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Touring Sedan
{(Springfield Type)

Open Car Freedom—Closed Car Luxury
Combined—at Moderate Prices

These two new Overlands are the first
full-size Touring Sedans ever of-
fered to the public at moderate
prices.

Such cars at such prices are possible
only beeause of the economies made
possible by our enormous produec-
tion.

And they fill a long-felt want.

Undoubtedly the ear that is both an
open touring car and a closed
sedan, easily convertible on the
instant, is the ideal family car for
year-round, every purpose use.

Such cars at $1,675 for the.four and
$1,855 for the six—both roomy
five-passenger cars—are heretofore
unheard-of values.

Closed, these cars afford perfect pro-
teetion against cold, wind, rain or
SNOW.

Motors—en bloc type—The Four, 35 horsepower—The Six, 35-40 horsepower.

33 x 4!, inch tires—non-skid Auto-Lite starting and light- Electric control
rear. ing system. steering column,
Gasoline tank and gauge at Cantilever rear springs. Vacuum tank fuel feed.
rear. / Richly carpeted floor. Improved seat springs.

Catalogue on request.

‘When open, they are free to every
friendly breeze that blows.

The change can be made either way
easily and quickly, and with mno
more effort than it takes to raise or
lower the windows.

And, either open or closed, these cars
are beautiful in appearance—have
lots of style—are absolutely free
from the suggestion of makeshift
which is so apparent in separate
sedan tops for touring cars.

But there are many other features to
commend these cars, in addition to
their perfect convertibility.

The four has the 35 horsepower motcr
which has made the Overland
famous for years—in its latest im-
proved en bloe type.

Specifications

Willys-Overland, Limited, ==:‘veri: West Toronto, Canada

Please address Dept. 769.

The six has a 40 horsepower en bloc
motor with wonderful flexibility
and lightning pick-up.

Cantilever rear springs make both cars
remarkable for their easy riding
qualities.

And long wheelbase—the four 112
inches, the six 116 inches—and four
and one-half inch tires add further
to their riding comfort.

See these new cars at once.

You will be amazed that such beauti-
fully finished, luxurious Touring
Sedans can be built to sell at such
low prices.

See the Overland dealer at once.

Wheelbase—The Four, 112 inches—The Six, 116 inches.
buttons on

Divided front seats with wide
aisle between,

Attractive cloth upholstery.
Interior dome light.

|
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ALDERMANIC AMBIGUITIES,

Ald. Sam McBride, who recently got
a lot of publicity by reason of his vio-
lent tongue-lashings of other Toronto
aldermen, and his bumping of a
Smaller alderman’s head against the
Council Chamber wall for having re-
ferred to him as “a wind-bag,” started
off this year with a good resolution to
behave and avoid personalities. He
really meant it, but it is not in his na-
ture to be peaceflil. He loves a serap.
He ig the original type that would
rather fight than eat. So it is not to
be wondered at that he broke out into
belligerent speech and action ere the
year was out.

No member of Toronto City Council
i3 as active as Ald. McBride—they call
him “Silent Sam.” Counecil meetings
are held on alternate Mondays. The
Board of Cantrol reports are delivered
to the members on the previous Friday
night or Saturday morning. His
friends say that Ald. Sam is almost
glued to his telephone from the time
he gets hig report until Council meets.
calling up the members and directing
them how they should vote on the
various matters that are to be dealt
with. He would probably deny that
“directs” them, but nevertheless that
s what it amoumnts to when one talks
to “Silent Sam.” He also gets in
touch with a multitude of other peo-
ble whose interests are affected by
Board of Control recommendations,
and when he comes into Council the
alderman is loaded down with a mass
of data which keeps him talking ad
infinitum, :

At the last Council session he made
over a score of speeches, ]Z)ng and
short, with innumerable smaller efforts
and interjections, points of order, ete.
He has come to regard it as his right,
Say his critics, to speak after every
other member hags spoken, offering evi-
dence in rebuttal as it were, and in this
Wway he speaks-as often and as long as
the other 24 members of Council com-
bined." No chairman ean hold hin
He himself is permanent chairman of
the Committee of the Whole, but he
is constantly jumping out of the chair
10 make a speech, and the man he
asks to take his place very often gives
him free rein. Rules of order are the
Veriest trifles to “Silent Sam.” He
rides rough-shod over and through
them. They were made to be broken.

His manner of speaking is amusing
at first and then tiring. He frequently
Tepeats himself. He uses some odd
bhrases and words. “Tain’t fair!” is
one of his commonest exclamations.
“Let us deal with this' matter in a
business way,” is another McBride
bromide. “Exorbient” is his version
of “exorbitant.” Once, when the City
Council Manual was under  dis
fussion, he referred to it ag
Ule | “rityaly’ . e iwill . take a
fling  with equal east at the
baldhead or the business methods of
an opponent. He spares nobody when
€ can hit. But when the session is

. Over and they file out he greets his

foe of a few minutes before with a
“lmile and a slap on the back. At the
last meeting he had a wordy battle with
Controller Cameron. Next morning

" he met the Controller with a cheery

Smile and a “Hello, Bob—how are
You?’ Controller Cameron regarded
him with cold and calculating eye for
& moment and then in a sentence
Sized up the McBride character: I
don’'t know what to think of you---
You're a Dr. Jekyll and Mr, Hyde.”
And no doubt “Silent Sam” went
Straight out to make inquiry as to the

- Antecedents of the Jekyll and Hyde
~ Derson. wWe may expect to hear more

Of thig anon.

: Suggestion  to the Huns.
T‘he Huns are now aeclared to be
In direful need of wood—

Ay not use up those princelings of

The Hohenzollern brood?”
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ADDITIONAL PARTS, SUPPLEMENTARY SPRINGS,
SPECIAL#WHEELS, HOODS, RADIATORS, ACCESSORIES- ||&
jl| AND CHANGES ARE NOT NECESSARY IF YOU BUY A ; 4
.
5 :
; In Appearance, Comfort and Performance on any road, the ;._
S Chevrolet is a real automobile. Study these exclusive features =
§1 and compare them with other cars at or near the Chevrolet price. =
% P ———— 5
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BRANCHES AND CONNECTIONS THROUGHOUT CANADA
HEAD OFFICES AND EIGHT BRANCHES IN TORONTO
HEAD OFFICE—8-10 KING ST. WEST—TORONTO BRANCH

78 CHURCH STREBET Cor. BLLOOR WEST & BATHURST
Cor. QUEEN WEST & BATHURST 236 BROADVIEW, Cor. WILTON AVE,
Cor QUEEN BEAST and ONTARIO DUNDAS ST., Cor, E%H PARK AVE.

1220 YONGE ST. SUBWAY, Cor

ARE YOU SELLING PAPERS ?

This advertisement is directed to
Boys who are looking for a chance to
make extra money on the side.

uch / Boys are everywhere—and
everywhere they .are is also to be
found ‘an opportunity.

Canadian Courier 5¢ per copy
is the Biggest Opportunity yet placed
before you. Write me as early as
Dossible to secure a place to work in.

Sales Manager,
CANADIAN COURIER,
b Toronto.
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| CANADIAN NorTHERN | f
ALL THE WAY

From the Laurentians to the Rockies

Serving Canada’s National : V
Playgrounds including / |

Grand Discharge of the Saguenay,
Laurentide National Park,
Algonquin National Park,

Muskoka Lakes, :
Georgian Bay Hinterland, g

Nipigon Forest Reserve, g -
. . ; 5 =
Quetico National Park, : :
Vermillion Lakes, :
. Jasper National Park, : :
and Mount RObson Nathnal Pa‘rl{ i HE satisfaction of knowmg the watch you wear will be rf
. g “i good tafote for year‘i tci» }t):ome 1,,ﬁecogxd only to the g
2 pleasure of owning a Walt am. e Waltham Con- =
ALL MODERN EQUIPMENT 5| vertible \:;ust \f?\tgh can be wor t in whatever i(t r:]f" ::n i
: 5 Svd good taste nm%/‘ uﬁctalt;e : xius is the watch with the 35
SUMMER TOURIST FARES S e o S et ‘ji;i?eivlm? ot gl
; - 3] mend the Waltham (,onvcrtﬂ“ie‘w’frwst Watch for itsaccuracy, 2
E as well asits beauty ard conv eﬂeﬁce Can be had for $18 H
For' literature and information, apply to General f and up, Write for new booklet”*‘Concerning a Timepiece.” £
Passenger Department, 68 King St. East, Toronto, Z WALTHAM WATCH COMPANY, MONTREAL é:
Ont.; 226 St. James St, Montreal, Que.; or Union R =
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Station, Winnipeg, Man;

THE CANADIAN BANK
HE CANAL |
OF COMMERCE
SIR EDMUND WALKER, C.V.0,, LL.D, D.C.L., President.
JOHN AIRD, General Manager. H. V. F. JONES, Ass’t. Genera! Manager.

The Finest Hunting CAPITAL, $15,000,099 RESERVE FUND, $13,500,000
Grounds in America ;

ARE CONVENIENTLY REACHED VIA

CANADIAN PAC IFIC SAVINGS BANK ACCOUNTS

i 3 St P Interest at the current rate is allowed on all deposits of $1.00 and upwards.
r s
W. FSETJ:,M:“"O%“?:::‘ f:’;ss:ﬁgei p?;enn:, °-;-or°nto Careful attention is given to every account. Small accounts are welcomed.

W. B. HOWARD, District Passenger Agent, Toronto Accounts may be opened and operated by mail.
Accounts may e opened in the names of two or more persons, withdrawals
to be made by any one of them or by the survivor. S

Sl

Electric Service - | , ;

Means comfort, convenience, economy, and safety.

e i . THE o
Emh:ﬂhggzc :‘:1:: amh :;gyp?;:ly equipped with elec- ﬁi INDEPENDENT ORDER OF FORESTERS :

E
All the drudgery of housekeeping is eliminated by FURNISHES A COMPLETE SYSTEM OF INSURANCE |
electricit, i SO
7 Policies issued by the Soclety .are for the protection of
You can wash, iron, sew, sweep, cook, keep cool in your family, and cannot be bought, sold, or pledged.

summer and warm in winter, by means of electrical
apparatus designed espeem‘lly to relieve you of
unnecessary and fatiguing labor.

At our showrooms all these devices are ready for I ;
your 1inspection. Competent demonstrators will

Benefits are payable to the Beueficiary in case of death,
or to the member in case ‘of his total . mwbmty. ‘or 'to the
member on attaining seventy years of wage.

Policies 'inmd from $500 to $5,000.

‘opesate and explain them for yon. {1 TOTAL BENEFITS PAID, 49 MILLION DOLLARS.
Iﬁl Poronto Electric Light Co., Limi!ad . , / ‘ g For further information and literature apply to__ :
e “AT YOUR SERVICE” ; :»E m-‘.m% \ Eﬁmﬂm&m
;-nmaﬁx rmamm o i Temple Bulidings, . . rowoum : '
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all those good cozy people who have
lookeq with satisfaction upon the face
of Canadian politics gaze now long, hard,
And with their utmost tenderness. If there is
1y shedding ot post-mortem encomiums or any
°PDing, let them get it over with now, once
For the shining figure of Death is booked
the political stage at Ottawa some time
%‘?xt Valentine’s Day or Easter time with a
e thousand miles long and a mind bent on
8 all the old political notions that have been
Up this country for the past few decades.
Who have been counting on their tried and
vi‘ty loyalty and on the sum total of errands
i been running for pooh-bahs in the political
‘Ato' 8t them jobs some day—let ‘em try to
2 little cash on account right away. For the
%,DYalty bank is approaching difficulties and
° Pay abonut two cents on the dollar to expect-
tronage. Le: the stand-patters and the stick-
and the Life-Long-Readers of the Mani-
g"Prerss or the Montreal Star fetch out their
48 a matter of habit and prejudice prepare
S for sleepless nights! And, above all, let
Oly people who dub Canadian politics “low,”
e Pl' the - sordid actualities of party politics,
= ©o-uld contribute so much to Canadian
ife jf it were not for its “contaminating asso-
et all cranks and self-starters and reform-
Teactionaries bring on their props and begin
tis for Prime Ministerships and Portfolios!
e"{natter of innovations, the next session of
t is going to be a twin-six with a forty-two
‘bore. " It promises surprises and counter
farthquakes, wars and rumours of war,

A makes a sound like the proverbial still
before a storm. There are all the
f the landscape in their usual places! Lo
I Borden jogging along to the East Block
us! 1o Sir Wilfrid rolling to his office-pro
Victoria Museum in HIS ’bus! The same
landladies scrub the same front stoops of
boarding houses. Same poor relations of
“Or-Generals and ex-Ministers snooping along
lle Windows of the Sparks Street shops.
“18ent gang in the stuffy hole behind the
; lfsgraph office which serves the Press Gal-
_Sessions.  Same Bob Rogers! Same
90k buttoned on behind his ears. Same
1 browsing solemnly around on same ap-
‘gm €8s missions for the Grits. Same graft-
Ve quit the Russell House for the Chateau,
SSer grafters who have quit the Grand
* the Russell, and all the little pikers and
Who go to make a summer day. Here, you
,:wlies indulgent Ottawa, unchanged. But it
;.ﬁlill o’ bombs, and not just anti-Govern-
S, but ones that will one day soon shake
» breaking old lines, upsetting old poli-
m@king necessary a general re-alignment
allegiances. Some time between next
Christmas, 1917, there is likely to be an
€ Tories, with the cheerfulness of the
> B8y they will be beaten to a froth unless
“unless”
2 The Liberals agree on this
ithout the cheerfulness! It is infinitely
Table for Sir Wilfrid Laurier to be a cold
g the shades of opposition than a re-
Un shedding his glory over the Govern-
, but responsible also for the general
t of a colossal task under the eyes of a
‘ & cranky political conscience,
% 4 II. J
5o CVe on the faces of Conservative and
cians up here clouds of doubt and
* these men sometimes appear about as
the work of running this country as a
* to slake the thirst of a bush fire, we
1€ blame at only one door: our own. We
°d the politicians. We have taught them

w i I
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Let the lazy folk who have taken their

ould only do thus and so, build rail- -
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ways, import immigrants, and co-operate with the
Lord in the maiter of good harvests—why, then, the
country would issue them diplomas affirming their
claim to be called statesmen, and giving them a
gambler’s chance for office. Now conditions have
changed; our system of education for politicians
has been shown to be a farce; and we find ourselves
almost without leadership, certainly without greatly
gifted leadership in either party. Nobody knows
half so well as Ottawa knows how totally inadequate
it is. There was once a time when the running of
this country was a sort of pipe dream—with real
opium in it. There was plenty of money coming in
and millions available for any treasurer energetic
enough to carry a tin pail to London. The one and
only problem of a Government was how to get rid of
the money. In this they showed, it must be said,
a fair amount of industry. At least they tried. Did
any one ingist on having the question of Technical
Education investigated—why here was ten thousand
ber year per man and travelling expenses to several
worthies who would turn out a report as big as a
house and as intelligible as the inside of a bait can.
Did someone whisper Good Roads—and here were
other millions of dollars to be scattered abroad as
an old lady watérs flowers. Was Agriculture to be
helped—here were millions with which to duplicate
and triplicate the efforts of -the provincial depart-
ments of agriculture. Purpose, courage, persistence,
co-ordination of effort, economy of resources—these
qualities were not asked for nor offered. That was
true of the Liberal Government of Reciprocity fame
and true of the Borden Government that succeeded
it. But the Borden Government was cruelly trapped.
The most unfair, most unladylike war arose and re-
quired of the politicians qualities they had never
before been called upon to study. They rose like one
man to.the occasion. They have been sweating ever
since to meet new occasions. But they have failed
and know they have failed. And the Liberals know
it and know that they also would have failed. And
the whole of Ottawa is in a funk.

F you don’t believe, come up and see. One of
the best evidences of Ottawa’s frame of mind

is the way it talks about Sir Thomas White—and the
way Sir Thomas talks about himself. Sir Thomas
White has probably rendered more real brain ser-
vice to this country in his few years of office than
any one man who has held office as a Minister—I
am not now speaking of Prime Ministers, whose
functions are particular and peculiar—since Con-
federation. To Ottawa, Sir Thomas is little short of
a miracle. The frame of mind on both sides of
politics regarding Sir Thomas is not unlike that of
the farmer who saw a two-humped camel for the
first time, “Hell,” said Ottawa, “they ain’t no such
animal!” Now it calls Sir Thomas White ‘“great”
—and even Sir Thomas admits it! Yet as a matter
of fact there are a couple or three Sir Thomas
White’s in every big bank and In every reputable
financial institution of any size in this country. In

.other words, two-humped camels are common in the

business world. It’s only when they stray inte
Ottawa politics that they are remarked.

The Borden Government—any Government that
might’ take office in Ottawa at the present time—
has to face a series of questions like a roomful of
creditors in an assignee’s office. Some of these de-
mand immediate payment. Others may be stalled
off. 'The immediate creditor is the army. It has
been promised five hundred thousand men and hasn’t
got them. Does the Government propose to let the
matter stand? Or to bring in a form of conscription?

. Or deny that it can ever raise the debt? The Gov-

ernment has gained a little time by appointing Sir
Thomas Tait to inaugurate a sort of national regis-
tration scheme. He may be able to report before
the war is over and he may not. He may show that
conscription is necessary or he may not. )
does show it and if he does report in time, it is

‘
N

C OO K

_be done. ¥

And if he
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still problematical whether the Borden Govern-

ment has courage to carry out a scheme of con-

scription. Amnother matter is the High Cost
of Living question, which the Government had hoped
was put off, at lcast for a time, by the appointment
of a Cost of Living Commission. That Commission
has spent much, written much and proven nothing
but its own futility. A third creditor is the raflway
question—and a commission has been appointed to
solve that riddle, fortunately a good commission.
But the most serious subjects are those which have
to do with our preparations for peace! On this
point Government and Opposition alike appear to be
absolutely bankrupt of ideas. "The proposed Business
Man’s Conference, so eloquently referred to by Sir
George Foster, is in a state of confusion—of which
more at some other time. Various departments are
messing around with different aspects of the same
questions, stumbling over one another’s feet, dupli-
cating and re-duplicating one another, and all as
jealous of one another as a parcel of women feeding
cakes to a new parson. Even in the matter of statis-
tical information, one of the most necessary factors
in the study of natiomal questions, confusion, over-
lapping and incompleteness prevail, and though an
sable man has been assigned by the Government to
remedy this situation, he is said to be hampered in
the necessary construction of a skeleton system by
the sensitiveness of the various departments. In
short, Ottawa resembles nothing more than a con-
clave of four-year-olds making mud-pies in a tulip-
bed. There is here neither purpose, nor direction,
nor the will to learn. ‘Above all, there is lack of co-
ordination of eiffort. Borden is working like a navvy
on questions that his weak ministers haven’t nerve
enough to decide for themselves. Foster is galavant-
ing around with a Dominion’s Royal Commission
-which is having a very fine time and achieving nowt,
as the Yorkshires say. Senator Casgrain is mending
political fences in Quebec. The two other French-
Canadian Ministers are playing with their dolls.
Martin Burrell is still sick and frightfully busy being
a gentleman.  Corhrane’s sick, and Reid, now Min-
ister of Custetns, is trying to work his way into
Cochrane’s portfolio—Reid is a herse for work but
uninspired. Roche couldn’t tell a good idea from a
%ad one in a hatful. Meighen, busy running errands
for all the other Ministers, has lost his perspective.
Rogers is the professional Bad Man of the party, and
doesn’t pretend to statecraft. At the time of writing
he 1s-still chuckling over the herring he drew across
the trail of the Manitoba Agricultural College. So
it goes. And of the Liberals, two alone are worth
setting up against Borden and White. They are Mir
Wilfrid and George Graham. Even they aren’t say-
ing very much. It is queer the modesty that over-
takes a man when there is a real possibility of his
being called upon to show h-o~w a difficult job should

T HE next -session of Parliament—ithe first over
which the Duke of Devonshire will cast his vice-
regal illumination—will be a political duelling match.
It will be concerned more sincerelv with polities than
with the business of the State. The Liberals and the
Conservatives will in all probability spend their time
jockeying for a favourable position in view of the
general election which is almost certain to be called
at the end of that session. Between now and the
summoning of the Commons there is likely to be a
great deal of party reconstruction planned, if not
indeed carried out. Further reconstruction may
even take place during the session. The spirit of
independence is stirring in the bosoms of even the
hoariest partisans. The country is roused to the
seriousness of its position' and the dutiful service
Wwhich it has a right to expect from its parliament.
New issues are likely to arise that may detach Lib-
erals from Liberalism and make them Tories, and
turn life-long Tories into Radicals. Whether the
parties, facing one another tn the House, present a
united front and maintain their fronts during the
debates that follow, depends partly on the skill with
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which the two leaders and their advisors now antici-
pate the issues likely to arise and adjust themselves
and their organizations to meet these issues as they
arise in the House. But one thing is almost certain:
Borden will ask for an extengion of the life of Par-
liament and will be forced to the country by the
Liberals. Few of the weathercocks in Ottawa agree
as to the probable time of a general election except
to say that it will fall somewhere in the year 1917.

“Upon what issues will the Conservatives go to
the country?” I asked a well-informed Conservative
whose opinions are usually sound.

“Liook em over for yourself,” he said, smiling.

“Will they appeal on the grounds of a good record
in office?”

“Yes, but they can’t count much on it? Although
all the war-contract scandals took place within the
first five or six months of the war, and although
Kemp, as the head of the -Purchasing ‘Commission,
and Flavelle, as the head of the Munitions Board, are
both doing splendid work—the country won’'t be
slow to forget the old scandals, however trivial they
may be in comparison to the total of our purchases.
Sam Hughes will be anoth~r drag on the wheel
though, mind you, Sam Hughes has done a lot of
excellent work.”

“But what positive plank will be put forward?
Loyalty cry?” ¢

“Never. In the first place, it would be dangerous,
and in ‘the second place, Sam Hughes has-spiked
that gun by admitting,>n Hansard, last session, that
the majority of the senior officers in the first Cana-
dian contingent were Liberals.”

“How did he come to admit that?”

“That was the time he was dccused of having
favoured the Conservatives in making military ap-
pointments. To meet the charge he made a reply
that effectually stops any effort to accuse the Liberals
of sloth in the profession of war.”

“What will you do about Quebec?”

“I' think—I think you will see the Conservatives
abandon it altogether.. They might then try to hitch
Laurier’s name with Bouragsa’s name in such a way
as to discredit Laurier’s loyalty without appearmg to
attack the loyalty of the Liberal party. . It might
be effective, but I don’t believe it will be attempted.”

“What else, then?”

“Railways. I think—I may be wrong, of course—
that this railway commission will bring in a report
gsome time in the next few months. Sir George Paish
ig ill and can’t act at present, but Drayton and the
other man (Smith) can go ahead mapping out some
sort of a scheme for solving the transportation prob-
lems of the country. Paish will then be called on
to advise them on the financial end of the project
and a definite report will be laid before the Govern-
ment. Sizing up the personnel of that commission,
I venture to think it will be a good report. I expect
to see the Government take up the main points in the
document, and announce a new railway policy with
the promise that Dfayton shall be made Minister of
Railways to administer that policy.”

“Their one trump?”

‘“Bxactly.”

And in all this, you say, where the “new politics?”

In this: '

T.ast session, when the Kyte charges were being
flung across the House, the average spectator in
the gallery, if he had ever heard charges made in
the House before, yawned. It is nothing to hear
men glanged in the Commons. Even Sir Thomas
White, who was leading the Government at the time,
thought it was. only the usual sort of thing, and he
rose languidly and was pulling the usual line of bluff
‘that is always handed out on such occasions. He
was treating the whole matter as a little thing that
would come 'right as soon as the Liberals had a
good night’'s sleep—when son;e'body tagged at Sir
Thomas’ coat-tails and whispered to him, it is said,
“For God’s sake, shut ap.” The Minister of Finance
scented'rats and nipped his &peech off as close as he
could, moving the adjournment at the same time. By
all the rules of the game as it has been played in
Ottawa, Sir Thomas had been right in his bluff. But
the unexpected had happened. 1In the corridor out-
side the Chamber, Conservative members were hold-
ing hated discussions even while White was spread-
ing the oil. Men who two years ago would have
winked and laughed at the Kyte charges, were giving
vent to their indignation, and though the msual party
parasites, the boot-lickers who follow the® party—
whichever party—for what it gives them rather than
for what it is, hung around trying to smooth the
waters, they failed. They were confronted with
congeientious polities.

It is this new kind of politics that will make the
difference at the next session. Good fellowship and
a dinner won’t be enough to guarantee the allegiance
of one M.P. to another. The power of the whips

The
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which has so often in the past been based on petty
blandishments and appeals to the “one of the boys”
instinet, will be missing. If will be sincere convic-
tion that holds the groups together. That is the
New Politics, and the New  Politics means mnew
chances for new men. Different standards of public
conduct are already being forged. And in the next
election they will be a challenge to the country to
bring out its best men for Parliament. This changed
mood may roughly be described as a sort of renewed
“honesty.” I don’t mean only honesty in regzird to
material things, but intelleatual honesty as well.
There are many men who have held by their party
affiliations without ever considering whether in the

‘bottom of their hearts they were of Liberal 0f S5g
servative turn of mind. Men of this sort al‘:{‘w
to meet a testing time as, for instance, when ;

dental Liberal is called upon to support 5101'11e P
ciple of -real Liberalism in connection Wltr 5
French-Canadians, or when a habitual Conservas
is faced with some ultra-Conservative decision i 10
ing, say, the constitutional relations of Canadd
London. Hitherto it has been the general €U
to evade “show-downs.” It is much more €0 uch
able to “stick with the crowd.” But it will DEEE

less possible in the next session of the HOUSE: e
is part of the hope and part of the doubt of

New Politics, =

THE PRINCESS DEPARITH

An Appreciation of Her Character
BB M. 1

o B y

LESSINGS brighten as they take their flight.

The Princess Patricia is surrounded by an

added radiance as we see her for the last

time,. From the beginning her presence was

veiled in romance, the very fact of her being a prin-

- cess dazzled us, for we have never quite outgrown

This beautifully-dressed regal woman will be much
missed in Ottawa—and all over Canada.

the love for the heroines of our childhood’s fairy

tales, and they were always princesses and always

beautiful. Now that we view them with a more

critical eye, we perceive they were never anything

SR g ls g

g e

“in battle, turned aside to wipe her eyes:

_ hope that she will return our admiraﬁ?

N oA

else but beautiful, all the action in the plot Wﬂ“n":
served for the fairy prince. But our princesss g 88
only very lovely, but ever so many other thing"
well. .3
The first time we saw her she was a trifié ust%;'f‘
feeling, perhaps, a stranger in her new Cang'mﬁ
home: the last time we saw her she looked Ya-r_\,w.
and we venture to hope that, mingled with B! 2
at returning to the Old Land, she experiences
gret in leaving Canada. She never looked OI‘O’L
than when visiting a convalescent home in Tofgiff ;
she talked with a group of men from her Owlie,gﬂ“
ment, the “Princess Pats,” smiling gaily W i)lind‘
Duchess, who had been chatting with a man 5

picture of the Princess which will linger 1088
memory of those who saw her standing e"’»'é.w'
portrait of Queen Victoria, painted when L
about the same age as the Princess, and ~Whe§ w
one drew her attention to the fact, she 1oolfe e
her grandmother’s portrait and smiled. ; 1'0 ﬂﬁ
Did you ever notice the Princess Patricia® ¢ eﬂf ‘
They are always pleasing and graceful: clo
obtrusive. One saw the woman ﬁrst—"_theed"
were quite secondary—and if our eyes tl'avell;
her lovely face they were apt to be arreste re.
wonderful long rope of pearls she often W.‘;ncult

saw her only on gala days, and it was g
in - her goﬂ

and

cO’

decide whether she looked better
frocks and big picture hats, in a yelloW
evening gown or a simple costume at the ra;‘f’by
dodging photographers—a feat made diffic® e’
great height. Those who saw her this SE i
horseback in the Rocky Mountains, OF dis‘;:
the swimming pool at Banff, say that shess
sport,” and is at her best out of doors. )1
to know she is healthy and human like ours®
we cling to the vision of the Princess 100 (el
feel all princesses should look, tall an Lo
a far-away look in her eyes. = STl
An oil painting of {he Princess painted =i
by Miss Gertrude des Clayes, has
much admired, but the appearance O t%ga
Patricia will be perpetuated in Can® mini?
through the coloured reproduction of hernw
by Mr. Montagu Marks, which the 2
asked places in the reach of all
cently announced that the funds of the.
were enriched by $1,001.20 from the sale
atures at the Toronto /Exhibition alone
Not content with being a Princess .an
she is an artist as well. Her paintiné
shown at our prominent exhibitions
would have been welcomed had they beenﬁ
an unknown name. One of them now ==,
National Gallery at Ottawa, and ar othel =
promised to the Art Museum of Toronto:
study, “Narcissus,” which she donated mnt
tion in aid of the Watriotic Fund, bmuie :
price than any of the other canvases. T’d- :
flowers and still-life are particularly g00%
too artistic to attempt a subject that 1% i
powers. The first works she exhibite ain
included some interesting landscapes: Py
visiting her sister, the Crown Princess
Her love of art has another outlet.
fond of music as well, and has .
tivate her voice. “Imagine starting o
age!” she said laughingly, To be sur®
ers usually begin when they are Ver’:et"
our Princess is so wonderful she may "y
prima donna! And whatever she does 11111
she may be sure of our interest and oo
she has greatly endeared herself to many
and names are strange to hery an

in her old home an affection for thing’

~

\
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: 1| “Farmers" of the Sea at Work

Scenes among the People who Harvest Cod
o Instead, of Wheat

|
ij HESE two sturdy Nova Scotian lads have just got ashore from their
: I father’s schooner before she cleared for the Grand Banks. The

| second picture shows a shipwright’s man at work caulking the
seams of a fisherman’s craft with cakum. The two workers in the third
picture are rubbing molten pitch on a new dory. The fourth picture
shows how the catch is barrelled, and the fifth how the nets are mended
in the odd moments ashore. These pictures were taken by a very skilful

amateur photographer, Miss Edith S. Watson, during a recent visit among

: “ea'going folk of the Maritime Provinces. The camera has here recorded
great fishing industry not commonly understood in other parts

of Canada. Over 93,588 persons are employed in the fishing industry
in Canada, and of these 26,568 are in Nova Scotia, 22,660 in New
Brunswick, and 7,975 in P. E. Island. British Columbia’s fisherfolk
number 17,108,




~

_the way to other facts.

THE PEACOCK SCREEN

L 2

BCAUSE Yvette was beau-
tiful, men flattered her,
and  because men flat-
tered her, Yvette was beautiful.
Her dark eyes had the exquisite
daring of the woman who knows
she pleases, The blood came
readily, into her smooth, pale
cheek because admiring glances
" called- it there; and her red
flower of a mouth shaped itselfl
easiest to smiling acceptance of
broken hearts. It is a gracious
look and difficult of attainment
10 the plainer sisters.

Yvette, withal, was not invincible.

Back in the earlier days of her reign there: had
been a man, and while the man went—as men do—
the memory remained. I mention this merely to open
Yvette had, then, beauty,
prestige—and a past, of a delicate hidden sort. It
was but natural that thus endowed, she should come
eventually to consider matrimony.

Her mother—have I said that Yvette’s mother was
none other than Mrs. Jacques de la Fuente nee
Duprez—her mother, perhaps, stated the case well.

“In a year you will be twentv-four,” she said, the
beautiful limpid French softening and sweetening
the words. ‘“That Is, almost an old maid. It is time,
Yvette, you thought—I, myself, was married at
fifteen.”

Yvette touched her rosy nails with a chamois-skin,

_and sighed. She was standing at the moment before

her dressing table, and the candles set in tall sconces
on either side of that artistic bit of furniture afforded
a mellow radiance to the mirror’s depths.

“At fifteen,” repeated the mother, a trifle in-
gistently, “I was married.”

“But from the cradle—to the grave!” said Yvetfe,
and fastened a single string of pearls about her long
white throat. : t

“What is it you say?” asked Mrs. de la Fuente,
somewhat sharply. She was not infrequently to be
found some distance in the rear of her daughter.

“How you must have been bored!” said Yvette.

“In my trousseau,” continued the lady, ‘I had, as
you know, great quantities of real lace. The veil
of my grandmother, alone——" .

“Eh!” said Yvette, “it does not matter.” She
shrugged her slender shoulders. “I am quite willing
to marry-—but the man?”

Then Mrs. de la Fuente flung out a crafty feeler.
“He  has been most attentive,” she murmured, “and
there is no slightest fault to be found with his posi-
tion, his name—-—"

“His money,” thrust in Yvette, almost wvulgarly.
“Say it, mama! You mean Tony Whiting.” She
added with a little yawn, “I had thought of that,
myself.”

“He has perhaps spoken,” said Mrs. de.la Fuente,
rather eagerly.

“No!” said Yvette. ‘“No”—and finished superbly
arrogant, “but he will speak to-night.”

She drew on a pair of long white gloves, slipped
into a long black velvet coat with a collar of fur,
and extinguished the candles on the dresging table.

“What is it to-night?’{\she asked, languidly.
“Paust’? If you knew how tired I am of that opera
with its tenor who is just a grocer’'s boy In doublet
and hose, and its so mysteriovs devil and its so stlly
Marguerite. Mind the stair, mama!”

ND /it came to pass, as they say in ancient
chronicles, that Tony Whiting spoke that night.

He had been wanting only the infinitesimal encour-
agement which Yvette allowed him during the “Jewel
Song.” The box was very dark, and he sat just

_ behind her, where his eyes could rest without osten-
‘tation upon the little curl that touched her neck.

It was in his sight, perhaps, the sweetest thing about
her—that little wayward, kissing curl. Once she
dropped her fan/ and when he stooped for it, her
fingers fumbled delicately over taking it back. It
is just such things which derail the train of otherwise
quite prudent events. ;

In any case, Whiting spoke, in a. slow, careful
whisper, while Marguerite upon the stage trilled
brassily above some bits of coloured glass; she was
a stout Marguerite, it may be hardly necessary to

remark, with a vanighing waist line and three chins.

Tony Whiting’s waist line was also being threat-
ened, and the hair at his temples had ylelded visibly
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to the persuasion of time, but he had still but one
chin and that a good one.

“Yvette,” he whispered—not even her mother
heard him, though she had always an ear that way—
“Yvette! You're very beautiful to-night.”

Yvette just lowered her lashes. They were long
and touched her cheek with a suggestion of shyness.
A smile stirred the corner of her mouth. She did
not speak. She knew how it went, that game.

“Suppose,” said Whiting, very softly, “you put me
out of my agony to-night—yes or mno? Are you
listening, Yvette?”

Yvette bent her head a very little to say that
she was listening. The real old lace above her heart
lifted and fell quite evenly. She did not flush.

“Will you?” said Whiting. At least in his throat
the breath caught nervously. “Will you, Yvette?”

It was ' a queer question to ask while Marguerite
bedizened her matronly self with earrings and neck-
laces. Whiting, perhaps, realized the queerness of
it, for he leaned a little nearer and touched Yvette’s
scarf reverently with the tips of his fingers.

“It’s been going on a long time—with me,” he
said. “Nothing new-—as you know.”

Yvette folded her hands in her lap. She looked
at the stage—and she looked back over her shoulder
into Whiting’s eyes. If you had been reared with
the end in view of some day entering upon a certain
road, you would not, when that roéad unfolded itself
before your feet, draw back. Neither did Yvette.
She took her first step between its orderly hedges.
naturally enough, without excitement.

“I know,” she said, very softly in her turn.

“You will?” said Whiting, incredulous to-the last
adoring fibre of his being.

“Yes,” said Yvette. ' She was not at all slow.

ND that was the great moment, come and gone,
without any blare of trumpets, while Mar-
guerite ogled herself before a mirror, and the devil
loitered redly in the background coquetting with
Dame Martha.

Mrs. de la Fuente received the news with radiance.

“Dear little one,” she said, “I had hoped for it.
He is most charming—in every way eligible—not a
Creole, of course, but there are really many delightful
people uptown. I am confident you will -be happy.
For the trousseau, of course, you will have Marie”

“I had not thought of the trousseau,” said Yvette.

“Ah youth! youth!” sighed Mrs. de la Fuente, sen-
timentally. “Colour of rose, and another colour—of
the loved one’s eyes.”

“I had not thought of that, either,” said Yvette.

When she stood once more before the mirror of her
dressing table and lit the candles, she looked at
herself with a vague interest. After a while she
drew the back of one hand lightly across her lips.
Whiting had kissed her in the discreet moment when
Mrs. de la Fuente, mounting the stairs, had left them
alone together.

The lips were softly crimson, much as usual, but
Yvette, standing between the candles, stared at them
curiously, somewhat as though she expected a scar.

She was not given to analysis of her emotions,
Yvette. She only stared and sighed, and presently
undressed herself, and went to bed with a queer
little smile twisting one corner of her mouth, She
did not sleep very much, it is true, but an engage-
ment involves a certain amount of excitement not

conducive of slumber, and Yvette had not expected

to sleep.

Next day she was none the worse for wear, and -

went upon her way with considerable calm.

Also, when Whiting next kissed her, she neglected
subsequently ‘to erase it.
ardent as he, it ig true, but then as ghe explained to
him with a lovely indifference, ardour is not the
woman’s part.

“You care the most?” said Yvette.
it should be like that.”

“H’mph!” said Whiting. After those brief crucial
moments at the opera, he had regained something
of his usual poise—a delightfully humorous sophisti-
cation and untouched with cynicism.  “I dare say—
balance of power—eh?” : :

“There is an old French proverb,” said Yvette,
turning her winking solitaire about a cool white
finger, “which says that there is always one who
kisses and one who—how do you say?—one who

.

“Naturally.

seem to see myself getting tired in case yo!

I remember that I was mad with excitel

She was nothing like so

presents the cheek.

it should be the man who kisses.

might grow tired.” .
“H’'mph!” said Whiting, again. “There’s
thing in that, of course—for flirtations—and €D
This thing of ours goes a bit deeper—eh? 1
u—wel
case you ever decided to take the initiative.
being kigsed, Yvette?”
_ “But that is absurd!” said Yvette, smiling:

It is true, I supposé
Otherwisé

“YES——~0f course,” said Whiting. He stroked og
clean-shaven chin, which was as yet but @
chin, and looked at Yvette out of keen, clear,
eyes. His own smile had a winning Kkindliness:
it came slow.  “Of course,” he repeated. “BY
vowre/a trifile cold, I fancy—that’s all.”
Yvette looked at him swiftly and looked
“Queer!” said Whiting, “your eyes, now—bu
wouldn’t have said you’d marry me unless you Z
—Yvette?” b
“Why should you suppose——" Yvette beg‘
“Youw're very beautiful,” said Whiting, “and y :
young. It’s incredible that you shouldn’t have stil
up a grand passion, somehow. I don’t wanf w
insistent about it, but, my dear girl, don’t for
sake.decide to marry me for any reason bﬂ_t the
I’ve mentioned!

away:

You'd do yourself injusﬂ‘{&".
“You seem to think,” said Yvette, “that it 18 :
possible I should—care—for—you.” 9
“Not impossible,” said Whiting, quietly. —=
quisite miracle, if you like. Nothing’s im
But I can’t seem to believe in my own happ¥
and I wish it might sometimes oceur to you 0
me of your own accord.” Then he asked ‘af'
question. “Ever been anybody else, yvette?” -

And Yvette said what every woman Say5
she feels the wall at her back.

“I don’t know what you mean.” 2

“Any other man?”’ said Whiting, slowly. .~
stage of the game?” -

Said Yvette: “I have known a great many med

And said Whiting: “Yes, of course, that’s ¥
was thinking. Amny of ’em leave a scar?”’ —

A scar, you will remember, was what yvet
looked for on her lips. Not having found i
probably felt justified now in smiling and 8
her head. 2

“Thank God!” said Whiting, rather suddenty

Yvette turned pale.

Afterwards, when she remembered’the 0¥
tion, she gave audience to a ghost by way of ¢oF
but nothing resulted, and the trousseaud wen
ward triumphantly. Mrs. de la Fuente swaill
faction like a trout in a purling stream.  *
signed gowns and matched laces. She hOY
with dressmakers, and bullied seamstresses
line of a hat was in her dreams by night, &
argot of the sewing room was on her toné
day. All of this demanded money, and to obt%
money certain of Mrs. de la Fuente’s diamond?
their way into the loan-shops. Yvette D ;
vainly: { ¥

“1 do not wish, mama, that you should
yourself.” ‘

But Mrs. de la Fuente was obdurate.

“In my trousseau were two dozen of eve
Upon my petticoats even was real lace—ant
of my grandmother—dear little one, will you *
draped back or falling before the face?”

HEN Yvette had no definite desire t0
upon this point, her mother reproac
tragically. :
“Is it that you do not care? Unnaturd
weeks before my weédding. I knew to a fi
wished the veil to fall. I shed tears if &
much was placed upon a skirt—and I had but
years.” Ve
“Did you perhaps hide.your doll beneath E
of the altar?” inquired Yvette. Then
hier mother upon the cheek and smiled. Shi
have been the lovely elder sister of that ot
girl in veil and orange blossoms. :
“At least,” said ‘Mrs. de la Fuente, sighiné
the hopelessness of Yvette’s disinterest,
approved: He found me wonderfully gO7
men have eyes for chiffons upon a woman
Tonee will know if your veil is badly dr
“And will he punish me, do you thin
Yvette. "W'it\ he perhaps beat me, ™



Dut on her hat while her mother was still
8, Wrapped herself in great soft black furs
entuated the clearness of her colouring, and
Ut to motor with Whiting upon a wintry road.
€ Were not unhappy days.
the man came back. I believe there is a
that this feat is not possible. ‘Still, he came.
tame was Douglas Hays, and Whiting brought
10 call one Sunday afternoon.

—‘ET’TE, coming into the drawing-room, halted a
ery little in her slow, gracious step. Her
en they first fell upon his face widened and
éd. Perhaps a slow flush burned across her
But she gave her hand unhesitatingly.
‘had race.

Vette,” said Whiting, “may I present Mr. Hays?
€ la Fuente, Mr. Hays.”

Yvette smiled.

nk,” she said, “that I remember Mr. Ha
ar I came out—was it not?”

Hays smiled in his turn, but somewhat stiffly.
: hl‘prise wrote itself almost
*Ceptibly upon a lean, sun-
face, His eyes in that
inscrutable setting were
tand blue like jewels, but
line of his mouth was hard.

0 OUVe  met  before?’ said
18, in pleasant inquiry.
llite some time ago,” the
. Man admitted, equally
“2€ surface of things. “It’s
Of you to remember, me—
s la Fuente.” Only to
8 conscious ear did the
hesitation suggest that he
:: over the formal ap-

er forget names,” said
indolently, and added as
S met hers, “but I have a
Ul memory—for faces. I
t. sure I should have
\l!

Sibly I've changed,” he
ted.

hiting, from a corner of the
Ort, put in an idle oar.

of . your type don’t
* 4 great deal, under, say

h’{ch the two men crossed
> Courteously enough.

Y» Mo,” said Yvette, “you
= changed—as I remem-

- You,” said Hays, almost
dntly,
}Hays,” said Whiting, in
mjg Pause, “is a stranger

4Nge Jand, Yvette. Never been here but once
Ive asked him to see ‘Aida’ with us to-
T Dight
t will be charming,” said Yvetfe,
€y good of you,” said Hays.
find the old ‘Opera House interesting,” said
He stood up slowly. “Think by any chance
gek”tmll‘ mother in the library, Yvette? I've a
= 10r her from my sister.”

Afternoon,” said Yvette, calmly, “she has
4 !iz}ile- library with a volume of de Maupassant.
€S she will be there still, Tony.” 8
M(’ny Wwent out with a nod and a smile. The

fell to behind him.

hthe other man spoke.. He leaned forward
‘ IS chair, elbows upon his knees, hands in-
~ and looked. a little mockingly at his

Yvetter” he said, as if he had not seen her
he words were flippant, almost with a
Impertinence. '

- Uncontrollable eXcitement stained her

° always daring.” N
€, ves!” he aecreed. “Why not? The
€ it, Qod bless ’em!” Then, very suddenly,
€d his smiling pose.

i Whiting mentioned no names. You
W him well?” acked Yvette.
Seen him in years until to-day. I knew

HAst” He added enriouslv, “And you?”
10 be married,” said Yvette.

looked back at him straishtly. Neverthe-

P fiot chanzed” she .sald i ihie least.

=
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“Oh!” said Hays. A lrit\tle thereafter he smiled.
“I congratulate him.”

“Thank you,” said Yvette.

Then the man looked into Yvette’s eyes, and found
them deep.
“Clean

coolly.

“What was there to forget?’ she asked him.

“Never dig in the ashes?” he hinted.

“Ashes are cold and uninteresting,” said Yvette.

She smiled, too.  When he stared a little rudely,
she smiled the sweeter.

“It is almost impossible,” she apologized, ‘“to re-
member everything, across four years. 1 dare say
there are a great many things of which you are
thinking, that I have forgotten. One meets so many
ren when one is a debutante——"

“I should like to stake my reputation, of which
* m excessively jealous,” said Hays, ‘“that you have

* forgotten. There are some things which one
7 ~5 not forget, and die erste Liebe is one of them,”

‘“Were you that?”

“1,” said he, “was that
—however unworthily.”

Yvette shrugeed.

When she did not speak
the lines of Hays’ face
changed swiftly. A com-
pelling youth spoke from
his eyes, and the whimsi-
cal, lifting corners of his
mouth. It was the look
Yvette remembered.

forgotten everything?” he suggested,

“I’'ve never changed,”
he said. ‘“Believe me,
Yvette=—"

And at that juncture,
rather anpropriately, Whit-
ine came back Into the
roor.

“1 fornd vovur mother”
ho anid, nh,;.,\-wr-q‘v_v, “anl
de Maunassant. Have
yon two revived wvour

auld lang svne?”
Vrhitine’s « roses

came mnext day

upon the heels of Hays’ less
lilies. ,
Yvette wore the roses to the cpera—and put the
valley lilies in her room. : : !
After the first act of “Aida,” she questioned Whit-
ing’s pleasant hospitality abruptly. 1
“Tony—you know Mr. Hays well?”

prodigal valley

Whiting shrugged. He drew his chair a little
nearer, and lowered his voice. 2
“Fairly well, not infinitely.  Likable chap, eh?

Something of a gallant cavalier. ~Where did yow
know him?”

“He went about with the La Branches the winter
I came out,” said Yvette.

‘“Like him?”’ asked Whiting, carelessly. “By the
way, I’ve asked him to a little dinner I'm having
next week--for you.”

“A dinner you're having for me?” said Yvette.

“Thought you’d like it—an old friend and all that,”
said ' Whiting. He sat back in his chair as the cur-
tain rose.

Yvette heard very little of the music that night.

‘When she went home, she put the bowl of valley
lilies downstairs in the library on the plea that their
perfume was too heavy. :

“It sickens me,” she said, more or less truthfullv.

Another thing she did was not so wise. She resur-
rected from a box in the denths of a clothes-closet
a package of letters and read ' them through de-
liberately. @#The dawn came in at the window when
cshe had finished. They were long letters, for the
most part, and there were rather a number of them.
The last one was enlishtenine.

“I accept your decision,” it said, carefully, “but
I can’t help believing that this is not the end. Snp-
pose we call it to-morrow’s tanele, and trust to Wata
to unravel it. You may be right. In any case, there

“4n a year you will be twenty-four,
: almoct an old maid,” said Mrs. de la
_— - Fuente.” :

9
is nothing more now for me to say. You have closed
the subject.”

“It was a very easy acceptance—of my decision,”
said Yvette to herself. “He never cared. If he
had——"

Without finishing the sentence she went to bea,
just as the streets were waking. She did not go to
sleep at once, but then when she did she slept till
noon, which somewhat recompensed her.

It is not one of the conditions for a successful be-
trothal that memories return.

Yvette was unhappy.

HE endeavoured to be natural with Whiting, and
succeeded in displaying to his keen grey eyes an
undue effusiveness. She endeavoured to be natural
with Hays, and by her resultant coldness convinced
him easily that she was afraid of the old feeling. She
endeavoured to be natural with her mother, who had
memories of her own concerning Hays and her daugh-
ter and was therefore pacing the watch-tower, and
succeeded only in arousing in the maternal breast a
small simoon of anxiety.

In herself, Yvette was prey to
a variety of emotions. Her
nerves wore to fiddle-strings,
and her nights were sleepless
treadmills. She desired to be
loyal to Whiting, but the lure
of the first love called her in-
sidiously. Also she said to her-
self—as ‘does many another be-
loved one—that matrimony
allows one no rain checks, and
having purchased a ticket one
must willy-nilly sit through the
entire performance or go forth
into outer darkness with no pros-
pect of returning.

The thing faintly alarmed her
—for the first time.

In contradistinetion to each
other she placed certain reluc-
tant faets.

Whitine was nearing middle
age. Hays was in the very prime

of vouth, daring, denied and
dark—three potent D’s.
- Whiting loved her. Hays

might or might not—a fact en-

tirely in his favour by the very
beaunty of its uncertainty.

Whitine’s hair was ebbing and

his waist-coat obtained an al-

most imperecentible prominence.

+ Hays was lithe as an Indian, and

his hair thick as leaves at Val-

lombrosa.
Add to this: Whiting had
money. Havs had not.

This last line is, of course, an
inconsiderable factor. Another obscure line of
reasoning is that she had given her word to Whiting;
and once, a long four years ago, she had refused it
to Hays, who had accepted that refusal, as his con-
duet had instigated it, without enormous regret.

Yvette, as I said, was unhappy.

She saw Hays often, and he ‘made love to her so
cleverly that only her wish which was perhaps the
paternal progenitor of her thought could have been
sure just what he was doing.

Also, she saw Whiting, seven days out of@the
week, and he made love to her less subtly, at the
same time arranging ways by wwhich the other man
should have his opportunity. S

“I"d like you to see something of Hays,” said
YWhiting, on one occasion. “You don’t dislike him,
do vou?” .

“On the contrary,” said Yvette; but just how mtch
on the contrary she neglected, quite naturally, to add.

1_]AYS himself urged the question with rather
more effect. Having come back, he desired to
rick up the threads that his departure had broken.
Vvette, more poised, more sought after, more deli-
cately- experienced in every way, appealed strongly
to- his appreciation. Possibly® that ,appreciation
~conired something of its ferveney from the fact that
Vyette was now behind the plate-glass window of
rnother’s prospeective ownership. Men are like that.
In any case, the appreciation was fervent, and its
evpression ynmistakable, " At first, for a little, he
fenced, he experimented for the weak spot in her
ermour, and he fired from ambush. Then he came
keldlv into the open.

“You loved me once,” he said.
f"""‘f’t."

“I cannot listén to you,” Yvette rebuffed him
uneagily,

“You women don’t

4
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“You could listen fast enough if youw’d forgotten.”

Which shot went home, and Yvette winced.

“You’re afraid,” he said, “that I can make you
care again.”

“I am afraid of nothmg,"- said Yvette. But she
would not look at him.
“Yvette,” he said, with sudden passion, “it’s like

a flame consuming me, for all I thought myself so
strong. I've forgotten all the other women I ever
knew, and they’ve been more than two or three.
You cared once—you’ve got to care again.”

His hand shook while he said it, and it was true
that Yvette had cared—omce, There you have the
markings of a very probable da capo, but time passed
without a climax, and it came to be the night of the
little dinner which Whiting was having for Yvette.
He had it in his bachelor apartments, with Mrs. de la
Fuente. an imposing evidence of propriety at the
head of the table.

In the centre of the table which was lit with rosy-
shaded candles was a bank of pale orchids, and
around the table—it was rather small—were Whiting,
Yvette and Hays. I have said that Mrs. de la Fuente
presided.

“But Tony,” said Yvette, a little nervously perhaps,
‘‘are we your only guests?”

“Why, there’s a camaraderie, I think, about these
little dinners,” said Whiting.

There was, however, small camaraderie about that
little dinner. Mrs. de la Fuente alone talked deter-
minedly and lightly on many subjects. Yvette ate
little, and laughed a good deal. For the two men,
Whiting was. cheerfully 'silent, and Hays taciturn.
The courses came and went, and eventually dinner
was over. When the coffee cups were empty, Whiting
led the way fo his library.

“There’s a fire,” he said, “an open fire, which 1
find is always first aid to sociability.”

About a quarter of an hour later he appealed to
Mrs. de 1a Fuente.

“I have been hoping ‘all day that you would play
for us.”

Mrs. de la Fuente rose with a pleased flutter.

“Ah, but I am old-fashioned,” she protested, “I
* have not the music of to-day.”
“l don’t know your equal,” said Whiting, “for
“Lucia’ and ‘Aida’ and ‘Trovatore’—all the real
tunes.”

He led her to the grand piano which occupied -

almost all of the room adjoining the library, and
then came back to the fire.
“Coleste Aida” followed him, sighing upon the air.
“Well!” said Whiting, pleasantly conversational.
He stood with his back to the fire, one hand in the
pocket of his trousers, and looked from Yvette
to Hays.
;. “Well, what, Tony?” said Yvette
Haysg crossed his legs, and looked at the fire,
“What have you decided?” asked Whiting.
“I!” said Yvette. She said it sharply,
gtartled.
“And Hays,” said Whiting, He spoke quietly, be-
neath the music.
Then Hays looked at Yvette.
“What d’you mean?” he inguired, “I don’t ﬁuite
get you, my dear fellow. Is it a joke?”
“Shall I explain?” asked Whiting.
“If you please,” said Yvette, her
proudly.
“d fancy,” said Whiting, after a considermg pause,
“it won’t be any too easy. Still, I've arranged this
little dinner with a view to explanations, where two
or three are gathered together, y’know— Yvette,
have you ever found me unreasonable?”
“No,” said Yvette. : >
“Or exacting?”
‘lNo.))
“Or unfair?”
“No—no!” She answered vehemently.
_“Then you will'answer a question if I ask it?”
“I will answer any question,” said Yvette, “yon
choose to ask me.” : £
“Thanks,” said Whiting. He turned curtly to Hays.
“Never knew me to be a.nythmg but square, did
}'U'u"" 4
“So far aw 1 know,” said Hays, with the barest
trace of a sneer.
. “Then you will angwer a question?”
“Concerning whom?”
“Concernmg us - three,” said Whiting, @ quietly.
He added, lifting his voice a trifie, “Ah;, don’t stop,
Mrg. de la. Fuente! Give us the immortal sextet.”
Paci A will answer any question,” said Hays to Yvette,
_“that you wish me to answer.”
“Good!” said Whiting, cheerfuily.
* here’s the thing in a nutshell.” He spoke swiftly,
but rather low. “Do ¢ither, or both of vou wish me
: to mﬁea«e Yvette from her promise to marry me?”

being

chin litt.ing

“Now, then-—

- Always—always she wore the same brown skirt that
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The fire of seasoned logs crackled like thorns be-
neath a pot, and the immortal sextet flooded the
room with melody. Otherwise ensued a silence.

“You’re pretty frank, aren’t you?” said Hays, at

length.

Yvette said nothmrg, only looked.

“It would hardly escape me,” said Whiting, still
with the same pleasant quiet, “that is a triangle.
Your firm sent you here, Hays, a couple of weeks
ago. I had heard of you before you came. Gossip
dies hard. I had heard that you were once extremely
attentive to Miss de la Fuente. You’re young, you're
interesting, you have it on me every way but one,
I wanted to be absolutely fair to the lady who had
done me the honour.to accept me, so‘I saw that she
met you again—I saw that she met you rather fre-
quently. I gave you every chance. I knew that old
affairs sometimes rejuvenate themselves. You'll
admit you've had fair play?” &

He looked from Hays to Yvette, and back again.
Yvette sat very still, all her delicate colour faded,
her dark ‘eyes fixed on Whiting’s face.

And in the other room, Mrs. de la Fuente began
on “Trovatore.”

“A blind man couldn’t help but see,” said Whiting,
coolly, “that there was something—am I in the way,
Yvette? My dear, it’s your happiness I'm cons
sidering.”

“Do "you ask me,” said Hays, all at once, “if you
are in the way—is that your question?”

“I do mnot,” said Whiting, slowly, and for the ﬁrst
time the steel in his quiet eyes showed through,
“because I am not considering you at all, unless it
happens that she wants you.”

Yvette locked her two hands tightly together in
her lap, and kept silent. Doubfless die erste Liebe
stirred in its grave, and doubtless the heart in her

breast leaped with the old exultant urge of ti
clad woman who beheld from an upper leds!
men belabouring each other upon her caves =

Woman is the one element the ages cannot
gether refine,

While she waited:

“Yvette!” said Hays, hoarsely. (And here
hinge of the story—so far ag it was in the M
really loved her.)

But Whiting, without speaking, moved a 'D
embroidered screen a little forward to slﬂf’JI
face from the blaze.

Then Yvette drew a long breath. “She lift
glorious eyes to Whiting’s waiting look, and B
trembled.

She said:

“Do not be silly, Tony.”
however, it was enough.

“Then that’s settled,” said Whiting, and he
drew a long breath. He had been under '“’
of a strain.

“I fancy youwll forgive me if I leave earlerﬂ
Hays. He went, with distinctly more dignity
might have been expected. He had come bac
he had not come back—which is an engaging p2

Then Whiting sat upon the arm of Yyette’
chair, a thing not every lover of forty years
with grace, and laid his arm about Yvette’s .
shoulders. It is pre-eminently the gestu
ownership. :

“My

That was all. Appa

“l was afraid, Yvette,” he said, softly.
I was damnably afraid.” >

And Yvette—even as you and I—Yvette sto
the line of direct descent from Eve—“Ah,
she said, “you might have had more—how
say ?—more faith in me!”

And what is stranger yet, she meant s
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THE CHARWOMAN'S CHAN

“ HARWOMAN” or “Char-
lady”—which are we to By NORA JA RV IS that when she pinned it
call them"—‘—surely it

doesn’t matter so long as you have one.
But, ah! that’s where the question comes—have you
got one?

“What a difference two years can make in the nat-
ural, order of things and people. I remember that
before the war (what a lot of things date from “be-
fore the war!”) they were to be had for the asking
—and now to anyone who is fortunate to have one

- they have become as priceless jewels.

Well, supposing Mrs. Penocle (they all have high
faluting names like that for some unknown reason
or other) does use up a whole bar of soap so quickly;
does wear the scrubbing-brush out in no time, and
is rather inclined to push the door back to the wall
and wash by it instead of closing the door and wash-
ing behind it as Mrs. King (that Queen of ‘“Char-

‘- women” did) isn’t it lovely when you go to bed on

Monday night to think that Mrs. Penocle will be
there on Tuesday?

Tuesday morning—what music there is in the
knock on the kitchen door and with what a smile
you greet her as she stands on the step—face rugged
and scubbed until it is shining so much that you
wonder why you do not see your reflection in it.

. You treat her with the respect which her position

as the “only charwoman for miles round” demands

and tell her—as you told her last ‘week and will”

probably tell her next week—just where she can find
the bucket, brooms, and are even going fo point out
where the tap is in your effort to please, when she

‘ boldly marches to it, having by now removed her

hat and coat and hung her string bag on the hook.
Yes, she always brings a string bag, and somehow
or other you manage to find something to put in it
and send pome to the children—you must keep this
treasure somehow!

When evening comes and you have closed the door

~ behind her and taken a look round to see just how

many little things she has mniissed, your thoughts
return-once more to Mrs. King. By this time you
have placed her on a throne as a Queen (of Char-
women, of course!) a’'rank most befitting to the
consort of a King. What matter if he ‘was a road
mender, was he not King? and go in the natural
order of things she must be his Queen——and now she
is set up as yours, too, and seems as far Qmoved as
a Queen usually is.

The first day you saw her—d’you remember how
you laughed? A quaint little thing, wasn’t she?

She was short—shorter than anyone you had ever
seen—&o short, in fact, that it seemed hardlysneces-
sary for her to get down on her knees to scrub the
floor, she must be able to reach it without that!

v

,—a charwoman a good friend!” Well—yol mf

~ the day, you found it suddenly necessary

. answering to the name of “Charw 2/

had stretched while she shrt

the back it made a tail and’

full it reminded you of a bustle. Her bloﬂﬂ
worn thin, but was so very clean. It alway$
were her aprons. But her face—a little thin !
brown and lined; a thin, pointed chin and & st
thin mose, which seemed to be made for digsi!
dark corners, and her little bright eyes just
straight down this straight, thin nose with
phant look at any little bit of dust she fount
corner. .Her hair—that which is supposed ¢
woman'’s crowning glory—was scratched bac
face and screwed into a little knob on top
head through which thrée hairping were push!
But, oh! she was quick and so good—at 168
realize it now, and you think with a deep
sigh that a good friend, like good health,
missed until gone. “A good friend!—frien

don’t you? and after all she wag a friend. *
not, of course, drink your afternoon cup of
her, but you always gave her a cup of your
would have been disappointed had you
her always say, “Oh, pray! is it got that late

“Oh pray!” how that tickled your fancY
gstrange it was that instead of feehng disp
praying at the numerous requests she ma e

your nose or cough. What a joke it was
you were making custard for lunch, and M
- stood by the stove, arms folded, talking to
were stirring gently, taking such care that t the
went all around the sides of the saucepan 5
to burn the custard, and made a rem
King, when she exclaimed, “Oh pray! just gan
now!” There was a puzzle for you. Were
leave the custard to burn, and pray, or were ¥
keep on stirring and so make the custard @
Of course, you could pray and put in a petl
the custard would not burn—but by the =
have decided you find the custard done;
has begun to set her corner of the kitche!
probably forgotten that dhe asked you to
somehow you do not feel disposed to g€
the hard floor (which is still damp f
washed) and pray. And now Mrs. Kin
and big, shiny faced Mrs. Penocie is m‘“h
so matter of fact and so ordinary. There gf
odd about: either her make-up or expressit
No! Mrs., King did not die—you meeb
sionally carrying a_silver-topped umbrell
a new skirt—a whole suit in fact; a 1
a flower garden—a hat worthy of Mr
vou realize that she is making mone.

that of “Charlady"———she is a, “Mumiti



iRE are two common financial predictions
at are made as to what will happen at the
1059 of the war that, for the life of me, I
annot see the point to. One is that we will
* have hard times in Canada, with thousands
igmen out of work; and the other is that
d Burope will be bankrupt. The first pre-
S an old friend. We never face anything
this country that our quidnunecs and our ex-
not promptly prophesy ‘“hard times.” When
broke out, they beat the boom of the guns
dismal announcement of the industrial and
ruin of Canada. They scared most of us
sfully that we did have a few weeks of hard
Ut that was pure panic. Just as soon as we
sted to the new conditions and looked facts
ce, we found that we had stumbled into—
times—but a complete cure for the hard
ad been suffering. Good times came with
This country has not been so prosperous
last big beom as it has been since we ac-
war conditions and got down to weork. Of
f We had ignored the war and shut our eyes
as going on, we might have had hard
‘Any people can choose hard times by arrang-
ad-on collision with actual conditions.
ge e W
after the war, we can have hard times if we
U8ist on it. If we go on making shells when
ernments will believe that they will never
hells again until invention has probably given
entirely new gun, we will soon have unsale-
Is on our hands, our munition factories will
OWn, and our workmen will be on the street.
‘We are foolish enough to do this, we will
1 we get—and more. But if we will look
we will see a world with half of its skilled
. gone, with its stores of things exhausted,
ble everywhere earning big money and
to spend it; and all we need do is to make
S which these people will want to buy, and
¢ will be far fewer workmen in Europe
in competition with us, and we will have
€s than ever.
we g e
will be the condition of the world after
e war? It will be largely the condition of a

TUMN

Ppermost class nowadays have left off the
eels for the good of their constitutions, so
pse’ and walk for many years up foreign
re you can see nothing but snow and fog.
S no more left to walk up, and if they reach
‘IVe, and ha’nt got too old and weared out,
k and see a little of théir own parishes.”—
Hardy.

BURROUGHS somewhere differentiates
g and fall as the inspiration and expira-
L of the seasons. But out of the passing of
latter is born the virile pageantry of winter.
Dassing is in itself a spectacular pageantry.
Comes a2 morning, in mid-October, when the
Dowdered stiff with frost. Diaphanous mists
- lake and river and marshlands. The air
XIr., The smell of frozen things strong.
ded ravines come curious, crackling,
Sounds, like fire in underbrush or rain
from pranches—the first leaves falling.
i€ hills the maples are blazing into bonfires.
8 in it all’ stirs the Romany blood In one.
to take to the open road.

e occult reason the Plain road leaves no
~of itself. The farms along it are good
t Derhaps, like some people, they are so
O making a living that they have no time
10 make anything of themselves. Their
tanding feature is two huge, round, yellow
f hay, stacked in the intervale; and needing
0les to complete their resemblance to the
Ortland Harbour. %

kS the hill rises steeply. Stopping, half
look back and down, the spruces in the
Cross the valley stand out like the green
an entraining camp. Presently you are
2 rambling and dviea storie wall, from
Vices of which and from the undulating
nd qrickets sing. Now and again from
Up a brief rumble—hWfolk crossing the

e creek, drowsing lakeward between 1ts
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By THE MONOCLE MAN
town which has had & prolonged series of devastat-
ing fires, whose people have been too busy for a long
time fighting the flames to attend to their ordinary
wants, who have consequently consumed all their
stores of supplies, and who now want to replace all
these things. There will be a great new demand for
things in that town.,- The days of surfeit will have
passed. It will be a community hungry for the pro-
ducts -of labour. Well, a demand usually creates a
supply if there is the capital and labour to produce
that supply. The whole world will, after the war,
constitute one big demand. We in Canada will have
a considerable amount of skilled labour to produce
the supply. And any working community can get all
needed capital, which is really little more than iis
own credit reduced to cash and fed out-to it in smalll
quantities. And all the world can buy for the same
reasons. It, too, will have labour; and it, too, can
get capital. 5
W g ¥
HICH brings us to the bankruptcy of Europe.
Why should it be bankrupt? What will bank-
rupt it? The war debts will be just so much book-
keeping, so far as the business of immediate 1ndus-
trial activity is concerned. I am not saying that the
nations will not owe real money, or that they will
not have to pay interest on their debts in real
money. Of course, they will. But these debts will
not reduce seriously the amount of available capital
for industrial, commercial and merchantile opera-
tions. Britain will not take from her business the
total sum of her public debt in gold or capital, and
lock it up in her vaults. She will, on the other hand,
pour every available eunce of capital into business,
s0 that her people will be the better able to meet the
heavy interest charges. - But what we mean by bank
capital—which is what the business man borrows- -
is not properly capital at all. It is simply the bank’s
willingness to discount the business man’s future
credit and give him cash for it—not all at once—but
in little driblets as he needs it. He then pays it to
his employes, to his grocer, to his raw material men,
to all and sundry; and it is back in the bank in the
form of deposits within a wee’k or two, ready to be
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paid out to him again to meet the next instalment of
the discounting ef his future ecredit.

THIS is a process which can go on indefinitely
with little actual cash behind it, and which
will not be affected at all by the appalling figures in
which the various Governments will record their
public debts. We shall see the industries of Europe
swing back to the old tasks within a remarkably
short time after the close of the war. This will
enable the men who work in them or who drew
%ividends from them, and the men who make money
y handling their products or feeding their workmen,
to buy what they may need to make up for the
frightful waste of war. It will also enable these peo-
ple to roll in the luxuries they have long been com-
pelled to abstain from, and which they will covet
with unparalleled eagerness. But there will be far
fewer skilled@ labourers in Europe to meet this new
and even increased demand. One of the dreadful
consequences of war is 'that the brightest and best
have gone. We will have suffered greatly in this
country, too; but by no means so heavily as the
European peoples. So the workmen that we have
left will find a much enhanced demand to meet, and
higher wages and profits to be got in meeting it.

HIS is why 1 do not fear hard times in Canada
or bankruptcy in Europe after the war.  Just
as soon as we catch our breath and adjust ourselves
to the new e¢ondition, business will go ahead, full-
speed. The financier, fuddling with his weighty
books and long rows of figures, fondly fancies that
he is very necessary to the world. But the financier,
who is necessary, is the far less-known man who sits
behind a counter, and it willing to weigh out gold to
customers in exchange for credit. Even in a system
where gold is the only currency, a very little gold
will carry a vast amount of credit because it can be
paid out again and again, as it is paid in.  But, under
a system of banking in which paper bills and paper
cheques will do the work of gold, the little money-
changer with his magically renewed pile of currency
can keep a whole.community moving. I confidently
predict ten years of unprecedented prosperity, high
wages and towering profits, after the war.

IN THE TOWNSHIPS

By HELEN E,L WILLIAMS

creek bridge on their way to church. A few minutes,
and between the crows’ antiphonal chorus you hear
- the church bells of three villages pealing, pealing.
As in a moving picture “fade-out” the hillside dis-
solves, and in its place is the interior of a country
church. Villagers and hillfolk come in together.
The clergyman emerges from the vestry. The con-
gregation rises. Then, presto! it all fades back into
the upland pasture, and how good beyond words it
is to be there!

Over the brow of the hill, between hoary patches
of everlasting and gay dwarf golden-rod and purple
asters, comes a sheep. Another and yet another,
walking sedately in their narrow tracks. As they
pass by and out of sight down the opposite slope,
they make one think of pictures of caravans crossing
the desert. The church bells die away. It is very
still. But the stillness is not “The silence that blud-
geons you dumb” of winter. It is punctuated by the
concerted melody of bees and chirp of crickets and
uprising hum of multitudmous small live things.
Through it all you walk. There is a stranger’s field
to be traversed, and then you are on your own land
again, When one possesses the love ‘of land in the
ninth degree, this feeling of ownership, of treading
your own acres for hour after hour is as poignanf
as that with which Ulysses declared his longrmg:

To see far off the smoke of my own hearth,
To smell far out the glebe of my own farm,
To spring alive upon her precipices,

. . . S . .

And plunge into the midnight of her pines.

Oh, but it is beautiful! Across the lake—smooth
in the bay, but behind the island giving the effect
of ruffled blue plush or ice in spring time—the foot-
hills encircle the valley about. Far below, more brown
daubs in the painting, are the round mounds of in-
tervale hay. The long bcmglle of the DOint is a gor-

geous riot of colours, ensanguining the water. The
dark cone tips -of ‘the spruces lend a tone to the
brilliancy of the maples. Over it all is a mellow
haze of autumn. Gazing, one thinks of Jules Guerin’s
paintings of oriental lands. The beauty of it over-
powers. Like a sensuous perfume is almost too much.

A panorama always shows to advantage through
a filter of something, When the landscape appears
to have given all, you eclimb up a little and turn,
and seen through the salmon-red setting of a well-
fruited thorn-apple tree, it presents all the vividness
of a fresh impression. Eating some of the thorn-
apples recalls how poor George Gissing in the same
way partook of blackberries on the roadside, and,
going on, reflected half-incredulously that for once
he had got something without having to pay for it.

As the afternoon lengthens, the ice effect passes
out of the lake, leaving it molten sapphire. William
Black, in writing of the constant distractions of light
and shadow and form of moving water, said an artist
had to cut and carve and stick these lightning flashes
on canvas as it were slices of cream cheese on top
of green sealing wax. The figure of speech recurs
to you, watching the lake change. Again in a sugar
orchard, where the ferns are frost touched to orange,
pale yellow and a rich russet. Out of them rise the
maple trunks, inky black, and all down the gorge
the leaves are painted in gold and green and scarlet
and brick red and umber, and their tops prick into
the scalloping plum-blue mountains behind. Ineci-
dentally cows are edging up the hill, a bull among
them. But bull or no bull, you are going to stay till
the last minute, if you have to run for it.

The lake is white now, the evergreens a blot of
ochre, the nearer woods carmine and pea-green.
mixed. In the meadow, where you crossed over
from the stone wall, a lila¢ haze is deeping on the
serried ranks of stacked corn. A wind is rising. The
sun has gone under. Suddenly you are cold. And as
you go down, down into the warmth of the valley,
the peaks across the lake appear to go down with

_you, till only the foothills remain.
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UNCLAIMED TREASURES IN BANI

N September 25, 1819, Mr.” J. Armor
bustled into the bank in Montreal, and B y
presented himself at the desk. He

completed a transaction, and
the clerk, asked, “What is my balance?”

“Ten dollars, sir.”

“Thank you,” said Mr. J. Armor, and walked away.

In all of which is nothing out of the ordinary. But
what is of interest in connection with this common-
place occurrence is that, after the lapse of nearly
a century, that ten dollars still lies to the credit of
J. Armor in the Bank of Montreal. Ninety-sevelr
yvears have passed since the day on which My,
Armor made this last transaction in his account, and
still the money remains unclaimed by Armor or his
heirs. Armor himself died without leaving any direc-
ticns as to the disposal of his bank account, and his
heirs, if they ever knew it, made no attempt to claim
it, So the Bank of Montreal is ten dollars to the
good as a result. g

Many similar and equally or more interesting cases
‘of credits remaining in Canadian banks unclaimed
for a long period of years are to be found. :The next
oldest account on record in Canada, still untouched,
is that of John Blair, for whom the Bank ofgMontreal
has -been holdirg $72 in its coffers ever since
February 13, 1826. Lady Georgina Catheart has had
$54.72 to her credit in the Bank of Montreal from
Merch 9, 1839, and her husband, Col. Hon. G. Cath-
cart, is entitled to a smaller sum, from a date six
menths previous to tHls,

One can easily conceive that personal records of
small accounts such as these might readily be over-
looked in thosegstirring days, but one wonders what
fate befell the firm of Jas. Nairn & Co., who have
never claimed $835.85 that has been Theld for them
by the oldest bank in Canada since the year of Queen
Victoria’s accession to the throne, four score years
ago. That being the year of the outbreak of rebellion
in Lower Canada, mayhap Nairn and his partners
were among the unfortunate ones who lost their
lives in the subsequent fighting, or were in the group
who were obliged to fly the country. At all ‘events,
since 1837 the bank has never been called upon to
make any transaction in this account or to pay over
the sum to its rightful owners. It never will, at this
late date. ;

In Toronto the oldest unclaimed palance is that of
Thos. Stewart. Since October 11, 1840, his account
has had $60 on the right side, and $268.35 has lain
to the credit of T. S. Treadwell from the same /day
and month in 1851. Both of these men are doubtless
dead and gone long since, and it is quite probable
that here also the bank will never be required to
part with these® balances.

In these days when money is so difficult to obtain
and so easy to part with, it may create no little
wonder, not to say doubt, when the statement is
made that in the chartered banks of Canada on the
last day of 1915, there was nearly a million dollars

turning to

in unclaimed balances in respect to which no trans-

actions had taken place, or upon which no interest
had been paid, for five years or upwards prior to
that date. Yet such is the,case, Many persons, since
the inception of war, have had to make inroads upon
the funds salted down against a ‘rainy day, yet at
the 31st of December, 1915, there remained to the
credit of several thousand persons a total of $916,-
- 535.74, about which none of -them had cared suffi-

ciently even to have the interest accrued and credited

for at least five years back.

UCH being true, one is tempted to think that
the above cited instances are cases of extra-
ordinarily large amounts, and that most of the credits
are for practically negligible amounts, ‘
This is far“frem being true, however. Very much
larger amounts than those already cited are to_be
noted. Since August 12, 1858, the Bank of Montreal
has had $1,956.23 to the ecredit of Cornelius Donovan,
whose relatives were last known to be living in St.
Gabriel, Que., and scores of other cases are on record
where the account exceeds one thousand dollars, and
still has remained untouched for decades.

The largest unclaimed balance in Canada is in the
Bank of Commerce at Vancouver. Tt is in the name
of W. L. Blatchford, and has remained there for
eight years—8,435 good dollars, and their owner not

even calling once in a while to collect interest and

to- say, “Well done, good and faithful servants.”

The Bank of Commerce has, or had, another Van-
couver customer, John Cann, who, since 1902, has
evinced not the slightest interest in $2,500 which he
might have any day, just for the trouble of calling
for it. P

THE COURIER.

A

Who ever heard of a big business corporation
either ignorant of money values or disdaining to
seize on all it can, legally at least? Yet the Montreal
Boulevard Co. holds what would seem to be  the
record An that line—having absolutely ignored the
$3,443.15 to their credit in the Bank of Montreal
since 1891, a quarter of a century.

Vancouver and other western and northern cities
have long odds on the rest of Canada in the matter
of large, unclaimed bank accounts. In addition to
the cases referred to, there is another, perhaps more
interesting, of W. Beck, whose account in the Bank
of British North America at Victoria, B.C., on Feb-
ruary 9, 1874, was $1,330.67. He has never to this
day touched the account or communicated with the
bank. Then, there is the case of A. Landry, who
has had over $5,800 in a branch of the same bank at
Dawson (City for eight years, and has given no atten-
tion to the bank’s notice sent to him regarding the
large sum to his credit. These are only typtcal cases
picked at random., and are by no means the only
instances of large bank accounts amounting  to
several thousand dollars, the owners of which seem

GO O EELLOW

_ are not on record. The case of oldest date

The Song of the Thankful Time

By Miriam S. Clark.

This is a song of the Thankful-time,
Hear, little child in the light,
I am the fairy of growing things,
Plenty and gladness beneath my wings:;
I sing while the fire is bright.
I'll sing you a song of the Thankful-time,
2 So listen, dear drowsy, and hear my rhyme!

I am the fairy of warmth and light,
I am the fairy of rain;
I am the spirit who watches trus,
In fog or shadow or sun or dew
Till the meadows grow ripe again;
Singing forever in every chime,
My song of hope for the Thankful-time.

*The trees in the orchard were red, little child,
The meadows were gold with the wheat,
All the long summer I watched them grow,
Bringing them gladness in ways I know
To make them most perfectly sweet.
Now they are yours, little child, little king,
With their sunshine, their goodness, their every-
thing.
This was my part of the Thankful-time;
I sing it and go my way,
Dear little drowsy, before you sleep,
. Here where the shadows are warm and deep
Look out to your stars and say: ;
“I am glad for home, I am glad for love,
I am glad for the wide, kind sky above,
I am glad for the plenty in any clime.
In my heart is the spirit of Thankful-time.”
—Youth’s Companion.

=

to have disappeared from.the face of the earth, or
this part of the earth, at least. Doubtless some of
the men of whom the banks can secure no informa-
tion were old timers, veterans of many a gold rush,
who, depositing their gold in safe keeping, went
forth to seek for/more of the precious metal, and
met death in doing so. Their savings in the banks
will probably never be claimed.

What becomes of a sum to which there is no
claimant after a long period of years? It still re-
maing with the bank in which it was originally de-
posited, and earns its keep ahd more for the institu-
tion, and in the end is a pure profit for the bank.
Thus, three outstanding examples are the Bank of
Montreal, which, at the end of 1915, had $111,000,
the Bank of Commerce $103,000, and the Montreal
City and District Savings Bank $128,000, which had
been in their hands.unclaimed for over five years.
Nor do these amounts include any sums deposited
for a fixed period, say, in trust, unless the sum had

_Tain for five years beyond the expiration of that

period: :

The banks of Canada are required to make, within
twenty days of the last day of each year, a return
to the Minister of Finance, submitting a complete
list of all balances, which have been unclaimed for
a period of five years or more, and in the reports
some curious cases are to be noted. ;

In the Cobourg branch of the Bank of Montreal
there are eleven accounts bearing wunclaimed bal-
ances, varying from $5 to $150, and a peculiar feature
is that the last transaction in each account was on

~May 31, 1881, although the accounts are all in dif-

ferent names, and the persons had aPPEE
no connection with each other. =
In St. John, N.B, lived ¥WO
Martha Baxter and Josephine Love, r.elatiﬁ:'
Lad to their credit in a joint account iB then
of Nova Scotia $2,111. Both of these womw‘
in 1901, leaving .no executors of their estﬁs»?
a result, the Bank of Nova Scotia still th
two thousand dollars, which it will in all p
never be «called upon to pay out again.
In 1865, in Montreal, Mr. X bought
for $1,030.26, making it payable to M. v,
latter never received the draft, or, if Be
never cashed it. The Bank of British Nort
has no particulars of the name of either
or payee, but still has the thousand d'olmof'
it was not required to pay out because
chance happening. The same bank is ah "
hugndreds of dollars by reason of. <SIimilgr £
nections between purchaser and payee, wh

a draft for $123.36, purchased in Toronto
Here, also, the payment was never de '
the one entitled to it. ° .
It is a noteworthy fact that very few i
claimed balances are ever reclaimed after =
lain for more than six or eight years:
are required to send a notice only once_'f‘
tor, at the end of the first five years, and
infrequent that a balance is reclaime
remains unheeded for more than twoO i
stances ,are quite numerous where crediw
been unaware or have forgotten that %
. goodly -sums available, and when thtf
was received they at once heeded it. }
lady in January, 1916, was infovmeq tha
$1,500 in the Bank of Commerce, which 8
called for. : : &
Fewer cases are known where amouls
for more than five years are reclaim€
is on record of $3,364 being clzimed b¥
man after a period of eight years.
That much money is claimed Ofl
given is evidenced by the fact that 1n
unclaimed balances in Canadian ban
from $934,771 to $861,518, although in ;
vear, odd as it may seem, the figures i
$916,535. The strange fact about all th!
very large proportion of the unclaime
been lying idle for not more than ten
so short, comparatively, that few of
but would be still alive. From which O
infer that there are several thousand P
have an extraordinary contempt for the -
which the average man strives after Z€
in and day out.
Meanwhile, no doubt, the bank officia
they prepare their report for the Go%=
unclaimed balances, fervently pray thﬁ%
notice may go astray. ¢

yea

Scaraba the D

CARABA, the dog, joined the 12288
at Huntsville, under the firm impress
whole trek had been arranged for -
ever a mongrel had a sense of humoul’,t
sessed one. Into every town and hal.nle
Scaraba proudly led the 122nd Battaliot
beaten in a hundred running fights ( i
philosopher, not a fighter) he never €
place at the head of the procession.
1Strictly against Major Tisdale’s ord
panied it to Camp Borden. Teadqual
him and suggested that we get rid of
tain hour and a certain date. H‘ea»d‘qu»a!
confoundedly explicit—they leave nothl!
imagination. ‘Scaraba was sent under
village of Angus, three miles away, &%
him to one Langdon, who purveys €€
livelihood. - bt
. Three nights later the dog retur*™
occupied by the signalling and ma,chin’e‘,
Scaraba alyays stayed with those tW0 °
men, app#rently on account of a fell0
the “underdogs.” T :
He was chained to a tent peg. .
Sir Sam Hughes reviewed us on the aﬂg ;
Seized by a natural desire to be “a%
sent,” Scaraba went—by the simple. pro
the tent peg with him. The last p
him he was trotting contentedly at |
General: Logie’s horse as he had tr0
and miles on the Trek. O




She

No Longer Stoops

ﬁﬁEN have not yet been cred-

With steam roller tac-
2 hint of what may be
it‘i‘"hen fair femininity gets
m Cs. ig furnished by the
Tnph above, taken on the
W 4ds  of North Cornwall.
"ay g driving a steam
€ has worked full days

To

S eng hag driven the roller

A To distances from one
mah‘imother., At work she
% ary-blue overalls. Road-
{nd mending i a job that
Tectly interests women
Other things that men
' habit of déing. And as
Steam roller is not more
1 operating a motor-car,

20 making has been in

0 reason why women:
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should not do it if they feel like
taking on so unpoetic a job.

ISS JANE McCALLUM, of

Montreal, lately arrived in
New York on the 8.S. Philadelphia.
She has been: working as a Red
Cross nurse with the American
Ambulance Association. The photo-
8raph shown on. this page was
taken just as she arrived in New
York. There are some ultra-smart
critics ‘'who contend that nursing is
not a proper occupation for women
because it is too exacting and ex-
haustive. Very well, then we shall
have to let some of the men go
nursing while the women take a
few more male occupations.

F course women are sometimes

spiteful, as even the Bishop
of London and the poet Watson
know. But women’s spite is not
always without an element of
humour. In the step-ladder picture
on this page a few merry English
women are seen in the perpetra-
tion of a huge joke. At one of the
recent fairs in England—and that
country, even in war time, has the
mood to be merry—there was an
imitation of the great wooden
statue of Hindenburg that stands
in the Sieges Allees in Berlin. Ail
patriotic Germans who like to help
their country are allowed to drive
nails into this statue at so much
per nail. These English girls are
driving nailgy in the imitation
statue of Hindenburg. :

ND English women have even

taken to the axe. It used to
be said of a clumsy axe-man in the
Canadian bush that he had to
gtand in a washtub in order to keep
from chopping off his toes. \This
woman is starting to cut down a
war-time tree in an English forest.
As may be noticed it is a real tree
and a big one. In true English
faghion it is being cut close fto
make use of all the wood instead
of leaving a stump. That makes
more chopping for the same sized
tree. But this woman with the
real axe doesn’t seem to mind the
extra work. By the time this goes
to press she probably will have the
tree down. )

to Folly but
M - E R:E

Begins
M A N
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ATIN l.abels on our trees do no good. Winter approaches and once
more in the parks the shrubs and trees let down their leaves and
reveal the ghastly labels that passionate botanists have wired

to their branches. Thus a4 good honest sugar maple is found masquer-
ading as ‘‘ Acer Saccharinum’’—a pretension as far removed from the
real character of that useful tree as knighthood from a workingman.
Thus also the White Oak is paraded as Quercus Alba. That sort of
t-hn}g may have been all very well for the Latins, and no doubt if
Julius Caesar were resurrected and was being given the freedom of
one of our cities it would be an act of courtesy to label our trees in
his own language. But as it is only the botanists know or care, or
some Latin scholar who wears his knowledge as a dog would wear a
fifth leg. The real people to be considered in this matter are the chil-
dren. It would interest thousands of ’em to know that this tree was-
a red oak and that one a white oak. But Latin labels frighten off all
but the pedantic. Instead of spreading learning they hamper its X
pansion., Some day the dead languages will be left only to those who
need it in their reasearches. Some day the people who now stick them
on our trees will take more interest in English. They may even learn
to write it. It isn’t a bad 1an’§gu?!gex * . :

)

with the tactics of armies he is likely to say things once in a

while that do not seem on the surface to be wholesale compli-
ment to either side. Sidney Coryn, an Englishman who has studied
the war closely, and whose article was printed in last week’s issue of .
the Courier, gave an opinion that Germany was feeding back territory
to the Allies at a cost and slowly withdrawing men from the western
front to stem the tide in the Fast. He may be wrong, but that is his
opinion. He did not quote the cost that Germany is paying. Neither
~did he deny that whatever Germany now does she is compelled to do

TAC’I‘ICS are not necessarily opinions. When a writer is dealing

and no longer chooses to do. If Germany is weakening her armies in

the west, so much the better ; we shall sooner be able to break through.
But whether she weakens her armies there or strengthens them will
make no-difference to the ultimate result. We shall break through—
some time. All the cumulative evidence of our weight of men and
munitions points that way. But before we do there will be plenty of
time for tactics that do mnot of themselves constitute ultimate opinions
on the trend of the war. When a neutral expert devotes nine-tenths
of his writing to prove that the Allies are winning, he is entitled to
reserve the other tenth of his opinions for the consideration of tacties.
And that is the part which makes the bulk of his pro-Allied opinions
so valuable.
W oy ¥ ¥

URELY the action which the Government promised the Labour
men to take with regard to the High Cost of Living will not take
the form of another Commission. On the last High Cost of Liv-

_ ing Commission there is said to have been a straight division between
those members who believed in Free Trade and those who believed
in Tariff Protection, with the result that the Free Traders blamed the
tariff—but were not allowed to say so owing to the superior numbers
of Protectionists associated with them. That commission was worth-
less, and so will any other one be unless it is authorized to do more
than report on the mere generalities of the situation.

One element which ‘deserves recognition in the study of the prob-
lem is the High Cost of Labour post hoc or proptre hoe. A ridiculous
proporntion of the people who compiain of the High Cost of living are
themselves part of the cause. In other words, they are middlemen.
It is not unlikely that if the activities of our population were analyzed
even in our present war conditions, it would be found that between
the farmer-producer and the factory-producer there is an army of
middle-men as great, possibly greater than the combined numbers of
farmers and factory-workers. .We are over-burdened with gentlefolk
who toil not, neither do they spin. They make polite livings by acting
as intermediary-handlers of traffic, or middle-men between middle-
men, or the servants of middle-men. The Government may—though it
is difficult to see just where they are going to get the courage to do
it—take steps to check the charges of the middle-men. They may in-
quire, for example, why milk whieh is bought in the Ottawa valley for
five cents a quart retails to Toronto householders at ten cents a quart.
They may be able to drive that price down, and the prices of other ne-
‘cessaries of life in like manner. But no lasting good will have been
accomplished until steps are taken to encourage more producers—of
both kinds. That would inerease the supply and moderate the de-
mand. That is the real basis of the H. C. of L. '

o o ow'

OME people’s intense optimism is apt to become pessimism at short

S notice. This applies peculiarly to war, which has produced a
state of nerves never before known in the world. Consider the
man who nudges you at lunch and says in a sub rosa tone that he
has it on good authority from a man who has lately travelled through
_all the Allied and neutral countries with his eyes wide open and his
ears to the groumd—that there will not be a shot fired after November,

- dian, no matter where he was born, does not relish. The man =

~ fight.,

_ ing is—china. Packing china is an art. And it requires an art’s

- moving is—what war is said to be. ‘\

That man is an unreasoning optimist, who this time next week
be one of the most doleful Jeremiadists in town. He is fed up o'
mere gossip of the war, as a poor old body is tantalized by sympt
and patent medicines. He alleges solemnly that his informant te
him Germany has no wool. Ergo—any one can see the consequel
Germany cannot possibly fight without wool. Why? The informe
does not say. And the informant is both right and wrong. Germ
has wool. Germany has so much wool that she is fighting like
devil in the last diteh. And the moment Germany loses the la
her wool she will be next thing to a finish in the fighting. The
ment fate plucks away all the wool that the war lords have pullt‘{d oFs
Germany’s eyes, that country will see daylight so painfully plaitt
she will be like the blind man suddenly glaring at the face of 108
.We have no objection to the optimist. We are all privi'l'eged,_t‘.
one of the class. But the best way to look for the best is to blink
nothing. If this war should take an unprecedented notion to be
before Christmas, the British nation will be foreed to quit before
has finished her work, which is a thing she has never done. '
will be sending men home before many of them have had a chancé
strike a bléw in the great vietory; and that is something a true I

whispers that the war may be over with November will buck i 5
broncho and become a pessimist the moment he reads gomething °
an Allied newspaper that does not sound like Hurrah, boys!

ge. e e o

HIS passage from a tramslation of Nietzsche, written, of courst
T long before the war, is interesting: ‘It seems forbidden by i
lic opinion in Germany to refer to the evil and dangerous
sequences of the late war. A great vietory is a great danger- o
greatest error at present is the belief that this fortunate war has ¥
won by German culture. An iron military discipline, natural cott nee
and endurance, the superiority of the leaders, the unity and obedie
of their followers—in short, factors which have nothing to do
culture, helped to obtain the vietory. . . . At present both the pu
and the private life of Germany shows every sign of the utmost
of culture ; the modern German lives in a chaotic muddle of all sty
and is still, as ever, lacking in original productive culture.””
This passage by the mad philosopher would need little change "
it being uttered as a comment on presenteday Germany. The T¢
ence to Victory is alone the only thing out of place.
v g ow @ o Lo
IR HAMAR GREENWOOD and his bluff ways is indeed
come back in Canada. The only thing to be regretted is the ¥
that he comes no longer as a Canadian. The newspapers mé
so and Sir Hamar may say so in his speeches, but the truth of the
ter is that Sir Hamar required a larger field for his activities
Canada, and has become a Londoner. Somelow this is a dis
thought. Here we are with tremendous problems to solve. ‘
country needing all the brains and all the devotion her pef}Ple
muster., Yet a man like Greenwood—really a brilliant man—35 ©
to London. Says somebody: ‘‘He can do service for Canada
there as here.”” Wrong. The man who serves Canada loves
And the man who loves Canada leaves her only when he must, &
him no higher honours and no better fellowship is to be had f'h
honours and the fellowship of his own eountrymen.
%o g ¥
HOEVER invented the proverb that it’s cheaper to move.
\X/ to pay rent, should also invent another one—It’s mol®
fortable to move than to go to war, as long as you don’t h;'ef
Moving is—war. That’s near enough to the Shermanl of
tion, One of the greatest tragedies of modern moving is Suﬂl"_’&ﬁa
in the screw driver. The artist who designed 20th century ©
did a fine stroke for the serew-makers. The window contriv
personal knowledge contained no fewer than forty-eight serews =
various sizes, all of them nearly invisible to the naked eye, s
them inaccessible, and most of them too small for any screw-GI-*
a man’s size. Why does a man fall heir to the serew-driver &
ing time? It’s one of his prerogatives. And there is a deep BY
a magnetized serew-driver that will never hit any other part f;
serew except the groove and never budge from the groove “ =
screw is out. Otherwise the most obvious puzzlement of moder?. =

ordinary man should ever attempt it. Unless a man is willin
one whole newspaper round each dinky little cup or saucer £
ever it may be, he is not fit to be even an assistant at the game ¢ 5
mg china. These two irrelevant details disposed of, the rest
moving business is merely a case of absolute dislocation, Wh&
have no home, no immediate use for your friends, no regard ¥
cat and no concern about anything except to get water, gas,
coal, telephone, milkman, ete.—all steered away from where
been and connected up to where you are going. In whi



CTOBER the third was set apart for

death of Edith Cavell in the public

and high schools of Ontario. It is proposed
% a statue to the martyred nurse, and all the
Children were invited to contribute something,
ter how little. On the same day a band of
8t Workers set forth to canvass all Toronto for
fidtions for the Edith Cavell Memorial Nurses’
I connection with the Western Hospital, and

1

‘Woman will be perpetuated both by an artis-
Orial, and by one that shall be of great per-
B value to the profession to which she be-
L Edith Cavell was a woman imbued with the
Of true patriotism, who did noble work for her
outside the lines of duty. But it is through
8ic death rather than her heroic deeds that
* Bained undying fame. In the remote cor-
Of the Empire she has stimulated recruiting
tman, roused women to patriotic labour, and
semoney to pour 1Into coffers for patriotic
03¢,
has produced many heroines whose worth
%n be judged

Ve received.
Yce to-day it
4 that every
I8 a heroine
€Ty other man
Some of the®
eS8 are act-
o as  well,
Women of
» Society lead-
__ Dhysicians,
But there are
others of
i3  said:
Just a wo-
,FG‘W women
Dermitteq  to
8reat part in
%an of Arc is

& parallel
tory,_but in
. It i more
D 1o find wo-
ubli(!ly recog-
for their
deeds, Since
founded
of the
Honour a
' Imore® wo-
haye been
*d  for per-

Chasseurs Alpins, or “Blue
Devils,” just back from
Verdun for a week. Each
has medals for bravery.
The photo is taken by Miss
May, on a pass 7,000 feet
high, which che has to

i cross to reach her district.
'Losg

Gecorateq  at P

“Ven, the chief of whom was “Sister Martha,”
honoured for her devotion to the sick and
i in the care of whom she risked her life
By,

.

OM g0 we find instances of British women
18 decorated for valour on the battlefield, for

€ reason that opportunity for deeds which
B fo- thim the Victoria Crossiare very
it is only since June of this year that the
I‘I'Bdal may be, on the special recommenda-
the commander-in-chief in the field, awarded
hn’ Whether British subjects or foreign per-
“0 have ghown bravery and devotion under

> /
MAN woman warrior is leading a force of 100
200 native troops in Kast Africa against the
Out the assistance of any other European.
10Wn as Bibi Sacharini, a name which has
her by the natives who say she is the
of q commandant, and grief-stricken over the
€r hughand she has sworn to be avenged.
1!"merﬂ)ed as a big woman with flaxen hair,
> astride, armed to the teeth, is a splendid
‘M and has wonderful control over her
OWers,

* the names which will be made immortal
'® Dresent war is that of Mira Michaelovna
Thig spirited woman was serving as a
T her brother, who was regimental sur-
Was tending the wounded in the thick of

the consideration of the life and B y

“ of $25,000 was raised, so the name of this

by the re- Miss Edith May, Inspector of the French Wounded
L their deeds Emergency Hospitals.
the medals
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battle, amid an increasing hail of rifle and machine
gun bullets. Her brother and the regimental officers
urged her to seek shelter but in vain. At last all
the officers of the company to which she was at-
tached had fallen and the men were losing heart
and giving way. Quickly realizing the critical nature
of the moment, the heroic nurse rallied round her the
remnants of the company, and, charging at their
head, captured the enemy’s trench. Unhappily, she
was struck by a bullet, and died shortly afterwards.

EEDS like that make our hearts burn with admir-
ation, sometimes mixed with envy that such
opportunities for serviee do not fall_to our lot. Yet
there is work for each of us to do, and everyone has
a sphere of influence, how great we never Xknow.
Here is an attempt tc sketch the work that one
woman belonging to a neutral nation, has been able
to accomplish for the cause of the Allies.

MISS EDITH MAY, a graduate of Wellesley Col-
lege, conducted a successful travelling school

KB R:R
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AR-TIME HEROINES

in their home town. Amd so as a result of a
few letters the interest has spread throughout
the Western continent. “Behold how great a
matter a little fire kindleth.”

AND so there comes from Miss May a personal
letter to her friend in Toronto who allows us
to publish it in part:
X Grenoble, France.

When I say that I have written 134 iletters in this last
month, you will know that I have been busy! But I
have been busier than ever in another way, because my
little English chauffeuse was called back to England in
June, and no other has been sent me. Having tried to
visit hospitals by train and having wasted an infinite
amount of time and patience, I finally passed the ex-
amination to drive a motor myself and received my
“brevet” from the French Government. This enabled
me to be much more independept, since chauffeurs in
France are not now to be had for the money. But it has
been lonely and rather hard work.

My new region is very large, far larger than Brittany
as regards the numbers of hospitals. The territory, too,
is difficult to visit while being at the same time wonder-
fully picturesque. But often I have to retrace my route
by scores of kilometres because impassible mountaing are
_  in my way, and it is up

the far valleys that one
finds the little towns
and struggling hospitals.
The larger places, unless
they be manufacturing
towns, with poor popu-
Jations, can always take
care of their own hospi-

tals. But, with some
exceptions, few of the
hospitals. in Brittany

have equalled in poverty
those I have found in
my new region. Brit-
tany is, in a sense, easy
of access from England,
and even from America.
This region; _in its

for girls on the continent.
she volunteered to do hospital work for the Allies,
and became officially connected as hospital inspector
with the French Wounded Bmergency Fund Society,
a Government organization, which has its head-
quarters at 44 Lowndes Square, London, England.

When war broke out

Her first route was to Brittany, where she
found the hospitals for the most part in a desperate
condition. Moved by pity she wrote home a most
vivid description of the great need and suffering,
and copies of this letter were circulated amongst her
friends, and many were fired with a dusire to help.
Dranches of the Society were formed, bazaars and
concerts were organized to help the Brittany hos-
pitals, and money flowed into the treasury. Extracts
from her letters were published in “The Outlook”
under the title of “War Letters of an American
Woman,” and as a direct result of the appeal they
contained, the fund received over $1,500. Through
her personal appeal fo friends Miss May received an
eaqual amount. One of these friends lives in Torontn,
and she, too, received a most interesting letter tell-
ing in vivid language of their great need. Extracts
were published in the local papers, and Canadians

showed their ready sympathy in most practical ways. '

“The Brittany Tea Rooms’” was a direct result, and
there a considerable sum was raised for the fund.
Working parties organized and Churches in both
town and country undertook to.supply the Fund with
hospital dressings. Some of the workers took copies
of the letter to summer resorts, and through its
anneal other bands wore organized, and those who
worked at the seashore promised to form a branch

The Chateau of Clemenceaux, how a Red Cross Hos

highest parts, is mnot.
Then, too, the men from
Verdun come directly
here in a few hours to the large hospitals, and are
evacuated into the smaller, At Annecy we felt the
rumble of the great guns at the front! Its nearness
makes every hospital full, every convent, and school
house, and empty hall, every disused factory with bare
lofts, and factories still running, whose machinery on
the ground floor shakes the beds above! The summer-
time and the lovely gardens have hidden the bleakness
and bareness I saw in Brittany, but the hot weather has
accentuated the lack of water, in many cases, and the flles.

In many villages I have been the first visitor since
theé war. You can imagine how happy it has made me
te discover and help something all my own! But you
can’t begin to imagine the warmth of the welcome I
have had everywhere, the charming little attentions, the
sincere and almost embarrassing gratitude. It is un-
forgettable. So many kind people have continued to
write me that I have found my French correspondence
quite beyond me, but it has been a glowing tribute to
french warmth of heart. My going about alone has
given me some wonderfully interesting experiences and
conversations ,with people of all classes. I have never
before known any French people of the ‘““Provinces,” and
I find them wonderfully serious, sympathetic and wuni-
versally intelligent. I have, with some o6f the money
sent me from: America, more or less ‘‘adopted” certain
little ambulances, and the letters I have received from
the ordinary and everyday ‘Poilu,” in return for some
slight gift, have been a constant source of surprise to
me. Their way of expressing themselves has been so
intelkigent and even so delicate. To me it is quite re-
manrkable. But then ‘the whole French nation has proved
itself to be so remarkably other than what all the world
thought, that I realize we knew only the veneer, and
much of that was imported, not French! I am so glad
that France has come into her own again, her heroism
deserves it. My whole winter has been one series of
revelations. . T have never before known swhat heroism
means, T think, nor self-sacrifice.

But Canada 4s wonderful, too, so generous, so self-
sacrificing. She has been: a model before all the world.
How often T hope that this may be the last war of the

- world, and that the courage and heroism of the future

may be turned into other chamnels. But not until Belgium
has come into her own again, and Poland, and all the
Allies! The worst is over, thank God, and now we almost
look victory in the face! There were moments before
Verdun when I could hardly read the papers and yet
could not keep from buying them.

T think you are a marvel to have raised so much money.
Thank you for naming the ocake after me! Someone
wanted to dedicate a poem against the Kaiser to me
recently! I am becoming famous. Do write me again,
letters encourage so mueht 2

$ Gratefully yours, ‘EDITH MAY.
(Continued on page 26.)
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IX or geven years ago when Maud Allan
first danced Chopin’s Funeral March,
London was ten degrees shocked
and profoundly entertained. A Canadian

artist who knew very little about music was quite’

rhapsodic about the colour and motion effect in this
weird symphonic feminine cousin of the Danse
Macabre. Maud Allan gave it again in Toronto last
week. It seemed somehow—shopworn; something
that had been served up to jaded musical palates,
and was now touted about as a good enough revela-
tion for Canadian audiences—even though ‘the dan-
seuse is herself a Canadian. Besides, it was not the
highest esthetic perception to pantomime a funeral
march—just now. Dancing, anyhow, it was not and
never was, nor any approximation to it except to in
rhythm. It was an allegorical pantomime created by
the dancer from a piece of music which was never
intended by Chopin in his Sonata in B flat minor to
portray anything but the somewhat florid demise of
a young artist who had burned himself out in Paris.
Maud Allan’s invention of the shuddering figure that
crept on the verge of the unseen and the radiant
one that in a red light looked away smiling into the
immortals was purely arbitrary—and to some extent

THE TROUBLES OF OTHER PEOPL
Grant Hall Gives the Good Parson a Tight Race for Setiling Them

NE day this summer a Ilong-geared
O sharp-edged man, looking the incarna-
-

tion of Innocents Abroad, combined.

with - Roughing It, went into a Vancouver
store to buy a pair of boots. He saw a pair that
suited his fancy and asked the price.

“Seven fifty, sir,” was the reply.

“Oh!” He turned them over very carefully.  “I
bave bought boots just like these in Montreal for
$4.50. Why do you want to charge me $7.507”

The salesman said something immediately about
freight rates—always willing to blame it on the rail-
way.

“I see,” said the customer. “Now I’m going to buy
these boots at your price. But I should like to use
your telephone.” 3

“Certainly sir.”

The long-jointed man with the genial look called
up the freight offices at Vancouver. ;

“Give me the freight manager,” he said “Grant
Hall speaking. Tell me the freight charges on a
case of boots from Montreal to Vancouver. I see.
Thanks!”

He did a little figuring.

“I find,” he said, with a grin at the salesman as

he took the boots, “that the freight charges on this
pair of $7.50 boots from Montreal amounts to just
about two cents. I just thought you'd like to know.
Good day!"” ' :
. We do not learn that Grant Hall, general manager
of C. P. R. western lines, made his boots discovery
the beginning of a clean-up crusade against the mid-
dlemen on behalf of other people. But at least he
had proved that in this particular boost to the cost
of getting along in the world the railroad men were
not to blame. Which is something. :

Nobody but a man that can’t be fooled by appear-
ances and bamboozled by bluff would have taken so
simple and direct a method of discovering how a
boot dealer was trying to gouge him by between two
and three dollars. Grant Hall always had his mental
camera up at the short range, jamming it in any-
where at a moment’s notice, seldom waiting more

3

" than a second to make up his mind whether he

wanted any particular snapshot impression or not.
He is what Carlyle would have called a realist. He
i§ not misled by the way things look or the way
clever people are able to talk about them.

One might reckon this genial dynamo as a kind
of human gospel of efficiency based upon sagacious
hard work. He began life by using his muscles, with
no more self-direction than a coal heaver needs. He
found out that a mechanical brain is more use in
the world than a merely muscular body. Later in life

he discovered that the ability to deal with the com-

- plex machine known as railway labour and the

mechanism of a system was a greater asset than
either the muscle ‘or mechanics—begause he built
that ability on the other two.

A hunger for hard work and plenty of it has made

of Grant Hall the kind of man that delights to un-

tangle the problems of other hard-working people.

¥

By

By

THE COURIER.

Toth E M-S T €
legitimate. But it was obvious and not highly subtle.
. She did the Spring Song with a real touch of
magic. One touch of innate subtlety Maud has—in
her marvellous intimacy of rhythm. She makes a
musical figure become human; a melody become in-
carnate; a rhythmic poem take unto itself linea-
ments—and that is traditional, all to be found in
the evolution of the symphony. Of course all inter-
pretative dancers play close to rhythm even if they
may neglect a melodic figure, Maud Allan seems
to have a remarkable sense of both. And she has no
end of quiet restraint, as shown in her embodiment
of that somewhat stupid valse of Brahms. She has
abandon; most noticeable in the Moment Musical
of Schubert, which she did without romping too
much. Her knees ‘went up with true roguish hey-
day, and her ample and quite red feet came down
with a merry tromp-—till all of a bit she titivated
across the stage with the precise agility of a robin
on a lawn. And, of course, the danseuses all more
or less do such things or they cannot be classed as
symphonic, interpretative, or whatever they choose

AU G U BTl §

To hear so smug and conventional a name one sup-
poses that the original is a clean-cut, smooth-set,
keen-eyed person with a nice pack of cigars in a
wooden box and obvious officiality written all over
him. Far from such. The name is a misnomer.
Men with but one syllable in each name are not as
a rule famous or even notorious. Most of the men
who have made history take notice of them have
been fairly long on gyllables. Grant Hall is one of
the rare exceptions. As a matter of fact, there have
been some famous people called Grant and a few
well-known men by the® name of Hall. The two to-
gether have never, so far as we know, happened in
this country. :

And the name is the least important thing about
the general manager of C. P. R. western lines. You
might call him Nehemiah Orpington and make no
difference to the man himself—though one never
could call him Algernon. The direct unfrilled name
suggests the man himself who, for purposes of prac-
tical business, punching his way through life, would"
ag lief be called X or 9. There is in all the big
systems of this country no man who knows better
how to put six feet of grizzly bear physique and a
brain as quick as chain lightning at the service of
any emergency or plain, everyday tangle needing his
brain and body than Grant Hall. And there never
was a time in the making or the operating of the
C. P. R. when the kind of brain Grant dall has was
quite so’useful as at present. Running railways in

DOES MAUD ALLAN INTERPRE]

Eoly I O R doing ballet.

B R 1 D L E versation was over—and not a word of 1

-~ long ago.

war time is pretty nearly 'a form of war without -

the authority of the State. Grant Hall knows how

. many hundreds of men in all branches of the service

he has lost between Winnipeg and the western sea.
He knows what it feels like to have the work of
three men done by two when neither of the two is
as good as any one of the three used to be, And he
knows that in times like these, when the pull upon
labour for soldiering has become the greatest econ-
omic problem of all except the high cost of living, it
bécomes necessary for a man in his position to load
up with responsibilities that in normal times might
have been divided up with other people.

I have been trying to remember if there was any-

" thing at all in Grant Hall’s office except a desk, a

rug, a telephone and a long-geared, plain-looking
man who seemed to be taking things easy without
loafing. There may have been some photographs. on’
“the walls. But there was nothing to suggest that
life in business consists in talking smoothly, smok-
ing good cigars and rustling important-looking
papers. Oh, yes, there was one article that I well
remember now. It lay on the edge of the desk and
stared at me with a blank black look all‘ the while
1 talked to the western G. M. And it looked: as
though it had been stuffed into Grant Hall’s hip
pocket ten times a day for twenty years. No, it
wasn‘t a six-shooter. It was something that I have

never seen in any cf the large managerial offices
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to have themselves called when they are &=
One of Maud Allan’s fi
bits was the Chopin Valse, which
conveyed with witching delicacy of suggestion. 4=
deed, she is a real Chopinite, and it would be & g’féﬁ
thing if teachers of Chopin could have some S
lance of Maud Allan in their studios to give lifé
vital reality to the metronomic abandon that
often obtrudes itself at Chopin recitals. 5
Ome is, of course, inevitably tempted to M@
comparisons bhetween danseuses. It is impOSSib?f
avoid mentioning Isadore Duncan and Pavl
largely because of the differences. Duncal
more classic dancer and may be considered
broadly an interpreter. Pavlova is more fan-f.
more of a sylph, more of the essence of pure HE
pability., Maud Allan is an inventor. She i8 @ ool
promise between the type of Duncan and ~that
Pavlowa.
A: 4 this Canadian danseuse is worth seeing:
ig a real artist. But she is scarcely a great 1 :
preter, and she does not succeed in seducing =
spectator clean away from the phys'ical‘ i« y
Neither does she pander to any obvious sug‘geﬁ%
of the merely—sexual. For which be thank{-"ul‘ :

of the C. P. R. in Montreal. When the
Grant Hall—I absently grabbed the article
put it in my own pocket. When I got outside I P¥
in my mouth. It was Grant Hall’s pipe; and hé
beén so busy arranging in ten seconds time fo
trouble meeting of telegraphers mext day ‘at
o’clock that he didn’t notice that I had taken
That pipe has helped to ravel out a great
problems. The wonder i it was not bitten iB
No man could smoke a pipe like
and be a smooth connoisseur in cigars or oil
ings or grand opera or Piccadillian clothes
pipe looked much like the man; no particular 8
just a plain working article guaranteed to de
the maximum of satisfaction with a minimum 0
tion. I don’t suppose it was ever blocked Ul
pipe knows better than to balk. It was got“,
a 100 per cent. efficient smoke-producer; and the
that uses it works on that basis of eﬂicienc}”ﬂ
as humanly may be all the time. £
I don’t suppose there ever was a minute
Grant Hall consciously reflected that he WA&8
gort of extraordinary man. For all I know
not be. It is the glorification of the comI_HO?
workaday business of getting things done
greatest amount of consideration for everyb"ﬁf
on the job that has made Grant Hall oné '
most typically successful Canadians of the PX
~day. He never had any ambition to be & g
manager. I doubt if there was ever a day .W’: v
aspired to be anybody but a day’s worker in th
gest terms he could fizure out. He has beel
way man ever since he Ieft school in the
of Montreal, where he was born. Teles
Never. Clerk? Not at all. Tariff department
migration or legislation? None of these things
nor he néver was a brakeman nor a condu
One thing only in all its ramifications an
tialities Grant Hall nas known ever sinceilf,lef
herculean hulk at the business of railroading:
is—Mechanics; including motive power: He
had much or anything to do with building iﬁ
Other men could figu#e on grades and hauls 2%
costs and the sirategic value of lines here
It was always Grant Hall’s passionate bUS
work on the motive power end of the syst_@;@
him a railroad has always been a thing ioo o
a thing of wheels and boilers and engines &
and drawbar pull. I reckon that Grant Hal
a locomotive as a doctor knows anatomy. -
tutored in the Grand Trunk shops at'
Charles. "He went from shop to shop 1B 2
Moncton, McAdam, Winnipeg and Vancod
foreman, master mechanie, superintende‘,ﬂtf
plugging away at one big job of getting men
and mend and equip the rolling stock and ﬂ:}e
power of any road he happened to be Wﬂéﬁ
and he has been on most of them. No S
ing donkey engine, no supercilious Mogul P
high grades in the Rockies ever cquld
master mechanic, now general manage
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at it wasn’t a good donkey engine or an Al Mogul,
il-burner or otherwise. If it was anything less than
3?4 hundred per cent. of energy at the coupling pin
1t Wwould be ashamed to look Grant Hall in the face.
And it any modern oil-burner locomotive cannot show
Cause why it is a better engine than the coal-eater
Of the same grade, Grant Hall is the man to know
€ reason why.

From that angle of railroading Grant Hall is a
aster. For all I know he may be of equal effici-
€ncy on tariffs, telegraphs and legislation. But those
“re things a man may learn after he has left college.
he man who knows the heat units and the drawbar
Bull of a locomotive up to the top notch of practical
businesg in profits for shareholders: and wages
for the workers without gouging the public,
has got to begin at the sophomore stage with the
Machinery and come right on up through along the
Oil-can and wiper route till he can
dream the works of a locomotive
d see in his sleep the thousands
Of men who build them, mend them,
ODerate them, knowing to a dot
What every man is or should be
Q0ing in any part of a shop or on
Ny jerkwater line in the division.

‘m

OW much pure science he may
have absorbed as he went
along I don’t know. But he has
found it necessary to keep full
Steam ahead with the times. There
Y€r'¢ never any leisure moments in
1S career. The driving rods were
8t full plunge and the cylinders
Working with their full pressiire of
€am at the gauge. As general
Manager of western lines Crant
tHall hag less time for the pure me-
Chanics of railroading. He is -eal-
48 now with a machine that is
Hore complicated than any loconmo-
V8, He knows now the value of
the mental side of railroading. And
44t is saying more than you could
'l up in any theoretical psychol-
BY.
Men who have spent their lives at
chinery and with men who work
Machinery do not often become
Uplomats. Grant Hall as an am-
Ssador from any government
Ught not be a sudcess. As a man-
ST of men who are parts of a
al machine he is a Mogul. 1tTe
learned the remarkable import-
“Ce of considering the case of the
‘Der man, Two-thirds of Grant
Ws time is spent in adjusting
ulties in almost any branch of
Service. Any day except Sun-
or statutory holiday that
esn’t fetch down the line its
€ssary numver of complications
'0 him a day off. He eats up
bles. As a student of other
s difficulties he is a virtuoso
high rank. And in the disen-
ement of .other folks he uses
“Same sort of technical skill
ied to mind that he used to
DOly  to machinery when brute
seldom or never accomplished
hing, Grant Hall is built on
Drinciple of taking any bull by
horns. But he knows very well
in dealing with men there are
8 when it is as well to try
T tactics.
€n of hig stamp without his pe-
Ar human qualities are likely to
into three troubles while they
trying to get rid of two. Grant
t knows how to look at the other side of the
- how to appreciate the other man’s grievance
It gy real, and how to study its fallacies if it is
A trumped-up affair, He never goes booting it
" other men’s corns. If the lion has a sliver in
Paw the sliver must be investigated. If one
Ch of the service finds or feels itgelf put upon
Ny other or by the men who sit in mice offices,
‘Hall understands that it is his business, to get
d clear and to keep it open as long as pos-
As g sixgple demeonstration of hig enlightened
on- sense in matters like this take the concise
lote of 2 man who knows Grant Hall day in and
Out, and who tells of him this: s
Certain yardmaster on the western lines had
to haye some men reinstated in the company’s
- They had heen discharged for infractions
es at different times. Mr. Hall said that
uld not be reinstated.  Time passed, and
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when an assistant yardmaster was dischanged for
drunkenness in the same town, the switchmen went
on strike to force his reinstatement. The train-
master had to clear the yard during a wheat rush,

and he was in a quandary what to do. He thought of

the discharged employees. They were all experi-
enced men. He called them and said: ‘Now remember,
I am going against the orders of the general man-
ager, but I am going to put you to work, and take
chances on making him see my way.’ They went
to v&:ork, and the yard was kept clear. Afterwards
a full report was made by the trainmaster to his
superintendent, and in the course of time it reached
Mr. Hall. At the bottom of the report the superin-

tendent had written: ‘What shall I do with a man
who disobeys orders to the extent of putting men
to work after the general manager had refused to
Without hesitating a moment, Mr. Hall

do so?

Direct as a Trip Hammer this man of force, without pomp or pedantry, makes

it his joyful business to adjust difficulties.
DR R WaN- LR Yy ces W

wrote after the query, ‘Promote him the first chance
you get.’”

A man who could make a reply like that knows
the other side of the question and has a fine sense
of humour. Grant Hall knows how to smile in the
face of other men’s difficulties.
inspire confidence because he is in difficulties him-
self most of his time, and the men who deal with
him know that he is making an honest and saga-
cious effort to adjust things in the best interests of
everybody. :

And, he knows how to keep silence when blab
would be fatal., At the time when Mr. George Bury
was taken from Winnipeg to the head offices a
driend of Grant Hall said to him:

“Oh—I hear there are to be some ‘important
changes among the officials on this end. Is that s0?”

The idea was to get Grant Hall to elucidate the

whole matter—entre nous, sub rosa, etc. He knew

J EFiF E RGY: S

He knows how to -

LF

that, But he was not in a position Jjust then to tell -
his friend anything that might get whispered about,
s0 he made the immontally simple and quite satisfae-
tory reply, “Yes.” There the matter dropped. It was
not the master mechanic who said it, but a man who
had learned that when people get talking about that
peculiar form of public utility known as a railway
there are times to answer in monosyllables.

Work to Grant Hall is a positive joy. And he
does it with all the paraphernalia removed. When
he squares up to a day’s work he is like a racing
machine stripped down to the chassis. There is no
Pullman car de luxe about this man, who often
walks from his fashionably located home in Crescent-
wood three miles to his office at a time when a lot
of other men are shaving. Why he lives in Crescent-
wood is a matter for himself to explain. There is
something in being neighbour .to men who measure

their importance by the number of

$100,000 mansions in three blocks.

I don’t know what sort of house

Grant Hall lives in. I can fancy

him being enormously at home in a

tepee or a miner’s shack. He is

entitled to a private car whenever
he wants it. But he travels more
miles without than with it. He hag
been known to pull out for New

York in a day coach—not, however,

paying his fare.

One can’t easily fail to imagine
Grant Hall challenging any man of
a gang to a wrestle, He looks and
acts like a man who, in his strone-
arm machine-shop days, might have
been counted a bad man to go up
against. - He would have made a
ripping prize-fighter. His physical
vitality gives him an immense
leverage when dealing with men to
whom the strong arm is a fine back-
ground to a nimble brain. He
knows how to ram home his con-
ciliatory arguments with a reserve
force that makes it hard to resist
him. When that fails—he still has

" his chuckle. Any man who ecan

conduet a contentious and other-
wise bad-blooded dispute with a
merry optimism such as his has
much the same advantage dealing
with refractory opponents as a
single mounted policeman used to
have in a camp of Indians. He has
the kind of personality that men in-
stinctively. respect. He is one of
them. Xike the true parson, he
knows' their problems. If not he
will find out in short order. He
knows the value of a quick decision
with the strength of mind neces-
sary to stand by it. His no is nay
and his yves vea—and he doesn’t
always know till he’s haif way be-
tween his office and the meeting,
which it may happen to be.

1 T is his business to act on the de-
fensive—though he comes from
the ranks of what is called labour.
At his big-salaried job, with his
costly home in Crescentwood, he
works harder than he ever did in
a machine shop or a locomotive
gang, paying rent at $20 a month,
And he is probably a happier man.
It’s pure guff for a man who has
come up through to pretend that he
doesn’t like it better, even though
his work is harder. That type of
man is indispensable to any great
system. Schwab is the most famous of that kind.
But Schwab has become a magnate, which Grant Hall
is not likely to do. Yet there are but two men in the
head office who have any lead on him for the next
Presidency of the system. Both their names begin
with B, and one of them is a young man with a
legal mind.
This prospect, whatever it amounts
bothering Grant Hall.

to, *is not
He will die happy if he never

‘vises higher than at present—so long as he can con-

tinue to tramp down days’ works.

No doubt he has his bad moments, Railway dis-
putes are not usually settled by a mere snap judg--
ment and a smile. They require previous and well-
digested knowledge—of the problems themselves and
of human nature dack of them. It is to be hoped

that the head office wili mever call this vice-president

- (Concluded on page 25.)




18

THE COURIER.

st

MUSIC AND PLAYS

HE San Carlo Opera Company

performed in Toronto last week.

The operas were, on the whole,
well done, but afforded no striking
sensations. It is getting to be a fact
that to make grand.opera succeed as
it deserves some better scheme must
be found to educate people up to the
value of it. 'The minority who con-
tinue going to operas become blase.
The majority who stay away are quite
willing to keep on doing so and to let
the opera ‘“fans” have their innings.
This is not fair to opera, to opera
producers, or to the stars and the
general members of the companies.
Good opera is too fine to be treated
as a fad. Tt should be a pastime for
the people. The only way to make it
so is to make it popular by demon-
strating what it amounts to as a popu-
lar entertainment.

This is not to say that the San
Carlo are not a good average com-
pany. It means that they brought to
the production of opcra nothing that
has not been done ‘here before, and

in many cases done better. An inter-
esting local featiure yas the appear-
ance of Madeline Carreno, who in pri-

izal

vate life is Mrs: yath *Campbell,

of Toronto.  Mdme. Carreno has a
glorious ‘woice, but hasg not yet come
to her own in onera-——though she
gpent one seascn with ‘the Century

Opera Company and toosk a miner role
in the ballet in Canada last vear with
the Poston She undoubt-
ed'y has. a it-may not he
far off.

comnanvy
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Coming Scit
RNESTSETTY
NEST SETTZ

z Programmes.

ig getting ready for
plano recitals which
different from the
d as Seitz
Since his
settlmg in Tomnio as a tcacher and
a virtuoso, Mr. Seitz has gone into the
work of perfecting his medium very
gerionsly. He had a bie medinm when
he left the Lhévinne studio in Berlin
two years ago. It is much higger to-
day. FHe has been working. And
with the initiative he has work ‘was
the one big necessity. He has always
been - a and he has a clear,
authoritative = message to . deliver,
The forthcoming series will show an
advance even on his work of’ last
gseason, some of which was better
than his big Canadian recital debut
in Massey Hall.

For his first recital, on the 18th of
October at the Toronto Conservatory,
he has chosen a splendid programme,
commencing with the ever popular
Moonlight Sonata, followed by a
group of Chopin, including the F
Minor Fantaisie and several Preludes
and Studos. A more modern group,
consisting of short compositions of
Grieg, Debussy, Scott and Liadoff,
and closing with the “A” flat Sonette
of Liest and the same master’s le-
gend, ISt. Francois de Paule walking
on the waves.

No lover of good music should miss
thig opportunity of hearing one of the
finest artists of the day, whose an-
nual recitals are outstanding features
recorded in our local musical achieve-
ments. Tickets are obtainable at
Toronto Canservatory of Music, where
plan will be open Monday, Oct. 9, or
through W. E. Emson, personal rep-
resentative, 26 Adelaide St. West,
‘Toronto.

a series of
promise to Le as
average recital o¢ tha‘ kin

worker,

* * *
m a Series.
U"DO‘LJI‘ LARSEN, violinist wvir-
tuoso a.t the Toronto Conserva-
tory, willb a]sio give a series of re-
citals this seiison, commencing with

Larse:n

October 20. Mr. Larsen is now enter-
ing his fourth season in Toronto since
he left the tuition of Auer in Petro-
grad. His style 'is becoming defin-
itely known-—though he is still in the
making, dependent upon his own en-
thusiastic and forceful programme of
development.
* Ed ¥
Straussism Gets a Whack.

UISIC, —says Sherlock Bronson

Gass, in the October issue of
the Atlantic Monthly, has out-topped
the other arts in a certain kind of in-
sidious extravagance. Architecture,
when it strays too far, is brought
back to sanity by its alliance to wvul-
gar usefulness. Sculpture may go a
little mad, but it is still responsible
to something outside itself. Paint-
ing may have periods when it out-
Hamlets Hamlet—is indeed passing

against the excesses of its criers in
the market-place.

It is on the word of the criers that
music has been taken with solemnity
into the body of that curious thing
called culture. And the particular
note that recurs in cultural circles is
that music has something to impart,
some content—"“message’” is the word
that will be recognized both by those
who talk of culture, and by those
who shudder at it. At all events,
this content is a part of the serious
regard in which music is held. It is
reasonable, therefore, to inquire into
the nature of those impartations—to
search for ‘“messages” @among the
musical, in programmes, and in those
thumbed octavos that attest the seri-
ousness of the cult. But a wide per-
usal ends in mystification.

“Wagner first set the fevers of the
fiesh to musiec. . In the music
of Strauss the Germans have discov-
ecred the fevers of the soul. And
that is indeed what ‘Strauss has tried
to interpret.”

So writes another crier in the mar-

Sesomivieinipl

Ernest Seitz, who is to serve up a choice menu of great piano music
this season.

through a period when the wind_is
far from south. But it too has an ex-
ternal check, an anchor in reality,
and ig safe to come back eternally in
its lucid intervals. Music, however,
is free, is responsible to nothing. It
is a_closed circle, not accountable
even to that most irresponsible of
sciences, eesthetics.

The emotions are the -old emotions,
the spirit the old spirit, dulled per-
haps to old noises and eager for new
stimulants, but with no new powers
and no new scope. There is nothing
outside the voices of the criers them-
selves to make us believe that we
have ampler spirits than the old
Greeks, for all their simple music;
or that Beethoven was of a poorer
spirit than Humperdinck.

Change and decay! -We like the
new sounds, or we do not; and our
emotions respond to what we like.
Music is simply a pleasure in sounds.
But music has the strongest hold on
our mystic credulity, for it lays the
surest hands on, our intangible feel-
ings. And it is at the door of the
musical shop that I should like to
make a few protests, not against
music, but rather in its defence

~chestration of his

ket-place. =~ Whether music can do
such things is another question. But
if it do€s is there not some room for
doubt as to its health, even its san-
ity ?

“And such an exposition,” com-
ments a crier on the composer’s or-
“snarling, sorry
crew of critics,” “it is safe to say has
never been heard since saurians
roared in the steaming marshes of
the young planet, or when prehistoric
man met in multitudinous and shriek-
ing combat.”

“The conception jis breath-catch-
ing,” writes a crier of his hero, “for
it is the chant of the Ego, the tableau
of Strauss’s soul exposed as objec-
tively as Walt Whitman’s when he
sang of his Me.”

Our light-hearted crier admits the
next moment, indeed, that this objec-
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tive exposure cannot be understood
by listening to the music, but “it may
be child’s play to the next genera-
tion.”

“This kind of music,” writes an-
other, “adds to our knowledge of men
and of the world as much as does a
pPlay of Ibsen or a novel of Tolstoi.”

“Why cannot music express philoso-
Dhy?” Strauss himself asks. “If one
Wishes to approach the world-riddle
Derhaps it can be done with the aid
of music.”

The great tactical mistake of the
‘criers is that they are not content
With their radiant nebulz; they in-
Sist on defining. And their defini-
tions are not far remote from soul-
curdling melodrama, disordered
dream-stuff, chaos, and old night.
And as for the explicit content of
musie, its thought, it is significant
that no composer has orchestrated a
definite statement of the musical
valiance- in this direction, to lay the
natural doubts of the common sense.
The criers themselves are forced to
use speech to put its claims—to say
What music means—to say that it
means anything,

All this, however, is still beside the
boint. There lingers yet the mystic
faith that in those subtle leapings of
the heart that respond to the dis-
course of sounds something momen-
tous must be meant, “something that
£lips by language and escapes.” We
are in a region of susceptibilities. To
feel deep emotion—emotion that in
normal life springs from touching
and deep meaning in experience or
. thought—to feel such emotion is the
conviction that something is meant.
In the market-place are persuasive
Yoices crying that something is
meant. And the culture of the polite
World, with its chagrins for those
who give signs that they do not be-
. long, has added the sanction of its
Social tyranny.

£ # &
Drama Articles de Luxe.

'HE October number of The Theatre

Jjust to hand, contains the greatest
amount of good reading and the best
‘variety of pictorialized articles on
. dramatic subjects we have ever seen
in any one issue of any paper. The
Mmain part of the contents are as fol-
lows: :
A full page portrait of Violet Hem-
ing, now playing leading role in “The
Flame.” :
An article by Arthur Hornblow, call-
ed “Prosperity versus Art.”
“The Stage Child and the Law,” by
Bert Lindsay.
A page of scenes from “The Guilty
Man,” with Irene Fenwick.
Personal Renimiscences by Robert
Mantell.
Picture of Martha Hedman, at her
Summer home. :
“The Author at Rehearsal,” by Per-
Titon Maxwell.
A page of stage-world actualities.
. “The Great American Play,” by

Charlotte Wells.
A full-page portrait of Cyril Maude’s

Néw leading lady, Muriel Martin
arvey. .
- “Players in Business,” by Ada

atterson.

ILBERT CANNAN the English
playwright adds lustre to his
name by his new novel “Three
Pretty Men” It is an excellent piece
- Of character study and analysis. One
Dassage, describing the marriage of
temperamental “Jamie,” with Cather-
Ine we quote almost in full. It is a
}‘lous study of a typz of marriage.
‘So be was married. Catherine was
“Iverad over to him by her step-
‘ther, with the priest as intermed-
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iary. It was extraordinarily like a
commercial transaction, with amazing
ccmplications to transfer the goods
from the producer to the consuimer,
and the middleman faking more pro-_
fit than his services seemed to entitle
him to. Jamie thought of that in the
middle of the gervice and the whole
affair which till then had been depres-
sing and vulgar became splendid farce.
Here was the business with which
plays and novels were usually round-
ed off actually happening to himself
and the fun was only just beginning.
Were he and Catherine going to live
happily ever after? He hoped 80, but
he had his doubts. He did not at all
agree with the tone of the marriage
service which was as blunt and cynical
as a bill of lading. Catherine was
heavily veiled and orange-blossomed
and so dressed as to look as little like
a woman as possible, He disliked the
pkrase “wedded wife” which sounded
heavy and ominous. Certainly he was
in a difficult and fastidious mood, but
he knew what he felt and he disliked
his feelings being interfered with by
inappropriate and ponderous sounds.
In Scotland he could have had the mat-
ter over in a few moments by the hold-
ing out of his hand and the clear ex-
pression of his intention to live with
the woman as his wife. These Eng-
lish were so pompous. They could do,
say and think nothing without insist-
ing on its importance, for no other
reason than that it was they who were
doing, saying and thinking it. They
had always been -devastating to his
feelings, and here in the face of one
of the most cherished of their institu-
tions he began to understand why. It
was simply that they had no notion of
adjusting the means to an end, and be-
came so entangled in the means they
employed that they iost sight of the
‘end altogether. He did not yet desire
Catherine as a wife. That might be,
and again it might not. He had
thought the matter over carefully.
Marriage was to him a sacrament. He
was quite clear about that. It meant
the coming of the bridegroom to the
bride, with all its mortal consequences,
the fruition or the death of love. To
these people marriage was only a con-
tract, and, as the contract was indis-
soluble, it was a means so bungled
that it had become an end. That was
why novels and plays were rounded
off with it, because the English were
so entangled in their means that they
rould look no further. They were en-
tangled in marriage just as they were
entangled in commerce and in Empire.
What on earth had happened to them,
thought Jamie, as he walked, hurt and
bewildered, from the altar steps to the
vestry—what has happened to them
since Shakespeare had rounded off the
Midsummer-Night’s Dream with a mar-
riage wherein were united labour, in-
tellect and fairyland? The marriages
of Theseus and Hippolyte and of the
Grecian lovers had helped him greatly
in his approach to his own marriage.
1t should be a blegsing of the sense, a
kindling of the spirit, a mutual sur-
render and a new creation. And these
people had made it as ugly as it could
well be. Taey had tricked out his
oride until she looked like a figure off
her own wedding cake; they were
stoiid in their demeanour and on the
whole unhappy; the whole ceremony
was gloomy and full of. warnings and
forebndings. Almost everything pos-
sible was done to rob him of his de-
light in Catherine, Why mention
worldly goods? All that had been ar-
ranged by the lawyers, if there were
any worldly goods. Why talk of sick-
ness at such a time? Why drag in
death? And why obedience? He had
certainly no intention of commanding
Catherine to do anything, and if she
did not obey him he would have no

remedy since there was no amending |

the contract,
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Who'll Own Salonika . ,'

What's What the World Over

New Phases of the World’s Thinking Recorded in Current Periodicals

A Well Beloved Poet . . . Mexico’s Sickness . . . Imperial Dilemma

I WHO'LLOWN SALONICA

“Like a Pearl on a Summer Sea” it Sits,
l the Desire of All Nations

¢ vALONICA, according to Alicia Little, in The Fort-
b nightly Review, has never talked much about

its dervishes. But besides the dancing derv-
ishes so often writtean about it has also howling
dervishes, though it would be more polite to call
them singing dervishes. During our visit we saw
fourteen of them with a leader, swaying from side
to side and singing not unmusically, till at last they
began to jump, if one can call it so, for they never
rose off their feet. They were then panting, and
from time to time uttered a howl like that of a
hoarse &)g. This went cn for over an -hour. One
especially exerted himself, raising himself on his
feet and bowing from side to side with what appeared
like frantic energy. He wore a fez and seemed
quite exhausted. But directly the performance was
over he came and talked with us quite quietly, show-
ing no sign whatever of agitation beyond that his
eyes were somewhat staring. He wanted a Sister of
Charity, who was with us, to prescribe for him,
because he could not sleep at nights. She felt his
pulse and found it quite normal; nor was he even
perspiring,’ though from the extraordinary aectivity
he had shown, one would have expected him to be
streaming. And, to crown all, he was being edu-
cated at the German college. The other dervishes,
when they ceased whirling and howling, looked par-
ticularly worthy and discreet members of society.
They gave us exceilent Turkish coffee hoth before
and after howling, and were quietly courteous, ap-
parently neither flattered nor displeased that péople
of another race and creed should come and look on
at their religious exercises.

Salonica, however, shines in its cemeteries rather
than in hospitals. There are many cemeteries for
different nationalities, different creeds, but it is the
Turkish cemeteries that are the most picturesque, a
rose-bush denoting a woman’s grave, a sword or fez
a man’s, with the solemn cypresses over all, such a
soothing dark green by day, looking burnished in the'

I

Kaiser (to Franz-Josef): “Don’t you dare to come
into my boat. Don’t you see it’s leaking?”
—Vsemirny Joumor, Petrograd.

evening sunshine. Whatever the Turk touches, how-
ever negligently, he seems to adorn. The streets,
full of latticed windows projecting at different
angles, so that in each case she-behind-the-screen
may enjoy the view in its fulness, are bewitching
not only from the charm of suggestion, but from
their pleasing lights and shades. Pavilions, each
vrith a fountain in the middle, looking upon gardens
where the luxuriance of the growth is more evident
than the repressing hand of the gardener, at once
invite to idle away an afternoon or revel in a
romance. Then the lemonade and water sellers,

the water always safe to drink when sold by a
Turk, are both a lovely and refreshing sight. I have
seen Turkish transports arrive, the men letting down,
buckets and arrangements of string to draw up
lemonade and water bottles; nothing more heating.
And as the setting sun touches up outlines with a
warm rose colour or splashes great warm colour
tones, and the evening breeze curls the little crisp
waves in the very blue bay, one looks across at
Mount Olympus-and wonders why ‘‘the gods all left
it long ago,” yet is thankful that at least now
Salonica is in itself a museum, as one takes a seat
behind the White Tower at the eastern end of its
crescent, and, gazing out over “the many-twinkling
smile of ocean,” meditates on many things.

Like a fair pearl on a summer sea sits Salonica,
and the nations all desire her. How would it be if
the race that.most contributed to her wealth and
prosperity were considered thereby to have estab-
lished a title to the place and the Jewish people
_established as lords in a free:city? For the Greeks
have thrown ayay Salonica: It surely cannot be
theirs any more. If only the trees had been encour-
aged to grow that King George of Greece so en-
thusiastically planted, they would not only be keep-
ing his memory green, but would be making of
Salonica a scene of enchantment that might even
rival with Constantinople, that other beautiful apple
of discord. Is any nation yet sufficiently enlightened,
sufficiently Christian to be trusted with either of

, these grand sites, the one suggesting Paradise, the
other recalling the old dwelling of the gods?

A WELL BELOVED POET
! James Whitcomb Riley’s Death Stirs

American Writers

nized figure in our capital, declares Meredith

Nicholson, of James Whitcomb Riley, in an
article in The Atlantic Monthly dealing with the
Indianapolis poet. This was true, indeed, of the
entirte commonwealth that he sang into fame. He
was below medium height, neatly and compactly
built; fair and of ruddy complexion. He had been
a tow-headed boy, and while his hair thinned in
later years, any white that crept into it was scarce-
ly perceptible. A broad flexible mouth and a big
nose were the distinguishing features of a remark-
ably mobile face. He was very near-sighted, and
the rubber-rimmed glasses he invariably wore
served to obscure his noticeably large blue eyes.
He was a compound of Pennsylvania Dutch and
Irish, but the Celt in him was dominant; there were
fairies in his blood.

In his days of health he carried himself alertly
and gave an impression of smartness. He was
meticulous in the care of his person; there was no
slouch about him, no Byronic affectation. He was
always curious as to the origin of any garment or
piece “of haberdashery displayed by his intimates,
_but strangely secretive as to the source of his own
! supplies. He affected obscure tailors, probably be-
cause they were likelier to pay heed to his idiosyn-
crasies than more fashionable ones. He once de-
plored to me the lack of attention bestowed upon
the waistcoat by sartorial artists. This was a gar-
ment he held of the highest importance in man’s
adornment. Hopkinson Smith, he averred, was the

HE was the best-known, the most instantly recog-

only man he had ever seen who displayed a satis- "

factory taste and was capable of realizing the finest
effects in this particular.

He inspired affection by reason of his gentleness
and inherent kindliness and sweetness. The idea
that he was a convivial person, delighting in “boon”

companions and prolonged sessions at table, has no

basis in fact. He was a domestic, even a cloistral
being; he disliked noise and large companies; he
hated familiarity, and would quote approvingly what
Lowell said somewhere about the annoyance of
being clapped on the back. Riley’s best friends
never laid hand on him; I have seen strangers or
new acquaintance do so to their discomfiture.

\much fun as thumping a bass-drum,” an inst

No ‘background of poverty or early hardship can
be provided for\this “poet of the people.”  His
father was a lawyer, an orator well known in Central
Indiana, and Riley’s boyhood was spent in comfort-
able circumstances. The curtailment of his school
ing was not enforced by necessity, but was due t0
his impatience of restraint and inability to adjust his.
own interests to the prevailing curriculum. He

THE TASK OF SISYPHUS.
Helping Mexico.

—_Herald, New York:

spent some time in his father’s office at Greenﬂeld’
reading general literature, not law, and experimen¥
ing with verse: He served an apprenticeship as ¥
house-painter, and acquired the art of “l\ll'al‘blingt
and “graining”—long-abandoned embellishments 0
domeéstic decoration. Then, with four other youns
men, he began touring Indiana, painting signs, ants
from all accounts, adding greatly to the gayety ‘;r
life in the communities visited. To advertise €0
presence, Riley would recite in the market-place 0_
join with his comrades in giving a musical enterta’ B,
ment. Or, pretending to be a blind painter,

L

the amazed spectators execute a sign
style. There was a time when he seemed anxt'oﬂ_.
to forget his early experiences as a wandering sig®
painter and entertainer with a patent-medicing yar
but more recently he spoke of them quite fran ¥
He had a natural talent for drawing; in fach e
one time or another he dabbled in most of the & o'
He discoursed to me at length on one occasio® Pl
musical instruments, about all of which he See’ﬂﬂ‘ ‘
to have much curious lore. He had been able t0 I;ﬂ" i
more or less successfully upon the violin, the ba ar;
the guitar, and (his humour bubbling) the 5%
and bass-drum! “There’s nothing,” he said

on which he had performed in the Greenfield
“To throw your legs cver the tail of a band Wag
and thump away—there’s nothing like it!” AS usad!
when the reminiscent mood was upcn him, he br‘;’lgg,,
ened the field of the discussion to include str# ns
characters he had known among rural musicia
and these were of endless variety. He had knowW?
man who was passionately fond of the bass wt""‘
and who played solos upon it—“Sacred mus !11; :
Sometimes the neighbours would borrow the g a
and he pictured the man’s chagrin when, afterhis:
hard day’s work, he came home and foul 2
favourite instrument gone. for

Riley acquired various mechanical devices
creating music and devoted himself to them oul
childish delight. In one of his gay moods he WO
instruct a visitor in the art of pumping his
piano, and, having ‘inserted a favourite “rol

on
ual
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‘dance about the room snapping his fingers in time
to the music. ¢

Riley’s reading was marked by the casualness that
Was part of his nature. He liked small books that
fitted comfortably into the hand, and he brought to
the mere opening of a volume and the cutting of
leaves a deliberation eloquent of all respect for the
~ Contents. Always a man of surprises, in nothing
was he more surprising than in the wide range of
-his reading. It was never safe to assume that he
. Was unacquainted with some book which might
appear to be foreign to his tastes. His literary judg-
ments were sound, though his prejudices (always
- ‘musing and frequently unaccountable) occasionally
- led him astray.

It is always a matter of speculation as to just
What effect a college training would have upon men
“of Riley’s type, who, migsing the inscribed portals,
nevertheless find ¢heir way into the house of litera-
- ture. I give my opinion for what is may be worth,
- that he would have been injured rather than bene-
fited by an ampler education. It was human nature
- that chiefly concerned him, and it was his fortune
to know profoundly those definite phaseg of life that
Were susceptible of interpretation in the art of
- Which he was sufficiently the master. - Of the gen-
eral trend of society and social movements he was
~ a8 unconscious as if he lived on another planet. I
tather think that he profited by his ignorance of
~ Such things, which left him to the peaceful con-
templation of the simple phenomena of life that had
- €arly attracted him. Nothing seriously disturbed his
inveterate provincial habit of thought.

He. did his writing at night, a fact which accounted
for the spacious leisure in which his days were en-
Veloped. He usually had a poem pretty thoroughly
fixed in his mind before he sought paper, but the
actual writing was often a laborious process; and it
- Was his habit, while a poem was in preparation, to
carry the manuscript in his pocket for convenience
- of reference. The eclisions required by dialect and
his own notions of punctuation—here he was a law
Unto himself—brought him into frequent collision
With the lords of the proof desks, but no one, I think,
ever guccessfully debated with him <any point of
folk-speech. I once ventured to suggest that his use
' 0f the phrase “durin’ the army,” as a rustic veter-
_ an’s way of referring to the Civil War, was not gen-
~ €ral, but probably peculiar to the individual he had
heard use it. He stoutly defended his phrase and
Was ready at once with witnesses in support of it
a8 a familiar usage of Indiana veterans. : :

His manuscripts and letters were works of art,
80 careful was he of his handwriting—a small, clear
8cript ag legible as engraving, and with quaint effects
of capitalization. In his younger days he had in-
dulged in a large correspondence, chiefly with other
Writers. His letters were marked by the good-will .
~and cordiality, the racy humour and the self-mockery
of his familiar talk; a collection of them would be a
Valuable addition to epistolary literature.
~ Riley always seemed a little bewildered by his
Success, and it was far from his nature to trade
‘Upon it. He was at pains to escape from any cem-
- Dany where he found himself the centre of attrac-
tion. He resented being “shown off” (to use his own
Dhrage) like “a white mouse with pink eyes.” He
Cited as proof that he was never intended for a

7 . ‘
THE PERMISSIONAIRE’S RETURN.
“Well, you saw your wife. Did you tell her about
r battles?” d 2 \
“No chance.
in edgewise.”
—Louis Morin, in La Baionette, Paris.

She wouldn’t let me get a word
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social career the unhappy frustration of his attempt
to escort his first sweetheart to a party. Dressed
with the greatest care, he knocked at the beloved’s
door. Her father eyed him critically and demanded,
“What you want, Jimmy ?”

“Come to take Bessie to the party.”

“Humph! Bessie ain’t goin’ to no party:; Bessie’s
got the measles!” *°

MEXICO’S SICKNESS

Is Not a Land Problem but a Problem of
Races says Wilfley

HILE many people say and believe that the
“land problem” is at the bottom of Mexico’s
troubles, Lebbeus R. Wilfley, in the North

American Review, denies it almost altogether. He
says it is serious in only one state—Morelos. There
can be no general land question in Mexico, for two
reasons: First, because the Indian does not want
land, and second, if he did want it, it exists in great
abundance for all. Only about fifteen million peo-
ple, the majority of whom are Indians, live in Mexico,
which is a country of over 800,000 square miles, or
500,000,000 acres. The fact that the Indians do not
want land has been demonstrated many times and in
various ways. It was demonstrated conclusively on
a national scale by Benito Juarez, the. great author
of the Reform Laws of 1857-59 and the hero of the
Mexican people. This was done in the following
manner: Under the Spanigsh regime the Indians
dwelt in villages (as they do now) and were given
the free enjoyment and use in common of all lands
adjacent to the villages. The village proper was a
rectangular plot of ground twelve hundred yards
square, with a church in the centre. This was called
the Fundo Legal. Surrounding this was a body of
ground called Egidos, where the villagers raised their
crops. Beyond this were the Communal Lands,
which corresponded to the town common of English
and New England towns. Here the Indians grazed
and watered their cattle and gathered their wood
and charcoal. g

When the liberal party triumphed wunder the
leadership of Benito Juarez, the Government not
only nationalized all the property of the Church
dedicated to the use of public worship, education,
etc., but it confiscated many valuable haciendas in
various parts of the Republic owned by the Clergy.
These haciendas were sold to the friends of the
liberal party. At the same time, this Reform Law
of 1859 provided that the public lands surrounding
the villages should be divided ,among the Indians
and that the head of each family should receive title
to his quota in his own name. This was'done. The

theory was that the Indian should no longer be .

treated as a child and a ward of the nation, but as a
responsible citizen. On the same theory and at the

' same time, the Mexican Constitution, which is model-

led after the United States Constitution, was given
to the Mexican people. The net result of this law
of reform was that the Indian lost his lands.

It happened in this way: The neighbouring
haciendado immediately began acquiring title to the
small Indian farms around the villages. In those
states where the rich lands were scarce, as was the

.case in Morelos, this process was carried on until

the big land owners had acquired all the lands up to
the edge of the towns, leaving the Indians with only
their shacks in the villages. This was easily done.
The new purchasers of the confiscated haciendas
were mainly Spaniards. The S%)aniard always
wielded a powerful influence with
both the Government and of the church.

Since this nation-wide experiment of Benito Juarez,

@ number of experiments have been made by gov-

ernors of different states, and always with the same
results. On two occasions, for example, the gover-
nors of the State of Zacatecas divided large tracts
of lands among the peons. They held them for a
few years only. In too many ecases the land was
mortgaged and sold to get money with which to
dissipate. g \

No, the Indian does not want land. ‘What he
wants is permanent employment at a reasonable
wage. He wants to live in comfor! without the
anxiety and labour which are incident to the suc-
cessful management of landed estates. This trait of
the Indian character is well illustrated by the fact

that a great majority of the race prefer to dwell on

the table-lands which occupy the central part of the
Republic, where the climate is cool, the land poor
and dear, and water scarce, rather than to live in the
low lands along the coast, where the climate is hot,
the soil rich and cheap, and water plentiful. The

‘trait of the Indian character which causes him to

do this is the key to the proper understanding of
the land problem in Mexico. o
President Diaz estimated that in ninety per cent.

the officials of
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of the Mexican population Indian. blood predomin-
ated, and that considerably over fifty per cent. of
the population was of pure Indian blood. In this
fact we have the A B C of a correct understanding
of the Mexican situation; and the X Y Z of it lies
in the knowledge of the fact that the Mexican Indian

REUE DNIVERIAM KABTE
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“The game is finished?”

“No there is worse to follow.”

Francis Joseph (aside): “The devill And.Wil-
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—iLe Rire, Paris.

is similar to the North American Indian with whom
we are familiar, except in two respects. The North
American Indian was a nomad, and a warrior; while
the Mexican Indian is attached to his village, and is
a pacific individual. Otherwise they have the same
characteristics: they are treacherous, revengeful,
cruel, lazy, opposed to modern civilization, lacking
in initiative, in the power of forecast, in self-
restraint, and are devoid of interest in the general
welfare of the community. With ten per cent. of the
population Caucasian and ninety per cent. Indian,
how is it possible for a constitution and a body of
laws to be evolved and adopted by the two races
which would be applicable to both? The proposi-
tign is an absurdity. The preponderance of Indian
blood in the population of the country constitutes the
great fundamental problem which ‘embraces and
overshadows all others in Mexico. It is the basis of
all revolutions, for the reason that revolutions such
as usually occur in Mexico could not take place
except in a community where the masses of the
people are in ignorance. It makes real democracy
in Mexico impossible, and it gives rise to all of
those problems which are now vexing that unfor-
tunate country, and the solution of which is fraught
with so much difficulty.

“IMPERIAL DILEMMA ”

A Statement of the Problem of the Empire
by the Round Table

HE following article, explaining the Round Table
Society and the problem that brought it into
being, is taken from the Round Table Quar-

terly, and as a statement of the case may be taken
as fair and accurate, even though many persons—in-
cluding the editorial board of the Courier—firmly
reject the idea of Centralization of Empire, to which
a. majority of Round Tablers appear to lean. The
article begins: Seven years ago there was be a
private “enquiry into the nature of citizenship in the
British Empire, and into the mutual relations of the
several communities thereof.” The first volume of
the results of this enquiry has recently been pub-
lished under ‘the title of The Commonwealth of
Nations. Tt would seem to be desirable, therefore,
to give some account of the method by which this
book has been prepared, for it is largely because of
that method that we mwish to commend it to those
who are interested in the political problems of the
British Empire.

The enquiry has been an attempt to apply the
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methods of selentific study to palitics. Tt arose in
South Africa, as the outcome of the accomplishment
of South African Union. The Sauth African had
found himself driven to grapple with the probtem of
Union, because so long as he was a citizen of the
Transvaal or Cape Colony only, he found himself
impotent to deal with the common affairs of South
Africa, by the wise and unwise handling of which
he was himself vitally affected. No sooner, how-
ever, had he created a South African Parliament
and become a true South Adfrican citizen, than he
found himself in a precisely similar difficulty so-far
as Imperial affairs were concerned. Events, then
recent, had proved to him clearly enough that Im-
perial policy, as being concerned with peace and
war, was a matter vitally affecting himself. Yet
he had no sort of effective voice in determining that
policy, nor did the Imperial constitution as thep
existing appéar to offer any hope of his ever acquiring
a voice in determining it. Moreover, a further ques:
tion was manifest to those who had had experience
of the inexorable logic of war. "Phey were citizens
of South Africa. They were also citizens of the Em.
pire. If the claims of the two camre into conflict
how-were they to be reconciled, and, if they could
not be reconciled, which had first call on {their
allegiance? In view of the recent “Uitlander” ex-
perience, these questions seemed to them not aca
demic in their nature, but of urgent practical im-
portance. To “wait and see” was to give a blank
cheque upon their lives and resources to the British
Ministry—an indefinite liability, the reality and
magnitude of which was certain to be disclosed by
the next war. And it might also mean the sudden
forcing upon them of a choice between alleglance
to South Africa and to the Empire--through 1the
pursuit, for instance, of a policy by the British Goyv-
ernment which either ignored South African interests,
or was misunderstood in Sonth Africa because there
was no effective constitutional link between the two.
It was clear that these problems, in a form egually

or even more acute, faced the people of all the other.

Dominions. It was in order to throw light on these

. problems, and to ascertain whether they were in-
soluble, and if not, what were the conditions ot
their solution, that an organized enquiry was set
on foot.

The basis of the enquiry wws Uhat fus nempers
were agreed upon one thing only—namely, that there
was an Imperial problem, and that it was a primary
duty of such responsible citizens as could find the
time for serious study to endeavour to state the

THE LONE BALKAN FOX.

A wily fox one day lost his tail in a German
promise trap. He immediately endeavoured to in-
duce the other Balkan foxes to cut off their tails.
“No,” replied the others, “ycu may take the conse-
quences of your own foolishness, but we will not
part with our tails to keep you company in your
misery. The Allies and victory for ours.” And.so
they left him to bewail his loss.

—(After Aesop) in the Montreal Star.

problem and the conditions of its solution, and to
make them available for their fellow-countrymen.
For that reason the groups of students which came
to be known by the name of this Review, and which
by degrees spread over the British Isles, Canada,
Australia, South Africa, New Ze.'lland, India, and
Egypt, have never been - propagandist assoclations.
They have never had an Imperial policy. Their sole
purpose has been to conduct an investigation of the
Imperial problem on a scale commensurate with its

-
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complexity, based upon knowledge of the peculiar
conditions and needs of every part of the Empire
and representative of all sections of opinion within
it. Accordingly they bave, wherever possible, in-
cluded within each group members belonging to all
local parties, and holding aJl shades of Imperialist
and anti-Imperialist opinion. There bas been no
secrecy about their proceedings, bul neither has
publicity been sought. 'The primary object of en-
quiry has been to bring to bear upon the greatest
of all our political preblems the methods of scien-
tific investigation ec¢baracteristic of a2 Royal Com-
mission, for the benefit, first, of the members of the
groups themselves, and, after them, of the public
at large.

At an early stage of the enguiry it became evident
that the first necessity was to decide what citizen-
ship, or, in other words, what membership of a State,
implied. 1t was impossible to decide whether citizen-
ship of the Empire was different fram citizenship of
the United Kingdom, or of Canada, or of Australia,
and if so in what respects, and how the two were to
be reconciled, until the nature of a State and of the
obligations which citizenship imposes upon the indi-
vidual had been determinad.

The Siate ie the primary and fundamental form
ol association among men, that association which
includes and makesz possible every other form of
association, whether it be a limited liability company.
a trades union, or a municipal or connty government.
The essential natnre of citizenship i= descrihed in
The Commonwealthk of Nations ac followg: “The
quickening princinle of a State is 2 sense of devotion,
an adequate recognition somewhers in the minds of
its subjects thai their own interests are subordinate
10 those of the State The hond which unites them
and constitutes them cnllectively a« a State is, to
use the words of Linenln, in the nature of dedication.
Its validity, like that of the marriage tie, is at root
not contractual but sacramental. TIts foundation is
not self-interest, but rather some sense of obligation,
however concaived, which is strong enough to over-
master self-interest.” T iz obligation, not privilege.
duties, and not rights, which lie at the roof of citizen-
ship, and which, in consequence, are the foundations
upon whichevery healthy and progressive State must
build its communal life. This obligation. however,
is not owed to a monarch or to an abstraction labelled
“the State,” as is the Prussian view. Tt is owed to
the whole body of one’s fellow-citizens, organized as
a community in obedience to law.

The State is the word we use to denote this funda-
mental form of human association, that which ls
based upon the irrevocable dedication of the mem-
bers to one another for the practical conduct of
social life. The common view that the State has
the right to dispose of the life and property of its
citizens obscures somewhat the essential truth that
it is not the rights of the community over the indi-
vidual, but the unlimited duty owed by the citizen
to his fellows, which is the foundation of citizenship.
Citizenship is at bottom recognition of the fact that
men have to live in society, and that the primary
duty of the individual to his neighbours is to obey
thoze laws which they together drew up for the
euidance of the communal life, and which secure to
the individual his rights, prescribe his duties, and
protect all the members of the State from infustice
and wrong, until he can persuade his fellow-citizens
to amend them. There may be times when the
citizen feels bound to resist an unjust law, or the
wrongful exercise of the authority of the State, by
the government of the day. But circumstances can
never arise which release him from his oblieations
to his fellow-citizens themselves, or entitle him to
put personal or sectional interests before the wel-
fare of the whole, or which justify him in repudiating
his obligation to comply with the general body of
laws which represent the agreement of the com-
munity as to the conditions under which they can
best and most fairly conduct their common life.
This ultimate truth is not so apparent to-day as it
ought to be, because, the world being still divided
into separate sovereign States, citizens can migrate
from one State to another. But, even so, the indi-
vidual can get rid of his obligation to obey the laws
of one State only by undertaking a similar obligation
in another. The “cityless” man, or the “Stateless”
man is an outlaw. The inescapable obligation of
citizenship will only become plain when all mankind
is united in one world State. '

From this examination of the nature of citizenship
and of the State it follows that no one can be a citi-
zen of two States at the same time. For ¥ the laws
of two sovereign communities require an individual
to act in conflicting ways, he has to choose between
the two. He has to repudiate allegiance to one State
or the other, because he cannot obey the taws of
both. This fact, owing to the huge migration from

Europe in recent years, has not always been clearly
understood. But, if there were vany doubt on the
subject, it has been dispelled by the recent intern-
ment as enemy aliens in all belligerent countries
of thousands of .people who, though long residents
in these countries, had never formally repudiated
their old allegiance and taken on in its place the obliz
gations of citizenship in their new homes by a formal
act of maturalization. The war, indeed, has abund-
antly demonstrated the searching and inexorable
nature of the obligations of citizenship.

It has also brought out the fundamental import:
ance of the question which lay at the root of Thé
Round Table enquiry. If the primary duty of the
individual is to obey the laws of the sovereign com:
mumity to which he belongs, it is of paramount im-
portance that he should know which State it is t0
which he actually belongs. In the case of the British
citizen, ig it to the British Empire, or to his national

.community within it, that his primary allegiance is

“be to obey the Imperial rather than the nationd®

AMERICA’S ARMY AND NAVY.

American Parents: “Why is everybody laughing
at our children?”
. —Jife, New York.

owed? In other words, is the Empire one State 0F
is it an association of States? If the laws and comt
mands of the Imperial Legislature and of the Cand:
dian, Australian, and other national Legislatures col
flict, which is he to obey?

1t is quite clear that in constitutional theory and
in fact the Empire to-day is one State. It is 0D€
State because, when it is declared to be at war by the
Imperial Government, all its citizens are at war; be- .
cause the national constitutions of the several parts -
are derived from the sovereign Imperial Parliament,
which, in theory, has the power to revoke or amen
them at. will; and because, if any 's.elf—governing'-
community determined to pursue in regard to foreigh
nations in some matter of vital importance a course
wiiich was inconsistent with the deliberate polic¥
of the Imperial Cabinet or the laws of the In’lpﬂfﬂ’1 /
Parliament, it would find that it could do so only
severing its connection with the British Empire—
severance which would be announced either by it%
own Government or by the Imperial Government 2%
the only method by which the latter could repudiat®.
responsibility for the consequences of its conduf’t‘
If; therefore, a conflict arose between the Imperid
Government and the Government of any self-gover?
ing part, the duty of the citizen to-day would clearl¥

command. From the constitutional point of vie¥W
fhere is not the slightest doubt that that is the POS¥
tion to-day. To put it in its most familiar form, every.
British subject’s allegiance is to the King.
Yet it is obvious that constitutional theory, if &£
were brought to the test, would not wholly coincid®
with practical fact.
It is not difficult to see what the root of the troubl®.
is. It consists in the fact that the British Commor
wealth to-day is not a true commonwealth, it 13085
English Empire, or rather an Empire governed
the Unmited Kingdom. Its common affairs are cott
trolled solely by the people of the British Isles, 4™
the Cabinet and Parliament through which they
trol them is the same Cabinet and Parliament Wh b
is responsible for the Dominion affairs of the Unité
Kingdom. The peoples of the Dominion, on the other .
sand, have liabilities from Tmperial policy, but t
nave a share neither in the control over nor i iné
responsibility for that policy, The Imperial co



stitution, therefore, offends against
those canons of the Commonwealth al-
ready set forth. The sense of common
obligation has grown weak, because the
first principle of liberty, the sharing
of power and responsibility in common,
- has been infringed. The remedy can-
- not be permanently found in any
Mmechanism for enabling five separate
communities to adjust their common
Dolicy and determine their several
liabilities by co-operative means, for,
apart from the practical impossibility
of conducting a true government by
the co-operation of ‘five governments,
~ 10 such arrangement solves the fundas
~ mental difficulty that the Imperial
- Foreign Secretary and his associates
must be responsible to one Parliament
and the electorate which chooses it.
They cannot be responsible to five.
~ Hence, when the five fail to agree, the
- Imperial Ministers will inevitably
. adopt the policy acceptable to Britain,
- and the rest will once more be faced
 with the intolerable alternatives of
. Compliance or secession,

It is indeed obvious that events are
bound, sooner or later, to drive the
Peoples of the Empire into one of two
either a formal separation
involving the dissolution of the Em-
Dire and the destruction of British citi-
zenship, or a federal reconstruction
Which will clearly delimit the federal
and the national spheres, and re-
~ affirm the unity of the British Com-
Mmonwealth as a single State by creat-
ng for federal purposes a Legislature
and Cabinet representative of all its
self-governing citizens. Such a con-
- stitution would separate entirely the
. domestic affairs of the United King-
dom from the affairs of the Empire,
by entrusting the former to a Do-
minion Legislature of the British Isles.
It would resolve the original difficulty
in which the Transvaaler, newly be-
me a South  African citizen, found
mgelf, by defining clearly when the
Englishman, the Canadian, and the
~ Australian was to obey the national
laws and when the Imperial laws.
nd if it followed the principle of the
~ American and Australian constitu-
tions, ne* only would Imperial affairs

THE OPTIMIST.

“Never mind; I'll push
Bresently!”

. —Reynold’s Newspaper, London.

conducted by a truly Imperial Par-
ament, but the sovereign power of
e Bmpire would be transferred from
€ Imperial Parliament to the people,
Oy providing that no alteration could
made in the spheres of the national
\nd the Imperial Parliaments without
' Teference in some way or other to
€ people of the Empire themselves.

it back

APS IN THE WAR
- Wha. Our Heroic Liltlé,A lly Has
D?J?le to Defeat Central Empires

HE fact is-recalled by Robert

- Machray, in the Nineteenth
entury, that in the " earlier
‘of the war the view was some-
expressed in England that Japan
be invited to send large forces

THE

to Burope to support us in fighting the
Central Powers. The matter got no

farther, but the Japanese were ex-
tremely puzzled how such a thing
could be mooted while there were

hundreds of thousands of young men
in the United Kingdom who were not
in our Army, and apparently had no
intention of enlisting. With their de-
votion to the code, or creed, of
Bushido, they found it difficult to com-
prehend such an extraordinary -state
of affairs. Official* Japan, through
.Baron Ishii, the Foreign Minister, in
an interview granted last November

to a French journalist at Tokio, said,

that Japan would send a very strong
army to Europe if it appeared to be
desirable, but that such an eventuality
had not Ritherto been discussed by her.
It has been suggested inGermany and
elsewhere that Japan had an ulterior
object in adhering to and in fighting
alongside the - Entente Powers—
namely, to be in a position, as it is
sometimes  phrased, to  “‘squeeze
China.” It was the high and honour-
able view of Japan that she really had
no option, and it may be pointed out
that her entering upon the War was
nothing but the logical consequence
of her policy for the ten or twelve
years which preceded the breaking
out of the conflict. That policy, first
of all, embraced the Anglo-Japanese
Alliance, which ‘'was initiated in 1902,
and had its terms enlarged and re-
viged in 1905 and 1911. The principal
objects of this Alliance were the
maintenance of peace and of the
status quo in India and the Far East,
with specific reference to the preser-
vation of the independence and terri-
torial integrity of China. It was also
provided that if Great Britain or Ja-
pan should be involved anywhere in
a war arising from unprovoked at-
tack or aggressive action by any
Power or Powers, the other party
should at once come to the military
assistance of its ally. Next, that pol-
icy included Ententes with Russia
‘and France which, in 1907, were em-
bodied in Agreements or Conventions.
A growing rapprochement between
Russia and Japan found expression,
three years later, in a further com-
-pact, which, as we saw in July of the
present year, was to be extended intd
an Agreement that is tantamount fo
a formal alliance. Japan thus was in
close relations not only with Great
Britain but with the other two Powers
originally forming the combination;
she wasg, in fact, it may truthfully be
asserted, a member of the Entente
Group.

When Great Britain joined in the
conflict Germany instantly began
belligerent action against British
ships in the Chinese and Japanese
waters by searching merchant vessels.
Only a remnant of the German Asiatic
Fleet had been left at Tsingtao, and
the rest of it was quite prepared to
“attack Australia and the islands in
the Southern Seas. Early in August
the British Government asked Japan
for assistance under the terms of -the
Anglo-Japanese Alliance, and. on the

15th of the month Japan sent what

was in effect an ultimatum, demand-
ing from Germany the withdrawal of
a1l her warships from the China and
Japan Seas, and the delivery in a
month’s time to her of the leased ter
ritory of Kiaochao, with a view to re-
storing it to China afterwards. A re-
ply was requested within a week, and
as it was not received Japan declared
war on the 23rd of August, 1914.
Japan, loyal to the Alliance, did not
hesitate, but ranged. herself by the
side of the Allies, and it is especially
| noticeable that the Emperor placed
no limits to the help Japan was to
give, as he ordered his whole Army
and ‘Navy to carry on war against

i T 2o

Germany with “all their strength.” °
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It so happened that Japan, when
she declared war on Germany, had in
her treasury a surplus of ten millions
sterling, which she had acquired by
the most rigid economies spread over
three vears, including the involuntary
retirement of three thousand function-
aries in all  grades. Financially,
Japan is not a Great Power, though
she is destined to become one, and
these ten millions, so hardly come by,
were a tremendous sum- to her, but
she devoted them ungrudgingly to the
War, and never asked her wealthy
Allies for money.

Of the operations which resulted in
the capture of Tsingtao and the oc-
cupation of the district of Kiaochao,
nothing need be said here. Japan

Laocoon, a XXth Century Ancient
Statuary. 2
—Lukomorye, Petrograd.

looked to the complete extirpation of
the German canker tn the Far East,
and Tsingtao was a step, though a
most important one, in that direetion.
The moral effect of the success was
very great in China and throughout
Eagtern Asia, and was of the utmost

advantage to the cause of the En-.

tente. Besides taking from Germany
her naval base in the Far Eagt in the
shape of Tsingtao, the Japanese per-
formed a great service to the Allies
by immobilizing by the siege the
ships of the enemy in the harbour
which otherwise might easily have
raided and wrought .gerious damage
on such centres as Hongkong and
Singapore. Japan’s fleet was active
in the Indian and Pacific Oceans pro-
tecting the commerce of the Allies,
and making things gemnerally unpleas-
ant for the Germans. In October,
1914, Japan seized the Marshall Is-
lands, one of which, Jaluit, was a
German naval base, as well as the
Ladrones and the Carolines in the
Western Pacific. She is at present
administering the Caroline and Mar-
shall Islands, with the exception of
Namu. :
There was an impression #haf her

‘activities in the struggle would prac-

tically cease with her land conquests,
but the truth is that her fleet has
never been idle. In the first year of
the conflict Japanese warships pro-
tected the coasts of Australia, New
Zealand, and British Columbia at a
time when German oruisers were in
the ‘Pacific. The Legislature of Bri-
tish Columbia has publicly acknow-
ledged the service. which Japan per-
formed on behalf of that provinece of
Canada. It has not yet transpired
how much the Japanese navy did in
hunting dowm the Emden, or in
bring«ingg von Spee’s ships to book in
the 'battle of the Falkland Islands,
but one day no doubt we shall all
learn to what extent it co-operated
with the British ‘in these affairs.
Troops from Australia and New Zea-
land have been convoyed to Suez
with ~ the assistance of Japanese
cruisers not once but continually.
| (Concluded on page 25.)
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CANADA AS A PAPER COUNTRY.

HE United States is frankly de-

pendent on Canada for a larzge

part of its supply of paper ma-
terial. This fact has been emphasized
by the shortage of pulp and paper
@available in the eastern markets. In
these «circumstances Canada need
never worry over possible United
States legislation against Canadian
wood pulp and paper. Rather this
country should take all possible mea-
sures for the conservation of our for-
ests. Also it is desirable that the ma-
terial should be exported in finished
condition. It is better to export wood
pulp than pulpwood, and paper than
pulp. There is little export of pulp-
wood from this province, and the pulp
industry here is mostly a paper indus-
try. That is not the position throuzh-
out Eastern Canada. In the fiscal year
1915 Canada exported to the United
States $6,817,511 worth of pulpwood,
$4,806,822 of chemical pulp, and $4-
459,539 of mechanical pulp, a total
value of more than $16,000,000. The
exports of printing paper were valued
at $14,091,662. This shows that less
than half the paper material, judged
by value, went out of this couniry as a
finished product. If we had the figures
for this province hy themselves the
proportion would be quite
Practically the whole of f&
cally prepared pulp expericd
the United States, b=ut Cr
took a third of the mechani
one-gizth of the whe!
000 worth of pa~er e:

£750,000 to Au
Zealand, $370,000 to £outh
$180,000 to Great Brituin 7
Advertiser.

CANADIAN MINING.
ANADA, being the third
silver-producing country
world, is vitally intereste 3

advances in the price of white mefal,

AMONEY ANDE
IMAGNATESE

stored
their gilver during the early days of
the war, are now busy extracting the
white metal and taking the fullest pos-

and mining companies who

sible advantage of. the enhanced
values: Both belligerent and neutral
nations are anxious to hoard their
gold, and, paper money being at a
heavy discount, silver is the only
means of exchange available. The out-
put.in the Province of Quebec alone in-
creased from 48,762 ounces in 1914 tc
93,602 ounces in 1915. The 1915 cop-
per production of British Columbia is
said to have been the greatest in the
history of the province, exceeding that
of 1912—the previous record year—by
about 6,500,000 pounds. Copper forms
49.7 per cent. of the total mining pro-
duction of the province. The copper-
bearing pyrite mines in the Province
of Quebec were unusually active in
1915, there being a great demand for
ores both for the manufacture of sul-
phuric acid and for copper contents.
The shipments were the highest ever
made, and reached a total of 142,769
tons. Valuable deposits of copper were
discovered a year ago in the north-
western corner of Manitoba, and de-
velopment [ . on a considerable
seale al The entire copper
ity-five miles wide;
15 have been con-
Gold

f Rice Lake, one
est of Winnipeg.
1ing an increas-<
lustry in New
t last year, ac-

st prolific coal sec-
ovince is at Grand Lake.
wan, the output of coal
nereased by nearly 40,000
lemand for fuel by the fac-
munition work kept

3 g at top pressure.
he coal wealth of Alberta has been

Th
LT

L
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R NASENY LY
~ When sickness comes, the need
of proper warmth is urgent.

MADE 1IN

A Perfection Oil Heater gives it
instantly and cheaply. : ;

It is always ready for use, and J

If your dealer cannot sup-

warms up a room in a
few minutés. Easily car-
ried wherever wanted.

At all good dealers.

ply you, write us direct.

For best resulfs use

Royalite Coal Oil —
the economical fuel.

)

THE IMPERIAL
OIL COMPANY

Limited

BRANCHES IN ALL CITIES /

described as being almost illimitable.
The lignite coal deposits of the prov-
ince are enormous, and exist in prac-
tically every district, while the coal
is found close to the surface, and I8 “
therefore easily obtained. The amount 4
of bituminous coal in this province i =
also very great, and this is the prin-.
cipal exporting variety. The chief sup-
plies are mined in the Livingstone
range of mountains south-west of Cal:
gary, and in the Brazeau district. The
production . of magnesite has been
greatly stimulated by the war. Form:
erly Austria was the source of the
world’s supply of this material for re:
fractory purposes. Chromite mining
has also benefitted by the present in:
dustrial conditions. Shipments of as e
bestos were considerably greater last g
year thanm in 1914. The zinc and lead
mines of Quebec are being developed
systematically and with very satisfat
tory results, the output for 19156 being
valued at over 300 per cent. more thad
that of 1914—From the “United Bnr
pire.”

THE INDUSTRIAL INVASION OF

CANADA.

HERE can be little doubt that
when the nations now at war de
clare peace and begin their eco

nomic rivalry, certain neutrals, OU
selves among them, are going to have
more to contemplate of than rifling of
mail bags. It did not need the recen
threat of this in the London Times tg
convince us that we are to “get ours:
It s but natural that in the economiC |
war to come those nations which have
stood together in battle should exten‘!
a preferential tariff for each others
products. : -
Canada, as one of these countriés
will be so favoured and we shall P@
left out in the cold, In this case such
United States concerns as may have
plants in Canada, incorporated as
Canadian  companies, at the time the
new tariff goes into operation, sho%™
benefit thereby. Business of this sort
is already being done there on a hug®
scale. Several automobile companies
have taken out Canadian incorpol‘ﬂ»Fion
papers, and in one instance Unite
States capital has purchased a Can#®
dian motor concern. Some Of °1ft
heaviest agricultural companies g;,ue
working there as separate Ca.nadl?"“l
corporations. The United States S'teet
Company has one manuﬁa/cturing plan
there now and is planning a second:
The Standard Oil Company is Workiﬂg-
Canadian territory through a sub
gidiary company, and more than 032
Chicago packing firm enjoys tr#
through separate incorporation. o
In addition to these and similar ex
tensions of United States industries.
capital from this country is makile -
itself felt in mines and other commer
cial enterprises 1in the Domimon‘;
There will be more Canadian pranch®”
of United States concerns before
war ends. 5
Neither nation need regret this.
can eagily spare the capital to ot
up Canada’s interests, as we ha"emé’
ready done in the loans made t0 1ok
Dominion, its provinces and mun -
palities, or in the farmers Wwe hihe
let go across the border to preak an
soil of the great Northwest. 0'9»1""‘“}ﬂ A
views with complacency this industr
invasion, for she realizes that
needs the invested capital it.T
sents as well as the opportunity P
employment it offers.—Chicag0
bune.

WHERE?

The old Paisley shawl of
mother’s time is coming int
asain, it seems. Well, the moder
man can stand 4 little more ralmeﬂy
and the Paisley shawl is qufficien 't‘
cdpacious to cover a lot of her:
the problem is—where will ghe
it? There’s hardly room betweel
low neck and her high shoe-top-
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- This thrifty body puts another five-cent piece into the home savings bank, so that
when the next war loan is put on the market he will be able to subscribe.

Troubles of Other People

(Concluded from page 17.)

to Montreal. To be sure he knows the
town, for he was born and bred there.
But Montreal has grown away from
Men of his type. He suits the west bet-
ter; not merely Winnipeg, but the

Rockies. And there is a certain atmos-
Dhere in the head offices which would
make Grant Hall considerably like a
8rizzly bear in a billiard room. He
hag that fresh, untamable vigour that
much of the West is losing all too
rapidly. To the casual observer he
Seems unsophisticated. Beware.
Grant Hall is no chicken. He was not
born to be plucked of his pin feathers
by any smooth artist, just because he
- has enough good mature to last him
all day in a scrimmage.

Not long ago a deputation of far-
Iers came to him with a grievance.
They had studied this thing and borne
With it for a long while. They were
C. P. R. parishioners who had grown
- Up with that system and ' naturally
looked to it somewhat as the red men
used to come to the fur post factor to
talk about the white father. These men
Came to Hall with a cut and dried case
Against—somebody; perhaps it was the
railway, and if so out with it.

“Well, what is it?” asked the G. M.

“Potatoes,” said the spokesman.

“And what about them? Price too
low in the field and too high in the
City store?” ‘

“That’s what it is,” they agreed.
“It's a devil of a difference and we
??gug\ht you might be able to explain
it,

Again the railwayman was suspected
of knowing more than was good for
Some other people. Seeing that Hall
- Wag such an outspoken, unreserved
Sort of man, they would like to see
- What he did know.

“Well, I'll look into the thing and
let you know—this afternoon at three
o clock,” he said.

Immediately he rang up his grocer.

“You supply me with potatoes. What
3?5 you charging me now—just for in-

ance ?”
~ The price was quoted. -

_ “Thanks. That’s all I want to
now,”

He found out in a jiffy’ what was the
eight rate on potatoes from Souris,
O wherever it was, to Winnipeg.
hen he met the farmers that after-
00n he subtracted the price pald to
© farmer plus the freight charges on
4 bushe] from the price which he him-
Self wag paying for potatoes as a
Consumer.

“Now, somebody between the end of
ol milway haul and the pocket of

\

Whole man’s country out to beyond the -

the general manager is getting that
difference of fifty per cent. And it
isn* the railway. That’s clear.”

“Yeh, that’s clear enough. Taint
the railway this time.”

“There’s a nigger in the woodpile—
and his name is Middleman,” said
Hall, in whatever language he chose
to find convenient. He knew quite
well that the farmers were not anxious
to see him pay less for potatoes, and
that what would please them would

“be to see the difference cadged by the

middleman go to the producer. But
if he told them so it was served up in
a joke.

In a primitive, practical way, Hall is
an economist. And with his know-
ledge of transportation and production
costs it might be a fine thing for any
university to engage a man of his
calibre to lecture on some phase of
political economy. I have an idea he
would make a superb Minister of
Labour.

However, Grant Hall has no desire
to be anything but a railwayman. He
seems to have mo bent for politics or
civic honours. One of his few hobbies
is kindness to animals. That one de-
sire to see brute beasts given a fair
show, from cats up to horses, is one
of his strongest characteristics. And
that may help to explain the kindly
glimmer that so often plays over his
days’ works. 1 don’t know what ani-
mals he prefers—I imagine horses and

dogs. But it makes no difference. The
principle of kindness is the thing.

What's What

(Continued from page 23.)

Though financially Japan, as already
remarked, is a modest Power, she yet
has helped the common cause to a
congiderable extent with regard to the
finance of the Allies. In January of

last year the general position of trade .

and commerce in that country was
not particularly bright, but as, of
course, Japan has made a good deal
of money from muunitions and out of
her shipping, it has vastly improved.
In October the receipts derived by the

Japanese Government from munitions !

were sufficient to render unnecessary
the issue of Exchequer bonds, and ‘the
national gold reserve has increased
rapidly. Japan has not been financed
by the other Allies, and when we hear,
as we sometimes do, that Great Brit-
ain is financing all her Allies an ex-

ception must be made in the case of

Japan, for she has not had a loan from
us or, for that matter, from anybody
else. On the contrary, she has sub-
scribed to the loans issued by the
other Allies, or taken action which is
equivalent to the same thing. Thus
Japan had twelve millions in gold de-
posited in New York, and she virtually
has transferred it to Great Britain by
taking British Treasury bonds in Lon-
don against that amount. To help to
finance Russia, Japanese bankers have
bought five million pounds worth of
Russian bonds, and have arranged to
take in the near future an equal
amount. With regard to France, the
Japanese Budget for the current year
sots aside five millions stenling for the
redemption of Japanese railway bonds,
which had been placed in Paris before
the War. When the comparative
poverty of the Japanese people is re-
called, it must be admitted that even
in the field of finance Japan is doing
what she can. Of the sixty millions
to which her gold reserve has grown,
she keeps by far the larger part in
London, and this is at once an assist-
ance for us in our own finance, and
at the same time a distinguished proof
of her confidence. In Japan, as in
other countries, the War has had a pre-
judicial effect on some industries, and
there will be a period or reorganiza-
tion and reconstruction when the con-
flict is at an end, buf preparation is
being made for it, and on the whole
she will be in a strong position flnan-
cially. For one thing, unless circum-
stances change profoundly, she will
have reduced her debt.

beautiful tail, Mr. Bear.

The Sick Man—“l—er—oh—I was just—just looking at this
No offence, | hope!”—Westminster Gazette.
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The Service of
Experience

All business entrust-
ed to the ' National
Trust Company, Limit-
ed, as Executor or
Trustee, receives atten-
tion from experienced
administrators of every
kind of property in-
volved.

Only in exceptional
cases 1s this true of
business assumed by a
personal trustee or ex-
ecutor,

Our advice is at your
service.

!
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18-22 King St. East

TORONTO

$6.00 a year protects your new
Ford Touring Car from loss by fire
to the extent of $500, including
%ti)ss from explosion and self-igni-
on

Covers fire loss while car is in
any bullding—or on the road—
lower rates and more liberal terms
than any other policy you can
procure.

‘Write for rates on Ford Cars up
to three years old.

Similar rates and con-

ditions are ' granted to
owners of Chevrolet cars.

ll]ND[lN MUTUAL
FlR INSURANCE

COMPANY
F.D.WILLIAMS.

MANAGING DIRECTOR
HEAD OFFiCE =33 Scortr ST TorONTO.

Established 1864.

The Merchants Bank

OF CANADA,
HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL,
Paid-up Capital - - $7,000,000
Reserve Fund and Un-
divided Profits - - $7,250,984
208 BRANCHES IN CANADA.
General Banking Business

Transacted.
SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at all
branches. Deposits of Loo.:aég
re -

upwards received, and ini
lowed at best current rates.

TORONTO OFFICES:

13 Wellington St. West: 1
Bt West. (Parkdaler: 406 osoon

Hament st.. Dundas’ St. and Rea
a8 Ave.; Dupont and Chris-

cosvall
tie Bts.
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TOBACCO

s the “chum” of more pipe
smokers, than any other
tobacco smoked
in Canada

EVERYBODY SMOKES
«OLD CHUM”

1O
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- BOOKLET ON REQUEST

If you are interested in beautiful gardens—especially in those
that yield the greater pleasure of growing flowers out of season-—
we will gladly send you, without obligation, a book on “The Joy of
Glass Gardens.”

Address Dept. C.

GLASS GARDEN BUILDERS, LIMITED

Kent Bldg., Transportation Building, St. James St.,
Toronto. Montreal.

Factory—Georgetown, Ont.
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If you are this week a chance Reader of the Courier and find
it “good stuff” you may count upon it that it is so regularly. It
improves on acquaintance. =Your subscription solicited.

Circulation Manager
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THE COURIER.

COURIERETTES.

HE Ontario toper can’t take any
“interest” in two and a half per
cent.

Austrians felt so safe that they
opened beer gardens in their trenches.
Then the Allies got the “bead” on
_them,

Theé mother of an Australian cham-
pion boxer won’'t let him enlist. She
must be some fighter.

German prisoners in Britain are
making pipes in their spare time. For
their pipe-dreams of victory?

Men are fined in England for carry-
ing matches in munition plants. It is
not a “light” offence.

They are talking now of having all
bread made in the round loaf form. ' To
prevent a bread corner?

It isn’t so much the moaning of the
bar in Ontario that you hear now, but
the moaning of the thirsty throats that
once were wet.

Lloyd George cannot be reading the
Hearst papers. He says Britain has
only begun to fight.

And somehow there’s a strange sil-
ence now among those Americans who
were - jesting and singing some time
ago to the effect that “everybody fights
but the British.”

'Tis noy said that Hon. G. P. Grm
ham may »un in a Toronto constitu-
ency. Mark the word “run.”

How about giving the Ontario “up-

War

The cake referred to is one of the
many ingenuous ways Canadian girls
have of raising money for patriotic
purposes. Recipes for the Edith May
cake (a truly delectable production)
are sold for 25 cents each, and a girl
who boasts of no “parlour tricks” is
able to turn her very practical talent
to good account. This letter was not
written for publication, needless to
say, yet we feel sure that Miss May
will not object to our using it if it
can be the means of making the needs
of her work more widely known in
Canada. \ 3

Time

N another letter Miss May describes
in vivid contrast twé of the hos-
pitals she visited. One in the famous
Chateau Clemenceaux, where queens
and courtiers once made merry:

You can’t imagine how strange it
seemed tp see that long hall of Catherine
de Medeci’s built over the river, now
turned into a ward for one hundred and
seventy men! There are two operating-
rooms, too, beautifully equipped and the
X-ray room is the green tapestry room
with the portrait of Catherine looking
down from the wonderful mantelpiece.
Monsieur Meunier, the present owner, has
spent thousands in the equipment, and
net a plank nor a nail, but has been so
rlaced that when it is withdrawn or
taken down it will leave no trace of hav-
ing been there. I think the views from
the wards and the operating room would
almost make me well. s

In vivid contrast to this she de-
gcribes another hospital:

It was an abandoned factory of the
most primitive sort, most of the stair-
cases are open like ladders; the ground-
floor is still a sort of lumber and storage
place; ceilings are upheld by rough, un-
painted posts; the floors are uneven,
worn away, and without a vestige of pol-

ish or surface, 1 saw no electricity or

(Concluded from page 15.)

lifters” a chance to help in the third
attempt to raise the Quebec bridgeé
span?

It rather gives one a pain in these
war days to see pictures of King
Manuel playing tennis. He might bet=
ter be repaying Britain for her kind-
ness to him.

Uncle Sam gpent $100,000,000 on the
hunt-for Villa and then didn’t get him-
But look at the nice moving pictures
they took on the trip!

i
1
v

Butter is $§3 a pound in Germany and
now the Huns find they can’t get
Greece.

2 2 »n
CONDITIONS REVERSED.

We read of a Bishop in Britain whe
could not make some distant calls D&
cause of lack of gasoline. This seems
to be reversing the Scriptural phrasé
for in this case the flesh was willing
but the spirit was weak.

LA A

IN THE SAME BOAT.
Newspaper heading says: “Hughed
finds Wilson wanting.” Sure. Want
ing the same thing that Hughes ‘wants

% ®n »
BY WAY OF ASSURANCE.

Of ecourse the average wife trustd
her husband—but nevertheless th’n
the opportunity offers she cant resis
the temptation to go through b3
pockets. 0

Heroines

lighting anywhere save in the little OPEI”
ating-room. 'The only water is a tap !

the lower entrmy. In one place, to clo::
up an open loft, the directeur had begs!

of a theater in a neighbouring town #
drop-curtain upon which were painted &
castle and moat and a wonderful casc! e:
He was very proud of this piece of 0

genuity—and I was proud, not only °_
his ingenuity, but of his courage every
where. He said he had been discol.u‘f’lget
when he first saw the building, but & 7
he had begged and borrowed, and thew
bad cleaned and painted, and that 1°

s
it was really very homelike. The “]’;e_
in one corridor were-covered with ”

sceneé

size figures of soldiers cannon,
from trench life. One of their woul a
had been a real artist, and had trie,d to.ng.
his part to render the place gayer .?ur!
his days of convalescence, . . Bub ort
it was a pathetic place! And all the t?tiﬂg
s0 because they were so bent on poil ing
out what they did have, and in shoW i
kow happy their men were. il
tumble-down old place was full of :aﬂ'
ing faces! For an instant I forgot I g
And then T felt as if T must do someth oy
for them, and I was so glad to fee

to

n

T could. T don’t believe you can 'beffoney !
realize what it meant to have some 1t

in the face of such desperate needs

is the very greatest happiness I haVv
known. ‘So then we went back
little operating-room and sat dowr:med
three-legged stools and there we P rup”
Iike children! T am going to put I 23
ning water for them, and lnole® ples
the operating floor, and give some
and chairs to the wards (they
practically. none); and the fun
be asked for clothing and D“‘IO‘WS‘m
have mone), and some mstruh
Somehow, when I came in to-mgme L
found a letter waiting to Welcome:,n?‘
from the medecin-chef, thanking ncere
iy compatriots so genuinely 8“dt a8 UF
iy for what we were to do, I fel 1 Wit
lifted as if T were walking on “’ir ¢
every one who has helped me tg' s
things could know it. . .
\
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Address all correspondence to the Chess

ditor, Ccanadian Courier, 30 Grant St.,
oronto,

PROBLIEM NO. 86, by Frank Janet.
Mount Vernon, N.Y.

(Specially composed for the Courier.)
A. ‘‘Pickabish.’”

Black.—Eleven pleces.

vl B B
“‘Enm.

i BigoB
ynLRe

iz W,

Wl E
0N

™ )

White.—Eight pleces.
White “to play and mate in two.
Problem No. 87, by V. Cisar.
Morning Post, 1899.
tWhi«te: K at KKt8; Q at QBS; R at Q5;
at K7; Ps at K4, KKt2, KR2 and KR4.
kt‘ k: K at KB5; Bs at KKt2 and KR4;
KGS at Qsq and KRsq; Ps at QKit4, QKt6;

»

K7, KB3 and KKt3.
‘White mates in three.
SOLUTIONS.
Problem No. 81, by A. J. Eink.

i Kt—Kit3! KKt—Qb; 2. R—QB5 mate.
, Kt—K4; 2. Kt—K7 mate.

, Kt—Kt4; 2. R—KB5 mate.

1- ......... » KKt else; 2. QxR mate.

e , R—K4; 2. Q—B6 mate.

S , threat; 2. Q—K4 mate.

ha; Ne of the most puzzling two-ers we

o"e ever come across. The Knight must

'tot}i{ta to prevent the defence 1.

Problem No. 82, by J. Scheel.

L (63)05 ) KB4 90 0 B80h.
Oves; 3. Q—B3 or 7 mate.

K—B5; 2. QxQPch, K--Bf;
mate. o .

,» K—K4; 2. Kt—QTch! KxKt:

m
1

mate.

...... , RxP; 2.0 QL K3ch! K—Bb;
mate,
.., B—Q3; 2. QxQPch K—Ki;
mate

S thr.e‘a.t; 2. Q—R4ch, K moves;
* Q—Kt4 'or B4 mate.
BLACK PAWN PROMOTION.
T‘I:‘O following Black Pawn promotion
an. 1S relative to the one published in
tcommentary July 29. We are in-
hi €d to Mr. Faulkner for this specimen,
o he prefers to the pioneer composi-
N by O, Wurzburg,
By J. Keeble.
3 at Qb; Q at Q8; R at KBsq;
K5 QKt3 and QBsq; Kts at K2 and
By, DS at QR3, QB4, Q7 and KBt
Mk: K at Q8; Rs at QRS and QB7:
7 QKt8; Kt at K8; Ps at QR7, QB4,
& K6, KB7 and KKtb. Mate in four,
1%?1?.‘5' PxB=Q; 2. P—Q, Q—Q7ch;

,W\hi'te :
SRS

ete. p CEa n R . PxB—R;

q! P—KT7; 3. Kt—K4! etc

(O 52 . S PXB=RB1 2 QiR B g g
2, dep g e . PxB_Kt; 2.
L resch, KQ2) 3. Kt—R{ dis. ch, ete.

Mcahadian Correspondence League.

T C. P. Davie, of Victoria, B.C., has
€ded in getting the Canadian branch
€ Chess Amateur Correspondence
8Ue on o working basis and has issued
& of rules, together with a compre-
lan Ve prospectus of the activities

Ned, The following tournaments are

¢ helg throughout the year:
TRI-MONTHLY. Each tournament
Mposed of six players, who compete
o St and second places. First prize,

“Medal; second prize, silver medal
Nce fee, $1.00, Dates of commence-
l;er Ist January, April, July and

NSEMI-ANNUAL MAJOR TOURNA-
b, (Special gold and silver medals).
imgournament is composed of three

‘"&Py sections of four players each,
icadnens of which play- off in the final
4 for first, second and third places.

Prize, gold medal; second and third
» Sllver medals. Entrance fee, $2.00.
54 commencement:. 1st April and

NgrANNUAL, CANADIAN CHAM-
HIP, e arrangement of this
‘ ent will depend upon the number

€8,  First prize, silver cup; second
 Bold medal; ‘third prize, silver
Date of commencement: 1st

Darticulars can be obtained from
F. Davie, P. O. Drawer 783, Vic-

|

‘QR2; P at KKt6.

_sent to a prison-camp in Germany.

toria, B.C., to whom entrance fees should
be senit.

The following is an interesting corres-
pondence game won by Mr. Davie, who
is a councillor at law:

Falkbeer’' Counter Gambit.

‘White. Black.
Major H. E. Stickle, C. F. Davie.
1. P—K4 1. P—K4
2. P—KB4 2 P4
3. Kt—KB3 3. B—KKt5 (a)
~4. PxQP (b) 4. P—K5b
5. Q—K2 6. P—KB4 (c)
6. Q—Ktbch 6. P—B3
I S T PRE
8. Q—Kb5ch 8. Q—K2
9. P—KR3 9, BxKt
10. PxB 10. Kt—Q2 (d)
11. QxKBP 11. PxP dis, ch
12. ' K-—B2 12, Q—Rbch (e)
13. KxP 13. B—B4
14. Q—Kdch 14, Kt—K2
15. P—Q4 16. Castles (1)
16. PxB 16. Kt—KB4
17.. B—B4ch 17. K—Rsq
18. B—K3 18, Kt—Kt6
19, B—B2 19..QR-——Ksqg
20, Q—Q4 (g) 20. RxPch (h)
21. QxR 21, Kt—K4oh (i)
22. QxKt 22. Rx
23. BxKt 23. Q—XKbch
24. K—B2 24. R—Bdch
25, K—Ktsq. 25. R—Kt4

Resigns.

(a) Favoured by Marshall.

(b) Black evaded the counter-gambit
by 3, Kt—KB3, but he now decides to ac-
cept it

(c) Q—K2 was possibly better.

(d) To get rid of the Pawn, so as to
open the files on the King is Black’s only
chance.

(&) If White will only take another
Pawn, something must happen,

(f) " There is mno time to retreat the
Bishop; the heavy artillery ‘must be
brought up at once, if advantage is to
be taken of the Pawn sacrifices.

(g) If 20. BxKt, then 20. ...... , Q—Rd4ch
and the White Queen is lost. 3

(h) Some more material must go. =

(i) And still more if the day is to be
saved.

(Score and notes
Correspondent.””)

END-GAME NO. 17.
By W. and M. Platoff.

White: K at QKit7; R at KR4; Kt at

Black: K at QKt4;

R_a.t QB7; B at K2. White to play and
win.

from “The Chess

Solutlon,

1. P_Kt 7, R—-—KKt7; 9 Kt_B3ch,
K—B4!; 3. Kt —Kich, K—Q4 (a); 4.
Kt—Ktb, RxKt; 5. R—R5, RxR: 6. P—
Qch, K—B4 (b); 7. Q—BSch, K—Q4 (c¢); 8.,
Q—QT7ch, B—Q3; 9. Q—BT7ch, and wins.

(a) If 3. .4...., K—B4, then 4. R—R5ch

and 5. Kt—Ktb.
(b) If 6 , K—K4 then 7. Q—BT.
If 6 K else, then 7. Q—Kt4 or 6 ch.

(£00 0 by P e , K—Kt4, then 8. Q—KS8ch.
RS el , K—Q3, then 8. Q—B6ch and
9. Q—Ktbch. If 7. K else, then
8. Q—Ktd4ch.

A Smile or Two

’ BETWEEN THE LINES.

Hamilton Fish, Jr., told a war-story
at a smoker at the officers’ training-
camp in Plattsburg..

“T'wo brothers, ‘Russians,”v he said,
“were captured in the Carpathians and

“Their mother heard nothing from
them for a long while, and the poor
woman was nearly distracted. Then,
at last she got a letter, a letter from
the eldest brother, Piotr.

“ ‘Dear mother,” he wrote, ‘here I
am in the lovely German prison-camp.
I bave a beautiful room, with use of
bath. . The bed is comfortable, clean
sheets every week. Good food and
plenty of it. Beer to drink and cigars
to smoke. I am very happy.

: ‘Piotr.”

“‘P. S.—Brother Ivan was shot this
morning for c¢omplaining.’”

LA :
‘Some Mix Up.—Poor old Uncle Sam
has quite a political menagerie on his
hands in this campaign, with a
hysterical elephant, a dying bull
moose, and ‘a “too proud to fight”

b0
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What Should Be Done
Our First Aid Book Will Tell You
We publish a First Aid Book— 128 pages, with over

100 illustrations—written by a famous surgeon, now a
Major in charge of aU. S. Army Field Hospital. Itisa
complete reprint of our book that sells for 50c. Itis part
of our effort to save mistakes, before the doctor comes.
It tells just what to do in any form of accident—in
cuts, burns, fractures, in fainting or hemorrhage—in
poisoning, in drowning or electric shock. This book
should be in everyhome and always carried when trav-
eling. Anydaymay bring need forit. And sometime
it may save a life. Send us 10 cents— only part of the
cost—as evidence of serious intent and we will mail
the book to you. Send now before.you forget it.

Address First Aid Dept. 55, Bauer &Black,Chicago.

For Safety’s Sake
Use B&B Dressings

These things must be kept on hand if you hope to
cope with an emergency. The smallest wounds
require them. Every druggist can supply them.

B&B Adhesive Plaster ~ B&B Gauze
B&B Absorbent Cotton B&B Bandages

Don't take any kind that’s offered. Get the B&B. Dressings
are dangerous if not utterly sterile.

B&B dressings are twice sterilized,

once after being sealed.
{2 That to be double-sure. Then
i b 74 sf they are protected.
| ¥ B&B Cotton and Gauze are put
up in germ-proof envelopes,
enough for one use in each.
[\ B&B Cotton is also put up
in a Handy Pack-
age. You cut off
what is needed,
leaving the roll
untouched.
Both are put up
under hospital
conditions. The air
in the room is fil-
tered. The work-
ers are in uniform.
Do your part in
this protection b
ﬁetting the
rand.

BAUER & BLACK
Chicago and New York

Makers of Surgical Dressings

i

Always call thedoctor
—remember First Aid
is only first aid.

DOUBLE-SURE PRODUCTS

SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS
Absorbent Cotton, Gauze, Bandages
Adhesive Plaster, Fumigators, etc.
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BY WILLIAM McHARG AND EDWIN

BALMER

Canadian Serial Rights held by the Canadian Courier.

CHAPTER XI.—(Continued.)

ATON received back his purse
and bill-fold. He put them in
his pocket without examining
their contents. The porter

appeared with his overcoat and
hat. Eaton put them on and stepped
out of the car. The conductor escorted
him to a limousine car. “This is the
gentleman,” €onnery said to the chauf-
feur to whom Harriet Santoine had
spoken. The man opened the door of
the limousine; another man, whom
Eaton had not before seen, was seated
in the car; Eaton stepped in. Con-
n;r’y extended his hand—*“Good-by,
sir.”

“Good-by.”

The motor-car drove down a wide,
winding road with tall, spreading trees
on both sides. Lights shone, at inter-
vals, from windows of what must be
large and handsome homes. The man
in the car with Eaton, whese duty
plainly was only that of a guard, did
not speak to Eaton nor Eaton to him.
The motor passed other limousines oc-
casionally; then, though the road was
still wide and smooth and still bounded
by great trees, it was lonelier; no
houses appeared for half a mile; then
lights glowed directly ahead; the car
ran under the portecochere of a great
stone country mansion; a servant
sprang to the door of the limousine and
opened it; another man seized Eaton’s
hand-baggage from beside the chauf-
feur. Eaton entered a large, beamed
and paneled hallway with an immense
fireplace with logs burning in it; there
was a wide stairway which the servant,
who had appointed himself Eaton’s
guide, ascended. Eaton followed him
and found another great hall upstairs.
The servant led him to one of the doors
opening off this and into a large room,
fitted for a man’s occupancy, with dark
furniture, cases containing books on
hunting, sports and adventure, and
smoking things; off this was a dress-
ing room with the bath next; beyond
was a bedroom.

“These are to be your rooms, sir,”
the servant said. A valet appeared and
unpacked Eaton’s travelling bag.

“Anything else, sir?” The man, who
had finished unpacking his clothés and

“laying them out, approached respect-
fully. “Pve drawn your bath tepid,
gir; is that correct?” Sy

“Quite,” Baton said. “There’s nothing
else”

“Very good. Good night, sir. If

there’s anything else, the second but-

ton beside the bed will bring me, sir.”

‘When the man had withdrawn noise-
lessly and closed the door, Eaton stood
staring about the rooms dazedly; then
he went over and tried the door. It
opened; it was not locked. He turned
about and went into the dressing room
and began taking off his clothes; he
stepped into the bathroom and felt the
tepid bath. In a moment he was in the

\ bath; fifteen minutes later he was in
bed with the window open beside him,
letting in the crisp, cool breeze. But
he had not the slightest idea of sleep:
he had undressed, bathed, and gone to
bed to convinee himself that what he
was doing was real, that he was not
acting in a dream. :

He got up and went to the window
and looked out, but the night was
cloudy and dark, and he could see
nothing except some lighted windows.
As he watched, the light was switched
out. Eaton went back to bed, but
amazement would not let him slee-p.A

He was in Santoine’s house; he knew
it could be no other than Santoine's
house. It was to get into Santoine’s
house that he had Come from Asia;
he had thought and planned and
schemed all through the long voyage
on the steamer how it was to be done.
He would have been willing to cross
the Continent on foot to accomplish
it; no labour that he could imagine
would have seemed too great to him
if this had been its end; and here
it had been done without effort on hig
part, naturally, inevitably! Chance
and circomstance had done it! And

as be realized this, his mind was full
of what he had to do in Santoine’s
house. For many days he had not
thought about that; it had seemed im-
possible that he could have any op-
portunity to act for himself. And the
return to his thoughts of possibility
of carrying out his original plan
brought before him thoughts of his
friends—those friends who, through
his exile, had been faithful to him,
but whose identity or existence he had
been obliged to deny, when questioned,
to protect them as well as. himself.
Asg he lay on his bed in the dark,
he stared upward to the ceiling, wide
awake, thinking of those friends whose
devotion to him might be justified at
last; and he went over again and tested
and reviewed the plan he had formed.
But it mever had presumed a position
for him—even if it was the position
of a semi-prisoner—inside Santoine’s
house. And he required more infor-
mation of the structure of the house
than he-as yet had, to correct his plan
further. But he could not, without
too great risk of losing everything,
discover more that night; he turned
over and set himself to go to sleep.

CHAPTER XII

The Ally in the House.

HE first gray of dawn roused Eaton,
and drawing on trousers and coat
over his pajamas, he seated him-

self by the open window to see the
house by daylight. The glow, growing

in ‘the east, showed him first that the -

house stood on the shore of the lake;
the light came to him across water,
and from the lake had come the crisp,
fresh-smelling breeze that had blown
into- his windows through the night.
As it grew lighter, he 'could see the
house; it was an immense structure
of smooth grey stone. Baton was in
its central part, his windows looking
to the south. To the morth of him
was a wing he could not see—the wing
which had contained the porte-cochere
under which the motor-car had stopped
the night before; and the upper part
of this wing, he had been able to tell,
contained the servants’ quarters. To
the south, in front of him, was another
wing composed, apparently in part at
least, of family bedrooms.

Between the house and the lake was
a terrace, part flagged, nart gravel, part
lawn pot yet green but with green
shoots showing among the last year’s
grass. A stone parapet walled in this
terrace along the top of the bluff which
pitched precipitously down to the lake
fifty feet below, and the narrow beach
of sand and shingle. As Eaton watch-
ed, one of the two nurses who had
been on the train came to a window
of the farthest room on the second
floor of the south wing and stood look-
ing out; that, then, must be Santoine’s
room; and Eaton drew back from his
window as he noted this.

The sun had risen, and its beams,
reflected up from the lake, danced on
his ceiling. Faton, chilled by the sharp
air off the water—and knowing now
the locality where he must be—pulled
off his coat and trousers and jumped
back into bed. The motor driveway
which stretches north from Chicago
far into Wisconsin leaves between it
and the lake a broad wooded strip for
spacious grounds and dwellings; San-
toine’s house was one of these.

Eaton felt that its location was well
suited for his plans; and he realized,
too, that circumstances had given him
time for anything he might wish to do;
for the night’s stop at Minneapolis and
Santoine’s unexpected taking him into
his own charge must have made
Eaton’s disappearance complete; - for
the present he was lost to “them” who
had been “following” him, and to his
friends alike. His task, then, was to
let his friends know where he was
without letting “them” learn it; and
thinking of how this was to be done,
he fell asleep again,

At nine he awoke with a start; then

recollecting everything, he juraped up
and shut his windows. There was a
respectful, apologetic knock at the
door; evidently a servant had been
waiting in the hall for some sound
within the room.

“May I come in, sir?”

“Come in.”

The man who had attended him the
evening before entered.

“Your bath, sir; hot or cold in the
morning, sir?”

“Hot,” Baton answered.

“Of course, sir; I'd forgotten you'd
just come from the Orient, sir. Do
you wish anything first, sir?”

“Anything 7" %
“Anything to drink, sir?”
“Oh, no.”

The man again prepared the bath.
‘When Eaton returned to his dressing-
room, he found the servant awaiting
him with shaving mug, razor and
apron.
trimmed his hair.

“I shall tell them to bring breakfast
up, sir; or will you go down?” the
man asked then.

Eaton considered. The manners of
servants are modeled on the feelings
of their masters, and the man’s de-
ference told plainly that, although
/Eaton might be a prisoner he was not
to be treated openly as such.

“I think I can go down,” Eaton re-
plied, when the man had finished dress-
ing him. "He found the hall and the
rooms below bright and oper, but un-
cccupied; a servant showed him to a
blue Delft breakfast room to the east,
where a fire was burning in an old-
fashioned Dutch fire-place. A cloth
weas spread on the table, but no places
were set; a number of covered dishes,
steaming above electric discs. wele
on the sideboard. The servant in
attendance there took covers off these
dishes as Eaton approached; he chose
his breakfast and sat down, the man
laying one place for him. This man-
ner of serving gave Baton mno hint
as to how many others were in the
bouse or might be expected to break-
fast. He bad half finished his bacon
and greens before any one else ap-
peared. ;

This was a tall, carefully dressed
man of more than fifty, with handsome,
well-bred features—plainly a man of
position and wealth but without ex-
perience in affairs, and without power.
He wag dark, dark haired and wore
a moustache which, like his hair, was
beginning to gray. As he appeared
in the hall without hat or overcoat,
Eaton understood that he lived in the
house; he came directly into the
breakfast room and evidently had not
breakfasted. He observed Haton and
gave him the impersonal nod of a man

meeting another whom he may have
met but has forgotten. e
“Good morning, Stiles,” he greeted

th- servant.
“Good morning, sir,” the man re-
turned.

HE newcomer sat down at the table
opposite Eaton, and the servant,
without inquiring his tastes,

brought pineapple, rolls and coffee.

“I am Wallace Blatchford,” the
stranger volunteered as Faton looked
up. He gave the name in a manner
which seemed to assume that he now
must be recalled; BEaton therefore
feigned recognition as he gave him his
name in return.

“Basil Santoine is better this morn-
ing,” Blatchford announced.

“I understand he was very comfort-
able last evening,” Eaton said. “I
have not seen either Miss Santoine or
Mr. Avery this morning.”

“I saw Basil Santoine the last thing
last night,” the other boasted. ‘He
was very tired; but when he was home,

of course, he wished me to be beside:

him for a time.”

“Of course,” Eaton replied, as the
other halted. There was a humility
in the boast of this man’s friendship

The man shaved him and '
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e which stirred sympathy,

with the doctors that Basil
to be spared,” the tall
ued. “The nation is to be
ed. He is certainly one of
useful men in America. The
uch as he is to be ad-
unusual -qualities—cannot
I service. Suppose the Presi-
assassinated; instantly the
ident would take his place;
‘government of the country
on; there would be no chaos,
ALy confusion. But suppose
oine had - died—particularly
Deture!”

mished his breakfast, but re:
“the table while Elnf“hfm d,
6ly touched his food, con-
boast, in his qnem‘ humility,
d man and of the blind man’s
or him. 'He ehecked him-
hen Harriet Santoine ap-
the doorway. He and Haton

b He wants te see. me
tall man almost pleaded.
B me fo be with him- this

Se, Cougin  Wallace,” . the
. almost’ with compas-

1l excuse me then, sir”

B0 sdid hastily to Haton and

The girl gazed after him,
she furned the next instant
T eves were wet,
01‘]’)11’10"”

orning, Miss Santoine. You
to breakfast?” {
2 I've had my breakfast: I
1t to see that things-out-
10use have been going on
We have been away."

0 with vow while v dp
on fried to ask = casually.
him as was the plan of
it was scarcely less essen-
to know the grounds.

ted.

Sta.nd it’s my "duty at pre-
¥ wherever I may be put;
rdly run  away’ from you
& your own grounds.”
Dot seem to be the question
P “Very well?” shersaid,
renewed friendliness—or
iion of judament of him—
had 1et him see aeain after
©W- with her father.in the
orning . before, was. not
eemed onlv covered over
ibilities which came tinon
t she was at home. She
ed as they passed through
il 2 man brousht Laton’s
hat and a maid her coat.
e way out to the terrace.
S erisp, but the breeze had

lake was free from ice;
e little projecting break-
0 guarded the bluff azainst
g of the waves, some ice
nd this was rapidly melt-
d path led them around
of the house.

is still better this morn-

asked,

L say?” she asked.

his avestion. Was her

wondered, due te her

how, that for the first
short acavaintance he
*using” her, if only

of gaining an tmme-

11 it had had earlier in the

side of the cared-for grounds there
~ were clumps of rank, wild-growing
~ thicket. To the east, the great house
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ARRIET was silent for a moment,
evidently expecting some com-
ment from him; when he offered

none, she said, “Father would not like
you to accept the estimate of him
which Mr, Blatchford must have given
you.”

“What do you mean?”

“Didn’t Mr. Blatehford argue with
you that Father must be the greatest
man living?” -

“He certainly expressed great ad-
miration for your father,” Eaton said.
“He is your cousin?”

“I call him that; he’s Father cousin.
They were very close friends when
they were boys, though Cousin ‘Wallace
is. a few years older. They entered
preparation school together and were
ru”o‘vm all through college and ever

I suppose Cousin Wallace told
at it was he Those are the
and stables over the to the
north; Mr. Eaton. This road leads to
them, 'And’over there are the ftool-
houses and gardeners’ dquarters; yvou
can, only just see them through the
trees.”

She ' had interrupied " herself sud-

denly, ag though she realized that his,

attention had not been upon what she
was saying but given to the pl(m cf
the  grounds.~ He 'recalled himself
quickly.

“Yes; what wag it you were saying
about Mr. Blatehford?”

She ' glanced  at him keenly, then
coloured and went on. “I was saying
that Father and he went through col-
lege/together. They both were looked
upon-as young men of very unusual
promise-~Mr. Blatehford especially: I
suppose because Father, being younger,
had not shown. so plainly 'what he
might become.  Then Father was
blinded—he was just sixteen; and—
and Cousin Wallace never fulfilled the
promise he had given.’

F don't qmte see the conncct'«m,
Haton offered

u H, I thought Cousin  Wallace
must have told vou; he teils

: almest every oue as soon 4s
he meets them. It was be who'blinded
Father. It was a bhunting accident, and
Father was made totally blind.  Father
always. said it wasn’t Cousin Wallace's
fault; but Mr. Blatenferd was almost
beside himself because he believed he
had ruined Father’s life. ‘Bul Father
went on and did all that he has done,
while 'it stopped poor Cousin Wallace.”
It’s queer how' things werk ett! Cousin
Wallace thought it was Father’s, but
it was his own life that he destroyed.
He's happy only when Father wanis
him with him; and to himself—and to
most people——he’s only the médn that
blinded Basil Santoine.”

“L think I shall understand him
now,” Haton said gnietly.

“I like the way you said that, . . .
Here, Mr. Haton, is the best place to
see the grounds.”

Their path had topped a little rige;
they stopped; -and Eaton, as she
pointed = out the. different objects,
watched carefully and printed the par-
ticulars and the general arrangenient.
of the surroundings on his memory.

As he looked about, he could see
that further ahead the path they were
on paralleled a private drive which
two hundred yards away entered what
-must be the public pike; fm‘hemld
see motor-cars passing along it. He
noted the direction of this and of the
mm %o that he could follow
- them 4n the dark, if necessary. The

grounds were broken by ravines at
right angles to the shore, which were
“crossed by little bridges; other bridees
‘carried the public pike across them,
im-m«»mlm henr%mmmbmu'me

them;
mﬂmgmm.tmﬂﬂm
ravines for quite a distance witnout
m seen. ‘To north and south out-

Could Harriet Santoine divine these
thoughts in his mind? He turned to
her as he felt her watching him; but
if she had been observing him as he
looked about, she was not regarding
him now. He followed her direction
and saw at a little distance a powertul,
strapping man, half-concealed—though
he did not seem to be hiding—behind
some ‘bushes. The man mign: have
passed for an undergardener; but he
was not working; and bOnce' betore
during their walk Eaton had seen
another man, powerfully built as this
one, who had loocked keenly at him
and then away quickly. Harriet
flushed slightly as she saw that Eaton
observed thé man; KEaton understood
then that the man was a guard, one
of several, probably, who had been
put about the house to keep watch
of him,

Had Harriet Santoine understood his
interest in the srounds«as preparatory
to a plan fo escape, and had she there-
fore taken him out'to show him the
guards who would prevent him? He
did not speak of the men, and neither
did she; with her, he went on, silently,
tor the gardeners” cottages, wh
gave directions crmcmnim; the spring
work being done on the g rounds. Then
they went back to the house exchang
ing—for the first time between them-—
ordinary inanities.

She left him in the hall, saying she
wag going to visit her father; but
part way up the stairs, she paused.

“Youll, find books in the library of
every conceivable sort, Mr. Eaton,” she
called down to him.

“Thank you,” he answered; and he
‘went into the library, but he did net
look for a book.  Left alone, he stood
listening,

¥ she

As her footiteps on the stairs dled.

away, no other Sound came. to him.
The lower part of the house seemed
ceserted. He went out again into the
hall: and Jlooked about . quickly and
aited and listened; then he stepped
g y and silently 'to a closet where,
earlier, he bad notited a ‘tolephone.
He shut himself in and took up the
receiver of the imstrument. 'As he
placed it to his ear, he heard the al-
most imperceptible sound of another
receiver on the line being lifted; then

the girl At the suburban central said,

“Number, please.”

Eaton held the receiver to his ear
without making reply. The other per-
son on the line—evidently it was an
extension in the house—also remained
silent. = The girl at central repeated
the request;
other person replied. Baton hung up
the receiver and stepped from the
cloget. He encountered Donald Avery
in the hall.

“You have been teléphoning?”* Avery
asked.

“NO-”

"“Oh; you could n'ot get your num-
ber?” 7

“T did not ask for 1t e

Eaton gazed coolly at Avery, know-

ing now that Avery had been at the

other telephone on the line or had
had report from the person who had
been prepared to overhear.

“So you have had yourself ap&pomted
my-—warden?”

Avery took a case from his pocket
and lighted a cigar without offering
Eaton one. Eaton glanced past him;

Harriet Santoine was descending the

stair. Avery turned and saw her, and
arain taking out his cigar-case, now
offered it to Eaton, who irnored it.

“I found Father ':&sl’eep,” Harriet said

to Faton.

“May I see you alone for a moment?”
he asked. :

“Of course,” she said; and as Avery
made no motion, she turned toward the
door of the lnrxe room in the further
end of the south wing. Waton started

‘to follow.

© “Where are you taking him, Har-
ey Avery demanded of her sharply.

HE had seemad /to Eaton to have
Y been herself ‘about to reconsider
her action; but Avery decided her.
“In here,” she replied; and pro-

Her mnm 4.,., Tike. _ﬂmzw mm :

80 very muech loht.

neither Eaton nor the |
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hour before, when she showed him the
grounds beyond_ ‘the house. And
Eaton, feeling his muscles tighten,
strove to control himself and examine
the room with only casual curiosity.
It would well excuse any one’s interest.
It was very large, perhaps forty
feet long and certainly thirty in width.
There was a huge stone fire‘place on
the west wall where the wing con-
nected with the main part of the
house; and all about the other walil,
and particularly to the east, were high
and wide windows; :and throu
to the south, the sunlight now
flooding in. Book s were builf
tween f up to the ceil
and bo covered the west wi
of the fireplace.
d with books;

populs : al; ‘foreiem @
can—were kept; and there we

Ppresses preserving current

the center of the room was a
table-desk * with a “chair and a’
side it; there were two otl
in the room, one at Ux»
he sun and another af 12
toward the lake, There \‘.me two
smaller table-desks on the north side
of the room, subordinate~to the larce-
desk, There  ‘were :two “business
phonograph’” maechines with “cabinets
for records; there was a telephoné on
the large desk and others on the two
smaller tables., A safe; with a com-
bination lock, was built info a wall.
The most extrzordinary feature of the
room was a steep, winding stairease,’
in. the ‘ecorner bevond the  fireplace,
evidently connecting: with the ‘room
ahove,

nd

HE room in which they were was
g0 plainly Pasil Santoine’s work-
room that the girl did not com-

ment upon that; but as Eaton glanced
at the stairs, she velunteered:

“Phay eo to Father’s iroom; that
has the same space above.”

“T gee; This is a rather surprising
room.”

“You  mean  the windows?’ she
asked.. “That snrpnises most people—
IMather can’t gee
even sunlight, Bt he Ravs he feels
it. ikes lizht, anvwav: angd ‘it
is true ﬂmt he can tell, withont his
eves, whether the day is bright ‘or
eloudy, and whether the light is turned
on at night. " The rooms in. this wing,
too, are mnearly sound-proof.
is not much noise from outside here,
of course, excent the waves; but there
are noizes from other parts of the
house. Noise-does not irritate Father,
but h\ts hearing has bhecome very acute
becanse of his blindness, and mnoises
sometimes distraet him'  when he is
working. Now, what was it you
wished to say to me, Mr. Haton?”

Faton, with a start, recollected-hims
gself. His gaining a view of that room
was of s0 much more importance than
what he had to say that, for a moment,
he had forgotten. Then:

“I wanted to ask yvou exactly what
my nogition here is to be.”

“Oh,” she said. “T thonght that was
plain to you from what Father said.”

“You mean that I am to be kept
here?” i

“Vag,”

“Indefinitely ?”

“TIntil—as Tather indicated to you
on the train—he has satisfied himself
as to the source of the attack upon
him.”

“I understand. In the meantime, I
am not to be allowed to communicate
at 21l with any one outside?”.

"’I‘hgt micht depend upon the clr—
cumatances.” :

He gazed at the telephone instru-
ment on the desk. “Miss Santoine, a
moment ago I tried to telephone, when
I-——" He described the incident to
her. ~ The colour on her cheeks
heishfened. “Some one was appointed

_ to listen on the wire?” he halte
7 ceeded tnmenmpmrtﬁnhexpmd a R

“Yes.” She hesitated, and then she

* There
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Dressing Station, Firing Line—Official Film, “Battle of the Somme.”

An urgent call for help again goes forth from the Motherland’s mighty life-saving agency—the British
Red Cross. The Empire is called upon to give greatly, give lovingly, give quickly, that the sick, woun
ed and suffering on all the battle fronts may not languish and perish in their hours of deepest nee*

g asd
The Red Cross looks after the transportation of slclc‘oﬁvﬂ‘
wounded—it equips thousands of hospitals, rest ab ‘hospitﬂl
lescent homes, it supplies countless requisites fOL “Zapsl
work, clothing and other gomforts. Over 2,000 Re® Gyile
Motor Ambuldances are at work on the various frontz’ fO"d
“rest stations,” hospital trains, steamers and launch coatd g
for prisoners, books, special work for the blind, etC:

a few only of Red Cross activities.

The Sick and Wounde‘l |
Call For Your Help

Give on October 19

per®
psé
o

Here is a great work in which all can share. The Joint War
Committee  of the British Red Cross ‘Society and Order of
St. John is ‘the only institution which carries voluntary aid
to the sick and wounded of the British forces on land and
sea in every region of the war. Thousands of lives of our
- bravest and best are saved through this splendid work,
YOUR gift ‘may save a life. Isn’t it worth doing? It is.
GIVE!

Make “ Our ‘Day ” Your
- Red Cross Gift Day

- Give on October 19th

Ontario’s princely gift in 1915 of $1,514,000 rang, a clarion
,mercy call, throughout the Empire. The British Red Cross
“were grateful beyond measure, and their appeal, through
Lord Lansdowne, President, now comes to us as to friends
who sympathize and help. The need is greater to-day than a
year ago—it is ever growing. Will Ontario do less than she
did last year? WNo! GIVE-—give a day’s pay, give all you

W
Your gift will go entirely to the British Red Qfos%xpe
again, through much voluntary work, the Workmghus;i”pf
are cut down to only 214 % of ‘the total revenue. saviné oy
give $10, actually $9.77% goes to the healing and > il .3
some stricken hero. The expenses of the Ontario the 7
advertising, \printing, etc., are being met entirely

can, GIVE, vincial Government.
e
1 5 g sag’
Premier Hearst Has Seen the Work Mr. N. W. Rowell, K.C., Brings a Red Cross Me’t = f:::}:
“My visit to England and France has aroused deeper appreciation than “l bring a message of cheer to those who have relatives 4 an “nd
ever of the splendid work of the Red Cross. It deserves every support, 2:‘: ::,hoﬂf::rh:?:znnéaa{-eb:n:o:ynr::g.thyl :::e;,.eo:i‘éiryit:l;ging doﬂemdl'
and_ | trust the peopls of Ontario will:respond e e usual ghnee provid'e:d each day and each night throughout the year by ?h’e P‘;;.,,
osity to the British Red Cross Appeal for October 19th.” cal Corps and the Red Cross. It is a perfect marvel of efficien
HON. W. H. HEARST, MR. N. W. ROWELL, K-Ca po,,;tlo“"
Prime Minister of Ontario. ' i Leader of the OPF:

He gives twice who gives quickly.
Your help is needed NOW !

The Motherland’s only direct appeal to us for help in this great war
is her great Red Cross mercy work. Ontario’s response must and
will be quick and generous. Give through the Treasurer of your
Local Committee—or, send your ®subscription to the Clerk of your
municipality—or, make it payable to IIon. T. W. McGarry,” Treas-
urer British Red ' Cross Fund for Ontario, Parliament Buildings,
Toronto. ‘

/!

Don’t Let Your Stricken Defenders
Call in Vain, but

- | Give and Heal!




aDhic devices .on every line, which
ord both sides of a conversation.

.Sll‘ggect to that, you may use the tele-
e"'

“Thank you,~ said Eaton, grimly. “I
Dose if T were to write a letter,
Would be taken srom me ana opened
d reaq.”

he coloured ruddier and made no
lent,
And if T wished to go to the city, I
2d be prevented or followed?”
P:gvented, for the present,” she
Thank yoy.”
at is all?”
€ interview had become more dif-
for her; he saw that she was
Ous to have it over.
Just cne moment more, Miss San-
‘;sws’uppose I resist this?”

held
In what I might describe as a
. S0rt of confinement, but still in
‘Dement, without any legal charge
. Suppose I refuse to
Dit to that—suppose I demand
to consult, to communicate with
® One in order. let us say, to defend
TSI againgt the charge of having
~~,f;cked your father. What then?”
: an only answer as before, Mr.

at T will be prevented?”
I the present. I don’t know all
. Father has ordered done about
v Ut he is awaiting the result of
Tal investigations. The telegrams
received doubtless are beinz
' to their sources; other In

8 are being made. As you have
lately come back to America,
Jhay extend far and take some

Than you,” he acknowledged. He
.l 10 the door, opened it and went
he closed it after him and left
One,

RRIET stood an instant vacantly
Staring after him; then she went
i 0 the door and fastened it with
il She came back to the great
“desk—her blind father's desk—
ated herself in the great chair,
alr, and buried her face in her
%B- She had seemed—and she
me 0ot sha  had  seemed—auite
w Sed as she talked to Waton:
She wags not composed. Her face
'nine hot: her hands, against
“tfheeks‘ were cold; tremors of
y . Shook her as she ‘thought nf
8 2N Who et had left her. Whv,
3Sked herself, was she not able
ke herself treat this man in the

}"‘t her mind told her she should
"ated him? That he mizht be
22 who had dealt the blow in-
30 t0 Kill her father—her being
,['lﬂt and would not accent that.
€ only reason she had tn deny
er feeling.
i Paton must have been involved
o Mtack or at Jeast, must have
Whie, | NOW knew something about
! gh he was keeping from them,
Certain. Yet she did not, she
DOt abominate and hate this
‘Ins‘tﬁad. she found herself im-
f‘nagainst all natural reason, more
€ t0 trust him., Moreover, was
}:0 her father for her to An this?
childhnnd, since babyhood,
0 one had ever meant anything
" Comparisnn with her father.
her had died when she was
® had never had, in her play
4, the careless abandon of
Aren, hecanse in snite of play
8en thinkine of her father:
St joy of childhood she could
heot Was walking hand in hand
'T father and telling him the
She saw; it had been their
3 she grew older and it
be merely a game—as
Blfmwn more and more useful
=

04 man, and he had learned

0 nse and trust her—she
q it only more interesting, a
Bleasure. She had never had
or ambition—and she had no
W\@xcept to serve her father;
‘Was to be his eyes; her
B Bien when she had found
U8h he searched the world
fortunes to find others to
_1im, no one could serve him
2uld: she had never thought
" apart from him.

th
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TRY A CASE
OF IMPERIAL

Telephone Your Dealer for a Case of

THE

O KEEFE

BREWERY CO

IMPERIAL
ALE

You will enjoy this delicious beverage,
which can be obtained without any
difficulty from all dealers.

Wholesome,
always O.K. '

On draught at all hotels.
0’Keefe Brewery Co.
441 I.imitEd

TORONTO

delicious, pure —

EVERYWHERE

At home, on the street, at the
club or in the field they all

SMOKE
Master:

“ITS GOOD TOBACCO'

Tqual by test to the very best,
wiuch better than all the rest.

Say MASTER MASON to your dealer—he knows.

The tobacco you cut fresh from the plug,
S0 as to get all the fragrance and aroma.

fHE RocK CITY TABACCO Co. LIMITED

f GANADIAN OFFIGE.SCHOO
CFURNITURE COYLTIDR

STAMPS AND COINS.

PACKAGES free to collectors for 2 cents
postage; also offer hundred different
foreign stamps; catalogue; hinges: five

cents. We+ buy stamps. Marks Stamp

“It is the best ale we ever brewed”

WHITE LABEL ALE

THE more you know about good ale the better

you will like White Label Ale. Its best ad-
vertisement is your criticism of its quality.
You will find a zest and piquancy here that
keeps White Label Ale from ranking with the
common-place.

Nothing more tasty or more thirst-quench-
ing for a pure drink.

GET SOME'!

Prime Stock at
Dealers and Hotels

Brewed and bottled only by

Dominion Brewery Co., Limited - Toronto




MADE TN €ANADA




