X C €

3 I

: s
I
h

b 4




2 CANADIAN COURIER

o

It is a Handmade
Clear Havana Cigar

You save 60 per cent. of
the duty because

- AGRAD

CIGAR

is Made in Canada by

expert native Cuban cigar
makers out of clear
Havana tobacco, wrapper
and filler, and packed in
Mexican cedar ““boite
nature.”

Here is Our Offer ey
We will send twenty-five fresh, fragrant

“ Agradas” packed in a Mexican cedar
box, and shipped to you

Direct from Our Cigar Factory

‘at the following prices: Corona or Per-
fecto size, box of twenty-five, $2.50;
Panatela size, box of twenty-five, $2.25
you can then

- e

Try Four at Our Expense

Smoke four “Agradas” when you receive
them---if they don’t please you n every
ll way---send back the balance and we will
l return your money without a word. Don't
Il wait---get your order in the mail to-day.
You can't lose---we stand all the expense
Il if they fail to please you.

Remit by money order or cheque and
mention whether you like light, medium
or dark cigars.

ROGELIO, GIRARD & CO.
39 McCaul St. - - - Toronto
e T
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EIGHTY-SIXTH ANNUAL REPORT

The Bank o Nova Scotia

Capital Paid-Up, $6,500,000 Reserve Fund, $12,000,000

PROFIT AND LOSS

Baldnce Dec Zothy 10165 55 miln s o s aemiiin 8 S iy $ 584,653 95
Net profits for year, losses by bad debts estimated and
provided For i Wianvie i ianaaiivi s wamhi bt A 1,295,315 52

$1,879,969 47

Dividends for year at 14%. ..oovvvis RO Pt $ 910,000 00
War Tax on circulation to December 31st, 1917 ........ 65,000 00
Contribution to Halifax Relief’Fund. .o, . i viu dovinais 100,000 00
Contributions to Canadian Patriotic, British Red Cross

and other Punds s it o i oiRa i 44,700 00
Contribution to Officers’ Pension Fund. ................. 50,000 00
Written off Bank Premises Account............. . .... 150,000 00
Balance carried forward December 31st, 1917........... 560,269 47

$1,879,969 47
RESERVE FUND :
Balance December 30oth, 1916, .. vt ivvvniniannnnanns $12,000,000 00
Balance forward December 318t,1917. ... coviviiiannnn $12,000,000 O

GENERAL STATEMENT AS AT DECEMBER 31st,1917
LIABILITIES

Capital Stock pat i v i il il abiiio s $ 06,500,000 00
Reserve Fundicl oo et s s Flinn iy 12,000,060 00
Balance of Profits, as per Profit and Loss
RRCOIHUE. - At e R e O 560,269 47
Dividends declared and unpaid ,......... 229,008 50
—$10,289,277 97
Notes of the Bank in circulation. ......... 12,171,422 84
Deposits not bearing
iffterest Cuts . 00 $26,102,809 54

Deposits bearing interest,
including interest ac-
cruedsto date.. ;. ... 78,235,361 00 104,338,170 54
116,509,593 38
Balances due to other Banks in Canada. .. 511,554 12
Balances due to Banks and Banking Cor-
respondents in the United Kingdom ... 73,699 23
Balances due to Banks and Banking Cor-
respondents elsewhere than in Canada
“and:the United Kingdom:; ;. ;7. v, o 1,268,291 83

118,363,138 56
Acceptances under Letters of Credit................... 644,828 53

$138,297,245 06

ASSETS
Current Cointl s s o b s s v s hvsbs s saecnss o T o s $ 9,701,042 43
YOO INOLES S - . e Th ey o vl o s wiass e sraiars 10,426,962 00
Notes obother:Banks, 5 culseli i sl o mrsainu s sl o 1,508,880 26
Cheques oncotheriBankis. 5. a0 o it Fod il iy 6,689,872 81
Balances due by Banks and Banking Correspondents in
the United Kingdom, and sterling exchange......... 3,435,721 08
Balances due by Banks and Banking Correspondents
elsewhere than in Canada and the United Kingdom.. 2,002,382 o4
33,764,860 62
Deposit in the Central Gold Reserves.. ... ivivivin... 6,500,000 00
Dominion and Provincial Government securities, not ex-
ceeding marketvalte i v, oot Sl oL an st Eratl 12,704,328 27
Canadian municipal securities and British, Foreign and
Colonial public securities other than Canadian, not
exoeeding market value . i nnadmns o oals o s 13,094,847 21
Railway and other bonds, debentures and stocks, not
exceeding market value ..........c.vciiiiiiiiin, 3,804,295 30
Demand loans in Canada secured by grain and other
staple commodities. ........oooiiiiiiidii it 10,310,598 00

Call and demand loans elsewhere than in Canada.,.,,.. 7,928,753 00

‘88,107,682 40
Call and demand loans in Canada secured by bonds, de-
Bantres AR StOCKE: i vty st RS ] RS 3,927,564 88

5 t e o 92,035,247 28
Deposit with the Minister of Finance for the purposes of

thaticitoalatioR Ttk o o ool boi i e a5 & v R 321,015 06
Loans to governments and municipalities ;... ooz 501,204 72
Other current loans and discounts in Canada (less rebate

OF INGEEER) hs e G o o e e SRl gt SR 34,145,581 49
Other current loans and discounts elsewhere than in

Canada (less rebate of interest)..................... 7,373,289 89
Liabilities of Customers under Letters of Credit, as per

COBLRAL o T e sim  rvleahin o o s (L R e LR, 644,828 53
Overdue debts, estimated loss provided for............. 129,638 92
Bank Premises’ at not more than cost, less amounts

weittenoff b N e S e 2,001,418 98

- Real Estate other than Bank Premises. .. .. RN e s 89,600 oo
Other assets not included in the foregoing, ,,........... 65,420 19
$138,297,245 06

CHARLES ARCHIBALD, H. A, RICHARDSON,
Vice-President. General Manager.

AUDITORS' CERTIFICATE

We have examined the books and accounts of The Bank of Nova Scotia at its Chief Office and have
been furnished with certified returns from the Branches, and we find that the above statement of Liabilities
and Assets as at December 31st, 1017, is in accordance therewith. The Bank's investments and the securi-
ties and cash on hand at the Chief Office and at several of the principal Branches of the Bank were verified
by us as at the close of business December grst, 1917, and in addition we visited the Chief Office and
certain Branches during the year, when we checked the cash and verified the securities and found them
to be in agreement with the books. We have obtained all information and explanations required, and all
transactions of the Bank which have come under our notice have, in our opinion, been within the powers
of the Bank. And we certify that the above statement of Liabilities and Assets as at December 315t
1917, is properly drawn upso as to exhibita true and correct view of the state of the Bank's affairs accrm?ing
tothe best of our information and the explanations given to us, and as shown by the books of the Bank.

A. B. BRODIE, C.A. Auditors

D, McK, McCLELLAND, C.A. u
Toronto, Canada, xsth January, 1918, of the firm of Price, Waterhouse & Co. E
p— J
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Published fortnightly at 181 Simcoe St., Toronto, by the Courier Press, Limited,
ubscription Price—Canada and Great Britain $1.00 per year, United States $1.50
Per year, other countries $2.00 per year, payable in advance. IMPORTANT:
Changes of address should be sent two weeks before the date they are to go into
effect. Both old and new addresses must be given. CANCELLATIONS: We
; find that most of our subscribers prefer not to have their subscriptions interrupted
in case they fail to remit before expiration. While subscriptions will not be carried
In arrears over an extended period, yet unless we are notified to cancel, we assume
the subscriber wishes the service continued.
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- GOING TO THE FRONT

UR editor of the Woman’s Page, Miss Estelle M. Kerr, has gone
O to the front. This is no new thing for her. She has been at

the front ever since she began to write and illustrate the unique
Woman’s page which has become so happy a feature of the Canadian
Courier. Miss Kerr’s expectations are partly suggested in her article,
: A Council of War. She goes into V. A. D.
work. Several months ago she began to
drive a motor, when nobody suspected that
the motor would eventually land her in
France. Readers of the Courier will be glad
to know that we expect to continue Miss

Kerr’s department in whatever form it hap-
pens to take from experience. She is an

an artist. ‘We may be sure she will make the

: best use of her many faculties for the sake

of getting to us the benefits of her observations and experience.
Varley, whose brilliant cover design appeared on the first issue of

the new Canadian Courier, is also’ getting ready to go to the front. He

‘ls. one of the first four Canadian artists chosen to work on the Cana-
dian front in the War Records corps established by Lord Beaverbrook.
In our next issue we expect to have an enlarged Woman’s Depart-
ment with Miss Kerr’s page and a third instalment of Jonathan Gray’s
oman as a ground-plan. T. G. Greene, whose excellent sympathetic
- drawings will decorate the Jonathan Gray series, is peculiarly fitted
.by knowledge and training for the task. He personally believes in
the old.fashioned things that made the economy of our forefathers.

We shall continue Hoag. No fear. Hoag mnext issue will demon-
Strate what a man can spiritually do against the most formidably or-
Sanized material opposition. And Hoag is an out-and-out Canadian
Story written exclusively for the Cenadian Courier.

The Man From Windermere we have Witl} us once more, illustrated

Y Fergus Kyle. He has a message framed up in vigorous style that

Makes easy reading.

Our Music Editor has cut clean away from all customary forms of
: Criticism, He has grouped what he has to say this week concerning
the musical doings that come under his notice into a general line-up
tha:ﬁ ought to interest even a man who hates music.
§1x Canadian articles are represented in this number—our staff
artist, T. W. McLean, Fergus Kyle, T. G. Greene, Frank Carmichael,
A Wickson, and Miss Kerr.

IN all this you will notice that we continue to bank on the fact that
. What is Canadian from the inside out is the thing that makes the
e of the Canadian Courier. The world as seen from the Canadian
ngle is our parish. R
; Canada is a world country. We believe in the future of Canada as
Country. There are those who try to believe that in future the world
1 discard nations and substitute geographical groups. Well, ask
€ people of any nationality about this.
he world’s curriculum is not going to put history on the shelf and
iy 8Taphy on the blackboard. Whatever happens to war lords and
wena‘rchleS, Canada as a nation has yet to go ahead on her own steam.
the gaVe only began to co-ordinate this vast country. The work of
Sugy a'naflian Courier is only a small item in that huge programme.
f%n&da: it is it stands or falls—with the future and the destiny of

eminently practical woman, an observer and

o

NATIONAL

Canadian Industries.
each month. Watch it grow.

free of charge.

— The

, of
STANDARD PRODUCTS

T HIS directory includes the names of the ieading Canadian firms

making and handling the various ciasses of goods indicated. The
Courier recommends these concerns as leaders in their classes and
every prospective purchaser can rely upon getting honest wares from
them. Most of them have years of reputation behind them. Moreover,
they are “National’” and a constant reminder of the steady growth in
The Directory will appear in the last issue in

Buyers unable to find the desired information in this directory are
invited to write to this office for information, which will be furnished

DIRECTORY

APPLES, (Evaporated):
Graham Co. Limited, Belleville,
Ont.
AUTOMOBILE ACCESSORIES.
Hyslop Bros., Toronto.

BABBITT AND SOLDER.
Hoyt Metal Co., Toronto.
«“BETHLEHEM AMMUNITION BOX,”
CHAINS AND RINGS.
Tarbox Bros., Toronro.

BICYCLES AND SUPPLIES.
R. G. McLeod, Toronto.

BONDED WAREHOUSE
Standard Warehouse &
tile- Co., Toronto.
BOOTS AND SHOES.
W. B. Hamilton Shoe Co., Limited,
“Model” Shoes, Toronto.

BOOTS, SHOES & RUBBERS

Mercan-

McLaren & Dallas, ‘‘Imperial
Shoes,” “Independent” Rubbers,
Toronto.

BRICKS AND TERRA COTTA.
Don Valley Brick Works, Toronto.

BUILDERS’ SUPPLIES.
Britnell & Co., Limited, Toronto.

CARBORUNDUM GRINDING
WHEELS.

Norman Macdonald, Toronto.

CARPETS AND RUGS.

Toronto Carpet Mfg. Co., Ltd., To
ronto.

CAR WHEELS AND CASTINGS.

Dominion Wheel & Foundries,
Limited, Toronto.

CHARCOAL.
Ely Bros., Toronto.

CIGARS.

Andrew Wilson & Co., “Bachelor”

Cigars, Toronto.
COAL AND WOOD.
P. Burns & Co., Toronto.

GLOVES AND MITTS.

The Craig-Cowan Company, Lim-
ited, Toronto.

HARDWARE.

Hardware Company of Toronto,
Limited, Toronto.

HOT WATER BOILERS, RADIATORS
Cluff Bros., “Regent” Hot Water
Boilers and Radiators, Toront~
LEATHER
Oak).

The Breithaupt Leather Co., Ltd.
Kitchener, Penetang, Hastings
and Woodstock, Ont.

LUMBER AND TIMBER.

R. Laidlaw Lumber Co., Ltd., To-
ronto.

{Sole-Hemlock & Union

I
I MILK.
S. Price & Sons Limited, Toronto.

MOPS (Scrubbing and Dry Dusting).
Tartox Pros., Toronto.

MULTIGRAPH LETTFRS & MAIL
LISTS.

Harry Edwards, Toronto.

PAINTS AND VARNISHES.
International Varnish Co., Limited,
Toronto.

PIANOS.
Heintzman & Co., “Ye Olde Firm,”
Toronto.

PIANOS & PLAYER PIANOS
The Newcombe Piano Co.,
Toronto.

Ltd.,

PLUMBING SUPPLIES.
Fiddes & Hogarth, Limited To-
ronto.

PRINTING INKS.
Sinclair Valentine Co. of Canada,
Limited, Toronto.
PUBLiCAT!ON PRINTERS.
The Ontario Press, Limited, To-
ronto.
REFRIGERATORS:
Eureka Refrigerator Co., Limited,
Toronto.
SCRAP IRON, STEEL & METALS.
Frankel Bros., Toronto.
SEEDS
tion).
Carter’s Tested Seeds,
ronto.
STEEL (Tool). ;
Wm. Jessop & Sons,
Toronto.
STORAGE
Standard Warehouse & Mercan-
tile Co., Toronto.
STOVES, COOKING, Coal, Wood,
Electric and Gas.
Wrought Iron Range Co. of Can,
Ltd., Toronto.
TINWARE
Soren Bros.,
ronto, Ont.
UNIFORMS.
Beauchamp & How, Limited, To-
ronto.
VEGETABLES, (Desiccated):
Graham Co., Limited, Belleville,
Ont.
WASHING MACHINES.

Hurley Machine Co., “Thor Elec-
tric Washing Machines,” Teo-
ronto.

“1900” Washer Company, Toronto.
WATCH CASES.
American Watch Case Co., Lim-
ited, Toronto.
WINDOW LETTERS AND SIGNS.

J. E. Richardson & Co., Toronto,
Ont.

(Garden—of every Descrip-

Inc., To-

Limited,

Manufacturers, To-
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EXAMINE THEM FREE EXAMINE THEM FREE

: Let These Books Clear Up The Nati onal Li fe

Your Eng lish Tl‘OllbleS Assurance Company of Canada |

Six vitally valuable little volumes that will take the faults out of your |

English and put the force in. Written by Sherwin Cody, the famous Head Office % TORONTO
Business Teacher, for the business man or woman who needs a genu- !

inely practical help in handling correctly and commandingly our puzzling

language.

Punctuation
Business Letters
Capitalization
Pronunciation
Social Letters
Word Usage
General Faults
Btc.:Etc..  Ete.

Unusual Spellings
Special Accents
Cultured
Pronunciation
Syllabication
Vowel Sounds
Consonants
Word-Building
Etc., Etc., Etc.

News Stories
Booklet Writing
Book Reviews
Fictional Stories
Magazine Articles
Compiling Books
Test of Ability
Etc:; Etc.y Ete.

MR. H. P. WAR-
REN, Marshall
Field & Company’s
former Advertising
Manager:

‘“Your course is
rich and fine. You
seem to have con-
densed the experi-
ence of years into
a few sentences
that a . business
man can use im-
mediately.”

Each book is indispensable.

Do You Ever Make Mistakes?

Of course you do—everyone does.
And certainly the ambitious business
man or woman can ill-afford to have
his or her work marred by errors.
Your work need not be; whatever your
weakness, whether spelling, punctua-
tion, word usage, you will find a
great help in overcoming it in this
valuable little book, Dictionary of
Errors. It clears up in simple, easily
understood language, the mistakes
you are likely to make in grammar,
letter-writing, pronunciation, and
many other subjects.

Does Grammar Sometimes

Puzzle You ?

No one is free from the perplexities
that constantly come up regarding
the grammatical use of English.
Above all others, the man who would
put power into business speech or
writing, should be on familiar ground
in solving the questions of grammar
that he is sure to meet again and
again. If you would be sure of these
vital points whenever they arise, keep
handy a copy of this practical book,
Grammar, for easy reference. It will
answer every one of your questions
in a moment.

Are Words Stumbling Blocks?

Do not their irregularities of form
and use often trip you up and make
you wish you could master regular
and irregular words so that their
spelling or pronunciation or meaning
would always be clear to you? You
can—if you have this reliable help,
Word-Study, to solve your many word
problems. It gives you quickly and
easily just the information you con-
stantly need in turning out accept-
able letters, reports, and other work.
You will find it a valuable desk com-
panion.

Put Power Into Your Writing

—that dynamic essential that turns a
black and white printed sheet into a
live-wire, result-producing representa-
tive. Do you want to put more of
that quality into your business litera-
ture—acquire just the right style to
make your work compelling? Yes!
then get this little wonder-book, Com-
position. It will show you how to de-
velop the power of forceful expres-
sion that is so vital both in talking
and in writing successful business
letters, advertisements, booklets, etc.

Have You Time to Rcad?

No matter how little time you have
—if it’s only ten minutes a day—
what's the use of wasting it? You
can spend it in reading that is at
once entertaining, and of real, prac-
tical, business value—if you have the
right guide to the right books. This
little volume, How and What to Read,
is an ‘‘open sesame’ to the kind of
literature 'that will strengthen your
grip on English. Describes the ad-
vantages of different styles, authors,
and kinds of literature.

Extra Money from Writing

Successful writing is largely a mat-
ter of training—not alone of talent,
says this convincing volume. Story-
Writing and Journalism, and it goes
on' to pour out a fund of suggestion,
information, and instruction that
might easily mean’ ‘‘big money”’ to
the man or woman who accepts and
uses it. The book shows you how
to produce the *“stuff”’ that wins—
whether it be an advertising booklet,
a story, a newspaper report, or any
other money-making composition.

Shall and Will
Infinitives

Idioms

Collective Nouns
Errors in Tenses
Errors in Pronouns
Parts of Speech
Etc., Etc., Etc.

Power of Simplicity
Epigrammatic Style
Master Methods
Imagination—
Reality
Use of Models
Ridicule—Humour
Harmony
Etc., Etc., Etc.

Modern Literature
Short Stories
Realistic Novelists
Romantic Novelists
What is a

Good Novel?
How to Read Poems
Studying

Shakespeare
Etc:, cEtci~BAC.

'E. E. RICHARDS,

President State
Bank of Woodstock,
Woodstock, Il

“If I am in doubt
as to the proper
placing of verbs,
adverbs, adjectives,
etc., a reference to
the books decides
the question. Noth-
ing could be of
more direct and
practical use than
this set."

One-Third Off the Price

University Book Co.
Toronto, Ont.

Please send me Sherwin Cody’s
“ Art of Writing and Speak-
ing the English Language” with
the understanding that I can have

my money back after 5 days oppor-
tunity for examination, and
turn of the books in good condition.

NAME

we are offerin

for CASH.

the re-

cloth bound,

P

DATE

PROV.

We have always sold these books at $3.00 per
set on the basis of a dollar down and the bal-
ance in 4 monthly };layments of 50c.

them at one-third reduction
ou can have them at $2 cash
with the order while our “remainder”
stock lasts. Send it as the stock is small
and this is a “last chance.”
book is 5% inches by 4 inches,

To-day

Each

University Book Co.

181 Simcoe St., Toronto, Ont.

—r
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ELIAS ROGERS, President. :

ALBERT J. RALSTON,
First Vice-President
and Managing Director
F. SPARLING,
Secretary

GEORGE W. BEARDMORE,
Second Vice-President

Nineteenth Annual Report

A Record of Achievement

Potal- Cashi INCOME o' - ovias - vopis s s .. $ 942,427.59
(Increase over 1916 of $223,965.71)

Total Payments to Policyholders . .... Y 245,212.26
Applications for new Assurances. . ... e aes s 0,001,612.00
Policies issued and placed .............. ... 4,336,237.00
Total Business in Foree .......c...e...... 22,686,816.00
Annual Premiums thereon ................ 777,354.97
Interest Earning, plus profits from Sale of

Securitiess ...~ o Ve 2 181,393.96

(Increase over 1916 of $20,254.32)
Paid Up Capital, Reserves and Surplus ......
Net Surplus o

3,781,263.15
350,014.37

QUi s e PRI N A I

Points of Interest

1. The increase in actual Cash Receipts from Insurance Premiums and
Interest Income for the year 1917 by way of comparison with the year
1916, as appears in the Government Blue Book, shows an increase of
$233,965.71.

2. The Cash Interest Income for the year 1917 amounts to $181,393.96, an
increase over 1916 of $20,254.32,

3, The Cash Interest Income was more than sufficient to meet all death
claims occurring in 1917.

4, Increase in Assets for the year was $435,477.87.

5. No interest or principal is overdue or in arrears on any of the Invested
funds of the Company. This record has now been maintained for over
18 years.

Dominion Government, Provincial Government, Clty, Town, County,
Village, Township and School Debentures, on which there are no ar-
rears of interest or principal, are taken in the statement $109,498.70
below the par value.
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dCalifornia

|Offers
Unsurpassed Attractions for
THE

Winter Tourist

s % B% WARM SEA BATHING — GOLF —
1 TARPON FISHING, ETC.

Homelike, Modérate-priced Resorts
as well as

The More Palatial Hotels

Choice of Routes

See That At Least One Portion of Your Ticke$
Reads

“Via Canadian Pacific Rockies.”

Particulars from Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents, OF
\ W. B. Howard, District Passenger Agent, Toronto.

CANADIAN
\ PACIFIC

RAILWAY
N\
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WHA

g AST August I outlined
in The Courier what
L I Dbelieved was the
real sentiment of the
West toward what everybody
knew must be the main issues
of a general election which
had become inevitable—com-
bulsory military service and
inereased, sustained war effort.
I said without qualification
that the West would be a unit
for” that government, under
Whatever name—@rit, Tory or
Union, with a preference for
the latter—which stood boldly
and clearly for these things;
and that candidates who did
ot stand for them with equal
boldness and clarity would be
but to @he political sword. The
results of the polling on De-
Ceémber 17th have proved these
Statexqents correct.

These presents are not to
boost myself as a prophet, poli-
tical or otherwise. In the

. above forecast I was right.
But in another respect T was
Wrong. TFor I said that an
election—and  especially a
barty election—was unneces-
Sary, foolish, a waste of time,
energy and money, since it
Would leave things much as
they were.  This was when
there seemed little or mo
brospect of Union. But Union or not, I believe I was wrong in that opinion.
In view of the things that emerged in the recent contest, the clear-cut division—
racial, lingual and geographical—shown during the campaign and emphasized
by the electoral results, I believe it was essential that Canada, as a whole,
Shoulq express an opinion on current issues. It was essential that the majority
Should know their majority and the minority be convinced of their minority.
-‘NOW that the electoral tumult and shoutings have died and the captains and
Kings departed to public or private life, according to their luck or lack of it,
‘?’e can look back with clearer vision, see what actually took place, and possibly
learn a ugseful lesson or two therefrom. :

No. 9
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THERE was a time when it seemed that the real issues might be fogged
Wwith lesser ones. But the exact contrary happened. The vital things
Stood out clear, tremendous, dwarfing all others, directly present in the minds
and Warmly close to the hearts of the people of the West. And there was
7:‘(’:131'9 certain politicians miscalculated. TFor this was no common election
éo fght between historic—or possibly .prehistoric—parties; wherein the issu
G a1: as there was one, was some obscure tariff point, extravagance, or broken
abctmses which nobody really understood, or, understanding, cared a h_oot
L fion‘;t. eHere, for the first time in the history of the Dominion, real, vital ques-
g:nada’s treasure, and above all, Canada's honor, were placed  before the
Oble for a decision. There was no obscuring such things. The marvel is
at some politicians thought they might be successfully obscured.

esciegns and portents there were in the Western electoral sky long before
: Smber 17th plain for any man to read. And yet they were misread utterly
'00 Upposedly practical politicians. Why? Well, perhaps because they were
X Dbractical to helieve in signs and portents which they had no hand in making.
r:t:’d thought they made politics themselves. So they did—but of another
Wide They were high priests of party, and they could not conceive of any
OW:D“ead heresy therein. To put a stooper on what there was, they came
i to that Winninegz convention which is now ancient history, bringing with
~' candle, bell and book. There they made incantation, and swung their

Cengey |
~9€TS—or pogsibly censors—and burnt party incense and put through their

WHAT Canada will insist on 1s business-like action and team-
work rather than grand-stand play. The new Government

was elected for the specific purpose of handling affairs properly
m war-time, and it must make good or make room.

‘‘“The West will not only stand for, but stand and cheer for, anything that will
throw a deep and lasting crimp into the Hun.’’

lemental in their simplicity, and involving Canada’s life-blood and
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Y EXPECTS

resolutions and departed in
the comfortable belief that
they had exorcised the evi]
spirit of country-first which
had entered into some. They
did not even trouble to take
~ 2 down the frame of the frame-
(J I—I I S H () L 1\/1 up. They thought they had
thrown and hog-tied the en-
tire Western Liberal party.
‘When, in spite of resolutions,
their political yokefellows of
other years refused to obey
the goad and chose to follow
their own convictions, they
were at first incredulous, then
amazed, and finally horrified.
They went into the fight with
their old commander-in-chief;
but minus their generals of
division, officered by third-
rate men, with mutiny in the
rank and file and with their
organization shot to pieces.

"OW that the election has
been won by the Unionist
party, a good many people
say that the principle of
unionism has won a great
victory. This means nothing
whatever. The principle of
unionism is so old and well
established and obvious that
it needs no demonstration,
and never did since men first
combined” in tribe and clan.
Whvat' these people really mean is that we have reached the end "of political
parties in Canada. The fact is that we have formed a new party, or
possibly two. . i

Old parties outlive their usefulness and party names their meaning, because
the things that call them into being are dead horse and no longer issues. For
a long time there has been little or nothing in our party names. In some
respects the Conservatives are more liberal than the Liberals, and the Liberals
more conservative than the Conservatives. But in the beginning any party is
a union of those who hold similar opinions, to give expression and practical
effect to such opinions. Union arises from practical necessity, and not from
belief in or thought of any abstract principle. So in the present case.

We cannot get along without political parties until we all think alike on
every public question; which we are very far from doing. When we reach
that ‘point we shall have one religion, and one church as well; which also
seems well in the future. As long as there are political questions to be solved
there will be parties, old and new. And so the Unionists will be a party, at
.east while the necessity for union lasts, possibly better than the old ones,
but a political party, nevertheless, just as much as the old ones, with adherents
and opponents, and consequently with an organization, because it is an enforced
condition. It should be looked on as a political party, created for a specific
purpose which could be accomplished in no other way than by the formation
of a strong political party, which it is; and not as a composite advance agent
of the millennium. It is bound to make mistakes; but it should be able to

" avoid repeating the mistakes of others.

Let us admit that the Unionist Government is the government of a new
party. The party consists of all English-speaking Conservatives, and so far
as election results furnish an indication, at least fifty per cent. of English-
speaking Liberals and non-party men in the West, and in Ontario. Note that
the non-party men, as between the old parties, are now supporters of the new
party. Among the members-elect there is not one French-speaking supporter
of the_government: nor is there a supporter of the government, so far as I
am aware, from any constituency where French-speaking citizens are in the
majority. Therefore, it is plain that there was a clear-cut division at the
polls between English-speaking and French-speaking citizens. It-is not my
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present purpose to commeiit upon that. I am con-
cerned merely with the fact.

This means that French-speaking Canadians are
not represented either in the Cabinet or on the
government side of the house. That being the case,
it has been suggested that-they be given representa-
tion by inviting Sir Wilfrid Laurier to enter the
cabinet. This, it is said, would be a graceful act.
It would also be supremely silly.

Qir Wilfrid, when invited to enter a coalition, on
equal terms, to give effect to the very policy which
the Union govefnment was subsequently elected to
carry out, refused because he was opposed to that
policy. He has given no indication of a change
of views, and it is most unlikely that he has changed
them. Therefore, it is scarcely possible that he
would consent to enter the cabinet. The suggestion
of inclusion is impractical, its genesis mawkish sen
timentality. Little better is the suggestion that
Quebec be combed fine for a representative French-
Canadian, who should be given a seat in some other
province, because he could not possibly be elected
as a Union supporter in Quebec itself.

It is mere common sense to point out that Quebec
is entitled to elect and has elected her own members,
in accordance with her constitutional right, and
nobody else has any business to do it for her. Nor
has anybody any business to decrease the cabinet
representation of other provinces which support the
government in order to give increased representation
to Quebec, which does not. Quebec is represented in
the House by sixty-five members, elected in accord:
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ance with her political views. That sixty-two of
them are in Opposition is the fortune of politics.
Quebec is represented exactly as she chose to be.
She had the opportunity of electing French-speaking
supporters of Union, and refused. She has ample
opportunity to express her opinions in parliament.
The government was placed in power to give effect
to opinions the exact reverse of those of the sixty-
two opposition members from Quebec, and the gov-
ernment should remember it.

The proposal to bring men into a cabinet to repre-
sent a province in which they cannot be elected is
nonsense, quite different from opening a seat in
another province for a minister as a mere matter
of convenience, as was once done in Carleton for
Sir Robert Borden. The French-speaking Unionists
in Quebec are very much in the minority. Quebec
now has two cabinet ministers out of three govern-
ment supporters elected, which is a generous cabinet
representation. ;

In spite of their tremendous majority, the first
thing ministers and members should get firmly fixed
in their minds is that they ave really on probation.
Canada expects a good deal, and a sauare deal. The
people who elected them yesterday will demand their
heads to-morrow, and get them, too, if they fail to
make plain, visible effort to fulfil the country’s ex-
pectations. Canada should not, and will not, stand
a renetition of the mistakes of the old Borden Gov-
ernment. . She overlooked a good deal, one way and
another, on the part of that government, recognizing
that it had a hard, heavy, new job, and was more

or less handicapped in many ways. But the new
government was elected for the specific purpose of
handling affairs properly in war-time, and it must
make good or make room.

Which applies also to any minister who may be
under the delusion that his main job ended with the
last election, and that he is entitled to rest up for
the next, or who for any reason whatever does not
make good.

Not every government up to date has been an
up-to-date government. Every government has car-
vied a good deal of deadwood. Occasionally it has
been at the top. There have been ministers with
swelled heads and ministers with bone heads—not
that there is much distinction. Some have been too
lazy to turn over in bed; and others seldom went to
bed. Certain bucked the society game, to the neglect
of their jobs; and others bucked other games with
like result. Tn fact, though it may not be generally
known, the bulk of the work of some governments
has heen done bv a few REAL men—who seldom got
credit for it. These did not only their own devart-
niental work, but that of others; did most of the
parliamentary and committee work; coached and de-
veloped promising material among young members,
among whom, by the way, was a lawyer from Halifax
named R. L. Bordeu; dug information out of its
original bed rock, compiled it laboriously and handed
it on to those who were too lazy or hadn’t the ability
to dig it out themselves; and were always on the
job, while the men whose work they were doing were

‘ giving good imitations of overworked statesmen

BEGINNING WHERE THEY DIDN'T LEAVE OFF

Returned Men, Legless, Armless, Blind, Learn to Get Hold of the World’'s Work Again

I

ALF the men in the world before
H the war made their living at

trades and callings for which
they had no special aptitude. A man
may elect to become a barber who
should have been a printer; and a good
salesman might have made a better en-
gineer. Technical colleges have never
taught half of mankind what to do for
a living. War drove millions of men
away from the things they had learned
in peace. War is sending back hun-
dreds of thousands who can never again
pick up where they left off. The aver-
age returned soldier can’t work at his
old trade. He must learn another. He
swaps jobs. He finds out that though
he has lost a leg he has gained a new
line of work; having lost an arm he

makers, chauffeurs, electrical €1’
gineers, van men, painters, grooms, al
motor mechanics; a farm laborer be
came a cinematograph operator, and 2
collier a leather worker: but perhap$
the most striking instance is that of @
chimney sweep who became a clerk as
a resnlt of losing a limb. 2
‘A blind man at St. Dunstan’s 18
taught to read on the Braille systeml
and encouraged to use the Braille 1T
brary at the Hospital and also to writ€
on a snerially arranged typewritels
which becomes his own when Y
course is finished; he is taught musi®
to sing, if he has any inclination to
so, to play draughts, cards, domino€%.
etc. Most imnortant of all he is taug
a trade. Men have been trained at =¥

Dunstan’s to take up typing, ghorthan®:

can use his brain better on a job need-
ing but one arm,

A recent report of the Pensions Hospital on this strange job-swapping of re-
turned soldiers points out that men with artificial- arms have left the Hospital
as clerks, telephone operators, commercial travellers, and teachers, and take
up various less skilled occupations; to those who have lost a leg a wider field
of employment is naturally opened; such men have found work as tailors, boot-

require less skill.

massage. telenhone operating, poul'{ch
1

tarming and other occupations such as mat making and basket making, wh
That the success of these methods is the rule and not Y
exception is shown by the fact that of 774 men who had passed through ©*
Dunstan’s from the beginning of the war to the end of September, 1917, on
41 had left untrained or untrainable.
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Where the fishing and golf were good.

In all probability there is deadwood in the Union
fabinet, just as there has been in others. And just
Now Canada cannot afford to stand for it. It should
be cut out as sodn as it shows up.  What Canada
Wants and will insist on is business-like action and
teKv“am-work, rather than grand-stand  play. The
cabinet has got to pull together, as the country did
Which elected its members. Any minister who can’t
get along with the rest, because he or they used to
Cuss each other out in parliament language across
the floor of the House, should be fired. Also any
Minister who has conscientious objections to working
after hours.

Much of the above applies also to private members
The men elected as Unionists are there to support

the Union government, and not to continue previous.

Dolitical games. The case T have in mind is that
of Hon. w. . Fielding, elected by acclamation as a
UniOllist. A recent press report states that DMr.
Fielding has announced his intention of sitting in
OPvosition, and will support Sir Wilfrid Lz.mrier on
2 ?Very question save that of compulsory service. It
18 to be hoped that the report is inaccurate—more
for the sake of Mr. Fielding than for any other
Teason. Ag the irresistible conclusion would be
that he secured an acclamation by double crossing
the Unionists of Queens-Shelburne, he would forfeit
.e Tespect he has commanded throughout his public
ife. Because he has commanded that respect it is
nlikely that there is anything in the report.

here may possibly be some who think that sup-
Port of the government on compulsory service alone
Tuifin their obligations. If so, they are wrong. The
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PACGIFIC

TANTRUMS |

The Typhoon

T least five varieties
_LA of winds are known
to the people who
inhabit the Pacific Coast,
the Indian Ocean, and the
part of Africa east of. the
Suez. Our friends in Sa-
hara have the sirocco; in
India the monsoon and the
simoon; in Japan the
typhoon,- and in British
Columbia the chinook. All
these winds are related by
marriage. The chinook is
a sort of back-wash of the
typhoon that now and
again takes a wallop at
Japan, as one did not so
long ago—recorded by this
photograph. This typhoon
vented its wrath upon
Tokio, and when it was all
over and the city still
stood, the ugly Dbeast
sicked on to the people a
tidal wave which made a

5t at least demands the wholehearted support of
: g"”\Yernment by its members on all war measures.
bresent domestic questions of most kinds are
neth‘icably tangled with war measures, and may
2 Tégarded in the same way. The government must
Not he embarrassed by divisions among the men
ehii‘ld it. “This does not mean that private members
:houfid "1'1"0t“ think for themselves. But'it does mean
fr:t the country, having given -the goy’ermngnt a
€ thand,. will not allow that hand to be tied by
l'e: fear of a snap want-of-confidence vote on some
SUrrected old party question. . If the verdict’of
Mada meang anything at all, it means that the
gOVerment has speciﬁc instructions to play the war
gamg Without any limit, and it might just as well
r°W;a.way white chips and use blues exclusively. :
ore West will not only stand for, but st;md and cheer deh .
anything calcu.ated directly or remotely to throw :
de‘?n, hard, lasting crimp into the Hun. :
nfl;just as it will do that, the ‘Véét will not stand
(:Nany undue tenderness toward \fv"'ealthy men, or
erful interests, or big business, or anything else.
e:Pe’is a widespread impression: that¢there has
. nf.su_Ch undue tenderness in the past. I express
e()n?lpmlon on that. I merely say that it will n_ot hg
Oned in the future.
haYe,, no intention of going into the policy of the

nice, neat job of it. The
people in the Tokio
suburbs are here seen
wading out to get water
in Biblical style, because
the wave smashed the
water main.

Chinooks - are never so
vicious. They are, in fact,
“quite balmy.

for at least a season or two, some altogether.
The storm was an ice one, or in the language
of the country, a “silver thaw.” The cause
of an ice storm is that the warm winds from
the gulf, carrying rain and going inland
toward thé east, rise to go over the moun-
taing, while an undercurrent coming from
the east at a temperature just bhelow freez-
ing presses the rain as it falls upon every
object it wets and freezing it there the next
moment before it can fall. This strange
storm hzippens only about once in a decade,
and in this vicinity has never taken place
in the history of the white man. The storm
took down practically every pole on the

gOVern'mth 95 A ¢ outlified 4n Str Robert AL R.’lmtween Hope and 'Hammond: and
ordérli,s-’m’ ,D'Olnt R, Dol R qulimed o whf; ° the British ‘(joﬁl'umbia Electric ha(.l an ‘en‘m:-
Teaq lanifesto. I have y'et. to meet 31 ma;n‘ S; mous number of fallen poles on the Chilli-
Wilfr:id"s‘v q_t‘e‘.r thlfough911t; Whlcy. g(?es e % m wack and other interurhan linevs;

i”'slled‘f i gnfl suph vcognter-mamfe‘stoes“ ag were 3 :

Pon t‘ rom time to time.: The election did not turn

them, nor upon campaign documents, nor upon
: Ory; hut upon inatters within the personal know-
i Of every man and woman. :
i 0r:e00u11try demands the, immediate, speedy re- :
the » nl‘ent.of the men overseas; and to that end r[‘h : S-l Th
e‘.eryprl));:(;ahfmé of ‘the law las ithst;i.nds, equally to e Nitver aw
g 't of Canada. Neither shirking nor evasion 3 : T e i el
h:}gs be tolerated; mnor should spoken or written BY I:‘R{‘N(/Fb -J',:DICKIE' i
Wity alculated to induce unwillingness to conlply B ETWEEN, Christmas .and 1\'19,'\\ Year
Ag 4 °law. Tt is time for a firm hand everywhere. the Fraser Valley, in British Col-
thing: Union government takes firm grip of such umbla,'\an.d adjol.lllng'(:()l.llltl'_\f, one
tiOns _01' not, so it will fulfil or disappoint expecta- of the finest fruit growing districts in the
_ln the West, and strengthen or weaken itself Province, was visited .with the most vio-
on e aCcoraingly, As T have said, there is no limit lent and most peculiar storm in . the
game now, as the West wants to play it. history of the white man’s residence here.
Wes:\main thing in the minds of the people'of the Hundreds of miles of wires, telegraph,
Votg, »_anq this largely irrespective of how they telephone and interurban railway were
evelrn t}}e election—is that the government shall brought to the ground by the weight of
to ensufythmg humanly possible, here and overseas, ice. Thousands of poles were broken off;
hlore ' that the boys in the firing line shall have bridges were washed out and damage
to en';‘md still more Canadians behind them; and done to fruit trees to an extent not yet
bEnea"tEre that those other good hoys who sleep estimated, but which will reach three
Iy Vain the Flanders poppies shall not have died million dallars. The greatest loss is that
: ' many fruit trees are ruined from bearing
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Y two days after the date on the title page
B of this issue Canada will have been at war

just three and a half years. In the business

of putting men and munitions into the
trenches we have gone much further than even Sir
Sam Hughes could have predicted in 1914. In the
still more urgent business of organizing this country
as a war state, we are still in the A B C class.

Statements of this kind are sometimes made for
stage effect. Well, there is no need of a theatre.
The stage is tremendously -set and the great world
drama goes mercilessly on in the name of Moloch.
This time last year the United States was getting
rid of Bernstorff and still keeping out of war. The
wheel of Fate gave another turn and that great
nation was compelled to go in.

All a mere matter of chronology. The stupendously
unbelievable thing about the war is that it could
last three and a half years without ruining the world;
and that a single overgrown Prussia which, in 1866,
contained a little more than twice the population of
Canada could, in 1918, after so long a war, still be
pounding the war map and blustering about no

indemnities.

" In going on four years of war we have not yet given

proof that the rest of the world that goes to bed as

it likes can smash the Hohenzollernized nation that
walks in its sleep. The Germans were hypnotized
in their cradles. They took war with their mother’s
milk. Behind an oily smile every Prussianized
machine had the idea that there must be a new river
to enlarge the boundaries of Germany—the River
of Blood.

We have not been brought up that way. Having
discovered that the world is divided into three parts,
neutrals, war amateurs and world butchers, we tell
ourselves that we can beat out the sons of Moloch.
We seem to have all the material and moral reasons
for thinking so. But as yet, on the shape of the
world’s war map, we have not proved how and when
we are going to do it.

Searching for the greatest reason, we need .look
no further than Canada. We 4n this country are a
fair sample in 1918 of what a country has still to do
in the business of beating Moloch. The basic thing
to bear in mind from the start is, that,

‘The finish of this conflict is the business of the
people, and not the problem of a Parliament.

‘It’s all very well to lecture Government. Anybody
can do it. Let us lecture ourselves. 2

We have all made the welkin ring with our paeans
to democracy; and we have come to know, also, the
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limits of that sort of agreement between governors
and governed. We know that a perfect democracy
can’t fight anything but a democracy. How
thoroughly rotten an illusion is a war-democracy has
been sadly illustrated by crystal-gazing, millennial-
dawning Russia. We all hate autocrats. The idea
of an army has proven to be a worse curse than any
pacifist ever dreamed. But the democratic blindness

of the world permitted a military monster, based _

upon national servility, to grow up in Europe. And
if democracy is ever to put a permanent crimp into
that monster, it must be by national methods that
we never practised in the days of peace.

The time has gone by for all the spouting strate-
gists. This war is not being won and lost by armies,
pbut by nations. The lines of communication of the
Allied armies reach thousands of miles acrobss the
sea and trail up to every man’s hoots, his desk, his
plough, his horses, his bank, his factory, his church,
his moral sense. Unless the people who -can’t go
to war will realize the truth of this, the terms of the
peace that ends the war will yet be dictated by
Germany.

CANADA, as an example of the peoples at war, will
never win until the people have become as
desperately committed to the war as Germany is.
This war goes to the root of all things. It will yet
uproot every idle man, conscript every unprofitable
dollar, lay its hands on every acre, every animal,
every tool that can be set to work. It will tucker all
the sham and insincerity out of life. It will rally

the living to stand behind those who are or may yet

be dead or disabled. It will make of citizens a far
greater army than those at the front.

The man who is making more than
he can comfortably live on is a fit sub-

VEN the would-be derelict le aves his smoking-plant with the
police-sergeant for fear some crank organization may un-
dertake a crusade against smok ing in wartime. -

ject for conscription. In a fight like this,
wealth piled up to any man’s, any cor-

. poration’s credit, is a menace. 1t would
have been just as sensible for our fore-
runners to wear broadcloth to a logging:
bee as for citizens of the land they made
possible to pretend they are at war when
they are only—at wealth.

“Business as usual’ was long since
discarded in England. We have not dis-
carded it here. We are still estimating
our efforts in terms of what we can
make, or save, when we have no right
to save or accumulate a dollar, either
the cash or collateral that can’t be put
at the service of the State. And there
are men among us wearing fur coats
made in 1917. Women are still keeping
up to the fashions. We are all wasting
things, outside of food, that takes labor
and raw material to produce, at a time
when every nation in this struggle ought
to be a high-power engine that wastes
nothing.

It is not the wasted Tood that does all the main
counting. We are all pretty well enlightened on the
folly of that, and where we don’t know the Food
Controller's edict can put crimps in our expenditure.

1t is not the slacker dollar that keeps us back.
Give the Government and the Finance Minister tinse
and they will see that no man is allowed to leave
his dollar idle. The Government has the right in
this democracy to expect none of us to hold back 2
dollar when it is needed for the country’s business.

1t is not merely the unutilized resources that are
weakening our purpose in the war. Though we have
the word of the Chairman of the Conservation Com*
mission in his recent address to that body:

We still persist in a -great degree in the crude and
wasteful methods naturally characteristic of a countiy
where. resources are abundant and where many of those
who are engaged in their exploitation are totally lacking
in scientific education. We are still largely dominated in
Canada by the idea that any ordinarily capable amateur
can do the work which ought to be done by a trained’
scientific man, and until we eradicate this fallacy
thoroughly, we shall not begin to attain to general sucs

cess in making the best use of the materials at our

disposal.

He does not mention war. But he means it. War
makes his warning doubly true.

What counts for more than all these is the human
energy that goes to waste. Back of it all this war
will be won,- other things being equal, by the side
that works the hardest and wastes its labor least:
There are thousands of people in Canada who aré
doing things which the country can get along with
out. If ever there was a crusade against non-pro:
ducers, it is now. The man who refuses to put his
energy where it will do the most good in productio
whether directly or indirectly, is as much of a misfit
now as the man who, a year ago, might have tried
to put over a speculative deal in corner lots. ;

SLOWLY, surely the great fact is being pushed home
that we must sacrifice everything in our civiliz®
tion. for the time being that will not help to win
the war. It is no longer a time for discussion 9?'
to who started the war. The thing to determine no¥
is, who is going to end it, and how will it be done
In this human problem every citizen counts as much
as every man used to count in the roll-up of a 108

at a Canadian logging-bee.

Soon we shall cease to argue about economics
because we are all too busy. We shall stop talking
about back to the land, because a lot of us will be

on the land as much and as long as we may. FOo,d

and clothes for doing the world’s work will yet drive
out fashions for the world’s finery. 1If a community
can get along with half its normal amount of co
citizens will be forced to double up their famili‘??’[
over one furnace instead of wasting coal by feeding\‘
two. And it may be nccessary to compel landlord?®
to ease up on rents for this purpose. :
The great, terrible work of the world is still 1.
from being done. And it will not be done right unt!
the might of the people on the side of right become?

a more cheerful, self-sacrificing unity than it no¥

is. We are all capable of bigger things in self-denial;
None of us need all the things that we now consumé

in order to keep up our energies for the great strugg.lef,

work in hand; and we shall be happier. 3
David went out against Goliath he told the Tsraelit®
that the armor of Saul was no good for him.

he wanted was his natural strength. We have the

Goliath in 1918; and a lot of us are trying to We&
the armor of Saul. : :
A returned soldier lately described a line of ch
hillsides in France7 the white hills covered '
black blotches. The black spots were the plack
shirts of thousands of Germans whose bod
never even been buried, ¢
The day must come when the military might at
Germany is just a lot of dead black spots on @ greﬁa'
landscape of -liberty. -And the day will mot €%
unless Canada, along with all the other nation®
league with her, concentrates upon the war as
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“Go on or go under” is true. It is mot all:
must go on, that Germany may go under. And in | af
final determination Canada has vet a big role t0 P
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If we get rid of a lot of the fictions about living
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we shall have greater heart, bigger strength for thn"i T
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PEACE with Russia on -an honest

basis of no annexations and no in -

demnities will in no way accomplish

the plans of the German representa-
tives, and any other sort of peace will in no
Way satisfy the plans of the Bolsheviki. Ger-
Many has very little to gain by the attainment
f’f Such a peace. She may be said to have had
It ever since the collapse of the Russian armies.
Rusgia ceased to be a fighting force at the
Moment when Kerensky began to preach de-
M0cracy and the millennium to the Russian
forces in the field. Germany has had nothing
t? fear from the military power of Russia
*nce the revolution. Her interest in a peace treaty
that jg no more than a peace treaty must necessarily
B8 of & very tepid kind.

There g no reason to speculate as to what Ger-
many,achlélly does want, since she avowed it with
M almost incredible cynicism at the first of the
beace parleys. She wants Poland and Lithuania and

Ourland, and it was this, and nothing but this, that
rnught her to the peace meeting. Being the victor
*he demands the gpoils. She cares little for a peace
eaty that would in very truth be a mere scrap of

vl)a,per, Since she has a virtual peace already, and
ihe Cares still less for a peace treaty based upon
' own renunciation of her territorial ambitions
nd implying no particular renunciation on the part
(.)f Russia, Certainly she did not go to Brest-Litovsk
N order to discuss international pieties and demo-
‘Tatic sentiments with the Bolsheviki, and Von
Kuhimann 1ost no time in making this clear to the
. Onference, e was doubtless surprised to find that
. ine Bolsheviki were wholly unmoved by his hector-
b 85. They replied with a hot defiance, and went

ack to Petrograd. At the next meeting of the con-
‘:l'enee the Bolsheviki were not present, and the
4erman delegates returned to Berlin, there to en-
“Wnter the reproaches of the now united Socialists,
:;‘d the dangerous disappointment of the public,

0 believed that a peace with Russia would he a
Telude tg 5 general and speedy victory.

5 he conference with the Bolsheviki has now been

o t“med, but at the request of the Germans and not

he Russians—a fact of some significance. Trotsky

t:g Withdrawn his demand for a change of venue

1'“ stoCkholm_, but he seems not to have weakened
hig determination to sur-
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1 PLAYING BOTH ENDS |
AGAINST the MIDDLE}
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C: ERMANY understands this game perfectly.
But the game has been played too often.
Russia’s debacle has given the Allies a case of
nerves. When we get over it we shall discover
that on a basis of men, materials and war pur-
pose, the bogey of the German “miracle” is ex-
ploded. The Boche is in a desperately bad way
—on both ends as well as in the middle.

By SIDNEY CORYN

conditions unexpectedly favorable to yourselves, and
reflecting so creditably on my generosity.” To her
own people she would be able to display an enormous
extension of eastern territory as ample compensation
not only for the cost of the war, but also for her
concessions in the west. There would be some kind
of plausibility for her claim of victory. With Poland
and Lithuania in the bank, so to speak, she would
hasten to accede to the demands of the. western
allies in all of their main essentials, and she would
do it with the magnanimity appropriate from the
victors to the vanquished. She would argue that
there could be no reason why the western allies
should protect Russia from the results of her own
treason or veto a territorial cession to which Russia
herself had agreed, and that could easily be justitied
by some sort of bogus plebiscite.

T the moment thig scheme seems to have been
thwarted by the sturdy attitude of the Bolshe-

viki, who arc doubtless aware that a surrender of
Russian territory would be their own death warrant.
Whether the Bolsheviki will be able to maintain
their attitude remains to be seen. Germany is
actually in possession of the territory that she
claims, and there is no possible way by which the
Russians can eject her. All that they can do is
nominally to continue the war, and to harass the
invader by guerilla operations. But there can be no
doubt that if the Bolsheviki had. proved themselves
to be acquiescent, Germany would have snatched
eagerly at the bird in the hand, and would have
hastened to renounce all the birds that are still in
the bush.. She would have hastened to receipt the
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bill, and to declare that all her claims were
satisfied. It was in the hope of doing this that
she went to Brest-Litovsk. It is in the hope
of doing so that she remains there.

WE can form our own opinion as to the
volume of troops that Germany has
transferred to her western lines. Russia is in
chaos. The Bolsheviki are acting as though
it were they that held the whip hand, and not
Germany, and it may be admitted that there
are few such formidable forces as a reckless

desperation. Over a third part of the Russian
people have repudiated the Bolsheviki, and.
have established independent republics. The Rus-

sian volcano may break forth into eruption at any
moment. Even if Poland and Lithuania were ceded
it would be even more necessary than now to hold
them with a strong force. Under such circumstances
it seems incredible that Germany should meditate
any formidable transfer of troops, and indeed the
consensus of expert opinion seems to be that ‘she
has not done so. Trotsky-—a by no means infallible
guide, it is true—says that Germany can do no more
than move her men “one by one,” and that they jump
from the train windows in order to escape the horrois
of the western field. Trotsky also confirms the story,
originating elsewhere, that twenty thousand German
troops are in revolt in the east and are still holding
out against the half-hearted efforts of their fellows
to reduce them. The Manchester Guardian, a par-
ticularly well-informed newspaper, first believed that
Germany would he able to transfer 3,000,000 men,
but quickly reduced this estimate to a doubtful
1,500,000. Coclonel Repington, the military expert of
the London Times, gives the maximum number
transferable in the event of an actual peace as 750,000,
but he believes that only 120,000 have actually been
sent—no more than a corporal’s guard under modern
war conditions. French authorities place the number
actually sent as only about 75,000. And, finally, we
have the opinion of Mr. Venizelos, who was recently
in London, to the effect that Germany will probably
strike at the left flank of the Saloniki army, if she
strikes at all, and so clear the Italians out of Valona
and drive through Albania to the Adriatic. As has
been said before, Germany will strike at any point
that seems to be vulnerable on the western lines.

: That goes without saying. It

Sider 5o Russian territory.
© have also an utterance by
t:nme threatening to reopen
A War unless Germany shall
_“5tly abide by the basic un-
Istanding of no annexations,
"-ilin this, of course, is the one
& that Germany can not do.

IEGel‘many were able to bully
; en:;he Bolsheviki into the sur-
it w:" of Poland and Lithuania
tavormd blace her in the most
eac:‘ble position to make
With the western allies
DeODI:l:O to satisfy her own
their What. they had not/fought
they béar in vain. She would
m, able to say to ner re-
fearzg enemies: “Centlemen,
Say that it would be neces-
heavy ;. bresent you. with a
lect o ill of costs and to col-
exagment in the shape of
ut’vent.lofis- But the course
Of thg . SUCh that the whole
by ’ Ml has now beon paid
fopg 8818, and there is there-
Not . '€3%on why we should
- ach ap understanding on

on that front.

BULLDOGS THAT HOLD—AND BITE

i
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HEN it is said that German soldiers transported from east to west front jump from
train windows because they know the Gehenna that awaits them, the writer in-
directly refers to several British Generals who are making it warmer yet for all Boches
Excellent color portraits of these Generals, by Francis Dodd, are printed
in Generals of the British Force, published from the offices of Country Life, Ltd. Three
of them are reproduced. Left to right: Sir Herbert Gough, commanding the Fifth Army
‘at Carﬁbrai; Sir Herbert Plumer, Second Army; and Sir Edmund Allenby in Palestine.}

is a commonplace of war. But
she is not likely to bring any
real offensive on the western
front. Just now she is think-
ing more of peace than of war.
Her supreme hope is to snatch
something from Russia that
shall enable her to blow vic-
torious -trumpets, and to de-
clare that her aims have been
achieved.

T T is evident that the Russian
fiasco has induced an attack
of nerves in a good many of us,
and this has been intensified
by reckless and uninformed
. l estimates of the present size
of the German army. Indeed,
our credulities in this respect
sometimes approach the verge
of superstition. This is partly
due to the well-meant efforts
of authorities to combat a cer-
tain apathy that is always dis-
played by a nation that is at
war but that is so far without
a casualty list. It is partly due
' to the German myth, which is
(Concluded on page 234.)
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CIRCUMSTANGEDS

ALTER cases, as we all know. In these photographs circum-
stances and cases have got oddly maxed up. But it all
comes out right in the imagination that really
rules the roost.

A
A

R. TROTZKY if you please! His real

name is Bernstein. Three years ago h¢
was the editor of a racy little red-rag in @
top room in New York. Now he will teach the
world how to be ruled by the masses. Mr
Lenine, the Premier, is a quiet soul compaf‘ed
to the Foreign Minister, who thinks he knows
what Russia wants, because illiterate Russid

NGLAND in 1318 recognizes
E government which in 1914 she
never dreamed would exist.
The man who represents Bolshev-
iki, Trotzky & Co., in their grand
turn of Quit-off and Repudiation is
Maxim Litvinoff. A diplomatic
conversation between Mr. Litvinoff
and Hon. Arthur Balfour, Foreign
Secretary would be the nearest
thing to a seance between a tiger
and a greyhound we can ever imagine.
»
LD gentileman with the grip is not going to
the poorhouse. No, he has performed the
unimaginable feat of discovering the same gold
mine twice in one lifetime. Away back in ’64
Dave Weaver, of Saxon, Pa., first located his
mine in Montana. A band of Cherokees drove
him out. Four months ago when the Indians
were all dead he went and dug up that mine.
»
AJOR NIVEN, of the P.P.C.L.l.,, has just the
hard, grim glint in his eyes that you would
expect in a man who has seen his battalion prac-
tically wiped out half a dozen times. The first
big engagement Major Niven was in put 985 men
and officers out of action. He got the D. S. O.
for his conduct in that engagement. Lately he
has been touring the Eastern States for the Can-
adian Recruiting Mission.

»
OU fancy the little Quebec City chevalier
near St. John’s Gate, looking-at the first
train that comes over the great Quebec Bridg®
and saying to himself that when he is big he
will be either a railway president or a soldier

1

NOWING the astute parliamentary tactics of Hon. W. H. Pugsley, can
K you imagine him now the polite and ceremonious Lieutenant-Governor
of New Brunswick? No more political strategy for him. He will keep open
house in his own home for New Brunswick which always concedes that
privilege to the Governor, not caring to make a little king of the Governor,
but preferring to keep him a citizen. This photograph of Hon. Mr. and Mrs.
Fugsley was taken on the occasion of a skating party given by His Exceliency
the Duke of Devonshire at Rideau Hall. And it is remembered that in Par-
liament Dr. Pugsley used to do fancy skating.

HEN these foU"

Winnipeg fireme”
who helped to put ou
the great fire in the EN
derton Block r‘ece“t].yr
begin to sing what W'
they sing? R'emember
that Winnipeg has ?
sense of humOf”aa
ways. If this quaf‘tett
of human icicles wer?

ERE’S a real Rockfeller romance—that theY
H challenge imagination. John D., Jr., had Toronto firemen sind
no coal-bin—because his mansion is usually would naturally Be

about ice and snowW:
ing Winnipeggers th
are going to

“Carry Me Back to
Virginny.”

heated by a central plant. The heating-plant
ran out of coal. So he decided to burn oil. But
alas! so very different from the five foolish
virgins who had lamps but no oil, John D., Jr.,
had the oil but he couldn’t get oil stoves.

ey

singr
oud

doesn’t know herself. How long will he last? -
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OST of the
noisy things
in  the worid
are having their

innings now—just
.%o show that all the great noises don’t
belong to nature.
»
: ERE is our old playmate the tank
; —Britannia, used Tor stimulating
€nthusiasm over here—in a new role.
She is standing on her right hind leg
down at Camp Upton, U.S.A. where
She was put on to do acrobatic stunts.
t 3
ONG TOM up yonder is shifting his
- base. Having smashed everything
~H_.Unnish within’ range on a certain sec-
‘tor in Flanders, he jogs cheerfully and
: ‘_‘nfatigi,Ied along the road to another
10b of threshing. On a little phaeton
Composed of two road-roller trucks and
°_"e tractor engine, this gun has the
Might of way on every road.

3

HISTORV is written in this photo-
y graph of the. first’' regular pas-
S€hger train to go.over the greatest
- Mailway bridge in the world, the Que-
bec Bridge. '

®
WO ‘men- working :on ‘a munitions
plant smokestack in France, get
2 glimpse of an aeroplane and realize
‘that they are not 'so high after all.
e r » %

-

too soon. His trip
to the moon'and a few

J ULES VERNE died

P

other things were
nothing compared with the
sensation of the British pilot
whose seaplane, in a dense
fog, banged into the top story
of a wireless tower at a height
of 300 feet. The engineés were
jammed into the steel lattice-
work. The pilot, feeling him-
self ‘suddenly arrested, fell
unconscious - on one of the
planes. There he lay. The
wind rocked the tower. The
seaplane hung on. Two sea-
men - painting the tower
climbed aloft, passed a rope
out to the pilot and let him
down, when . any minute the
machine might let go and
plunge them all below.
»

NEW type of
aurora borealis. is

presented in the barrage
fire by night on the
western front, caught
by the camera.  Though
it was inky black night
the camera saw more
clearly than in a noon-
day blaze the outlines
of barb wire.
»
UST to show that all
the violence and vi-
brations are not con-
fined to the war 2zone,
this trolley-car in Win-
nipeg ran into another

one on a curve.
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WHILE we are shoveling coal and wondering where to get it, we are told
that the price of ice is already going up. Who’s asking for ice?

He tells us that we shall pay more for ice

d ask him, “Kind sir, is it

worrying about ice? The ice-man.

next summer.

So he wriggles and says, “Oh, no, not scarcity.

See? So we have to supply it all
with a self-binder or a gasoline tractor.

wear, the other day, a thrifty citizen

was suddenly struck by an amazing
example of camouflage in a pair of woollen
sub-trousers. He had owned them for eight years,
and for some years had not worn them. On the left
leg he discovered a large spot of black. What was
it? With all the washings, the spot was indelible.

He sat down to con over the mystery. Then he
suddenly remembered. When he was courting his
wife he was at the tender mercy of landladies who
did not look after his clothes. One hot summer
moths got in. Among the sundry holes they chewed
was one about the size of a five-cent piece in the left
leg of a pair of dark striped trousers. Those were
the trousers he often wore when going to see the
young lady. It would never do to patch them. The
hole could not be darned. The trousers were too
good for the rag-man.

Then and there his camouflage came into play.
He superimposed the woollen garments on the
trousers, and marked the spot on the sub-garments
where the hole in the trousers fell. What made the
hole visible, he reflected, was that the sub-trousers
were light in color. Had they been black, the hole
would scarcely be visible. So he decided to blacken
the area of the sub-trousers immediately beneath the
hole in the trousers. He did it with pen and ink.
And that black spot which he found the other day
in his discarded garments was the ink-spot with
which he had camouflaged his company seven
years ago.

I OOKING over his available wool under-

»

FOR delicacy of satire and charming compliment

couched in the form of a rebuke we submit the
following letter of Lee Sing, who lives in Halifax.
The letter was written on account of a picture of
the Premier and Generalissimo of China which was
published in this paper a few weeks ago. Lee Sing,
of Halifax, saw the picture and read the lines under-
neath it. He did not like the lines, because they
seemed to make some fun of the Premier. So he says:

toronto Cannada January 11 1918
Mr editor Canadian Currier

Toronto
Sir?

I am Lee Sing and i read your paper and see how you
offer my people insult by making fun our great generrle
Tuan Chi Jeu. He much respect premiere our Great
country and should at least not be made game of by
such a great paper as Coureir which go even to China.
T send my brother sister and much respect father mother
your Courierre I think so much about your paper; I send
every week one clopy now I can not send clopy this
week for I offend my much respect ftaher mother.
Chinese people not do vou no harm muchever why you
do Chinese people much harm. You please take out
picture premier Tuan Chi Jeu and me send many clopys
of your paper to my people who will not be offen any
more. Me florgive you you do that please.

LEE SING.

Halifax, n.S.

The editor hastens to say that no insult was in-
tended to the Premier of China, who is a very great
man and the parliamentary head of a great people.

Why? Seat him on a block of ice an
scarcity of visible supply? Confound you! there is more ice and snow in Canada
to-day than ever there was at this point of the calendar in the memory of man.”
It’s cost. It’s lack of competition.
Artificial ice is going out. Cost of production too great—coal and chemicals.
That means hand-labor.
And labor is scarce.
next summer or go without.” Which at present does not concern us.
as we know, “There ain’t no sich animile” as summer in the world,

CAMOUFLAG

Who is

hair?

You can’t cut ice  be?
So you pay more

So far

”

FACTS and Fictions all woven together in

an illustrated medley that can be enjoy-
ed by every member of the family. Seventy-
five per cent. of these little legencs have
never been printed before. And seventy-five
per cent. of our readers may never have read
any ot them.

Flippancy should not be tolerated in dealing with so
great a subject. And the letter of Lee Sing is so
charmingly sincere, we think the Premier of China
must be a very happy man, if he has so many millions
of people so polite and kind as the writer. Now, we
are assured that the Canadian Courier circulates in
China, we shall take pains to cultivate a better
acquaintance with the Chinese people, -

| 3

OTE the human ice-boat. Skate-sailing or sail-
.skating, or whatever it may be called, this
method of getting to a fire seems to be highly popular
on the Shrewbury River in New Jersey. Some novice
comes along and thinks he has to by keeping time

ESIDENTS of a lake-shore suburban line of cottages were recently much
mystified by something afloat in the icy water. They watched it from the
bank with field-glasses. Hour by hour it swung and floated there between the
ice-wrapt pillars of the bathers’ safety-first shore line.
down; vanished and reappeared; never a sound. Was it weed, fish, or floating
Surely something of the kind.
derelict tired of life—poor chap! Some woman, weary of not being able to get
furs, or dismayed because she must wear her boot-legs shorter.
The world surely was full enough of sudden death without this ice-cold
corpse to haunt the suburbs. And no one had courage enough to go out to fetch
in the body—till somebody swallowed his fear and went; to find that it was
nothing but a corpse of ice that had fastened on.to the rope.

with the band and the sail at the same time.
E Which is where he gets into trouble. At 40

It came up and went

Some dead mariner in the cold; some

Who could it

miles an hour—less or more—even the fastest

“rag” would be a funeral march. So the wise
skate-sailor uses his skates as a rudder—nothing
nore,

”

AMERA-MAN who took below picture of tame
squirrel was for a while the most startled mai
in seven counties. He was feeding Mr. Squirrel nuts
from his vpocket and in his gratitude the animal rat
all over him. Gratitude deepened to curiosity when
the squirrel popped into the pocket where the nuts
came from. A chum of the squirrel’s came along and
being encouraged by the smiles of the camera-mat,
also got into the overcoat pocket. Presto! The
squirrels fought like a pair of cats right in the
pocket, and the camera man dare not put in his hand
for fear of losing a finger; so he hastily pulled off
the coat and turned it upside down till the squirrels
fell out.

»

D URING King George’s recent visit to the north
of England he very nearly became the victint
of the early-closing order. An official of his suit®
visited a local baker’s shop after closing hours and
asked for bread. The baker’s wife refused it, point-
ing out the reason. “But it is for the King,” said the
official, “and there isn’t a bit of bread on the train.”
“I don’t care if it is for the queen,” was. the repl¥’
“I dare not serve you.” “But I demand it.” “I am
sorry,” persisted the lady, “but I must refuse to serve ”
you.” “What can I do?” asked the official. . “YOU
might see the police,” was the suggestion. This was

done, and the King got his bread.

®”

DRAMATIC agent walked into the offices of #
manager where she had placed a play.

“The author wants to know if you have any objé®
tions to his being present at the rehearsals?’ the
agent asked—rather timidly.

“Present at the rehearsals?” the manager growled"
“What in thunder- do we want the author at I'®
hearsals for?”

The agent looked nonplussed.

“Why he thinks that perhaps he might be able to
give some suggestions.”

“And T think he'd only be in the way. Tell Bi™
to come around Tuesday night—we’ll be having i
dress rehearsal, and he can get a glimpse at the
show before the first performance.”

"

HE politician rushed into the editorial sanctut
“What do you mean,” he roared, “by insulting
me as you did in last night’s Clamor?”

“Just a moment,” replied the editor. “Didn’t the
story appear as you gave it to us, namely, that YA
had resigned as City Treasurer?”

“It did. But you put in under the head

JImprovements.’ ” :
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A MAN'S A MAN FOR A’ THAT

" Observations About Two Young Canadians Recently Honored by the King

‘ 3y

A-UNGHH S T U .S

BRIDLE

X E was born in a mounted poiice barracks

H at Fort Q’Appelle.l You know - the
legend of that name; how that once -
some trailsman in the valley heard the

echo of his own voice and shouted in French,
“QAppelle?” Nobody was calling him. It was

Brigadier- General Griesbach
C. M. C. G,,
He would have been a Real Knight in the Days of Ivanhoe

Boers. And I daresay with all his criticism he
has some shrewd admiration for the trench
qualities of the Boches. Billy has the fair mind
of the real fighter.

Next time I came across Griesbach was seven
or eight years later when he was Mayor of Ed-

M.P.

@ mirage of the tympanum.

But Brigadier-General Griesbach, M.P., C.M.C.G., was born at the
DPost of Who’s Calling? less than forty years ago, and he has been
hearing that call, now and again, ever since.

When the King honored him at New Year’s, 1918, there was a
Teason. And the reason was the man who if the King should load
him with titles till he couldn’t get his name on one line of foolscap
Would still be the sort of man that Burns had in mind when he wrote
his scornful ballad, For A’ That and A’ That.

The wires were all down when he got his honors. There was
Dothing to pull. Three years ago he went across with the rank of
major in the 49th from Edmonton, hoping that before he got any
Promotion wild horses would be riding over the top on the west
front. The first time I set eyes on him was just after the Boer
War when he came trolloping up to Edmonton in the winter of 1901.
He was as lithe as a lynx. Billy Griesbach
haq ridden his equivalent to a cayuse over most of
the scurrying battlefields in South Africa from Cape
001011}’ to the top of the Transvaal. He was cradled
On bronchos, brought up on memories of bad men
O the ranges; as used to a six-shooter in a saddle
48 most lads are to a fountain-pen. A son of the
Drairie hills, he was born into a force that never
knew fear. Down among the Boers from scrim-
Mages with whom he got the Queen’s Medal with
four clagps.

When I went to see Billy it was on behalf of a
Crowd of us who were getting up a concert in aid
of the first reading-room ever opened in that part
\Of the West to ask him if he would kindly take part
in the programme.

“Oh—what’s the show?” he wanted to know, with a Missourian wink.

“Minstre] and anything else we can get,” was the very respectful reply.

He laughed. “And you want another end-man, eh? Thanks! Not for mine!”
Fr?ei:llg ;&:nsented to make a speech about the war. He read a paper about Our
o the Enemy. At that time he was nervous on the platform. But he sent

e footlights very compactly—that he had some admiration for those

monton. That was in the summer of 1908, the
year that the banks put a crimp and a diamond hitch into the
credits of the far west, when the streets of Edmonton were
piled with sewer pipe and there was no cash on hand nor credit
at the bank to pay the laborers. Billy held an emergency meet-
ing with the town treasurer at his house down on the flats, and
I happened to be there. The two of them concocted an S. O. S.
telegram to the head office of one of the big eastern banks. And
it got the money.

But it was a tight time for a youth of 30 to be mayor of a
new town gobbling up money for a great expansion movement.
Peoples of the whole eartn it seemed’ were rolling through Ed-
monton to the hills. Billy hated to see his town call a halt.

“Well,” he said, talking it over, “I often say to myself when I
go up the hill in the morning, ‘Oh they can’t kill you.
You’re on the right track—go ahead; you’'ll come out
right.””

He didn’t mean it for a slogan. But Billy Gries-

bach has been living up to those words. When he
went across as major with the 49th in 1915 he had
it all to learn about the Boches, just as in 1889 he
had it to learn about the Boers. Well, he has learn-
ed it. There are returned men who will tell you
frankly that Billy Griesbach has made a real dent
in the west front, so far as any one man can. When
Ceen. Byng quit the Canadian command there were
not a few over there who wondered if Griesbach
wouldn’t get it. But the grand roulette wheel de-
cided otherwise. Gen. Griesbhach stayed in command
of his brigade.
.In-the {all of last year he knocked off work long enough to say that he would
contest Edmonton” with Frank Oliver, the man who had never been beaten in
Edmonton. And we know now the result. Not a matter of politics. It was a
fighting man up to the eyes in the game that he knew winning another fight
that from the angle of his supporters looked like part of the same war. Q'Ap-
pelle? Billy heard that call and answered it across the sea. It was his coun-
try. What will be the next call? When it comes he’ll answer it.

NCE upon a time, not so many years ago,

Of course you guess that Frank sold the trout-

three Canadian lads had a problem. One
of them was Frank Baillie, now Sir Frank;
another Harry Drayton, now Sir Henry; and a
third because he told the story, prefers to be

Sir Frank Baillie, K.C.B.E.

Believes in Good Wor)cs on a Rock Bottom ot Cost

rod for $5.25. Which he did. As treasurer: of
the Baillie-Drayton outfit he added the $5.25 to
the $1.25. And they got the press. - What they
did with it nobody knows. For neither of them

Nameless. They were all school- boys together.
Deighbor in the vicinity was
about to have an auction sale
of his goods. Among his chat-
els was a punching-bag appar-
3tus which he made a present
O to Frank and Harry, be
CQuse he foresaw that they
Would be strenuous young men.
t Frank and Harry had set
theil‘ minds on a little printing
Press which the man used for
Printing calling-cards. They .
Wanteq the press and not the
Punch-hag. Cost of the press-
Would pe $6.50,
“Harry,” says Frank, “let’s
Ve the press. It’ll be swell
Pﬂnt all our own cards.”
l«‘rseu the punching-bag,
ank, eh ?”
S“I‘e' Tll sell it.” The answer was minus any ifs, buts or howevers; one
Ose instantaneous decisions that bespeak character. He got $1.25 for the bag
Y George, Harry, we're still $5.25 shy. Got any ideas?” :
e 3'1‘1'3' had. He confronted his father with one of these ideas and got a pres-
Sent of a trout-rod.
There we are,” he said proudly. “That’s my ante. Now—"
Wa-nt me to sell that for the company, Ha.rry”’
Whats it worth, though?”
. :nk winked. “Oh nev—er you mind.
ame’ § not Frank Baillie.”

I'll square the deal for the press or

became an editor, or this sketch would not have
been written.

Sir Frank Baillie, K.C.0.B.
E., stands for four things that
go like the wind: motor-cars,
airships, shells, money. Bar-
ber-shop critics are pointing
out that even a K.C.O.B.E. at
somewhere over $800,000 comes
high. They insinuate that Sir
Frank bought this bauble.
Very likely—not. Kings may
be even better than Burns
made them out. King George
is not running a bargain coun-
ter. On any safe basis of so-
cial contract that munition-
profit near-million belonged to
the people represented by the
State anyway. Sir Frank
Baillie happened to be the profitee—not profiteer. The difference in his case

.~ was worth more than the check he wrote for the Imperial Munitions Board. It
~was worth more than even Sir Joseph Flavelle, Bart., could have estimated at
that time.

And that was precisely where Baillie was entitled to some sort of
recognition or permanent decoration by the King.

- Baillie always was a stickler for basic principles. About fourteen years ago
when motormg was a baby he was one of the car cranks; one of the first joy-

.riders we had a night-pranking, mountair-climbing, rough-riding highwayman

of the automobile. I recall one whirl a few of us had with Frank at the wheel;

.a new car he was trying out with the mecanicien from Cleveland. Cooksville,

Ont., was 16 miles when we started. A sudden whirl of dust and it was storm-
(Concluded on page 27.)
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A PRODIGAL EGO |

"His arms were dead, with surges of elec-
tric vibrations all over: his body.

ONE of those in Markham’s
coach the night of the holdup
knew just what happened
when the phanton man rush-
ed through. But Hoag himself as he
scudded across the fields back to the
city realized vividly that he had not
only seen Helen Munro in'the flesh,
but he had touched her as he went
through. y

One of his first conscious acts after
he had read the newspaper stories of
the holdup was to write Helen a brief
note in which he said:

I only wanted to save you from being
exploited for advertising. I am sorry
if I interfered with your happiness. It
was a simple thing to do; but it cost me
more than I can tell you. I had vowed
to myself never to 2. you again except
in a movie or a dream; and never t0
touch you. I have broken both. That
has no moral meaning to me. It just
means that the progress I had made I8
all to be made over. I am not well But
I shall be—I can’t tell you how. Being
well with.me is not what ¥ is to most
pécple. Please don’t worry. You will
probably not get this until I am nearly
recovered. I am going out of town. Not
far. Just across the bhay. How long I
don’t know. But I want to be alone.

Hoag carefully folded that letter in-

to an envelope and put it in his pocket.
He said to himself that the reason he
had written it then instead of when
he wanted to mail it was that pen and
ink are no spirit means of communica-
tion.
‘ ”

OPEFUL leading citizens were
H given a pentecostal thrill by

Henry Markham, chairman of the
Trustee Board of the new Public Gen-
eral Hospital. This was handsomely
staged up. First meeting of the newly
elected Board after the report had
been read, discussed and adopted, the
chairman rises and with magnificent
enthusiasm in his voice makes a for-
mal presentation to the trustees on
behalf of the city of The New Nervous
Ward.
" This was a splendid hobby of Mark-
ham’s. *He had, as he said, seen SO
many people harassed by modern high
pressure that he longed to see some
better provision made for the treat-
ment of nerve cases. He believed that
many people were bundled off to
asylums before they were proven in-

organization ¢

iron-workers.

Than Ours.’’

niless, psychic, alone,
This instalment dept
island, shows how he

A_ STRUGGLE between two Principles
Agent of the Unseen,

pretend to understand. Henry Markham is a
Earthly Force whose powe

Hoag is offered a large salary by Henry
He refuses.
ing-men, and Saturday editor of a psychic and
Markham discovers an iron mine an
tries. Part of his scheme is marriage to Helen Munro,
lean shadow-man, absorbed in psychics, in democracy of the imagination, in dreams, in moving
pictures, sets himself the task of circumventing

=

a believer in what some people ¢

THE Markham net slowly weaves its coils about the man
Hoag. What is the secret
What means cou

power of the Markham
ld a man like Hoag, pen-
devise to circumvent that power ?
cting Hoag's experiences alone on an .
began to develop the opposition.

expressed by two Opposite Personalities. Hoag is an
all psychics—which he did not
n Agent of the Hidden Hand, a believer in an
r has a right to make him a slave.
Markham to be a spiritual spy among Markham

He becomes labor reporter on the Clarion, an organ of the work-

thropy, politics, business—everything to gain his purpose.
Bartop, landlady, puzzled by Hoag’s ghostly movements in her house, is still further puzzled
by his location of a pair of scissors while walking in his sleep. Hoag gets a letter from Helen,

whom he visualizes as a phantom. A Board of Trade

makes a brief speech.

Hoag discovers something unusual
Mrs. Bartop tries to understand Mr. Hoag’s diagnosis
of the doctor. Gretchen Malone, sister of Markham, tells Helen Munro how,
herself part of the Markham organization, she can become a magic woman. In one ‘of the

movie houses a film is shown depicting the Markham iron industries.

socialistic column entitled ‘‘Other Worlds
d carries out a new cycle of steel indus-
life-long friend of Martin Hoag. The

Markham, who uses newspapers, philan-
In a recent instalment, Mrs.
banquet glorifies Henry Markham, who

"about his nerves. The doctor calls it neurasthenia.
of himself, in which he makes fun

by making

Helen Munro has a

three-seconds dream warning her not to go on the trip inspecting the iron and steel plants

of Henry Markham. She yields to the p
goes. The train is mysteriously stopped

was Hoag.

ersuasion of Markham, engineered by his sister, and
just outside the city. And the man who stopped it

What Happened to Hoag

sane, The nervous ward, donated and
endowed by Markhams Consolidated,
would have for one of its especial ob-
jects the penetrating care of patients
who were to be saved to civilization
and from the asylum.

”

ELEN MUNRO read about this
in the newspapers; a long swell-
ing report in five of them; in
the Clarion only a paragraph and an
editorial. She had not discussed the
inatter with Henry, who since his re-
turn from Ottawa and the Bast with-
out her had been somewhat taciturn,
though quite pleasantly polite. She
surmised who had telephoned the re-
port of the episode on the train. When
she had demanded to be taken back
to the depot she knew that Markham
had fully recognized the phantom who
rushed through the coach. It was the
first time she had ventured to issue
an order to Henry Markham. He was
naturally angry about it.
he had come back never a word; and
from Gretchen Malone nothing but
studied sweetness.- Helen had begun
to suspect Gretchen—without knowing
why After her marriage, she would
keep her at a becoming distance. In
fact Henry had shrewdly intimated as
much in one of his bursts of confi-
dence.
But Helen now believed that Hoag
was in danger.

But since -

By THOMAS TOPLEY

How, or how far she scarcely knew.
Or precisely from whom. But Henry
Markham regarded Hoag as a menace.

”
OAG paid Mrs. Bartop
vance and asked her to take
care 'of his books. He was surprised
when she broke into tears. -

“My good woman,” he said embar-
rassedly.

I can’t fall on y'r neck—ye're such
a whiffit any more I'd break ye down,”
she cried shuddered. “Oh, dear man,
why don’t ye have human doctorin’
and care and—?”

Gently Hoag touched her thick, hard
arm. She stopped crying and looked
at him in amazement. She tried to
escape from his hand. She could not.
With no more than a touch it had a
queer, irresistible, fascinating strength
—without violence.

“«please don’t worry about me, Mrs.
Bartop,” he said evenly. “I'm only
just going out of town to get tuned
up. I shall be back. Perhaps I shall
send things to the paper. But that
won’t matter for a while.”

®
FTERWARDS in her amazement
Mrs. Bartop blabbed about this
to some one of her lodgers. She
had no idea that doing so in this case

two
months rent for his room in ad- >

was like throwing a stone into a pond-
The stone widened its circle of vibra:
tions till the last but one got to the
sphere of influence occupied by Gret
chen Malone; from whence it lost B0
time in transmisgsion to Henry Mark-
ham. These two were almost like
positive and negative of a battery. The
item was duly recorded: that on @
certain obscure occasion—hereafter t0
be noted in detail—one Martin Hoag» !
conceding that he was unwell, had
proven himself capable of enormous
physical strength  Referred to the
head physician in chatge of the nerv’
ous ward. All necessary evidence to
be prepared around this case. M
Markham desired to keep in touch
with the institution. Men who spent
fortunes on such things had a right to
pry into science and religion and suck
things. Outwardly a fine bit of per:
sonal interest. Patient a former eV
ployee of Mr. Markham who was P&
turally anxious to do him good—cbar”
acteristic of Markham. Even a scié®
tific doctor could be convinced of this:

®

DITOR POUNDEM offered H038
E the free use of his bungalow ©
the island and gave him the key-
He understood that the man was u
well and just about half understo?
his case.
“Get back as soon as you can,” B®
gaid. “We need you. Help yOUf”el




0 anything you find in the shack.
There’s some bedding, an axe and a
shovel; and there's a boat in the boat-
louse. Good-bye!”

Hoag packed a bundle with simple
brovisions and a few rough clothes and

‘ boarded a tug that was still carrying

\

9dds and ends of summer cottagers’
¢ifects from. the island to the city.
The island across the harbor was a

Strange prehistoric sandbar several

Miles long, full of mazes and canals
and wild-willow copses and all sorts
Of inspiring solitudes within a mile
Of the city smoke.

‘The two men that ran the tug eyed
him in 5 suspicious way. To all their
@Questions Hoag made no definite re-
bly; except that he was going over to
f€open a cottage for a few weeks.

.“I think he’s nutty,” said the en-
glneer,

“I'm darned sure of it,” replied the
Other,

Both of them lived on the point,
More than a mile from Poundem’s
bungalow, Hoag was glad when they
la_nded him and let him go on his way
With hig pack through the silent Stone-

€nge of the amusement city all sand-
e up ang superbly gloomy, out over
the sigewalk into a swale of sand that
1ed by 5 shortcut through the willows
and the gorse to the one bungalow in
 long sanded up row that was soon to
§m°ke‘the only warm chimney on
hat side of the sand-bar.

”

HERE was a small fireplace for
wood. The beach was lined
Rt with driftage. Poundem had
nlakenough furniture and bedding to
i € housekeeping possible. Hoag
eapaCked his load of rough togs and
tables and built a fire.
ru;l;he blace was as melancholy as a
I‘eds. Only a few weeks bhefore hun-
ﬁrins of people bathing, boating, bon-
Ellllsg’ gardening. Now nobody but
e h It was a mile at least to the
T Ouse. inhabited by the tug-men
oty € Pon}t. The wires were dead.
‘hereelectrlc bulbs gleam_ed here and
i tix In the whole lakeside of the
il €re was not a track. Within a
*“lddeor m.ore of a big city Hoag was
e nly in a desolation as complete
hat of Robinson Crusoe.
hig ; chopped and packed wood; fed
re; then it was dusk.

»

N O doubt Markham would discover
his whereabouts. Hoag knew
i thisla,nders well enough to_ be
him R € tug-men would investigate
el\lcidn the%r own account. Failing to
e ?te him, they would be an easy
Or any detective agency set afoot
arkham, ;
as iiﬁl‘st day convinced him that he
W ght. He chopped and lugged
Bhwédvtva.lked mile upon mile and
S he boat into the lagoon. From
5 W‘]e wound his way out through
& er”OWs to the open lake. The
Nipyy Was calm, and the air quite
Blogyy OVt helf o mile he noted the
Whiey, l?f the dead cottages among
&Sign otls was the only smoke. Not
Qowy, b life. He removed his clothes
Wing 1 the waist and rowed on. The
un%m:d a fine sharp tang. At first
Seeans Ttable, it soon became a
, Nature to his skin. Lean as he
skbletoz Observed that he was no
s\xp@m.u(-) All he had removed was the
'ng'-e“: us flesh. C(lothes, after all,
800d deal of a habit. Man had
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always refused to acclimatize his bddy
as he did his face or a bald head.
All of which he realized was very
little aid to what he had in hand. No
one man could undo his body, the work
of centuries. The best he could do
was to set free that part of his being
that mere body culture starves, espe-
cially in a highly civilized place. Hoag
was as convinced of his duality as he
was of his life. He did not believe
that a man’s body must die in order
to set free his soul. And as he slowly
rowed the boat just fast enough to
keep off the sense of chilling cold,

"he looked closely at the shore line.

Just to the left of his cottage he
observed a willow stub among a swale
of dead long grass just at the edge of
the sand moor that once had been a
marsh.

He suddenly felt certain that the
willow stub was moving. He could

see it as clear as a bright cloud. Over ,

the top of it came a swift heliogram.
He knew now—what. That stub had
eyes. A man was behind it with field-
glasses. Hoag paddled his boat in
backwards, keeping his eye constantly
on the stub. There was no other move-
ment. Gulls screamed and dipped.
Something seemed to thicken up at

He longed to see some
for the treatment of

better provision
nerve cases.

the base of the stub and vanish by
burrowing into the long, dead grass,
back into the moor scrub.

When he landed at the stub—mnobody
was there. But he saw bootprints not
his own.

”

OAG was the first man who had
H ever set up smoke on that side
of the sandbar in winter. He

made it his first business to know the
island. It v as a maze. A small jungle
could not have been better for man-
concealment. Hence it was that Hoag
never knew at any waking hour: when
by boat or afoot on any part of the
sandbar, he would not suddenly turn
and observe another biped just vanish-
ing out of Mis line of vision. 'Those
tug-men were born on the island. They
resented Hoag. He fetched no revenue.

He was nothing but a squatter. His
smoke irritated them. They felt
crowded. Winter was always their

time to be lords of all. Besides, they
were the official guardians of property
on behalf of the city that owned the

island and the summer residents who

owned the roofs. Frequently Hoag
made an effort to get at one of these
stalkers.- He called to a man every

time he saw him; but the man always
slunk away like a bear.
«Eyidently I'm not popular,” he
whistled.
®

he had no fear. Fear, after all,

was of the body. Alone here,
away from theatres, churches, crowds,
smoke and scurrying ambition, he felt
himself greater than the whole city
he had left; greater than Markham,
who was the most powerful man in
the place. He knew it was a mere
matter of a few weeks till the town
should suck him back again. For the
present he was free. He belonged to
all the ages. Carrying with him the
sense of the city, he could feel how
man had come up to such myriad forms

N‘ EITHER was he lonesome. And

. of art and industry and society while

retaining somewhere at the root most
of his primitive instincts.
»
NE thing he quickly noticed as
O he began to get the city out of
his nerves was that a few things
refused to be obliterated. Omne of
these was music. Another was the
sense of a crowd. Another was the
curious _vibration of the office when

Even a scientific doctor could be con-
vinced,

the p\ress was running. Those three
stayed curiously vivid. When he
forgot the. crowd and the office, both
of them rather physical, as he reflected,
the music remained. There was an
obvious reason. Hoag was taking him-
self to pieces about as calmly as a
doctor dissects a cadaver. The reason
music persisted, he told himself, was
because it. was the most spiritual of
all man’s suggestions. Though it de-
pended upon physical vibrations of
air—so the scientists said—yet it got

into the nerves by a set of vibrations

that had nothing to do with air.

He could resurrect melodies, the
motifs of symphonies, strange caden-
.ces and harmonies that he heard to
the cold creepings of wind and water.
They were tremendously beautiful and
infinitely sad. They gave him power
to escape from his body into the un-
seen; power to be without fear, to
ignore common hunger and the cold.
Some of them brought to his mind
nebulous scenes, fabulous, legendary
people, invading phantoms of limitless
patience and beauty. Hoag pondered
upon the mystery of the music ma-
chine; the sound personality caged
up in a cylinder or a few rolls of
notched paper. How was it possible

That willow stub had eyes.

not only for a phonograph to rehabili-
tate the sound personality of a singer
or a player, but more mysteriously
how could a machine attached to a
piano repeat identically the sound
dynamics, the poetry, the silken gliss-
andos of any known piano artist? He
had heard it. The marvel he had
never solved. It was one with the
moving Dicture. Here on the dead
island he could realize the magic of
this thing as never he could in the
crowded city.
: ®

IGHT by night the island and
N the man became more and more
a unity. Blindfolded he could
tell .by the sound of the water or the
lilt of the winds in the naked trees,
or the moan of it over the marsh
serub and the dead grasses, just‘where
he was in any direction but one mile
from his bungalow. He liked it better
by night; and the nights were now
almost at their longest. The day was
but the lift of a peering curtain be-
tween the shadows of the dawn and
the dusk.  Every night Hoag was
abroad on the sand, or out on the water
in his boat. When he went to bunk
in the bungalow with the flicker of a
low wood fire in the arch, he scarcely
knew whether he was awake or asleep.
The prowling images of the sand and
the water stalked at once into what
might have been called his dreams,
when he saw places as legendary as
those called up by music, people as
tremendous and as swift as the shapes
on the film, and heard music more
lovely ‘than any he knew. He woke
always just as dawn was creeping
from the lake. He used no timepiece.
And he never missed the crawl of the
peering day through the ghosted
clouds of grey or rose pink or green,
melting ‘over the water as never 2
light crept upon any human stage.
When storms lashed the lake into
fury he left his bungalow and ran
madly along the racked-hard sand till
the spray drenched him and the roar
of the breakers filled him with the
strength of sound. , Now the eyes of
Markham had so extended their range
that any calm morning as he rose to
see the rebirth of the day, one of those
sinister figures stalked him.
®
WARMAN as$ general manager
D. of Markhams, was expected to
keep himself posted on more
things than his business. He was to
keep Markham posted. Infinite mas-
tery of detail, no imagination, a plod-
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wing temperament and agdrive like a
steam plough, he goodnaturedly put
himself at the complete service of
Markham in return for a very large
salary. His sister, Gretchen, in the

social, and Warman in the business
world, were eyes and ears for him as
he was a still more highly organized
eyes and ears for somebody else.
It was a rather subtle suggestion of
Markham:
“Warman—every

good  business

In perfect silence Markham looked at
2 Dan Warman.

should be a detective agency. Eh?”

The big mogul shrugged.

“Markhams sure is,” he said oiling a
cigar. “Competition depends on know-
_ing what the other fellow has up his
sleeve. It’s the same as war. General-
ship.”

Markham  smoked heavily, looking
dreamily at the ironmaster portraits
on the wall.
 He suddenly sprang from his chair
to the window.

Warman still leaned over his knees
like a caryatides.

From his high window Markham
could see the cold grey fringes of the
isiand across the harbor. Warman
ogled the back of his head wondering
what was going on at the mask in
front.

You know this city,

4, 1.do.”

“Can’t testify to that.”

“All right. A lot of your knowledge
I wouldn’t give a nickel a page for, be-
cause you don’t know where to put on
the high lights. I inherited from my
father a very unusual instinct for siz-
ing up a town. I regard a town as a—
community, yes; society, yes; organi-
zation of citizens on a cooperative
basis—all that sort of drool. It all
goes in print. And I'm playing up to
that.”

“you sure are, Mr. Markham.”

“But when I think of a town as it
really is—it’s a plant. A going con-
cern that has to be organized to pro-
duce. This town doesn’t. As a going
concern it's all built on futures. It's
crazy. If 1 wanted to buy one corner
of the main -intersection to-morrow
what would they stick me?”

“Oh, $15,000 a foot, I guess.”

“Fasy! And half of that's pure gam-
ble based upon what pepulation and in-
dustry and good times in the country
are going to do for the town. Pouff!
One of these days there may be a
smash that will—" h

He fetched a fist down on the table
that would have startled anybody but

Dan—better
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tne mogul who still blinked up dour
as a pine knot.

“I meet these day-dreamers every
day, Warman. They get my goat. A
lot of them kowtow to me because I
have the knack of thinking twice to

their once. They know I have the
faculty of co-ordinating. It counts. I
know how. They only surmise.”

“I think; ‘Warman”—facing his man
across the big desk—¢that you and I
are within ten feet of more complete
information about this city than can
be found even in the City Hall
archives. Eh?”

“I shouldn’t wonder,” admitted Dan.

“Oh?’ A pause. Markham seemed
to be nudging the desk. “Uh”—facing
to the window again—‘“how-—about—
the island?”

. Dan picked up a pin from the rug
and stuck it in his vest.

“All 0. K., I guess. Our men report
to me every day by ’phone. I don’t
think he makes ten. moves in the
twenty-four hours that one o’ them
don’t keep tab on him. There’s evi-
dence enough. All they want is the
word—to close in on him—and fetch
him.”

Markham tapped the desk with a
pencil. He squinted at the glass paper-
weight as though it had been a crystai.
In perfect silence he looked at Dan.
The mask was on. Dan understood.
He rose and padded out like an ele-
phant, slowly without a word. And
the last thing he saw was the mask of
Markham in the cigar smoke.

' “Damn him,” he muttered.
»

LEEP to Hoag became a matter
S, of will. He could pass into a
state of sleep at any moment, no
matter where he might be. Waking
was not so easy. He wondered why.
Dreams he could mnot control. No
theory of dreams he had ever ex-
pounded could explain the fabulous
hallucinations he got when uncon-
scious of his bodily movements. Sub-
conscious could not explain it. In
sleep, in dreams, he reflected, a man
relapses into the universal state to
which the soul belongs. The places
he dreamed about had a light and a
mystery they never had in actual life.
People just as definite were seen in
almost legendary proportions with
strange auroras of personality. Such
he supposed heaven might be; or in
another form, hell. Nearer than all
else a dream seemed to Hoag like a
great film drama. Nothing in life so
nearly approached the magic and the
nower of his dreams.

What, after all, was any big dream
but a vast movie on a screen flung
by the soul?

Nibbling soda biscuits, with an occa-
sional egg, drinking hot water, he was
sure no sort of liver attachment had
anything to do with the dreams he had.

»
T all these dreams on the island
O one was superbly the most
peculiar. There was a con-
stant thud of water on the sand that
night and a low moan of the surf and
the scrub. A thick, hard back-log
sputtered and flared in the fireplace.
That log would be burning at dawn.
There were moments asleep when he
seemed to feel the play of the fire-
light. Then a cold grey light came
over the sand. By some twist of
things he found himself occupying a
limb of a large willow, a thin, swaying
J:mb that gave him no sense of weight.

On ;he sand beneath he gazed at a
curious yet familiar sight. A man lay
there, perhaps asleep. Sweater, cap
and shoepacks—he knew that man.
Just a common unconscious man who
was not dead, but had no motion.
This man had a sort of flickering light
on him as though from a fire. And
he said to himself that the man was
known in life as one Martin Hoag.
Perhaps Hoag was dead? But it made
no difference.

“Qh, yes it does—it does!” a voice
seemed to say as clear as the stroke
ol a bell on a silent night.

Whose voice? Not Hoag’s. He was
still motionless. It was in the tree.
A voice he knew better than his own.
A woman’s voice. He looked to see
where it came from. It seemed
absurd; that the voice of a woman
whose form he had seen only in an
office, on a crowded street, in cafes,
in a church, in a theatre—should be
here without any bodily form, without
clothes; nothing but the light of an
immortal face like the coming -of
dawn in the bouszhs of the tree there
on the island.

®

HE boom of the surf drowned it.
T The man on the sand went out
of sight. A flicker of light

came in many colors like the clouds
at daybreak. The tree vanished. The
next thing Hoag seemed to know he
was lying just as he was when he
went to bunk alone in the cottage
with the back-log fleering at him. He
made an effort to rise. He could not.

Legs and arms would not move. No
joint of his body moved.

He had no

They had been sent to corral him back to

the city and he knew it.

feeling. He was a numb man. Sud-
denly, as a thrill of something like
an electric shock passed through him
he found himself sitting up. The
joints -at the middle of his body
worked. But his arms were dead—-
with surges of electric vibrations alt
over his body; until he was ‘able to
move his fingers and somehow coax
one arm over to the other. Then he
began to rub himself.

By the time he was done rubbing
his body he was out of bed. Then he
remembered the dream. Whatever a
dream is.

”

LL that day he was conscious
of .amazing energy. He ran
miles and had no sense of

fatigue. The wind fought with the
lake and lashed it to fury. The spray

_of his stalkers.

‘ing away from the

drenched him. - Icicled came on the
driftwood. He had no sense of cold.
He turned in his tracks and saw one
The man refused to
come near him. Ten such men might
have feared him that day. i
himself the soul of violence; as though"
he were part of the storm.

Then as he went to the bungalow 5
and flung on a log at dusk came -4’
torment of insane desires. All he
had left behind in the city came back
to him; all the hunger, the music, the"
flaring lights, the sense of the crowd;
the smell of the theatre, the shimmer
c¢f the movies, the color of women's’
clothes—and he felt like a madman:’
His usual sparing supper drove him '
to a frenzy of wolfish hunger for more:
All the food he had in the cottas®
would not have been enough. He
rushed out; blindly over the sand int?
the dropping wind—till he came to ’
the little church that he had so often’
wondered about. With frenzied fin-
gers he forced the lock and went i
The place was dark and damp. He
lighted one of the lamps and went:
forward to the pulpit. Behind it was:
the little reed organ. Feeling like:
a pagan he sat down and flung back
the lid, pulled the stops and begalt
to play. What it was he knew not;
it seemed to be part of the storm that
thundered along the beach and the
wind rattling at the loose windows.

e shut his eves. Soon, out of the
jargon of sounds, he heard the out~
lines of a strange, haunting melodY:
On the trail of that tune he began 0
see a procession of figures; a silent.
shadowy coming and going of people
on what might have been a screen;
crowds as though on holiday pent:.
streets of pleasure; women and mem
and children; among them every now
and again—the woman he had seell
in the dream. And her eyes were
always upon him. She had a smile
¢f mingled expression—pride, wealths
ambition, sympathy. g

The crowd vanished. He saw her
again—with Markham, at glittering
tables, dressed in gorgeous array, cotis
cuming pleasure. Again bhe saw her
alone. She was frightened. Her face.
blanched. Her eyes were full of
Wazing fear; .of sudden, unbelievad
Imowledge. She shrank into nersel b
and turned to some wall, stretch@"I
out her hands in some appeal WBe# S
there seemed to be just one who coul 4 a8
help her, and he was away. L

So he lost track of the music. ﬂe B
left the organ, not seeing the window®’ -
at each of which there was a real B
man face peering in. He was
out on the  sand again.
lake he
b wheré.
fire-.
are

over to the edge of the scr
he -gathered wood and built a
The wind was dying down. The fl
of the fire flung itself across the san_s‘ :
and the scrub. Out of the da,rknes‘:
hevond he saw men coming to #
him. Four or five of them. TBEES
ware Markiam’s men. He kneW B
He rose and went out to meet the .
They had been sent to corral
back to the e¢ity and he knew it.

(To be continued.)
»

N epileptic dropped in a fit an

quickly rushed to a hospital.

moving his coat the nurse ng
a piece of paper pinned to the 1in
“To inform the house surgeon thaf tgl
is just a plain fit, My appendix bas e
ready been removed twice.”

g

He felti

plos

Keer
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KEEP the HOME FIRES BURNING

N a January evening,
O some while ago, Jon
- Gray, amid his family,
kneeling, prayed for

snow, and for hard, cold weather.
For he and his elder lads had
Sawn down great elm trees in
the bush which as yet no team
had hauled out to the log piles
on the lake bank where the

YOU will find im no other paper ang)wkere, such pictures
of the people who mot so many years ago were on the
front line of battle in our Canadian bush in the days of

JONATHAN GRAY’S WOMAN

By - THE EDITOR

And now began the day’s work.
First a peep at her bread-rising.

Yes, it must be mixed at once;
but first on with the chess in
the pot to feed the hogs. After
the dough-mix, sunlight stream-
ing into the glad kitchen, she
ignored the breakfast dishes
until after she had handpicked
enough beans for dinner, since
beans must go on early, and but

rafts were to roll down in the
Spring. Shriveled wheat, poor
€orn, lean hogs and few cattle,
It was Highly needful that Jon
Gray, on the third homestead,
fhould raise money on elm logs.

“Heigho!” with a last look out
at the moaning great shadow
Over the restless lake. “’Tis an
fast wind that crackles the ice
this night and it should fetch the
fnow—it should!”

And in ten minutes, with the
big stove damped off, the pipe
frackling and the bread set to
Jise on the wood-pile behind, the
one lamp by which the Gray
folkks went to bed was popped
out. Sleep came to all; but it
- Was no deeper nor more silent
Zl;an the steady westward drive
. the storm that coiled itself
c;'st and white about the mud-

inked log house of Jon Gray.
thgome while after the wind to

o right about shoved the cur-

DS off the stars and sent the
:;emury down twenty degrees
ore, Jon Gray thrust cut a
gna_ﬂed hand in the dark and
;?(‘)“bed“his trousers from the
Winl(; He dragged them to_ the

4 OW and looked out.
Voizzoman'” he said, with the
o of a hard, “it’s comed—the

OW. The snow—I tell you!”
dr;z:en he 1§ghted the lamp on the home-made little
Besa er, I}Eartha beheld clouds of steam from Jon’s

. st‘ Minus his boots, down at the kitchen stove,
oy g}ll‘med away downstairs, waking all the children

ey might knyw about the miracle of the snow.
ur::dkitchen fire was out. Box stove in the parlor
e that only Sundays because dry wood was scarce
o green-bush country of the swamp elm. Jon
ang da grab for the smut-globed lantern on the wall

Ckm‘«ascended upon the great stove, barricaded by
Witn a.yb and green beechwood, behind and below,
all A arrage of leg-boots and a camouflage of mitts
Smidan; out there on the wood to dry with the cat

ips under—and thank the stars, the cat had

Not
: Spent the night coiled up on the swaddle of the
€ad-rising pan.

I, :
F "}MES crackling up the pipe, all dampers shut,
e ron kettle on, cap down over his ears, mitts
Sta under the stove, Jon thrust his head up the

“I'way, bawling,

Itg Dx;stthen, all on ye that’s to come. You boys!”
8 1o 1 five o’clock and we’ve to go sawloggin’ this
o he sno-ow!”
ar:;a:(: DIOUghe(.l to the crackling stars and the

Amog; hens still on the roost, the few cattle

st;(:kalf. bu.rled in the snow and the straw of
angy » bigs into warm storage in a cave of straw.
i ent the stable door and two horses whinnied.
© hove zero, but no wind. Before Jon had hay into

Stoye in e;; Martha was down to the raging, red-hot

, e ice-cold kitchen. Two boys past school

€ ¢
the s?;n e thumping down each to his own boots by
ad ¢, Ve, cach with ~ Cosh! and a shiver. FEldest
“Bo}gk the Water-pail,
“No. v OU Got my mitts!”

Wher;.l ain’t, Tourn has a hole in the thumb.
Eaﬂ: the milkpail, ma?”
88 of the muskrat caps down, out they went

Series Illustrated by T. G. Greene

to the barn, while Martha put on the porridge, un-
jacketed cold-boil potatoes, sliced pork and set the
tabie. Loose guernsey over her dress and long
stockings over her shoes, she moved over the steam-
ing kitchen by lamplight like a stout ghost of sudden
labor. When man and boys came in each had his
load; Jon witn a pail of chess from the barn to boil
for the pigs; one lad with a dribble of half-frozen
milk in a pail; the other with a huge armiul of wood.

Breakfast was on by soon after six; to each a level
plate of piping hot porridge. Being not milk enough
to go round, Jon took butter on his. :

«And thanks be I to get it, when I can,” said he.
“p]l take it with gravy yet.” :

Martha brought on the tin teapot, platter of pork
and fried potatoes.

“Ay, a gude breakfast it is,” boomed Jon. “All on
you clean up plates, I tell you. We shall be 'ungry
before noon. Man, but it’s a beauty snow.”

Out with the lantern again, as yet not a shimmer

of dawn; on with the chains to the bunks and out
with the horses, and by the first crawl of new light
in the east, man and two lads were clattering away
back the lane and into the bowels of the white bush
to go at the skidup and the haul-out of the sawlogs.
All the children were up now, the four schoolgoers,
least of whom was seven, all excited over the snow.
“Sleigh’s brolke the road, ma,” said the oldest. “We
can go to school. Can't we?”
Martha pondered that, not sure of the little lad,
who cried a bit at the idea of staying at home.
The day was clean as 2 diamond and still.
“Oh, well, there’ll be no storm, I guess,” said she.
)Eldest of the four plunged out with an old axe
to chop the water hole in the pond for the cattle.
Martha packed the dinner baskets and bundled
up the quartette with handmade coats, and scarves
and caps all of her own make, and with a glad heart
sent them all off to the road for the two-mile
trudge eastward to the ‘school.

for the rush with mitts and the
like would have been picked
evening before. Then the dishes.
Next, on with an old smock of
Jon’s and a scarf round her head
and out with the boil-stuff to
the scrawny pigs, meanwhile
feeding the hens dry, shruunk-
wheat, with never an egg o ex-
pect before Easter. Dried-apples
on for sauce. While beans and
apples stewed and boiled, up
aloft went Martha to make the
five cold beds. Already the
eldest lad had gone creaking out
the lane with a great load of
snow-spattered logs, while Jon
and t'other lad went putting
down more trees that now and
again, as she paused in the music
of her labor to listen, Martha
could hear thudding down on
many a bush farm all over the
great white land above the lake.

OH, the joy of the log time!
The hunger of noon and the
dinner!

The
seventy-five
in the spring!

In a blaze of glory and snow
the red-cheeked, fresh-lunged
crew came booting in. Not a
minute late was Martha with the dinner, or she
must have heard from Jon the big, diligent tyrant
of the logs. And when they had gone again, her
kitchen got ready for the bread-bake, which she had
kneaded and loaved into the tins. For supper, also,
a johnnycake. Plenty corn-meal; but—no molasses.
Syrup? No sugair to spare for that. No likelihood
of store-going for days now since the logs began
to come out. Five miles to the store. Perhaps
Saturday, with the schoolers home, she might walk
to the village. .

Thinking so, Martha paused in her labors to look
out. The kitchen was glooming. The bush where
the man and the boys were was suddenly swallowed
in a swirl of winded snow. The road was smoking.
The great lake was clean gone. Even the barn was
peering out vaguely in a cowl of white vapor. The
world was all changed since noon. One of those
sudden lake-shore blows that tore up all the loose
white and flailed it everywhere with brooms of
terrible biting cold.

Martha, with all her cheerful labors, was suddenly
lonesome. She lighted a lamp and flung in more
wood. Time the children were here—or the men
coming out. Time for all those abroad to be homing.
The wind was thickening to a great drive of fresh
snow. A head wind pranking up the line in caravans
of white enough to beat back any legs but the
stoutest; and Jon—would be sure to scoida her for
letting the youngest go.

Maybe in the swirl that now enveloped both house
and barn some load went reeling outwards in the
lane; she scarcely knew. The fifth? She had counted
on four only. But Jon was a hustling man.

Qo from the warm kitchen smelling ~f the new-
haked bread and full of stove music, Martha, bundling
herself in great wads of clothes, set out suddenly
with an armful of wraps, footing through the hard-
packed drifts to meet the younkers.

(Continued on page 18.)

perhaps
log-money

prospect of
dollars
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The Recruit Prepares for Overseas—=By ESTELLE M. KERR

- HE scene was laid in a fashion-

I able tea-room where groups

of young people were. con-

suming tea (with plenty of

cake and sugar) at five o’clock. Every

{able was occupied when I entered,

but my two friends were already

ensconsed in a secluded corner and
beckoned me to join them.

“We ordered tea without waiting
for you,” said the Pretty Girl.

“A 1little military discipline will
make you more punctual,” said the
Capable One, and then I made my ex-
cuses. There was a formidable list.
I had just discovered that a dozen
passport photographs were necessary
and I had only provided myself with four; my
steamer trunk developed a broken hinge and required
First Aid, the sweater 1 had endeavored to dye
khaki color was a casualty and had to be replaced,
then there was my sleeping car reservation. . . -
“Jt’s all very well for you, but I've never crossed the
ocean in war time and I find the very thought of it
tremendously exciting!”

«“There are some real veterans at the next table,”’
said the Pretty Girl--“a major and a captain, each
with two wound bars, the other one hasn’t been
across yet. I wish they would talk a little louder.
1 am sure that what they are saying is tremendously.
interesting. When you see girls so engrossed in
each other’s conversation they are sure to be talking
about clothes!”

As if in answer to her wish, one of the young
veterans raised his voice and said, with emphasis:

“Now take my advice.  Buy as little as possible
till you get to England. The cloth is better—it will
outwear two of the stuff they are using here—the
boots, too, are better and cheaper, except the high
rubber boots—better take a pair of them with you!”

“It’s clothes with them, too,” remarked the Capable
One. “Another proof that men’s brains are not
superior to ours!” The Capable Girl is an ‘English
suffragette and has gone to prison for “The Cause.”

« . And don’t collect any more of those

ridiculous tin shaving mirrors,” continued the Cap-
tain, “they aren’t a bit of use once they're bent, and
you can always get a . glass from a periscope if you
haven’t anything else. You will throw away half
the truck your lady friends give you, as soon as you
get to England, and you’ll shed the rest in France.”

“Just what you were telling me!” I said. “There
seems to be a great similarity between the people
at that table and this, for you two are veterans, while
I am a new recruit. It is a perfect shame that you
girls haven’t your uniforms and wound bars, too!”

“But we haven’t been wounded!”

“Surely typhoid and blood poisoning should count
just the same!” 1 helped myself to brown bread and
declined sugar, while my companions added two
lumps to their tea and chose the white bread.

“We did without these luxuries for so long,” they
said, “and pretty soon we shall be obliged to forego
them again, but perhaps it is just as well for you
to get into training!”

Then, true to the traditions of our sex, we began
to talk about clothes.

HE Pretty Girl expects to travel in her V. A. D.
nurse’s uniform, the Capable Girl has got her
chauffeur’s - outfit—breeches, greatcoat and cap of
horizon blue—but'I am not to purchase my khaki
uniform until 1 arrive in London and, since I must
travel in mufti, the topic of clothes is most absorbing:
What to take, what to sell, what to give away. But
the advice was the same as that given at the next
table: Take only necessities and don’t buy anything
till you get to Enegland—excent rubber boots.

It was not like the good old days of clothes talk at
an afternoon tea. We didn’t mention French heels,
~hiffons or laces. We planned to get boots large
enough to be comfortable with two pairs of woollen

True to the traditions of our sex, we discussed clothes.

ctockings, we discussed durability rather than style,
and even considered the advisability of flannel under
garments with stitched seams that will not hold
what the veterans refer to as “the cooties.”

“And by all means take your fur coat,” said the
chauffeur. “Many a time I've slept in mine under
the stars in France!” She tells me that laundries
are not around every corner in the war zone, and
that visits to the hairdresser and manicurist will be
scarce and hot baths a rare luxury.

The Pretty Girl has small, white hands, with
shining pink nails, and she moves them expressively
while she talks. “I had a letter from one of the
nurses to-day,” she said, “and she tells me they have
had to re-paint the kitchen at B—— because I
serubbed all the paint off!”

She served for over a year in a convalescent hon .=
in England and during that time her fiancee was
killed in action, but she continued her work, sigued
up for the duration of the war and was sent to France.
Her health was impaired by the hardships of last
winter and, after an attack of typhoid, she returned
to Canada on leave, but will soon be strong enough
to resume her work and expects to get sailing orders
any day.

“I do hope we run across each other in France,”
she said. “You are always meeting someone you
know! One night last winter I was on duty waiting
for a convoy of wounded that didn’t arrive until
92 am. I thought the chauffeur’s
face was familiar, so I spoke
to her and discovered that we
had gone to boarding-school to-
gether! She told me she had
been on duty for 32 hours and
didn’t expect to get to bed
until ten o’clock the next morn-
ing! But she loved the work—
they all do.”

“There’s nothing like it!”
said the Capable Girl, “but if
was rather a pull when they
asked me to sign up for dura-
tion. I'm rather pessimistic
about the length of the war!
and it was somewhat of a shock
when I learned that my outfit
included a gas helmet!”

The Capable Girl is used to
driving on shell-struck roads,
for she acted as a chauffeur-nurse for a French
hospital during the first year of the war, until she
contracted blood-poisoning from assisting at an
operation without rubber gloves. fince then she
has been making recruiting speeches serving in the
Woman’s Land Service Corps in England, and more
recently went on a lecture tour in th2 United States,
where she enlisted ‘as chauffeur for the front line
canteens established by the Y. M. C. Al for the
American Expeditionary Force. Apart from
other qualifications, she is a good French scholar,
and one of her duties is to act as interpieter to the
American soldiers. Her equipment, transportation
and living expenses are provi‘ded by the Association,
but she gives her work voluntarily.

She was waiting for a convoy of wounded.

her”’

Compared to this, thé work I have
undertaken to do seems very tame and
unromantic, consisting chiefly of der-
ing and 1‘epé,iring a motor delivery van
which ~ distributes” supplies to the
French military hospitals. I shall
probably be .detained some time in

ing department, but however dull it
may be in reality, in anticipation it has
all the charm of a great adventure,
and 1 consider myself very Ilucky
indeed to have finally obtained the
long-fought-for passport which enables
me to proceed overseas to work for
the French War Emergency Fund,
that accepted my services last July.

I hope that the readers of The Courier will be suffi-
ciently interested in my exploits to read the letters
that I intend to write from overseas.

' The Capable Girl and I expect to sail on the same
day, but she goes from New York to Bordeaux and 1
travel from Saint John to Liverpool. The pretty
V. A. D. will follow soon, but we may never meet, for
she serves under the British Red Cross, I serve
under the French War Ministry, and the Capable Girl
cerves under the American Y. M. C. A: So three of

the Allies were represented at our Council of War, -
and though we didn’t decide the fate of nations, we

arrived at several conclusions that seemed to me
most important—such as the advisability of bed
socks, leather leggings and a thermos bottle. Per:
haps they are more important than they seem, for
as we left the nearly empty tea-room we overheaf'd
the young major at the next table telling his brother
cfficers of the steel cigarette case that had twice
caved his life.

Keep the Home Fires Burning
(Continued from page 17.)

The wind blew her down the road. Log-load®
passed her. No sleighs met her. Sometimes the
children got a lift home on empty bobs.

"On and on she went. Had Jon gone with his last
load he would soon be—whrrh-whrrh! screamed the
wind through the snake fences and over
the smoking fields; great swats of cold
that buffed her as she went.

Till like a little flock of sheep SB®
found the four of her children all cuddled
for a brief spell in the lee of a big willoW
clump by the jog:

«Come—come!” she called; and sBe
gathered them to her as a hen her brood_'
wrapping the seven-year firs’
with some old guernsey and
the rest as best she might; aB
with the lot of them at he’

somewhat manfully pushin®
ahead, she broke the Wilt
from them and lugged them al
back, back and back agains!
the cruel, cutting, buffetin®
norwester what seemed to P2
miles homeward.

Suddenly one lad halted and screamed:

“Ma—I hear a sleigh{”

A’bit late from the dump of the last load: whicl
Jon himself had driven to the shore, the man glam”
banged his team into the lane.

“What's that now?’ he bawled at the lad WH7
came from the barn. “Storm it is, then—I tell you:
What say?” :

“Cows mnot foddered, dad.
away——" 3

“Surely—surely—then she’s' agone down the T
for the childern. I know. Come then!” .

Jon wheeled the log-team and drove at a galloP:

Not for him to comnlain this day of a late supp®”

(To be continued.)

I guess mother™

oad

London and serve a term in the pack- .

-

skirts, the two bigger lads
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CHAPTER VIL

ER little gasoline-driven car—-,
delicate as though a jeweler
had made it—was waiting

for them under the canopy
beside the house, when they went

“out. She delayed a moment to ask
*Alan  to

let down the windows;
the sky was still clear, and the sun-
Shine had become - almost warm,
thOIlgh the breeze was sharp and cold.

"'AS the car rolled down the drive, and
“he turned for a long look past her to-

Ward -the lake, she watched his ex-
bression.

“It's like a great shuttle, the ice
there” she commented, “a monster
Shuttle nearly = three hundred miles
long, A1l winter it moves back and
forth across the lake, from east to
West and from west to east as the
Winds - change, blocking each shore ,
half the time and forcing the winter
boats to fight it always.”

“The gulls go opposite to it, I sup-
bose, sticking to open water.”

“The gulls? That depends upon the
Weather. ‘Sea-gull, sea-gull’” she
Quoted, “ ‘sit on the sand; It's never
fair weather  when youwre on the
lang:» -

Alan started a little.
that?” he agked.

“That rhyme? One which the wives
Of the lake men teach their children.

ifl You remember that too?”

“After you said it.”

“Can you remember the rest of it?”

‘‘Green to Green—Red to Red,”
Alan repeated to himself. *‘Green to
8reen’ and ‘then something about—

OW is it, ‘Back her—back and stop-
Der.! ”»

“What was

-
an‘;’f:at’s from a lake rhyme too, but
S €r one!” she cried. “And that’s
Dilo a good one. It’s one of the
2 Tules that every lake person
= ‘:’:- Some skipper and wheelsman
i em to rhyme years ago, and the
ching men teach the rhymes to their
3 Ten 20 that they’ll never go wrong
eira ship. It keeps them clearer in
e heads than any amount of gov-
ent printing. Uncle Benny used

0
- §ay they've saved any number of
Ollisiong,

@ 3
Meeting steumers do not dread,”

" reciteq

P?rl’:en you see three lights ahead!
¥ Your helm and show your red.
. lfassing steamers you should try
!‘eezep this maxim in your eye,
A to Green—or Red to Red—

€ct safety-—go ahead.

in safety and in doubt,

oui*’ﬂkeep a good lookout,

wp Ul there he no room to turn,
“P your ship and go astern.”
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ONCERNING the mysterious fate of old Ben Corvet, head of

Corvet, Sherrill and Spearman, great lakes shippers in Chi-

cago.

Corvet suddenly disappears.

Alan Conrad, from Kansas,

has the contract of making the discovery. Previously unknown
to himself, he is the'son of Corvet. Conrad searches his father’s
house and discovers an intruder who is trying to find something
and thinks Conrad is the ghost of somebody who is connected
with the Miwaka. What was the Miwaka?

”

“Now we're coming to your ‘back and
stopper’:

“If to starboard Red appear,

'Tis your duty to keep clear;

Act as judgment says is proper.

Port or starboard—back or stop her!

But when on your port is seen

A steamer with a light of Green,

There’s not much for you to do

The Green light must look out for
you.” g

She had driven the car swiftly on
the boulevard to the turn where the
motorway makes west to Rush Street,
then it turned south again toward the
bridge. As they reached the ap-

. proach to the bridge and the cars con-

gested there, Constance was required
to give all her attention to the steer-
ing; not until they were crossing the
bridge was she able to glance at her
companion’s face.

To westward, on both sides of the
river, summer boats were laid up, their
decks covered with snow. On the
other side, still nearer to the bridge,
were some of the winter vessels; and,
while the motor was on the span, the
bells began ringing the alarm to clear
the bridge so it could turn to let
through a great steamer just in from
the lake, the sun glistening on the ice
covering its bows and sides back as

far as Alan could see.

Forward of the big, black, red-
banded funnel, a cloud of steam bel-
lowed up and floated back, followed by
another, and two deep, reverberating
blasts rumbled up the river majesti-
cally, imperiously. The shrill little
alarm bells on the bridge jangled more
nervously and excitedly, and the police-
man at the south end hastily signalled
the motor cars from the city to stop,
while he motioned those still on the
bridge to scurry off; for a ship de-
sired to pass.

“Can we stop and see it?” Alan
appealed, as Constance ran the car
from the bridge just before it began
to turn.

HE swung the car to the side of
the street and stopped; as he
gazed back, he was—she knew—seeing
not only his first great ship close by,
but having his first view of his people
—the lake men from whom now he
knew from the feeling he had found
within himself, and mot only from
what had been told him, that he had
come.

The ship was sheathed in ice from
stem to stern; tons of the gleaming,
crystal metal weighed the forecastle;
the rail all round had become a frozen
bulwark; the boats were mere hum-
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mocks of ice; the bridge was encased,
and from the top of the pilot house
hung down giant stalactites which an
axeman was chopping away. Alan
could see the officers on the bridge,
the wheelsman, the lookout; he could
see the spurt of water from the ship’s
side as it expelled with each thrust of
the pumps; he could see the whirlpool
about the screw, as slowly, steadily,
with signals clanging clearly some-
where below, the steamer went through
the draw. From up the river ahead of
it came the jangling of bells and the
blowing of alarm whistles as the other
bridges were cleared to let the vessel
through. It showed its stern now;
Alan read the name and registry
aloud: “ ‘Groton of Escanaba!’ Is that
one of yours, Miss Sherrill; is that one
of yours and my—Mr. Corvet’s?”

She shook her head, sorry that she
bhad to say no. “Shall we go on now ?’*t

The bridge was swinging shut
again; the long line of motor cars,
which had accumulated from the boule-
vard from the city, began slowly to
mc 3. Constance turned the car down
the »arrow street, fronted by ware-
hous.  which Alan had passed the
morninz before, to Michigan Avenue,
with th: park and harbor to the left.
When she glanced now at Alan, she
saw that a reaction of depression had
followed excitement at . seeing the
steamer pass close by.

Memory. if he could call it that, had
given him s feeling for ships and for
the lake; a single word—Miwaka—a
childish rhyme and story, which he
might have heard repeated and have
asked for a bundred times in baby-
hood. K.t ihese recollections were
only wha: those of a three-years’ child
might have been. Not on]yAdid they
refuse to connect themselves with any-
thing else, but by the very finality of
their isolation, they warned him that
they—and perhaps a few more vague
memories of similar sort—were -all
that recollection ever would give him.
He caught himself together and turned
his thoughts to the approaching visit
to Sherrill—and his father’s offices.

BSERVING the towering buildings
to his right, he was able to iden-
tify some of the more prominent struc-
tures, familiar from photographs of
the city. Constance drove swiftly a
few blocks down this bouievard; then,
with a sudden, “Here w2 are!” she
shot the car to the curht and stopped.
She led Alan into one of the tallest
and best-looking «of tie buildings.
where they took an eleva’»r placarded
“Fxpress” to the fifteenth floor.

On several of the doo s opening
upon the wide marble hali wherg, the
elevator left them, Alan saw the
names, “Corvet, Sherrili and Spear-
man.” As they passed. without enter-
ing, one of these doo < which stood
propped open, and he .ooked in, he got
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Marvellous Mdme. Kollontay

The Strange Spell of Laurier
UR old friend, the elusive Ethiopian, who used
to hide around the wood pile—befo de wah—
seems to have caught on to the camouflage
idea. He couldn’t change his skin, so he

_ slipped into the coal-bin. He’s in there some place,
but nobody knows just where. Fuel controllers, all
kinds of commissioners, and about one hundred per
cent. of the fuel-less furnace-tenders of the country
are out rustling for him, but so far they haven’t
located his dusky hide either in the anthracite or
the bituminous. Perhaps it is because the crowd
won’t look long enough in the one place. The mine
operators say he’s in the coal cars; the railroad man
swears he’s somewhere between the coal seam and
the pit mouth; industrial concerns declare the
1. W. W. are harboring him in the labor councils of
the coal miners; the commissioners seem too
muddled to mention much of anything; and the fuel
controllers look very wise, whisper about war
measures and yell CONSERVATION.

In an interview given to Thomas R. Shipp and
printed in the World’s Work, Dr. Garfield, the U. S.
Fuel Controller, denies very definitely that the
shortage is a .matter of minus in the measure of
production. The “patriotic” miners and operators
have increased production 50,000,000 tons above
normal, he declares. But, he reminds us, war babies
——munitions and so on, have increased consumbption
100 millions of tons above the normal. The extra
50- millions of tons—for the war babies—must be
taken from the cordinary consumer and, says he,
CONSERVATION will do it. More coal cars would
turn the trick if there were more locomotives to
haul them.

Many of the larger mines with workers enough
to run full time have been forced to average a little
more than half their full capacity because of lack
of cars. Some of these miners have gone three days
and, in some cases a week, without mining a pound
of coal—the mine and the men in enforced idleness.

Even if there were coal cars enough, there are
not locomotives to haul them. Not enough of either
to permit the mining of the coal. The total produc-

Between Two Thieves.

__Norman Lindsay, in Sydney Bulletin.

tion of coal in the year amounts to more than 30
million carloads—just abcut half of all the freight
moved in the United States. The deficiency in trans-
is again aggravated by the enormous
amount of additional transportation which the war
has brought on the railroads. Of the new locomo-
tives now being,manut‘actured a majority must be
gent to France for the transportation of guns, muni-
. tions, and supplies to the front.

So, goes on the Fuel Administrator, the miners
are not to blame for the coal shortage; the operators
are above reproach in the matter; and war traffic
has put an enormous load upon the transportation
companies and has first call before the services can
be used to attend to the needs of private citizens.
Then, putting statistics into epigrams, he says a lot
of things like this: “If every house-keeper in the
country (the United States) would save one small
shovel-ful of coal each day the saving would amount
to 15,000,000 tons a year.” And: “If every house-
keeper during the six winter months would save one
furnace shovel-ful of coal a day, it would amount
to 25,000,000 tons.” Which makes 40,000,000 tons out
of the 50,000,000 ton shortage and, as to the other
ten millions of tons, he hag, according to the latest
dispatches, just clapped on a conservation regulation
which will more than care for it by shutting down
industrial plants, big buildings and the like, and
giving themi an enforced holiday a day or so each
week until peace comes to chase the nigger out of
the coal pile for good.
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UR old idea that when the soul separates from
O the body it circles about in the empyrean as

a wisp of gaseous happiness—or is caught
along with a few miilion others in a super-heated
container on the nether side of the beyond, is being
challenged by many of the higher authorities nowa-
days. Eminent scientists and prominent publicists
seem to have been persuaded that iife after death
is much the same sort of an existence as it was in
the ante-mortem period, and Sir Arthur Conan
Doyle, in a lengthy article published in the Metro-
politan Magazine, gives quite a detailed account of
the life hereafter. His statements are founded on
evidence which he says “is fairly full and consistent.”
He finds the messages, upon which he has based his
findings, have “a great uniformity and an agreement
as to details which are not at all in accordance with
any pre-existing scheme of thought,” and he thinks
the “presumption of truth is very strong.”

«“The departed,” he says, “a]1 agree that passing
is usually both easy and painless, and followed by
an enormous reaction of peace and ease. The indi
vidual finds himself in a spirit body, which is the
exact counterpart of his old one, save that all disease,
wezkness, or deformity has passed from it. This
body is standing or floating beside the old body,
and conscious both of it and of the surrounding
people.. At this moment the dead man is nearer to
matter than he will ever be again, and hence it is
that at that moment the greater part of those cases
~noww where, his thoughts having turned to someone
in the distance, tne went with the
thoughts and was manifect “~ +the person. Out of
somie two hundred and fifty cases carefully examined
by Mr. Gurney, I think that one hundred and thirty-
tour of such apparitions were actually at this moment
of dissolution, when one could imagine that the new
spirit body was possibly so far matcrizl as to be
more visible to a gympathetic human eye than it
would later become.

«phese cases, however, are very rare in comparison
with the total number of deaths. In most cases I
imagine that the dead man is much too' preoccupied

spirit boay

with his own amazing experience to have much
thought for others. He soon finds, to his surprise,
that though he endeavors to communicate with thosé
whom he sees, his ethereal voice and his ethereal
touch are equally unable to make any impression
upon those human organs which are only attuned
to coarser stimuli. It is a fair subject for specula-
tion, whether a fuller knowledge of those sight ray®
which we know to exist on either side of the
spectrum, or of those sounds which we can prove
by the vibrations of a diaphragm to exist although
they are too high for mortal ear, may not bring us
some further psychical knowledge. Setting that-
aside, however, let us follow th~ fortunes of the de-
parting spirit. He is presently aware that there areé
others in the room besides those who were there in
life, and among these others, who seem to him a8
substantial as the living, there appear familial
faces, and he finds his hand grasped or his lip®
kissed by those whom he had loved and lost. Them
in their company, and with the help and guidanc®
of some more radiant being who has stood by and
waited for the newcomer, he passes to his own Sul”
prise through all solid obstacles and out upon his
new life.

“Hell, I may say, drops out altogether, but the ide?
of punishment, of purifying chastisement, in fact O
Purgatory, is justified by the reports from the other
side. Such punishment does not consist of gros®
bodily pain—there is no pain beyond—but it consists
in the fact that the grossest souls are in lower
spheres with a knowledge that their own deeds have
placed them there, but also with the hope that €X"
piation and the help of those above them will educate
them and bring them level with the others. In thi%.
saving process the higher spirits find part of their

employment. Miss Julia Ames, in her bea,uf;if‘l
- posthumous book, cays in memorable words: “Thes
greatest joy of Heaven is emptying Hell’ such

a sentiment as that is certainly an advance in
morality since the days when Gregory, a Father ©

the Church, and called a Saint, said that one of the
joys of the Blessed was watching the torments
the damned.”
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OW a personality grips a writer; how he sees |
H that personality in spite of circumstance®
logic, trend of events, anything whateverl
powerfully expressed in a recent article by “Don?
Dounie,” in a Vancouver newspaper. Sir Wimid
Laurier is the hero figure who flings the spell over
the writer, and Sir Wilfrid’s ante-election visit
the Coast was the occasion.

Tor Sir Wilfrid, says the writer, is still in Can
the Premier. Because a premier should alway®
our very first citizen. (The term itself so implies’”
One, as we perceive, for whose reception no theat”
ie large enough, and whose cross-country voyag® ;
like a royal procession. He, at least, was not h”’“ad
merely by the select men of the enumerators alon® ‘;
But by the whole people.

The Prime Minister of Canada should be 0n€ o
whom a mixed community might have confide
and to whom a troubled country could look for 18
and leading. One who would trust them. One Whom
they could trust. N

A chief, a real leader, and no mere medioeri
can be led by interests and cliques. He must
be a political accident, but an inteliectuality’ 01‘;6
who does his own thinking, and not one who ¢&"
stampeded by conspiracy or dominated by geT
desertion.
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' And so the picture left, and the impr® ost

gathered, on thé departure of the distinguished 4 o8
P

we have delighted to honor, was this—a cham
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Ci the masses and the terror of the classes had
“Uescended once more into the arena. Panic seized
Lae monopolists, and the favorites and the profiteers
and the wire-pullers, at the spontaneous unprece-
dented popular ovation. So they must defeat him
by all means—foul or fair. And, for the moment
they did. But history shall say if liberty has theréby
been affirmed, and if proceedings so un-British can
e'fGI‘ tend to solidify the British Empire.

. For they perceived that a statesman had come to
3llflgmemt. One with more extended vision than all
his enemies, and more prescience than all his false,
myopic, and time-serving friends. A leader who has
lever heen elated by success nor dejected by disap-
V‘fﬂntment; whose conduct has never yet been in-
fienceq by any change of circumstances, to deviate
fmm the pure path of political integrity—he alone
W0Ssesses true fortitude of mind. Tried, as he has
been, by hoth extremes of fortune, and never dis-
turbed by either.

Calmly trusting the people, and leaving the rest
%0 Tine the great Avenger—Time, the corrector,
When our judgments err—he passes on his way amid
I}e cheers of thirty thousand people who would do
bim honor. And he takes up again cheerfully the
:‘;‘ief they have given him, to defend their case, on

© left of the Speaker’s Chair.

He Wwho ascends to mountain tops shall find,
The loftiest peaks most wrapped in clouds and
Snow,
€ Who surpasses or subdues mankind,
'}‘;qut look down on the hate of those below.
Ough far above the sun of glory glow,
Ang far beneath are earth and ocean spread,
found are icy rocks, and loudly blow,"
C‘)ll'tending tempests on his naked head;
0d thus reward the toil which to those summits led.”

8o, hail to the vanquished!

”

r HE fact that the Irish National Convention has
sat through over thirty sessions without dis-
i l‘ux?tion and is likely to wind up with a pro-
1 Wwhich shall amalgamate all factions, is the
'9:; Ol'ltstanding and astounding feature of recent
ae%mhlsml‘y. Only a modern St. Patrick could
ey It)lish the miracle—and according to those well
By . h(.a fence, Sir Horace Plunkett is the man who
. lagicked the thing through.
FO:U' Horace Plunkett,” says John McGrath, in the
Dightly Review, “as chairman cf the Irish Na:

On . : ; : 2 : z
' lal COnVentlon, is as inevitably the right man in

m’:hriight place as Parnell was inevitably the right
g all the'right place when he succeeded Isaac
r“’marks Nationalist leader in 1879. And it is very
ey ina,ble Lhow the ideas of these two great Irish-
3 regard to Ireland run on parallel lines. They
on():‘.“‘ted from the jumping off place of national
.1cs. Parnell said to the farmers: ‘Keep a

Do cfr;},) of Your homesteads.” Plunkett, when that
ang Ac?s assured of ultimate success through the
o, said.f)f“ISSI'and the subsequent Land Purchase
1eam . ! “Having got possession of your holdings,

5 OW to make the most of them.”
ar S. Herbert declares, in the Nineteenth Cen-

Ury, :
i that with gip Horace as chairman, the conven- .

t will evolve a system cf government acceptable
co:l?trties-—“a Government native to the soil
Yespon ‘;Y for which Irishmen themselves would
\ namameni ble and which would carry on in a native
.venn()n the educative process, begun at the con-
Sy 0‘ of getting to know each other better.” Of
“He 'ace, Mr. Herbert says:

“nklﬁdlz an Irishman, as President Roosevelt rather
Tathep shsa?d’ of whom Ireland is not worthy. Slight,
hig - ¥ in manner, but with a dry wit peculiarly
to the ;’a, man of innumerable friends, disinterested
&“‘éry ;mt of refusing to take his official salary,
ut’“ltn ack the-Giant-Killer when it is a question
gy bg against an abuse no matter how buttressed
;3 / ui}:;o:elﬂsh interests, with the idealism of a
Sahag one and the practical sense of a Colbert—
igﬁviﬁromot € Mmore than perhaps any man in Ireland
“Msh 1, me his country’s prosnerity. Imagine an
! a, lﬁ“(‘i’mte .with all the fervor of the Spanish
: eep, i;l s‘teevotmg himself to improving the breed
: %""ﬁarati:d of riding them down, and to setting
V@ creameries instead of tilting at
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windmills, and you have Sir Horace Plunkett.”
“People who forget the most recent Irish history—
always with the exception of ‘Baster Week'-—speak

Cabout the Trinity College Regent House Convention

as if it were the first representative gathering of all
g:lasses and creeds of Irishmen in this or any other
age. Why, Mr. Horace Plunkett established such a
body nearly twenty years ago—and-not an ad hoc
one like the present, but a veritable periodic Parlia-
ment of Ireland composed of all sections of the com-
munity, and, strange to say, with almost exactly the
game number of members as the Irish representation
in the Imperial Parliament under the Act of Union.
And during all these years this Irish Parliament,
composed of Catholics and Protestants, Nationalists
and Orangemen, Southerners and Northerners, has
heen quietly doing the biggest business of the
country, outside legislation, and never has there
been heard in connection with its deliberations the
slightest suggestion of bhad feeling or disorder, not
to speak of such a scene as that which recently
occurred in Palace Yard under the shadow of the
Mother of Parliament§ itself.”

“The TIrish Parliament cf Sir Horace Plunkett is
called the Council of Agriculture. Tt has 104 mem-
bers, consisting of a minority nominated by the De-
partment itself from each of the four provinces, and
a majority elected by the County Councils.”

»

MID the new awakening to life which is one
A_ of the most stirring of the signs of the times,
the people are turning a critical regard to-
wards the organized church. There is a very general
proclamation that the Church has failed to fulfil its
mission in the present crisis. Edith Picton-Tubervill,
examining the criticisms and their causes in the
Nineteenth Century, comes to the conclusion that if
the Church has really failed it is because the Church
has set organization ahead of salvation.

Whether or not it is right to say that the Church
has failed, she says, surely depends upon what
standard of the Church’s mission to the world is
accepted. Her mission would perhaps be defined
differently by various schools of thought, yet few,
we believe, will deny that if the Church is to fulfil
its mission it must interpret to mankind the mind
of Christ, and represent Him to the world. The
mission of a National Church being to interpret Him
to the nation, we have to ask ourselves if it can be
said that the Church of England does represent to
the nation the Christ ideal? Do men and women
when thinking of the Church connect . it in their
minds with' that for which Christ lived, and with
what He taught? The question would be answered
variously, yet it is difficult not to come to the con-
clusion that the Church does not stand for this in
the eyes of the nation. If this be so, it is here that
the Church has failed. When the word “Church” is
heard, we must mournfully confess that it does not
necessarily convey to the listener that for which
Christ taught and for which He lived. p

If then the Church has failed in its mission, there
is no real cause for surprise that it has failed to be
a power in this crisis of the nation’s history. Though
the Church may bhe the first to adm’t its failure, 1t
seems, while deploring the fact, to have little power
to remedy it. Until just ordinary Church men and
women, instead of remaining silent on Church mat-
ters, express the'r aspirations, and have a more vital
share in Church life, it cannot, we believe, become
a living power. It is the laity that now seem to care
most for what is vital. The organized Church seems
to be capable of dealing only with matters that are
really immaterial to the larger issues. To these
larger issues the Church appears to be almost in-
different.

The Church needs converting; the organization is
«o often put first and life second; its dignity, status,
receives much consideration, other matters far more
vital too little. Thinés cannot be altered by showing
o little sympathy with labor here, a wider compre-
hension of the woman’s movement there; these
attempts to win those who are growing in power
and influence, though well meaning, are not oaly
pathetic, but futile. Someone has said that “It is in
the soul that things happen,” and these attempts to
win certain sections of society do not touch the soul
of the matter. This lies in not only a willingness.
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but a desire and ardent determination to put first
{hings first—the soul of the people first, the Church’s
organization second.

®

HE impertinent paragraphers on the European
F press are making many enquiries as to the

age of the lady — Madame Kollontay—who
holds a cabinet position in the Bolshevik govern-

Tommy (to the charger he has borrowed for a week-

end leave, after it has been down three times in ten

minutes): “Wot! On yer knees agen? Go on—get on

with it—‘Bless Pa and Ma an’ make me a good ’orse.
Amen.”

—Harry Rountree, in London Sketch.

ment. The Paris Debats says she is thirty-five, but
doesn’t look it—the others are content with merely
making enquiries. :

She is a full-fledged member, apparently, of the
creat triumvirate, says Current Opinion, no critical
decision being taken without her approval.- Precisely
as the real name of Trotzky is alleged to be Bron-
stein, or somsething like that, and Lenin is accused
of being Uljanoff, Madame Kollontay is set down as
really Frau or Fraulein Schwarzkopf, one of her an-
cestors being, it is said, a Jew. However, much in-
exact information about the lady has got into the
papers, especially as she declines to reveal her age.
There seems no doubt that she is legally divorced
from the Kollontay whose name she has borne for
a decade or so. She does not believe in marriage,
according to the Swiss dailies, which know her well.

Madame Kvullontay first drew the attention of the
western world to her personality when she was but
twenty-seven, her political or revolutionary debut
having been made in Switzerland. She was discov-
ered giving a series of “conferences” in Berne on
the subject of the proletariat, with which her sym-
pathy is marked and of which her comprehension,
avers the Gazette de Lausanne, is subtle. She knows
the Russian peasantry as few women of her appar-
ent culture and refinement know it. Madame
emerges in the character sketches of the Swiss
dailies as a temperamental brunet. Indeed, the
Lausanne daily goes so far as to say that to her
audience she often seemed on the verge of hysterics.
She has the witch’s eye, as the Ttalians say—a large,
open, dark and flashing eye, emitting something like
a spark in moments of excitement. The brows are
perfectly penciled and the lashes hang over heavily
with effects almost Oriental. The abundant and
chestnut hair is well combed. She is of a very ele-
gant figure, despite a tendency to embonpoint, cor-
rected, we réad, by a comprehension of the art of
the corsetiere. All her lines are elegant, like her
gestures, and no Parisienne ever fitted herself with
gkirts more clinging than the Kollontay’s.
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What Has Real Music to Do With Sex?

jdea that music and sex

are a team. Such people consider Tristan and
as one of the greatest art-works in the
tremendous four-hours’

Isolde
world, because it makes such a
fuss over the kind of thing that Wagner calls love. And
if our musical camoufleurs will take the trouble to drop
bit they will admit that half the in-
this spe'cies of love-music has nothing
even among

their camouflage a
terest they take in
whatever to do with self-sacrifice, which
beasts is seen to be a motif of love.

WeH, for the benefit of those who don’t make a clear
distinction between the passion of love-music and the
passion of music which is infinitely greater, one might in
passing pay a brief compliment to that sublime Sixth
Symphony of Tchaikowsky the Pathetique, most of which
was played by the revised Toronto Symphony Orchestra
at their first programme a few days ago.

There are at least three leading motifs in this symphony,
all tremendously beautiful. That in e Adagio is a quiver
of divine and disembodied emotion. It is a drama of
great tears with no story in it anywhere. You make your
own story, as I did. . And while the band played it over
and over in various forms, I noticed far above them in
the ceiling a curious dance of darkened light-bulbs, just
under the ventilator. The hot air was gpiraling up to get
away; the dead bulbs, white and glistening, swayed in a
cold and beautiful dance as the hand i
played far below. g

Passion? Well, not the sex sort, at
least.

11 the Macdowell Sea Song and the
Grieg extract (Solveig’s Song) from Peer
Gynr,, there were all sorts of emotional
figures and suggestions; but no liebestod
buziness. no furiosos of enchantment. The
Slavonic dance of Dvorak is, of course, a
carnival of sexless abandon. Much as the
conductor got out of the other works men-
tioned, he failed to get the inside color of
this. And if he had got it all, nobody in
the audience would have had a suggestion
of sex:; any more than he would in the
stupid whizz-bang Anacreon overture of
Cherubini at the top of the programime.

Pages of interesting stuff might be
written on this very interesting, though by
no means novel, programme. Welsman

always had the faculty of selecting good
programme material. With a band such
as he had the other night, native orches-
tra music ought to rekindle its fires in our
hearth. That band, augmented to full size,
could be made as good an aggregation as
any but the very best in America.
»

HE solo artist with the ovchestra was
T the picturesque and quite enchanting

young sylph whose portrait appears
on {his page. Ada Navarrete is a Yucat-
anese by birth and a Spaniard by descent.
Sha belongs temporarily to the Boston
Opera, and has been ginging opera in
Havana. Specifically Ada is a coloratura,
and she is the purest form of that chastely
perfect art imaginable. She floated de-
murely over the stage in a lovely  Car-
menesque gown—all too short—with a coy
little jet-black ringlet over her forehead.
When she came to the edge of the stage
she stopped, and began to sing. And -
everybody in the audience expected that
when she did two such numbers as Cara
Noma from Rigoletto, and the Mad Scene
from Donizetti’s Lucia, she could perpe-
trate an orgy of wild, warm incantation,
Not so. The little sylph, who looked like
a first counsin to Carmen, sang nothing—
except in her encores—but strings of

LOT of peovle have the By THE MUSIC EDITOR

peéarls and diamonds, touchea now
and again with dramatic fire, but
always that perfect, sexless coloratura; sexless except
that it was sung by a woman; sometimes as unincarnate
as the flute which so skilfully accompanied her in the

Beach

So the Yucatanescz coloratura from the land of Carmen,
»

A
the Academy Quartette in Toronto. The picture of
ably talented American woman On the stage dressed in a
at once think of mother in the kitchen frying doughnuts.
decollette, short-skirt, modern-sug‘geéti‘ve gow, ju"svtv})rink-
she intended to appear. She came on with nothing . but
in alinost as many forms without & twinge
Since hearing - Mrs. I have no

Mad Scene.
gixve nobody a sex thrill. And nobody wanted it. All she
gave them was what they wanted—ATrt.
GAIN in this connection consider Mrs. A'my H. Beach,
composer and pianist, who appeared recently with
Mrs. Beach on this page is a hit of an illusion. She is
several years older LOw; and when you see this remark-
simple, old-fashioned long-train gown of purple velvet,
with her silver-grey hair combed straight and sedate, you
Mrs. Beach is a wonderfully attractive woman.  As I went
into the hall I saw in the open dressing-room a lady in a
ing herself as though about to g0 on stage. No, that was
not Mrs. Beach. The composer came serenely fixed up as
the kindliest, sweetest dignity like mother _coming: down-
stairs.  ‘And she sat and played seven numbers of her own
of any sort of emotion except the sugges-
tion of musical art.
doubt that Bacon also wrote Shakespeare.
She seems equally at home in songs for

string and piano quintefte and women’s
* cantata—all that one programme. I
have no doubt that she could equally well
compose for the cello, the organ and the
fluta. And there is no reason why she
should not do so, except that sometime:
she seemed to have little or nothing to
say in some of those forms that might not
just as well have been left unsaid.

Her songs, however, are quite indi-
vidualistic, a few of them in spots a bit
reminiscent of Amy Woodford Finden. As
sung by Mrs. Macdonald and Mr. Stan-
bury they were quite inspiring features
of the programme. In her Prelude an'
Fugue Mrs. Beach rather inaptly reverted
to the Rachmaninoff Prelude and snatches

on

of the -Marche Militaire. 'The women'’s
cantata, expressively  sung by the Wo-

men’s Musical Club under the baton of
Peter . Kennedy, seemed to bhe an awk-
ward, but quite’ effective bit of writing.
But in the quintette, most surely Mrs.
Beach rose to the occasion and said some:
thing big, especially in -the last move-
ments. This work will hear cmlnpa‘rig(m
with some of the best in that class by
any composer. - Much of the success of
this number was due to the superb team
even . better form than. ever. The only
real defect in this programme was that
it reduced the Quartette to a sort of mu-

Miséha Levitzki, :.. . s . :
} sical agency for the exploitation of other

soloist at the
next T.S.0. cor talent.
<1 ceMty

”

THE MESSIAH IN PORT ARTHUR.
R. B. GUNTON SMALLEY, musical
. director’ of the Port Arthur‘l)hil—
harmonic Society, mildly objects to,' with-
out definitely. criticizing, what the musie
editor had to say in a recent issue about
The Messiah. He says: L
' (Concluded’ on' page 26.)

baritone and soprano—piano composition,

work of the Quartette who are playing in’
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W ITH the savage intensity of a hungry
tramp to a square meal, New York,

people and critics, have gone to the
Spanish dancers at the Park Theatre. This
battalion of Carmens is still dancing there,
While the most of the world struggles with
bkigh food and low coal. From what some of
the “critics” say we judge that music incar-
Nate has yet some thrills denied to those who
Prefer music invisible. And as music in the
flesh i really a play we reproduce on this

bage some of the cultured ravings on this
Subject,

Think? Oh, no, the Spaniards in the Park
flOn’t require you to think. No vague grop-
gs after ideals and man’s destiny in this
Stuff. The ideals are all real and man’s des-
Uny—apparently—is to realize the joys of
this dance,

Here is what Carl Van Vechten, who is an
authority on Spanish dance music, says in
the New vork Globe about this carnival In
the Land of Joy, some of whose inhabitants
are pictured on this page:

'l"l‘.he ‘Costumes, themselves, in their blaring
hlea“te@ colors, constitute the ingredients of an
orey; the music, now sentimental, now pulsing
With rhythmic life, is the best Spanish music
ge have yet heard in this country. The whole
Entertaiument, music, colors, costumes, dancing,
a!-“-i‘ all, is as nicely arranged in its crescendos
aqd"{:'i.ecreswcendos, its prestos and adagios as a
Zart finale. «The most beautiful costumes and
1ést ildes!: dancing are réserved for the wvery
- Scene"of all. The show is calculated to
‘c:tzp Y}"H{ in a dangerous state of mervous ex-

5% ’i‘;‘ent during the entire evening, to keep y:ou
youa‘ € for the rest of the night, and to entice

; to the theatre the next night and the next.

%cg as intoxicating as vodka, as insidious as
S Ne. . | The intricate ryhthms of Valverde's
‘COD';:P""WG music (not at all like ragtime syn-
b ion); the thrilling orchestration (I remem-

aps‘me dance which is accompanied by drum
senceand oboe, nothing else!); the gtter ab-
hapy, of tangoes ~(which are Argentine), and

usine“’l§ (which are Cuban), most of the
imec being written in two-four and three-four

o and the interesting use of folk tunes; the

a.mgal and very beautiful indifference of tha
3 do:ns' while ‘they are not dancing, suggesting
'hallstf}? Zm?aga paintings; the apparently inex-
Win le skill and variety of the dancers, who
Teet aUY‘namenbs around the melodies with their
ety Nd arms and heads and bodies and casta-
Some:"s Coloratura sopranos do with their voices.

"}'198 castanets are not used; cymbals sup-
‘eMemE,nem or tambourines or even fingers. I
e €r one dance in w{xiph the dancers seem-
Dehdo\tap on their arms. . The effect was so stu-
t’“hltyi af{d terrifying that I had no oppor-
0 discover how it was made! . . .

AND Arthur Symons—no mean critic, but
sGulptthe man whose appreciation of the
~PLr Rodin was published in the Courier
:::; weeks ago—writes from Barcelona,

ne_st?ese danseuses came from:
dea of a dance, in England, is some«

When Sunny Spain Dances in New York

Not even the Ballet
Russe they say, is
equal to those Car-

mens now giving
thrills to Gotham.

®

thing in which all the fiovement is due to the
legs. Spanish dancing, which no doubt derives
its Eastern color from the Moors, is almost
equally a dance of the whole body, and its par-
ticular characteristic—the action of the hips—is
due to a physical peculiarity of the Spaniards,
whose spines have a special and unique curve
of their own. The walk of Spanish women has
a world-wide fame: one meets a Venus Callipy-
gus at every corner. . .. Now the women faced
one another, now they glided to and fro, chang-
ing places, as in a movement of the lancers.
The swaying movement of the hips became more
pronounced; the body moved in a sort of circle
upon itself. And then they would cross and re-
cross, accentuating 'the rhythm with a stamp of
the heels. Their arms waved and dipped, curv-
ing with the curves of the body. 'The dance
grew mecre exciting, with a sort of lascivious sug-
gestiveness, a morbid, perverse charm, as the
women writhed to and fro, now languishingly,
now furiously, ‘together and apart. It ended
with a frantic tremoussement of the hips, a
stamp of the heels, and a last clang of the casta-
nets as the arms grew rigid in the sudden im-
mobility of the body.

Now—let us turn to a chapter in Pilgrim’s

Progress.

THE PIPES OF PAN

S some people/may know, in the Theatre
Magazine—the best stage-reporting me-
dium on the ‘American, and perhaps any

" other continent—the editor has a monthly

screed entitled, Mr. Hornblow Goes to the
Play. Mr. Hornblow is a very interesting
playgoer. He has the faculty of making
those who didn’t go to the show feel as near
as possible as though they had, by just tell-
ing in a simple, candid way what he saw
and what it made him feel like. Among the
Hornblow effusions in the' current Theatre
was one which seems to be just about a
perfect combination of criticism and story.
The Pipes of Pan, by Edward Childs Car-
penter, was the play. Next season it will
no doubt be on the road in this country.

‘When I saw this play, says Mr. Hornblow,
I felt like throwing up my hat in-sheer joy.
I was actually witnessing a delightful
comedy. If you have regularly attended the
offerings of the season you will realize what
this means. Its only commercial danger is
that it deals with the romance of middle age.
But “to offset this “The Pipes of Pan” pos-
sesses wit, charm, grace, fancy, atmosphere
and withal it is a well-made play with just
sufficient touch of the dramatic.

The single set, the studio of a fashionable
portrait painter, is in admirable taste. Then,
too, the company for appropriate selection
and general balance ‘could hardly be bettered.

(Continued on page 26.)
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THE MAXIMUM
OF SECURITY

‘When knowledge, experience and
caution be brought to bear upon
their selection, Real Hstate Mort-
gages afford investors the maxi-
mum of security. Twenty-eight
million dollars of this Corpora-.
tion’s investments are in first
mortgages on carefully selected
improved real estate securities. It
is in these that the funds en-
trusted to our care by our Deben-
ture-holders are invested, thus as-
suring

SAFETY OF PRINCIPAL 'AND
CERTAINTY OF INTEREST.

That the congervative investor
of small means may be afforded
the advantages of this most desir-
able security, we issue our *de-
bentures in sums of one hundred
dollars and upwards. Don’'t wait
till you have accumulated more
money. If you have a hundred
dolars 'to invest, write us for
particulars.

CANADA PERMANENT
MORTGAGE CORPORATION

Paid-up Capital....$6,000,000.00
Reserve Fund- ..... 5,250,000.00
Investments .......31,557,661.82
TORONTO STREET, TORONTO
ESTABLISHED 1855.

Cawthra Mulock & Co.

Members of
Toronto Stock Exchange

qukers

and

Bankers

12 KING STREET EAST
TORONTO, CANADA

CABLE ADDRESS—CAWLOCK, TORONTO

Established 1864,

The Merchants Balik

OF CANADA.,
HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL.

Paid-up Capital - - $7,000,000
Reserve Fund - - $7,421,292
Total Deposits - $103,000,000

(December 1917)
Total Assets - - $136,000,000
IN CANADA.

(December 1917;

233 BRANCHES

General Banking Business
Transacted.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at all
branches. Deposits of “$1:00 and
upwards received, and interest al-
lowed at best current rates.

TORONTO OFFICES:
13 Wellington St. West; 1400 Queen
St. West (Parkdale); 406-408 Par-
liament St.; Dundas St. and Ron-
cesvalles Ave.; Dupont and Chris-
tie Sts. =

NEW RECORDS

Results secured during the past
yvear re-affirm the position of the
Sun Life of Canada as the largest
life assurance organization of the
Dominion.

Fair dealing and progressive
business methods have given it
leadership in annual New Busi-
ness, Total Business in Force,
Assets, Surplus Earnings, Net Sur-
plus, Total Income, Premium In-
come "and Payments to Policy=~
holders.

SUN LIFE ASSURANCE
o OF ADA

JEAD QFFICE >MONTREAL
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Bonds Better Than Mortgages

A Clear Presentation of the Case

T the present day, more than
A at any other time in the
financial history of the world,
on account of the high cost
of living and the unsettled state of
affairs in general, it is incumbent
upon' every careful investor to place
his (or her) money where it will bring
in the highest interest return with the
greatest possible degree of safety.

The two main sources of non-
speculative investments are, and have
been, governmént or other high grade
ponds and farm mortgages or mort-
gages on improved and productive
real estate, and it is proposed to point
out a few of the more obvious advan-
tages of the former mode of invest-
ment, remembering that while none
of these reasons is new or original,
atill that they will bear repetition,
especially at the present time.

Tirst of all, there is the ease and
convenience of collecting the interest,
and this is a point of especial import-
ance to the retired business man or
the female investor, who wants to re-

By M. L. HA\YWARD

her interest return
like the proverbial

ceive his or
promptly and
clock work.

In this connection, the bond holder
has a decided advantage, as all he has
to do is to open the envelope contaiu-
ing his interest cheque, cash and en-
dorse it; while the holder of a mort-
gage ~has to notify the mortgagor,
probably write several letters, figure
up the interest, and give a receipt.

Secondly, the holder of the mort-
gage has to see that the mortgagor
insures the mortgaged buildings for
an amount sufficient to protect the
mortgagee, that the policy is properily
made 'payabl_e to him, that they are
kept renewed, and that the mortgager
does not in any way infringe the pro-
visions in the policy which would
affect the right of the mortgagee to
collect the insurance in case of a loss.

Thirdly, a mortgagee, in many of
the Provinces, is compelled to rely
upon a solicitor’s report as to the

In making your

tion of every direction in the
furnish statements of 1ts

¢« Making Your Will.”

ESTABLISHED
1882

Would you Ask a Man to Neglect

his Business for yours?

T means that to ask your friend to assume the
Executorship of your estate. To properly administer
an estate requires more time, experience and exertion

than it is fair to ask of a business friend in addition to
his regular occupation.

Will, consider the advantages of
having an experienced and trustworthy

Executor to look after your affairs.

A Trust Corporation has _every facility for business-like execu-
Will and is in a position to promptly
Trust Accounts.

@m TRUSTS

BRANCHES : OTTAWA , WINNIPEG, SASKATOON, VANCOUVER

Corporate

Write for Booklet

HEAD OFFICE
TORONTO

¢ HIHHHHHIHHHHH|IIIIHlHIllIlllHllllIHHHHHHllllllllllllllllIHIHlIHlllllHlI|IIllll(HIHlllllHIlIHlllllIllHllllllll

The Radial Lines

Passenger and Ffeight
Service Daily

Toronto Richmond Hill
Aurora Newmarket
Sutton Schomberg

New Toronto and Port Credit

Information as to rates and
schedules will be gladly furnished
by local agents or traffic depart-
ment,

Head Office :
88 King St. East, Toronto

Toronto & York
Radial Railway

Express Service at Freight Rates

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

HEAD OFFICE, - TORONTO. |

If you like wine—you will prefer

St. David’s Native Wine

pleasing to the tasteof every connoisseur*

" Price List
Port, White Label. .$5
Port, Blue Label. ; 9
7

Port, Red Label....
White Golden Club %
Catawba Sweet..... R 6.

SEND FOR COMPLETE PRICE-LIST

St. David's Wine Growers Co.

52 ATLANTIC AVE., TORONTO
Telephone Parkdale 532.

mortgagor’s title, and if the solicitor
makes a mistake, or is dishonest, ithe
mortgagee may find that his security
ic absolutely worthless. That such
mistakes are mnot uncommon the
Court records or the experience of
any party who has invested very
much money in mortgages, will amply
prove.

A fourth advantage in favor of
bonds is that an investor in Govern-
ment bonds takes chances on nothing
except the stability of the Govern-
ment, and the investor in industrial
bonds is depending upon the pros-
perity of the country in general; while
a mortgagee of real estate is gambling

upon the future prosperity of the par- "

ticular locality in which the mort-
gaged land is situated. One may in-
vest money in a mortgage on a corner
lot in the very heart of the business
district in a certain. city. When the
mortgage matures, the country at
large may he passing through a period

HE King of England went to the

Bank of England recently, not to

draw money, but to touch the but-
ton that started the machine that printed
the first copy of the new issue of £5 Na-
tional War Bonds.

| of unequalled prosperity, and the city

in question may be booming like a
western town with three transcon-
tinental railways before the war; but
in the meantime the centre of business
gravity may have shifted to such an
extent that the mortgaged building
will not rent for enough to pay for the
interest, insurance and taxes.

In the fifth place, even in the case

of the most conservative bond invest-

ment, there is always the possibility
of profit over and above the interest
return. If a bond is bought at 95, the
investor is sure of $5 when the bond
is cashed at par at maturity, while,
if a bond is bought at par, there is
always the possibility of it selling at
a price above par, so that the investor
may take hig profit if he wishes.
Lastly, when the bond-holder buys
bonds he knows the exact period
during which he can draw interest.
If one holds a $1,000 5 per cent. bond
payable in 20 years, with no provision
for calling the same at an earlier date,
and the corporation issuing the bond
finds at the end of ten years that it
can get money at a cheaper rate, it
cannot redeem the bond and oblige
the bond holder to take his cash. On
the other hand, if one holds a mortgage
which is to run for ten or fifteen years,
with interest at 7 per cent., and the
mortgagor finds that he cdh get the
money at a cheaper rate, he may, after

the mortgage has been running for
five years or upwards, come to the
holder of the mortgage and say: -

“Here is the principal and interest
due on your mortgage up ‘to date, and
three months’ interest in advance OB
the unpaid balance, and I want you
to take it and give me a discharge.”

“But the money isn’t due yet accord-
ing to the terms of the mortgage,
says the mortgagee, “and I can’t put
out the money now at as high a rate
of interest. I refuse to take the money
any faster than it is called for by the
mortgage. If 1 wanted the money to
use, and it was not due, I could not
compel you to pay it any faster than
the mortgage called for; and it 18
unfair for you to ask me to take the
money.”

“All right,” says the mortgagol
thrusting the money in his pocket:
“I'l put out the money and get m¥
interest on it, and the interest on your
mortgage ceases from this date.”

Inequitable and fantastic thousgh
this may sound, it is actually the 1aW
in Canada to-day.

The foregoing paragraphs cover 8
few of the more obvious advantagd®
of bonds over mortgages, and, it 1%
submitted, should satisfy a prudent
investor that from the standpoint of
safety, convenience, profit and cer”
tainty, properly selected bonds are the
ideal'investment for the average per
son at the present time.

A Comprehensive Repot?
HE impression indelibly stamped
T on one’s mind, after reading the
Annual Survey of Business Condition®
in Canada, compiled by the Canadiall
jank of Commerce, is one of conft
dence. A feeling that “all’s well” in
Canada, notwithstanding the unusu®
war conditions. : ;

It is true that not in all cases ha¥®
the results been as satisfactory
might be wished for, but taken on &
whole, Canada seems to be p‘rospermg'
in spite of the war, and in gom
hranches of business, through it.

To review fully this comprehen*’”e
report in a short space is impossiP 2
Needless to say, it covers the grou®
in a very thorough manner. ontari?
Quebec, the Maritime Provinces, M# ;
toba, Saskatchewan and Alberta, an
British Columbia, are all exil:«z,ulsfaively
treated. Newfoundland, the yuko?
the United States, and Great prital®
also receiving their share of attention"

Interesting facts and figures 8
brought out in a very readable form:
and it is quite apparent that the ¢ i
pilation is the result of much inves’
gation and labor. It is nothing, it n‘:e
comprehensive, and that it i q“'io
authoritative in every way, theré **-
doubt.

Valuable Informatiof}; b

HE Monetary Times’ annual 167"
T and forecast maintains its us =
high standard in the matter of °
tents. A mass of valuable info"=;
tion is packed between the cover? a?
this special issue, but set forth inm;l
interesting style and well illust®"
with charts, etc. st

This number is especially intel'/ﬂaﬂt.
ing in view of the recent appoi®*“ s
of the editor, Fred. W. Field, as 0
Majesty’s Trade Commissioner 1% = o
ada. Surely at no time was
portunity greater than now f0f . o
able service in this office, helpf“‘:'” =




.

both Great Britain and Canada. Mr.
Field’s experience as editor of the
Monetary Times for the last decade,
and as correspondent to the former
T.l'ade Commissioner, should stand
him in good stead now and prove a
8reat asset to him in the performance
of his quties.

RS. B. McQUAIG, of Winnipeg, has

a financial and patriotic idea. At
Ass her suggestion the Northern Life
:ch:r‘ance Co. in that city will launch a
bene'fr"f of National Insurance for the
up tl'll of the returned soldiers to “follow
seas e Vic!:ory Loan for the boys over-
Bl The idea is to start a fund for the
Pose of building homes for the boys
M Ohare disabled or to provide means to
poli er such charitable scheme as the
Cy holder may desire.

Moh

The Royal Bank
TH‘E Royal Bank of Canada at the
annual meeting, held Jan. 10, pre-
sented to the shareholders state-
hoefits in every way gratifying, not only
th hose present as proprietors, but to
l'vi;gohse of the general community who
e tly regard the records of the banks
thma barometer of business conditions
‘Setsu‘ghou.t the country. The total as-
S35 of the bank reach the high figure of
s, 00,000, Tts capital of $13,000,000 is
Dborted by a reserve that has just been
Creased to $14,000,000. Its profits last
T are reported at $2,327,979, and were
:;%“9‘1 %0 18.03 per cent. on the capital paid
<re;60r 8.82 per cent. on the capital and
bettme’ the latter being in its way the
ol ei" measure of an institution’s actual
Bo:;lng Dower. After providing for the
v.le!t ¥ dividend of 12 per cent. there was
g out of the profits a balance of $778,-
il 0 meet the special taxes imposed in
 Whi ?l'am‘e of the war, the growing calls
g, ¢h  philanthropic and patriotic or-
Nizations make on the banks gener-
Be\;:;l:md to strengthen the reserves. The
Mollo S thus outlined were achieved by
u‘m:’:iﬁg tried conservative lines, the
’llent% of the directorate and manage-
- being, in the words of Mr. Neill,
- . ° 8eneral manager, to keep the bank

Tong
ilityt‘mg and fully prepared for any eventu-

. »
.r{,he Bank of Nova Scotia

annual statement of the Bank

of Nova Scotia will not only be a
h‘old;lOUroe of satisfaction to the share-
the D‘s but to all who are interested in
Themg‘hess of our financial institutions.
1he . Statement of this bank, which is
by, 8hty-sixth to be issued since the
Started business in 1832, is a very

Stro,

@er:; & one. The capital stock and re-
latigy fund remain unaltered. Circu-
bany in common with that of other

'0' has increased very much, the to-
‘again‘s‘:standing now being $12,171,000
Dosiy - $ 945,000 at the end of 1916. De-
Veap 4, VS Sone up from $87,825,000 last
an . $104,338,000 at the present time—
The ease of over $16,000,000.
3116,smt°t31 resources have grown from
121 @ year ago to $138,207,245—
Cagh OP:aSe of nearly $22,000,000. Actual
ryey 2nd, and in the Central Gold
0111%1%5 as security for the excess cir-
3 uaj ¢, ;zmoutn:ts to $26,628,(?00'—a sum
B *% of the total liabdlities to
by, dpmﬁ‘ts for the year, with losses by
for, @ebts fully estimated and provided
Wi ;I‘Wnt to $1,295,315, as compared
Sreage 1252,039 the year previous—an in-
OBy Oof about $43,000. Including $584,-
ajjyy) SNt forward, there was $1,879,969
© for distribution.
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WHO TAKES CANADA’S GENSUS?

FEW years ago a wise man named Van Horne said that the German Kaiser

got a complete organized-resources report of a big paper company, when he
himself as President of the company did not even possess a duplicate. Germany
is the world’s master census taker. Hence Germany can keep a worn-out country
on the firing line in 1918. If Canada is ever to be in the rank of real efficiency
nations, we must get a better statistics machine than the Decennial Census.

OWN in Ottawa, at the head
D of the Statistics Depart-

ment, there is a busy, lynx-

eyed man whose main object
in life is to keep Canadians informed
of how many and how much.  His
survey covers just about everything
except the number of hairs on your
head. He was formerly editor of the
Labor Gazette, and author of the
periodical efficiency-curve diagrams
that showed how the cost of living
was going up year by year long be-
fore the war.

His name is R. H. Coats.

An extensive memo prepared by

Mr. Coats on How Canada will in
future take the Census of Production,
is on the desk. It is a most complete
and quite radical document. One
of the outstanding features of the
memo is an indictment of the De-
cennial Census. It is gratifying to
find a man in Mr. Coats’ position of
statistical authority impeaching the
dear old Decennial which was born
into the B. N. A. Act and never had
a real excuse for existence except to
find out how many M. P.’s any pro-
vince was entitled to on a basis of
65 fixed for Quebec.
, - How things have changed! Now
that we have ceased to increase our
population we are confronted with the
task of increasing our production.
Terrific task! And the D. C. is of no
use to us here. Mr. Coats admits it.
In fact, long ago the Canadian Courier
pointed out how useless was the ten-
year census for the purpose of organ-
izing resources.-

Mr. Coats agrees with this. He
says: But decennial statistics of pro-

duction are only a little better than

no statistics at all. It was never
wholly successful with production.
He points out that the machinery
for registering population is too cum-
bersome. The decennial census is
concerned only with population. What
we need is a production-census. So
we are assured by Mr. Coats that,

It has been decided to create entirely
new machinery in the ICensus and Sta-

HOW A CITY CAM

ANADA has more cities and
G towns changed from boom con-
ditions to something else than
any other country of similar popula-
tion. How these towns and cities
have held their own, or come back, or
taken advantage of war conditions to
offset losses of industry and business
is graphically set forth in the recent
report of the Fort William Board of
Trade. The experiences of Fort Wil-
liam are much in common with those
of many other communities; but they
involve their own individual set of
problems. They are printed here as
an example of the practical spirit of
the country in adjusting itself to war
conditions.
Our industries, says the report,
were not of the type which were

By the Editor

tistics Office for the treatment of statis-
tics of production. The decennial census
of the future will be in the main a census
of population, whilst production will be
covered on an annual basis by a distinct
organization. This organization will pro-
ceed by collaborating with the Depart-
ments, Dominion and Provincial, having
executive functions in specific sections
of the Reld and by erecting independent
machinery only in sections outside the
range of administrative supervision. The
thing to go after is to place the indus-
trial technic of the administrative de-
partments at the service of the Census,
and the statistical technic of the Census
at the service of the Departments. Many
of the latter have considerable field staffs
in close touch with the industries under
investigation, and of expert training.
These form the ideal substitute for the
untrained field staff of the Population
Census, and it will be found on other
grounds that the departments are the
best qualified to collect and vise the
statistics in the field.

On the other hand, to the Census must

‘fall the duty of bringing the Departments

into council and planning the inquiry as
a whole, and generally defining methods.
The ‘Census also has the larger experi-
ence in, and greater facilities for the
work of compilation; in machinery alone,
it has in the neighborhood of $100,000
invested, and its staff is large and highly
skilled in handling masses of data.

It is often popularly overlooked that
when an inquiry exceeds a certain scope,
it calls for a new office technic alto-
gether. In brief, then, the Census is the
best organizer, the Departments the best
‘collectors, and the Census, again, the
best compiler of production statistics.
A plan to unite in harmonious, team-play
will infringe ‘on no one’s activities, but
will rather increase them by directing
them into the most advantageous chan-
nels. Duplications will vanish, and the
saving from this alone 'will cover many
of the gaps which exist under the present
go-as-you-please regime.

So what is theory to an editor has
become a fact with Mr. Coats. He
sees a need and goes after it. We
are to. organize our knowledge of
Canadian productions; take stock, find
out what we are worth at any given
time as a going concern. We are not
a tenyear organization. A business
that waits ten years to take stock may
be in the morgue before the ten years

accelerated by war conditions. They
were constructed to take advantage
of continued peaceful prosperity.
Hence war, with its disruption of all
the usual channels of trade and indus-
trial activities, bore somewhat heavily
on our city and affected our. business
and industrial progress. This effect
was heightened by the loss of so many
of our citizens, who freely and nobly
volunteered for its service.

The certainty of our future is, how-
ever, strongly emphasized by the way
in which we have withstood the extra-
ordinary strain thus put upon us as a
city. The cessation of construction
work, in which so many were engaged
at the outbreak of the war, forced
quite a number thus engaged to turn
their attention to the land, and many

is up. A nation that depends on the
leisurely army of information collec-
tors who come around blindly every
ten years to inquire how old is Ann
and what church John and Mary go
to, may be definable as a going con-
cern—but heaven only knows where
such a nation is going to. That method
of registering our national facts and
figures was all very well in the old
days. It should have been abolished
ten years after Confederation.

Canada had got from the ten year
method and a lively imagination a
sort of idea that a nation is an un-
known quantity. We know now that
for purposes of great national stress,
the greatest test you can put any
organization up against, a nation can’t
afford to be an unknown quantity.
Of course it’s largely a matter of who
takes the census of a country. The
real census, not the decennial. And
we know who was taking the census
of Canada—as well as of other coun-
tries, Germany was doing it, and
doing it mighty well. Germany knew
more about the production resources
of Canada before the war than Canada
knew herself. Sir William Van
Horne’s statement to the writer that
the Kaiser got by espionage a com-
plete report of a big paper company
of which he himself as President of
the concern did not even possess a
duplicate, is proof enough, for a single
instance, that when somebody wants
information of that kind it can be got.
Canada did not want the information.
Germany did. If we are to compete on
an even keel in future with organized-
resources countries like Germany, we
shall have to reorganize our census
machinery along such lines as those
indicated by Mr. Coats. We shall
have to be in a perpetual state of
stock-taking. We shall have to carry
forward ‘in the national ledger every
year a full statement of our resources,

And the Decennial Census will then
relegate itself to looking after popula-
tion, what church John goes to, and
how old is Ann?

E BACGCK

locations were taken up. Though the
gross production of the district may
not have been as yet largely increased
by the acreage these settlers have, in
the short time they have been on the
land, succeeded in bringing under cul-
tivation, they have become permanent
producers and purchasing members of
the community, and the result of their
establishment as farmers in the dis-
trict will be cumulative with each
passing year. ¢

The establishment of the Sample
Market at Fort William, the organiza-
tion of our Grain Exchange, the con-
struction of the splendid plant in the
city, just completed, for the utilization
of grain screenings, defective grain,
and other elevator and milling by-pro-

(Concluded on page 28.)
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The Messiah in Port Arthur

(Concluded from page 22.)

I read your article on the Messiah with
considerable interest, and while 1 agree
with a good deal of it, yet the subject is
one that can be made to view reasonably
from almost any point. You have your-
self pushed in the truth plus the cynical,
which, I think, is a little unkind to those
who are trying to give Canada the kind
of music that gets into their “innards’’
and stays there. After all, thé “Mes-
siah” is the ‘‘Messiah”; with all its re-
citatives, and any of my four babies—
under twelve—would recognize or hum or
sing parts of them all. What I wanted to
say to you was this: When I landed in
this neighborhood (Aug., 1910,) from Lon-
don, Eng., with my wife and three in-
fants, I found myself on ground where
good music in the shape of Oratorio was
the pioneer’s honor and privilege and yet
untapped. I organized the Philharmonic
and put on ‘‘Messiah” for the first time

in local history to a packed house and
with a chorus of about seventy. Since
then—and always with orchestra accom-
paniment, no less than twenty players—I
have given. three performances of the
same work.

From his varied experience in giv-
ing standard works to Port Arthur
audiences, Mr. Smalley knows better
what they want than we can tell him.
He had considerable experience as a
musical organizer in England before
he came out here.
from failures as well as successes
what the people seem to like. Appar-
ently he finds the Messiah popular in
its traditional form. If the Messiah
could be humanized and abbreviated,
perhaps it would be still more popular.

FATHER FINN’S CHOIR

THE noted Choragus from Chicago, does not believe in grand
opera bellowings tor the church. He makes his choir boys sing
like flutes, his male altos like super-sensuous clarionets and—the

rest you can read about below.

ATHER FINN’S Paulist Choir
F from Chicago was the cause, a
Sunday or two ago, of perhaps
the most picturesque musical pageant
ever held in St. Michael’'s Cathedral,
Toronto. General interest- in this
musical innovation turned the Cathed-
ral into a close resemblance. to a
crowded streetcar at rush hours.
Nearly a thousand people listened
without seats. At least a dozen
crowded into the pulpit. The aitar
rails were invaded. Protestants
elbowed with Catholics. The church
was full nearly an hour before the
processional—a purple-clad train of
nearly a hundred boys and men back
from the vestry to the choir loft. As
the choir passed one could notice how
devoutly they sang, how unmistakably
odd were the voices, and still more
odd some of the faces. The only choir
at all like it that ever came to this
country was the Russian Choir from
New York last. spring; and the occa-
sion was ecclesiastically somewhat
similar, with a far different coloring,
less virility and barbarism, more
sweetness and light, though not
greater devotion.

Father Finn is a noted choragus.
He has taken his choir as far as Paris
and he has a continental reputation
as a producer of unusual church music.
He has made rather a profound study
of the Church Russian, several of
whose most characteristic works he
gave on the tour. And he has most
certainly gone after and got a very
unconventional type = of choral
vocalism.

St. Michael’s is not accustomed to
the subtle colorings that Father Finn

sent down the nave from that- big,

soft, shadowy choir. The service,
after the preliminary ecclesiastics,
and up to the Kyrie Eleison and the
Benediction, was really a sacred con-
cert minus printed programmes. In
all the ten numbers given by the
choir, there was not a strenuous and
gearcely a strident bar. Always seduec-
tive, sensuous, devout, oddly subdued.
The boys’ voices were the most
peculiar. We have nothing quite like
them in this part of Canada. Father
Tinn encourages head tones. His
forty boys sang like four flutes. They
had the exact tone quality of the flute;

no more thrills than the flute. In fact,
there were no tangible thrills in any

section of the choir. Father Finn does
not believe in physical vibrations. He
prefers subtle, spiritual suggestion,
the kind of atmosphere suggested by
Cardinal Newman’s Dream of Geron-
tius. His boys never take hold of
your hair at the roots and twist it
into creepy knots soaring over the
organ. They placidly and sweetly
dole out the white tones just like. a
qudrtette of coloratura sopranos and
with no more obvious emotion. Un-
less emotion in that sort of music is
a matter of suggestion. His voices
haunt, but do not uplift. A squad of
startling male altos were the next
most unusual feature. They were as
different from women altos as the
boys are from boys in our churches.
They seem to be more luscious and
penetrating even than the English
singer of that variety; perhaps more
like the Italian. The tenors were
more normal and on the whole did
splendidly expressive work. The
basses were somewhat timid. Good
musical and lyric quality, but never
reaching a physical climax that lifted
anything. There was never any strife

And he has learned -

of sound. The choir behaved like a
very expressive organ that never got
any further than the judicious use of
the swell-box. ;

And no doubt that was all in Father
Finn’s intention. He probably be-
lieves that ecclesiastical music is one
thing and opera another; and * that
any attempt to mix them would be
fatal to the church. Though one won-

.ders what his choir would do with the

Verdi Requiem, for instance.

Such music must not be judged on
merely = technical grounds. Techni-
cally it sometimes falls down. I won-
der what his choir would do on old
Lotti and Palestrina. Those phantoms
of pure silken harmony should suit a
choir so soft and subtle as his; yet
sometimes the tones were breathy and
a bit edgy. And the various sections
of the choir, even when it subdivided
into trebles, seconds, altos, tenors,
first baritones and basses were always
too distinct. A more orchestral blend-
ing would have been better.

But the programme never lacked
acute interest. The recessional Onward
Christian Soldiers culminated in 2
grand en masse at the altar with the
full blaze of altar lights for the Kyrie,
followed oddly enough by a verse of
O Canada in English, with a postlude
on the organ that swung into Land
of Hope and Glory, by Elgar, who is
a very good Catholic. The choir made
rather a mess of O Canada. It was
done as a compliment to the country.
It may have been, also, somewhat a
bonne entente offering from Arch-
bishop O’Neill to his co-prelate, Bru-
chesi. Anyway, it was a happy touch
and a very warm-hearted Irish finale
to a service which for novelty and
pageant and real musical meaning has
seldom been surpassed in this country.

Pipes of Pan
(Concluded from page 23.)

Mr. Carpentfer’'s motif is Emerson’s
lines:
Oh what are heroes, prophets, men,
But pipes through which the breath of

Pan
Doth blow a momentary music.

A middle-aged artist, disgusted with
the routine of painting the stupid faces
of fashionable women, seeks to re-
vive his interest in true art by paint-
i'ng a picture of Pan and a Dryad.
Something is wrong. His model says
he needs an affair preferably with a
red-haired woman.. Suddenly appears
an old flame of twenty years ago Ti-
tianly thatched. Pan plays his pipes
and the old romance is rekindled. A
jealous husband sounds the dramatic
note but my lady’s. seventeen-year-old
son restores the balance and all that
remains is the recollection of an
idyllic revival.

On another page of the magazine are
three splendid scene photographs. The
first one shows the two women and
two men at a table in the artist’s
gtudio. The under-line says: “An
artist going stale suddenly meets the
love of his Parisian memories, goes to
a frolic with her and returns to the
studio the next morning to paint her
portrait.”” The second shows the art-
ist and a young man—who comes to
the studio to fetch his mother home.
The third shows the mother and the
artist—Mrs. Ferris saying good-bye to
the artist before going back to her
Puritan husband.

The Appeal of the Theatre

HERE is, I suppose, a mysterious
T sympathy born in the blood and
heart of those who contribute
their lives to the theatre that makes
them do so, says Grace George in The
Forum. No pre-arranged parental dis-
cretion can prevent the appeal of the
theatre in those who are born to obe¥
its spell. I went straight from a con-
vent to a part in that thrilling mon-
strosity that stirred our hardy grand:
fathers, and probably our conservative
grandmothers, “Ten Night in a Bar’
Room.” It is an unreasonable passiom
a devouring ambition, for which there
is no explanation. ‘
I do not believe that the theatlfe
should ever be regarded as merely an
organized amusement. I prefer the
word recreation. That is what the theé:
atre achieves primarily—it recreates
for those who have constant need of
mental and spiritual restorative.

The theatre is my tonic 88
it is my daily occupation. A8
I glance over the announcement?
of the theatre I find enough to choos@
from; the selection is difficult, P€
cause there are two governing tactors
in the entertainment business, the bo*
office and the artistry of the theatré

Take the box office plays.

They are good and bad, obviousl¥
undesirable in their.appeal in som®
cases, obviously popular in othe
cases. The good plays may not P&
long to the highest artistic appeab
but they are good because they aré
simple in theme, theatrically put "
gether, artificially played, and above
all direct in their story-telling, P‘fr‘
posely easy to follow. - The undesir’
able plays of this day are the kind ©
plays that make their appeal to the
criminal code, that draw a brief f&
the defence of the forbidden. Haddo?
Chambers, I believe, was one of
first dramatists to discover that the
villain made the best box office her
It is not surprising therefore that we
in America have discovered
“crook” play of our own society. Ther®
s no fault to find with the dramati’
values of the crook play but, a8 Lt
creation, crime is not indulged.

The glittering plays, presented sotely
for the “tired business man,” have 10
distinct place in the theatre; the¥
keep the box office busy, but they co
tribute little if anything to the
sirable appeal of the theatre.

The plays without conscience that
drive aimlessly through many scen®®
lifted bodily from past successes al
strung together to keep the audien®
in a constant state of emotional
heaval, are the most exasperating pe
hibitions of theatrical appeal.
least we can do to maintain tbe
standards of appeal in the theatr®
to consider if a play fulfills the 3
quirements of something else pesi
false impressions of life. HOW
you force conscience out of a pla¥y ot
protect the standard of appeal? 0

It the piblic, after an hour OF ot
spent in' a theatre watching @
could realize the deep sincerity
which the producer, the authors
actors have studied the element
that play, they would understand 10
no first-class production ever 2
weigh the great question of all o
ductions, is its appeal stimul"m;d
true to life, happily concinded: ot
above all does it leave a hopef® —
look.
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Sir Frank Baillie,

K.C. B. E.
(Concluded from page 13.)

'Ont-, was 16 miles when we started.
A sudden whirl of dust and it was
Storming into our laps, and Frank was
Ordering supper and drinks for a party
of sixteen at the lopsided tavern. He
bought the car. But he knew all
about it before he touched the wheel;
because months before that he put
hig stock-broking and bank-managing
togs on the shelf, went to Cleveland,
8lid himself into a set of overalls and
F‘“t in—I think it was three weeks—
i the works just to find out from ac-
tual handlabor with the mackinery
how that particuiar car was made in
every item of the chassis.

There are always adventures for a
man who pries into things that way.
and when he turned part of his Ham-
1ton steel works into a cartridge plant
Baillie found himself on the edge of
& great adventure. He knew that
nl_unitioning was a mystery. to Cana-
Yian manutacturers.

One of his first acts was to go down
10 Bethlehem, Pa., and engage the
best man he could get from the
Schwabh works at a greatly increased
Salary to take charge of the work.

he methods of manufacture installed
M the Canadian Cartridge Co. were
SUch that the cost of a shell was pared

OWn much below the average cost

arged up to-it by other manufac-

Ters with less economical plants.

€ result of which was that on the
first years operations Frank Baillie

4 a surplus over ordinary profits of
$768,243. :

That margin of $768,248 he politely
?&nded over in ‘the form of a cheque
0 the Imperial Munitions Board. He
sud not estimate this as an act of

Derb self-sacrifice. It was common
tiiinie business as devoid of mere sen-
X ethfnt as a brass cartridge. With the
: CS of the case we have nothing to
0:;1’ The facts are enough. A man
% ct always tack his public acts on to

Omplete set of private motives.

Baillie’s appointment as director of
pee- Aviation Department of the Im-

"al Munitions Board came after he

8 already - President of Canadian
a::z’:lanes, Ltd. In the picture on
S ie!‘ page the man in the coonskin
o ths Playing his old first-hand trick

€ anatomy of a biplane. By this

e Sir Frank Baillie knows the me-

:;‘icﬂ and the cost of an airship as
nw"v“gh_ly as an Anglican preacher
afri:t-}lls rubrics. And if there’s any

N ISm in getting down to what
4 ]isall brass tacks in the matter of

¢ utilities, I suppose ‘Sir Frank
e is a patriot. He may be one
8eneral principles. >
spe:izs.he is no better and no worse
Cepteq of patriot because he has ac-

M Orda Knight Commandership of

c €r of the-British Empire. It's
Dub;iouycfoflme to measure a man’s
Retg, ilr’ll‘lt by the decorations he
Wif carro (.loul.)t ~Sir Frank Baillie

e "&Didslt hig title as well as any of
Whe % ¥ growing minority of those
Ay € them in this country. It's
Ang 4 e game of sheep and goats.
the,be()y;)u 11 notice, half the time it’s
Wil ge:’ e ‘Who haven’t got and never
th king-decorations that invest
Tpg Men with the pomp they wear.
they, € undecorated majority of us
ke a title so fine. It's the
—7 that qoes it

- efforts appeal
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PROBLEM NO. 171, by F. E. Godfrey.
First Prize, Good Companion’s Club,
December, 1917.
Black.—Four Pieces.
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White.—Twelve Pieces.

White to play and mate in two. °
Problem No. 172, by Dr. J. J. O’Keefe.
First Prize, Good Companion’s Club,

Sixth Meredith "L'ourney,
December, 1917,

‘White: K at QBS8; Q at QB4; Rs at QKtb
and Q3; Bs at Qsq and K7. Black: K at
QR5; Rs at QB7 and K7; B at Qb5; Kt at
QRT7; P at QKt5. White mates in two.

SOLUTIONS.

Problem No. 169, by G. Guidelli.

1. P—Q4!"BPxP e.p. ch; 2. Kt—B4 mate.

Ao e , KPxP e.p.; 2. Kt—B5 mate.

1. ......, Kt—K2; 2. RxKt mate.

L , threat; 2. R—R6 mate.

TO CORRESPONDENTS.

(J."Mc@G.), Tamworth—Thanks for fur-
ther three-mover which seems sound.
Your other is apparently defeated by
1..., R—Rsq. We do not favor the two-
in-one class. ‘Why not enter one of the
correspondence bureau tourneys? W. P.
Hickok, 39 Claremont Place, Mount Ver-
non, N. Y., will send prospectus. (A. L.
Dyson), Richmond—We are pleased our
to- you. (J. E. Tiddy),
Orangeville—Thanks for letter. We are
always happy to acknowledge <correct
solutions. Hope first instalment of B.
C. M. is to hand.

Correct solution of No. 169 received
from John McGregor, Tamworth, and J.
V. Savage, Acton West.

CHESS IN TORONTO.

An interesting game played in the Gam-
bit Tournament at the Toronto <Chess
Club, between Messrs. W. J. Faulkner
and M. Sim.

Salvio Gambit.

White. Black.
‘W. J. Faulkner. M. Sim.

1. P—K4 1. P—K4

2. P—KB4 2. PXP.

3. Kt—KB3 3. P—KKt4
4. B—B4 4. P—Ktb
5. Kt—K5 (a) 5. Q—R5 ch
6. K—Bsq 6. Kt—KR3
7. P—Q4 7. P—Q3 (b)
8. Kt—Q3 8. P—B6

9. Kt—B4 (c) . 9. P—QB3
10. PxP 10, R—Kt sq

11, Q—Ksq 11. P—Kt6
12. P—KR3 12, B—K2 (d)
13. K—Kt2 13. Kt—Q2
14. Kt—B3 14. B—B3

15. B—K3 (e) 15. BxP

16. BxB 16. QxKt

17. Q—K3 17. Q—R5 (f)
13- BxHEP 18. Kt—K4
19. B—K2. (g8) 19. Kt—Kt3
20. Kt—Q5 (h) 20. PxKt

21, PxP dis. ch 21. K—B sq
22. B—Ktb 22. Kt—B5 ch
23. K—Kt sq 28, KtxRIP ‘eh
24, K—Kt2 24, Kt—B5 ch
25. K—Kt sq 25. B—R6

26. Q—Kt6 (i) 26. Q—K2

2. Q—K3:(]) 27. R—Qsdl (k)
28. QxKt (1) 28. Q—K8 ch

Resigns (m).

(a) The Salvio Gambit has been a rarity
since Steinitz revived it in his celebrated
matches with Zukertort and Anderssen,
the margin of its inferiority being too
clear.

(b) The faultiness of playing the natural
looking move, P—Q3, before P—B6, re-
ceived its fame considerably more than
a century ago. It is, however, a tall order
to always be ready with the points of
unusual openings.

(¢c) The correct reply is 9. P—KKt3.
Black advisedly retreats his Queen to K2.
1f, instead, 9....;/°Q—R5 ¢ch, then 10.
K—K sq, and there is serious embarrass-
ment from the incorrectly driven Knight.
After 10...., Q—Kt7, the Queen becomes
hopelessly entrapped.

(d) If 12...., BxPch, thén White plays
13. K—Kt sq and wins the Bishop. If 13.
RxB, at once, then 13....,
14, KtxP! QxR, etc.: a pretty point.

(e) An error which considerably ad-
vances Black’s game. The right play
was 15. QKt—XK2.

(f) To exchanee Queens would loge the
valuable Knight’s Pawn. The game now
enters an extremely interesting stage.

(g) 19. B—Q3, would have been better.
The reoly would be 19...., Q—B3. threat-
ening 20...., RxB; 21. QxR, QxP ch; 22.
K—Kt sa, P—XKt7; 23. R—R2, P—QBY4;
24, Kt—Q sa (if 24. RxP, then 24....,
RxR ch; 25. KxR, BxP ch), KtxB, and
algo 20 .., "Kt—K13, ete.

(h) Black’s impending
the white King’s field is, of course, a
matter of great concern. Mr. Faulkner
desperately sacrifices his Knight, to offset
matters by exposure of the adverse
Monarch.

(i) Unfortunately he ecannot continue
26. R—K &q, on account of 26..., Kt—Kt7.

(j) Evidently with a view to forcing
the Black Queen back, and to draw by
repetition. Black, however, has a sur-
prise up his sleeve.

(k) A Dbeautiful and comprehensive
move. If 28. BxR, then Kt—Q7 ch wins
the Queen.

(1) The final mistake, but in any case
White’s game is hopeless, with the piece
minus. If 28. R—K sq, then 28..., Kt—B4.

(m) Mr. Faulkner was a little too hasty
in resiening at ‘this point. There is
much inducement for Black to ignore
the exposed position of his own King.
The winning continuation is 29. B—Bsq,
Kt—B4! If, instead, Black plays 29...,
QxR, then 30. QxQPch, R—K2; 31. QxKt
ch, R—Kt2; 32. QxB, threatening mate
in three. T 99,..; P-KtT “then: 280
QxQPch, R—K2; 31. Q—Q8ch, and again
Black is in difficulties. A very interest-
ing position indeed.
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Fascinating Tales

“INSECT ADVENTURES.” J. Henri
Fabre. !

HERE is hardly any subject on
the school curriculum as fas-
cinating of itself and, to the average
child at least, as repellant in its ex-
position, as mnatural history. Dead
models in dust-lined specimen cases,
full of forms and void of feeling; and
a tongue-twisting terminology cast in
idioms less likely to inspire interest
than the old-time spring tonic. It is
all sulphur and no molasses.

And the diagrams! St. George him-
self would hold back in horror before
taking a tilt at the terrible things.
No wonder so many of us know so

little about the life of the fields.

But
the latter day lads and lasses have

a better chance. Henri Fabre, who
labored lovingly for over half a cen-
tury to share with the world his won-
derful knowledge of insect life, left
a legacy for all children in the long
series of “souvenirs” which he
started to publish when he was 32
and continued until he died three years
ago at the ripe old age of 92.

The latest volume to appear here,
in an English translation, is “Insect
Adventures,” which has been espe-
cially adapted for young people by
Louise S. Harbrouck. The bhook is a
living thing quickened by Fabre’s
mastery of the art of appealing to the
youthful imagination and he has im-
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Pencil
Pointer Free

In order to introduce

Permanent Brand Type-
writer Carbon Paper

price per box (100 sheets), any
color—standard sizes $2.50. We
will include a $1.50 model peneil
pointer free of charge, with an
order for two boxes of Perman-
ent Carbon.

Goods returnable if you do
not find Permanent Carbon one
of the best typewriter carbon
papers you have ever used.

Samples orr A pplication

National Typewriter
Company, Limited
78 Victoria St., Toronto, Ont.

To Hang Up Things
Pictures, Photos, Pennants, Draperies, €tc.,
use the world-famous, strong and dainty

Moore Push-Pins

Qlass Heads, Steel Points.
Moore Push-less Hangers, the Hanger with
a Twist, for framed pictures, mirrors, etc.
At Stationery, Hardware, Drug
and Photo Supply Stores.
Samples and Booklet Free.
Write Dept, ¥

MOORE PUSH-PIN CO., Philadelphis, Pa.

to meet the big demand for Hosiery
3l _ for us and your Home trade.

Industrious persons provided with
profitable, all-y ear- round employment
on Auto-Knitters, Experience and
distance ‘Immaleri:{.. of

rite for particulars, rates

S etc. Send 3 centsin stamps. 15
Auto-Knitter Hosiear {Can.) Co.Ltd.
Dept, 327 E;257 Collega St., Toronts

EDUCATIONAL.

STOP FORGETTING.—World-renowned
~ course in mind and memory train-
ing, mental and physical efficiency—
Wrn;e Canadian Correspondence College,
Limited, Dept. O, Toronto, Canada.

STAMPS AND COINS.

PAOKAGE,S free to collectors for 2 cents
postage; also offer hundred different

foreign stamps; catalogue; hinges; five
cents. We buy stamps. Marks Stamp
Co., Toronto.

PATENT €01 ICITORS,

FETI—TERR’IY')NT-TATTGH & CO. The old

established firm, Patents évery-
where. Head Office, Roval Rank Bldg,,
Toronto, Ottawa Office, 6 Elgin 8t. Of-
fices thronghout Canada. Booklet Free.

KING EDWARD HOTEL
—FlIreproof—
Toronto, ‘Canada.
Accommodation for 750 guests, $1.50 up.
American and European Plan.

THE TUXEDO

A Comfortable and Exclusive

Modern Home. Table and Ser-

vice in Keeping. Beven-course
Evening Dinner.

Coming to Toronto Bhould
‘Write For Resorvatiensa

The Tuxedo, 504 Sherbourne St.

Families

Delivery of
Canadian Courier

Mailing Canadian Courier
to subscribers is arranged so
as to give delivery by the
date of issue to those parts
of the Dominion most distant
from the office of publication.
Ontario subscribers ~ should
receive theirs by Friday ;
Toronto subscribers by

Thursday.
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parted his profound knowledge in
terms of fascinating adventure. The
life stories of the bee, the wasi§ the
spider and the fly are whimsied into
fairy tales. And, heightening the
illusion that the lessons are being
learned out under a blue sky and to
the song of the cicades, there are a
multitude of fascinating little figures
peeping out of quaint sketches which
are scattered profusely through the
pages of the book.—McClelland, Good:
child and Stewart. $2.00.
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Dreams Come True
«“THE WONDER WOMAN.” By Mae
Van Norman Long.
N a little Idaho town lived David
Dale and Joey, a little waif whom

he had found and adopted. Search- |

ing always for the wonder woman of
his dreams, David saw visions of her
not alone in the pine-wood fire, but
in the twilight mist rising from the
river. ~ But living in dreams unfor-
tunately made him quite astonishingly
blind to the attractions of Wanza, his
little neighbor—Wanza, whose face
was “like a flame in a lamp of marble.”
Then Judith Batterly appeared, and
David thought that at last his ideal
had come to him from out his dreams.
Events proved that this was not so,
however, and in the end of this pretty
and very colorful little tale, he awoke
to the appeal of Wanza with the maize-
colored hair.—Copp Clark Co. $1.35

»
‘Notable Book - of Verse

“IRISH LYRICS AND BALLADS.” By
Rev. James B. Dollard.
VOLUME of flowing verse where

A every little poem is independent

yet related to a theme is an
achievement calling for special com-
ment. Father Dollard has long been
known as a fine literary artist, and
this volume will justly add to his repu-
tation. Not only in expressing the
common emotions, but in the realm of
the fanciful and the sublime he has
shown himself equally an artist. He
meets the great test of the sonnet, but
far fronf artificiality, a strong natural
feeling runs through it all.

He deals with three themes: the en-
chantment (magic) in nature, the com-
mon people, and the Celtic legends.
The spirit of Macpherson’s Ossian re-
vives, yet in a more definite imagery.
Also we have melodious treatment of
fairies, fishermen and sweethearts, as
well as of Finn, Osgar and the rest
of the mighty men. This is from “The
Silver Anvils”:

“0 clink, clank, clink, hear the fairy
hammers go:

Clink, clank, clink, in their caves of
gold below;

What were they a-forging in the dun
of Closharink,

Upon their silver anvils tapping, clink,
clank, clink.”

He gings heartfully the “Song of the

Little Villages,” and patriotically the

“Day of the Little Peoples.” A delight-
ful bit of free verse declares the essen-
tial oneness of the “Orange and
Green,” showing commendable breadth.
The sonnets “Tara” ~and “Fingal’s
Cave” could not well be surpassed by
any poet. The book, exquisitely
printed, as might be expected, is bound
in shamrock green.—McClelland, Good-
child and Stewart. $1.25.
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HOW A CITY CAME BACK

(Concluded from page 25.)

ducts, for stock food, and the rapid in-
crease in the number of our private
elevators for treéting grain, all show
conclusively that the city of Fort Wil-
liam is the logical centre in Canada for
the grain handling business of Canada.
and that there has already begun the
process of building up in this city ail
the different undertakings for the pro-
duction from the grain itself of all the
different classes of food products and
high grade commercial articles which
can be produced from grain.

The attention which is now being
paid to the unsurpassed spruce forests
of the district and to the other valuable
timber in the district shows that pulp
and paper, saw and other mills, and
wood working plants, are industries
which will mature in the very near
future—some of them probably in 1918.

The inventory of the natural re-
sources of the district, which the
character of the times has compelled,
has revealed the fact that the district
possesses a variety and value of
natural resources unsurpassed by any
portion of Canada.

Additional iron deposits have been
located, so that it can be confidently
stated that with a bounty on iron ore
mined in Canada to overcome the dis-
advantage of the undeveloped and im-
perfect facilities for mining and
handling ore, it will be found that even
the iron of Minnesota does not surpass
the iron of the district tributary to this
city in quantity or quality.

The industrial plants constructed in
1914, which never started operation
owing to the outbreak of the war, are
commencing to get into the game.
The'Can_ada Car Company, Limited,
which has had a force of about five
sundred men at work for months
getting its plant into shape, expects to
have one thousand men at work on
cars in the beginning of the year, and
it is expected that this force will be
increased to double that number. The
continued prosperity of the farmers of
the West insures the early starting of
the wire nail and wire fence plant of
the Steel Company of Canada. The
first resumption of building here and

in the West will mean the operation of
the pipe plant of the National Tube
Company; Limited. The Canada Starch
C'ompany, Limited, which also con-
structed its original plant about 1914,
and has operated the same at intervals
bhetween extensions since, completed,
in 1917, another series of buildings, and

is resuming operations on a larger
scale than ever.
The Canada Iron Corporation.

Limited, has resumed its normal pay-
roll and production, and expects still
further demands. The Great Lakes
Dredging Company, Limited, are
actively engaged at their plant in the
construction of wooden steamships for
ocean carrying trade.

The coal storage and handling plants
of the two transcontinental systems
located in the city (amongst the most
extensive of their kind on the con-
tinent) and the private plants engaged
in the same line, also on a large scale,
have been all carrying on with all the
coal and men they could secure.

To our citizens has also come home

in a greater degree than heretofore,

the realization that as a place for sum-

. mer residence and tourist travel, and

for the fisherman, and hunter, the dis-
trict has natural advantages in climate,
scenery, roads, mountains, lakes, rivers
and streams, as well as in the shores,
harbors, and waters of Lake Superior.
and in fish for food and sport, and in
game and fur, equalled but by few
places on the continent. The opening
up of the International Highway to
Duluth, by the volume of the travel
from the South that has already de-
veloped along it, has hrought forcibly
to our attention some of the possibili-
ties of this tourist business.

It is the added knowledge of all
these foundations for our growth, some
of which have been in the past but
lightly considered, together with the
fact that, notwithstanding the strain
we have been passing through, our citi-
zens were able to absorb a large part
of Canada’s Victory Loan, which has
given us the greater confidence than
ever that we now have in our city and
district and their future.

THE INDIAN DRUM

(Continued from page 19.)

his first realization of the compara-
tively small land accommodations
which a great business conducted upon
the water requires. What he saw
within was only one large room, with
hardly more than a dozen, certainly
not a score of desks in it; nearly all
the desks were closed, and there were
not more than .three or four people

in the room, and these apparently
stenographers. Doors of several
smaller offices, opening upon the

larger room, bore names, among which
he saw “Mr. Corvet” and “Mw Spear-
man.” R

“It won’t look like that a month from
now,” Constance said, catching his ex-
pression. “Just now, you know, the
gtraits and all the northern lakes are
locked fast with ice. There’s nothing
going on now except the winter traffic
on Lake Michigan and, to a much
smaller extent, on Ontario and Erie;
we have an interest in some winter
boats, but we don’t operate them from

here. Next month we will be busy
fitting out, and the month after that
all the ships we have will be upon the
water.”

HE led the way on past to a door
farther down the corridor, which

bore merely the name, “Lawrence

Sherrill”; evidently Sherrill, who had

interests aside from the shipping husi-
ness, had offices connected with but
not actually a part of the offices of
Corvet, Sherrill, and Spearman. A girl
was on guard on the other side of the
door; she recognized Constance Sher-
rill at once and, saying that Mr. Sher-

" rill had been awaiting Mr. Conrad, she

opened an inner door and led Alan into
a large, many-windowed room, where
Sherrill was sitting alone before a
table-desk. He arose, a moment after
the door opened, and spoke a word to
his daughter, who had followed Alan
and the girl to the door, but who had
halted there. Constance withdrew,

and the girl from the outer office also
went away, closing the door behind
her. Sherrill pulled the “visitor’s
chair” rather close to his desk and to
his own big leather chair before ask-
ing Alan to seat himself.

“You wanted to tell me, or ask me,
something last night, my daughter has
told me,” Sherrill said, cordially. “T'm
sorry I wasn’t home when you came
back.”

“I wanted to ask you, Mr. Sherrill,”
Alan said, “about those facts in re-
gard to Mr. Corvet which you men-
tioned to me yesterday but did not
explain. You said it would not aid
me to know them; but I found certain
things in Mr. Corvet’s house last night
which made me want to know, if I
could, everything you could tell me.”

Sherrill opened a drawer and took
out a large, plain envelope.

“1 did not tell you about these yes-
terday, Alan,” he said, “not only be-
cause I had not decided how to act in
regard to these matters, but because
I had not said anything to Mr. Speal* -
man about.them previously, because
1 expected to get some additional in-
formation from you. After seeing you,
I was obliged to wait for Spearman t0
get back to town. The circumstances
are such that I felt myself obliged tO
talk them over first with him; I have
done that this morning; so I was going
to send for you, if you had not comeé
down.”

Sherrill thought a minute, still hold-
ing the envelope closed in his hand.

“On the day after your father disap-
peared,” he went on, “but before I
knew he was gone—or before any one
except my daughter felt any alarm
about him—I received a. short note
from him. I will show it to you later,
it you wish; its exact wording, hoWw"
ever, is unimportant. It had bheen
mailed very late the night before and
apparently at the mail box near hiS
house or at least, by the postmark
somewhere in the neighborhood; and
for that reason had not been takel
up before the morning collection and
did not reach the office until I had
been here and gone away again apout
eleven o’clock. I did not get it, there
fore, until after lunch. The note was
agitated, almost incoherent. It told
me he had sent for you—Alan Conrad:
of Blue Rapids, Kansas—but spoke of
you as though you were some one
ought to have known about, and con®
mended you to my care. The T€&
mainder of it was merely-an agitated:
almost indecipherable farewell to me:
When I opened the envelope, a key had
fallen out. The note made no refer”
ence to the key, but comparing it WitP
one T had in my pocket, I saw that it
appeared to be a key to a safety ae
posit box in the vaults of a company
where we both had boxes.

“The note, taken in connection with
my daughter’s alarm about him, mad®
it so plain that something serious b#
happened” to Corvet, that my first
+hought was merely for him. Corvel
was not a man with whom one coul
readily conneect the thought of suicid®s
but, Alan, that was the idea I had.
hurried at once\to his house, but t8°
bell was not answered, and I could not
get in. His servant, Wassaquam, has
very few friends, and the few time®
he has been away from home of rece?
years have been when he visited
acquaintance of his—the head porte’
in a South Side hotel. I went to tB%
telephone in the house next door %
called the hotel and found Wassadu®




tuere, I asked Wassaquam about the
letter to ‘Alan Conrad,” and Wassa-
Quam said Corvet had given it to him
to post’ early in the evening. Several
hours later, Corvet had sent him out
t0 wait at the mail box for the mail
Collector to get the letter back. Was-
S3quam went out to the mail box, and
Corvet came out there too, almost at
once. The mail collector, when he
Came, told them, of course, that he
c_"‘lld not return the letter; but Corvet
himself had taken the letters and
looked them through. Corvet seemed
Very much excited when he discovered
the letter was not there; and when the
Mail man remembered that he had
been late on his previous trip and so
must have taken up the letter almost
at once after it was mailed, Corvet’s
€Xcitement increased on learning that
t was already probably on the train
OL its way west. He controlled him-
Self later enough at least to reassure

assaquam; for an hour or so after,
When Corvet sent Wassaquam away
from the house, Wassaquam had gone
Without feeling any anxiety about
hing,

“Then T told Wassaquam over the
telephone simply that something was
Wrong, and hurried to my own home to
8€t the key, which T had, to the Corvet
Rouse; hut when I came back and let
Myself into the house, I found it empty
Md with no sign of anything having

abpened, !

“The next morning, Alan, I went to

; ﬁ:rsaofe deposit vaults as soon as they
€ open. T presented the numbered

€Y and was told that it belonged to

:e:?ol’: rented by Corvet, and that Cor-
fors ad arranged about three days be-
for me to have access to the box

! bresented the key. I had only to

81 my name in their book and open
u:ebox. In it, Alan, I found the pic-
erd: of you which I showed you yes-
Y and the very strange communi-

¢
ations that T am going to show you
noW.u

t

s HERRILL opened the long envelope
napefroln which several thin, folded
TS fell. He picked un the largest

. ezlt‘eSE, which consisted of several
i E fastened together with a’ clin,
S anded it to Alan without com-

tﬂl‘néq Alan, as he looked at it and

e the pages, saw that it contained
Om‘301umns of typewriting carried

‘of Page to page after the manner

1 account,

Veﬁ:: column to the left was an in-
comry of nroperty and profits and
e € by months and years, and the

- te the right was a list of losses
E n‘;’tmenditures. Reginning at an in-

Bz, € day or month in the year 1895,

Was .set down in a lump sum

& &V‘fas indicated as the total of

s m;l Corvet’s holdings at that

Ttemg t° this, in sometimes undated

) g he increase had been added.

a'I)Dm:htonnos',ite column, beginning,

Were'th ly, from the same date in 1895,
& Daie misging man’s expenditures.

e % Nstaking exactness of these

i dO‘Ubt of their correctness; they

of Deﬂ:iltems for natural depreciation

hagq able properties and, evidently,

U 'n :}t:n worked over very recently.
hagq e € last sheet, the second column
ay o » deducted from the first, and

| tw }-lareﬂtl.v purely arbitrary sum of

B@'@u Undred thousand dollars had

=

y 3 been taken away annroxi-

gy, “1€ hundred and fifty thousand
" Wore,

%ey ¢
 thepy ®N away, From the remainder -
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Alan having ascertained that the
papers contained only this account,
looked up questioningly to Sherrill;
but Sherrill, without speaking, merely
handed him the second of the
papers. This, Alan saw, had
evidently been folded to fit a smaller
envelope. Alan unfolded it and saw
that it was a letter written in the same
hand which had written the summons
he had received in Blue Rapids and
had made the entries in the little
memorandum book of the remittances
that had been sent to John Welton.

1t began simply:

Lawrence,—

This will come to you in- the event
that I am not able to carry out the plan
upon which I am now, at last, deter-
mined. You will find with this a list
of my possessions which, except for
two hundred thousand dollars settled
upon my wife which was hers abso-
lutely to dispose of as she desired and
a further sum of approximately one
hundred and fifty thousand dollars pre-
gented in. memory of her to the Hos-
pital Service in France, have been
transferred to you without legal reser-
vation.

You will find deeds for all real estate
executed and complete except for re-
cording of the transfer at the county
office; bonds, certificates, and other
documents representing my ownership
of properties, together with signed

COURIER

forms for their legal transfer to you,
are in this box. These properties, in
their entirety, I give to you in trust
to hold for the young man now known
as Alan Conrad, of Blue Rapids, Kan-
sas, to deliver any part or all over to
him or to continue to hold it all in trust
for him as you shall consider to be to
his greatest advantage.

This for the reasons which I shall
have told to you or him—I cannot
know which one of you now, nor do I
know how I shall tell it. But when
you learn, Lawrence, think as well of
me as you can and help him to be
charitable to me.

With the greatest affection,

Benjamin Corvet.

LAN, as he finished reading looked
up to Sherrill, bewildered.

“What does it mean, Mr. Sherrill?—
Does it mean that he has gone away
and left everything he had—every-
thing to me?”

“The properties listed here,” Sherrill
touched the pages Alan first had
looked at, “are in the box at the vault
with the executed forms of their
transfer to me. If Mr. Corvet does not
return, and I do not receive any other
instructions, I shall take over his
estate as he hag instructed for your
advantage.”

; “And, Mr. Sherrill, he didn’t tell you
why? This is all you know?”

“Yes; you have everything now. The

29

fact that he did not give his reasons
for this, either to you or me, made me
think at first that he might have made
his plan known to some one else, and
that he had been opposed—to the ex-
tent even of violence done upon him—
to prevent his carrying it out. But the
more I have considered this, the less
likely it has seemed to me. Whatever
had happened to Corvet that had so
much disturbed and excited him lately,
seems rather to have precipitated his
plan than deterred him in it. He may
have determined after he had written
this that his actions and the plain in-
dication of his relationship to you,
gave all the explanation he wanted to
make. -All we can do, Alan, is to
search for him in every way we can.
There will be others searching for him,
too, now; for information of his dis-
appearance has got out. There have
been reporters at the office this morn-
ing making inquiries, and his disap-
pearance will be in the afternoon
papers.” ‘

Sherrill put the papers back in their
envelope, and the envelope back into
the drawer, which he relocked.

21 went over all this with Mr. Spear-
man this morning,” he said. “He is
as much at a loss to explain it as I
am.”

He was silent for a few moments,
apparently deep in thought.

“The transfer of Mr. Corvet’s pro-
perties to me for you,” he said,
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ROYAL.BANK CLOSES
MOST SUCCESSFUL YEAR

Sir Herbert Holt Touches on Chief Factors of Canada’s Prosperity.

Mr. Edéon L. Pease, Managing Director, Recommends Establishment
of a Bank of Re-Discount'in Canada.

Mr. C. E. Neill, General Manager, Refers to Pr

ogress Made and Pays

Highest Tribute to Over One Thousand Members of Staff

Serving Overseas.

Montreal, Jan. 21, 1918.

The enormous strides made by the
Royal Bank of Canada during the past
few years was accentuated in the re-
ports submitted by Sir Herbert Holt,
President; Edson L. Pease, Managing
Director, and C. E. Neill, General
Manager, at the forty-ninth .annual
meeting of the shareholders held here
to-day.

The nieeting was largely attended
and the addresses of the different. offi-
cials were listened to with a great deal
of interest. The progress made Dby
the Dominion during the past year
was reviewed and recommendations
made for the future prosperity .of the

country. One of the important points

brought out was the suggestion of Mr.
Pease that a bank of re-discount
_similar in its working ‘to’ that ‘of ‘the
United States be established here.

Sir Herbert Holt dealt particularly
with the more important developments
that had contributed to the prosperity
of the country. :

Sir Herbert also referred in an im-
pressive manner to the problem of
taxation introduced by the Govern-
ment, and while he approved of the
principle of the income tax, he took
the view that business profits tax is
unduly onerous and repressive and
that it had had the effect of antagon-
izing capital and restricting produc-
tion.

In commenting further on the action
of the Government in this connection,
SQir Herbert said: ‘

“While we believe the Government’s
assumption of the powers mentioned
is essential to the prosecution of the
war, and are in duty bound to give
our full support, the extent to which
the domestic life and liberties of the
people are thus affected is a serious
matter. Dictatorial .powers once
assumed are usually reluctantly relin-
quished, and if we could not trust the
Government to annul them when the
present purpose has bheen served, great
evil would result.”

Sir Herbert also referred to the
terrible disaster at Halifax, and point-
ed out that the Royal Bank would
never waver in its attachment to the
City of Halifax, where it was founded
in 1869,  and in which city the head
office was located for thirty-one years.

Edson L. Pease, Vice-President and
. Managing Director, dealt particularly
with the financial problems that had
been worked out in Canada during
the year. Mr. Pease considered that

the growing appreciation of the people:

for Government War Bonds as an in-
vestment was the most gratifying
feature of the year.

While the Canadian banks had
played a prominent part in financing
the war, it was gratifying to find that
the extent to which Canada and Great
Tritain are publicly indebted to them
at the moment represents only 20 per
cent. of the deposits, and this will
shortly be reduced to 15 per cent.

In view of the many problems ahead,
Mr. Pease expressed the opinion that
the question of providing supplemen-
tary banking facilities in the country
was very important, and should re-
ceive the consideration of the Govern-
ment and banks. Mr. Pease thought
if Canada had a bank of re-discount
patterned somewhat after the Federal
Reserve Bank, in the United States,
it wonld render legitimately available

‘ on* January 2, 1917,

millions of assets in the form of high,

grade commercial paper now lying
dormant in the portfolios of the banks,
and thereby grgatly increase our finan-
cial resources. 5

C. E. Neill, General Manager, sub-
mitted to the shareholders the prin-
cipal features of the growth enjoyed
by the bank during the past year, and
testified to the proud record achieved
by over one thousand members of the
staff of the bank that were serving
overseas. ; 3

Mr. Neill said in part:

The balance sheet submitted evinces
a year of remarkable growth. The

total assets of the bank are over $335,-

000,000, nearly double their amount
at the beginning of the war. The in-
crease during the past year was no
less than $82,000,000. Of this increase
the Quebec Bank, which was absorbed
contributed ap-
proximately $22,000,000.

Total deposits amount to $252,987,-
382.81. The increase for the year be-
ing $52,759,707.23. As I pointed out

‘ last year, a very satisfactory feature

is the absence of large or unusual de-
posits of a temporary nature.

A remarkable expansion has taken
place in our circulation, as in that of
other banks. Outstanding notes now
exceed our paid-up capital by $15,247,-
651.49. To cover this.excess, $16,000,-
000 has been deposited in the Central
Gold Reserve.

It is satisfactory to report that all
the bank’s securities have been written
down to the present market value.

I desire particularly to direct your
attention to the splendid work of the
staff of the bank during the past year.
Over 1,000 of our men have enlisted
voluntarily since the heginning of the
war. Of these, 89 have been killed or
have died of wounds, and 30 have been
discharged as unfit for further military
service. Nineteen of the latter have
again taken up their duties in the
hank.

President’s Address.

Sir Herbert said in part:

The year brought no cessation of
the remarkable prosperity enjoyed by
Clanada since the beginning of the war.
While munition orders fell off per-
ceptibly, manufacturing activity was
largely directed to shipbuilding. The
demand for foodstuffs and war com-
modities continued to the extent of
the country’s ability to finance pay-
ments for same. j

The recent Order-in-Council pro-
hibiting the sale of new issues with-
out a permit from the Minister of Fin-
ance, is a wise measure. The Govern-
ment should go further and prohibit
the investment of Canadian money in
foreign countries, as it is highly im-
portant that the resources of  the
country should be conserved to produce
the maximum of war time efficiency.

The income tax imposed last year,
which becomes effective on the 1st of
June this year, is a fair and proper
tax under the circumstances, and it
should not be objected to in its appli-
cation. It will reach everyone who
can afford to contribute. The business
profits tax, however, is unduly onerous
and repressive, It has had the effect
of antagonizing capital and restrict-
ing produection.

While we believe the Government’s
assumption of the powers mentioned

is essential to the prosecution of the
war, and are in duty bound to give
our full support, the extent to which
the domestic life and liberties of the
people are thus affected is a serious
matter. Dictatorial powers once as-
sumed are usually reluctantly relin-
quished, and if we could not trust the
Government to annul them when the
present purpose has been served, great
evil would result.,

The war drags on, and the general
feeling is that it will be considerably
prolonged, but our stern task must
be pursued to a successful end at
whatever cost. We may depend upon
it that still greater sacrifices will be

necessary and that very heavy taxa- |

tion must be entailed.

Mr. Pease, in his reivew of condi-
tions, said in part:

The growing appreciation of the
people for Government war bonds as
an investment is the most gratifying
feature of the year. The recent cam-
paign advocating economy and invest-
ment in Government bonds will be
productive of the greatest possible
benefit to the country as a whole, and
the habit of saving and investment,
once formed, will persist and reward

"the individual.

During the past year the Dominion
Government floated two domestic
loans—one in March for $150,000,000,
which was $100,000,000 over-subscrib-
ed, and another in December last for
$150,000,000, which was $260,000,000
over-subscribed. In the first instance
the Government allotted the amount
offered—$150,000,000, but in the last
case they have accepted applications
for $390,000,000. This sum is expected
to provide for the Government’s neces-
sities until next autumn.

There never was a time when we
were freer from doubtful debts than
at present. Recoveries have been
made to a remarkable extent in con-
netion with advances of which ulti-
mate repayment was regarded as
doubtful three years ago. This is
probably the experience not only of
all the banks, but of merchants and
manufacturers generally.

I cannot close without a tribute of
praise to Sir Thomas White, the Min-
ister of Finance. The prosperity we
are enjoying is due in great measure
to his discovery and exploitation of
the latent resources of the country,
as exemplified by his repeated and
increasingly successful offers of Gov-
ernment securities, culminating in the
last huge domestic loan, and the pro-
fitable employment of these resources
in the prosecution of the war.

Board of Directors.

The following were elected directors
for the ensuing year:—

Sir Herbert S. Holt, K.B.; E. L.
Pease, BE. F. B. Johnston, K.C.; Jas.
Redmond, G. R. Crowe, D. K. Elliott,
Hon. W. H. Thorne, Hugh Paton, Wm.
Robertson, A. J. Brown, K.C.; W. J.
Sheppard, C. 8. Wilcox, A. E. Dyment,
C¢. E. Neill, Sir Mortimer B. Davis,
K.B.: G. H. Duggan, C. C. Blackader,
J. T. Ross, E. MacD. Paterson, G. G.

Stuart, K.C.
At a subsequent meeting of the
Directors, Sir Herbert S. Holt, was

unanimously re-elected President, Mr.
. L. Pease, Vice-President and Man-
aging Director, and Mr. E. F'. B. John-
ston, K.C., second Vice-President:

suddenly, “includes, as you have seen,
Corvet’s interest in the firm of ‘Corvet,
Sherrill and Spearman. I went very
carefully through the deeds and trans:
fers in the deposit box, and it was
plain that, while he had taken great.
care with the forms of transfer for all
the propertieg, he had taken particular
pains with whatever related to nis
holdings in this company and to his
shipping interests. If I make over the
properties to you, Alan, I shall begin.
with those: for it seems to me that
vour father was particularly anxiou$
that you should take a personal as well
as a financial place among the men
who control the traffic of the lakes.
I have told Spearman that this is my
intention. He has not been able t0
cee it my way as yet; but he may
change his views, I think, after meet:
ing you.”

SHERRILL got up. Alan arose un
steadily. The list of properties he
had read and the letter and Sherrill’s
statement portended so much that it$
meaning could not all come to him at
once. He followed Sherrill through &
short private corridor, flanked with
files lettered “Corvet, Sherrill, and
Spearman,” into the large room he had
seen when he came in with Constance:
They crossed this, and Sherrill, with-
out knocking, opened the door of the
office marked, “Mr. Spearman.” Alal:
looking on past Sherrill as the door
opened, saw that there were some half
dozen men in the room, smoking and
talking. They were big men, mostlyr
ruddy-skinned and weather-beaten 1B
lcok, and he judged from their appear”
ance, and from the pile of their hats
and coats upon a chair, that they weré
officers of the company’s ships, id1€
while the ships were laid up, but ¥€
porting now at the offices and receiV"
ing instructions as the time for fitting

out approached.

His gaze went swiftly on past thes®
men to the one who, half seated on the
top of the flat desk, had been talkin®
to them; and his pulse closed upon hi#
heart with a shock; he started, choked
with astonishment, then swiftly force
himself under control. For this Wa%'
the man whom he had met and who™
he had fought in Benjamin Corvet®
house the night before—the big matt
surprised in his blasphemy of COI'Vet
and of souls “in Hell” who, at sight 2
an apparition with a bullet hole above 5
its eye, had cried out in his frights
“You got Ben! But you won’t get meé
—damn you! Damn you!”

Alan’s shoulders drew up slightw'.
and the. muscles of his hands tighff'
ened; as Sherrill led him to this m&)"
Sherrill put his hand on the ma’
shoulder: his other hand was still o
Alan’s arm. °

“Henry,” he said to the man,
is Alan Conrad. Alan, T want you
know my partner, Mr. Spearman'" .

Spearman nodded an acknOWledi
ment, bt did not put out his hand; h/' ;
eyes—steady, bold, watchful eyef”
seemed measuring Alan attentivel'y;'
and in return Alan, with his gaze. Gl
measuring him.

wthid
to

CHAPTER VIIL

Mr. Corvet’s Partner.
n AlS2

HE instant of meeting, whe i
T recognized in Sherrill’s paft n

the man with whom he had fougi.‘e F

ajust

Corvet’s house, was one of gwift
justment of all his thought—2




ment to a situation of which he could
ot even have dreamed, and which left
him breathless. But for Spearman,
obviously, it was not that. Following
his noncommittal nod of acknowledg-
Ment of Sherrill's introduction and
his first steady scrutiny of Alan, the
big, handsome man swung himself off
tom the desk on which he sat and
leaned ‘against it, facing them more
directly.

“On, yes—Conrad,” he said. His
tone wag hearty; in it Alan could
l'ef?OEnize cnly so much of reserve as
Night pe expected from Sherrill’s
Partner who had taken an attitude of
9Phosition. The shipmasters, looking
:2’ Could see, no doubt, not even that;
“Cept for the excitement which Alan
Mself could not conceal, it must
:rllpea.r to them only an ordinary in-
Oduction.
ru‘:‘;an fOI.lght sharply down the swift
of 1 of his blood and the tightening
- U8 muscles.

T can say truly that Tm glad to

ny
3 cet you, Mr. Spearman,” he
Nanageq,

HERR was no recognition of any-
meanfhi‘ng beyond the mere surface
Slow ‘}}g.. of the words in Spearman’s
“Plxezmue‘ of acknowledgment, as he
o & from Alan to Sherrill.
M afraid you've taken rather a
s ,tlme, Lawrence.”
wai‘t‘,‘)‘l‘_’;‘e busy, you mean. This can
i"lm;d enry, if what you’re doing is
iate.” :

baci( V_Va_nt some of these men to be
gé 'tm Michigan to-night. Can’t we

Ogether later—this afternoon?
B 1L be about here this afternoon?”
could“mnner was not casual; Alan
t Dot think of any expression of
5 Man as heing casual; but this,
Ought, came as near it as Spear-
could come,

You'

(3

%" Alan said.
; “Womd two-thirty suit you?”

(,L:t,well as any other time.”

S say two-thirty, then.” Spear-
itt‘:)“‘-ed and noted the hour almost
tmusly among the scrawled ap-
hing ents on his desk pad; straight-
Waj e,daftt?r this act of dismissal, he
hay, % With them to the door, his

“Circn Sherrill’s shoulder. .

S ErmlumStances have put us—Mr.

and myself—in a very diffi-

“We 1::5“10!}‘,-‘ Conrad,” he remarked.

Cerneq ant much to be fair to all con-
—

n an
Solic
D()in

halli:dqld not finish the sentence, but
i at the door. Sherrill went out,
<. Man followeq him; exasperation

Outrage yet half admiration—
Pearman’g bearing, held Alan
i The blood rushed hotly
ep "IN ag the door closed behind
Tury ,d I:S hands clenched, and he
® olig ckack to the closed door; then
rl, o4 himself and followed Sher-
Tgpg 10, Oblivious to Alan’s excite-
bore 0 the way to the door which
Hsclgg OTvet's name. He opened it,
la-l'ge!. U8 an empty room, somewhat
to it, oy AN Spearman’s and similar
of cons:ept that it lacked.the marks
Sin Nt use. It was plain that,

: discus ;’earman had chosen to put off

Qg .. °% of Alan’s status, Sherrill
m'-()()d an knOW what next to do; he
t?nting Istant in thought, then, con:
Yuny, no Self with inviting Alan to
to hig eXcused himself to return
"loaingo 6. When he had gone,

€ door behind him, Alan

think T can be here this after

CANADIAN COURIER

began to pace swiftly up and down
the room.

What had just passed had left him
still' breathless; he ‘felt bewildered.
If every movement of Spearman’s
great, handsome body had not re-
called to him their struggle of the
night before—if, as Spearman’s hand
rested cordially on Sherrill’s shoulder,
Alan had not seemed to feel again
that big hand at his throat—he would

almost have been ready to believe |

that this was not the man whom he
had fought. But he could not doubt
that; he had recognized Spearman
beyond question. And Spearman had
recognized him—he was sure of that;
he could not for an instant doubt it;
Spearman- had known it was Alan
whom he had fought in Corvet’s house
even before Sherrill had brought them
together. Was there not further proof
of that in Spearman’s subsequent
manner toward him? For what was
all this cordiality except defiance?
Undoubtedly Spearman had acted just
as he had to show how undisturbed
he was, how indifferent he might be
to any accusation Alan could make.
Not having told Sherrill of the en-
counter in the house—not having told
any one else—Alan could not tell it
now, after Sherrill had informed him
that Spearman opposed his accession
tc Corvet’s estate; or, at least, he
could not tell who the man was. In
the face of Spearman’s manner to-
ward him to-day, Sherrill would not
believe. If Spearman denied it—and
his story of his return to town that
morning made it perfectly certain that
he would deny it—it would be only
Alan’s word against Spearman’s—the
word of a stranger unknown to Sher-
rill except by Alan’s own account of
himself and the inferences from Cor-
vet’s acts. There could be no risk to
Spearman in that; he had nothing
to fear if Alan blurted an accusation
against him. Spearman, ‘perhaps,
even wanted him to do that—hoped
he would do it. Nothing could more
discredit Alan than such an unsustain-
able accusafion against the partner
who was opposing Alan’s taking his
father’s place. For it had been plain
that Spearman dominated Sherrill, and
that Sherrill felt confidence in and ad-
miration toward him.

LAN grew hot with the realization

that, in the _interview, Spear-
man had also dominated him. He
had been unable to find anything ade-
quate to do, anything adequate to
answer, in opposition to this man
more than fifteen years older than
himself- and having a lifelong experi-
ence in dealing with all kinds of men.
He would not yield to Spearman like
that again; it was the bewilderment
of his recognition of Spearman that
had made him do it. Alan stopped
his pacing and flung himself down in
tiie leather desk-chair which had been
Corvet’s. He could hear, at intervals,
Spearman’s heavy, genial wvoice ad-
dressing the ship men in his office;
its tones—half of comradeship, half
of command—told only too plainly his
dominance over those men also. He
heard Spearman’s office door open
and some of the men go out; after

‘a time it opened again, and the rest

went out. He heard Snearman’s
voice in the outer office, then heard
it again as Spearman returned alone
into his private office.

There was a telephone upon Cor-
vet's desk which undoubtedly
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connected with the switchboard in the
general office. Alan picked up the
receiver and asked for “Mr. Spear
man.” At once the hearty voic®
answered, “Yes.”

“This is Conrad.”

“I thought I told you I was buslh
Conrad!” The ’phone clicked &9
Spearman hung up the receiver.

The quality of the voice at the othel
end of the wire had altered; it had
become suddenly again the harsh
voice of the man who had called doWw®
curses upon “Ben” and on men ‘iB
Hell” in Corvet’s library.

Alan sat back in his chair, smiliné
a little. Tt had ‘not been for him, the®
—that pretense of an almost mockin®
cordiality; Spearman was not trying
to deceive or to influence Alan by

that. Tt had been merely for Shel

rill’s benefit; or, rather, it had heent
bhecause, in Sherrill’s presence, this
had been the most effective weapo®
against . Alan which Spearman coul
employ. Spearman might, or might‘
not, deny to Alan his identity Wit
the man whom Alan had fought; 88
vet Alan did not know which Speal”
man would do: but, at least, betweer
themselves there was to be no P

tense about the antagonism, the
opposition they felt toward on®
another.

LITTLE prickling thrills of excit®
ment were leaping through Ala™

' as he got up and moved about

room again. The room was on & e
ner, and there were two windo®
one looking to the east over the wh

and blue expanse of the harbor 20
the lake; the other showing the TOOfSU
and chimneys, the towers and domeﬂ
of Chicago, reaching away block attef
block, mile after mile to the 508

and west, till they dimmed aﬂe.
blurred in the brown haze Of &
sunlit smoke. Power and possessioﬂ,
—both far exceeding Alan’s most ?

travagant dream—were nr'nmi.qnd .

by those papers which Sherrill b

shown him. When he had read do 4
the list of those properties, It g
had no more feeling that such :
could be his than he had had at ﬂt/
that Corvet’s house could be haa"
until he had heard the 'y
moving in that house. And 1O¥
was the sense that another was goies
to make him fight. for those pI'OP“"rt 4
that was bringing to him the T®2
tion of his new power. He "hasr",
something on that man—on. Spehat
man. ‘He did not know what 8 t
thing was; no stretch of his thoU&ry
nothing that he knew about him pt
or others, could tell him; but, af Siié,
of him, in the dark of Corvet's houflé‘-
Spearman had cried out in horroh ,
had screamed at him the nameé jod
sunken ship, and in terror had huiv},-
his electric torch. It was trué, s ai’
man’s terror had not been at ot
Conrad; it had been because on?
man had mistaken him for som® s
else—for a ghost. But after learneaﬁ’
that Alan was not a ghost. ootl?
man’s attitude had not very vgr_ aéﬂ
changed; he had fought, he nad Tp
willing to ' kill rather than :

caught there. 111&"'

Alan thought an instant; D€ wotge‘
make sure he still “had” that e
thing on Spearman and woul éﬁ‘ 3
how far it went. He took U2 = i
ceiver and asked for Spearmal ‘,Ye's,;;f

Again the voice answered = egt

“I don’t care whether youT®

e
thiﬂgi




Alan said, evenly. “I think you and
I had better have a talk before we
leet with Mr. Sherrill this afternoon.
Lam here in Mr. Corvet’s office now
ad will be here for half an hour;
then I'm going out.”

Spearman made no reply, but again
hung up the receiver. Alan sat wait-
g, his watch upon the desk before
hlm‘tense, expectant, with flushes of
hot ang colg passing over him. Ten
:’:Rutes passed; then twenty. The

fph()ne under Corvet’s desk buzzed.

Mr. Spearman says he will give
YOU five minutes now,” the switch-
0ard girl said.

Spt;an breathed deep with relief:
- I:iman had wanted to refuse to
kL M-—but he had not refused; he

4 ent For him within the time Alan
. zppomted and after waiting until

efore it expired.
Doait put his watch back into his
oftice and, crossing to the other

k- found Spearman alone. There
Spea:m Df‘etense of courtesy now in
= man’s manner; he sat motion-

at his desk, his bold eyes fixed

: Alan intently, Alan closed the

* behind him and advanced toward

S desk.
expllathOUSht we’d better have some
IIIeetinatiOn’” he said, “about our

g 0g last night.”

Dea(t);;‘. Meeting?”  Spearman re-
tuly, » his eyes had narrowed watch-

o«
8120? told Mr. Sherrill that you
. ;1 Duluth and that you arrived
D Chicago only this morning.
tha:";"se you don’t mean to stick to
; Ory with me?”
e hat are you talking about?”
L aman demanded.
Course, I know exactly where
re a part of last evening; and
know that 1 know. I only want
10W what explanation you have
Offer.»
e:;’:arman leaned forward. “Talk
2 Ythi:nd talk it quick, if you have
i 8 to say to me!”
haven't told Mr. Sherrill that T
Night . You at Corvet's house last
tor  PUt I don’t want you to doubt
& Minute that I know you—and
+Your damning of Benjamin Cor:

and your i 4
Ml“’aka!" cry about saving the

Yoy W
You

InA;l,sﬁ afh of blood came to Spear-
ace; Alan, in his excitement,
; but there was just
®arman He turned, while
Staring = sat chewing his cigar and
Dartyy him, and went out and
de; Closed the door. Then, sud-
®logeq i: Teopened it, looked in, re-
W, -y Sharply, and went on his
aking a little. For, as he
llantaCk this second time at the
Seateq at" _determined, able man
& Spegy his desk, what he had seen
hhnse)t Man’s face was fear; fear of
Dids’\ of Alan Conrad, of Blue
Sort v_.Vet it was not fear of that
Wag Ich weakens or dismays; it
Ing g '3 Sort which, merely warn-
g‘ines onznfel‘ close at hand, deter-
15 Dowgy, to use every means within
0 save himself.

Alay,
T cr(;Ss:f;H trembling excitedly.
. ajt to Corvet’'s office to
wl‘en gy It was not, he felt
a’&s' ODpog; an Conrad that Spearman
af,na!‘e sng; it was not even the
G &:"k of Cucce“m' to the controlling
ML &Orvet, Sherrill, and Spear-

Th
't Alan resembled some one

log
d°fni

herriyy,
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—some one whose ghost had seemed
to come to Spearman and might, per-
haps, have come to Corvet—was only
incidental to what was going on now;
for in Alan’s presence Spearman
found a threat—an active, present
threat against himself. Alan could
not imagine what the nature of that
threat could be. Was it ‘because
there was something still concealed
in Corvet’s house which Spearman
feared Alan would find? Or was it con-
nected only with that some one whom
Alan resembled? Who was it Alan
resembled? His mother? 1In what
had been told him, in all that he had
been able to learn about himself, Alan
had found no mention of his mother
—no mention, indeed, of any woman.
There had been mention, definite
mention, of but one thing which
seemed, no matter what form these
new -experiences of his took, to con-
nect himself with all of them—men-
tion of a ship, a lost ship—the Mi-
waka. That name had stirred Alan,
when he first heard it, with the first
feeling he had been able to get of any
possible connection between himself
and these people here. Spoken by
himself just now it had stirred,
aueerly stirred, Spearman. What was
it, then, that he—Alan—had to do
with the Miwaka? Spearman might
—must have had something to do
with it. So must Corvet. But him-
self—he had been not yet three years
old when the Miwaka was lost! Be-
yond and above all other questions,
what had Constance Sherrill to do
with it?
HE had continued to believe that
Corvet’s disappearance was Tre-
lated in some way to herself. Alan
would rather trust her intuition as to
this than trust to Sherrill’s contrary
opinion. Yet she, certainly, could
have had no direct connection with
a ship lost about the time she was
born and before her father had allied
himself with the firm of Corvet and
Spearman. In the misty warp and
woof of these events, Alan could find
as yet nothing which could have in-
volved her. But he realized that he
was thinking about her even more
than he was thinking about Spearman
~-more, at that moment, even than
about the mystery which surrounded
himself.

Constance Sherrill, as she went
about her shopping at Field’s, was
feeling the strangeness of the experi-
ence she had shared that morning
with- Alan when she had completed
for him the Indian creation legend
and had repeated the ship rhymes of
his boyhood; but her more active
thought was about Henry Spearman,

- for she had a -luncheon engagement

with him at one o’clock. He liked
one always to be prompt at appoint-
ments: he either did not keep an en-
gagement at all, or he was on the
minute, neither early nor late, except
for some very unusual circumstance.
Constance could never achieve such
accurate  punctuality, so several
minutes before the hour she went to
the agreed corner of the silverware
department.

She absorbed herself intently with
the selection of her purchase as one
o’clock approached. She was sure
that, after his three days’ absence, he
would be a moment early rather than
late; but after selecting what she
wanted, she monopolized

A

twelve |
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“Contented and Healthy”

20 0cts; 1917

Dear Sir :

46 Addison Road,
Portland Road,
S. Norwood, S.E. 25.

Enclosed you will find photo of my little daughter, Jenny,
age 8 months, weighs 18 lb. 2 oz., and is 2 ft. 4 in. long,
and has eight teeth. She is a contented, healthy baby and
has had your Gripe Water since she was four weeks old.
I weaned her a fortnight ago and she eats and sleeps well
and will not be long before she walks.

I am, Sir, yours truly,

MRS. L. A. COPPARD

WOODWARDS

GRIPE WATER.
b1y el /!

Canadian Agents
Harold F. Ritchie & Co., Limited, Toronto, Ontario
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BABY'S OWN

For Nursery Use

you cannot take chances on
Soap. Four generations of
Canadians have enjoyed the
creamy, fragrant skin healing
father of Baby’s Own Soap—
the Standard in Canada for
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known purity.

Baby’s Own is Best for
Baby—Best for You.
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minutes more of the salesman’s time
in showing her what she had no in-
tention of purchasing, before she
picked out Henry’s vigorous step from
the confusion of ordinary footfalls in
the aisle behind her. Though she had
determined, a few moments before, to

punish him a little, she turned
quickly.
“Sorry I'm late, Connie.” That

meant that it was no ordinary busi-
pess matter that had detained him;
but there was nothing else noticeably
unusual in his tone.

“It’s certainly your turn to be the
tardy one,” she admitted.

“1’d never take my turn if I could

help it—particularly just after being
away; you know that.”

She turned carelessly to the clerk.
“1]] take that, too”—she indicated the
trinket which she had examined last.
“Send it, please. I've finished here
now, Henry.”

“I thought you didn’t like that sort .

of thing.” His glance had gone to
the bit of frippery in the clerk’s hand.

“I don’t,” she confessed.

“Then don’t buy it. She doesn’'t
want that; don’t send it,” he directed
the salesman.

“Very well, gir.”

Henry touched her arm and turned
her away. She flushed a little, but

—_—

change.
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she was not displeased, Any of the
other men whom she knew would
have wasted twenty dollars, as lightly
as herself, rather than confess, “I
really didn’t want anything more; 1
just didn’t want to be seen waiting.”
They would not have admitted—those
other men—that such a sum made the
slightest difference to her or, by in-
ference, to them; but Henry was
always willing to admit that there had
been a time when money meant much
to him, and he gained respect thereby.

The tea room of such a department
store as Field’s offers to young people
opportunities for dining together
without furnishing reason for even
innocently connecting their names too
intimately, if a girl is not seen there
with the same man too often. There
is something essentially casual and
unpremeditated about it—as though
the man and the girl, both shopping
and both hungry, had just happened
to meet and go to lunch together. As
Constance recently had drawn closer
to Henry Spearman in her thought,
and particularly since she had been
seriously considering marrying hinz,
she had clung deliberately to this un-
planned appearance about their meet-
ings. She found something thrilling
in this casualness, too. Spearman’s
bigness, which attracted eyes to him

PATHEPHONE

| " Lies Not Alone in Its Wondrous Music

There is no home that is tasfefully furnished, be it simple or sumptuous, with which the
Pathephone will not be in fullest accord, or indeed, enhance by its presence.

For there is a Patnephone to suit every surrounding—Pathe «Period” designs exemplifying
furniture periods most famous in history—Queen Anne, Louis XVI, Sheraton, Adam, William
and Mary; and every Pathephone is a triumph of cabinet-making skill.

See the various models at any Pathe Dealer’s—and write for Pathe
Art Catalogue containing interesting chats on Period Furniture

CONSIDER THESE BIG PATHE
ADVANTAGES—

The Permanent Sapphire Ball—no digging, tearing needles to

Records that will wear thousands of times.

An all-wood tone chamber (on the principle of a violin).
Pathe Tone Control—regulates the volume of sound.

Plays perfectly all makes of records, as well as the Pathe.

The exclusive Period design cab nets--A complete line of instru-

A repertoire of double disc records, unique, comprehensive

Toronto, Ontario

always in o crowd, was merely the
first and most obvious of the thing?
which kept attention on him; theré
were few women who, having caught
sight of the big, handsome, decisive
carefully groomed man, could 100K
away at once. If Constance suspected
that, ten years before, it might hav®
been the eyes of shop-girls that foF
lowed Spearman with the gr?}altegt
interest, she was certain no one could
find anything flashy about him now:
What he compelled now was admird”
tion and respect alike for his good
looks and his appearance of persont
achievement—a tribute very differeﬂt
from the tolerance granted those bo¥?
brought up as irresponsible inheritol'a
of privilege like herself.
(To be continued.)

Playing Both Ends

(Continued from page 9.)

equally effective in investing the GO
man soldier with an intelligence and an
unconquerable valor which.he has nevel
vet displayed, and in crediting the Ger:
man nation with a quite miraculous
power to create soldiers that it can ng
possibly possess by normal means. Mr
Gerard’s estimate of 11,000,000 Ge!‘manf
now in the field is still within our memw
ory, but he does not explain to us Zo=
a nation with a population of only 68;
000,000, about half of when ave femal®!
and after three years of devastating waf:
can conceivably have 11,000,000 men Y
der arms. It is to be presumed that v
ordinary vitality ratios apply in Gel‘“’ane
as elsewhere, and a consideration of thes.
&ives more reliable results than any nd
ber of alarmist guesses. i
Mr. G. Stanley Szdgwick, writing
the New York Times, analyzes the ﬁg“r:_
for us, alike conclusively and unaﬂswe %
ably. He tells us that when the war 000
gan there could not have been 11,000: d
men between the ages of eighteen &
fifty in the whole German empir®
this, of course, is evident from the g i
of ordinary population statistics. Asst 3
ing that every man between the 28es i
eighteen and fifty was conscripted g;ra
that every man was found to be fit, b on
would then have been about 9,000,000 o 2
available for the army. But at 162 of
million of these men, including the it
young and the very old, would be ljn o
Another 2,000,000 would be indispeR¥
for the work of the country, an® ple.
would leave about 6,000,000 men availd
for actual fighting at the beginning %" "y
war. Allowing for subsequent drd shefl
the one hand, and for losses on they0" %5
Mr. Sedgwick states it as “a fact & WA
June 1st of this year the Germans ha oub
the army 5,500,000 men. Of these ® g
1,250,000 men were on the Russian Bo(}o
2,000,000 men in France, perhaps 1 1o
in Turkey and the Balkans, and B¢ g
mainder on the communications &% ar”
the depots.” Mr. Sedgwick offers tothelr
nish proofs of these figures, bU :
substantial accuracy seems inesca‘patwfl
Given the factors of German pop“f a
at the beginning of the war, and e‘&,;,n
losses since the beginning of the £io"
and we have the basis for a calc®™ e
that must be approximately acet g5¢?
Germany has now called up the O
of 1918, 1919, and 1920, the last % o
cluding boys of seventeen and eig aier"
who can be worth very little as gol 3 of
France has just called up her 51351919
1918, ‘and she still has her classes o b
and 1920 in reserve. She is theref0™ d
this respect better off than G«erm&ny"i oty
yet we still hear the German-inspiey, it
that France is “bled white.” Act“;,.anc"
is Germany that is bled white. iraﬁff
has 2,000,000 men on the wester? 1;1‘15t
and therefore her army is equal 0 “ipe
of the Germans without cou“tmg
British at all.

r i)
Mr. Sedgwick concludes his 1et%% 4 b

a summary that is optimistic, b“t&t; ab’
absolutely justified. Speaking " “go ‘,’ﬂ
surd prediction that the war mus,t.,r o
for another five yvears, he says' oY
ture the simple statement that G p
at the end of two years, and at ﬂc’:

ent rate of casualties, would ?
1,000,000 men left in the field.”
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AIR IS CHEAP—
USE PLENTY OF IT

Nothing is as essential to the
life of your tires as air.

New air is cheaper than new
tires.

Give your tires all the air
they need.

The only way to KNOW
whether or not your tires have
enough air is to measure it
with a

Schrader “Universal
Tire Pressure Gauge

If you have been riding on
haphazzard pressure, you have
been spending a great deal
more money for tires than you
need have spent.

Price $1.50.
For Sale by Tire Manufacturers,

Jobbers, Dealers, Garages, or

A SCHRADER’S SON, irc,,
334 KING ST. EAST,,
TORCONTO. ONT.

Schrader products were awarded
a Grand Prize and two Gold
Medals at the Panama-Pacific
Fxpomtlon “There is a Rea-

Manufactured by

A. Schrader sSon Inc.

NEW YORK:
7 795 Atlantic Avenue

Highest Award Panam:

20-22 Hayter Street
TORONTO, ONT.

CHICAGO:
1200 Michigan Avemus

acific Exposition

A J-Dimension
Argument

TO SUBSCRIBERS :

This is the second issue of the ‘“new” CANADIAN
COURIER. It does not exactly look like the Editor’s

ideal, but it is getting nearer.

Comparisons of the new COURIER with the old are
invited. Summing up the results you will find

I« A LARGER MAGAZINE-—SIZE 36 PAGES REGULARLY.

2. A MUCH BETTER PRINTED MAGAZINE —WITH A PLUS PER-
FECTION YET TO FOLLOW.

3. CONTENTS SELECTED—FROM JUST TWICE THE EDITORIAL
OPPORTUNITY AS 'FAR AS COPY AND PICTURES ARE
CONCERNED, HENCE—A WINNOWED RESULT, WITH IN-
CREASED READER INTEREST,

4. AND IN THESE DAYS OF ADVANCING PRICES. STILL THE
COST IS ONE DOLLAR.

On the Publishing Map Since 1906
CANADIAN COURIER is practically the oldest

national journal in Canada. It has steadfastly proved to
e the medium where national issues are always kept to the
ront. By mamtammg the popular price of One Dollar
-and improving its regular service, it MERITS YOUR
APPROVAL, YOUR RENEWAL.

-

Canadian Courier
181 Simcoe St., Toronto

COURIER 35

5
Built on Integrity
; ( There are merits in
. Dunlop Tires—* Traction”
. or “Special ’—which you
5 cannot afford to be without.
o You get them in Dunlop
- Tires because our tires have
; to be as good as our word.

D\_

</
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Dunlop Tire & Rubber

Goods Co., Limited ¢

o

Head Office and Factories: TORONTO 2
BRANCHES:: il

Victoria, Vancouver, Edmonton, Calgary, »

Saskatoon, Regina, Winnipeg, London,
Hamilton, Toronto, Ottawa,
Montreal, St. John, Halifax.

) @ &

XX

Makers of High-Grade Tires for Automobiles,
Motor Trucks, Bicycles, Motorcycles,
and Carriages; and High-Grade
Rubber Belting, Packing, Fire Hose
and General Hose, Dredge
Sleeves, Military Equipment,
Mats, Tiling, Heels and Soles,
Horse Shoe Pads, Cements and
General Rubber Specialties.

A. 65
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DESK BOOK OF ERRORS IN ENGLISH

BY FRANK H. VIZETELLY,
Associate Editor of the Standard Dictionary, treats the hundred and
one questions that arise in daily speech and correspondence which
are not treated of in the dictionary.
The New York Times: “The scope and plan of the \olume, which
is of handy size and alphabetical an‘angement strike” one as pleas-
antly sane and sound.”

12 mo. cloth, 240 pages. Prlce $1.00 post-paid.

UNIVERSITY BOOK CO.
181 SIMCOEST. . . . . TORONTO, ONT.




Four forms of

Williams’

Shaving Soaps

 Williamg

Quick & Easy
Shaving |
Powder

After?the shave or the
bath you will enjoy the
comforting touch of -

. '
Shaving Stick

\X/ILLIAMS' Shaving Soap is no slacker. In camp
and “over there” as well as at home it is doing its
bit toward lending aid and comfort and economy to
the shave.

Its rich, soothing, lasting lather is always on tap for
the boys at the front, getting into action at the touch
of the brush and making the shaving rule the easiest
one to obey. If your are going into service take
Williams' Shaving Soap along. If you have a soldier
at the front, send him Williams’. :

The J. B. WILLIAMS COMPANY, Canadian Depot, 655 Drolet St., Montreal




