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THE NEW STYLE BABY—ALONG WITH THE BALLOT




LIGHT FOUR

Touring - $930
Roadster - $910
Country Club - $1050
BIG FOUR
Touring - - $1120
Roadster - - $1170
Coupe - - . - $1750
Sedan - - - $2030

LIGHT SIX
Touring - - $1380
Roadster - - $1360
Coupe - - - $1940
Sedan - - - $2220

WILLYS-KNIGHT

Four Touring - $1800
Four Coupe . - $2310
Four Sedan - $2730

Four Limousine $2730
Eight Touring - $2730

All prices f. o. b. Toronto
Subject to change without notice

THE COURIER.

Every indication points to a

demand very much in excess
of the possible supply of auto-
mobiles this year.

We are prepared.

This year we apply the econ-
omies of vast production for
the first time to a comprehen-
sive line of automobiles—an
end toward which we have
been working for eight years.

—two minds with
but a single thought

Light Fours, Big Iours, Light There is now. an Overland OF
Sixes and Willys-Knights, in- a Willys-Knight for every
cluding the marvelous Willys- class of buyer.

Krlmghy hElghrt, are built and Every one of these beautif}ll
sold wit cars is a better car—better 1

—one execéutive vrganization, appearance, in performanc®
and in riding comfort.

One of them is the car of you!
dream under the. evening
lamp.

—one factory management,
—one purchasing department,

—one sales force, See these ears now. Get a cal

—one group of dealers. vourself this spring.

Willys-Overland, Limited

Head Office and Works, West Torc;nto, Canada
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Published at 181 Simcoe St., Toronto, by the Courier Press, Limited. Subscription
Price: Canada and Great Britain, $2.00 per year; postage to United States, $1.00 per
year; other foreign postage, $2.00 per year. IMPORTANT: Changes of address should
be sent two weeks before the date they are %o go into effect. Both old and new
addresses must be given. CANCELLATIONS: We find that most of our subscribers
prefer not to have their subs®riptions interrupted in case they fail to remit before
expiration. Unless we are notified to cancel, we assume the subscriber wishes the
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You will have noticed that with the issue of Oct. 7 the price has been reduced
from 10 cents to 5 cents per copy.
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Will receive extra'copies sufficient to make up for the reduction in price.

CANADIAN COURIER

TORONTO - = ONTARIO

B .

CONCERNING OURSELVES.

like the Canadian Courier as there is now. We spent several

years making the Courier a medium for a great many kinds of
things from all parts of Canada. No other paper in the country has
ever tried to publish week by week such wide-angle stuff interesting
to all parts of the country.

So far as that went, very well. We are still doing that—mow
more than ever—with a difference. The difference comes in organ-
izing the productive talent of the country to recognize this paper as
the only medium for all-Canadian matter. That means a corps of
workers from coast to coast more or less regularly engaged in making
copy for this paper. We are getting these workers.

NEVER in the history of Canada was there a place for a paper

T means also a largely increased corps of casual contributors. We
are getting them. Twenty manuseripts come to this office for
every one that is accepted. The nineteen others must be read to be
Sure we get the right one. There never can be too many manuseripts
coming in. There never were so many people engaged in ‘writing. or
trying to write as now. Unless we keep moving the produetion will
get ahead of us. Unless we are careful we may print the wrong thing.
But we must have the manuscripts. And unless they are care-
fully read we may never know when we have let a good writer slip
by us. i
We don’t want writers to slip by. We are here to corral ecopy.
If we don’t do it, so far as Canadian talent is concerned, who will?
That makes this paper, not a fad, or a party organ, or the whim of a
publisher, but a real national necessity.

OU can’t read all the magazines in the market. You never see
one-tenth of even the best Canadian newspapers. You have no
time to travel all over this huge country.

The Canadian Courier will do a lot of this for you. That s what |

We are here for. Fifty-two times a year we engage to put out the
best five-cents’ worth of Canadianized matter in this country. It’s
every (anadian’s opportunity to get this produet 52 times a year.

.,gnee having got it 52 times in succession, you won’t be likely to
rop it.

e

Plan Your

Summer Vacation Now

Decide to enjoy the rest and recuperation of Body and Brain
in one of Canada’s National Playgrounds where the delight-
ful climate, magnificent scenery and unlimited sporting pos-
sibilities combine to make the ideal recreation.

GRAND DISCHARGE OF THE SAGUENAY:
LAURENTIDE NATIONAL PARK:
ALGONQUIN NATIONAL PARK.:
RIDEAU LAKES: MUSKOKA LAKES:
GEORGIAN BAY HINTERLAND:
NIPIGON FOREST RESERVE:
QUETICO NATIONAL PARK:
JASPER NATIONAL PARK AND MOUNT ROBSON PARK

All of Whl(’h are served most conveniently by the Canadian
Northern.

For literature and further information apply to nearest C.N.R.
Agent, or.write R. L. Fairbairn, General Passenger Agent,
68 King St. E., Toronto, Ont.

/ ’
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F L 0 R l D " Via DETROIT
and CINCINATTI
WHY NOT FLORIDA FOR YOUR WINTER TOUR?

THE ATTRACTIONS ARE UNSURPASSED.

Beautiful Palm Trees—Warm Sea Bathing—Orange and Banana
Groves—Golf—Tarpon Fishing—Luxurious Hotels for all Pockets.

TWO NIGHTS ONLY FROM TORONTO.
WINTER TOURIST TICKETS NOW ON SALE.
Fast train 4.00 p.m. daily from Toronto, via

CANADIAN PACIFIC
MAKING DIRECT CONNECTIONS AT DETROIT.

Particulars from Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents, or write W. B,
Howard, District Passenger Agent, Toronto.

S8END FOR DESCRIPTIVE LITERATURE.

@EV&OLE. roum.

THEVROI LET /A by iy

The best steel, and genuine highest grade materials
-forged, cast or welded into shape by modern machines
of scientific accuracy insure the high efficiency of the

CHEVROLET Four-Ninety.
The resiliency of the chassis, the pliancy of the sup-
porting springs and fine upholstery insure comfort.
Our mammoth production and efficiency methods
makes possible the low price of
$695 1. 0. b. OSHAWA

Electric Lights and Starter.
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EARL of Who?... What?... .Never heard of him!. .. Invites Me?... Eh? :
....-What t0? Dinner?....0r a Drink?....0r a Wedding?. ... : "

NO!—to WAR! B

You DON’T know him. He’s dead—dead for centuries. He’s only one of the count-
less heroes 6f YOUR blood, YOUR race, YOUR kith and kin—that you’ve forgotten!
A Percy fought with William the Conqueror. A Percy backed the Black Prince at
Crecy. A Percy was one of the guardians of Magna Charta—YOUR Magna Charta.

All down the centuries the DEAD are watching. . . . YOU sitting in the movie
show! YOU driving your motor! YOU in shirt-sleeves by your kitchen stove! Not
only the Percys, but the Grenvilles and Raleighs and Drakes and Cromwells, the
Clives, the Bruces, the Gordons and Smiths, the Wolfes and D’Aulacs, Tecumsehs and
Brocks! . . . Pitts and Foxes! Kings and King-makers! Athelstans and Roder-
icks! Macdonalds and Browns!

‘““The Enemy resisting!—and YOU calmly adding figures on .an invoice! . . . Brave
friends of yours fighting for dear life—and YOU, smilingly, selling and buying goods!
Heroes shouting for support—and Y OU, deaf, and whistling at vour lathe!

MAN! MAN! Wake up! Don’t let figures, goods and machinery cheat you out of
the best things that are in you. Would anybody ever have struggled for liberty, fought
with enemies within and without the State, and endured ridicule and persecution and
Death—if the things they sought were to have been inherited by men with no fighting .
spirit left? Would they have sweated for Fimpire and suffered for liberty if they had
supposed this generation would be indifferent to Empire and Liberty? And will you,
remembering these things, sit still? Shout back your savage ANSWER—NO! .Your
. sires WERE fighting men. The fire of their blood has NOT died out. Their spirit
in you is NOT quenched. You, like your forgotten grandsires, can smile at danger and
- laugh in the face of Death. You ARE the Captain of your Soul! Take it in your own
two fists. Cast off the-numbing hands that hold you back. Rouse the hero that is
in you. Let him out! Let him OUT! Let him FIGHT!

Two hundred and fifty men in thirty days!
MEN OF TORONTO! THINK! SPEAK! ACT!

ALL TRAINING IN ENGLAND. OVERSEAS AT ONCE.

Read this series of advertisements. Twenty-seven more will
appear in the next twenty-seven week days. Read—but above all—
ANSWER! ENLIST!

GREAT WAR VETERANS OVERSEAS COMPANY,
109th Regiment: Lieut.-Col. W. S. Dinnick, 0.C.

Be sure you ask for this special Company. Three depots: 73
Pearl Street, near York (109th Armories); Queen Street, opposite
Teraulay; Yonge Street Arcade.

GREAT WAR VETERANS OVERSEAS COMPANY,
109th Regiment: Lieut.-Col. W. S. Dinnick, O.C.
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HE PRE!

MONG the bigsman characters of the
A present muddle known as the world, the
head of the world’s greatest republic,
must be estimated in comparison with
Kaisers, Kings, and Premiers. He may not like
fi—or he may. That makes no difference. The
benant of the White House, now more than ever
; in fifty years, must be in the world’s judgment.
. Just to get away from calling the President of
the United States a super-anything, let us call
him The Fourth Dimension. That puts Woodrow
Wilson at once in a class by himself, I don’t
Enow what the fourth dimension is. Neither does
the President. Anyway, it’s not merely physical.
- Is psychic. Try to calculate the cubic con-
ents of a diamond, and you’ll see how psychic
it is. The diamond is a kind of fourth dimension.
It has something more than length, breadth and
‘beight. And that is why this longfaced, earnest-
looking mentality in the White House is such &
‘baffling person; why his own party sometimes re-
'gar*ds him as a sphinx; why Congress considers
its prize puzzle; and why the nation, the
9‘3‘01)18 the polyglot commonwealth under one
22, hopeless of comprehending the man Wood-
!’O'W Wilson, cheer like blazes for—The President.
- In all other recent occupants of the White
House there was none of this miracle business.
Taft never needed an Interpreter. Roosevelt was
10 more mysterious than a broncho. McKinley
as a kindly, calculating big man, and a Meth-
ist. Cleveland always made the people feel
€ saying “CGood old Grover!” Back of these
ain came the uninspiring Harrison, the ora
Orical, somewhat heroic Garfield—and that leads
US by a jump or two back to the greatest of them
“all, Abraham Lincoln.
~ Now we must go back to Lincoln to get the real
;ﬁer&pectlve on Wilson; not because the two men are
4t all alike, but because 1865 is most like 1915. In .

the United States. And to use an Americanism—he
80t away with it. In 1915 another peculiar sort of
rsomality is face-up with a national emergency.
different ? Yes, as much as Wilson is from Lincoln.
B*geer'f Nobody knows. It’s a much bigger country,
ore complex, more disturbing, twice as many

Ne flag. This man, Woodrow Wilson, has taken
o0 the emergency of 1915 and after. Will he get
'Way with it? Heaven only knows. There was real
- War in 186145. A nation came out of it. Rurope
- nd business has tried to snow that nation under.
e war is the only force that will bring the nation
again. If it does, Woodrow Wilson will go down
0 history arm4in-arm with Abe Lincoln. But Lincoln
m a great, humorous, moral man-figure, big enough
Spire any free people.

OODROW WILSON so far is the fourth dimen-
sion. Lincoln was humorous; Wilson is intel-
tual. ' Lincoln was Morality in action; Wilson is—
WS in a state of unstable equilibrium. Lincoln
S truly psychie. Wilson is psychological, Lincoln
Wag a real message to humanity, plain as an old
Wilson would be the voice of America, what-
°r it may be, heard al over the world.
De@'tiny has played pranks with Mr. Wilson. So

Wllectua), sehooled to.the limit, passionate after
200k anq historical lore, keen upon political analysis
the study of constitutions, learned in pluin law,
1 coach when a young man, a college president
&n a'ppetlte for belles lettres and all that sort
g—how did-he ever suspect that the mere =
At 0! his Mng born in the United States wmrld

S

Mareh

By

Deople, a conglomerate congress of all Europe under.

* did with Napoleon and Caesar. Born a plain in-

10th,

A Study in the Fourth ‘Dimension

A Db OobD ST US
Drawing by T. W. McLean
pluck him from the common rabble of pure-thoughters

and place him wpon the throne of the United States?
We may as well call it by a plain poker name.

]‘855 a peculiar kind of man met the emergency in ~The man who, whatever his prevaous character and

experience, is pitchforked by the gods into the

.greatest reward of personal ambition in this world,
. the Presidency of the world’s greatest

republic—
which is mot a democracy—must be regarded for
one or two quadrenniums as a king. In fact he is
more. Cartoonists and editors don’t, as a rule, lam-
poon, their own kings. But the ancients used to

take great liberties with some of the folk that were ;

higher than kings, just to show that they liked them.
These were gods.
It’s a great national satisfaction for the people

who spend money and time to elect a man to that

eminence to remember that by some varied turn
of the wheel any one of them might hiave been in his
place. Hence the Democratic ¢hairman of a leading
State being in Washington at one time sent word
through Secretary Tumulty that he would like to
have a word with the man he had done so much to
elect. President Wilson sent back a little handseript
footnote to the typewritten memo, as he always does.
asking {he Chairman to wait till next day. The
Chairman waited, called at the White House, found
himself in the line-up along with the cork-leg veteran
from Shiloh, was rewarded with a clammy handshake
and a how-dedo and left the city wondering why

He spent so much of a big intellect
trying to think himself into harmony with
the will of the people that he had very
little time for the intuition which, in
some men, makes action the first essential

of great statesmanship.

1917
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he had wasied that 24 hours.

A new congressman, anxious to impress his out-
west electors with the fact that the President
really didn’t dislike him, tried to see Mr. Wilson.
He confessed that when his ‘“folk back home’
asked him how the President talked to him on
the German question, he wanted to tell them.
“See Tumulty,” said the friend. “He'll fix you
up.”

. “Nothing doing,” said the Congressman.
tried that game. Can’t work it.”

And the Congressman went back home with-
out even seeinrg the great man, whose slap on
the back would have made it fifty per cent. easier
to win another election.

Which is playing the mystery game a little
stronger than most Hindu gods ever do. | They
are at least on their pedestals for the people to
see them, no matter whereabouts in the clouds
their souls may be communing with -the im-
mortals.

Yet in Washington they tell you that the Presi-
dent is not an aloof man. Granting that he is
" a high intellectual and all that, perhaps the
createst scholar that ever occupied the White
House, they remind you that he takes his own
notes in shorthand, and when he thas a little
memorandum that he wants to present to Con-
gress, he steps up fo a little typewriter and
fypes out the message or the insert with his own
hand. No doubt that little typewriter feels about
as aristocratic as the piano played by Paderewski.

“T've

S a baseball fan he is second only to Taft,
and as a devotee of Keith’s Theatre the
President has made vaudeville the atest thing
out for the Washington 400. Moreover, we do
not forget that he is happily married to a very
charming second wife, who is the real life of all
White House functions and takes a huge load of
nierely physical sociability off her husband’s hands.
A handshaking scrimmage leaves him as limp as a
dishrag, her as fresh as a dewdrop daisy.

So Woodrow Wilson, pedestalite, mystery-man,
cold intellectual, seems to be a very human sort of
person. Besides, he changes his mind about some
political matters about as often as a woman changes
hers about a hat.

Wilson has been accused of many things. Cana-
dians think he is the President of a united state
of inaction; his notes to the belligerent powers pro-
claim him at once an idealist and a meddler; does
not understand practical politics; fails to grasp the
real logic of events; is misled by his own theories
of government instead of being either educated or
unduly influenced by advisers; has sbeen the author
of more impolitie and unwise phrases than any other
President of our times; so the critics say. Then
they call to witness his various stands on the Mexican
situation; his action in regard to the railway strike
last summer: his apparent playing into the hands
of the labour unions as against the railway corpora-
tions; his subjection to Bryan because a section of
the Democratic party demanded it; his opposition to
Garrison Secretary of War on the preparedness
issue; his subsequent pre-election shout for pre-
pax\'edness and his prediction that never again in a
world war could the United States be neutral, in
face of the fact that he took punctilious and pious
care when war broke out to define American neu-
trality as no other President had ever done; his
failure to protest to Germany ‘against the invasion
of Belgium; the memorable “shaking his fist first
and finger afterwards,” as Elihu Root put it, re-
ferring to Wilson’s protests to Germany on the sub-
marine outrages. All these and a hundred other
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THE MILLSTONE.

—Alford in Baltimore Star.

—Carter in New York Hvening Sun.

WE DID IT!

THE EMBARRASSED PARENT.

—Brinkerhoff in New York Evening Mail,

DEGRADATION.
“Here’s a nice cap for you, Uncle.”
—May In Cleveland. Leader.

’

things have been hurled at Mr. Wilson by his oppon-
ents and more or less believed in by people in
Canada who had no reason for opposing him at all.

Now there may have been Presidents who could
have been more severely criticized sometimes, even
by Canadians. We had our historic fling at Taft
over the adjunct speech, and at Roosgevelt just be-
cause he was Roosevelt, and McKinley because he
was a high-tariffite, and Cleveland because he sent
that message about Venezuela. But there never was
a time when the President of the United States was
such a prolific source of criticism by virtue of his
presidential acts or words as during the past three
years, and there never was a President tempera-
mentally such as easy mark for Canadian critics as
‘Wilson. Most of us think we know more about him
than about the Premier of Canada, or the far more
picturesque Laurier, He has irvitated Canada: ex-
asperated England; amused Australia; enraged Ger-
many; somewhat disillusioned France; disappointed
Russia. His cabled voice may have had disturbing
effects on Montenegro and -Bessarabia. He has sent
his messages clean through the neutral states of
Europe and the republics of South America. Wood-
row Wilson has become the world voice, as Roose-
velt was the world’s entertainer. Was there ever
such a voice? :

There must be a reason. In past ages greater
men have sent their gospels round a much smaller
world. Buddha; Confucius; Socrates; Luther: none
of these ever penetrated to a thousand million people
with a message. But the message of each has been
handed on. Some of these men had to suffer martyr-
dom to teach the world. Presidents of the United
States have been martyrs; Lincoln, Garfield,
McKinley. : i
~ But why should a President be shot in order to
be a sacrifice? Why not be a living martyr? If the
ethical message is big enough, why not suffer for
it here and now, in isolation, in fear, in selfstruggle?
- These are ethical questions. America is teeming

- with ethics. And if Woodrow Wilson had been shot

the day of his inauguration—Monday this week—
most of the editors in America would have spent
pages on the man’s message to mankind.

In trying to get a line on this fourth-dimensioned
President, this transcendentalist from Virginia and
New Jensey, we recur to the words of The Nation,
commenting on Wilson’s peace note to the belli.
gerents: b :

Convinced that he had a message to give to a world
hungry for it, believing that he had it in his power to
make a volce from America penetrate to every hamlet of
the belligerent countries, Mr. Wilson . catmly ignored
precedents, swept away conventions, and said the thing
he had to say without a tremor. Either way it was
splendid intrepidity. Yet all was done so quietly, so
without pose or rant, that it is hard to realize the
magnificent audacity it required in the President.

Truly this man is an ethical phenomenon in the
White House. Again Life comes at the subject in
a leader following the severance of relations with

~ Germany: \

" Let us stand by the President in his admirable at-
titude towards Germany. Let us stand behind him close

G s ks nd

He should be backed up so that he will
a stone wall behind him. . He spoke
There could be but one an-
If it brings

and solid.

feel that he has
for the American people,
swer and he made it. It was our answer.
war it will be our war.

One of these might have been written of Roosevelt
or of Taft. Not the other. The Nation’s eulogy was
inspired by the man Wilson, who mever acts for the
sake of action, but for the sake of achieving what he
thinks to ‘be the truth.

We are here reminded of a little story about Wilson
that appears in an old fyle of the Canadian Courier.

« One Sabbath morning Dr. Wilson was holding fonth

to a group of art<colonists at Lyme, Conn., on the
mentality of Christ. This was a congenial topic to
the Doctor who had preached many a sermon in
Princeton chapel, and he was a member of the art
colony that summer because Mrs. Wilson took paint-
ing lessons from the American painter Dumont. It
was almost church time. The Doctor had polished
his own boots, as he always did. As he swept into
his great subject the bohemians stood about him
like a band of disciples. The very birds were un-
heeded that summer morning. The ideas that
came from the Doctor’s lips rolled like a' song on
his well-chosen words. It was a long time since
those art men had heard an exposition like it—if -ever.
In the exposition of the Christ mind this man had
them almost persuaded to be Christians. Wihen sud-
denly a soft voice called from the balcony :

“Woodrow, dear, where did you put the boot
polish ?”’

The president-to-be joined in the chorus of laughter
and went to show Mrs. Wilson where the boot

polish was.
A REGULAR member of that bohemian colony
was a Canadian artist, Arthur Heming, for
some time later a staff artist on the Canadian Courier,
Heming has many recollections of the Doctor from
Princeton who , when he came, by unanimous con-
sent of the house, was given a seat at the foot of
the table, since a mere professor, even though a
scholar and a writer, was not a real member of an
art colony. It seems Wilson was studiously quiet
except when he had a doctrine to unfold or a story
to tell. . And he had a great repertoire of good apt
stories. He dressed plainly, sometimes to the point
of being overly democratic as to collars and ties,
though he was punctiliously meat and clean. He
took a lively interest in all the colony pranks of a
Saturday evening; most obviously exhilarated when
an artist impersonated a green-eyed dragon chasing
the motors en route from Boston to New York;
regular at church; fond of pictures, apt at conversa-
tions upon art, imbued with all known and necessary
forms of culture—but never omitting his personal
dignity and always fond of opinions which, as he con-
fessed, a man should change as often as possible
consistent with principles if he wished to be a pro-
gressive. y
None of the artists foresaw in him even the Gov-
ernor of New Jersey, much less the President. He
seemed to have a number of English college friends

“hdsi bl A sk o

and a deep sympathy for British institutions quite
natural in a native of Virginia. Rarely, if ever, did
he make even amn allusion to German scholarship.
Through the colony at Lyme the President bought
several American pictures, of which he is now no
little of a connoisseur. His wife and family made
a particularly good impression on the artists. Mrs.
Wilson was an unusual woman, He thought the
world of her; mever once was he known at that art
colony to go boating or walking or riding with any
lady except his wife and family. No, in spite of
malicious pre-election yarns, the fourth dimension
does not express itself that way.

His governorship of N, J. was an admitted success.
The Skeeter State had its own intensified problems.
And this is how Oswald Garrison Villard sketches
the fourth dimension working on them (Mystery of
Woodrow Wilson, N. Amer. Rev.):

Within this council chamber men planned by day -ana
by night to unbind a pinioned democracy, and always the
Governor showed the way to rout special privilege, to
check injustice, to right ‘wrong, that the people should
more and more come into their own. ‘

A man with such an apocalyptic grip of democracy
must be picked by Fate for higher things. It was
time the Tories were turned out, anyway. Since
Grover Cleveland—great man!—there had been no
Democrat in the White House. The man that car-
ried the torch of liberty into that place must be no
common soul. ; :

In 1912, as we all know, Woodrow Wilson entered
the White House,

“Where like a man beloved of God,

Through glooms which never woodman trod”

‘he consummated the greatest ambition granted to

mankind, an elective monarchy over the greatest
one-flag comgress of nations in the world.

It is not our privilege to record the Wilson sens
sations of this period. With all respect to intellec+
tual and moral personality, we believe that he re-
garded it as a high-priesthood and at the same time
believed that the sublime hour of the great Republi
had struck. 3

As a matter of detail he picked a Cabinet. As a
matter of political necessity—Bryan. The Cabinet ’
were mere heads of departments. Secretary of State
excepted, there was a great gulf fixed between them
and the White House. A Cabinet session was 4
directors’ meeting. Mainly that. Afterwards the
self-communion again. Golf. A game of baseball.
Books. The study. Perhaps after all the . S. had
some good mnotions about the Prince of Peace. It
might be a stiff contract to make him think W. W:
was any 20th century approximation. But ‘then, of '
course, the German Kaiser made a senior partner of
Gott. So 1t would never do to glve government that
aspect.

There was to be to Woodrow Wilson a new earth.
To Bryan a heaven upon earth. One had the doc¢:
trine of a world working in political harmony for
the joint good of mankind, nothing if not ethical;
dooking to light, to freedom, to the progress of the

(Continued on page 11.)
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FiIie COUb1 OF HIGH LiVING

Food Riots in New York.

Beach to come back to New York, where they can practise the cost of high
living without raiding push-carts, and send the East Side wiomen down to
Palm Beach, where they can pick cocoanuts? Very likely the  cocoanuts
are going to waste, anyhow. The “Society Kiddies” don’t eat them. The
mothers 'of the East Side could do a good deal to reduce the high cost of
existing if they had enough cocoanuts. There is milk in cocoanuts as well
as meat. And the East Side women have more kiddies per parent.

And 'while the two extremes get together on the steps of the City Hall,
the United States new army of preparedness is in the making at Governor’s
Island. - The country may be at war any day, no matter what Palm Beach or
the East Side thinks about it. So the volunteers at Governor’s Island are
drilling with broomsticks, because they haven’t any guns.

Plutocrat Kiddies’ Maypole Dance at Palm Beach.

ARIETY is said to be the spice of life. Furope is not
the only spicy country in the world. Harry George,
great Amenican, once wrote a book called Progress
and Poverty. It wasa study in what was then American

lite, But Harry George died twenty years ago, before there
Was any such carnival of millionaire pleasure as Palm Beach,
Fla,, any food riots in New York, or talk about war preparedness.
y”Dancmg around the Maypole, at the party of the Society
g .I\i‘d'dﬁ'es‘ in the Cocoanut Grove at Palm Beach,” reads the maive
‘mSCI“ip,ti.on on one photograph. The other one Tn contrast says,
'.S'Ce'n'e at New York City Hall, showing the food rioters, nearly
all Women, mounting the steps to see Mayor Mitchell. Thousands
Of Women opened a crusade against high cost of living.”
. The people at Palm Beach never have food riots. Dowm in
0°'°Oam.‘u*t Grnove food grows on the trees. Here is one of the
Tohies of progress and poverty. Why doesn’t Mayor Mitchell,
0 is a very progressive man, ask the plutocrats at Palm

Uncle Sam’s Broomstick Squad on the March.
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Shafer was an Anarchist.

¢ ‘THE police call it suicide,” remarked Rod-

ney Blake, contemptuously. “They
make me weary.” .
“You mean the willow tree case over
in Newark,” I asked.
“Yes, all the evening papers quote the police as
saying there is no question as to the solution of the

mystery. A plain, everyday suicide seems to be the

consensus of opinion, although the manner of his
death was in itself peculiar.”
Blake pufféd at his cigarette, and then continued:
“Every difficult problem that confronts the police
nowadays is put down to a suicide. It is ar easy
way out and it saves time, trouble and expense.
There are too many shirks among the detectives.
Mulberry Street sets a sort of pace for all the sur-
rounding towns, and in Newark, Hoboken, New
Haven—im fact, in all the Bastern cities, they ape
New York not only in society circles, and in business
and politics, but in crime and in the detection of
crime. y :
Rodney Blake sank back into his Morris chair after
this preachment and assumed one of his silent,
thoughtful moods. o
‘We had been discussing the case of a man found
hanging to a willow tree, on the ‘bank of the old
canal in Newark. His hands were tied behind him
and his feet were tied together with a stout rope.
This condition of hands had caused Blake to combat
the theory of suicide as advanced by the police.
Blake, by the way, was a student of crime, and of
toxicology, and psychology as well. So was I for
that matter, but my interest was wholly from the
legal viewpoint. I was young in the law, had just
begun practice with an old established firm in
Nassau Street, while Blake was a reporter, whose
daily newspaper work was the covering of Wall
Street and the financial district for an evening paper.
We were room-mates, Blake and I, and had been
chums more or legs for upwards of a year. I don’t
know how it came about, but we had drifted together,
came in touch, as it were, like a pair of affinities;
and, strangely enough, we had both taken up crime
as a hobby. But, frankly, Blake had all the genius
and was the real thing, while I was a mere looker-on,
his follower as it were.

OU would like Rodney Blake if you knew him as T
know him. He’s a good-natured, strong, whole-
some young chap of twenty-four; comes from up
about Utica somewhere, of good parents, fair edu-
cation, and is an all round sensible, decent and com-
panionable sort of man. His only bad habit, as far
as I know, is his use of cigareties. But, as Mark
Twain says, the bad in every man comes out some-
how, and Rodney sheds his in smoke. )
Blake and I lived at the Union Square Hotel, in
front rooms on the third floor, overlooking the
square. It was a cosy, comfy placeé, and what with

‘sented
‘with Blake that a suicide with his hands and feet
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T HE MYSTERY

OF JHE

WILLOW TREE

A Story of Crime in which a Law-
yer and a Newspaper Man, Expert

in Criminal Psychology Worked on
the Evidence
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our books and a few choice pictures we were as
content and self-centred as any two single men in
all the big cityful.

But, as I was saying, the willow tree case pre-
some unusual features, and I agreed

tied was more or less a fascinating proposition. I
picked up an evening paper and read over the report
on the case, and then aroused Blake from his reverie
by remarking:

“Supposing you take up this case to a finish,
Rodney. It will be your third. You solved the Dixon
murder over in Brooklyn and the Hendricks “jewel

.robbery in Seventy-second Street. Your methods

proved successful in both cases, and yoil got the
laugh on the police. Why not take up the willow
tree mystery?” 2

“Wait a minute,” said Blake, going to a closet and
returning with a box of cigarettes. “I found an
Armenian down in Washington Street to-day who
makes a corking smoke. I'm going to buy them in
thousand lots, and I'll christen them tonight. I
name them now and here the Mollycoddle, because
they are light and harmlegs.’”

E struck a match, dropped back into his chair,
took a pull or two, and then announced himgelf
ready to discuss suicide,

b0k E-M KNGS

ing house, and was employed as superin-
tendent in a brewery. That’s about all.”

“Except that he had -been doctoring
for heart trouble, was despondent, and
had threatened to take his life,” I sug-
gested.

“Yes, and that accounts for the polica
conclusion of suicide,” said Blake, with
a smile of contempt. “Let us settle that
point at the outset. Can a mam climb
into a tree, tie his feet together, fix a
noose around his neck, pull his hat over
his eyes, fasten his hands behind him
and then swing off into eternity? There’s
a nice, short hypothetical. question that
wiould please an insanity expert on
brainstorms.”

“No marks of violence?” I asked.

“Not a scrateh,” said Blake.  “But
there was an .odour of drugs as if he had
been doped. Now, look here, Bradford;
drop the suicide theory; it’s simply
nonsense.”

“Then we have a murder.”

“Exactly,” replied Blake, thoughtfully,
“and no ordinary murder at that.”

“And the motive?”

“Not robbery, that is certain,” replied
my friend, positively. ‘“The pockets are
turned inside out, and his money and valuables gone,
but that is a blind. Gents of the highway drug a
mam, filch his pockets and throw him into a corner,
into the camal for instance. They don’t go to all the
trouble of binding his hands and feet and then hang
him to a tree. No, the motive in this case was re-
venge. We get at these facts by reason, not pre-
sumption nor guesswork. They hmlg this man up
for all the world to see—a regular Judge Lynch
case, They punished him for a wrong; made him
pay the penalty.”

“You say they, Rodney?” I inquired.

“They! Sure! There were three of the murderers,
cne in ithe tree and two to lift the body up. One

‘man, or even two men, could never have done this.

It was a threesman job.”

“And was there a triple motive?”

“Possible, but not probable. Three men may have
had the same motive, and each maym have had a
different motive, and all bent on revenge. And one
man may have enlisted the aid of two friends. At
all events, we have a murder in which three men
are involved, with revenge as a motive, That much
is accomplished. Suppose we make a trip to Newark
tomorrow mnight and look over the ground?”

I nodded assent. ;

“Now, I'll smoke another Mollvcoddle and turm

or murder, or mystery,
or willow tree, or amy-
thing within our ken, as
long as it came within
the category of criminal
investigation.

‘“Now let us take up
this willow tree mystery,
Bradford, in a purely
scientific way. What are
the known facts as we
glean them from the
newspapers?”’

“A man named Henry
Planz is found bhanging
to a willow tree, on the
bank of the canal in
Newark. His body is
found at 6 a.m. by some
workmen going along the
towpath, Letters upon
his person quickly estab-
lish * his identity. His
feet: and hamds are
securely tied with hemp
rope of the thickness of
a clothesline. His derby
hat is pushed down over

his eyes. The pockets
of his trousers are
turned inside out. He is

thinty-six years old, un-
married; lived in a board-

1
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fn, or, as Abe Lincoln said,
under.’’

Niéght was our only leisure for criminal research.
Rodney Blake’s work was exacting, and from 9 to 5
o'clock he was a busy man down Wall Street way,
with his stock reponts, his tables of figures and his
market predictions for the mext day. Even my owan
work was exacting.

‘shed my duds and skin

OU see, Rodney Blake was only an amateur, as
detectives go, a crime student, a seeker after
. Behemtific knowledge, who did not work for pay mor
reward. As for myself, I was interested in the law
of evidence, and that is why I liked to play the game
with Blake. He as a genuine criminologist. He
knew-all about Lombroso and Ferrier and the foreign
theorists and their books, and was strong on the
psychological, mental suggestion, thought transfer-
- ence, and telepathy and all that sort of thing.

It was a ounics fact that when Rodney Blake
investigated the Dixon murder, over
in Brooklyn, where he could only
pursue his inqguiries at night, he
discovered that moonlight was
‘really a mental help. On one of
these dark nights, when the moon
didn’t shine, there was something
uncanny, something unnatural and
out of joint. Rodney didn’t seem
to have his wits about him. His
intellectual side appeared to be
dulled by the darkness, and he was
positive in his declaration that
some lunar influence helped him
in his work as if the great silver
orb gave out a stimulus to thought
and feeling, if not to action.

It was, therefore, a fortunate
cincumstance that a new moon was
shining at the very time Blake had
decided to investigate the willow
tree mystery.

At eleven o’clock on the follow-
ing night Rodney Blake sat in a
cafe in Market - Street, Newark,
making notes in his pocket
memorandum. We had arrived at
the willow tree early in the even-
ing, had interviewed the friends of
Henry Planz, had called at his
“boarding house; in fact we had
carefully investigated every kmown
‘Phase of this remarkable crime.

“T want to call your attention to

y @ Deculiar thing, Gale Bradfs
sald Blake, laconically. “Now
listen. Last night we studied this
0%'9 from the facts as given in
the newspapers. Now that we have
been over the ground we find an

: entirely new set of facts. It very often happens so.”

“That newspaper reports are unreliable,” I im-
terposed.
' “Not exactly that,” replied Blake. *“You must

Temember that the mewspaper is published to emter-
tain ‘the reader, not to instruct him; hence romance
and imagination are a necessary part of good report-
Mg, But in the detection of crime, and not in the
reflection of it, we can use only the absolute truth,
€ven to the smallest detail, in our endeavour to
solve a mystery.”

Blake handed me his note book.

“Here are my revised facts, obtained at first hand,
upon which we must rely.”

. ND then I read the following motes, written in
Rodney’s small, schoolgirl chirography:
“1. Plamz had no personal enemies; no serious love
affair; lived at boarding house, 24 Bssex Street, five
s from canal where body was found; was last
Seen leaving Keystone saloon, Market Street, going
In direction of home, shortly after midnight. Crime
Supposed taken place about one o'clock. Body found
8iX hours later.
“2. Facts about crime itself: Evidence that body
had been dragged on ground. At back of shoes,

/s

- above the heel, were worn, smooth marks as if feet

White silk handkerchief bound
showing

© dragging.
mwhh. . Features not discoloured,
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death had occurred before hanging. Hat with dent
in crown found near dree; not on his head, as
reported.

“3. Facts about nope: Various pieces of rope were
new bale rope made of hemp. Rope wrapped about
limb of tree omly twice would not have remained
gecure if Planz, who weighed 180 pounds, had swung
from limb. Hamds tied with palms outward. Feet
only loosely tied. Rope around meck not tight, did
not press against windpipe; weight held by rope at
back of neck.

“4. Facts about munrderers: Two strange mren seeln
in Keystone saloon when Planz was there at mid-
night. Three men seen in street car mear scene of

crime’ half anm hour later.”

“Then your theory of three men committing the
murder holds good,” said I, and gave the note book
back to Blake.

“Theory nothing!” exclaimed my friend, rather
petulantly.

“T told you last night, Bradford, that this

9

“It is now 9.30,” he said. “Suppose we \drop im at
Proctor’s and kill am hour or twio?”

So we did, and until eleven o’clock Rodney Blake
sat hunched up in his chair at the theatre, never
saying a word. Moving pictures didn’t move him.
Vaudeville jokes made mo impression. Then we went
to a mearby restauramt, ate a light supper, and at
midnight entered the cormer saloom, known as the
Keystone Cafe. It was here that Henry Planz was
last seen alive, only four nights previous.

We drank some beer, and at exactly 12.30 Blake
nudged me, and we left the place.

“We will follow in the footsteps of Planz,” he said,
“at the same hour, under the same conditions. He
started for Bssex Street, so will we.”

ROUND the corner into a narrow street, then
amother turn into a wider - street that par-

alleled the canal, we walked slowly along.
“See those shade trees ahead of us?”’ remarked
Blake, as if talking to himself.

was not a suicide and that three men had killed
Planz, and that revenge was the motive. These are
facts, not theories. Theories are all right for the
police and the comomers, but not for me. I want
miatenial, substantial fact, no matter how small or
trivial.”

“Well, what is your next move?” I asked.

“Back to Union Square, a couple of Mollycoddles,
and bed for mine,” said Blake, with a sigh of fatigue.
“m¢morrow night, Gale, odd man, we’ll take up a
new line of work.”

And so we returned to our nest at the Union
Square, and on the way I moticed how pale and tired
Rodney looked, and how quiet and thoughtful he
was. It was the same when he solved the Dixon
murder. A few hours of energetic action seemed
to exhaust him, as if he were under some abnormal
mental strain, - :

The next evening we were again in Newark. Blake
was in fine fettle, there was a full moon, and I was
anxiously looking forward to the might's adventure.

“Where first?” I inquired, as we emerged from the
Pennsylvania depot at the foot of Market Street.

“Naturally to 24 Essex Street, where Planz lived,”
said my companion, “but I, guess we’ll skip that.
We know he was at the Koystone saloon at mid-
night. T’1l begin work at the Keystone; but it is

~ too early.”

He' looked at hlS waxtcm.

‘“He then dashed away
from me into the passage.”

“It%s dark there and the moonlight
doesn’t touch the sidewalk. Planz
was afmaid of that dark spot; he
had a premomition. He crossed
here to the other side of the street;
so will we.”

1 noticed that Blake was very
nervous. When he stopped to light
a cigarette, I saw his hand was
unsteady,

“W’s a queer game, Bradford,”
,he whispered almost uncannily.
“You can’t understand it. I am try-
ing to use the mind of a dead man
to guide me.”

We went along in the moonlight,
Blake puffing at his cigarette and
looking intently at the sidewalk in
front of him. Within a block of
the willow tree we passed a lumber
vard. My friend ‘stopped suddenly,
glanced up a narrow alley between
the piles of lumber, then dashed
away from me into the passage,
where the moon cast no light. 1
followed quickly.

Blake was stopping now, twenly
feet from the sidewalk, and was
examining the ground. Suddenly
he uttered a cry of delight.

“There, I knew it!” he exclaimed.
“This is the scene of the mumnder.
See, I've found a bit of the hemp
rope and a crushed packet of
cigarettes. They are Romos, the
kind Planz always .smoked.”

Blake left the alley and went
around the block straight toward
the mllow tree, I following

mechanically.

“They seized hxm as lte passed the lumber yard,”
my friend murmured, “chloroformed him, bound the
handkerchief over his mwouth; tied his hands and
feet hurmiedly, and started dragging him toward the
camal.”

Blake was talking as if he were telling a story.

¢"T'HEY came to the willow tree, breathing the
spirit of revenge. No, the canal was too good
for him. They would hang him up, a thing of con-

tempt. They wanted folks to see him. God, Brad-
ford, they do those thimgs over in Austria. I see it
now. The murderers were Austrians. Two men

held the body up under the tree. The third mamn
climbed up to the limb hanging over the sidewalk.
He dropped a noose around the head, wrapped the
rope around the limb just emough so that the weight
would hold the rope and keep it from slipping. They
were hanging a dead man, Bradford, and they left
him there swinging in the mioonlight.”
Blake was trembling. He struck his fist lightly
against his cheek, which was a mervous habit of his.
“They emptied his pockets, Bradford, to give the
impression of nrobbery. They mnever thought of
guicide.  They tied his hands and feet so they could
carry the body to the canal. The hamging of the
compse to the willow tree was an afterthought, an
(Continued on page 26.J
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WAR WILL END WHERE IT BEGAN

E have now passed the anni-
W versary of the attack upon
Verdun and we are still
awaiting some indication. of
the areas that must bear the brunt of
the new spring campaign. The delay
is doubtless due to the weather, but we
may none the less admire the secrecy
that ‘has covered whatever aggressive
intentions may exist. But it is not likely
that the uncertainty is shared by the
rival commanders.” It is only the telegraph lines
and the mails that camn be reduced to silence. There.
are not many secrets that can be kept intact within
the war areas. The movements of large bodies of
troops and of great guns can not be hidden from the
ubiquitous aviator. At the same time it is possible
to move both men and guns with great speed over
the tangle of railroad lines that have done whatever
is humanly possible to conquer both space and time.
But at least there can be no large attack without
wany days of preliminary bombardment and there
are no indications even of this. The only fighting
at the present time is on the Ancre and the Somme,
and there we see no more than the steady continua-
tion of the British offensive that has already entered
history under the name of the battle of the Somme
and that was discontinued under stress of weather
at the beginning of winter.

So far as this particular field is concerned it seems
as though the B\ritisvh were advancing slowly and
irresistibly, and this view is not negatived by the
official German bulletins. On February 15th, which
is the latest date when net territorial results were
presented to us, the British had gained ground on
the Ancre to am average depth of three-quarters of
a mile over a front of 9,000 yards, and Major-General
Maurice, chief director of military operations; is re-
sponsible for the statement that the German prisoners
taken exceed in number the total British casualties
from all causes. In the Somme section the gains
were less notable, being an average of three-quarters
“of a mile in depth over a front of about 1,000 yards.
Gemeral Maurice says that the German prisoners
include boys of seventeen and men over sixty years
of age and that they show marked evidence of a
decline in morale, sometimes abandoning villages
without an attempt to defend them. But it would
probably be a serious mistake to draw any general
conclusions from such facts as these. If Germany
intends to withdraw from this drea to some new
fortified lines in the rear she would p'atur.ally use her
least reliable men for such a purpose, that is to
say, the very young and the very old. And we can
hardly suppose that these advances that are now a
matter of nearly daily record are being carried out
in the face of the best resistance that Germany can
offer. - They seem rather to point to a withdrawal of
the best.troops for service elsewhere and to the slow
relinquishment of territory in deference to a greater
tactical advantage elsewhere.

B vy

ND we may find a key to the whole military
situation in the fact that Germany’s single

hope of profit from the war is to be found in the
Balkans, and that whatever she may do anywhere
ig directed to that end. Germany is now in control
not only of the Danube, but of the whole length of
the international railroad that runs through Senbia,
Bulgaria, Turkey, and into Asia Minor. She would
make peace to-morrow, she would thankfully abandon
Belgium and France and everything that she has won
elsewhere in exchange for the liberty to maintain
her hold upon the Danube and the railroad. There
is probably no sacrifice that she would not make
to that end. It is the one thing that she is now fight-
ing for. She would probably even evacuate Serbia
it only she could control the railroad strip that passes
through Nish and on to Sofia. That she should be
tenacious of her French and Belgian gains is not due
to the slightest expectation that she can retain those
gains.  She knows that she can not, not an inch of
_them. Probably her statesmen have never at any
time expected to. But they are, or may be, useful
cards in the game, serviceable in a bargain, and the
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Germany will be glad to let everything go in the West
if she can keep control of the Danube. So the war issue

gels back to the Balkans again
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held by the Canadian Courier.

goal of that bargain is to be found in the east. If
we could determine the military measures that would
most conduce to assure Germany in the continued
control of the Danube and the international railroad
we should then know exactly what she will do, and
where gshe will strike in the coming campaign.

-'We can not be sure that she will strike at all or
that a land offensive forms any part of her plans.
It is quite possible that she intends to stand on the
defensive everywhere and to pin her faith to her
submarines. We may dismiss as wholly imaginary
the stories of a great new army to be hurled unex-
pectedly and in overwhelming force upon some un-
foreseen part of the line. There can mot be any
new army of trained and dependable troops. The
lines are now much longer than they were a year
ago. German troops have been sent in large num-
bers to take over the positions held by the Austrians
before Brusiloff’s great offensive. The situation in
Roumania has become a liability instead of an asset.
The lines are steadily being bent backward, and
therefore lengthened, on the Anecre and the Somme.
The deportation of the Belgians is evidence of a
shortage of men. The Russian and British armies
are now very much larger than they were a year ago
and their pressure will be much more formidable.
It seems hardly likely that Germany. can do more
than hold her own or that she can be in a position
te attempt some new feat after the Verdun pattern.
On the other hand, we must remember that Germany
has always placed an extraordinary reliance wupon
the psychological results of tremendous and dramatic
deeds. It is true that the psychological results have
not always, nor indeed ever, followed the deeds, but
none the less it is a tendency that must be remem-
bered. There is nothing inherently impossible in a
German raid upon Holland or Switzerland, and in
this connection we have the fact of the winking of
the Dutch ships. A raid of this sort would be im-
possible if purely military considerations were
allowed to rule, but then this has never seemed to
be the case. An invasion of Switzerland, if success-
ful, migfhlt open the way to a new atpa.ck upon Italy
and also to an attack upon the right flank of the
French armies. But it would have to overcome the

L‘LOYH GEORGE’S tonnage

speech indicates no crisis
caused by submarines. The first
month of intensified sub campaign
has sprung no sensation. Tonnage
difficulties began long ago, with
the diversion of ships for military
purposes. It was merely accentu-
ated by the submarine revival
which is fifty per cent. bluff accord-
ing to German estimates. For the
first two weeks of February, in
spite of submarines, the daily aver-
age of ships arriving at and leav-
ing British ports was 669. Sub-
marines actually sunk only one
ship in every 100.
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- it has attained the dimensions of a crisis. Lioyd

fierce resistance of the Swiss and it
would also open the same road to a
counter attack by the French. And’
there is nothing despicable about either
the Swiss army or the Swiss defences.
Both are of the most formidable kind.
And so far as Holland is concerned
probably mothing would please the
British more than the opportunity to
send an army into the country.

It is necessary once more to be on
our guard against the misleading headlines that
accompany the reports of Lloyd George’s speech be-
fore the House of Commons. There is no such cor-
rective of false impressions as definite statisties, and
although the statisties are not always as definite as
might be wished they are none the less helpful in
arriving at an understanding of the actual situation
so far as the submarine warfare is concerned.

THE headlines are misleading because they attri-

bute the crisis in the Allied shipping trade to
the new submarine campaign. They invite the infer-
ence that the crisis was created by that campaign,
and that we are now witnessing the realization of
the forecasts with which that campaign was in-
augurated. Now we may hold that view or not, just
as we please and as our sympathies may dictate, but
to attribute that view to Lloyd George is hardly sus-
tained by anything to be found in his speech. Still
less can it be sustained by the statistical facts,
wihether we seek those facts from Allied sources or
from Teutonic sources.

Lloyd George sketched a grave situation, and inas-
much as he had to make an appeal to the nation for
self-sacrifice he sketched it in heavy and sombre
lines. About the gravity of the situation there can
be no doubt, but he did not say that it was a mew
situation, or that there were any elements of novelty,
submarine or otherwise, about it.  On the contrary,
he indicated that it was a culmination of difficulties
that had been growing steadily larger in bulk rather
than in kind, and that while the submarines were an
important factor they were not a new factor nor the
only factor. Great Britain, before the war, he said,
had only barely enough tonnage for her trade. Any
diminution of her tonnage meant, therefore, a ‘re-
striction of supplies. At the end of 1916 her tonnage
was 20,000,000, which is practically the same as she
had before the war began. A large amount of this,
an increasing amount, must be deducted for purely
military purposes, and therefore a substantial re-
striction in consumption had made itself inevitable
almost before the armies had come to grips. The
German authorities place the tonnage reduction for
military purposes at about 13,000,000, which would
leave about 7,000,000 for ordinary purposes of supply.
Even if we suppose that the German estimate is ex-
aggerated, and it would naturally tend in that direc-
tion, we see at once that a severe shortage became
/nevitable from the withdrawal of ships for military
ends. Now Lloyd George enumerated three causes
for the present crisis. Prefacing his remarks by the
remainder, already noticed, that Great Britain had
only just enough ships for her purposes before the
wvar, he said that there had been an enormous in-
crease in the demand for tonnage, that 1,000,000 tons
had been lent to France alone, and large amounts

to Russia and Italy, and as a final cause for the pinch ;

he spoke of the ghips that had been sunk by sub-
marines, a process that has been going on, of course,
since the beginning of the war.

OW we may believe what we wish about the new
campaign, but before assuming that Lloyd
George shares those beliefs, it would be well tO
ascertain what he actually said. And he made no
reference to any sudden accentuation of the danger .
nor to any new element that had entered into the
situation. The problem that he presented was one
that began with the first diversion of shipping to
military purposes, It has grown steadily larger with
the allotments of ships to Allied countries and With
the contimuous tale of sunken vessels, Now at last
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i ﬁ.ﬁ)rge's statement contained no statistics of shipping -
- losses. It confined itself to the assertion, a grave
- assertion, that some way must be found to curtail
- those losses and that in the meantime there mmst
be no importation of anything but necessities. But
"}ond George’s statement must be read in conjunc-
“tion with another statement, equally authoritative,
"Uhat was issued by the British Embassy in Washing-

Dbefore the speech in the House of Commons.

HE embassy statement reviews the situation as
it existed from February 1st to February 14th.
During those two weeks a total of 4,777 vessels
- arrived in ' British ports, and 4,514 vessels sailed from
British ports. The daily average of arrivals was
341 vessels, and the daily average of sailings was 322.
It should be remembered, however, says the state-
f ment, that these totals do not include fishing vessels,
coastwise and local coastwise traffic, nor craft of
under 100 tons burden. Omitting these, we find that
- the submarine™ campaign has resulted in a loss of
less than one ship for every 100 which arrived at
or left British ports during the period mentioned.
- Now of course it is open to us to believe that the
‘British authorities have mis-stated the facts. Ger-
Man officials assert that they have done so, and
they name some few vessels which they claim to
have sunk, but that can not be found in any shipping
‘list. And of course it must often be impossible for
'@ submarine to ascertain the name of its victims,
and especially of those that sink quickly. All that
: can be dome is to examine the statistics that are
DPresented to us and to form our own judgment of
their reliability. On February 24th, that is to say,
four days from the end of the month, the total ship-
DPing destroyed by submarines during February,
Allied as well as neutral, was about 308,000 tons,
Which hardly looks as though the German expectation
of 1,000,000 tons a month could be attained, or even
halt that, And at least a certain amount of this
- Shipping thus destroyed consisted of neutral vessels
not even bound for British ports and whose loss
leaves Great Britain unaffected. This was the case
With some at least of the Dutch vessels sunk on
February 23rd. They were laden with grain and
bound for Dutch ports, and unless they were unin-
tentionally sunk or sunk in ignorance of their nature
and destination, we can only suppose that Germany
ust wish to pick a quarrel with Holland. The inci-
dent, if the first reports are correct, becomes still
More inexplicable when we remember that supplies
‘8re constantly passing into Germany from Holland
nd that a part of this grain may have been intended
T German consumption. But, however that may
‘be, it still remains evident from the statistics that
€normous numbers of vessels—the embassy state-
Ment says 99 per cent. of the total—are passing
Safely through the prohibited area and that no radi-
€al change in the situafion has been produced by
1‘116 “new” submarine campaign.

~HE diary of a submarine trip that has just been
published under the title of “The Adventures
the U202, gives us a curious account of the
ers that must be encountered by the underwater
t. The author entmerates some of the more
liar expedients for their capture, and then he
SDeaks of a device of nets and mines that he seefiis
icularly to have dreaded. He gives no mechanical
ails, but it appears that any interference with the
has the effect of drawing a mine underneath the
er and exploding it. His own boat was nearly
‘lght in such a trap, but through some failure of
‘mechanism the mine exploded above him instead
hmeavth him. On another occasion he found on
ng to the surface that he had been caught in a
et without knowing it and had broken his way

steel mesh made apparently of stout piano wire.
bneaks also of the tell-tale cork floats which
le ‘the vigilant gunboat or motor-boat to trace
underwater course of the submarine that is

‘ton on February 20th, that is to say, only three days .

rough it. His craft from stem to stern was covered

unaware of the broad trail that it is leav-

' Usual felicitations from the President.
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THE PRESIDENT NEXT DOOR

(Continued from page 6.)

heart and soul of the world. You find this ethicalism
in every quoted word of Woodrow Wilson. When
he became President he was imbued with a collegiate
evangelism. ‘A blase and unenlightened world was
to be led into a new path; the United States, most
of all the regenerate Democrat party, was to be the
way out.

No moral reformer was ever more earnest.

To Bryan there was to be another way of getting
heaven on earth. His method was not education of
the magsses and regulation of the classes, but peace
among the nations. The world cannot live by war.
America was to show other nations how a great
democracy could see the rest of mankind groaning
under war burdens and itself refuse to go to war.
So he got a large number of small nations to sign
documents in a sort of keep-the-peace league, what-
ever happens. Thus there would be no foreign com-
plications: these would adjust themselves through
the abolition of diplomacy. The world should have
the sublime spectacle of-a great free nation, utterly
disdainful of mailed fist and shining armour. And
the vast contemplation of this apocalyptic dream
was quite sufficient to keep the Secretary of State
from being worried about his ordinary duties.
Through his window in the State Army and Navy
building Bryan kept a watchful eye ‘on the White
House just across the lawn. Yes, Woodrow Wilson
would make an apt apostle. With one such purpose
in two first citizens of the United States there
could be no trouble in working out the dream.

Of course there was the Mexican hornets’ nest.
But Mexico never could remain anarchist with a
great nation next door, so all lighted up with inward
reform and outward peace.

Meanwhile business declined. There must be a
reason. It would never do to blame Democratism.
“And even if the seven-year slump was to follow a
period of over-expansion why should not Democrat-
ism discover the mental cause and apply the cure?
Hence the successive interviews with businesg and
finance captains at the White house to discover if
business depression was not after all “psychological,”
curable by the fourth dimension.

Secretary of State indites another manifesto fo
the Peace League of nations. After all there is
something in having two great minds working on
different angles of the same problem. KEurope must

Bang! what was that? A whole wicked world at
bloody war without even consulting the Secretary
of State. Wilson must be counselled at once; meu-
trality proclaimed and defined. War must never
come to the U. S. Bryan decreed that. What had
war to do with the new world—and a new earth—
anyway ?

In justice to President Wilson it must be admitted
that the great war came gsomewhat too soon. Under
the shadow of the ppeace-tree Bryan, he had not yet
made up his mind. There was, indeed, a great deal of
mind to make up. The whole nation must be re-
traversed in the light of the new democracy—gov-
ernment of, for and by the people—somehow. But
something was rotten in the state of Denmark.
Hamlet must think again.

Since Lincoln’s day no President had ever t?nought

's0 hard, with so much to think about.

We can imagine the broad, benign face of the
evangel Bryan in the President’s study—come to
talk over the crimson brutalities in Belgium. What,
as the two first citizens of the world’s greatest re-
pbublic, would these two transcendentalists have to
say to each other about this blow at civilization?

We shall never know. Perhaps the soul of the
President, commander-in-chief of the United States
army and navy, burned within him. He may have
said flaming words. But—as a man only. As a
President, with the wéight of a vast ethical message

“to humanity, he must have agreed with the Pacifier,

that it were better to turn the other cheek. Such
mental' reservation, such public self-effacement has
not been common in our time. Contemplating the
dispassionate frame of Woodrow Wilson at such a
time we conveniently forget the Baltimore conven-

_tion, the triumph of Wilson with Bryan in the saddle.

birthday.
‘Matter of

. Soon afterwards came the Kaiser’s
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historic form. In majestic passivity ths Beeretary
of State reviewed his doctrine of non-reshgtance and
universal peace. The millennial dawn might not be
far off. Woodrow Wilgon stifled his private emo-
tions and stoically determined to be—abdve all the
President. .
When, in New York, he gave utterance to that
epoch-marking sentence, “There is such a thing as
a country being too proud to fight”—what was it but
the outward echo of the Pacifier in the Secretary’s
office? Woodrow Wilson never originated that.
Neither did he mean that America wotld never fight.
What did it matter what he meant? The phrase
was everything. It rang round the world like Gen.
Grant’s “We'l fight it out on that line if it takes all
summer’”’ and Ambassador Gerard’s “I’ll stay here
till hell freezes over.” :
Still there is a difference. The nationality of
Grant’s and Gerard’s sayings could be told by a
Hottentot, It would take an international alienist
to decide that Wilson's speech was American. And
it would take an ethnological Lombroso to prove that
the author of it is either am American or anything
else. Put him against L.ord Morley, one with his
crisp English accent, the other with his soft South-
ern, each with his keen-eyed culture and refining
ethical process of thought—one might say that it is
not so much English or American as the universal

-

STAMPING OuUTl THE FUSE.
—Kirby in New York World,

gentleman. Still, there are but three dimensions to
the Morley intellect. Wilson, as we have remarked,
has four. Which is why he is so baffling a per:
sonality even to his followers, That explains the
extraordinary character of his notes to Germany,
masterpieces of oblique amalysis and dispassionate
alignment; his gelf-contradictory speeches after-
wards and some of his actions; his dismissal of
Pryan; the resignation of Garrison, Secretary of War,
on the preparedness issue; the subsequent pre-elec
tion speech of the President booming preparedness
and his statement, “Never again in a world war can
America be neutral.”

Oh, the Democratic party and the American nation
thought they had a man of obvious dimensions such
as Roosevelt and Taft. They discovered otherwise,
Nobody ever could tell what Mr, Wilson might say
next, what previous party doctrine he might upse:,
what self-counsel he might indulge in to the detri-
ment of the party. But what was—party? To Wood-
row Wilson the better of two optimisms. He was
what we call a Liberal and therefore entitled to
change his mind according to the way the ground
listened—heaning the throb of unorganized, unethical-
ized millions. He has said: :

YWhen 1 fail to change my mind with changing
conditions of the world I shall have ceased to be in
harmony with the world.” :

Note the almost cosmic character of that confes-
sion. Not merely the party, nor the country, nor
the new world as such—from the great lakes smmth

(Cm::cluded on page 26) : 5
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Canadian Soldiers Into the
Last Phase of the Struggle

FEW days ago the Canadian Buffs boarded a
A train in Toronto bound for somewhere in Eng-

land, under the command of Lt.-Col. Jchn A.
Cooper, former editor of this paper. A little more
than a year ago the first officers for that battalion
were appointed in the room where tHis is being
written. In that time '‘Col. Cooper has succeeded
in organizing one of the best battalions ever sent
cverseas from amny country in the Empire. Several
times the battalion was over istrength and as often’
lowered by drafts for other units, notably artillery
and engineers. It was one of the last battalions re-
cruited under the old battalion system.

A second-wind campaign of recruiting is now under
way in the city of Toronto. HEnlistments for this
are by drafts of 250 instead of by battalions. A draft
of 250 is practically a quarter 'of a battalion. That
draft can be sent overseas as soon as it is complete.
The first 250 do not need to wait until the other
three-fourths of a battalion have been enlisted. They
do not need to drill their heads and feet off and cool
their patriotic ardour in camp while half a unit iS
being licked into shape for camp in England. Under
this system it will not cost at the maximum rate of
$30,000 a battalion to raise the balance of Canada’s
army. The cost will be at a minimum. The efficiency
and the esprit de corps of a draft will not be impaired
by long delay in a home canfp, Impatience for war
will be rewarded. When the Buffs—photographed
entraining above—heard that the date was actually
set for pulling out, there was a cheer heard for a mile.

That was about the last battalion ' enthusiasm
surviving a whole year that we are likely to see in
Canada. The new system is ‘less picturesque and
a great deal more effective. A first step in that
programme, so far as Toronto is concerned, was the
parade of returned soldiers Sunday before last.

_About 1,400 of these heroes and veterans marched—

stumping, hobbling as best some of them might—
to St. Paul’s Anglican Church. A little better than
battalion strong, they had a thousand times any new
battalion’s experience. Look at ithermw;crutch‘ing
along. The crutch-man facing this way went one:
legged a mile to that service. He knew—they all
knew—mwhat work they had left unfinished overseas:
They had no desire to c¢huck it. The grimness and
the glory of war got hold of these men. They
marched as never men did here; fellows who a year
or so ago went grandly thumping along to bugle and
drum, hearts high as hope, proud of home and
country and flag—now back among the folk at home
willing to take this route march to church just i
help along the' movement.
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FHELPING THE WORLD'S WORK

The Heavenly Twins of Berlin in Their Latest—Perhaps Last—Great Spasm
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Two Souls With But a Single Thought

UR photograph of that apt instrument of modern civilization,

the submarine torpedo, just leaving its tube, is regarded as

a remarkable picture. Very seldom does a camera enjoy so

intimate a look at one of these gentle projectiles. The speed

of the torpedo is not slow. Just what submarine, whether an E or a

U, we are not told; neither -what swaggering, unarmed merchant vessel

it was aimed at. But it’s the kind of thing that goes on every day

now at the instigation of the bad-boy catapult crowd in Berlin. Five

of these were let loose one day last week at a Dutch flotilla of 30,000
tons gross. And the 30,000 tons all went below.

The two ungovernable boys of Berlin most responsible just now for
this method ‘of helping along the world’s work are Hindenburg jand
Ludendorff. Hindenburg is now the real apostle of “frightfulness.”
He has superseded Zeppelin and Tirpitz, who were just amateurs. This
man has a positive genius for doing the world’s work by destruction.
The unrestricted submarine campaign is his idea. And he believes
in it as much as the sun believes in shining. You can trace this remark-
able enthusiasm in the man’s face. It positively radiates with passion
for helping the world—to destruction.

In accepting this high and holy commission from the German Em-
peror, Hindenburg naturally feels that he is a marvelous instrument
in the hands ,of God. Conflicting emotions surge through his soul.
You can see them in his face—that super-canine look of profound
passion for dead humanity. A soul like Hindenburg’'s is indubitable
proof that animal‘si and men érfe of one family. The vanimall whose
beautiful soul dwells in the body of Hindenburg is the wolf. By trans-
lation into Hmdenburg the wolf becomes omnipotent for destruction.
As a mere hau'y quadruped he was ‘only a casual man-killer wanting

a bloody meal. As a Hmdenburg biped he becomes a u niversal

destroyer to whom the rules of the game known as international law
are as useful as kindergarten songs at an earthquake. He has all that
remains of a m:ghty machine of slaughter, murder et al. He has.also
the backing of a hungry people who, through Hindenburg, hate England
to the point where they would like to see all her babies starved to death.

‘This is not a vicious trait in Hmdenburg It is part of his great war
phllosophy and has the ‘merit of a vxrtue in the eyes of the German
people. They all love Hmdenburg wst now. He looks as though he
knew it. Thousands of them have driven nails in the wooden statue
of Hindenburg in Berlin. They will be all the more in practice for
driving nails into the real Hindenburg when the great war-lord’s game
is over.

His side- partner Ludendorff also looks like a man wuth a message
to mankind. -This man has supreme control over all civil affairs in
Germany. You can tell by the twist on his mouth just about how much
real civility is left in that country. They say he is a genius. It would
be a sight to see Ludendorff leading a cholr or giving an address to
a Sunday-school.




We Are No Tired People

T would take a hundred years’ war to get some
l people limbered up to the point of being useful
to their country. Canada has been at war for
going on three years. A very considerable percent-
age of good capable Canadians are still working at
about 65 per cent. pressure, as they were before the
war; still lookiing for a soft snap with easy money,
short hours and chances for recreation, summer-
camping, and where to spend their money. Of
course the number of these snap-hunters is very
mueh reduced; in some places almost mnil. The
point is that there should not be any. 'This country
is supposed to be throwing its entire energy into the
business of getting through. The contract in Europe
is bigger now than it ever was—for immediate energy.
To make 1917 win the war, whether war stops in
1917 or mot, means to make every possible working
human unit of either sex in this country a unit of
war-winning, The lines of khaki scrunching over
the streets and roads are not necessarily the chief
‘workers. The more of them we send out the more
_ work remains for the rest of us to do. Canada has
come to the point where she simply has to hold up
her end in efficiency. Making this country a nation
is no business of a miracle, a vision, a poem or a
great moral spasm. It is the united and glorified
efforts of a whole community working in harmony
at the highest possible pressure to do what lies at
hand to be done, winning the war being in this
case that thing.

In this business there is no room for fiftysper-
centers.  Every man and woman should be at a
hundred per cent. And the hundred per cent. of
to-day should be the 99 per cent. of to-morrow. We
are a young people. We should therefore be crea-
tive. We should be growing individually. As a
people we were never tired in our lives. We don’t
expect to be for at least a hundred years to come.
If there is one part of the British Empire that is
not tired it is—Canada. A country that has the
antecedents of the logging bee, the barn-raising, the
saw-log shover and the stump farmer has no busi-
ness to be in the stage of gum-chewing, peanut-
slinging and gawking at baseball.

This country is at war. If you don’t believe it
ask those one-legged men you see crutching down
the street. There are photographs of these men on
another page. Look at them. They know this
country is at war. And if anybody can recognize
the fifty per cent. slacker at home they are the

~ people. Every time we look at or think about one
of these returned warriors, we should buck our-
selves up another one per cent. We should.

W e %

Our Returned Soldiers

ILLIAM G. SHEPHERD is a clever war corre-
W spondent; one of the best. As a sizer-up of

conditions he sometimes is a false alarm. In
a very matty little American weekly of late he has
been playing up several phases of the war. One of
his latest is the idea that to be killed or get an arm
or a leg or half a face shot away is not the wonst
thing about war. No, the worst thing, he says, is
‘the frightful levelling that he beholds in an army of
men. He looks at a living army, composed of
potential individual units, and bewails the awful
subordination that makes these men just cogs in a
vast wheel of war, He pities these men because
they have no initiative left; because they have to
squelch self, sit tight, march here or halt there, shoot
and crawl and wallow and wait, always obeying
orders without knowing why—and so on. He even
goes so far as to say that when these men get back
to us all shot up or shellshocked or whatever it
. may be, they are degenerated men. He talks about
returned soldiers who were such savages that they
shot people right and left and threw hand bombs
among women and children. The editor of the

i
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paper says in a footnote: “A big, pleasant-faced
chap whom I know enlisted in’ this war two years
ago. The other day came a letter from him. If I
had not known his handwriting T could not have
believed he wrote it. It was the letter of a blood-
thirsty savage.” Well, we don’t happen to know
this editor’s friends; but we have met a number of
returned soldiers who were in the trenches two
years ago. We have not yet encountered the bloody
savages. The men who come back here are no,
dreamers, no idealists to be sure; but they are mer/
of experience, who know life better than we do, be-
cause they have been on speaking terms with death
—and they are not savages.

W w

Hitch Up Parliament

OME weeks ago we pointed out the necessity for
S conserving Parliament. That was at a time

when a number of people, whose opinions are
well entitled to-respect, were talking about substi-
tuting some form of efficient oligarchy for the men
whom the people of this country elected to do the
country’s work in Parliament. We observe now
that in England Parliament is becoming restless be-

~ cause the new War Council does not pay much

attention to the elective body of 640 men chosen to
do the country’s work. They complain because the
Premier rarely comes before the House. The Pre-
mier talks of going to the country in order to show

~ that the people prefer to see Parliament remain an

Imperial debating society while the small body of
powerful experts carries on the war. We doubt very
much if the country would repudiate Lloyd George.
We also doubt if the people care to see Parliament
become obsolete.

In our own country we have 235 men who should
be the most efficient organization we have for win-
ning the war. After the session is over these men
will be back among their constituents. They will,
we presume, know much more about the needs of
the country than the average elector. Every man of
them should have an individual mandate from Par-
liament to work among the people directing and
helping to co-ordinate the efforts of every com-
munity to win the war. If these men can’t do such
work, who can? If there was ever a time to test
out the real working value of membership in Par-
liament—now is the time. /
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Mary Andrews’ Ghost ;Story

ARY RAYMOND SHIPMAN ANDREWS ought
to be given a mice leatherette medal by the
British Government. This imaginative author.

has the leading story in the current issue of Mec-
Clure’s, entitled, ‘“The Return of K. of K.” illus-
trated by some precociously bad drawings of Mont-
gomery Flagg. This much-heralded yarn is based
upon the numerous gossipries of late about the pos-
sible survival of Kitchener from the wreck of the
Hampshire. A lot of people have been talking
vaguely about the possibility of the Sirdar being a
prisoner in Germany. But, of course, nobody much
believes that. Mary Andrews may not believe it
herself. Her story is dated in 1977, being the ac-
count given by a General Cochrane of the way he
saved England in 1917. .

Cochrane is a godson of Kitchener, who was once
in love with his mother. Some time in 1917, when
the German submarines and warships had banged
the vitals out of the British navy and German
armies were about to land in England to make of it
another Belgium, there was a mob hysteria in Tra-
falgar Square. Young Cochrane, then an officer of
iwenty, was among the people. Amid their desper-
ate and despairing din his soul cried out for Kitch-
ener, his godfather. Suddenly a taxi drove up and
a great, grim figure got out. It was Kitchener. He
quieted the mob and told Cochrane that a Cochrane

must save England. Then he drove away into the
hereafter.

Young Cochrane thought it all over and remem-
bered that one of his great-grandfathers, a Dundon-
ald, had once invented a terrible destroyer that was
intended to annihilate Napoleon’s fleet; a thing so
terrible that it was suppressed and the documents
concerning it fyled away. Young Cochrane had
them dug up and the Dundonald destroyer “got
busy” on the German fleet. Hence England was
saved by the return of K. of K.

And this is the yarn that is lauded by the editor
of McClure’s as “a vivid, amazing tale.” Well, let
this pass into the category of amazing tales and
there is no limit. We ourselves could grind out half
a dozen quite as amazing; but McClure’s would
never print them. The only good thing about the
yarn is that in great modesty Mary Andrews did
not state that the terrible destroyer was invented
by an American.

o we

A Potato Plutocrat

OMEWHERE not far from Guelph, Ont., there is
a remarkable farmer whgse daily movements
shoudd 'at once be recorded by a moving-picture
camera for the whole of Canada to behold. This
husbandman has in various frostproof pits and sub-
terranean places no less than seven hundred bags
of potatoes. So he confessed to a traveller last
week, who knows him well, and who told the story
to the editor of this paper. A few days ago a fellow-
farmer asked this Joseph of the potato pits to sell
him ten bags of seed potatoes at his own price. The
Joseph of the tubers refused him, saying that when
the time came if he had any potatoes to spare his
neighbor should have them at the price then pre-
vailing. “Till then he might go and feed his cattle
some more wheat-straw. We are credibly informed
that this farmer has no guards on his pits. We can
only surmise that he stays up every night with a
shotgun and a lantern. One of these days he will
be so busy getting those seven hundred bags of
potatoes out of the pits and hustling them off to
market before rot and tumbling prices head him off
that he won’t have time to eat. He expects to get
five dollarg a bag for them. We hope he loses one
thousand dollars on his expectations. In the mean-
time—no, we wouldn't confiscate his potatoes. All
we require is the moving picture of this man to keep
his memory and that of all like him before the
people of this country.

% ove ye

Post-haste, Not Post-war

\ LOT of us are worrying our premature heads off
A about how to save the country after the war is
over. At various council tables of varying
shapes we sit and solemnly invent measures which
we like to discuss. We are a lot of wiselings who
have sent an army abroad, and now with our sur-
plus of brain-power and our breadth of outlook upon
the world’s problems sit back in front of the fire
and work the ash-trays overtime while we tell one
another how the country should solve the problems
we are inventing. A number of these national
saviours on a small scale are a certain kind of
Imperialist. But blest if they all are! No, almost
any fellow old enough to find a reason for not get-
ting into khaki tries to ease his conscience just now
by hatching up national problems, abusing the gov-
ernment, talking about supermen who should be in °
high places and how Ottawa should feel this morn-
ing about the future of Bombay. A lot of talk of
this kind may be a grade better than playing bridge

or moaning about the bars of yester-year. But &

great deal of it is just plain wind-jamming that

takes emergy which should be devoted to some use-

ful labour. Let us talk less and do more.
\
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Lucy Locket lost her pocket,
Katie Fisher found it;

There was not a penny in it
But a ribbon round it.

ROM a moral suasion point of view the old
nursery rhyme has failed lamentably. Think
how much more effective it would have been
if Lmcy’s pocket had contained a whole shil-

ling and if, instead of honest Katie Fisher, a bold
bad man had picked it up amd spent it on rum, then
thrown the pocket inte the gutter and beaten his
little boy! Lucy’s fame seems disproportionate to
her deeds, or rather to her one misdeed, for no other
incidemt in her history has come down to posterity.
The story is weak in plot, consequently, though the
rhyme has remained in our memories for we wouldn’t
like o say how long, it had mo influence on our char-
acter and we continue to use the mvost ridiculous
kinds of pockets or bags or purses, and to constantly
lose them. Had Lucy suffered a real catastrophe,
our youthful minds might have been impressed with
the folly of the ever-changing feminine fashions with
their more or less pocketless garments; it might
‘have been ithe means of inaugurating a reformation
~ in dress, including good, safe pockets which—pro-
vided we kept them free from holes and didn’t stand
On our heads or encounter master-pickpockets—would
keep our penme»s im comparative safety.

E modest and graceful bearing of woman

praised so frequently by poets, may be
traced to her lack of pockets. Very young boys
and girls look similar in their sexless garments
but, with the first pair of pants with pockets, the
boy begins to swagger and assert his superiority,
While the growimg girl spends years trying to
think what to do with her hands and where to
keep her money. Not only in cold weather, when
she hasn't warm .mits qr a muff, does she long
for pockets, there are many embarrassing
moments, during events of a social nature, when
bockets would ovencome the difficulty of deciding
Just how to distribute two hands gracefully about
her person. But it is perhaps due to this pocket-
less comdition that the girl in the emd becomes
Iore graceful.

VEN in early childhood it is difficult not to
let our estimate of a person be influenced

by the mmltitude of his possessioms, and the boy
Need never be separated from his treasures. His
Dockets (containing @ pen-knife, some marbles, a
carved chestnut, the stump of a lead pencil, a
Piece of chewing gum, a slaterag, and—possibly—

@ pocket handkenchief or even some money) give

him the air of a landed proprietor, while the
&irl is only too painfully comscious that her few
treasures, tied in the corner of a handkerchief,

of superiority persists im later years. Men are, for
the most part, pleased to have us pocketless and

Voteless, though it makes us more dependent on
~ them, and we are constantly borrowing pen-knives
and lead-pencils or asking them what time it is.
A are even wives who constantly leave their

‘handkeu'chjefs under sofa cushions or between the
leaves of a book, or—but it is extraordinary how
any places they can be left—and then borrow

thejr husband’s.
3 BU it is where money is concerned that we most

i lament our lack of good safe pockets. The

Durses we use as substitutes are far from satisfactory.
- Pick up any evening paper and look at the LOST
Golumn, Careless Lucys must spend, in the aggre-
Bate, g small fortune in advertising, and there are

Sl greater numbers who do not advertise—either

,ﬂ“e value of theirpurses are too small, or they are
Dessimistic about the results. In our most popular
about ten of them adventise each night. At

Christmas time, owing to the unusual shopping activi-
: "1?& the number is much greater. There are also
Some honest Katie Fishers who advertise in the
mUND;eohnm or see that vagrant purses and pay-

™

look pitifully meagre by comparison. This attitude
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envelopes are returned to the proper offices pro-

. vided by shops, railway companies and other large

concerns, for that purpose. Many of the LOST
notices comtain the pitiful phrase, “working-girl’s
wages.” Of course there are men who lose their
little roll of bills, too, on a Saturday night, though
these are less numerous in prohibition areas.  Pos-
sibly they have no wives to mend the holes in their
pockets, possibly they have fallen among thieves,
but the advertisements point to the conclusion that
twio men carry money carelessly to ten women.

S;MALL black leather bags are the most frequemt
delinquents. They are the most usual modern
substitutes for the little silken pockets which our
grandmother ILacy wore suspended from her girdle.
Some of us, who delight in what we call “novelties,”
are carrying that style of bag now, and one of them
(made of black velvet) is advertised in tomight’s
paper. There are also a couple of aristocratic bags
of gold or silver mesh in the list, but the little black
Jeather bag is carried by rich and poor alike. Every

department store has a long counter devoted to
nothing but bags and purses from 98 cents up—ever
so far up. Then there are the leather goods specialty
1 always look at the vast array with amaze-

shops.
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iHHE PSYCHOLOGY OF POCKELR

By K E R R particularly disagreeable morning last spring. I

was just stamting out when the postman handed
me an envelope. I opened it as I walked down the
street and discovered, to my joy, that it did not comn-
tain a letter.from my dearest friend, but a cheque
from a publishing house. (Yes, dear reader, they
pay me real money for this kind of thing!) I thrust
it in my pocket and buttoned the flap and promptly
forgot all about it—mnot the cheque, but the resting-
place. There is something about a cheque that
makes it linger in the memory. I had a distinct
impression of throwing the envelope into the editorial
waste basket and comncluded that the cheque had
vanished with it, so the janitor instituted a search,
but in vain. Then I wrote to the aforesaid publish-
inig house and asked for a duplicate chegque, which
they promptly issued, and I, with still greater
celerity, cashed. Months passed and just the other
day I decided to give my old raincoat to the Red
Cross waste collection, and there, safely buttoned
into my pocket, lay the vanished cheque!
LITTLE pocket mow amd then is unsatisfactory.
It must have a permanent situation in one’s
wardrobe to prove bemeficial, and so long as we
continue to follow the fleeting fashions we shall
devise new substitutes—and lose them. We shall
also continue to carry very little money. The con-
temds of the average little black leather bag is
very indicative of character. The desire for the
pocket mirror was universal, so mow the manu-
facturer supplies it. The majority of young
wiomen supplement this with a powder box, so
unless there is a stick of lipsal, a box of rouge,
or some other toilet accessory, inordinate vanity
need not be laid to the owner’s charge. The pill-
box will tell you the state of her health, the
shopping-list will give you an insight into her
financial standing, the memo pad into her occupa-
tion, while samples of dress goods, bills, keys
and all the rest will betray her character utterly
to even the most distant follower of Sherlock
Holmes. The amount of money contained therein
is no indication of wealth; on the contrary, the
owners of limousines and charge accounts have
the emptiest purses, but evemn the poor are apt
to carry insufficient change. This is not because
women do not have a great deal of money to
spend. One-half the spend-
ing power of the nation is
theirs, and though the
greater part of this wealth
gimply passes thmough their
hands in exchange for food
and clothing, the savings of
women are considerable.

Lrdten

With his first pockets, the boy assumes the air of a landed proprietor. :

menit. If every woman in towmn lost her bag the
same day, I feel sure that they could all be replaced
within a t:e'w hours, and what becomes of all the
old bags is a constant mystery to me. Each year
the styles are changed in the hope of forcing every-
one to buy a new one, and they usually do. There
is mo use in getting a “guaranteed real seal” umless
you actually prefer elegamce and quality to the
pleasure of carrying a bag that is exactly the same
shape as your neighbour’s: now oval, now square,
now long and deep, now short and broad. We are
forced to the comclusion that tens of thousands of
these bags disappear yearly. Bither they are burnt,
or dropped into the lake or dumped on building lots
where there is a sign: “Clean earth may be deposited
here.” Some of them may be resurrected during the
Backyard Garden Thrift Campaign.
ASHION, for the moment, favours pockets—
ornamental ones decorated with a dab of wool
embroidery, except in sports skirts, where they
really serve as a receptacle for hands, handkerchiefs
or golf balls. But money—oh, dear, no! They are
most unsafe! I have in my possession a unique gar-
ment which actually boasts a good safe pocket. To
be'gune I wear it very rarely, but I put it on on a

HINK of the 360,000

working women in

Canada, with steadily increasing wages and con-
stantly expanding fields of activity. The professional
woman, the business woman, the woman of inde-
pendent means, and the f-a,ct;ory' girl, are all to be
seriously reckoned with as investors. But in financial
dealings women are naturally timid. In the olden
days conservative people kept their savings in a
stocking or under the mattress. Now the savings
bank answers this purpose and the mere buying of
a war certificate seems formidable, yet nothing could
be simpler. They may be bought at any Bank or
Money Order Post Office, and $21.50 paid to-day will
yield $25.00 at the end of three years. The women
of Canada are asked to assist in financing the war
by placing their savings at the disposal of the Gov-

‘ernment.

The connection between Lucy Locket and the War
Loan is not obvious. Perhaps we are wrong in

. assuming that there would have been pennmies in

Lucy’s pocket had she practised thrift, but from her
one careless act in the matter of pocket-losing, we
judge her to be mo better or wiser than the rest of
us, who have not realized that the very best thing
for us to do is to

BUY A CERTIFICATE TO-DAY,

OR START TO SAVE FOR ONB
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POLITICAL IDEALS |
And the Doctrine of Force Discussed by an

American

HERE is probably one purpose, and only one,

writes Bertrand Russel in the North American |

Review, for which the use of force by a gov-
ernment is beneficent, and that is, to diminish the
total amount of force used in the world. It is clear,
for example, that the legal prohibition of murder
diminishes the total amount . of violence in the
world. And no one would maintain that parents
should have unlimited freedom to ill-treat their
children. So long as some men wish to do violence
to others, there cannot be complete liberty, for
either the wish to do violence must be restrained,
or the victims must be left to suffer. For this
reason, although individuals ‘and societies should
have the utmost freedom as regards their own
affairs, they ought not to have complete freedom das
regards their dealings with others. To give free-
dom to the strong to oppress the weak is not the
way to secure the greatest possible amount of free-
dom in the world. This is the basis of the Socialist
revolt against the kind of freedom which used to be
advocated by laissez-faire economists.

Democracy is a device—the best so far invented--
for diminishing as much as possible the interference
of governments with liberty. If a nation is divided

- inte two sections which cannot both have their way,
democracy theoretically insures that the majority
shall have their way. But democracy is mot at all
an adequate device unless it is accompanied by a
very great amount of devolution. ILove of uniform-
ity, or the mere pleasure of interfering, or dislike
of differing tastes and temperaments, may often
lead a majority to control a minority in matters
which «do not really concern the majority. We
should none of us like to have the internal affairs
of Great Britain settled by a Parliament of the
World, if ever such a body came into existence.
Nevertheless there are matters which such a body
could settle much better than any existing instru-
ment of governmendt.

The theory of the legitimate use of force in human
affairs, where a government exists, seems clear.
Force should only be used against those who at-
tempt to use force against others, or who will not
respect the law in cases where a common decision
is necessary and a minority are opposed to the
action of the majority. These seem legitimate occa-
sions for the use of force; and they should be legi-
timately occasions in international affairs if an
international government existed. The problem of
the legitimate occasions for the use of fonce in the
absence of a government is a different one, with
which we are not at present concerned.

Although a government must have the power to
use force, and may on occasion use it legitimately,

- the aim of the reformers to have such institutions
as will diminish the need for actual coercion will be
found to have this effect. Most of us abstain, for
instance, from theft, not because it is illegal, but
because we feel no desire to steal. The more men
learn to live creatively rather than possessively, the
less their wishes will lead them to thwant others
or to attempt violent interference with their liberty.
Most of the conflicts of interests, which lead indi-
viduals or organizations into disputes, are purely
imaginary, and would be seen to be so if men aimed
more at the goods in which all can share, and less
at those private possessions that are the source of
strife. In proportion as men live creatively, they
cease to wish to interfere with others by force.
~ Very many matters in which, at present, common

action is thought indispensable, might well be left
to individual decision. It used to be thought abso-
lutely necessary that all the inhabitants of a coun-
try should have the same religion, but we now
know that there is no such necessity. In like man-
ner it will be found, as men grow more tolerant in
their instincts, that many uniformities now insisted
upon are useless and even harmful.

Good political institutions would weaken the im-
pulse towards force and domination in two ways:
first, by increasing the opportunities for the creative
impulses, and by shaping education so as to
strengthen these impulses; secondly, by diminishing
the outlets for the possessive instincts. The diffu-
sion of power, both in the political and the economic
sphere, instead of its concentration in the hands of
officials and captains of industry, would greatly
diminish the opportunities for acquiring the habit
of command, out of which the desire for exercising
tyranny is apt to spring. Autonomy, both for dis-
tricts and for organizations, would leave fewer
occasions when governments were called upon to
make decisions as to other people’s concerns. And
the abolition of capitalism and the wages system

CAN HE MAKE US FLY IT?
“Each mast should show a large flag, checkered white
and red.””—From Germany’s U-Boat Note
to America.

—Scott, in Cleveland Leader.

would remove the chief incentive to fear and greed,
those correlative passions by which all free life is
choked and gagged.

Few men seem to realize how many of the evils
from which we suffer are wholly unnecessary, and
could be abolished by a united effort within a few
years. If a majority in every civilized country so
desired, we could, within twenty years, abolish all
abject poverty, quite half the illness in the world,
the whole economic slavery which binds down nine-
tenths of ‘our population; we could fill the world
with beauty and joy, and secure the reign of univer-
sal peace. It is only because men are apathetic
that this is not achieved—only because imagination
is sluggish, and what always has been is regarded
as what always must be. With good-will, generosity,
and a little intelligence all these things could be
brought about. ”

GERMAN LITERATURE !

What It Is and Isn't is Worthy of
Study

HE idea is ingrained in the public mind that
the British universities are tarred whelesale
with a pacifist and pro-German brush, de-

clares Prof. M. A. Gerothwohl, in the Fortnightly.
The sacrifices made on the battlefiedd by so many

i

of our dons and studemnts should suffice to disprove
any such sweeping statement. There is ground for
suspicion, but onty in regard to a loud, but numerically
feeble, academic set.

I kmow not, however, whether such intellectual
aberrations on the part of professedly British umi-
versities were, all things considered, more astonish-
ing than the insidious, if no whit less dominating, in-
fluence which German pedagogy had acquired, as
it were, by infiltration during the past two decades
at that acknowledged foyer of French enlightenment
and wit—the Sorbonne. I need hardly remark that
the triumph of Goettingen en Sorbonne in 1913,
despite 1870, was an infinitely greater wvictory for
Kultur than its capture of, say, Oxford or London;
and that it might have proved a far more durable
victory for the Reichsland than Essen’s triumph at
Maubeuge. It marked the zenith of Germamy’s
policy of peaceful penetration to the very heant of
the enemy specially written down for future sub-
jection or destruction. But it is precisely the 17-inch
howitzer that, by battering the ramparts - of Mau-
beuge, which can and will be raised anew, shattered
for once and for all time the Fortress of Kultur
within the precinets of intellectual France.

The golden ages in every literature are those in
which the national spinit has been at dts highest,
whereas literary decadence has invariably been
heralded by the predominance of cosmopolitan ideals.
Besides, neither in German creative literature nor in
German literary criticism is there anything to war-
rant the Germanizing craze that prevailed three years
ago in both French and British academic circles. .
German literature ranks almost lowest among the
artistic literatures of Europe. Of supreme literary
artists Germany numbers but two, Goethe and Heine
(even though, for my part, I would gladly concede
a third in the person of the Austrian poet-dramatist
Grillparzer). And of these two and omly supreme
German literary artists each, at some period or other
of his career, repudiated the Fatherland as his spiri-
tual home. Goethe hailed in turn the ideal world of
ancient Greece and the ‘conception of Napoleon’s
world-empire as his liberators from the narrowmness
and greed of German particularism—that particular-
ism of which Prussian Imperialism is nothing but the
modern and felonious compound. It was in Paris
that Henry Heine sought refuge from both the Ger-
man ‘“Schutzmann” and the German “Witz.” = Heine
almost throughout, and Goethe in the major portion
of his works, that portion, too, on which his claims
to a foremost place among the immortals mainly
rests—the lyrics, the later dramas, and Faust I—
are by no means typically German, but in the one
case Greek rather, or Alexandrine, and in the other
distinctly Parisian in sympathy and temperament.
There are hardly any figures in literature that can
compare with Goethe at his prime for serenity of
feeling and symmetry of framework, nor with Heine
at his best for the simple exquisiteness of form
and feeling.

All of which is tantamount to reaffirming that

there is no sufficient intrinsic virtue in German crea-

tive literature or in German literary teaching to eXx
plain and justify our pre-war panderings to the
German seats of learning. I need hardly add that
in particular the perverted handling of linguistic
study and literary research, which I have endeavoured
to expose, does not apply to the German language
and literature alome, but to the instruction given bY
Germans. in every language and literature, whether
ancient or modern. Artistic form and composition
are ignored throughout. The Teutonic scholars are
I know, very apt to jeer, and it may be not unrightly,
at the flights of Bnglish clasoical scholars i ami

,\ ’.‘ ;
(il T e




and Iatin verse and prose. It is, of course, open to
Question whether in this country too much import-
ance has mot attached to acrobatics of this lkind.
- Yet, ag a training in the concise and precise use of
~Words, these acrobatics have proved of the greatest
Value to some of the purest writers of classical and
‘odern English. They have given grace and flexi-
lity to the national idiom, whereas the deluge of
Xtual emendations of fifthrate authors, which
S€ems to be the chief concern of German professors
end their seminar students, serves no strictly literary
Durpose, as a rule, adds little but waste paper to
archives of human knowledge. No, if British
‘Methods of classical teaching require alteration,
Which is probable, we might profitably take a cue or
two from France, where the ancient tongues are
Studied in a less rigid grammatical shape than over
_hﬁl‘e. as the most perfect instruments of training %in
both logical thought and verbal felicity.
- I I were a German critic T should not fail to dwell
On the pure coincidence that two of the greatest
Dames, or hailed as such, in modern Cérman
hilosqplhy are those of Kant, a Scot by descent, and
Of Chamberlain, an unfrocked Briton.

IWOMEN AFTER WAR
The Vigorous Views of W. L. George Com

mand A ttention -

—

S to women, says W. L. George, writing in the
‘Emglish Review on his customary topic, there
is one view which deserves to be added to

ﬂ“? Casualty list; it is this: “Nobody will get mar-

There will not be enough men to go round.”

Vell, there never were enough men to go round:

ace rding to the last census of England and Wales,

€re were only 17,445,608 males against 18,624,884

©s. An insoluble problem in a non-Moslem

d! But, in spite of these figures, I assert that
«%: Droblem did not lie there. Observing that any
M, however old, however repulsive, will easily

‘? a mate, if only because he holds the purse,

ile many unattractive women can never marry at

there are quite enough men to 2o round. The

SUS bears this out, for it reveals 3,471,672 un-

ITied men over nineteen. Many of these married
the census was taken, but that does mot affect

Caleulation, because others sprang up to fill in

p=}

%

s TO THE PEACE PALACE.
M".Mn be time to get it ready for use.
Sluiter, 1n De Nieuwe Amsterdammer, Amster-
An optimistic ‘cartoon from Holland.

. 20d Wales and ranks of misogyny. There
N three and a half millions eligible but
men; there were nearly three for every

. regain its course.

. to live or to buy fripperies; it is not a career.

THE COURIER.

The reason for this is that women marry when
they can and men when they must. There are good
reasons for this, and one of them ds that women
have been taught to cherish their virtue, while men
seldom grow old enough to blush for theirs. Chastity
is not for a bachelor. Also, marriage is expensive,
complicated, the enemy of freedom, and many men
hold that woman is the onme “who halves our joys
and doubles our expenses.”

The war will not improve this state of things; it
will make it worse, but not very much worse. An
estimate of casualties is impossible at present, be-
cause the casualties are so published as to make
calculations very difficult. But, taking the figures
up to the end of 1915, and adding such information
as has come to hand; adding also a fair average on
the basis of peace at the end of 1917 and of an army
of five millions, the British dead and permanently
incapacitated should amount to between 800,000 and
1,200,000. A nmumber of these are married, but must
come in all the same, because widows have seldom
been discouraged by past experience, and in this
particular case very few will be over forty. Still,
taking the figures at the worst, at 1,200,000, making
a total deficit of male population of about 2,400,000,
we still have that permanent residuum of 3,471,672
men who do mot, cannot, or will not, marry, a class
which can absorb all the superfluous women, wip2
out all the casualties, and still have a million in hand
with which to stifle the bitter cry of British maiden-
hood. Besides, in thirty years or so the men who
have lost limbs and the women who have lost hope
will be dead. We shall forget them before that, as
the men lost their prestige and the women lose their
looks. It is a passing effect; little by little those who
are left stranded by the tide of war will become
as the seaweed that dries in the sun and life will
This is brutal, but it is true.

It is suggested that the women who cannot turn
to men will turn to work. I think they will, partly
because the pensions paid to widows and mothers
will probably be small and make it necessary for
them to earn something, but very much more because
the tendency to work is a growing one in modern
women. The wage-earning woman came in in the
’forties with the factory system, and every year she
has increased in numbers; during the war her ranks
have known an enormous influx; but the educated
girl who in the ’eighties and ’nineties wanted to be
a nurse, a secretary, a school-teacher has long been
mobbing the employment bureau. That will go on,
and the war has nothing whatever to do with it;
woman works because she must live and because
men are not willing .to keep her; she also has to
work because she is tired of being kept, and is glad
to exchange the glavery of the home for the slavery
of employment. It is a good, brave tendency and
the war will strengthen 1it; this will be one of the
war’s few valuable legacies. :

As for the great mass of girl labour, it is“too
flighty, too disinclined to look upon work as any-
thing but the prelude to marriage to bother about
raising the conditions of a trade which it intends
to abandon. As for the sweated, the box-makers to
whom the Wages Board allots 23d. an hour, they
have time to think only of finding enough to eat.

It is not that women are incapable of sticking to-
gether; in occasional sharp strikes (which are pitiful
because so ragged, so. unorganized) they show a
splendid capacity for this. But in the end they do
not stand together as well as men, and one reason,
I expect, is their individualistic training, the ancient
tradition that each woman’s job is to catch a man.
Work is just a painful necessity which enables them
With
men, it is always more or less a career, and so men
have had to organize the trades or professions so
important in their lives. They have had to sacrifice

'some of their individuality, while women remain

anarchists; women are still more capable of self-
sacrifice than of co-operation. Men being infinitely
more law-abiding are infinitely more effective in con-
flict; to force they oppose force, while women oppose
spasm. Even during the war this has been marked:
I do not know of a single case where female muni-

tion workers have formed a union; at any rate, there -

have been no organized strikes. A union which
never runs a strike is a sword of lead. -

It follows that at the end of the war aﬁ_q:nosb of '
- female labour will seek employment at any -price,

~
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undercutting itself and undercutting men; the home
habit will have been 'broken and the determination
to earn wages will eventually tend to lower wages.
There will be alleviations, such as the posts left
open by the dead; there will be the gaps caused by
male emigration; there is also the fact that many
women have been handling good wages: unable to
continue doing so, many will become prostitutes.
But all this in figures such as those with which we
deal does not amount to anything; we still have to
count with a gréa.t mass of incoherent, greedy labour.

I do mot think any clear aims can be drawn from
women by war, for sane thinking is not brought about

—

%
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“Don’t get excited!”
—Murphy, in Chicago Examiner.,

Uncie Sam:

by fighting, and still less will it be brought out by
reading about fighting. Broadly, men may emerge
from this war rough as football players and women
as hysterical as the people who look on at the match.
This does not mean that.women workers will not
have learnt self-reliance: certainly every well-paid
woman worker tends to become the “clear-eyed,
weather‘beaten, ete.,” but that is not an effect of
war. I agree that the female omnibus conductor has
more opportunity than a sherthand-writer of becom-
ing weather-beaten and possibly clear-eyed. Only,
that is an effect of work, not an effect of war; work
is work, and I know from personal experience that
there is nothing warlike in a shell factory. Shells
at rest are neither more nor less murderous in sug-
gestion than sardine tins. The woman who, before
the 'war, earned her living, grew self-reliant enough.
She was merely a little more sweated than she has
recently been. It will be suggested that the greater
number of self-reliant women is bound to affect
modern conditions, but the fact remains that before
the war there were already millions of self-reliant
women, and yet, with all their advertised qualities,
they seemed to do very little but undercut each
other and meekly tolerate the reduction of piece-
rates. The self-reliance of women contains little
fellowship, it is only reliance on self. If, therefors,
the quality of self-reliance indeed becomes more
prominent among women, it is likely to prove their
undoing; it will produce millions of additional
egotists, millions of women with a strongly de-
veloped sense of their individual worth, their indi-
vidual desires.

¢CLURE’S for March contains the philosophy of
Muldoon, the remarkable old physical-culturist,
trainer of boxing:men and wrestlers and regenerator
of tired business men. Muldoon makes a dead set
on smoking—especially cigarettes. Any pupil or
patient of his must uncompromisingly cut out cigar-

‘ettes. Having got the smoke habit regulated, Mul-

doon proceeds to build up the nervous system.
Munsey’s for March contains a novel by Alan Sulk
livan, Canadian writer, whose work freauently
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Preacher-Poet Heralds
New Literary School

» Stringer and Harvey

O’Higgins once worked on the reportorial staffs

of the local newspapers. Here have also resided

in their younger days many other writers, actors,
musicians, composers and painters now famous, and
itself on. its reputation as an intellectual

N London, Ont., they will tell you with a good
I deal of pride that Arthur

priding

If the activities of the Rev. Robert W. Norwood carry
out some of his admirers’ expectations, London, Ont,,
will be the Boston of Canada.

centre, the town is a famous stamping-ground for
John Cowper Powys, Earle Barnes, and others of
the type.

Now, in “London in the woods,” as it used to be
poetically called to distiniguish it from its mighty
namesake over the sea, there is a remarkable re-
nascence of literary and. intellectual activity, the
central figure of which is an Anglican rector who
came from Quebec in 1912 to take charge of Cronyn
Memorial Church. The author of three volumes of
verse already published, two shortly forthcoming
volumes and a number of plays, Rev. Robert W. Nor-
wood has gathered about him a following of authors,
magazine writers, teachers and others whose local
activities have been referred to by newspaper writers
as “building a new Olympus,” the remarkable pro-
eress of the coterie promising to make London the
“Boston of the Northland.”

A newly organized “London Literary Club” an-
rounces as its sphere of usefulness the according
of modern verse-wrters the full recognition of their
nierits unshadowed by the homage that conventional
literary critics lavish on the dead poets of the past.
The president of the organization, Dr. E. E. Braith-
waite, is also president of the Western University
of London, Ont., and the interests and activities of
the club and university are being closely connected
up. Miss May Wilson, a novelist who has chosen ag
@an especial field the characterigtic of rural Ontario

Is London, Ont. to be the Boston of Canada ? By Verne Dewitt Powell
Why Did Stringer Go Back on the Muses ?

The Editor Has a Moment With a Poet.

Why Have We No Canadian Masefield ?

life, is vice-president, and Rev. Mr. Norwood, the
poet-preacher, is an active member of the advisory
committee,r and a dozen other writers with from one
to six volumes of verse or fiction as monuments to
their industry are members. Among the London
writers interested are Rev. A. P. McKibbon (Mack
Cloie), Mrs. (Rev.) D. C. MacGregor (Marion Keith),
Peter McArthur, a former New York journalist, now
the “sage of Ekfrid,” where, like Horace of old, he
has a kind of Sabine farm; Dr. H. A. Mc¢Callum, dean
of the medical department of the local university
and noted for his advocacy of mental healing, bread
diet, nutrition - treatment and other doctrines not
usually held to by leaders of allopathic medicine;
Miss Grace Blackburn (Fanfan), reputed to be the
greatest Canadian dramatic critic and also a writer
of vers libre, and a score of lesser Olympians who
some day hope to spur their spirited Pegasus ito the
mountain top.

Born at Christ Church rectory, New Ross, Nova
Scotia, March 27, 1874, Mr. Norwood was educated
at Bishop’s College, Lennoxville, Quebec, and King’s
College, Windsor, N.S., where his professor of litera-
ture was the Canadian poet, Charles G. D. Roberts.
He is a son of Rev. Joseph W. Norwood. Already
he has published “Paul to Timothy,” “His Lady of
the Sonnets” and “The Witch of Endor,” favourably
received last year by the critics. He has now ready
for publication *“The Modernist” and ‘Rahab,” two
additional volumes of verse. A number of his plays,
something of the Maeterlinck “Blue Bird” type, have
been_ produced by a local dramatic company with
favourable receptions, among them two charming
child-fairy plays, “Curly Locks” and “Jumbo.”

An ‘exponent of “New Thought” and the “New
Theology,” Rev. Mr. Norwood, soon after coming to
London, leaped into fame as ‘an insurgent minister,
and although his denomination is regarded as the
most conservative in Canada, he throngs his church
twice on every Sunday with an overflow audience of
theosophists, New Thoughtists, Vedantists, Bahaists
and other latter day non-conformists.

His lectures on “The New Movement” and ‘“The
New Thought” in Canadian poetry have attracted
wide attention, and his reference to the “Spoon
River Anthology” as one of the “worst abominations”
ever printed, threw the local admirers of Edgar Lee
Masters into @ wveritable panic. “The unity of all
life,” “the brotherhood of man,” cosmic conscious-
ness and other ideals and dogmas of New Thought
psychology and transcendental idealism are shown
to abound in the writing of Canadian poets like Dr,
Albert D. Watson, a Toronto physician; Helena Cole-
man, Albert Stafford, Ethelwyn Wetherald, Lloyd
Roberts, Bliss Carman and the other maritimers.
Dr. Watson is heralded as the greatest of the new

‘Canadian writers, 'but to an 18-year-old London girl,

Miss Hilda Hooke, Mr. Norwood awards
gtricted field of laurels and styles her “the
of them all.”

An enthusiastic admdrer of the late Rupert Brooke,
Mr, Norwood finds in many of the Canadian poets still
living ih Canada, unlike Carman, Stringer, and
C. G. D. Roberts, who have hied them away to the
United States, equals of the distinguished English
writer who died of wounds at the Dardanelles.
“Canada is great in poets, artists, painters and musi-
cians, because her people at heart are poets,” he
declares.

Some day, when Mr. Norwood has concluded with
the new ‘Canadian school, he will perhaps extend his
field of criticism and pass judgment upon the New

an unre-
greatest

Have You a Poet in Your Town ?

Thought poets of the United States, Ella Wheeler
Wilcox, Edwin Markham, William Rose Bent, Hel"ber
Kaufman, Robert Loveman, Nixon Waterman, and
the rest.

Singularly conducive to mourishing the new Ne¥ =
Thought school is the soil of London, for heré De
Richard Maurice Bucke, friend of Walt Whitman .and
Horace Traubel, 'wrote his “Cosmic Consmousneﬁs'
which has ever since been to New Thought wha!
Mrs. Eddy’s “Science and Health” is to (Christit®
Science.

W : AV—

Why Did Stringer Go
Back on the Muses ?

™ :

ROBABLY the magjority of people who {read
P Arthur Stringer’s novelvs and - short Swﬂei
never knew that he was /orrgmsally a poet. :ﬂ
he was. Had he remained in poetry for a l'ivell!n”
he would have been dead now. Yet he wrote 5
very auspicious poetry. In fact, it's only a""’““tt
year since his latest volume of verse came
headed Open Water. He had ,previously pu."l‘”s‘h
& [book of resounding poems ‘called, I think, HesP!
And it was in reference to this earlier, more Hoﬁl‘ﬂem
and by mo means cynical volume of verse that
old author friend, Arthur MacFarlane, wrote su
glowing eulogy of Stringer’s affairs with the 2 W"Sr
MacFarlane detected in Stringer the promise
potency of great poetics. %

Well, of course, no man with an Ontario ‘Su'mml-,
farm and a New York establishment both 02
hands could afford to be stigmatized as a mere &
Stringer was busy grinding out ten-cent-a- word .
stories, movie yarns and exciting,
riovels to waste more than the thin edge of hi
making poems. As a prosesproducer—but 4
prose >—Stninger has made a ‘wide reputation %J
good bit of money. He has absented himself _.“@
the springs of Helicon and has gone Wi'ffh"u‘t

=

The Indian-Canadian poet, Pauline JO""‘”:’ :
death anniversary is Tuesday nex



%en boys. He has given up, very likely for good,
once-holy communion with the immortals, In
> his Open Water book of verse indicates that
had got tired of the juvenile, ‘highsounding
eric stuff and wanted his verses to do savage,
ehSe things without any referemce to music.
© Doems just showed what yeans of criminal
dwriting can do to a man’s affairs with the
8. I don’t mean to say that fS‘brjimger’ss story-
lting has made him a criminal. But he has created
lot -of criminal characters, none of which in the
t resembles himself. Had he stuck to poetry,
' could have stayed away from the criminals. Bui
magine he prefers the crooks. A man who has
Homeric sense of poetry  in himgself is sure
86t weary of trying to decorate New York with it.
_‘.t City of gamblers and skyscrapers, harlots and
: Topists, is enough to play hob with any man’s
"€ of pure poetry. Once you strike New York on
Citizen you bid farewell to the simplicities of corn-
land. No poet ever lived in New York who wrote
Doems about that city. The thing can’t be
- It would be easier in Chicago. Bliss Carman
- from the Maritime Provinces to New York
' Temained a poet, But he had to declare himself
Mkﬂ'upft and he didn't write poems about New
Of course Carman is the kind of poet that
St it Dossibly be lured away from poetry. Stringer
different. After he got rid of his first book, Silver
Y, with the little verses at the heads of the
©rS, he began to shuffle off the immortal
of Doetry. He may have been quiletly sorry many
But even an author must live, it seems.
breferred criminal stories and a good in-
% vast poems and a garret. Already in his
 Years of New York, when that city was much
5 like Montreal or Toronto than it is mow, he
DUt in some apprenticeship at hand-cooked
lor meals along with MacFarlane and Harvey
i S. He had tried his hand at newspaper work
SY and religious editor—afiter leaving the Mont-
Herald. Office work didn’t suit him. Poetry
®d him. He (became a literary New Yorker,
f the large army of five-cent-a-worders—and
: whio do their best to balance Wall Street
™0 a nival show to the Metropolitan Opera.
'€ remained in a garret-it would have been the
Of a skyscraper; amd that particular way of
up in the clouds does not cause a man to
Doetry,
‘only reason we can give for preferring to see
Témain & poet is, that thereby he might
T®Mmained a Canadian. Poetry is the kind of
%ﬂ in its purest form carries a man perennially
his boyhood. If a man hasn’t felt the desire
4 Doet before he begins to shave, he will prob-
T get it. Having once got the desire he
el into the middle of nowhere and never
'ﬂhﬁ} magic of the scene where first he learned
the thrill of nature craving for to make him
If the first call of the great world of nature
) & man in a Canadian slashing with frog-
burning log heaps all around him, he may
L his days, and his money in riotous living
ork—which is about as far from simple
any place we know about—but he will
that log slashing. And if he tries to
that dsm’t just flubdub gathered from the
Il be a Canadian no matter where he
€n_in the peaks of the Himalayas, or in
©of New York.

nted‘"‘!A Canadi&n’
- Masefield

ere a dummy nation instead of a real
Would be a lot of things improved.
d uncover it on your dining-room table
look it over—and stick a new railroad
And-such a direction, and cut a canal -
—rever you liked, and if you got mad at
States you could make a wall of plasticine -
- commumications by a mere pinch of
thump, A great many improvements in
Wight be made, too—Cabinets and Prime
ed to order and moved or removed at
‘We should have a Canadian Mase-
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field and a Canadian Tenmyson off-hand, and a ‘Cana-
dian John Galsworthy, who would NOT write pot-
boilers for American magazines, but would live on
air and write plays and odes.

Happily this isn’t .a dummy nation. Fortunately
it is not the kind of thing we can spoil by hands. We
have, I admit, a “Canadian Kipling”—in whose room
and sfead I 'would a great deal rather have Robert W.
Service—himself and ncbody else. But our equip-
ment with replicas stops about there—so far as I can
recall at the moment—and thank Heaven for it! A
Canadian Masefield!—sighs somebody who has just
finished reading Jomply! Rubbish! It will be a
long time before we have any poets approaching
Masefield, or if, by accident, they are born here, they
will be driven by cruel starvation to earn their salt,
like Bliss Carman, in New York, or London. Poets
we have—some of them indigenous like the late poet
Sabine, of Toronto, and some of them borrowed-
blossoms, like Norwood, of London Qv =1t
they live in Canada it is by the grace of God or
their cwn two fists, and not because Canada loves
poetry. Canada has, or hopes it has, as much taste
for good verse as any nation, but, like the youngster
who would have fallen in love with the ribbon clerk,
had he had time—Canada is too busy. Snuch poetry

No Masefield in Canada—yet.

as we have, and can expect for a long time to come,
is incidental, accidental—sung, as it were, on snatched
breaths between the more prosaic business of carry-
ing hods and washing dishes.

Rises now some irate person in the audience and
throws me a verse of Lampman, or Bliss Carman,
or one of Scott’s or Campbell’s or Stringer’s or
Service. Or—horrible dictu—sends me a copy of a
recent Anthology of Canadian verse, or quotes dear
old Doc. Logan, who discovers a new renaissance in
Canadian poetry with every leapsyear. Rubbish!
These things prove nothing but the “incidental and
accidental” part of my main thesis, and the anth-
ologies and perennial (hardy) renaissances indicate
only that somebody had nothing better to do than
diddle this stuff iogether with some smug “culture”
for binding paste. Father Dollard ebulates in the
editorial page of the Globe, and the editor of the
anthology above referred to—name mislaid—burbles
like a he-hen about some new poetess he’s found in
London. Of course there are poets and poetesses
in the country, and of course it’s a decent and charit-
able thing to drag them out of their privacy like
crocuses before they are ready to burst the mould.
We are so unpoetic that we positively hew our poets
out of themselves, making them self conscious and
perhaps self-satisfied long before their time. Lamp-
man is forgotten already, save by a precious few
lamp-tenders. Not two thousand Canadians know
there is such a man as Wilfrid Campbell. Canada
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as a nation is too busy and too practical for poetry,
Our standards are, and must be for a long time,
outside standards. Our poets in the long run must
measure up against British and American poets. In
so far as their work is true art and universal—well
and good. TIn so far as it expresses some local edition
of Canadian thought or feeeling—ditto. But just
as it is too early to look for a homogeneous Canadian
social fabric. So also is it foolish to look for real
Canadian poets and poetry—as yet.

The Poet and the Editor

OOK through the Ottawa Blue books from be-
ginming to end and you will find no record of
the output of poetry in Canada. Everything

else is listed—somewhere or other—even to the
annual yield of babies in the various provinces, It
is possible to find with very little trouble, the record
number of barrel staves, saw logs, or patent medi-
cines, and yet the yield wof poetry—perhaps the
largest crop in the country outside of wheat and
oats—hasn’t even a column to itself in exports,

You, reader, may not believe there is this large
yield of poetry in Canada. You may even g0 so far
as to look me straight in the eye and say you yourself
have never written any, never toyed with rhymes
nor thought how sick you might make Tennyson look
if you ever made up your mind to take poetry
sericusly and give up the hardware business. Be
that as it may; your modesty and untruth be upon
your own head. If you are not an embryo poet, and
if you don’t know the enormousness—so to speak-—
of the output, you have obviously never worked in
a mewspaper office, or graced an editorial chair.
Judging by what the post office delivers to this desk
every day in the year, except Sundays and Holidays,
there is a poet in every city, town, village and hamlet
in Canada. _

We once received in this 'olfice_a very good piece
of verse from a new poet. We examined it carefully
to make sure it hadn’t been picked in the Golden
Treasury of Verse—whence a good many of our
would-be singers take more than inspiration—and
we sent the MS cver to the printers to be set up by
our foreman, who is also a poet and composeé_ right
on his “stick.” Weeks pagsed, but with no oppor-
tunity of fitting the poem into the paper. It was
spoken of in the editorial rooms frequently., The
tenderness, softly glowing beauty and quiet music of
the composition had impressed everyone, and we
speculated as to the kind of a person who had written
the thing. The writing, a bit tremulous and old-
fashioned, might have been committed by either
sex. .

But one day, before we had used the poem, a
member of the staff was stranded ‘tween trains in
this town, and to while away the time he sought
“B. T. Dothert” (that is mot the real name). It
seemed to him worth while looking up the person
who had written the poem—and it wast B, T,
Dothert was the livery stable keeper in that town,
There was no other Dothert. and na athor D m
the first shock 'had passed our representative
approached the livery stable Keeper ang ‘
name and business.

“Wawe rather like that little poem of yours,” he
said, “and I thought I’d take the opportunity of call-
ing on you and—

“Poem!” retorted the poet, in his best git-to-blazes-
out-of-his-Dan tome. ¥Don't know anything, about
any—any poem.”
© “Aren’t you B. T. Dothert?”

“That’s my name.” ¥

“Didn’t you send a poem on autumn to the Cana-
dian Courier about three months ago?”

“Me—say—" Put he saw skepticism in the eye of
our representative and softened. 'Glancing back into
the stable to make sure no one was listening, he
whispered: “Say, maybe I DID write a little thing
’bout Autumn—but don’t talk about it round here.”

“B-but why not?” :

“Well—well if y* do,” returned B. T. Dothert, with
a snarl in his tone once more, “I'll have to say you’re
crazy, that’s all. Why, man! If I was t’ admit that
I'd written poetry there wouldn’t be the life of a
dog left for me in this town. It’d ruin my business—
besides——" he looked contrite, “I douX do it often.”

Arlswm
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REAT newspaper proprietors—
in Canada at least—do not ex-
press any preference for one
musical composer over an-

other. It is doubtful if there are five
newspaper owners in Canada who
know whether the sleeping-car man,
the baseball player or the composer
of Lohengrin was the greatest Wag-
ner. It appears, however, according
to Henry T. Finck of the New York
Evening Post, that Joseph Pulitzer,
founder of the New York World, in
bequeathing $150,000 to the Philhar-
monic Orchestra of New York express-
ed a wish that as much attention as
possible should be devoted to Beet-
hoven, Wagner and Liszt. Note the
Teutonic flavor. Pulitzer was of Ger-
man extraction, if not birth. But his
paper is no pro-German.

Mr. Finck reviews in The Nation
the 76th anniversary of the' Philhar-
monic Society, and in so doing traces
in a very interesting way the story
of the great works and the great con-
ductors on which the Society was
built. He also pays a fresh compli-
ment to the Mendelssohn Choir in
speaking of the work done at the
Jubilee . by Dr. Wolle’'s Choir from
Bethlehem, Pa.:

‘When the Philharmonic Society
gave its first season of concerts, sev-
enty-five years ago, he says, it played
to audiences aggregating about 900
persons. Last season 146 concerts
were given by the same association in
New York and in other cities, and
these were heard by more than 290,
000 persons. Accordingly the Phithar-
monic devoted last Thursday, Friday,
Saturday, and Sunday to four jubilee
concerts which included .some inter-
esting features. The first of these con-
certs had what is now known as a
‘“Pulitzer programme’”; that is to say,
a programme made up of pieces by
Beethoven, Wagner, and Liszt, the
three fawvourite composers of the late
Joseph Pulitzer. The very first con-
cert given by this Society, in- 1842,
began with Beethoven’s fifth sym-
phony. The first of its great con-
ductors, Carl Bergmann, was a de-
voted missionary for Wagner. When
some one told him that the people
didn’t like Wagner’s music, he an-
swered: “Den dey must hear him till
dey do.” He also did a great labour
of love for Liszt, beginning with “Les
, Preludes,” in 1859. ‘It was he,” says
Mr. Krehbiel, in his history of this
. association, “who first brought his or-
chestral compositions to performance
by the Society, and gave them many
repetitions, so that they have come
to be especially characteristic of the
Philharmonic’s repertory.” -

At the first of the jubilee concerts
Liszt was represented by his “Faust”
symphony, Beethoven by his third
“Leonore” overture and his song, “Na-
ture’s Praise of God,” arranged for
male chorus and sung by the Men-
delssohn Glee Club (which also co-
operated in the “Faust”); and Wag-
ner by his pompous but empty ‘“Cen-
tennial March,” which was written for
Theodore Thomas’s use at the Phil-
adelphia Exposition in 1876. Wagner
himself “sized up” this march well
when he declared that the best thing
about it was the $5,000 he got for it.
To Theadore Thomas he justified his
demand for so large a sum by refer-
ring to the $100,000 Verdi had receiv-
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A NEWSPAPER-MAN'S ORCHESTRA

Story of the New York Philharmonic Orchestra, the hobby
of Joseph Pulitzer, Founder of the New York World

" AN FLEKTRASALOMECALPENSINFONIC.

How a cartoonist in Jugénd, a well-known German comic, hit' off R'ichard

Strauss’ orchestration years before the war.

Note the siege guns and the

explosions. Oh gentle Germany!

ed for his “Requiem.”

By way of calling attention to the
fact that the Philharmonic has been
hospitable to French composers and
alse to Americans, the second of the
jubilee programmes was devoted to
the second symphony of Saint-Saens,
Paul Dukas's “L’Apprenti Sorcier,”
MacDowell’s “Indian Suite,” in which
the red man’s music is made so admir-
ably to serve the white man’s pur-
pose, and the Symphonic Fantasie of
one of the younger American com-
posers, Henry Hadley. The third pro-
gramme included the fifth of Beel-
hoven’s symphonies, with which the
Philharmonic had made its debut in
1842. It was preceded by one of the
most interesting performances ever
heard in New York-—the singing of
several of Bach’s chorals and four
parts of his great B minor Mass by
Dr. Wolle’s superb Bach Choir brought
here from Bethlehem, Pa., through the
generosity of Charles M. Schwab. It
was probably the first time this unique
choir had been heard outside of Beth-
lehem; it was certainly the first time
in New York that lovers of choral
music had heard such thrilling choir
singing, except when the Mendelssohn
Choir of Toronto:came here a few
years ago.

Josef - Stramsky has techmically
improved the Philharmonic till it is
second to no orchestra in_ the

world.
and with emotional eloguence, and in
point of variety, contrast, and compre-
hensiveness his programmes leave lit-
tle to be desired.

Many distinguished men have helped
him to build up the Phitharmonic to
its present eminence.
who was surprised by the excellence
of American orchestras, once conduct-
ed his “Ocean Symphony” at a Phil-
harmonic concert. Richard Strauss,
the most prominent composer of our
time, was one of the ‘“guest conduc-
tors” heard by Philharmonic audiences.
Others of these ‘“guests” were Colonne,
Wood, Kogel, Herbert, Weingartner,
Mengelberg, Fiedler, Kunwald, Stein-
bach, all of them world-famed. Neuen-
dorf, as well as Leopold: and Walter
Damrosch, held the post only a year
each, Paur remained four years; but
the three greatest of the Philharmonic
conductors of the past were Theodore
Thomas, Anton Seidl, and Gustav Mati-
ler. When Mahler came the Society
was already in a position to reward
him properly for his work. But with
Seidl and Thomas the hard work they
did for the elevation of musical taste
through the Philharmonic was largely
a labour of love. In 1880 Thomas’s
share of the profits was $1,500; There
were times, too, when, as he once
wrote, he had enough work every
twenty-four hours “to kill tl;e -average

\

He conducts with aumority

: HE great hall was filled to ovet™
; I . flowing ~with amn expectant

Rubinstein, .

man.” Stransky might say that of
himself to-day, but he gets nearly
twenty times as much for it as Thomas
did at that date. The price of con-
ductors went up long before the war.

Borouski Appreciates.
ELIX Borouski writes concerning
the resignation of Dr. Vogt from
the baton of the Mendelssohn Choir:

“So remarkable have been its ac-
complishments that thousands of peo-
ple in American as well as Canadian
cities who have flattered themselves
that they knew what choral singing
meant, discovered, after they had
made the acquaintance of Dr. Vogt's
choristers, that, for the first time, they =
had learnt much about its art that
they never had known before.

“The Mendelssohn Choir came tO
Chicago in 1909, and it presented some
concerts in Orchestra Hall, in con- =
junction with the Chicago Symphony
Orchestra. ‘What was sung at that
time and the marvelous perfection of -
the singing is doubtless well remen-
bered by music lovers in this com-=
munity. It was realized that that per-
fection was not due to any phenomenal
quality in Canadian voices, but to thé
skill in training and in organization
of the man who had founded the choil
and who had made it what it was.”

A Sense of Justice,
_ “That parrot I bought uses violent
language.” :

“Lady,” replied the dealer, “I won't
deny that he does swear some. But
you must give him credit for the fact
that he doesnt drink nor gamble.’—
v, oi~imetion Star. :

Music Hath Charms

e~

A correspondent, disagreeing with
what a magazine writer said abouf
JFritz Kreisler’s views on music and
war as related in  the Canadiai
Courier, sends the following odd st
ette to illustrate her own ideas on
subject.

throng, largely of- Teutoni€
mould, eagerty awaiting tH®
appearance of the wonderful viol:n:st:
How happy and caretree they 100K
with no thought, save of pepugnanc®
to the awful war against humanityr
being waged by their one-time country
And what a marvellously clever coua™
try it was, but to those who had bee?
born there, and who had suffered the
tortures inflicted by the military, ther®
always came at the murder ‘of thes
Marne a shudder with a feeling :
loathing, such as comes to an indi
vidual who has been driven from ho
by the actions of a cruel and U™
serupulous parent. Were bhat‘l{‘omag
attacked, how the individual would ﬂi
to protect it, but not to assist in stil
more awful deeds of violence als
aggression emanating therefrom.
The curtains parted. The be‘lo”je
musician stood before them, and *
hall shook with applause., The goUITE
are hushed and there steals to th 10
the still small notes of an eXqW®r
largo bringing a rapturous calm: 1
andante follows, seeming to Hft on
to different realms, and then fI&%
they are swept into an allegro swe
as they had mever thought of-
ovation cartes the whole audie®
(Concluded on page 24)

LELE
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Mment for the
buﬂding of small-
‘8,‘ d mooden vessels
% Maritime opinion

says

e

be imz:ube boiler en route from a Toronto firm
s -"ed in a steel steamer built by the Nova
'_‘“t'a Steel Co., at New Glasgow, N.S.

Gonie, . shipbuilding is always a bone of
ing] ?nt_‘1‘0n.~ Just at present it is an exceed-
.-m;z’ live issue in various parts of Canada,
in g, he Al_’aci!ﬁc, on: the great lakes, -at Mont-
alg, “co'e .M&Piti'me Provinces. From letters, edi-
Dhot, Dies of resolutions, speeches by M.P.s
“Olrjg, tﬁgralp?bs recently sent ' to the Canadian
O be . '° Shipbuilding industries of Canada seem
”‘Mﬁ“}-l. "naf‘ticul:él' interest in the east. This is
g :.é ‘t;fj.pve‘sent,,the shipping of several con-
f@ ‘Yiverted to Halifax as a port of call for
e‘lps during the submarine war. Cerman
4 a;‘ank more shipping in the month of Feb-
Vargg in?°“1'd’ ordinarily be built in Canadian
Ve be Several years. None of this happens
®I Canadian shipping. But Canadian ves-

kS 'nee'n Sunk by submarines. More of them
A Sitar (_Jan.ad'a, according to her population,
! ey . an interest in the shipping crisis of the
gy, NY other nation. We are naturally a
T we @ogt’ COu_ntry‘ We built ships long before
T te, D?allrie farms or had a National Policy
Anadian industries. We built ships long
'Whe:d a Car}avdlixan Parliament. There was
ore i the ships of this country were rela-

Mportant than any other enterprise.

OFESETTING T
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Ship Iron Workers in the Blacksmith: Section of the
Liverpool Coal and Supply Co., N.S.

»

That was in the days of wood. Now in the age
of iron and steel the shipbuilding industry has been
largely transformed. But Canada is as well equipped
in raw. materials for: modern shipbuilding as she
was for the building of wooden hulls. And with
unlimited iron and steel, with unsurpassed harbours,
dockage and shipyard facilities, the building of
‘wooden ships is as important to Canada to-day—
or should be—as it was in the days of old.

How important it is considered' by Maritimers to
develop our shipbuilding industries in a time of
world-destruction of ships by submarines is inti-
mated by a speech delivered in the Canadian House
of Commons on Jan. 19, 1917, by Sir Donald Nichol-
son, M.P. for Queen’s, P.EJI. ‘The member for
Queen’s said: :

The merchant marine of Canada, from holding fourth
place in the world—some contend third place—has
greatly degenerated, and to-day I am well informed that
the Scandinavian flag has supplanted the flag of the
British in regard to the merchant marine on the seven
seas.

In the Canadian Rajlway and Marine World for Octo-
ber, 1916, appears a long article entitled, ‘“The Dominion
Government Asked to Start Ocean Shipbuilding.’ . The
Quebec Board of Trade in their action affirmed that
they thought it would be wise for the Government to
take their initiative and build six or more commercial
steamships of eight %or ten thousand tonnage each, say
two at Montreal, two at Quebec and two in the Mari-
time Provinces, on the basis of. the cost of labour and
material, plus a reasonable percentage for the builder.
By doing this, they would introduce an element of com-
petition and at the same time establish a basis of cost
to guide them in the legislation necessary to establish
this most important industry.

I could easily refer to statistics, which show that the
United States shipyards had at that time on the stocks
three hundred and sixty-eight steel steamships, aggre-
gating more than one million tons, and that ‘there are
more than twice that number of ships carrying the
Stars and Stripes than there were before the war. If
they can do this, with wages for shipwrights as high as
seventy-five cents an hour, surely we can do much
better with the more moderate scale of wages prevailing
in Canada.

Shipbuilding is bonused in Norway, Russia, British
Columbia, England, Newfoundland, and the TUnited
States, and I suppose in all the great nations. So for -

the good of Canada, its future and its continued pros-
perity, 1 trust the matter will be seriously considered
by the House.

The Prince Edward Island Patriot comes at the
problem editorially—as it often does. In its issue
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HE SUBMARINES

Canadian Shipbuilders are Helping to Mend up the Loss of 400,000
Tons Shipping in the Month of February

Of 22 ships now
being built in Can-
adian shipvards, 20
are said to be build-
ing for Norwegian
crews to sail from

Norwegian ports

Skeleton of a Hull built by the Nova Scotia Steel Co.
at New Glasgow, N.S.

of Feb. 15 the Patriot says:

At present theére are at least six Norwegian ships in
course of construction at Montreal, and it is doubtful if
there is one Canadian steamer of any size. There are
now twenty-two ships being built in Canada, twenty for
the Norwegians and two for the United States. A mer-
cantile marine could be and should be built in Canadian
vards, for if we can build them for other countries we
can build them for ourselves.

Again, we note that during the past year two different

- groups of capitalists have been investigating conditions

in Halifax for the purpose of building another drydock
and shipbuilding plant there. “It is understood,” says
'a Halifax despatch to the Star, “that these two groups
expected. to get the usual drydock subsidy from the
Dominion Government, and to construct a shipbuilding
plant in addition to the drydock.

Now, is it possible that, while other parts of Canada
are becoming alive to the situation that now presents
itself in favour of shipbuilding, no movement, either
private or public, has vet been made in the Province of
Prince Edward Island on this matter? Surely it is the
duty of the local Government and the Federal repre-
sentatives to interest themselves in this matter, and to
bring before the Dominion Government the necessity of
encouraging in a substantial manner the establishment
of a shipbuilding plant and the building of ships in this
province,

Again we note that at the amnual meeting of the
Alberton and West Prince Board of Trade on Jan,
17, 1917, a drastic unanimous resolution was passed
in favor of bonusing Canadian-built wooden ships.
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The resolution’s preamble stated that for 1915 only
246 vessels, aggregating 18,832 tons, were built in
Canada; that the Canadian Government would offer
no encouragement to Canadian’built vessels of less
than 3,000 tons; that the said Government used its
influence with the Imperial Government to allow
Norway to build ships in Canada, and permitted all
material for the building of such Norwegian ships
to enter Canada duty free up to 99 per cent.; that
all our large shipyards with subsidiary and subsi-
dized drydocks are filled with Norwegian ships be-
ing built under long contracts to replace Norway’s
merchant marine destroyed by war, and that the
building of such foreign-sailed ships, even when
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Canada is Part of the
New World

By Doowle Senoj

»

United States and
Ourselves

By A. W, Martin

b CANADA PART OF THE NEW WORLD:

Winnipeg, February 12, 1917.
Dear Mr. Editor:

1 read my Courier this week with probably more
than usual interest, chiefly on account of your
article, “Canada Not in the New World.”

At once a spirit of indignation seemed to rise
within me—you know the feeling—they call it
patriotism. I was indignant because of Mr. Wilson’s
absolute disregard for Canada, in his somewhat
amusing discourse on the final peace, which he has
fond hopes will be left to the Great Republic and
probably the President of Mexico, to design. But
my feelings soon changed; and in spite of the fact
that they tell us that first thoughts are best, I am
inclined to believe that my second survey is, to a
finer degree, correct—that the President’s disregard
for the presence in the New World of that sister
state of the world’s greatest Empire, who is playing
such a dominant part in the great theatre of war
at this vital moment of the stupendous world drama,

. was nothing new, but merely a -recreation, or more

correctly, a new translation of that sublime disre-
gard by Uncle Sam of the fact that Canada does
and will play a pre-eminent part in the affairs of
the nations.

Ever since the days of 1783, when the thirteen
colonies threw off the so-called “‘yoke of tyranny”
and introduced to the nations of the world the great
“United States,” the peoples of that portion of
America have regarded the (Canadians with a sort
of cynical disdain savoured with a decided sympa-
thy. They look upon Canada as a barren waste of
prairie and of forest that is of little use to any one
and of little value for anything-—and, sir, what sur-
prises me most is the ignorance, for I can call it
nothing else, of its people concerning what lies be-

~ yond the SQmewha,t narrow borders of the forty-

eight states.

I was talking the other day in New York with a
resident of Nebragska. He seemed to be a well-
educated, well-informed man, and from his conver-
sation I judged that he had done a fair amount of
moving around the republic.

“Oh, you're from Canada,” he exclaimed: *“I
know a chap up there. He used to work for me
down on my fruit farm in Florida. If I remember
rightly his name is Barnes. Ever run across him?”

1 at once saw only another example of what I
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owned and operated by English firms, lessens Can-
ada’s aid to the Empire in providing ships and sea-
power. The resolution is as follows: 5

Believing that the time has fully arrived when Can-
ada’s Government should immediately bonus the wooden
shipbuilding industry of this province for at least $20.00
a ton for a period of fifteen or twenty years, similar to
the subsidy of $20.00 granted by the colony of Newfound-
land, bonds for said subsidy or loans to our shipbuilders,
and to be issued for five or ten years, or until after the
war.

Whereas, there is an abundance of good material for
vessel building in our own province, which would make
employment for our own people in winter, also for our
returned soldiers, and so revive an important industry,
which has been lost to us for some years.

endeavoured to point out to you in the foregoing.

This is not an unusual occurrence. It is happen-
ing every day, and now when the first man of the
republic, the President himself, forgets our pres-
ence in the New World, it seems improbable that
conditions are likely to improve.

In their execution of this tradition, for it is not
alone an idea of this generation, they disregard to
an entirety the extent to which they depend on
Canada for an almost incalculable amount of the
things that go- to make their republic as complete
as they would have us believe it is.

From where comes the millions of bushels of
“Number One Hard” thaf they find it necessary to
import each year? From Canada.

From where those tons of nickel and other
metals, to say nothing of timber and pulp wood,
that Uncle Sam requires? From-nowhere else but
Canada; and so I could go on, but your space is
valuable, as is my time, and I do not care to re-
mind you of the things of which are already aware.

The United States has stood aloof while the Old
World has been undergoing the most vital “repairs,”
both from the physical and the political standpoint,
and now when she, along with the other casual
observers, has come to the conclusion that the
climax is about to be reached, begins to talk about
how Mr. Wilson, along with the South American Re-
publics, will divide Europe and any other spoils of
the great war that happen to appear to be without
an owner when the smoke has cleared away.

I am in hearty accord with the theory that no
peace will be lasting unless the New World has a
hand in the moulding of it; but where I cannot
agree with Mr. Wilson is in the statement that the
United States and her co-republics are to be thae
representatives for America in the Peace. Confer-
ence. Not United States, not Brazil, not Bolivia,
but Canada will be the first member for America in
the Parliament for Peace.

If Uncle Sam calls out his war-dogs; if he places

the Star<Spangled Banner beside the Union Jack

and her allied flags and bids his bravest sons go
forth to fight for that peace that he has wasted so
much time talking about, then he, too, can raise his
voice at that Peace Council and have his say in the
moulding of that peace.

That, in importance and consequently in pre-
eminence, Canada, in the eyes of the world, has been

Lave ‘bel@eved for a i\mg @m‘e,‘_jand what I have - steadily increasing since the advent of the war, is

Whereas, by the building of 300-ton coasting seficoners;
along with smaller crafts for local trade, this wivker, W
could and would be aiding the Bmpire in her life stroggle

that lumber, pit props, fish and other product
are_ badly needed in the Motherland and by our Allies,
as well as return cargoes and other material for out
own people’s use; that vessels of the tonnage above
mentioned would very materially aid.

Whereas, we move, that an Advisory Board be ap==
pointed, without further delay, for the Province @
Prince Bdward Island, for our own coastwise shipping
shipbuilders and seamen, similar to the Fisheries Board.

Resolved that copies of this resolution be sent to M.P.
and Senators from Prince Edward Island at Ottawa, alsd
Sir R. L. Borden, Sir Wilfrid Laurier, Sir George K. Fos*
ter, Robert Rogers, ete.

JAMES E. BIRCH, Secretarye®

The $3,000,000
Joke

By J. D. McLeod, Secretary
Kindersley Board of Trade

t 3

Editor's Note:—Correspondents for B
department will do the editor a favour
they restrict their letters to a maximu
of 600 words., T'wo opinions of 300 wor
each are better than one of 600, 2

evident, and with almost five hundred thousal
stalwart lads under arms and a body of statesm
en route for the great' War Council, Canada as
dominion seems to be fading, and a great, th
bing, striving nation, fighting for the existence
right and justice; and those national liberties th
it has taken the peoples of the world thousands
years to’ gain, seems to be taking her place,
every day brings a new challenge to Uncle S
asking him if he has changed his mind ag to WV
lies beyond the northern extremity of his country:
Yours,
DOOWLE SENOJ

UNITED STATES AND OURSELVES. .

Port Arthur, Feb. 14, 191
Editor, Canadian Courier: ;

I am a reader and admirer of your paper, but
to take exception to statement made by Mr. Bri!
B. Cooke in his article, “Will Mexico Aid B
storff,” issue of February 10, 1917.

Towards the end of the article he says:
does not realize—nor do many Americans—F
Capada has more armed men and more mul
than the United States, and that if we knew
to keep the prisoners we should get we could ¥’
ably spend a most amusing half-day capturing
York.” " et

‘While there is no question about Canada ba¥
more men in training than the United States
think you will find that there are more mi
nifles and more artillery in the U. S. Arsenal
in all of Canada, also more men within ten BO
ride of New York who have had military trait™
than there are in Canada. The European W
demonstrated that one man intrenched cai
back three attempting to advance, and beforé
Cooke and his army were within 10 miles o
York, there would be a well intrenched force of
his number to receive them. Just at present ¢
may have more munitions (in the mi.i'k'fﬂ‘g fm‘_,
in Furope), but this would be useless witho®
guns. I wonder if Mr. Cooke has stopped 10
sider where the material and machinery 0
this ammunition; etc., came from and how 1088
(fanadian railroads and industries run if an
was placed on exports from the U.S.A.

While Mr. Cooke's article was good and
the above statement places Canada in the



boy with his first pair of long trousers.
If Mr. Cooke really wants to demon-
strate that he could capture New York,
1 suggest that he forget about the pris-
. Oners and the rest of level headed Can-
~adians and go down to New York in a
Pullman, tap the Mayor on the shoul-
der and say: “I am Mr. Cooke from
Canada, I have come to capture your
city.”
Yours truly,

A. W. MARTIN.

THE $3,000,000 JOKE.

The Board of Trade,
Kindersley, Sask.,
February 7, 1917.

Bditor, Canadian Courier.

Dear Sir,—In reading your issue of
: 38«3t Wweek I was particularly struck by
tWo statements which I noticed—first,
Your remarks as to live questions
- affecting large territories, such as the
- B. C. ship matter, not being brought
‘_t‘? your attention, and again, in your
editonial section, several references
to the duty of the farmer in 1917 in
€ way of production. -
b I can bring to your attention a
Question which I think is quite as im-
Portant as any in Canada, and as
large too, and furthermore, it affects
5 m1‘t-‘:0t1y the matter of “production and
_€Conomy,” which we hear so much
about now-a-days; the. matter I have
0 mind is the car shortage in the
Se Lake distriet in Saskatchewan

AHA!

SPECULATNG \ R
AGAIN Y[ 4 P" -
N[ B |

“HIS page, please note, is not writ-
__ten for rich folk or for the gal-
. brotherhood of stock-market
Yers who already know—at some
5t to themselves—more about money
; Its vagaries and the stock market,
U ITS vagaries than makes pleas-
Tecollection. This page is ad-
€d to plain folk who are trying
et as far from the hand-to-mouth
of living as possible and who are
© the worse for an occasional tip
M the more experienced. The busi-
S8 of Investicus is to glean such tips

Te is one:
Ve hundred dollars is always a
mark in the career of the per-
ho is saving money. The temp-
9’18. With ONE hundred are numer-
. VAth two hundred they are more
e OUS—but with five hundred,
*etly enough, they are worse than
a8 bad as three hundred. For
hundreqd dollars is usually the sun
tempts the thrifty to buy a
USe. There ARE times when and
Where you can get houses for,
_Smaller initial payments, but they
the risky class. Five hundred
ally the minimum and therefore
St point of attack on the pocket
1€ thrifty man or woman.
e . Vas once a time when four
o€ Der cent. was just about all that
Money could earn without risk.
Se days it usually paid to buy a

i

Pass them on. g ‘
qﬁ on

L whatever payment you could
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and Alberta, along the lines of the
C. N. R. between Rosetown and Cal-
gary.

I do not know what the actual pro-
duction of grain was in this distnict
for the year 1915, but as ship-
ments from the town of Kindersley
exceeded one million bushels, I am
sure I am within the mark when I
place the total production at 15,000,000
bushels. Although the 1916 crop was

damaged to a certain extent by frost

and rust, it was nevertheless a very
heavy wcrop, and will certainly total
10,000,000 bushels.

In 1915 we thought we were experi-
encing a car shortage, when from 50
to 75 per cent. of the grain was still
in farmers’ bins, or in storage in coun-
try elevators, at December 31, 1915.
Conditions were far from ideal, but
nevertheless the bulk of the crop was
shipped before the mid-summer rains
put an end to further hauling. Of
course there are a number of large
farmers who hold quantities varying
from 5,000 to 50,000 bushels of the
1915 crop still on their farms unsold.
The 1915 crop was of uniformly high
grade, and conseguently kept well,
even with the approach of warm
spring weather, but
thousands of bushels rotted on the
ground, simply because of the lack of
car facilities and elevator capacity for
it.

Let us compare the foregoing with
the condition in regard to the 1916
crop: On December 31st, 1916, from
75 to 90 per cent. and in some districts,
even 95 per cent. more of the grain re-

MONEY TO WINDWARD

By $ NMVMESTFOCDS

the same rate as you paid your rent.
In time, you had your house paid for

- and the only charges against it were

taxes, wear and tear and depreciation.
The argument in favour of buying in-
stead of renting was indeed very
strong. ;

But this situation—for the man or
woman with his or her FIRST five
hundred dollars saved up—has chang-
ed. While property is in some cities
being sold at a marked reduction in
price, it follows, that where there is a
fall in price there is usually also a
fall in the rent rate. The inexperi-
enced investor may find therefore that
it is quite as cheap to pay rent as to
buy—that is, having regard always to
the same house in either transaction.
You may think that, say, forty dollars
per month on a five thousand dollar
house is a pretty good rate of inter-
est. It works out at nine and three-

fifths per cent. per annum. But out

of that must come interest and prin-
ciple on mortgages, taxes and insur-
ance and depreciation. It IS cheaper
to buy than to rent in actual cold
figures, and yet, with your initial five
hundred dollars well-invested in some
good stock or bond the chances are
that your net return on your money
is just as high or perhaps higher than
if that money were tied up in a house,

- and in the meantime, though you are
~ paying rent, you are NOT that saddest

nevertheless

; o)
T e

- quietude.

mained in farmers’ bins unsold, and
shipments since the first of the year
have = been absolutely negligible.
Warm weather is approaching, and as
a great deal of the grain is low grade,
it must be gotten dinto terminal ele-
vators for hospital treatment, or it
will rot. There remains less than two
months in which to accomplish what
probably cannot, and most assuredly
will not be done,—to get this low
grade grain shipped and properly
treated. Thousands, even millions of
bushels of grain are insufficiently pro-
tected from the weather and yet an-
other feature affects the situation;
the heavy summer and fall rains have
made hundreds of miles of country
roads axle deep in mud and they con-
tinued in this condition until the frost
came. With the coming of spring,
these roads will be absolutely im-
passable for a month or six weeks, in
fact until about the time our June
rains are due to commence.

The net vesult of the situation
will be that in the entire Goose Lake
territory, probably two and one-half
million bushels of grain that could
otherwise be saved to be of use to the
Empire, will rot. The result in dol-
lars and cents will be a loss of not
less than $3,000,000.

The zolution of the problem would
be the allotting of at least 3,000 cars to
this territory until the grain is gotten
out of it. &

We are told by our friends in East-
ern Saskatchewan and in Winnipeg,
that the condition of affairs in the

(Continued on page 25.)
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of all things in the business world, a
man who is always at the edge of
nothing—property poor.

Put your first five hundred dollars
into a mortgage, or better still, into a
mortgage corporation debenture, or
buy a government war loan bond. This
is a form of security that will net you
decent return, will pay as regularly as
the clock—more regnlarly than some
clocks—and may easily be liquidated
in case of need. When you buy a
house—that is, make your first pay-
ment—with the only money you pos-
sess in the world, you are like a sailor
skirting a lea shore. If a gale blows
up you will find it driving you toward
that lea shore and it may strain you
to keep off, or wreck you. But if you
keep your money in a stock or bond—
something that does not commit you to
future payments or penalty of loss—
it is like having the shore to wind-
ward of your vessel. If the wind in-
creases to dangerous strength, or if
you are under strain at home—sick-
ness or sudden necessity of some sort
—the: money to WINDWARD is your
protection.

Poor people—like Investicus—da
well to keep their first five hundred
free for emergency. It can be made
to earn and what it earns can be set
against the house rent. If you rent
wisely and modestly, and if you invest
the five hundred wisely, you should
come out just as well financially—and
much better in the matter of mental
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Married Women

May open Savings Accounts with
this Conporation end retain control.
A great many ladies are availing
themselves of the convenience and
facilities our Savings Department
affords, and obtaining the advan-
tage of the unexcelled security fur-
nished by this Corporation, com-
bined with the attractive rate of
interest allowed, viz. :—

THREE AND ONE-HALF PER
CENT.

per annum compounded half-yearly.
One of our Deposit Pass Books,
showing an entry to her credit,

y«;)&ﬂdwilf): much appreciated by
CANADA PERMANENT
MORTGAGE CORPORATION
Paid-up Capital ..... $6,000,000.00
Reserve Fund ...... 5,000,000.00
Investments . .. .. ... 32,264,782,81

TORONTO STREET, TORONTO
Established 1855.

Cawthra Mulock & Co.

Members of

Torento Stock Exchange

Brokers

and

Bankers

12 KING STREET EAST
TORONTO, CANADA

CABLE ADDRESS—CAWLOCK, TORONTO

Money in Mortgages
Security selected with com-
pletest precautions by In-
spectors who are salaried—
not paid by commission.

Write for Booklet:—
“Guaranteed Trust Invest-

ments.”’
Dafioral Teust
Gompany - Simifed
Retarve, 11500900

18-22 King Street East

TORONTO
==

Prosperous and Progressive

Up-to-date business methods,
backed by an unbroken record
of fair dealing with ite policy-
holders, have achieved for the
Sun Life of Canada a pheno-
menal growth.

More than 166,000 of its poli-
cies are now in force for assur-
ances totalling over $265,000,
000—much the largest amount
carried by any Canadian life

company.
SUN LIFE

ADA
HeAaD OFF TREAL

STAMPS AND COl&S.

PACKAGU_M%M:«!W

; also offer hundred different
cents. Wo%'mv'&mm

Co., Toromto. 3
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Music Hath Charms

(Concluded from page 20.)

and the violinist together and there is a
gasp as the notes of that great Hymn
of their Fatherland is swept into the
souls of those aliens. They see them-
selves as children in their happy home,
and there is no applause now. Only
a paling of countenance; a stiffening
of muscles, as that almost human cry
wails under the fingers of the skilful
musician., How well he knows how to
reach the hearts of these people; and
the music fell on good ground.

The concert is finished, but the peo-
ple seem loath to leave the hall, and
large numbers of them file slowly out
with grim set faces.

Several heads of big affairs, voicing
the feelings of their underlings, gather

THE

together to discuss ways®and means.

There is a great ship ready for load-
ing at the quay of one corporation. In
fact loading of non-contraband has al-
ready begun. With so much oppor-
tunity and money it is very easy to
readjust the cargo. Guns and ammu-
nition they have in plenty and it is
such an easy matter to get it aboard
without suspicion. Is not the inspec-
tor in their pay, and so on all the way
up. But the men to go with' the guns.

Ah! the ship will be cleared as a
cargo boat with a few carefully se-
lected passengers. How easy to touch
at the shore of some unfrequented
part and in the darkness take aboard
hundreds of men, who will come to the
place of embarkation in small groups.
They will be landed at the pre-arrang-
ed neutral country where it will be
easy to ship them down to within easy

COURIER.

distance of transport to their country.
Once the scheme is found feasible,
thousands more can follow by the
same route. . . .

All things happened as if by clock-
work and we now find the ship well
out to sea with her inspired patriots—
inspired by the music of their father-
land. . . . But they had reckoned
without those pirates of the sea. They
knew their countrymen did not sink
ships without warning and then not
unless they were armed. . .. A peri-
scope appeared. ... they had ‘been
sighted by a submarine . . . they car-
ried the Stars and Stripes. It was
known, however, that a British trans-
port was on the way across. Feeling
secure, however, that their wireless
would save them from any misunder-
standing whether it was a British or
German sub, they approached. The

What St.Lovis tink of e N.

ST. LOUIS REPUBLIC

PROBLEM OF MUSIC
'IN HOME SETTLED
BY DIAMOND DISC

Edison Machine ‘Re-Creates’ Voice
Beside It at Victoria Thea-
ter Concert.

BY HOMER MOORE.

When Mark Silverstone announces
an Edison Diamond Disc concert in
the Victorla Theater it is a foregone
conelusion that the “Standing Room
Only” sign will be displayed. From
orchestra pit to roof the multitude
fiNled every nook and corner, and the
enthusiasm was commensurate with
the attendance. It is a ‘wonderful thing
—evén in this age of scientific won-
ders—to see and hear an instrument
“recreating”—as Mr. Silverstone calls
it—a human voice that is right there
beside it, now singing with it and now
listening to it, thrilled by the com-
scl of a d per lity—al-
most a dual personality. The problem
*to hear ourselves as others hear us'”
has been solved even if we can't as
yet “see ourselves as others see us.t—
, The vocal soloist last evening. was
the beautiful Anna Case of the Metro-
politan Opera Company of New York.
Her voice was richer than ever before.
Her style has broadened and matured
and become more musicianly. There is
*a heart in it that goes to the heart and
self-polse and sensitiveness  that
prophesies a brilliant musical future
for this young artist. Miss Case sang
the well-known alr from Charpentier’s

The

NEW
EDISON

the world’s greatest
stage

“ILouige,” “A Song of India,” by Rim-
sky-Korsakow, and a number of folk
songs, “The Old Folks at Home! be-
ing among the number.

Arthur Walsh, the violinist, played
the Schubert “Ave Marla” with the
Diamond Disc, and also the famous
“Meditation” from ‘‘Thais,”" by Masse-
net. Besides these selections, he ac-
companied Miss Case, voice, violin and
the “Recreator” blending into one
beautiful tonal picture.

The voice of Thomas Chalmers dis-
played the merits of that good old
tune, “Answers,” by Alfred G. Robyn,
who used to so completely belong to
St. Louis that St. Louls nearly, if not
quite; belonged to him.

Mr. Silverstone is, by these concerts,
contributing very largely to the ad-
vancement of musical taste and in-
terest in this city. Doubtless _many
went to the performance last might
out of curiosity, but that element soon
gave place to genuine enjoyment of
the program. The problem of musie’
in the home is solved when the sing-
ing of the greatest artists is made pos-
sible by an instrument that does not
betray itself in the very presence of
the artist herself.

ST.LOUIS POST-DISPATCH

ish Nat-

2500 :1 to Disti

ural Voice From Phonograph.

A musical event .of unique interest
was that at the Victorla Theater Sat-
urday evening, when Miss Anna Case,
the young prima donna of the Metro~
politan Opera Company, appeared be-
fors 2500 music lovers In a tone test

of Thomas A, Edison's wonderful phono.
graphie invention,

After an opening address by Mr. Mark
Silverstone, who arranged the test, Miss
Case stood beside the new Edison phos
nograph and sang several numbers with

‘the instrumernt, vecords of which had

previously been made from her voice.

So perfectly did the instrument blend
with her voice that the audience could
not distinguish except by her lips when
Miss Case ceased singing. During ren-
ditlon of the Song of India, the house
was darkened and until the lights were
turned on no one knew Miss Case had
left the stage.

Besides a rare musical treat, the test
convinced many skeptics of the triumph
of Mr. Edison’s genius in re-creating
the human voice in dll {ts naturalness.

THE ST.LOUIS STAR

SILVERSTONE TONE TEST
SHOWS EDISON SUCCESS

Again Mark Sllverstone’s tone test
has come and gone and thousands of
St. Louls music lovers have voted
him their thanks, for indeed he has
done much for the uplift of music.

That Thomas A, Edison success-
fully accomplished the 'marvelous
task of recreating the natural tone
of the human voice in the produc-
tion of phonographic records was the
verdict of a big audience, Saturday
night. The vocal soloist Saturday
evening was Miss Anna Case of the
Metropolitan Opera Company of New

Anna Case, of the Metropolitan Opera Com-
pany, photographed on the stage of the Victoria
Theatre in St. Louis on Oct. 21, 1916, while
singing in direct comparison with the New

Edison’s Re-Creation of her voice.

EW EDISON

York.
and as she
richer and broader.

Her voice was at its best,
progressed it became
Miss Case sang
the well known arfa from Charpens

tier's “Louise.”” A song of Indla by
Run’sky-Korsakow and a number of

folk songs.
Arthur Walsh, violinist, played
Schubert's “Ave Maria" with the

dlamond disc and also the famous
“Meditation’ from “Thals,” by Mas«
senet. He also accompanied Miss
Case, voice, violin and the ‘‘recrea-
tor” blending into one beautitul
tone.

Silverstone has given these tone
tests for several years and with each
performance hundreds of the skep-
tlcal listeners go away convinced
that the new Edison does recreate
and that one can now have - the
greatest artists in their home, Rec-
ords played by an instrument that
does not betray itself in the pres-
‘ence of the artists.

Baily %l@tmnmﬁ.

THOMAS A. EDISON, Inc., Dept. 7623, ORANGF, N. J.

2500 HEAR NATURAL VOICE
TONES IN PHONOGRAPH

That Thomas A. Edison has successfully
accomplished the marvelous task of re-
creating the natural tone and timbre of
the human volice in the production of pho-
nographic records. was the verdict.last
night of 2500 music lovers who gathered
at the Victoria Theater to witness th
damons?at.on of the triumph of Inventive

¢

g, Of the numerous persons who ate

he demonstration skeptical of the
claims made" for the records, all came
away convinced that it had proved equal
to the severe test,

iss Anna Case, the young prima donna
of the Metrépolitan Opera Company, was
chosen for the test. Edison considers her
soprano voice one of the finest of the
man Ereat voices he now re-creates. She
utoox eside the new Edison as it began
to play. She san -
strument blended perfectly with her sil-
very voice, e C the in:
‘ment continued the air
beautiful tonal
acco

hen Miss Case ceased
singing, except ;iy observing that her lips
did not move. 6 un tween the
tones of her voice and the re| on
on the instrument was 80 re! ‘;‘ able that

trained ears could not detect the slightest
difference,

There is a
licensed dealer in
your vicinity. Watch
flslrhis announcement.

ay we send you
the ])rochureyo
“MUSIC’S

' REZCREATION"?

; S ELDOM has a more brilliant &

methodical Germans on the sub, how
ever were taking no chances. This
ship might be British under falsé
colours— . . . They torpedoed the
ship. No preparations had been takeil
aboard the ship for lowering boats, 8
they had not believed, in spite of the
facts presented them. They believed
the German everywhere treated friend
and enemy alike, with courtesy and
humanity. .
Her work well accomplished, the
submarine rose and shelled the Ul
fortunates on the ship so that noné
might escape. :
As these brave men sank benea
the waves they saw things in a différ
ent light. Why had they not believed
the stories of the dastardly work
their one-time country — the Ve
powers which had treated them S
brutally as young men, and from
which they had escaped by coming to
America, instead of growing less, ha
ibecome more cruel. e
Two half demented men were pick
ed up, mangled and tnconscious, and
were taken to the American shores:
Their story was mnot believed,
when they finally came to their hom?
city and were recognized, in
hearts these people believed.
If you search among the troops”
the Allies you will now find many Ge&
man faces; where they came fro%
no one knows, but the fiercest it
attacks against the German lines €
German faces. Are they those Wh;
believed and who are now anxious e
fight for the Freedom of America 4%
her Institutions, even if her 0\’-'_“"7"
time British born, citizens are not”
EVELYN BUCHER:

al

A Study in Contrasisd,,
g
in Mass -

ence been gathered :
g he

Hall than that which greeted
two artists brought to Toronto ¥ =
the Women’s Musical Club, on Tué®
day, Feb, 20th. Both artists are Yo"
and lovely women appearing in ©2
ada for the first time after winil
triumphs in New York, but there
resemblance ceases. A blaze of £
lights heralded the approach of AR
Case, of the Metropolitan Opera. -
audience was dazzled by the beal
young prima donna with all the aP
priate airs and graces, clad sul
cusly in cloth of wsilver embrojd“e:@
with erystal, while her voice, & sopr
of remarkably pure tone, held ol
captive from the start. She scor® ;
veritable triumph in ‘Charped im
“Depuis le Jour” and her lighter l;ﬂn.
bers were rendered with great 2%

In marked contrast came G‘ﬂ:n%
Novaes, the young Brazilian I’i‘h‘
looking like a simple school-girl
plain afternoon gown of black ¥@
with lowered lights and digniﬁe,d
mieanor. that seemed to scorn 0
attention to any attraction DU
art. Her first number, Schul®
“Carnival,” was received with w%
ciation, but it was not until afte’
rendering of the Liszt Tenth haﬂ{
that the audience gave her the &,
mation that it accorded from the
to Anna Case. Her two encores
played her techrical ability t€
advantage, especially the piaf
passages in “Les Vagues,” DY
kowski. Altogether she Dro®. .
have a wonderful future ,aﬂd th,
thusiasm shown for the art ‘oty“’
little black-haired girl of twel™
educated by the Brazilian gover™
has been rarely accorded to &
appearing for the first time in 2
dian ecity. g

The repeated encores which W
accorded to both artists see’ it
emanate from the genuin® pan
tion of music lovers rather td to
greed which ig sometimes laid.
charge of Toronto gudienoes'.
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Conducted by

- Solutions to problems and other chess
Correspondence should be addressed to
e Chess Editor, Canadian Courier, 30
rant Street, Toronto.
"ROBLEM NO, 120, by Dr. J. J. O'Keefe
; and W. J. Smith (Australia).
irst Prize, Good Companions’ Solving

Tourney, Feb. 22, 1917.

(A fine deceit.)

* Black.—~Twelve Pieces.

HE B
B mE

White.—Eight Pieces.
:White to play and_mate in two.
Problem No. 121, by Karel Traxler,
Llata Praha, 1906.
hite: K at KKt8; Q at Q7; R at KS8;
8q; Kt at Kb,
o0k K at Kb; Kt at QBS; Ps at
i} QKit5, QB4, QB6, Q6, K6 and KKt6.
: Whites mates in three.
SOLUTIONS.
Froblem No. 117, by W. Hunsdorfer.
CK’s Pawn position shows a neces-
5% a minimum of b captures, e.g.,
_vls at his QKt5, one capture; KBP
bromoted at his K8 and was cap-
ed by White's Pawn at QB5, one cap-
; was promoted also at Black’s
and was captured by the Whise Pawa
%9, 3 captures; making b captures
: aWthe has lost just 5 pieces. Black,
. moved last, could not have then
2 Pawn. Therefore he could not
Whit made a capture on that move.
'€'S last move then, must have been
With one of his existing pieces, The
3% Pawn at K3 could not have ar-
o1 xere by capture, as the two pieces
/18 minus were captured by the

=

S must have made captures on
€S K2, Therefore White could only
Moved his King for last move, from

plelSt Sight it looks as though the
&,‘“ had a remarkable cook by 1.

€. p. ch. The move is remark-
deed, but only as a try, for the
ZBS‘Sion s RS y P from. QKt2 to
. K from R4 to R5, P from Q2 to

.
n‘QBh."b.ottles up Black’'s QBsq so that
can never return thither. The
Tetrogression reads, 1. ...., P from
> Q4 2 K from R4 to R$, P from
5 to Kt4 ch (not from QKt2 again
8 Black’s QBsq): 3. K from R3 to
from QKt4 to Kt5 ch. The solu-
Yould be, 1. PxQP e. p. ch.
oblem No. 118, by G. Guidelli.
—B2, Kt K2 dis. ch; 2. BxR mate.
“o Kt K4 dis. ch; 2. BKt6 mate.
:+» KKt else dis. ch: 2. P—B7 mate.
threat; 2. Q—QRsq mate.
ANOWSKI V. SHOWALTER.
(Fifth game of the match.)
abridged, from New York ‘“Even-
the “American Chess Bul-

-Q,Weh':_ Gambit Declined.

te. Black.
Showalter.
— Q4

P—K3
P—QB4
Kt—QB3
B
7. Castles
8. BPxP
9. Kt—QKt5 (a)
. Kt—K5
11. P—B4 (b)
 Kt—QB3
13. KtxKt (c)
. PxP
15. B—K3 (d)
. R—Bsq
, gt e B
a4 (e) 18. Kt—R4
2 =19, R—QB2 «
“ 20. KR—Bsq (f)
BxKt (g)
B5
. RxB
24. P—Kt3 (h)
25, RXR
26. R—R5 (i)
D
99, oa._olmq'
30. P—KR4 ()

iy 4

31. K—R2 31, Q—Q2

32. B—B2 32. P—QKt4
33. Q—K3 33. Q—B3

34. Q—KK1t3 34, R—BT

356. B—Ksq (k) 35. Q—Kt3
36. Q—Ktb 36, K—Kit2 (1)
37, Q—KT7ch 37. B—B2

38. B—R4 38. R—QT (m)
39. B—X1t5 89. Q—Ktsq
40. Q—Béch Resigns.

(a) Although this piece is sure to be
driven back, the move is made to pre-
par;{mr the entrance of the other Knight
at KBb5.

(b) The Black Knight appears te be
very strongly posted, but does not main-
tain its hold on K6 for long.

(c) If now 13. ...., PxP, then White
can reply advantageously, 14, KtxP, for
if 14, ...., BxPch; 15. KxB, QxKt, then
16. B—B4¢ pinning the Black Queen.

(d) Black refrains from capturing the
Knight, although he does so later on,
feeling that, at this stage, the Queen’s
Pawn would remain too weak.

(e) Black threatened to win a Pawn
by first capturing the Knight.

(f) Black gains a “tempo,” not being
obliged to immediately attend to the
safety of the Knight. Superficially, with
the Rooks controlling the open file, Black
would appear to have the preferable po=
sition, but, as will be seen, White ex-
periences no difficulty in demonstrating
equality. For one thing Black’s Queen
has little mobility.

(g) Necessary before playing Kt—B5,
for otherwise he would lose a clear piece.

(h)\ Creating another ‘‘hole.” 24. ....,
R—BT7 seems to be called for here, but
White could still continue with 25. R—
Bsq, for if 25. ...., RxB in reply, then
26. RxRch, BxR; 27. R—KS8ch, recover-
ing the piece with an excellent position.

(i) Black is drawn off by the Queen’s
Pawn, a mere will-o'-the-wisp, from
what should be the main purpose of his
game, namely, defensive play.

() This move brings about a precari-
ous sitnation for Black. Q-—Qsq was in
order here, :

(k) White has been gradually improv-
ing his position by means of an orderly
and well-thought-out series of moves.

~ (D) 'This is the irony of fate, for, with

the Queen’s Pawn left to his mercy, he
dare not take it, as he must try to pre-
vent B-—R4 or the entry of the White
Queen at R6, either of which moves
would prove fatal.

(m) This is entirely out of place. His
only chance was to retire R—Bsq, when
might follaw 29. RxOP, R—Ksq; 40. Q—
Q7, Q—KB; 41. QxQ, BxQ, and White
would win another Pawn, leaving Black
with Bishons of opposite colour, some-
thing ta fieht for, to be sure, but -with
very little hope.

Opinions
(Concluded from page 23.)

Goose Lake distriet is a joke. If it is a
joke, it is a truly Saskatchewan kind,
a Three Million Dollar Joke,

In the face of conditions such as |

these, what encouragement has the
farmer to produce yet more grain in
1917,~when part of his 1915 crop . re-
mains unsold, most of his 1916 crop
is likely to rot while he looks on help-
less. What is the use of crying for
production, which means on the part
of the farmer an outlay of several hun-
dreds of dollars for seed, some thou-
sands for wages for hired help, to-
gether with his own labour and the
use of his teams and machinery for a
year, if at the end of the year his crop
is rendered worthless by the lack of
shinping facilities and elevator capa-
eity?"

The Grain Commission has no juris-
diction over the matter; the Railway
Commission appears to be equally
powerless, while the Canadian Norta-
ern Railway Company manifestly has
not the cars to provide nor the ter-
minal facilities for the grain if they

_had the cars.

Think of it!

“Patriotism and Production,”
then “Production and Economy,” and
then “The Three Million Dollar Joke.”

If you would like real. facts and
figures to back up every statement 1
have made I can supply them, for I
have most of them on file in my
office. Yours truly, e <

' J. D. McLEOD, Secretary.

:
il gl

Recruits

anted
~ for Production

Just as surely as lack of food is strangling Germany
day by day, so plenty of food is winning the victory
for theallies. The French armies, for instance, were
never better fed than now, for France cannot forget
the awful lesson of 1870—the failure of her food
supply. To this she attributed theloss of that war.

To feed the French soldiers around Verdun, more than 25,-
500,000 pounds of food a week were required. This gives a
faintidea of the colossal task of feeding an army. Canada and
Britain havea hugearmy offighting heroes on theline ; every
man MUST have plenty of food,in spite of a world shortage.
Upon Canada’s food production all principally rely.

" The Farmers of Ontario

Urgently Need Help

The Department of Agriculture appeals to men and boys to
enlistin the farm help campaign. The Department appeals
to men unfitfor military service, or whofinditimpossible to
enlist in the army. Do your “bit” by helping to increase
production of foodstuffs. This is your hour of opportunity.
The farmers of Ontario need the help of retired farmers, of
men following no occupation (retired), of business men who
can spare a portion of their time. We appeal to all who
can so arrange their ordinary affairs to plan to help some
farmer friend, particularly in seed time and harvest.

Confer with your county District Representative of the
Department of Agriculture, or write, “Farm Help Cam-
paign,”’ care Department of Agriculture, Toronto.

Department of Agriculture
4 W. H. Hearst, Minister of Agriculture
Parliament Buildings

Ontario

Toronto

30|

Electric Service

and v

Means comfort, convenience, economy, and safety
The home that is completely equipped with electrical devices
is a happy one. :
i '~ Amdesry of housekeeping is eliminated by elec(tricity.
You can wash, iron, sew, sweep, cook, keep cool in summer
@.. oo Wiel, by means of electrical apparatus de-
signed especially to relieve you of unnecessary and fatiguing
labor.

At our showrooms all these devices are ready for your in-
spection. Competent demonstrators will operate and explain
them for you.

The Toronto Electric Light Co., Limited
; “At Your Service "
12 Adelaide Street East Telephone Adelaide 404

e "‘H
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The President Next

Door
(Concluded from page 11.)

to Cape Horn—but the whole known
world. What but a mentality of the
fourth dimension ever could have said
that?

Tk

We are reminded of One who said
2,000 years ago, “I am the Light of the
World.”

Observe also the intellectual prefer-
ences of the man. In a desire to sound
the world in war-time, when the Cab-
inet’s collective wisdom is as vain as
that of Senator Stone’s Committee on
Foreign Relations, to whom does he

The Ultimate Verdict

[J

(J]Taken in the aggregate
Dunlop Aﬁtomol)ile Tires—
“Traction,” “Special ”—uni-

formly give the highest

average of general satis-

faction. =

o o o

[]

A. 74

[DUNLOP TIRES

[ &=

BT

TO INVESTORS

only.

stamp.

/

THOSE WHO FROM TIME TO TIME,
HAVE FUNDS REQUIRING
INVESTMENT MAY
PURCHASE
AT PAR

DOMINION OF CANADA
DEBENTURE STOCK

IN SUMS OF $500, OR ANY
MULTIPLE THEREOF

Principal repayable 1st October, 1919.

Interest payable half-yearly, 1st April and
1st October by cheque.(free of exchange at any
chartered Bank in Canada) at the rate'of five
per cent. per annum (rom the date of purchase.

Holders of this stock will have the privilege
of surrendering at par and accrued interest, as
the equivalent of cash,
allotment made under any future war loan
issued in Canada other than an issue of Treas-
ury Bills or other like short date security,

Proceeds of this stock are for war purposes

A commission of one-quarter of one per cunt.
will be allowed to recognized bond-and stock
brokers on allotments made in respect of ap
plications for this stock which bhear their

For application forms apply to the Depaty
Minister of Finance, Ottawa.

DEPARTMENT OF FINANCE,
; OCTOBER 7th, 1916

in payment of any

OTTAWA

COURIER.

turn? Not to the Pacifier. No, first
to himself. in solitude; then to that
mystifying crony Col. House from
Texas, whom he sent on a personal in-
vestigation of all the belligerent coun-
tries. Roosevelt dining Brooker T.
Washington was absolutely obvious
compared to this. In passing we note
also that the day before the President
announced to Congress that he had
severed diplomatic relations with Ger-
many, Col. House was at the White
House.

Well, Hamlet had his Horatio.

Concerning the railway legislation
last summer, a most unprecedented
piece of pure action for a man of spec-
ulative character, we are told by
critics that for days he had conferred
with the Brotherhoods and ignored the
corporate interests. They said it was
pre-election. But what President of
three dimensions ever used a special
session of Congress to help him into
a second term?

Subsequently—since his re-election
he said, “Mere bigness of business is
not a crime, Efficiency is the only
check that may be put upon natural
growth. Nor is it right to look with
antagonism upon wealth when that
wealth has been actually earned by
business energy and sagacity.”

. encamped under one flag.

CAN HE REMAIN ON THE TIGHT-

ROPE?

A cartoon published when the submarine
crisis became acute last June.
—Nomman Lindsay in Sydney Bulletin.

Up here in Canada we would call
this self-contradiction something like
plain politics. In Mr. Wilson it is far
different. In him most things are dif-
ferent. Also ordinarily incomprehen-
sible. But as Tenmyson said:

“Yet I doubt not thro’ the ages one
increasing purpose runs

And the thoughts of men are widen-
ed with the process of the suns.”

One increasing purpose has been
running for some time through the
devious web of Mr. Wilson’s: public
career. The thread is.two-ply. One
way it ties him to keep the United
States out of war: that way for some
time, ambition—to have been the
world’s. mediator and gone down to
history somewhat on a par with Lin-
coln who knew two A:oriong  and
made of them one - The other
ply of the thread sy by the Fates
in the Wilson web draws him to dis-
cover, to interpret, to embody the as-
pirations of the American people: that
way to play a wider game than Lin-
coln—because the Civil War fused two
peoples into one, whereas the peace
for which Wilson yearned and which

Editor’s Note:—In the second article of
this series last week entitled Champ
Clark’s Bible Class, it was stated that
Congressman Charlie Nicholls; of Detroit,
was born in Canada. This is an error.
Nicholls wag born in Michigan, but came
to Canada when he was a small boy and
worked on Toronto newspapers before he
went into newspaper work in Detroit.

may yet lead him into war has to do
with most of the nations upon earth -

So—Woodrow Wilson may have need
of his fourth dimension.
Musical Masons.

HE Masons of Toronto are organ®

izing a choir of from 150 to 200
voices, each man being a Mason. Be:
lieving ‘that the necessity for funds
for helping returned heroes from the
front is very urgent, the Masonic O
der wants still further to help; and
purpose giving a Grand Concert, per:
haps two, in Massey Hall in April
From the conductor down, it will be & ==
“labour of love.” Some of the best’
professional soloists ‘will be in the
chorus, just to help perfect a grand
organization. Besides “doing theil
bit” for our soldiers, music lovers ©
Toronto can look forward to a musical
feast which does not come often, %5.
the heart of every man will be in his
voice. At the first practice, Wednes:
day of last week, 80 were present 0o
a very short notice and indications
point to 125 this week.

The Mystery of the -
Willow Tree

(Continued from page 9.)

inspiration born of hatred and &
venge.” 2 :
We stood in silence for a mnmeﬂ't,; =4
“Come, let us go back to New York = =
said Blake, languidly. “I think we 8% =
nound up the rest of this case
another might. We have proved ‘me,
crime and the motive. To identify the"
murderers of Henry Planz is our neX
undertaking, = It looks difficult just
now, Bradford, but we’ll find a Wa¥:
Anyhow, we’ll sleep over it.” ;
On the homeward journey and agai?
in our rooms I endéavoured to cb@
with Blake in the old familiar Wa¥s
but he was as unsociable as a taral
tula, and, drawing the cloak of gilenc®
about him, he gave me to understai®
that he preferred to think rather thaf
10 talk. Knowing Rodney’s moods &=
I &id, I left him severely alone a0
went off to bed, while he sat in
big chair smoking like a chimmey P&

§

7 Y
WHEN I departed for the office
next morning Blake Was 1
asleep. All that day my mind Was me
of him and of the strange crime of 1€
wllow tree. A weird and tascinati o
case surely, and I longed for the le’?ﬂ'
of my day’s work that I might Johfe‘;f
my friend in another adventure of & 5
night, I had dinner downtowX, to
at seven o’clock I turned the ke¥ ™
our Union Square abode.

Blake was stretched out at
length on the couch by the windoWs
inevitable cigarette between J}ﬁslggd'
white lips. His eyes were half C aﬂé
but he soon opened them wide =
stared at me. et e 1oW

“I'say, Bradford, I've played &
down trick on you, and I humbly @0

=2

gize,” Blake said softly. - 7
“What is the matter?” I ﬂbﬁ".‘l
rather astonished at hig =~ sUPSE

manner. mwm,
“I'm not going out to-night, o}d bhb
There’s nothing more to ‘do 1P

Plaza case. I've finished it! o
“I never went near Wall StréCo ¢
day,” he said, languidly. §

'phoned the office 1 was laid UP ;l‘.‘:::
the grippe, and suggested that Hﬂiuw,,
do my stunt. You see, that W
Tree case got on my nerves wmeﬂiét
an extent that I simply coul‘dn"tf 1o
it. T couldn’t rest easy waiting ¢ P
night, So off T went to Newark PEEE
noon and got busy.” it
I sat down rather disgusted mot
Rodney, but deeply interesteC: ‘g
course, and then, lighting @ oy
listened complacently to hds” 5 M
“About two months a2o :

£



Plake, «

- our unfortunate IHenry Planz
LR

¥ Mmade superintendent of the
fedem-c'k‘sburg Brewery. He was pro-
?;Oted' from a minor position, the old
:‘;pef‘ln‘tendven‘t leaving on short notice
“accept a better place in Philadel-
g’l‘ga- T‘h.ew have had a good deal of
: Uble with the foreign workers over
ﬁai\r?wa#k: and Planz had no more
o é’o‘t mpely fixed in his mew posi-
4 an discord arose in the cooper
_‘fml’- There was a big, husky labour
,,f‘ag'er there named Shafer, who was
088 cooper from Chicago.

3

L Four
ﬂ.li“eng 480 Shafer and two of his
is 1;8 ran afoul of Planz—a shop rule

‘een broken—or something or

o
Pt“'er- At all events, Planz discharged
“hafer

S wm and the two others without
,,T.epem‘l'g' He afterward said all three
2nd lh&rmamhms‘ts and ftrouble makers,
Tt € Was glad to get rid of such a
B of firebrands.”
4 fl}::a? stopped long enough to light
L Mollycoddie, and continued:
ang &l]‘, they had some hot words,
e Teats were made, but nothing
lery tned' and Shafer and his pals
'l&;k’.awn' When I learned all this, I
e 'iat“'hurn-ed inventory of anarchistic
‘der' ;g’n‘% in Newark, and soon dis-
l'farn:. fthJa't Shafer, who is an Aus-
= dan«g; by the mway, was a very
i ‘II"OUS quantity. Then, in tracing
‘:I: found he haa gone to” Yonkers.
; ofﬁie:‘t'e this afternoon I reached the
Pany of the Yonkers Brewing Com-
L o, And learned that Shafer was at
M ithe cooperage. Well, the fore-
the cooper shop was very
g ‘i: Showed me over the place
‘.hﬁw ught out his time+books. You
; {Eg;, 1510 Much per keg or barrel, and
g o V'S work is carefully noted in
- ., 2Peman’s book.”

: . d S‘haﬁel‘" 1 . -
nmm‘tiemt]y, ——1 'broke in, rather

hese coopers work by the piece,

.,_Ne[ : -

2 (:luz. Ne"e"!, of the Revelstoke Ski
ampion jumper of Canada,

P sh Columbia, and champion

.9 distance racer of B.C.

?" ?Ihe Sk-i

= Brig;

e B.C Carnival in Revelstoke,
@mm% » Feb. § and 7, Nels Nelsen,
%Q'%or JUmper of Canada, made a

Mhay his O Of 147 ft, or 11 ft. better

‘Heychamfp‘i‘onsrhip jump of last

10 won, the championship
i‘é“t'h a jump of 137 ft. He
0. ft. and fell. Nelsen

: thve‘d't, the world’s cham-

o - D8 title was in danger.
at au)lt:med 157 ft. and fell. He

gl gy, 20Ut 140 ft.  He sailed

“2Rair like an aeroplane, and

_ jumper

THE COURIER.

“I’m getting to him,” continued
Biake. ‘“‘Shafer began work there three
weeks ago. He is a good workman,
averages four dollars and a fraction
each day. On November 8, he earned
$4.60, on the 9th $4.35, on the 10th
$4.45; he was not at work on the 11th.
But, my dear Bradford, on the 12th he
earned just $3.60, and the next day
$3.40, and <yesterday only $3.25.
Something is the matter with Shafer.”

“And Planz died on the 11th,” I sug-
gested.

“You see what I am driving at?”
said Blake. “Since that day Shafer
is mot up to his task, physically or
nientally. But that is not all. Shafer
iboards at a cheap hotel, where he pays
twenty-five cents for his lodging and
cach of his meals, an even seven dol-
lars a week. He paid his ‘week’s board
vesterday, and the landlord, who is
very honest, cut the bill to $6.25 be-
cause Shafer ‘was away one day, and
missed several meals. Oh, don’t look
surprised, Bradford. He missed din-
ner and supper on the eleventh and
also breakfast on the twelfth. Because
why? Because he was in Newark that
day and night on jbusiness and so were
two of his'pals who went from Yonkers
with him.”

“It certainly begins
Shafer,” I ventured.

“Wait! I'm mot finished yet,” ex-
ciaimed Blake. “In the cooper shop
I found a big coil of hemp rope, and
I brought away a sample of it. Here,
look at this.” - ;

He laid the bit of rope on the table.
Then from his pocket he brought forth
another samiple of rope.

“Remember the piece of rope I
found in the lumber yard Tast mnight?
There it is! Just compare ithe strands,
the texture, the feel and the colour
of it. Both pieces are off the same
coil of rope.”

to look like

A Few Facts -Aboat the
Ski Carnival in Revel-
stoke, B. C.

When Nelsen made this jump he fell
at 160 feet—a performance which any
ski-enthusiast will recognize as

remarkable. :

then, as if struck by a shell, dropped
down to the run with a thud. Nelsen
and Omtvedt. must have been at a
height of more than 45 ft. above the
run, as can be geen in pictures 3 and
4, Omtvedt says that the jump is the
steepest in the world, and that the
is higher wup in the air.
O. Maland, of Camrose, Alta.,, made .
some very fine jumps.

The 143 Bantams were represented
in the Carnival by Pte. T. Maley, who
did some very nice jumping.
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A. S. VOGT, Mus. Doc., Musical Director.
Unrivalled facilities for Professional and Non-Professional Students.
Conservatory School of Expression, Dr. <
Send for Year Book, Syllabus, Women’s Residence Pamphlet, and School of
Expression Calendar.

F. H. Kirkpatrick, Principal.

“Fine!” said I. “You’ve
©an, Rodney.”

“Well, perhaps,” said Blake, with a
smile. = “But there is one thing more.
Shafer and his two followers, named
Kreig and Gluck, have bought steerage
passage for Bremen on the ghip that
leaves from Hoboken mext Saturday.
Getting mervous, you see, and going to
leave ithe country.”

“And the arrest!” I exclaimed.

“Will be made to-night,” said Blake,
quietly. “I called up Newark police
headquarters about twenty minutes
before you came in and told the chief
the whole story. His men are now
on their way to Yonkers to make ithe
pinch, Gee, but I am tired, Bradford,
after such a string of talk. Just pour
me out a bit of Scoteh, that’s a good
fellow.” J

I handed him ‘the drink and he fell
back on the couch and closed his eyes.
A moment later he asked, dreamily:

" “What day ds this, Bradford?”

“The = sixteenth of November,” I
answered. ;

“And Planz was killed on the
eleventh! I thought so!” mused my
companion.

“Thought what?” I inquired.

“Oh, nothing much,” said Rodney
Plake, looking very serious. “You
know that Shafer is an Austrian and
an anarchist and ¢ame from Chicago?”

“Yes!”

“November eleventh is the anni-
versary of the Haymarket riots, and
November -eleventh, Bradford, is a
sacred day with the Reds.”

got your

' THOSE THAT FLY WITH THEIR FEET

Ragner Omtvedt, champion jumper
of the world, came near being put

~ off his pedestal by Nels Nelsen, the

Canadian jumper.

The long distance race for the Cham-
pionship of B. C. was won by Nels
Nelsen also, when he mosed out the
title-holder, D. Rivensen, of Camrose,
by 20 seconds, by a great spurt in the
last few hundred yards. The two
champions passed and repassed each
other three times during the 7-mile
rTun.

The boys’ jumping, under 14, was
very close. Some of the boys stoed at
60 ft. There were over 100 entries
in the carnival.

FRANK S. WELSMAN
Pianist.

Studio for Lessons at Toronto
Conservatory of Music.

Residence: 30 Admiral Road,

- DELBERT R. PIETTE
Pianist Teacher.

Studios—Nordheimers
and 684 Bathurst St.

RICHARD TATTERSALL

Organist, Old St. Andrew's Presbyterian
Church.

Studio: Canadian Academy of Music only.
Residence:
347 Brunswick Ave.

Phone Coll. 2403

ALBERT DOWNING

First Tenor Adanac Quartette,
Soloist Bloor St. Pres. Church,
Mus. Dir. Dovercourt College of Muuki.
Phone College 31563, Jct. 274.

ERNEST SEITZ

Pianist and Teacher.

Studio: Toronto Conservatory of
Music.

Concentrate

Yyour pen stock by using
the convenient Ester-
brook counter display
case in the size that
best suits your needs.
Adds room, saves
space, makes selling
easier, quicker, surer.
Write for full particu-
\ lars, prices.

Esterbrook Pen Mfg. Co.
46-70 Cooper Street
Camden, N.J., U.S.A.

Estorbrook
Lous

$ramZ o

doy al hemg

You ma say that, too — if you want more
income. sy to learn. Steady work at home the
year round. Write Auto-Knitter Hosiery (Canada)
Co., Ltd. Dept. 327F, 257 College St., Toronto.

Display the Colours
While the boys are at the front, fasten
the Colours in every window with

-
oore Push-Pins
Glass heads and fine needle point. Kasy
to use. Will notinjure the wood-
work, Fine for hanging pictures,
photos, flags, ete. Bookletsand samples free.
Moore Push-Pins. Made in 2] 13c¢.
sizes. Glass Heads. Steel Points kts.
Moore Push-less Hangers, 4| 2 pkts,
sizes. The Hanger with the Twist. J for 25¢.

Moore Push-Pin Co., Dept.F., Philadelphia, Pa., U.S.A,

Send for price

ou try ays list of “Eggs for

Hatching” from

several breeds of pure bred voultry. Order

your h@tchmg.eggs early and by next winter

you will be independent of the high priced
eggs.

J. H. Rutherford, Albion, Ontario

If you change your address and de-
sire to receive your copy without de-
lay, always give your old address as
well as your new one.
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CHAPTER XI.-—(Continued.)

ING asked the same question of
¢  the Orakzai Pathan; but the

Pathan would have none of his

questions, he was busy listen-
ing for whispers from the crowd,
watching with both eyes, and he
shoved King aside.

The crowd was very far from being
satisfied. An angry murmur had be-
gun ‘to fill the cavern as a hive is
filled with the song of bees-at swarm-
ing time. But even so, surmise what
one mlght, it was not easy to per-
suade the eye that Yasmini’s careless
smile and easy poise were assumed,

If she recognized indignation and
feared it, she disguised her fear
amazmgly

King saw her whxsper to a guard.
The fellow nodded and passed hig
shield to another man. He began to
make his way in no great hurry to-
ward the edge of the arena. She
whispered again and standing forward
with their trummpets seven -of the
guards. blew a blast that split across
the cavern like the trump of doom;
and as its hundred thousand echoes
died in the roof, the hum of voices
died, too, and the very sound of
breathing. The gurgling of water be-
came as if the river flowed in solitude

Leisurely then, languidly, she rais-
ed both arms until she looked like an
angel poised for flight. The little
jewels stitched to her gauzy dress
twinkled like fire-flies as she moved.
The crowd gasped sharply. She had
it by the heartstrings.

She called, and four guards got un.
der one shield, bowing their heads
and resting the great rim on their
shoulders. They ecarried it beneath
her and stood still. With a Jow delic-
ious laugh, sweet and true, she sprang
on-it, and the shield scarcely trembled;
she seemed lighter than the silk her
dress was woven from!

Thev carnied her so, looking as if
she and the shield were carved of a
piece, and by a master such as has
not often been. And in the midst of
the arena before they had ceased
moving she began to sing, with her
‘head ‘thrown back and bosom swell-
inz like a bird’s.

The East would ever rather draw
its own conclusions from a hint let
fall than be puzzled by what the
West believes are facts. _And par-
ables are not good evidence in courts
of law, which is always a considera-
tion. So her song took the form of a
parable.

And to say that she took hold of
them and played rhapsodies of her
own making on their heart-strings
would be to undervalue what she did.
They were dumb while she sang, but
.~ they rose at her, Not a force in the
woerld could have kept.them down, for
she was deftly touching cords that
stirred other forces—subtle, myster-
ious, mesmeric, which the old East
understands—which Muhammad the
Prophet understood when he harness-
ed evil in the shafts with men and
wrote rules for their driving id a
~ book. They rose in silence and stood
tense.

While she sang, the gnard to whom
she had whispered forced a way
through the ranks of the standing

crowd, and came behind Ismail. He

ed the Afridi’s ear to draw at-

tention, for like all the others—Ilike

King, too—Ismail was lislening with

dropped jaw and watching with burn-

ing eyes. Tor a mimute they whisper-

ed, so low that King aid not hear
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what they said; and then the guard

* forced his way back by the shortest

route to the arena, knocking down
half a dozen men and gaining safety
‘beyond the lamps before his victims
could draw knife and follow him,

Yasmini’s song went on, verse after
verse, telling never one fact, yet hint-
ing unutterable things in a language
that was made for hint and metaphor
and parable and innuendo. What
tongue did not hint at was conveyed
by subtle gesture and a smile and
flashing eyes. It was perfectly evi-
dent that she knew more than King—
more than the general at Peshawur—
more than the viceroy at Simla—prob-
ably more than the British govern-
ment—concerning what was about to
happen in Islam. The others might
guess.. She knew. It was just as evi-
dent that she would not tell.
whole of her song, and it took her
twenty minutes by the count of King’s
pulse, to sing it, was a warning to
wait and a promise of amazing things
to come.

HE sang of a wolf-pack gathering

from the valleys in the snow—
a very hungry wolf-pack. Then of a
stalled ox, grown fat from being car-
ed for. Of the “Heart of the Hills”
that awoke in the womb of the Hillg,
and that listened and watched.

“Now, is she the ‘Heart of the
Hills’?” King wondered. The rumours
men had heard and told again in India,
about - the “Heart of the Hills” in
Khinjan seemed to have foundation.

He thought of the strange knife,
wrapped in a handkerchief under his
shirt, with its bronze blade and gold
hilt in the shape of a woman dancing.
The woman dancing was astonishing-
ly like Yasmini, standing on the
shield!

She sang about the owners of the
stalled ox, who were busy at bay, de-
fending themselves and their ox from
another wolf-pack in another direc-
tion “far beyond.”

She urged them to wait a little
while. The ox was big enough and
fat enough to nourish all the wolves
in the world for many seasons. Let
them wait, then, until another, great-
er wolf-pack joined them, that they
might go hunting all together, over-
whelm its present owners and devour
the ox! So urged the “Heart of the
Hills,” speaking to the mountain
wolves, according to Yasmini’s song.

“The litile cubs in the burrows know.
Are ye grown wolves, who hurry so?”

She paused, for ‘effect; but they
gave tongue then because they could
not help it, and the cavern shook to
their terrific worship.

“Allah! Allah!”

~ They summoned God to come and
see the height and depth and weight
of their allegiance to her! And be-
cause for their thunder there was no
more chance of being heard, she
dreopped from the shield like a blos-
som. No sound of falling could have
been heard in all that din, but one
could see she made no sound. The
shield-bearers ran back to the bridge
and stood below it, eyes agape.

Rewa Gunga spoke truth in Delhi-
when he assured King le should

some day wonder at Yasmmi’s danc- ¢
.ing

She became joy and bravery ‘and
youth! She danced a story for them

~of the things they knew. She was the

dawn light, touching the distant peaks.
She was the wind - that follows it,
sweeping among ' the junipers and
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kissing each as she came. She was
laughter, as the little children laugh
when the cattle are loosed from the
byres at last to feed in the valleys.

She was the scent of spring uprising,”

She was %lossom. She was fruit!
Very daughter of the sparkle of warm
sun on snow, she was the “Heart of
the Hills” herself!

Never was such dancing! Never
such an audience! Never such mad
applause! She danced until the great
rough guards had to run round the
arena with clubbed butts and beat
back irespassers who would have
mcbbed her. And every movement—
every gracious wonder-curve and step
with which she told her tale was as
purely Greek as the handle on King's
knife and the figures on the lamp-
bowls and as the bracelets on her arm.
Greek!

And she half-modern-Russian, ex-
girl-wife of a semi-civilized Hill-rajah!
Who tsught her? There is nothing
new, even in Khinjan, in the “Hills”!

And when the crowd defeated the
arena guards at last and burst through
the swinging butts to seize her and
fling her high and worship her with
mad barbaric rite, she ran toward the
shield. The four men raised it shoul-
der-high again. She went to it like a
leaf in the wind—sprang on it as if
wings had lifted her, scarce touching
it with naked toes—and leapt to the
bridge with a laugh.

She went over the bridge on tiptoes,
like nothing else under heaven but
Yasmini at her bewitchingest. And
without pausing on the far side she

. danced up the hewn stone stairs, dived

into the dark hole and was gone!

“Come!” yelled Ismail in King’s ear.
He could have heard nothing less, for
the cavern was like to burst apart
from the tumult. =

“Whither?’ the Afridi shouted in
disgust. “Does the wind ask whither?
Come like the wind and see!  They
will remember next that they have a
bone to pick with thee! Come away!”

That seemed good enough advice.
He followed as fast as Ismail could
shoulder a way out between the fran-
tic Hillmen, deafened, stupefied, numh-
ed, almost cowed by the ovation they
were  giving the. “Heart of their
Hills.”

’ CHAPTBER XII.

AS they disappeared after a

scramble through the mouth of
the tunnel they had entered by, a roar
went up behind them like the birth of
earthquakes. Looking back over his

- shoulder King saw Yasmini come back

into the hole's mouth, to stand framed
in it and bow acknowledgment.
looked so ravishing in contrast to the.
huge girim wall, and the black river,
and the darkness at her back, that
Kbinjan’s thousands tried to storm
the bridge and drag her down to them.
The guards were hard put to it, with
iheir backs to the bridge end, for two
or three minutes.

But Ismail would not let him wait
end watch from there.. He dragged
nim down the tunnel and pushed him
up on to a ledge where they could both
see without being  seen, through a
fissure in the rock. Yt

For the space of five minutes Vas-
mini stood in the great hole, smiling

“and watching the struggle below.

Then she went, and the guards began

1o get the best of it, because the

crowd’s enthusiasm waned when they
could see her mo more. Then suddenly

“the guards began to loose random vol-

leys at the roof and brought down
A
& e

%

. mother night.

She

hundredweights of sphntered gtale
tite.

Within a minute there were a hun
red men busy sweeping up th
splinters.  In another minute twent
Zakka Khels had begun a sword dance
yelling like the damned. A hundred
joimed them. In three minutes more
the whole arena was a dinning whirls
Dool, and the river’s voice was drowned
in shouting and the stamping of nak
feet on stone.

“Come!” urged lvsanail, and led th
way.

King’s last impression was of earth’®
womb on fire and of hellions brew-
ing wrath. The stalactites and th
hurrying river multipiied the dane-
ing lights into a million, and the grea
roof hurled the din down again t
make confusion with the new din com=
ing up.

ISMAHL went like a rat down a ruﬂd
and King failed to overtake him:
until he found him in the cave of the
slippers kicking to right and left at
random.
“iICheose a good pair!” he growleds
“Liet late-comers fight for what is left!
Nay, I have thine! Choose thou the
next best!” ; :
The statement being one of fact,
and that no time or place for a qua
rel with the only friend in sight, King
ricked out the best slippers he counld
see. The instant he had them on Is:
mail was off again, running like the
wind.
. They had no torch. They left the
little tunnel lamps behind. It becamé
so dark that King had to follow b
ear, and so it happened that he misse
seeing where the tunnel forked. It
imagined they were running back t0°
ward the ledge under the waterfall,
yet, when Ismail called a halt at lag
panting, groped behind a great rock
for a lamp and lit the wick with a con
mon safety match, they were in a cav
he had never seen before.
“Where are we?” King asked.
“Wthere none dare seek us.” :
Ismail held the lamp high, shiel
ing its wick with a hollowed pal
and peering about him as if in doubts

ail the passages in Khinjan.

King examined the lamp. I
bronze and almost as surely anci
Greek as it surely was not Indi:
There were figures graven on the
Lowl representing a woman dancing
who looked not unlike Yasmini; b
before he had time to look very closell
Ismail blew the lamp out and was ©
again, like a shadow shot into if

Confused by the sudden darkneﬂs
King crashed into a rock as he ir'e
to follow. Ismail turned back an
gave him the end of a cotton wird!
that he unwound from his wais
then he plunged ahead again
Cimmerian blackness, down a pas
€0 narrow that they could touch a
with either hand.

Once he shouted back to duck ap
they passed under a low roof
water dripped on them, and the
underfoot was the bed of a shal
gtream. After that the track b
to rise, and the grade grew so St¢
that even Ismail, the furious, had
slacken pace, e

They besan to climb up titd
stairways all in the dark, feeling
way through fissures in a mount:
framework, up zigzag ledges, and O
great broken lumps of rock from O
cave to anmother; until at last in O™
great cave Ismail stopped and
the lamp. Hunting about with i
he found an imported ‘ﬂhurricaﬂ
lantern and 1lit that, leav:ing
bronze lamp in its place.

Soon after that they lost.sbgh
walls to their left for a time, altl
there were no stars, mor any



Buggest the outer world—mothing but
- Wind. The wind blew a hurricane.
Their path now was a very narrow
ledge formed by a crack that ran di-
~$§oany down the face of a black
CUff on their right. They hugged the
" Stone because of a sense of fathom-
5 above—below—on every
The rock wall was the
Uhe thing tangible, and the footing
‘the crack in it afforded was the gift
- of God. -
The moaning wind rose to a shr.ex
v t interyals and made their clothes
Mlutter like ghosts’ shrouds, and in
. Spite of it King’s shirt was drenched
With sweat, and his fingers ached from
lnging as if they were on fire.

CRAWLING against the wind along a
~ ledge at the top, they came to
‘&.chasm, crossed by a foot-wide cause-
- Way. The wind howled and moaned
,in it, and the futile lantern rays only
Suggested unimaginable things—death
_the least of them.
~ “Art thou afraid?”’ asked Ismail,
Bolding the lantern to King’s face.
. “Kuch dar nahin hai!” he answered.
“There is no such thing as fear!”

It was a bold answer, and Ismail
Bghed, knowing well that neither of
‘them believed a word of it at that
i ent. Owmly, each thought better
' the other, that the one should have
Cared to ask, and that the other should
e willing to give the lie to a fear that
fawled and could be felt. Too many
en are willing to admit they are
Afraid. Too many would rather con:
emn and despise than ask and laugh.
‘Ut it is on the edges of eternity that
€n find each other out, and sympa-
ze,

Ismail went down on his hands and
, lifting the lantern along a foot
* A time in fromt of him and carrying
In his teeth by the bail the last
Dart of the way. It seemed like an
MP before he stood up, mearly a
dred yards away on the far side,
nd yelled for King to follow. '

_ The wind snatched the yells away,
t the waving lantern beckoned him,
d King knelt down in the dark. It
.9PDened that he laid his hand on a
Iooge stome, the size of his head, near
€ edge. He shoved it over and
Isteneq.
He listened for a minute but did not
€ar it strike anything, and the shud-

» that he could not repress, came
oM the middle of his backbone and:
Téad outward through each fibre of
being. If he had delayed another
nd his courage would have failed;
began at once to crawl to where
~ Smaj Stood swinging the light.
There\was Toom on the ledge for his
and no more. Toes and fingers
e overside. He sat down as on
back, and transferred both slip-
10 his pockets, and them went
1 again with bare feet, waiting
Lo ever the wind snatched at him

h Tedoubled fury, to lean against it
8Tip the rock with numb fingers.
t Swung the lamp, for reasons

known to himself, and half-way
~°f King sat astride the ridge again
3 t to him to hold it still. But
"8l did not understand hifn,

fnjan graves are deep!” he
a hﬁﬁ back. “Fear and the shadow of
1are one!” ¢
. SWung the lamp even more
VRtly, as . if it were a charm tha¢
" €Xorcise fear and bring a man
Safely. The shadows danced un
' brain reeled, and King swore
VOuld thragh the fool as soon as he
- Teach him. He lay belly-down-
On the rock and crawled like an
the remainder of the way.
a8 if aware of his intention
Started to hurry on while there
il - lyard or two to erawl, and
Dot being a load worth carrying,
®uge a thing permitted to inter-
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fere with the sirkar's business, King
let both die.

Hunted by’ the wind, they ran
round a bold shoulder of cliff into an-
other blackdark tunnel. There the
wind died, swallowed in a hundred
fissures, but the track grew worse and
steeper until they had to oling with
both blands and climb and now and
then Ismail set the lantern on a ledge
and lowered his girdle to help King
up. Sometimes he stood on King's
shoulder in order to reach a higher
level. They ¢limbed for an hour and
dropped at last panting, on a ledge,
after squeezing themselves under the
corner of a boulder.

The lantern light shone on a tiny
trickle of cold water, and there Temail
drank deep, like a bull, before signing
to King bo imitate him.

“A thirsty throat and a crazy head
are one!” he counseled. “A man peeds
wit and a wet tongue who would talk
with her!”

“Where is she?” asked King, when
he had finished drinking.

‘“Go and look!”  °

Ismail gave him a sudden shove,

that sent him feet first forward over-

the edge. He fell a distance rather
greater than his own height, to an-
other ledge and stood there looking up.
He could see Ismail’s red-rimmed eyes
klinking down at him in the lantern

light, but suddenly the Afridi blew the :

lamp out, and then the darkness be-
came solid. Thought itself left off less
than a yard away.

Ismail!” he whispered. But Ismaidl
did nmot answer him.

He faced about, leaning against the
rock, with the flat of both hands press-
ed tight against it for the sake of its
company; and almost at once he saw
a little bright red light glowing in
the distance. It might have been a
hundred yands, and it might have
been a mile away below him; it was
perfectly impossible to judge, for the
darkness was mot measurable.

‘“Flowers turn to the light!” droned
Ismail’s voice above sententiously,
and turning, he thought he could see
red eyes peering over the rock. He
jumped, and made a grab for the fiow-
beard that surely must be below them,
but he missed.

“Little fish
droned Ismail.
lighit!

swim to the light!”
“Moths fly to the
Who is a man that he should

Iknow less than they?”

E turned and stared at the light.

1 Dimly, very vaguely, he could
make out that a causeway led down-
ward from almost where he stood. He
was ‘convinced that should he try to
climb back Ismail would merely reach
out a hand and shove him down again,
and there was no sense in being put to
that indignity. He decided to go for-
ward, for there was even less sensge
in standing still. ;

“Come with me!
mail!” he called.
~ “Allah! Hear him'! Nay, nay, nay!
Who was it said a little while ago,
“There is no such thing as fear!’ I am
afraid, but thou and I are two men!
Go thou alone!”

Reason is a man’s only dependable
faculty. Reason told him that at a
word from Yasmini he would have
been flung into “Earth’s Drink” hours
ago. Therefore, added reason, why
should she forego that spectacular op-

portunity when his death would have |

amused Kkinjan’s thousands, only to
kill him now in the dark alone? He
had treated a few dozen sick men, but
surely she had not been afraid to of-
fend them. Had she not dared forbid
the sitk coming to him altogether?
“Porward!” says Cocker, in at least
a dozen places. “Go forward and find
out! Better a bed in hell than a seat
on the horns of a dilemma! Forward!”

There was no sound now anywhere,

He stretched a leg ﬂmwm and felt

%

Come along, Is-'| ‘

a rock two or three feet lower down,
and the sound of his slipper sole touch-
ing it, being the omly noise, made the
shont hair rise on the back of his neck.
Then he took himself, so to speak, by
the-hand and went forward and down-
ward, for action is the only curb im-
agination knows.

He forgot to count his pulse and
judge how long it took him to descend
that causeway in the dark. It was not
0 very rough, nor so very dangerous,
but of course he only knew that fact
afterward. He had to grope his way
nch by inch, trusting to sense of
touch' and the British army’s ever-
lasting luck, with an eye all the while
on a red light that was something like
the glow through hell’s keyhole.

‘When he reached bottom, after per-
haps twenty minutes, and stood at last
on comparatively level rock, his legs
were trembling from temston, and he
had to sit down while he stretched
them out and rested. The light still
looked a quarter of a mile away, al-
though that was guesswork. It made
scarcely more. impression on the sur-
rounding darkness than one coal glow-
ing in a cellar. The silence began to
make his head ache.

E got up and started, but just as

he did that he thought he heard
a footstep. He suspected Ismail might
be following after all,

“Ismail!” he called, trying to peer
through the dark. But all the dark-
ness fhad its home here. He could
not even see his own hand stretched
out. His own voice made him jump;
after a second’s pause it began to
crack and rattle from wall to wall and
frem roof to floor, until at last the
echoing word became one again and
died with a hiss somewhere in the
bowels of the world—Mbisssss!—like
the sound of hot iron being plunged
into a blacksmith’s trough with a
little after-murmur of ' complaining

- water,

But then he was.sure he heard a
footstep! He faced about; and now
there were two red lights where there
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bad been only one. They seemed
rather mearer, perhaps because there
were two of them.

“Hullo, Xing sahib!” said a voice he
recognized; and he choked. He felt
that if ‘he had coughed this heart would
have lain on the floor!

“Are you afraid, King sahib?” said
the Rangar Rewa Gunga’s voice, and
he took a step forward to be closer to
his questioner. He found himself be-
side a rock, looking up at the Rangar’s
turban, that peered over the top of it. .
He could dimly make out the Rangars
dark eyes,

“I would be afraid if I were you!”

Rewa Gunga flashed a little electric
torch into ‘his eyes, but after a few
seconds he shifted it so that both their
faces could be seen, although the
Rangar’s only very faintly.

“I thave come to warn you!”

“Very good of you, I'm sure!” said
King.

“If she knew I were here, she would
jolly well have my liver nailed to a
wall! I come' to advise you to go
back!”

“Have they taken Ali Masjid Fort?”
King asked him.

‘“Never mind, sahib, but listen! I
have brought her bracelet! 1 stole

it! She stole it from you, and 1 stele
it back! Take it! Put it on and wear
! TUse it as a passport out of Kkinjan

Caves—for no man dare touch you
while you wear it—and as a passport
down the Khyber into India! Go back
to India and stay there! Take it and
go! Quick! Take it!” ~

“No, thanks!” said King.

The Rangar laughed mirthlessly,
shifting the light a little as King step-
ped aside to get a better view of him.
fle held the torch more cunmingly
than a Spanish lady holds a fan.

“All Englishmen are fools—most of
them stiffnecked fools,” he asserted.
“Bah! Do you think I do not know?
Do you think anything is hidden from
her? 1 know—and she knows—that
vou think you have a surprise in store
for her! You think you will go to her,
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and she will say, ‘King sahib, why did “Perhaps she sent me to warn you!

vou throw that head into the river, and “Well,”” said King, ‘“my brother com-
put me in danger from my men? And manded at Al Masjid Fort. There
yvou will say, will you not, ‘Princess, are things I must ask her. How did
that was my brother’s head’? Was ghe know that head was my brother’s?
that not what you intended? Is it not What part had she in taking it from
true? Does she not know it? She his shou ors? What did she mean by
knows* more than you know, King that song of hers?”

gahib! Because you showed me cer- The Ranger chuckled softly.

“There are no fools in the world like
Englishmen! Listen! " You aré being
offered life and liberty! Here is the
key to both!”

He made the gold bracelet ring on
the rock by way of explanation.

‘“ake the key and go!”

“No!” said King.

‘“Very well, sahib! Hear the other
side of it! Beyond those two red
lichts there is a curtain. This side
of that curtain you are Athelstan King

tain little courtesies, I have come to
warn you to run away!”

“Do you suppose she knows you are
here?”’” King asked, and the Rangar
laughed.

“If she knows so much, ald is able
to read my mind from a distance,
where does she suppose you are?”
King insisted.

The Rangar laughed again, leaning
hig chin on both fists and switching
out the light.
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of the Khyber Rifles, or Kurram
Khan, or whatever you care to 'call
yourself, Beyond it, you are what she

calls you! Choose!”

King did not answer,
tinued after a pause.

“Yiou shall pass behind that curtain,
if you insist. Beyond it you shall
know what she knows about Ali Masjid
and your brother’s head! You shall
know all that she knows! There shall
he no secrets between you and her!
She shall translate the meaning of her
song to you! But you shall never
come out again King of the Khyber
Rifles, or Kurram Khan! If you ever
come out again, it shall be as you
rever dreamed, bearing arms you
never saw yet, and you shall cut with
your own hand the ties that bind you
to England! Choose!”

“I chose long ago,” said King.

“Are the gentle English never ser-
ious?” the Rangar asked. ‘“Will you
not- understand that if you pass that
curtain you shall know all things that
Yasmini knows, but that you shall
cease to be yourself? Cease—to—be
—yourself? Is my meaning clear?”

“Not in the least,” said King, “but
I hepe mine ig!”

“You will go forward?”

" “Yeg,” said King.

Rewa Gunga made no answer to
that, although King waited for an
answer. For about a minnte there
was no sound at all, excent the beat-
ing of King’s heart., Then he moved,
to try and see the Ranear’s turban
above the rock. He could not see it.
He found a niche in the rock, set his
foot in it and mounted three or four
feet, until hig head was level with the
top. The Rangar was gone!

He listened for two or three min-
utes, but the silence began to make
his head ache again; so he! stooped
to feel the floor with his hand before
deciding to go forward. There was
no mistaking the finish given by the
tread of countless feet. He was on a
highway, and there are not often pit-
fails where so many feet have been.

s0 ‘he con-

OR all that he went forward as a

certain Agag once did, and it was
many minutes before he conld see a
curtain glowing blood-red in the light
Lehind the two lamps, at the top of a
flizht of ten stone steps. It was pe-
culiar to him- and to his service that
he counted the steps before going
nearer,

‘When the went quite close he saw
carpet down the middle of the steps,
so ancient that the stone showed
through in places; all the pattern, sup-
posing it ever had any, was worn or
faded away. Carpet and stens glowed
red too. His own face, and the hands
he held in front of him were red-hot-
noker color. Yet outside the little
ellipse of light the darkness looked
like a thing to lean again«t, and the
silence was go intense that he could
liear the arteries singing bv his ears.

He saw the curtains move slightly,
apparently in a little puff of wind that
made the lamps waver. He was very

' rearly sure he heard a footfall beyond
ithe; curtains

and a tinkle—as of a
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tiny silver bell,  or a jewel striking
against another one,

He kicked his slippers off, because
there are mno conditions under which
bad manners ever are good policys
Vide history and Cocker’s famou3

code. 'Then he walked up the steps
without treading on -the. carpet, be-
cause living scorpions have been

krown to be placed under carpets 0o
purpose on occasion. And at the top,
being a Secret Service man, he stopped
to examine the lamps.

They were bronze, cast, polished and

graved. All round the circumference
of each bowl were figures in half-re-
lief, representing a woman dancing
She was the woman of the knife-hilt,
and of the lamps in the arena! She
looked like Yasmini! Only she could
not be Yasmini because these lamps
were 8o ancient and so rare that he
had never seen any in the least like
them, although he had visited most
of the museums of the Wast.

OTH lamps were aloke. He cross:

ed to make sure and tok each il
his hands in turn. But no two figures
of the dance were alike on either. It
was the same woman dancing, bub
the artist had chosen twenty different
poses with which to immortalize his
skill, and hers. Both lamps burne
sweet oil with a wick, and each had
chimney of horn, not at all unlike @
medern lamp-chimney. The horn Was
stained red.

As he set the second lamp down h®
became aware of a subtle interesting
smell, and memory took him back a?
once to Yasmini’s room in the Chandnl
Chowk 1in Delhi where he had smelle
it first. It was the peculiar scent he
had been told was Yasmini’s own—=
blend of scents, like a chord of musics
in which musk did not predominate-

He took three strides and touched

the curtains, discovering now for thé

first time that there were two of thenb
divided down the middle. They Were
about eight feet high, and each three
feet wide, of leather, and though the¥
looked old as the “Hills” themselves
the leather was supple as good clofd:
They had once been decorated wit
fionres in gold leaf, but only a litt®
patch of yellow here and there I®
mained to hint at faded glories.

He decided to remember his mal™

ners again, and at least to make 0P
porunity for an invitation.

“Kurram Khan hai!” he annouli€- ol
farcetting the echo. But the echo ""lq
the only answer. It cackled at hill
crocking back and forth down t
cavern to die with a groan in ﬂhmlt
nhla darkness.

“Rurram-urramsurram-urran-ut prail

1-
ahn thai! Urram-urram-urram-urra?
atnhail’  Urramairram-urram—abhd
onehia1”

e

There was no sound beyond t%t
. a
eurining, No answer. Only he thoua

the strange scenht grew stronger. ¢
drrided to go forward. With his hear
‘n his mouth he parted the curmms’
% both hands, startled by the ha®
inn~le of metal rings on a rod. d
s he stood, with arms outstretche®
staring—staring—staring—with oye:
c-Mod gwiftly to take in details
vih a brain that tried to explaifT
farmed a hundred wild, suggestions :
anA then reeled. He ‘Was face to 18
v ith the unexpl'unwble——the riadle ©
Khinjan Caves. B

(To be contin‘ued.)

Starting Early. 8
Friend—“What is your baby 8%

to be when he grows up?”’ 'm
Tinancier—“A  blackmailel, ;

afraid.” mk"”
Friend—“Impossible! what

you think s0?” pim
Financier—“We have to 8iVe eOP

something every litile while t°

him quiet.”—Tit-Bits, 4
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ENROLL NOW
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on the Metropolitan Division:

THORNHILL
RICHMOND HILL
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NEWMARKET
SCHOMBERG
QUEENSVILLE
KESWICK
JASKSON’S POINT
SUTTON

TORONTO

For full particulars as o “en-
rollment,” apply to the trans-
port department. Headquarters,

King and Church Streets, To-
ronto.

~WE HAVE'IT

“Express Delivery at Freight Rates’’

—

PATENTS AND SOLICITORS.

FETHERSTONHAUGH & CO., Patent
Solicitors, head office, Toronto, and
Ottawa. Booklet free.

ATENTS

IN.ALL COUNTRIES

Book ¢ Patent Protection’’ Free

BABCOCK & SONS

HOmerly Patent Office Examiner. Estab. 1871
99 ST. JAMES ST., MONTREAL

Branches: Gttawa and Washington
.
STAMPS AND COINS.

PACKAGES tree to collectors for 2 cents
toreroStage; also offer hundred different

elgn stamps; catalogue hinges; five
g‘;nt'- We buy stamps. Marks Stamp
» Toronto. /

EDUCATIONAL.

YOU CAN LEARN AT HOME_Complete
,%Oommerclal, Stenography, Matricula-
Spes, Civil Service, Teachers’ Courses,
coeclal English, Journalism, Beginner’s
© todrse, Electrical, Mechanical, Architec-
ﬁ‘m Courses, Engineering, Mind and
Cmory Tré.inmng, ordn.ny sucl:’me ‘Write
Llam orrespondence e, Lim-

lted, Dept. 0., Toronto, Canada.
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Hotel Directory

KING EDWARD HOTEL
—FIlreproof—
Toronto, Canada.

AtCommodation for 750 guests, $1.50 up.

. American and Buropean Plan.

BB TUSCO Comscs = 7, oms
can
! (Priygpe Hotel) Mti\gemt& rai::les. Hot and
\ES'EDMO cold water in every room.
Pou NDSON, Prop., shopping dis-
oL 235 Tarvis Street, Toronto, Ont.
\\

THE TUXEDO

A Comfortable and Exclusive

Modern Home. Table and Ser-

Vice in Keeping. Seven-course
- Evening Dinner.

Families Coming to Toronto Showld
Write For Reservations

The Tuxedo, 504 Sherbourne St.
T —

Russell House

Ottawa - Canada

American and European Plans

h Facing Grand Plaza
¢ Block From Parliament
dings and Central Station

Geo, Morrisette, Manager

ISTORIETTES

OMETHING  happened to the steer-

ing gear and his machine dashed
across. a crowded sidewalk and into
a jeweler’s store window. It cost
him heavily to settle, everything, and
after that he didn’t drive his car.
Last week he hired an expert chauf-

feur to tool him down town. Soon.}
some trouble developed.. He hailed
the driver: . : 2
“What’s the matter?”
“Steering gear ‘gone wrong, sir!

What shall T do?”
“Drive into the cheapest thing you
see!”
2 ® »
Cook’s Tour.
Butler—“Madam, the new cook has
come and she wants to know where
she will keep her motor.”—Life.
2 2 »
Not Attracted.
“Some day you’ll be rich enough to
retire from business.” :
“Give up my nice, pleasant office

and stay home?’ rejoined Mr.
Growcher. - “I should say not.”—
Washington Star.

% ® »

Too Tender-hearted.

“I understand that your daughter
is going to take music lessons.”

“Not exactly,” replied Farmer Corn-
tossel. ‘“We haven’t the heart to tell
her that her voice sounds terrible, so
we're goin’ to hire a regular teacher
to do it.”—Washington Star.

2 ® »
Recovery Paid.

In times of peace Smith might have
been an author who had drifted into
some useful occupation, such as that
of a blacksmith, but just now he is
cook to the Blankshire officers’ mess.
Smith sent Murphy into the village
to bring home some chickens ordered
for the mess.

“Murphy,” said Smith, the next
day, ‘““when you fetch' me chickens
again, see that they are fastened up
properly. That lot you fetched yes-
terday all got loose, and though I
scoured the village I only managed
to secure ten of them.”

“’Sh!” said Murphy. “I only
brought six.”—TitBits.
®2 ® »

The lady of many portable posses-
sions was moving from town to the
seashore for the summer. A cab had
been thought big enough to convey
her and her property to the station,
and the cabman sat there, passing
from one stage of disgust to another
still deeper, while his vehicle, inside
and out, was piled high with a mis-
celllaneous assortment of cherished
belongings.' At last the task of load-
ing came to an end.

“Is that all?” inquired the cabman
with polite incredulity.

“Yes,” was the reply.

"The cabman looked surprised.
“Seems a pity,” he ejaculated, ‘‘to
leave the doorstep.”

: B B ]

At a monthly dinner of a local club,
held in a downtown hotel one day
this week, a group of diners were
quietly criticizing the effort of a post-

prandial orator who had just. con- '

sumed about half an hour of the ten
minutes allotted him for a talk. The
private conversation was productive
of an epigram which passed rapidly
around the table. “Say what you
want to about Jones,” asserted one
of the group; “I maintain that he is
a brilliant talker?”

“What do you
talker?” ¢

“Well, sir, he can express less in
more words than anybody I ever
heard.”

mean brilliant

Economy of Space, Light and Heat

The greenhouses we erect are economical in every aspect,

except in regard to the pleasure they give the owner andr

his friends.

What a laiish wealth of joy this interior suggests—the

planting, watching the growth, tending the ﬂ(_)wers, and

cutting bouquets. May we offer further suggestions ?
Address Dept. C.

GLASS GARDEN BUILDERS, LIMITED

‘KENT BUILDING, TORONTO

Transportation Bldg. - -
Factory -

Montreal
Georgetown, Ont.

La Diva Super-Bone
CORSET

¢ La Diva Super-Bone
is a much better corset
than the high-priced-made-
in-order model but at an
ordinary price.

q This corset gives, as ' the
illustration shows, not only
stylish lines but erect grace-
ful poise.

¢ The mostsatisfactory strong
supple woven-wire boning
ever invented—used in these
models only — absolutely
guaranteed in every respect.

Justtry a pair and be convinced

DOMINION CORSET COMPANY
Montreal — QUEBEC — Toronto

Makers of the celebrated D & A Corsets & '"Good Shape” Brassieres,

Many people are sending their Couriers to the boys at the front. The

Courier is a good ‘‘letter from home.”’

more.

Send more Couriers and still




One Year

T has taken just one year for old-fashioned leather soles to go into
the discard with those who are shoe-critical.

1916 was the year when thousands found increased shoe wear and shoe com-
fort to offset increased shoe prices. -

1916 was the year when Neolin came into its own—a better sole.

Literally hundreds of thousands have welcomed Neolin as the wonder-sole. They
have taken joy in testing it—in urging it to the utmost of wear, comfort, appear-

ance, goodness. ;
And they are coming back in thousands and hundreds of thousands to make the
nation walk on Neolin. :

Neolin must be a better sole to meet such universal acelaim.

Those who have tested Neolin have found that:
Neolin cuts shoe costs by giving longer wear. Neolin Will‘outwear leather soles.

Neolin will keep the feet dry—a health-saver and comfort-giver. With Neolin,
new shoes are flexible, needing no breaking in. It is slip-proof and stub-proof. It
holds the uppers to their shape. It has a distinctive style and finish. It saves fur-
niture and floors by not scratching them.

n ] |
Take your old shoes to your shoe repairer. He probably stocks Neolin. If not he
can easily get it. ‘
Ask for Neolin soles on your new shoes. You can secure shoes built on Neolin at
" many prices and in many styles.

. Insist on Neéolin—better than leather.

To be sure of the genuine Neolin mark that
mark; stamp it on your memory. Ask for
Neolin with the accent on the “O”— 1.,
—the trade symbol for a quality product of

The Goodyear Tire & Rubber Company of Canada, Limited




