capital - - $7,000,000
Reserve Fund - - $7,42 1,292
Total Deposits - $92,] 02,072
Total Assets - - $121,103,558
233 BRANCHES IN CANADA.
General Banking Business
Transacted.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at all
branches. Deposits of $1.00 and
upwards received, and interest al-
lowed at best current rates.

TORONTO OFFICES: .
13 Wellington St. West; 1400 Queen
St. West (Parkdale); 406-408 Par-
liament St.; Dundas St. and Ron-
ceevsailsl.es Ave.; Dupont and Chris-
ue £ 5 *

your Executor.
Man.”

HEAD OFFICE .

Is It Fair to Make Your
Friend Your Executor ?

Perhaps you feel you honor him with your trust.
tainly burden him with a great responsibility.

uals can spare the time and few have the ability or experience
to properly carry on the duties of Executor of an Estate. Our
thirty-five years experience in the care and management of

Estates and Trusts is evidence of our worthiness to be appointed
Write for our Booklet “A Talk with a Business

TORONTO GENERAL TRUSTS

CORPORATION :

Branches : Drtawa Winnipeg Saskatoon Vancouver

83 BAY STREET -

You cer-
Few individ-

TORONTO
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Two Great Sonatas
By the Music Editor

OW many millions of people have

exercised their imaginations

over the two mobt popular son-
atas in the world?
But everybody knows that the two
sonatas that have interested most
non-technical people are:

The “Moonlight Sonata” of Beet-
hoven, and the B flat Minor of
Chopin.

Both these sonatas were played re-
cently by artists of widely differing
character in the same week in To-
ronto. In his evening recital Mons.
Francis de Bourguignon, Belgium, head
of the piano department in the Cana-
dian Academy of Music, played the
popular favourite somata in B flat
minor. In his opening recital Mr.
Austin Conradi, recently appointed
head of the piano department in the
Hambourg Conservatory, took for his
biggest single number the so-called
Moonlight Sonata of Beethoven. Each

of these great sonatas has been played

ad inf. by all kinds of performers.
Fach has been mooned over by sen-
timental admirers. No other two son-
atas have been so seized upon by ro-
mantic imaginations bemt upon mak-
ing each of them tell a story. And
ihe story in each case is a romance.
The yarn about The Moonlight Son-
ata has been told over and over again,
one of the variations being the lonely
house, the dying girl and the moon.

Nabody knows. -

The Chopin Sonata with the cele-
brated Funeral March has been inter-
preted from the audience just about
as accurately. Thousands of people
have heard the Funeral March when
they never knew, even up to the hun-
dredth time perhaps, that it was one
of the movements in a Sonata. Most
non-musical people have supposed that
Chopin composed it to celebrate some-
body’s death—or his own. But some-
body whispers over your shoulder at
a performance that it was really the
musical story of a student in Paris,
all his chequered and romantic exist-

ence culminating in a still more ro-

mantic death.

And ®f course, so it may be.
Chopin’s stuff was much of it con-
fessional and extremely subjective.
On this head we have some very in-
teresting testimony from George Sand
as to how Chopin really composed his
music. As quoted in the current issue
of Musical Times he says:

His creation was spontaneous and mir-
aculous. He found it without seeking it,
without foreseeing it. It  came on his
pianoforte suddenly, complete, sublime,
or it sang in his head during a walk, and
he was impatient to play it to himseM.
But then began the most heartrending
labour I ever saw. It was a series of
efforts, of Irresolutions, and of frettings
to seize again certain details of the
theme he had heard; what he had con-
ceived as a whole he analyzed too much
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is the “chum” of more pipe
smokers, than any other
tobacco smoked
in Canada
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when wishing to write it, and his regret
at not finding it a&gain, m his apinion,
clearly defined, threw hkim jnto a kind of
despair. He shut himself up in his room
for whole days, weeping, walking, break-
ing his pens, repeating and altering &
bar a hundred times, writing and effac-
ing it as many times, and recommencing
the next day with a minute and des-
perate perseverance. He gpent =ix
weeks over a single page, to write it at
last as he had noted it down at the very
first.

And of course Beethoven had habits
even more eccentric. Yet there’s a
vast difference. Most of Chopin’s
genius seems to have been linked - up
with experiences. Much of his most
poetic work is capable of being made
into a story. Beethoven, less purely
poetic, not so merely passionate, more
imaginative, seldom wrote anything
that could be twisted into a romance.
It must be noted that Mons. Bourguig-
non did not attempt to tell any story
in his playing of the B flat minor. He
played it in a dry, somewhat passion-
less way, with meticulous regard for
the i'hythm and tonal balance. He
seemed determined as far as possible
to make absolute music out of what
most people have preferred to regard
as “programme.” As a teacher he did
wisely. Stundemts should not be se-
duced into a merely sentimental inter-
pretation. What Mons. Bourguignon
restrained himself from doing in his
Chopin he permitted himself to do im
his Bach group in which he broke
away from the merely traditional style.
Does he, also, think that PBach is one
of the moderns? .

His shorter pieces of Tchaikowsky
were quite colourful; the Humoresque
delightfully so—but when shall we
hear the last of that dismal Chanson
Triste? The Rubenstein Etude
(Storm) proved that ‘“Ruby”’ knew
infinitely better how to ‘compose for
the piano than for strings: In two
French bits, the Allegro Appassimata
of Saint Saens and the Berceuse Hero-
ique—odd conjunction of jdeas!—he
showed up the French temperament in
contrast. The Debussy soapbubble al-
most blew to bits before he had fin-
jshed it; which of course was what
the composer intended. And the
player suddenly let himself into a
much different atmosphere when he
wound up with the hackneyed, but in
this case delightfully fresh and crisp
Moto Perpetuo of Weber.

Bourguignon’s recital was almost a
prolonged = Etude, characterized by
scholarly finish and epigrammatic
quality, devoid of humour, shy of sen-
timent and not overly solicitous as to
the poetic value of a pure and perfect

legato.
»

ONRADI is of another type. He

opened with the “Moonlight” Son-
ata which be rendered with due Te
gard for its varying moods. The fi-
luminated sadness of the andante be-
came a caressing tenderness to his
touch. He was conscious of his audi-
ence, who were critical of him. There
was no end of beauty in his doing of
the Sonata, which having been writ-
ten as absolute music, he gave a tit
towards the “programme” variety. He
kept the “moonHght” off the pro-
gramme sheet; he put it into the play-
ing. He tried to make it say some-
thing—verging on speech. Yet he
kept it beautiful in tone, delicately
gensuous in outline and free from

oversentimentality. The andante con-

tained no sobs. If it was written just
to record transitory moods, . it was

surely very picturesque, sometimes
abruptly so. And Conradi kept the to-
terest unabated till the last.

A long intermission came next. The
musicians in the audience thought #t
was intended to give them a chance
to compare notes. Not so. The stage .
carpenters were busy. His next group
was

24 CHOPIN PRELUDES.

Anybody who understands the fab-
rication of these intensely interesting
works knows how necessary it is to
gel away from the Beethovem stage
set to put them over.

But why—24? ;

Because one less would ha‘%e been
23. Average time for each about two
minutes. 45 minutes of Preludes, Amn
unusual task. Nobody asked for the
lot. They were given' gratis. Some
body might have doubted whether any
Canadian pianist could remember
them all in their proper order. A
foolish fear. Mr. Conradi had these
Preludes on a musical film. Seriously
g0. Chopin’s Preludes, even more
than any other of his famous groups—
nocturnes, waltzes, etudes and mazur-
kas—are studies in soul-photography.
They are kaleidoscopic variations of
Chopin; not so ravishingly tender and
sobbingly sad as his nocturnes, less as-
toundingly clever than his etudes: &
sort of compromise between the two
with no end of characteristic colour,
no particular order of intensity, but
just the sort of stuff of which the manp
Chopin was made. Conradi undertook
to prove that he could do the lot with-
out a yawn from the audience. He
did it. After he got past the middle.
the Chopin mercury went down and
the Cox'u'adi’went up. The player ac-
tually could do it and not weary any-

body—even himself. He finished—
fresh.
And then—the sta,ge carpenters

again. The next group was a Con-
radi pair, which really should have
been Tun oti-delicately woven as they
were—betweéen the Beethoven and the
Chopin. That would have given the
audience the extra 15 minutes to &0
home on while the playver recuperated
after 24 Preludes.

The rest of the programme Wasg
quite superfiuous, no matter how good
4t was. Even the Schumann Toccata
wag an extra dessert after a very full
meal. And Mr. Conradi has good
cause to congratulate himself that hig
first public recital contained so high &
percentage of the really beautiful.

The Story of a Wound
(Concluded from page 5.)

He lived in the dark until his trained
eyes could see the moving of a grass
blade, and he is paying the penalty
now in defective vision. By day he
lay up, after making his report; often
sleeping in the colonel's own dug-out
until it wae time to take his life in his
hands again, and crawl out into No
Man’s Land, in search of knowledge.

1 wish I could tell his whole story,
the most romantic in the entire won-
derful record of the CHE.F., and what
led to his being “asked for” by a most
famous general to be a member of his
staff. Perhaps I may, some time, if
he does not tell the tale himseH.

e ——

We regret that by oversight the
story “The Redskin,” in. last week’s

issue was not credited to ‘the awthor,
Cariton McNaught. e R
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Amateur Music Master
(Continued from page 17.)

The mother saying —

“Well, she seems to be getting better.

Then at the door as Bardo played

eavesdropper in the vestibule, she ad-

ded,

“We’re going to the hospital to see
her.”

He saw the carria\,ge drive off oppo-
gite to the usual direction. The day
was raw and windy; occasional whirls
of snow; the downtown area by the
waterfront was bleak and grey and

cold. Mr, Bardo was seized with a
sudden decision. He would—follow

that carriage.
'‘So he ran. How he ran! Once he
got past the church throng into the

streets heading for the wharves and !

all sorts of dark, dingy bufldings, he
could make better headway. The car-
riage was two blocks ahead, leisurely
clacking along. He could keep up
very well, and as long as the streets
did not tangle themselves up he hoped
to be within two blocks of the rig

whenever it stopped at her hospital— |

queer place for a hospital down among

the damp winds and the smoke and |
thought of | |

the soot, but he never

that; it was probably some very ex- |

clusive place with a large number | :

of red curtains, soft carpets and dim
mystical lights. And as he ran that

Chopin mocturne got into his feet. It i

became a waltz to which he kept time
stupidly as though he were skating.
When suddenly Mr. Bardo, then get-

ting his second wind, discovered that |

the carriage was nowhere to be seen. |

Nowhere to be heard. He was alone |
on a warehouse street, not far from | |

some sort of market and a couple of
strange ugly hotels.

He still believed he could not miss | |

that? It would turn up somewhere.
Musical Fate intended him to find
the place where the woman of his
musical dreams was lying ill. Not
that she would ever know or care, cv

that he could do anything more than i
But | |
And he felt |

work out his own foolishness.
that was all he wanted.

sure he could find the clack of that |

carriage again in the solitude of those
erooked streets.

Suddenly he bumped, into a person
with a bad breath, at the door of ons
of the hotels. It was the man who
had the wife in the room next to his.
He recognized the man and dodged to
get past. This was no time for
whiskey smell when he was smelling
Richmond roses in that Chopin noc-
turne. ?

The malodorous man recognized
him also, and made a quick grab for
Mr. Bardo’s coat-tail which he cap-

tured.
“Hol’ on, ol' chap,” he said
¢hummily. “Not so flast. ’Taint time

for Shunday School yet——"
Bardo mpanted a. cloud, through
which he saw the psychic gleam of a

drunken man’s eyes. The malodorous |

man laughed.

“1 know,” he said, with the insight
that sometimes comes from liquor,
*You’re runnin’ to find a girl._ Thatsh
the only reason you'd do it. Don%
let me—detain you.”

Bardo broke away. The delay was
probably fatal He felt too angry for
words; quite disgusted. But he ran
again—on and on; stopping some-
where to catch the sound of hoofs—
which he did, knowing very well what
hoofs they were; but having no idea.

"SALADA"

‘ and possibly you will not detect this imitation until

CANADIAN COURIER

You may be deceived

some flay by an imitation of

the tea~pot reveals it. Demand always the genuine
sSalada’ in the sealed aluminum packet, and sce
that you get it, if you want that unique flavour of
fresh, clean leaves properly prepared and packed.

British America Assurance
Company
(Fire, Marine and Hall.)
Incorporated A.D. 1833,
Amsets over $2,600,000.00
Losses paid since organization over
$40,000,000.00,
HEAD OFFICE,

TORONTO.

¢ EARN $1T0O$2ADAY ATHOME

Help to meet the big demand for Hosiery
I 5" us and your Home trade,
ndustrious persons provided with
el profitable, all -y ear-round employment
@ on Auto-Knitters. Experience and
distance immaterial. :
Write for particulars, rates of pay
etc. Send 3 centsin stamps.
, Auto-Knitter Hosiery (Can.) Co.Ltd,
Dept, 327 E;257 College St., Toronte

OBEY THE

Report at once for Service
or Claim Exemption

\

. Under the Military Service Act, all mén in Class One
are soldiers to-day absent with leave and without pay.
Failure to obey the law amounts to DESERTION

and can be punished as such.

Class One includes bachelors and widowers without
children (not otherwise excepted) who were 20 years
old on the 13th October, 1917, and whose 34th
birthday did not occur before January 1st, 1917.

DO IT TO-DAY'!

The rush in the last few days may be such that in the hurry and
stress a number of men may fail to comply with the requirements
under the Act. That will not be recognized as an excuse, as
every man is being given ample time to report for service, or

claim exemption.

GO TO YOUR POST OFFICE TO-DAY and ask for a form for
reporting for service or for claiming exemption. Understand, it

is a matter of LAW that all the men of Class One must report for
service or claim exemption not later than November 10th, 1917.

s . : ' Issued by the Military Service Council.
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Bread is the cheapest
food known. Home bread
baking reduces the high

cost of living by lessen-

ing the amount of expen- A&~ /

sive meats required to
supply the necessary
nourishment to the body.

“ REFUSE SUBSTITUTES.

“This,” said the goat, as he turned
from the tomato-can and began on the

broken mirror with relish, “this is in-
deed food for reflection.”

EARN A
VICTORY BOND

IN YOUR SPARE TIME

Under our plan you can earn a Victory Bond
with a very little effort.

By owning a Victory bond you are helping
the Government to make that Silver Bullet
which Lloyd George said would win the Great
War. . :

You will have the satisfaction of knowing
that you are helping to Finance the War,
helping the Boys in the Trenches, and at the
same time you will be the owner of the safest
‘kind of an Interest Bearing Security obtainable.

IS THIS WORTH
A LITTLE EFFORT?

If you are willing to devote some of your
spare time to introducing Canadian Courier to
- your friends and neighbors the publishers will
give you a Canadian Government Victory Loan

Bond FREE. |

Can you afford to miss this offer? This is an
Opportunity to combine Patriotism with Good
Sound Business Judgment.

Remember you do not have to spend a cent.

“We will help you in every way possible to earn
your Bond.

Fill in the corner coupon fo-day and we will

=

N

»\_ send you full particulars at once as to how
2 - You can own a
/ e
%%, % Victory Bond
. Vi . |
% ':i\@ . Without Expense
€ |
%, % 2‘."0& . %, Just a little effort on your
ok G % part commenced by
s Q,f,:‘% | your clipping the
"6% e coupon.
e Rk ey T "

of just where in the world he was un-
til :

Turning a corner he ran into some-
body else, almost butting a gentleman
with an overcoat and a stick, swing-
ing along—and it was Mr. Skritch
from Morekirk.

Bardo had no speech left. His ears
were hammering out loud. His voice
was gone.

“Good-morning,” said Mr. Skritck.
“You seem to be in a hurry.”

No reply.

“I'm going to England,” he went-on
tensely. “I leave here to-day. You
haven’t sent me that list of books yet.”

There was a smile in his eyes.

“I want that lst,” he said. “You'd
better give it to me now. Wait. I'll
Just take it down.”

The Chopin noturne took unto itself
wings. Mr. Bardo was on the verge of
profanity. In absolute desperation he

shot at Mr, Skriteh such a lingo of
literature that the man had scarcely
time to scribble them down in his
memo book. Any kind of book he had
ever read since he got into the heavy 4
class he flung at his benefactor who
maliciously took his time getting
down the names of philosophers, his-
torians, scientists, biographers, essay-
ists, poets and what not; almost every-
thing but musiec.

“Thanks very much,” said Mr.
Skritch when he had got down about
twenty pages of this, very particular
as to the spelling. “I hope I haven’t
kept you from an engagement.”

“No, not at all,” blurted Bardo.

The carriage was clean out of the
world now.

“1 shall be back from Europe in
ten months. Remember, when you
need any money——"

They shook hands.

(To be Continued.) i

AL E SO

Conducted by .
Malcolm: ' Sim .,

PROBLEM No. 161, -by V. Cisar.

First Prize, Cesky Spo.lek Schovl
Tourney, 1917.

Black.—Five .Pleces.

White.—Flive Pieces.
‘White to play and mate in three.
SOLUTIONS.

Problem No. 159, by C. A. L. Bull
1. K—K7! R—KS8; 2. B—K6, any move;
3. Q—R8 mate.

1o vsoo RXP; 2. B—Kti3ch! K-—R6 or
RxB; 3. B—Bsq or Q—R8 mate.
This Is a little classic.

To Correspondents.

(J.M.G.), Tamworth.——Thanks for let-
ter and further problem. Will examine
all. (*Curious’’), Campbellton, N.B.—In
152, yes, 2..., K—Kb5. We admire your
insistence.

Problem No. 158, by Mr. Faulkner un-
fortunately has an easy cook in four
pointed out by Mr. John McGregor: 1.
P—QB4ch, PxP e.p.; 2. Q—Bbch, K—Q5b;
3. P—K3ch, K—Q6; 4. R moves from
Bishop's file, P mates.

CHESS AMONG THE ENEMY.

The following short but interesting.

partie was played in the 1914 Trebitsch
Memorial Tournament at Vienna. Notes
from the Year-Book of Chess.

Vlienna Opening.

R. Spleimann. C. Schlechter.
1. P—K4 1. P—K4

2. Kt—QB3 2. Kt—QB3
3. P—B4 3. B—B4 (a)
4. PxP (b) 4, P—Q3 (c)
6. PxP (d) b.

6. Kt—B3 6. B-KK{t5
7. Kt—K2 (e) 7. Castles

8. P—B3 8. PB4 (f)
9. P—Q4 (g) 9.

10. Xt—Kt5 (h) 10, Q—K4

11. Q—B2 ) 1. P—K6

12. Q—K4 (J) 12. QxKt

13 3, Q—R5¢ch
14, P—Kt3 (k) 14. Q—R4

15. PxB (1) 15. Kt—B3
16. Q—KB4 (m) 16. Kt—Q4
17. Q—Ktb 7. KtxB

18. QxKt 18. KR—Ksq .
Resigns (n) ;

(a) This counter Gambit is not alto~
gether new, but is little known. The
great advantage is that it enables Black

to avold the dangerous variations of the -

Hampe-Allgaier Gambit.

(b) A premature capture which en-
ables Black, by the sacrifice of a Pawn,
to obtain the betfer dewvelopment. The
correct mode was 4. Kt—B3, converting
the opening Into the King's Gambit de-
clined. A
(¢) If instead 4. ..., BxK{t, then §. 1ixB,

KitxP; 6, P—Q4. Or 5. ..., Q—Rb5ch; 6.
P—Kt3, QxRP; 7. R-—Kt2, followed by
P—Q4 and White has a gooa game.

(d) 5. Kt—B3 looks better.

(e) This manoeuvre, the object of which
is to shut out Black’s King’s Bishop by
P—B3 and P—Q4, takes too much time.
‘White, however, had ..e worst game in
any case. If, instead of the text-move he
had  played B—Kt5, B—K2 or P—Q3,
Black would have obtained a crushing at-
tack by Castles. g

(f) ‘‘“They're off!"” g

(g) If 9. PxP, then 9. ..., Kt—B3, fol-
lowed by KR—Ksq.

(h) If 10, Kt—Q2, the sacrifice of the
bishop is decisive, e.g.,-10. Kt—Q2, BxP;
11. PxB, KtxP; 12. Q—R4, P—K56; 13. Kt—
QB4, Q—Ktbsch; 14. QxQ, Kt—B7 mate.
If 14, Kt—B3, then 14. ..., QxQ; 15. Kt
xQ, Kt—B7 mate. If.10. B—B4, then
1

0. ..., Q—Bsaq.

(i) If 11. Q—Kt3, then 11. ..., P—KS6
is very strong.

(j) Better would hayve been 12. Kt—K4,
to which black would have replied; 12. ..,
B—Q3 followed if 13. BxP, by 13. .., Kt—
B3 with a good game, or he might have
ventured to sacrifice a rook, e.g., 12. Kt—
K4, BxP; 13. KtxB, RxKt; 14. PxR, KtxP;
15. Q—Q3, Q—Ktbch; 16. Kt—B3 (if 16. Q—
B3, Kt—B7 mate), B—B4; 17. P—QR3, Q—
B4: 18. Kt—K4, BxKt; 19. QxB, Kt—KB3;
20. Q—Ktsq, Kt—B7ch; 21. K—K2, Q—B5
¢h, and wins. The position is an interest-
in~ one.

(k) Or 14, B—B2, Q—R4; 15. Kt—Kt3
(or Kt—B4), R—Ksq;. 16. KtxQ, RxQch
and 175 ...,  BXxKt.

(1) If. 15. Kt—B4, then 15. ..., Q—Ksq
retains the piece ahead.

(m) If 16. Q—B2 or Kt2, then 16. ...,
KR—Ksq with an overwhelming attack.

(n) For if 19. Q—B2 then 19. ..., BxKt;
20. BxB, RxBch; 21. QxR, R—Kzsq, win-
nin~ the queen. Or. 19. ..., Kt—K4 is
also decisive. :

CHESS LEAGUE ANNUAL.

The annual meeting of the Toronto
Chess League toock place in the Toronto
Chess Club rooms, 65 Church street, on
Tuesday evening, October 23, Mr. W.
Cawkell of the Beaches Club, ocecupying
the chair in the unavoidable absence of
Bishop W. D. Reeve, the President.

Flection of officers resulted as followss:
Hon. Pres., Mr. H. H. De Mers; President,
Mr. R. G. Hunter; Vice-President, Mr. BE.
‘Willans; Secretary-Treasurer, Mr, K. B.
O’Brian. .

The Ladies’ Championship Cup and Sil=
ver photograph frame were presented to
Miss F. E. Spragge. Prizes were also
presented to Messrs, J. Boas, H. J. Lane,
1L Fox, H. M. Boddy, T. Crossley and G.
C. Robinson, winners in the League tour=
naments. Prof. Mavor, winner of the sec-
tions has yet to recéive the Wanless
Challenge Cup and accompanying prize.

“The Holt Shield was presented to the
Beaches Club, winners of the League A
Competition, 1916-1917, with 8 wins, 2
draws and no losses to their credit. In-
dividual medals were presented to Messrs.
Wilkes, Cawkell, Lane, Merrill and Hop-
kins of the club. i

Parliament Club proved winners of the
B. compétition, and received the sghield
donated by Bishop W. D. Reeve. Medals
were presented to Messrs. Wildon, Crich-
ton, Charles.” Larsen, Adgey, Croshy,
Hoovner. Priest and Pollock. Mr. W H.
De Mers donated several of the medals.

Referring to our column of last week—
Solution of Problem No. 158, the para=
graph beginning . ‘“The construction of*
should be deleted and the following in=
serted:

There is, unfortunately, a cook in four,
sent in by Mr. J. MaGregor: 1. P—QB4ch,
PxP e.p.; 2. Q—Bb6ch, K—Q5; 8, P—K3ch,
ete A




Percy Grainger
(Concluded from page 20.)

“Percy Grainger, the eminent Aus-
tralian pianist, will give a series of
concerts throughout the country for
the benefit of the Red Cross.”

I looked around again at the imper-
ishable tableware, and wondered——

When I found him, later, I began to
understand.. The flowing locks are
gone; the khaki is severe and strange;
but the artist, his boyish humanity,
the sunny, affectionate quality that
rings in his piano touch—are unchang-
ed. A wonderful adaptability and love
of life. Australians are like that.
“They are like you Americans,” he
says. “You are such an affectionate
people. Your popular music is so
hearty and affectionate. Walt Whit-
man is still in you. You do every-
thing—enthusiastically, and you like
almost everything—but you do not
prize it; you do not feel the need of
keeping it—yet.”

“He, at any rate, knows how to love
everything,” I thought, watching his

genial blue eyes and recalling the

dreadnought crockery, the marimba,
and his “Gumsucker’s March,” and the
Liszt rhapsody I once heard him play
—and the fact that he is still unmar-
ried. He loves everything; preserves
it; and is self-sufficient with it.

And I thought of his cosmopolitan
life. Grainger was born in Melbourne,
Victoria, thirty-five years ago, of a
well-known architect and a musical
mother. He began to play at five;
studied music with his mother till he
was ten; was educated at Frankfort-
am-Main; came to London at seven-
teen; and since has given many hun-
dreds of concerts in Great Britain,
Holland, Scandinavia, Russia, Aus-
tria, Germany, Switzerland, South
Africa, Australia, New Zealand—as

many as a hundred and fifty a year.

He has received several Royal Com-
mands and performed before fourteen
Royalties. A keen student of Secan-
dinavian, Old Icelandic, Dutch and
Polynesian languages. An eager col-
lector of the folk-songs, sea chanteys
and native music of British, Polyne-
sian, Africali, Australian and Scandi-
navian peoples. A lover of and be-
liever in the popular music of every-
where. A rare breadth of life, of
work, of interest and taste.

That, then, was the key. Why, of
all things and all places, that after-
noon at three Percy Grainger was
blowing the oboe among his mess-
mates of the indestructible crockery,
at the concert of the Fifteenth Band,
Coast Artillery Corps, U. S. A. To
your wonder at that transition he says
simply: ‘“My father was an invalid
for years, and totally dependent upon
me. When he died, I enlisted—here,
because I love America, its generous
humanitarianism, its wondrous kind-
liness and broad tolerance. I took out
my first papers soon after I arrived,
and wish to make America my home.
It is only natural that, in times of
trial like these, the musician should
long to pass on to others, in as broad,
as public, as democratic a manner as
possible, that message of calm com-
fort, optimism and courage that is the
very soul of music, whether it be of

- Bach or Wagner or Chopin, or of a
military band playing ‘Somewhere on
Broadway’ or ‘Over There” My life
in the army here is deeply happy, and
I should be content to remain here

wa]w.ays.”
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THE passenger to the Pacific

‘Make the Most
of Travel

Coast is to-day offered a choice of routes that

renders it unnecessary to re-trace his steps and opens up a wealth of new

scenery and outdoor sport.

Do not fail to visit Jasper and Mount Robson
mountains, gorges, glaciers and cataracts.

Here the

fear of man

Parks with their wonderful

protection given to game has increased the quantity and reduced the

Mountain sheep and goat, the most wary of animals, are seen feeding on the

hills, and coming down to the railroad in view of passing

For further particulars see our booklet “The Canadian Northern Rockies,”
Toronto, Ont.; Winnipeg, Man.

General Passenger Department, Montreal, Quebec.;

trains.
or apply to

CANADIAN NORTHERN RAILWAY

~ New COAL Ol
~ 10 Days FREE—Send No Money -

We don’t ask you to pay us a cent untilgrou have used this wonderful
modern white light in your own Liome ten days, then you may return it at our
perfectly satisfied, We want to i

Government and 85 leading Universities show that the new ALADDIN

BURNS 70 HOURS ON ONE GALLON

common coal oil, no odor, smoke or noise, simple, clean, won’t explode.
Over three million people already enjoying this powerful, white, steady
light, nearest to sunlight. Won Gold Meda’' at Panama Exposition,
Greatest invention of the age. Guaranteed,
00 Reward will be given to the pe
etails of offer gi

er and learn how

5 Free Trial FR E E
“® free, all charges prepaid.
MANTLE LAMP COMPANY, 206 Aladdin Building. MONTREAL
Largest Coal Ol Mantie

OIL Light

Beats Electric
or Gasoline

Men With Rigs or Aufos
Make $100 to $300 Per Month

Our trial delivery plan makes it easy. No previous ex-
berience necessary, Practically every farm home and
small town home will buy after trying, One farmerwho
had never sold anything in his life before writes; **
51 the first seven days.”” Christensen says
never seen an article that sells so easily.”” Norring, Ia, .
says: *‘92% of homes visited bought.** Phillips says:
y customer becomes a friend and booster. "
: “No flowery talk necessary. Sells
.* Thousands who are coining money endorse the
ALADDIX just as strongly, NOMONEY REQUIRED We furnish
stock to ;l;;et started. Sample sent prepaid for 10 days’
free trial and given absolutely without cost when you
become a distributor. Ask for our distributor’s plan,
State occupation, age, whether you bave rig or auto;
whether you can work spare time or steady; when can

o House in the World
RS i s

start; townships most convenient for you to work in ‘J
T

" The most delicious
of Table Syrups.

On bread, griddle cakes and B
— biscuits. Fine for Candy-making.

In 2, 5, 10 and 20 pound tins—
and ‘‘Perfect Seal’’ Quart Jars,
Write for free Cook Book.

THE CANADA STARCH CoO. LIMITED,
: MONTREAL. 13

"WE TREAT SKIN DISEASES

All forms of non-infectious skin troubles are successfully
treated at our Institute, We remove bermanently Super-
fluous Hair from the face by Electrolysis, the only per-
manent method. We treat such disfigurements at Pimples,
Blackheads, Redness, Wrinkles, Patches, etc, also treat Lhe
scalp for falling hair, grayness, ete. We advise a visit to
our Institute, but if you can not come to Toronto, we will
send our preparations by parcel post, prepaid, with full in-
structions for use at home. Complexion Purifier, $1.50 per
large bottle; Complexion Cream, 75 cents; Skin Food, $1.50;
Lily Lotion (liquid powder) 75 cents.
Sample Complexion Cream on receipt of 8¢ in

stamps to cover postage and packing, ;

Write for Catalog and Booklet S.

HISCoTT INSTITUTE, Limited
Bstablished Dwenty-five Years. 628 College St., Toronto.

Manufacturers of
High Grade Bank
£&P Office Fixtures,
School, Library &
Commercial Fur-
niture, Opera

Assembly Chairs,
Interior Hardwood
Finish Generally

— Complete

of engin
Write Canadian oy

Correspond-
&nce College, Limited, De: A
Toronto, Canada, i

PATENT SOLICITORS.

FETHERSTONHAUGH & CO. The old

established firm, Patents every-
where. Head Office, Royal Bank Bldz.,
Toronto. Ottawa Office, 5 Elgin St. Of-
fices throughout Canada. Booklet Free.

STAMPS AND COINS.

PACKAGES free to collectors for 2 cents

postage; also offer hundred different
foreign stamps; catalogue;
cents. We buy stamps,
Co., Toronto.

hinges; five
Marks Stamp




Palm Oil from Africa i "|
Olive Oil from Spain " & !
~ Used in Makin3

PALMOLIVE E |

The illustration shows a typical scene on the coast of
Central West Africa—the “oil-river” country which
sends us Palm oil. :

It comes from the interior on the heads of native
carriers for shipment to American ports—a journey,
altogether, of many months.

Olive oil now comes from Spain—the greatest olive
producing country in the world. :

And while war time vicissitudes make the journey
perilous and the cost enormously high, these imported
oils are still used in making Palmolive.

The famous formula remains the same—even the price . |
is only slightly increased. ‘

_ The full sized Palmolive cake, firm and long-wearing,

isnow two for 25 cents at most dealers. Making America’s
favorite cleanser still the economy soap.

LR SR

%The Palmolive Line includes Palmolive Shampoo, o 4 r
" Cold Cream, Vanishing Cream, Powder, Talcum, e g é

Shaving Stick. At the best dealers everywhere.

THE;PALMOLIVE COMPANY OF CANADA

‘ LIMITED
155-157 George Street, Toronto, Canada
American Address :
THE PALMOLIVE COMPANY
Milwaukee, Wis. .




